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      The Hotwife Key Party is a series of ten books, each written by a member of the acclaimed ACHE group, the Authors of Cuckold and Hotwife Erotica. Each unique volume tells the story of a different couple at the Casa Del Grande Toro party, how they got there and what happens when their wife’s key is drawn…

      
        
        The Hotwife Key Party: Tina by Paul Garland

        The Hotwife Key Party: Rowan by GK Grayson

        The Hotwife Key Party: Dana by Kirsten McCurran

        The Hotwife Key Party: Harriet by Delores Swallows

        The Hotwife Key Party: Jessica by Lacey Cross

        The Hotwife Key Party: Callie by Anya Knightly

        The Hotwife Key Party: Anna by Max Sebastian

        The Hotwife Key Party: Camille by Zoey Adams

        The Hotwife Key Party: Mia by Jordan Riley

        The Hotwife Key Party: Willow by KT Morrison

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FOREWORD

          

        

      

    

    
      The best thing about being a member of Authors of Cuckold and Hotwife Erotica (ACHE) is the ability to chat with like-minded (meaning: dirty-minded) writers who share a passion for the erotica genre. We chat about everything from plot development and story ideas to marketing and social media. It has been a great place to be comfortable in this odd world we inhabit. Along the way, I have made some good friends in the group.

      I was chatting one day with two of them, Paul Garland and Kirsten McCurran. The subject was collaborations.

      For those of you that don’t know, author collaborations, or ‘collabs’, are where groups of authors band together to write new books with a common purpose. Typically, they revolve around a common theme, like hotwife stories. The characters all visit the same vacation resort. Or a story takes place in the same location or same time of the year (Christmas, for instance.) Each author writes their own book based on the theme. They create common cover art, combine the individual books into a series for an online bookseller and market them together.

      The fun part of these collabs is putting them together. Sounds easy, and it is when they just have a loose theme, like being centered on Valentine’s Day.

      When the collab takes place at a common location, like a resort, and the characters crossover, the authors chat about the direction of the stories and reach a consensus on the shared elements. Some say that getting erotica writers to agree on anything is like herding cats. This is never truer than in these group settings. Writers will always find something to squabble about, often to hilarious results, but somehow, an agreement is reached. The authors then go back to their own keyboards and write their books.
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        * * *

      

      I never considered using anyone but Parker and Rowan McIntosh for my part of the collab. These were the lead characters from one of my favorite stories, My Hotwife Inside. I wrote that book back in 2021 and have always wanted to revisit those characters.

      The McIntosh’s had just the right mix of naiveté and enthusiasm to make it work. Naïveté, because they were new to the lifestyle. Enthusiasm, because they both really enjoyed it, especially Rowan. She found her desire growing with each experience.

      Enjoy this new adventure for Parker and Rowan. It will not be their last!

      

      Thanks for reading!

      GK
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            LIFE AS A HOTWIFE (ROWAN)

          

        

      

    

    
      “What’s this?” Parker laughed. He and his best friend Luka had just returned from a baseball game. My eyes traced up to them from my position on my knees in the living room.

      Oh, did I forget to mention I was naked… with my hands clasped behind my back? The guys noticed…

      Luka walked up behind, tracing his hand across my shoulder, down my back. My husband stood in front of me, his hand on my chin, pulling my gaze higher. I quivered with arousal, my sex already tingling with the need to have my two men take me any way they wanted.

      Lately, all I can think about is sex. Ever since Parker encouraged me to become his hotwife last year. Now, after he gave Luka open access to me whenever we wanted to hookup, I could barely contain my need. As I stared at them from the floor, I’m not sure hooking up was even adequate to describe what happened.

      The first couple of months, Luka and I humped like teenagers who had just discovered sex. This large man, with his brownish-tinged, flawless skin, coal black hair, deep brown eyes and muscular, chiseled body, had found a willing recipient for what he offered. Especially with that rod of his… so big and long-lasting!

      And I found a husband willing to share. Several times, my husband has come home after work to find me in bed with Luka, groaning at the pleasure he gives me. Parker only encouraged him to give it to me harder, or joined in the fun.

      His indifference to my being with another man took some getting used to. Though indifference may not be the best word, now that we have been doing it for a year. Parker gets excited by it, too. Quite aroused, in fact. He has frequently told me I could do it whenever I wanted.

      The first time he caught us at home, I thought for sure a jealous rage would follow, with my husband throwing his friend out. Instead, he ripped his clothes off, shoving his cock down my throat until I no longer cared about his reaction. The message was obvious. I was free to do what I wanted with Luka.

      “I thought you guys might need pepping up after the loss. What’s that… five in a row?” I giggled at the thought. Our town’s major league baseball team is a perpetual loser, always at the bottom of the league standings. This year would not be different, it appears.

      “And you know a willing person to do that…” Parker chuckled, tweaking my hard nipples, so eager to be touched. “What do you think, Luka? Interested?”

      “I’m interested alright…” Luka chuckled. “… just wondering who’s the one needing pepped up. Rowan seems awfully eager.” Luka grazed my pussy lips with his fingertips, causing me to shudder at his touch. Those fingers came back glistening with the arousal already visible for all to see.

      Parker and Luka burst out laughing as my husband’s friend pushed those fingers into my mouth. I sucked them hungrily. This was a Luka thing. He loved to put things in me, then have me lick my own juices off them. I savored the taste… had grown to like this part of our playing. Mainly because I knew what was coming after that!

      My husband helped me off my knees, guiding me toward the bedroom. No one spoke until our clothes were strewn about the room. My husband was on top of me, while Luka waved his shaft near my mouth. Just what their slut needed.

      I came three times before Luka and Parker had made their deposits in my ravenous sex, which lately never seemed to get enough. Even as I approached physical exhaustion with my lovers, my mind was already thinking about the next time we could do this again.

      As had become our habit in recent sessions, when the three of us were exhausted, I would lie on my back between them, draping my legs lewdly across their hips. They would frequently make comments about my ‘pussy being wasted’ or ‘used up’, while using their fingers to keep me on edge. Sometimes, this would lead to more playing, but tonight, none of us were ready for another round. Though my husband had other thoughts…

      “You really like being taken like that, don’t you, Row?” It wasn’t an accusation, just a comment.

      I giggled as his fingers pulled at my nipples while Luka used his massive hands to trace my body’s contour. Oh god… such pleasure! My legs gripped harder against my men, encouraging them to continue.
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        * * *

      

      Luka had to leave early the next morning. He owned two car dealerships in our area. This kept him busy most Saturdays. Parker and I languished in bed, as I basked in the sensual treat of being taken repeatedly through much of the night. Parker would fall asleep. Then I would feel Luka touching me, and it would start again. Parker would do the same after Luka was done. I barely slept all night.

      I got up at 11 that morning, dressed only in a thin robe that barely covered anything. A fresh bag of Wyatt’s Special Roast coffee was calling my name from the kitchen. I wanted to make at least a little something out of the day.

      The doorbell rang just as I pulled the to-do list up on my phone. What did he order now? I thought, looking out the side window. It was Legend! I giggled, looking down at my nearly transparent outfit. Perfect for him, I thought.

      Legend! Parker had brought his co-worker over for my first wife sharing last New Year’s Eve. He knew the guy was involved in the local lifestyle community. Legend was his real name. No kidding, a silly name, right? But it was real, given to him by a mother with a sense of humor.

      The name ‘Legend’ fit him for another reason. Parker was not a small man. His 8-inches may not be the longest, but he had a girth that delighted all my senses. Legend? He was on some other scale. A very large black man with a tool that was thick, long, and often hard as stone. Between the two of them using me all night, I came more often than I could count, and finished wanting more. Regrettably, he has not returned since that New Year’s Eve.

      Just as I opened the door, Parker came down the stairs. He had heard the bell.

      “Oh, babe… you look fine, as always,” Legend said, sweeping me in his arms as he came in. “Wish I could stay longer… you look very tempting… but I can’t. Kid playing ball this afternoon. Just wanted to drop this off for you. A special invitation.”

      “To what?” Parker asked, as I took the formal envelope in my hand. It was like a wedding invitation, our names printed with engraved lettering, prime quality card stock.

      “To a party like you have never experienced. I was one of their special guests three years ago. Ever since, they have asked me to keep an eye out for couples that might be a good fit for them to invite. You, my slut, are JUST what they are looking for. Got you on the list.”

      “A party?” I asked. What does that have to do with my being a slut?

      “You’ll love this one, babe. All expenses paid trip to southern California, for the sole purpose of getting you laid.”

      Parker and I kept looking at each other. What is he talking about?

      Legend stepped over to me, pushing the robe off my shoulders. This left me standing naked in front of him. I did not mind. He had already seen all of me before. “I just had to see those fine titties again… so luscious! You will love sharing them in LA.”

      That got me interested. I grabbed the invite from his hand, ripping the envelope off. A gold card came out with engraved lettering.

      
        
        You are cordially invited to

        our annual summer hotwife party

        RSVP

        W & J

      

      

      That’s all it said. I turned it over. There was an email address for the RSVP. Nothing more. Legend roared at the confusion on both our faces as I handed the card to Parker.

      “Who is W&J?” I asked.

      “Not sure. They wear masks at the event. All I can say is that this couple likes to watch and they have more money than anyone can spend,” Legend said. “So they indulge their favorite fetish. Every year, they host couples to come to a place they have in Malibu. There… they give you what you secretly desire.”

      “How do they know what I secretly desire?” I asked.

      “You’ll see. Reply yes to the email. They’ll get you the rest. I will not tell you anything else, but I strongly recommend you take them up on the offer, my lovely. Lots of opportunities to play…” He reached over with his enormous hand, pulling my chin close to his as he leaned forward. “… and to find the answer to the question that’s bugging you.”

      I turned away from his grip, staring at Parker. “What does he mean?” My husband shrugged, looking back at Legend.

      Legend chuckled. “You want to know how deep this desire goes… how much you can take… I could see that when we played on New Year’s. Parker and I were panting on the side after cumming… how many times?” he grinned at Parker. “But you were just revving up, ready for more. They can help you find that out.”

      “What did…” I tried to pull away from his grip. Before I could finish, Legend interrupted me, pinching both my nipples with powerful tugs. I gasped as he and Parker chuckled at the mix of arousal and discomfort that silenced me.

      “I’ve already said too much,” Legend said. “You need to find out for yourself. I will only say this. These are honorable people. They send these invites only to carefully chosen couples. They will protect your privacy and make sure everyone respects your wishes while on the premises. It will be safe to let go there.”

      “I don’t care how safe… I’m not flying halfway across the country for sex without my husband.”

      “Fortunately, that will not be a problem. They do not accept singles. Only couples. You are both invited. Sorry, gotta go. Already late. Reply to the email. They will explain everything to you. Have fun!”
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        * * *

      

      The invite sat in Parker’s hand. What the fuck were we supposed to do with it?

      Go to the computer, of course! We replied to the email address that we were interested. Almost immediately, another link came back. This time to an extensive online Non-Disclosure Agreement form, requiring our digital signatures. It was so long I wondered whether we should have a lawyer look at it! Both parties had to sign the NDA before coughing up any secrets. Amazingly tight security for a party, I thought. Once that had been done, the site gave up another link.

      The offer was incredible. They paid for airfare from anywhere in the world. First class, of course. They will take us to a five-star hotel for a 5-day stay in the Los Angeles area. A limousine and driver will collect us at the airport, taking us to the hotel. Then, on Saturday of that week, the driver will bring each couple to the house in Malibu. The driver is at the couple’s disposal for the entire stay.

      Someone called ‘The Manager’ will contact each couple to take care of the details once they have filled out the NDA and Questionnaire, we were told.

      I looked around for any reference to the Questionnaire. There was a link at the bottom of the email. And the questions… it made my pussy tingle just looking at them.

      Everything from what experience we had in the ‘lifestyle’ to our sexual orientations and hard limits. They even asked us about our individual unfilled sexual fantasies. They suggested we type the fantasies in separately, so that our partners would not color the responses. We didn’t do that. I had nothing to hide from Parker.

      Though it shook me a little. My fantasy seemed so out there…

      
        
        Gangbang. Large cocks. As long as possible. Take me hard.

      

      

      Parker grinned at me as I typed it. I looked up at him sheepishly, knowing it was probably too much for me, but after having two men so often, I was eager to try more.

      The next week, we received a stream of emails signed only by the Manager. This person apparently does all the party planning for W&J. No one seemed to know who they were.

      Through all these, the details of the party emerged. The festivities will begin late afternoon, where the guests can eat, drink, mix and mingle with the other couples and guests. At a designated time, the hosts will appear and announce what will happen the rest of the night.

      When that happens, they will give the couples a chance to leave without participating. The driver will take them back to their hotel, apparently free to use the hotel for the rest of the weekend, regardless if they stay to play or not. The Manager will already have made the return flight arrangements. Both partners must agree about staying. W&J only allowed couples to remain.

      That will not be a problem for us, I laughed to myself. There is no way I would stay without Parker under any circumstances.
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            TO GO OR NOT TO GO (PARKER)

          

        

      

    

    
      Over the course of the next week, practically all we did was talk about the party. What were we supposed to do with an offer like that? So strange. If it hadn’t come directly from Legend, with his endorsement, we would not have considered it.

      Rowan remained skeptical. Why would they pay to have everyone come out? For a fetish? No one has money to waste like that, she thought. Surely not, at least. They must be planning to sell tapes of the sessions, or something…

      She sent a reply to The Manager asking her the question. The Manager assured them they had their own reasons, which were not her concern. As to selling or making use of anything from the party, the Manager assured Rowan that W&J signed the same NDA as everyone else. If anything came out of the party, violating the restrictions, we could collectively sue them. They prohibited cell phones or recording devices inside their home. Any public release of what happens at a party is simply out of the question, she told her in reply.

      By Saturday, we had exhausted ourselves talking through every scenario, ready to take a break. Luka called to see if I wanted to go fishing, even though it was still a little chilly in the mornings. He was taking a day off. I said sure.

      When he arrived, Rowan caught him before we could get out the door. Informing us we were not going fishing.

      “You won’t believe what we got,” she said, showing him the invitation, running into our home office to bring her laptop to the kitchen table.

      After he looked through the string of emails, web pages, and the lengthy NDA, he looked at me. I noticed she did not share the Questionnaire with him. Did she not want him to know?

      “You good with this?” Luka asked me.

      “Not sure,” was all I could come up with. “Sounds hot, but so little information. Like being invited to a concert without knowing the music act playing.”

      “It’s more than that,” Luka said, a worried look on his face. “Someone knows what you have been doing with others, and gave that information to these people. Somehow it’s become public knowledge. You need to find out who.”

      Rowan and I looked at each other, neither willing to reveal Legend as the source.

      “We know who it was… that’s not the problem,” Rowan said. “Our problem is whether we should go…”

      Luka looked at us both, still worried. “What does it mean… they will tell you what is going to happen later? You really won’t know until that moment?”

      “It’s worse than that,” Rowan said. “We’ll be flying all the way there without knowing.” She looked at her two men, the expression one of anxiety, even fear. “I’m torn… every time I think about it, my sex aches with the arousal I am feeling, but my heart pounds with the fear of it. A heady mix.”

      “You’d let her go?” Luka asked me.

      “Not by herself. You must not have caught that in the emails. They don’t allow singles. For her to go, I have to go with her.”

      “Fuck…” Luka shook his head. “How much money do these people have… to pay total strangers to come in for sex?”

      “That’s not the problem, my friend,” I said. “You should have seen the length of the NDA. They are serious about privacy. Rowan is worried about doing it. Tell him, babe.”

      Her face flushed. I could tell. It was one part embarrassment at what we were talking about, and three parts naked desire. She could barely get her eyes up to ours.

      “I’ve never done this… stuff… with someone I didn’t know,” Rowan said. “This party… so mysterious… if playing is involved, guaranteed to be with strangers. Not sure I’m ready for that.”

      Her nervousness almost made me laugh, though I suppressed my grin, knowing she really was uncertain. At the same time, the graphic nature of her ‘Unfulfilled Sexual Fantasies’ entry on the Questionnaire told me she was ready.

      Now that I’m thinking about it, why is she so nervous? I accept she would be WAY outside her comfort zone, but she clearly wanted to try those things.

      “You wrote out your fantasies,” I said. “All your answers seemed pretty thoughtful, showing a desire to do it. Was that not true?”

      Rowan jumped up from the table, nervousness requiring movement.

      “I don’t know! Don’t you see…” Her unease seemed to grow as she paced the room. “I can barely contain the arousal about going there, yet the fear of being so exposed is almost worse!”

      “Where would you be while this is going on?” She asked me.

      “How would I know? We’ve read the same pages. Presumably in the building, if not the room.”

      Luka got up, pulling her into his arms, turning her to face me. He pulled her t-shirt off, flinging it to the ground with her bra. With his large hands, he pulled her nipples gently away from her body, causing her to whimper while closing her eyes.

      I could see where Luka was going. Her thoughts had turned dark as fear took control. She needed to be reminded of the pleasure. As his hands pulled those sensitive nipples further away from her body, the whimpering became more pronounced. It was working.

      Luka winked at me before speaking. “Imagine standing in a bedroom. A naked movie star comes in. You’ve seen him, but can’t quite place it. But you feel his hands touching you… pulling at your nipples.”

      He rolled her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers, whispering in her ear loud enough that I can hear. “Or being on a bed with several big men… all wanting a part of you… a part of your flesh… to have them fuck you until you can’t continue any longer… You know you want that. We all know you do.”

      While wondering how he knew that… I didn’t until she wrote it on the form… I moved up to the other side, pulling her shorts and panties down, leaving her quivering naked between her men. Visions of large strangers taking her where they wanted to go had to be filling her thoughts.

      My fingers found a soaked opening down below, dripping with the arousal my friend had built into a frenzy. She jerked when my thumb found her clit.

      Rowan was quivering between us as I joined the story, my fingers now actively pursuing her release. “Row, your capacity for pleasure is boundless. Imagine… impaled by one massive cock on the bed… another pushes into your rear… a third forcing your mouth open… another pulling at your tits… You feel all of it, want more…”

      The quivering grew to shaking as I pressed her against Luka to keep her from falling. Both of our hands pushed her harder. That’s as far as I got when she cried out, “Yes… yes… I want that… I want them all…” as she wailed her climax. She panted between us. Her cry of release filled the room as she collapsed back into Luka’s powerful arms.

      “Look how hard you came when there were only two of us,” I continued, stroking her softly as she pressed herself into my best friend. “Just think of how hard you’d come if you had a third, fourth, even a fifth man to serve you.”

      She was panting hard now; her eyes closed, images pushing away all resistance. Yet I still saw fear in her face.

      “There’s no reason to be afraid, Row,” I said, pulling her into my arms. “I will never leave you there, no matter what they say. I may not be in the same room, but I will be there. Hopefully getting to watch.”

      Luka carried her to the living room, sitting her on the sofa. I sat down next to her, stroking her hair. My hand tracing her luscious frame. Luka sat on the loveseat across from us.

      The power of the release that shook my beloved still surprised me. It seemed like she had become completely immersed in the fantasy, practically purring as I stroked her on the sofa. A thought suddenly occurred to me.

      “Don’t worry about my reaction, babe. I love you now. Will love you afterwards. Along the way, I want you to have all the pleasure you want. No need to hide that desire for my sake. You know I like your playing as much as you do.”

      Her head turned toward me, shifting her body to allow her hand to touch me. “You wouldn’t mind… me letting go with so many guys?” After everything we’ve done so far, THAT is the uncertainty?

      “No, Rowan McIntosh. I will not be upset in the least. I WANT you to have the pleasure, the experience of being taken the way you want. What do you think, Luka?”

      “You gotta be crazy to turn this down. An all-expenses paid trip to southern California. A Hollywood mansion. Lots of interesting guests that share your lifestyle interests. Gotta think there will be many hot guys and women in very scanty dresses. What could be a better setup for a new hotwife?”

      “Here’s what I really want, my love,” I added. “I formally give you permission right here… Luka as my witness… to let go completely in California. You are free to take on as many or as little as you wish and I will make sure everything has limited risk.”

      “Come on, Row,” Luka joined in, leaning forward, his hands joining mine in stroking her. “Take a gamble. Stretch those hotwife wings you’ve been growing. You’re ready to take on all comers. Parker will be there and you know he would never leave you, nor let anything happen to you.”

      She kept glancing between her two men, finally nodding her ascent. We all knew what that meant. She had decided to go.

      That was all we needed to hear. That night, Rowan and I checked the last box, accepting the invitation.
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        * * *

      

      Two weeks before the LA weekend, we received first-class plane tickets and instructions to look for a driver named DeShawn that would take us to the hotel.

      As each day passed, we got more excited about what the trip would hold. Especially Rowan. The last week before our flight left, I wondered whether I could get it up in Malibu. I even called in Luka twice to help when I was wearing out. That woman had NEEDS!

      All resistance had faded. My wife was fully in on the concept of playing in California. I did not know what to expect once we arrived, but I knew she wanted as much as they could give her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            3

          

          
            HEADING FOR CALIFORNIA (ROWAN)

          

        

      

    

    
      Flying nowadays is such a drag. We thought leaving early on Thursday would lessen the crowds. That it did, but the airline delayed us twice, then canceled our connection, forcing us to switch to another plane. Why has air travel become so difficult in the last few years?

      On the way to LA, since we had plenty of time, Parker and I chatted about what to do once we arrived. The Manager said we had the hotel for five days, arriving on Thursday, departing on Monday. The party itself was only Saturday night.

      Parker had been to California many times on business. He split time between Silicon Valley to the north and the LA region. Twice, he had taken me along. For the LA trip, I mainly stayed on the beach around Venice and soaked up some sun while he worked. This will be our first chance to play tourist together.

      Still, the coming party hung over everything. I was way out of my comfort zone, I told him. Parker laughed, claiming I didn’t even know what my comfort zone was anymore.

      He was right. My hotwife sessions so far have been one-on-one, or with my husband playing in a threesome, like with Luka or Legend. The idea of doing it solo… with an unknown number of total strangers…

      The whole concept of doing it got my lower reaches tingling something fierce, but also got my nervousness ratcheted up a couple notches, too. Eventually, I came to realize it was the mix of those two conflicting feelings I found so intoxicating.
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        * * *

      

      With all the plane delays, Parker and I finally talked about what we were REALLY doing in LA! I couldn’t hide my uncertainty about his reaction any longer.

      “Why would it be any different?” Parker protested. “I’ve seen you play before.”

      “I don’t know…” I looked around the terminal in Vegas, where we were waiting for the new connecting flight. It all seemed so surreal all the sudden. What was I doing? A Midwestern girl flying into LA to be humped by whoever the hosts decide? What the fuck was I thinking?

      During my first steps at being Parker’s hotwife, it all seemed like fun. Now it seemed more serious. Like I was taking a big step in this journey. No, not a big step. A giant leap over a dark chasm! We were going to a place where other wives will be openly available, just like me. I wanted to make sure that Parker’s reaction would remain just as enthusiastic.

      “It just feels like… Parker, when we played before, even when you weren’t in the room with me, it felt like you were there. Like I was doing it for both of us. Now… this visit… it seems all about me… about what I want… my own desires. I feel somehow… more exposed.”

      “No need to worry, babe. I’ll be there the entire time. You know I would never leave the grounds if you were still in the room. Even if I’m not in the same room with you, all you have to do is yell and I’ll be there before you can finish the scream.”

      “I know, I know… It’s not my physical safety I worry about. I’m just concerned…” I shook with the memory, uncertain whether I should tell him. I had to. “When you and Legend were taking me hard on New Year’s Eve, I came so often… There was a moment where I was… not sure how to describe it… I lost myself in the pleasure. Like I was floating. There, but not really there… Not sure I’m making any sense. I lost contact with you at that moment. Wanted nothing but more pleasure.”

      I turned to grip his leg, grabbing his full attention. “I never want to lose that connection with you, my love. Never. Worse, I don’t want you to feel like I ever forgot you, no matter what I do.”

      Parker burst out laughing. People around us turned our way as he pulled me in for a gentle kiss. “We can settle that right here. I will be there watching, if I can, or in the next room, if that’s what happens. I don’t care.” The warmth and love in his eyes dissipated my fear.

      “Right here… Right now…” he said, “I give you open permission to let go. With a promise… What happens at Casa Del Grande Toro stays there. They call it that name for a reason. It’s for the hotwives, not the hubbies. When we enter the house, you are free to do whatever your heart desires. If you walk in the door, dropping to your knees sucking the first guy you see… I don’t care.”

      “What will you think of me afterward?”

      “That you’re the hottest hotwife at the party isn’t enough?” he chuckled, tickling my side. “I’m serious, Rowan. I want you to take this opportunity to grow as a hotwife. I’d like that. I don’t know why I get so aroused when I know you’re with someone else. Maybe it’s because we have such a strong relationship that I don’t feel threatened. Maybe it’s just my own perverted mind. Frankly, I don’t care about the reason. We accepted this invitation… Truth is, I agreed to accept the invite so you could have an incredible experience.”

      He looked around, collecting his thoughts. “Row, look… you need to understand. I want you to let the pleasure take you for as long as it matters to you. If you decide to stop, all you have to do is walk out of the room. I will be there. If you want to stay all night, I will be there for that too. For as long as you are willing, I want those men to take you hard, just the way you want it. Until you can’t breathe from cumming so often!”

      They called for boarding the flight to LA. He touched me gently. “We came all this way for you to have a new hotwife experience. So have it. Let yourself go… no restraint… at least not from me. I only ask that you do nothing you’ll regret later. Never feel you have to go along, just because! You are in complete control of what you do.”

      As I gathered our carry-ons, a newfound confidence emerged. This won’t be so hard after all…
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            FINDING MY COMFORT ZONE (ROWAN)

          

        

      

    

    
      As we came to the baggage claim area at LAX, there was a tall, very handsome, black man in a dark suit, with our name on a placard in front of him. Parker introduced us as Parker & Rowan McIntosh.

      The driver stood back, holding my shoulders in his fully stretched arms, clearly giving me the look over. Winking at Parker. “My… aren’t you a fine-looking young lady? I can see why they invited you.”

      I flushed red, not knowing how to respond to a chauffeur talking to me like that… or touching me. Parker just laughed.

      “I take it you’re the driver they promised,” my husband said, looking up at the screen for our baggage claim carousel.

      “DeShawn’s the name. At your service,” he said, with a soft bow. “I have done the annual party for the Manager now for several years. My instructions are explicit. I am at your disposal for the entire five days… in any way you want. And after looking at you, I can see myself wanting a lot.”

      “Oh, could you?” I giggled, finally understanding he was part of the party. The look on his face. The broad grin. The reason we were in town. This was a full-service driver, I laughed to myself.

      “Whatever you wish,” DeShawn said. “For now, let’s grab the bags before someone runs off with them.”

      I could have been upset with the way he touched me, and the clear insinuation he was ready to sleep with me, said in front of my husband no less. Yet one look at Parker and I relaxed. The reality of his giving me permission finally soaked in. If I wanted to, I could have this guy hump me in the car. A pressure lifted from my chest, as if that freedom just sunk into my heart.

      Giving his arm a good squeeze, impressed at the firm muscles I found through his jacket, I nodded to him. “Before our time is up, perhaps. For now, we’ve been on the road a bit. Let’s get to the hotel.”

      I winked at Parker as he nodded his approval of my choice. That same wink conveyed an indifference. If I had chosen immediate servicing, he would accept that too.

      We grabbed the bags, heading to the parking lot of waiting limousines. I paused, staring at his car as he opened the trunk, placing our bags inside. It was like something straight out of The Godfather. An antique, for sure. Had to be early 1960s, at the latest.

      “I see you have a fine taste in automobiles,” DeShawn said, clearly flattered I had noticed. “This is a 1963 Cadillac Fleetwood. I bought it from one of those companies that rent to the movie studios. A beauty.”

      “Indeed it is,” Parker said, as I let my finger trace along the chrome edge. DeShawn clearly loved his car. It was not only immaculately clean, but appointed well. No rust or chipped paint. It must be worth a fortune!

      On a lark, I encouraged Parker to get in ahead of me, as DeShawn held the door open for us. Before I got in, I stepped closer to him, pressing my body against his. I could see Parker’s head leaning forward, wanting to see what I was doing.

      All the double entendre and open availability had left me in full slut-mode. My hand ran down his chest to its destination of a firm grip on his stiffening rod. DeShawn pulled me in tighter. In my mind, I compared our driver’s rod to what I have at home every day with Parker and Luka. Well-endowed for sure, though nothing better. Still, he would be someone new… a party favor, let’s call it.

      “I just might take you up on that offer, my friend,” I said, squeezing his hardening cock through his pants. “Later…”

      DeShawn looked crestfallen as I pulled myself back from him. Must have thought I would invite him into the backseat to enjoy the privacy of his tinted windows. I was going to enjoy that privacy, for sure, just not with him. All the talking on the trip, and the permission to play, had left me seriously aroused!

      I jumped in the back, tearing at Parker’s jeans, pulling them down to expose a rod as hard as a lamppost. He must have thought I would invite DeShawn to join us in the back. My mouth flew down to offer more encouragement.

      DeShawn must have seen this many times. He casually closed the door behind me, getting in the driver’s seat. I chuckled to myself, noticing him adjusting the rearview mirror to get a better look.

      The light dress I had worn allowed me to push my panties down, clambering up on his lap, to impale myself on my husband. Parker pulled the dress up more, so DeShawn could get a better view. I did the same, making sure my angle would give our driver a complete picture of my pleasure.

      I knew Parker could last a long time, so I settled down for a slow ride as the limo pulled out of the parking garage. Soon we were on the highway heading for the hotel. I had my first release as we picked up speed.

      Teasing DeShawn more, I continued working the rod inside me. “What do you recommend we see while in town, DeShawn?” He struggled to keep his eyes on the road as my hips became more dramatic.

      “Depends on what you want. We got beaches. The Getty is a great museum. Lots of folks enjoy the studio tours.”

      I could barely concentrate on what he was saying as I filled the car with my second release. That felt so good!

      Parker whispered in my ear. “I wonder if my hotwife would like to take our car to somewhere private for some extra fun.”

      I did. I so did. But shook my head no. It was fun to tease him with my husband. For this trip, I wanted to wait for the big Saturday night finale, before I really became a hotwife.

      After my third release, and Parker finding his own pleasure, I crawled off his lap. DeShawn pointed to a box of tissues he kept next to the drinks.

      “I’ve got an idea,” I said to DeShawn as he pulled up to the hotel’s entrance. “Come back tomorrow night. We want to go to the best restaurant in town.”
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        * * *

      

      He dropped us at what could only be called a 5-star hotel overlooking the ocean. The hosts of this party certainly did not scrimp on the extras. Our room had an ocean view, was more a suite than a room, and came fully stocked with a complimentary mini-bar.

      A bottle of chilled champagne greeted us in the room. It had a cryptic note that seemed to invite us to play with DeShawn. ‘To tide you over until the party, enjoy your driver’s services in any way you wish.’

      Parker grinned at me, handing over the note. “Do you want to? Invite him back for a longer session?”

      “No… hope that’s okay with you. I know you have given me permission to play. I don’t want to go so deep into the experience that I lose who I am… who we are. Not worth it to me.”

      Parker stepped closer, wrapping his arms around me from behind, gently caressing my breasts, kissing my neck. I leaned back against him, welcoming his touch, as I looked out the windows at the vastness of the Pacific.

      “Don’t worry about me, babe,” he said. “Worry about you. I told you before. I’m good with whatever you want to do.”

      “Do you really mean that?” I said, spinning to face him. “Anything I want? It seems so open-ended.”

      “Of course it is. My only focus is you this trip. It’s just…” He stroked my hair, a gentle kiss. “Look, only you can tell if something is the wrong choice. Don’t do anything YOU will regret later. I want to go home with the same person I came with. Not someone consumed with regrets.” I nodded acceptance of his words, hugging him tight.

      Inside, I wasn’t as calm. So much temptation. I could have brought DeShawn up here for the full-service treatment. He would have come, given me everything I wanted. And my pussy wanted it. Arousal dripped from a sex simply on fire, unquenchable for more as I thought of what will happen on Saturday.

      I laid my head against my husband’s broad chest, feeling the warmth of his love. Pleasure is nice, though the love I have for my husband is real life. MY life.

      “How about this for a deal?,” I said, turning my head up to him. “I want to hold off playing until Saturday night. But there, I am going to really cut loose, do whatever comes. Really let myself go.”

      Parker smiled at my reflection in the glass. “I like that idea. Just hope you leave some for me when it’s over. After watching you all night, I will have plenty stored up!”

      I turned in his arms, pulling his face to mine. “There will always be plenty for you, Parker McIntosh. Always.”

      That night, we went down to the hotel restaurant for a quick bite. Turns out, our hosts paid for all expenses at the hotel. We briefly thought about heading out for a late LA night. In our Midwest city, while still plenty big, most eating establishments and clubs seemed to close early. We knew things in LA stayed hopping deep into the night.

      Unfortunately, our bodies were still bound to the Central Time Zone. We were exhausted.

      The next day we walked the beach, took a taxi over to Santa Monica, enjoying the atmosphere around the pier. I even showed him the Venice Beach spot I had enjoyed so many years before.

      About mid-afternoon, DeShawn called, confirming we wanted him to pick us up. ‘I’ve arranged for a very nice Italian place in Thousand Oaks,’ he told us.

      When he came to the restaurant, he said he would wait outside for us to finish. To text when we were ready.

      “That’s nonsense,” Parker laughed. “You’re coming in to eat with us.”

      DeShawn turned out to be an entertaining dinner companion. We peppered him with questions about the party… if he knew what was coming. He knew little, having never actually attended. He only drove the guests around and, he winked at me, gave them a little extra service when they wanted it.

      DeShawn had only met the Manager once. He would not say who it was. “They take hiding their identities seriously. A couple runs the whole thing. They go only by W&J at the parties. I’ve got no idea who they really are.”

      “I still can’t believe how much money they spend on the thing,” I laughed. “Flying couples from all over the world…”

      DeShawn smiled. “One thing the Manager made clear, considering how much they pay me… money is NOT a challenge for them.”

      On our way back to the car, he clarified his interest in coming up to our room after dinner. I demurred, telling him I was saving myself for the party.

      He smiled again, helping me into the car. “The way the wives leave that party… They always seem pretty satisfied.”

      When he dropped us at the hotel, I leaned in the window, giving his shoulder a squeeze and a gentle kiss on the cheek. “I hope to thank you more directly on Sunday. Will you still be prepared to provide services, then?”

      He chuckled. “We’ll see… I’ll be open. You likely won’t. By the time I pick them up, most wives are wasted. Too satisfied to play more, I’d say.” I could still hear his laughter as he drove away. Too satisfied… I liked the sound of that!
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            GETTING READY (PARKER)

          

        

      

    

    
      We woke up early on Saturday morning, still adjusting to the time zone change, only to find an invitation under the door. We were both invited to a spa at the hotel. The invitation made it clear we had open access to all the spa’s services. Everything from a Brazilian wax to haircuts and massages.

      That was a fun way to spend the morning! Rowan had been to many spas over the years. This would be my first. They gave us relaxing massages, then she went in for a haircut. She didn’t take them up on the Brazilian wax, just had them shave her bare.

      I had them trim a little of my long hair. It was the first time I had my hair above my shoulders… crap, since high school? Been a long time. Rowan gave me a few stern words about cutting off too much. She loved my hair and beard. All I could do was laugh.

      At 29, her mid-back brown hair, cute face, and hazel eyes always attracted plenty of attention. Her breasts would not star in any ‘Big Tits’ contests but were well-shaped, standing out firm and luscious against her trim body. Her hips had the perfect mix of heft and shape to make any outfit sing!

      When we returned to our room, we took a long, hot shower together. I helped her get on a shower cap to keep her freshly done hair in place. By this time, my hotwife was so aroused thinking about what was to come that she dropped to her knees, sucking on my cock until I exploded all over her face. Her attraction to DeShawn’s offers only added to the desire. She was ready.

      I helped her off her knees. She still trembled from the excitement proving hard to contain.

      “I think you’re going to be ready for whatever they offer, my slut,” I said, washing the cum off her face. “All this stimulation… The party better offer something great. The way you are now, you’ll come apart if they don’t put something incredible together.”

      She grabbed my neck, pulling me down; our faces almost touching. “I’m taking you at your word, my husband. Anything goes. I don’t want any backlash later. You promised…”

      I gave her a quick peck on the lips, reaching out for the ultra-plush towels. “Don’t worry about me. I want you to get everything you desire. Tonight is about you. I give you carte blanche for one night only.” That seemed to satisfy her.

      After she finished with makeup and the necessaries, I went over to the closet, pulling our clothes out. Surprisingly, the hotel had them in freshly laundered plastic sleeves.

      What dress to wear had been a major concern for Rowan. Her shorts and flip-fops were out. She was very sure that tight, form-fitting dresses, with slits in scandalous places, worn with tall stilettos, would be the rule. She had seen too many TV shows and movies to think otherwise.

      I knew Rowan would have no trouble looking great in something like that. Unfortunately, I had seen just as many scenes in those shows where the woman struggled to get in and out of the damn things, or tripped over something with the uncomfortable stilettos.

      I suggested she go with a sexy sundress. She could wear this without underwear, be loose on her body, allowing scandalous glimpses of skin if the breeze went the right way, and show plenty of cleavage. Matching that with a nice pair of wedge sandals would be the perfect mix of sexy and practical, I thought.

      She found a floral-patterned mini sundress, barely falling to mid-thigh, with a deep ‘v’ in front… and backless, of course. It showed everything about Rowan’s five-feet-five petite frame I loved, even a little side boob!

      I would, of course, wear the same thing I always wore. Khaki slacks, polo shirt and light sports coat. Rowan often made fun of my ‘uniform’. I didn’t care. It worked for me. This party wasn’t for me. No one would care whether my package or muscles bulged in the right places.

      Besides, at over six feet, with my long hair framing a round, and handsome face (if I say so myself), I was happy with my looks. I had used Taekwondo as my main exercise regimen since I was in middle school. Though I stopped tournaments a couple years ago, I still worked out at my local dojang. This left me with a tight, trim, and very strong frame, but I lacked the big-muscled look of those inclined to weightlifting. I knew I could hold my own at the party. My ‘uniform’ would be fine.

      Rowan pulled the wrapper off her dress; staring at it for a moment. My wife had always favored sundresses. But she’d never worn one with so much cleavage. You could almost see her nipples on the side of the deep V. If she bent the wrong way, anyone could! I smiled to myself. The idea of wearing that out in public had to be feeding that hard-to-control arousal.

      She originally planned to wear nothing underneath at the party. No bra, of course. The outfit wouldn’t allow it. She would only wear a thong she brought along during the transit.

      Rowan looked at me. A quick breath. “You are a very handsome man, Parker McIntosh. Are you going to play at this party, too?” How would I know? Neither of us knew what was to come. I shrugged with the obvious unknown.

      At 4 o’clock sharp, we got a text from DeShawn. He was downstairs.

      “How do I look, babe?” Rowan asked. “Ready to be ravaged?”

      “Oh, yes…” I chuckled. “That party ain’t gonna know what hit them!”

      She looked at herself in the full-length mirror near the entrance to the room. Confidence filled her. The need to be ravaged burned harsh and bright in her very demeanor. I knew she hoped she wouldn’t be in this outfit too long!
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            PARTY TIME (PARKER)

          

        

      

    

    
      Rowan cuddled against me as DeShawn drove us along the coastal highway toward ‘Casa Del Grande Toro’, unable to stop the shivering of anticipation.

      All the way there, DeShawn gave us a tour guide’s perspective of the property. It sounded like something out of a movie. He described the ocean view, the pool, the tennis court, and the firepit. ‘Especially the firepit,’ he smiled, looking directly at me in the rearview. ‘Previous hotwives have told me the party starts early out there,’ he warned suggestively. Rowan gripped my leg. My hotwife was definitely interested in that!

      The full heat of the California afternoon was pushing the old Caddy’s ability to cool things down. Not that it would have made any difference. Rowan was hot as a raging inferno as our limo pulled into the driveway. She turned up to give me an impish smile.

      All the way down the highway, she kept crossing and uncrossing her legs. The nervous energy seemed to challenge her ability to sit still. Though, truth is, I didn’t think that was it. Each leg movement brought her legs further apart as our driver tracked her actions. His eyes found hers every time she did it. DeShawn just smiled. He had seen it all before.

      We pulled up into a large parking courtyard, greeted by a man in a black and white tuxedo. His dark hair and handsome face immediately caught Rowan’s attention. Stop! I laughed to myself. My slut needed to let us get inside at least!

      This was a spacious courtyard with limos lining the length of the driveway as guests arrived. No one got out until their turn. It seemed a process. The man in the tux came up, opening our door. He introduced himself as the Concierge, asking for our names. He looked at his iPad, checking our names off, then nodded to DeShawn, a signal to allow room for the next car.

      Before he took off, Rowan surprised me. Walking to the driver’s side, hugging him, she thanked him for the fun time. He reminded her he would be available whenever we were ready. We had his number; he said. ‘Just text me.’

      I nodded from across the car, but Rowan didn’t move, turning to me with one of those mischievous smiles she loved, returning her attention to DeShawn. I smiled, walking over to her side to see what was going on.

      “Would you care to do the honors?” she asked DeShawn, pulling her dress up to reveal her nothing of a thong. Our driver smiled, kneeling in front of her, pulling the panties off. “I’ll get those back from you tomorrow night, when you come over,” she told him.

      “Have fun,” DeShawn chuckled. “You are going to love this party!” He nodded to me, winking, then drove off.

      A soft cough from the Concierge drew our attention back. He gave us an approving smile. “Glad you enjoyed DeShawn. He has been one of our most popular drivers for many years.”

      “He was great,” I said.

      “Please come in,” the Concierge said, guiding us toward the open door. “Go straight through the house. There are a few guests already here. You’ll find everyone out on the front lawn. Feel free to mix and mingle. We will talk again later. In the meantime, if you need anything, ask any of the security and staff around the grounds. Tell them you need to speak with the Concierge. They will know where I am.”

      We thanked him, walking toward the front door. My wife straightened her dress, still a little out of position from her earlier action.

      “That was something,” I chuckled, whispering to her as we walked. “Having him take your panties off right in front of all the cars lined up. I didn’t think you had it in you.”

      “Was it too much?”

      I pulled her into my arms. “Rowan, we’ve had this talk already. I don’t want to hear anything like that again tonight. Okay? There’s no such thing as too much. This is your night. Do whatever you want. Let yourself be whoever you want to be.”

      She hugged me, taking my arm formally, nodding her acceptance. We walked into Casa Del Grande Toro together.
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        * * *

      

      DeShawn wasn’t kidding. This truly was something from a movie. The small foyer gave way to an enormous living room filled with contemporary, obviously expensive furniture; white with polished wood accents. Ceiling-to-floor windows bordered the room, showing breathtaking views of the patio and ocean beyond.

      We could see people gathered on the patio, some making their way down to the pool and fire pit down the hill a bit. Gentle tugs told me Rowan wanted to go straight for the fire pit. “Come on, Row. Let’s get a drink first, mingle a little. There will be plenty of time for that.”

      She shrugged her shoulders like some teenager being forced to go to Aunt Mildred’s birthday party. I burst out laughing, guiding us out the open patio doors. This one is about ready to pop!

      White stones led us down to the pool, where attendants were ready to serve beverages. All had on a standard uniform of white shirts and black bottoms. The women wore tight black leather pencil skirts, way too short for what they were doing, with tall stilettos. The guys had black linen slacks with boat shoes.

      We would describe all as ‘staff’ if it wasn’t for the lack of underwear on the women. I could see the nipples blazing out of the front of a red-head making the rounds with drinks. As she placed the last drink, a man stepped up, gently pulling her nipples through the blouse. She giggled, making no effort to stop him. When he was done, she walked on to the next patron.

      I caught her attention, ordering drinks. A flow of guests continued pouring into the patio area, presumably from the line of limos outside. As we settled in at the edge of a seating area, a voice came across some kind of intercom system.

      “Good afternoon,” a woman’s voice said, taking a moment to make sure everyone was listening. “And welcome to our summer event. Please help yourself to food and drink and feel free to explore the gardens. The pool is open for any of you that might have brought swimwear. There are several sitting areas with their own mini-bars and at the end of the estate is a fire pit with ocean views.”

      I could barely stop my wife from sprinting to the fire pit. Wow! I held her arm a little too tight. That caught her attention as she settled back next to me.

      “I am named The Manager and you’ll see me walking the grounds later today. But until then, if you need anything else at all, please don’t hesitate to talk to any of the staff or The Concierge, who you will have met upon arrival.”

      I looked at the couples milling around, continuing to gather. The women’s dresses were… amazing. They washed away any worry I had that Rowan’s dress would be too revealing. Some of these wives had outfits so tight they looked poured on. Others were so transparent they might as well have come naked. We had definitely come to the right place!

      The Manager continued over the intercom. “You were all invited here because you’re either involved in, or you’ve expressed an interest in, what we call The Lifestyle. But please, refrain from going to any of the rooms inside Casa Del Grande Toro just yet. The party will begin properly later when you meet our hosts, W and J. You’ll get a chance to… participate… when the moment is appropriate.”

      Shortly after the Manager stopped talking, motion caught my attention. Some woman had taken her dress off, jumping into the pool with only a black bra and panties on. A black guy, in a very revealing speedo, followed her into the water. Other couples soon followed. I couldn’t help myself, stepping closer to the pool to get a better look. My wife was clearly not interested, too engrossed in a conversation with another wife.

      This gave me an opportunity to look around. I noticed there were individual men milling about, along with couples that were clearly together. These were almost all large, muscular men. I wondered if I would see a celebrity, this being Hollywood and all…

      I almost gasped as I recognized a man approaching Rowan. Motherfucker! Braylor Winston, linebacker for the team that kept us out of the football playoffs last season. Worse… he was the guy that broke up the goal line play that would have won us the game. I HATED that guy!

      Okay, maybe hate is a little strong. Disliked… resented… upset. I smiled to myself. None of it mattered. Not here. What was I going to do? Go up and yell at him?!

      It was obvious why he was here. Strong, fit, monster of a man. This black man, with his scruffy beard and famous nappy hair style, tattoos all over his arms, was likely the most handsome man at the party. He looked to be working the room, talking to each couple, hand grazing each wife.

      Handsome and smooth to boot! Now that’s just wrong! How could such a pretty socializer be such a terror on the football field?!

      Just as I came back, he stood in front of my wife, stroking her cheek. “You a fine-looking young lady. What’s your name?”

      “Rowan,” she said, shivering as he touched her. I wondered if she was going to drop to her knees right there.

      “Braylor,” he said, pulling her up to a gentle kiss on the lips. Her face grew crimson red as he moved on to the next couple.

      “Do you know who that was?” I said, staring at him as he walked away.

      “Should I?”

      “That was Braylor Winston.”

      “The football player?” She asked, winking at me. “I thought you hated him.” That wink told me she was teasing… even if it wasn’t far from the truth. “Babe, let me tell you.” She looked at him wistfully. “I would have no trouble if he was one of my men tonight. Football or no. I might need to go to the bathroom to soak up the arousal already dripping out of me.”

      Before I could even soak in what that meant, another man came up to us. Again, focusing only on Rowan. What the hell? Was every guy here a big hulking…

      Oh shit, they are! Memories suddenly snapped into place. Legend talking about being a special guest at one of these parties. That fit our friend perfectly. And DeShawn had mentioned we should expect these guys. Winston and this guy are bulls to entertain the wives. That has to be it!

      This second guy could do the trick, I thought. As tall as I was, physically imposing, with the broad chest, flat stomach, and muscles of a dedicated weightlifter. His light brown skin told of a Latino heritage. Wow! They really know how to pick them in Hollywood.

      “And what’s your name, my lovely?” The guy asked.

      “Rowan,” she said, growing increasingly flustered at the sudden male attention.

      “Angel,” he said in return, giving her a gentleman’s kiss on the back of her hand. I think that made her even hotter! “And you must be her husband,” he said, extending his hand.

      I shook it. “Parker.”

      “Parker and Rowan… I like it. Not Bob and Sue for you folks. What is that… Scottish… Irish?”

      “My folks were of Scottish descent, but Rowan is from solid German stock several generations ago, of course. She was born and raised in Kansas. Her mom liked a character in a book, so chose the name.”

      It was like Rowan was tongue tied, unable to speak. I smiled at her.

      “Kansas… interesting,” Angel said. “Hope to see more of you later,” he finished, grazing her shoulder with a light touch as he walked off. Was he one of hers? I wondered.

      We need to get out of here, before the parade of guys leaves Rowan unable to function. Suddenly, the fire pit looked very attractive. I pulled her away from the crowd, walking toward the back of the property.
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            AN OCEAN VIEW (ROWAN)

          

        

      

    

    
      Walking down to the fire pit, I felt like a kid who couldn’t wait to unwrap my birthday present. Desire simply filled me. Past the pool, Parker and I found stairs leading down to an alcove facing the ocean. A small stand of trees and shrubbery gave it a modicum of privacy from the neighbors, even though the view of the ocean was spectacular.

      It was a warm June night in southern California. Still, the breeze coming off the water was cool. The Hosts had started a fire in the small fire pit at the center of cream-colored sectional sofas on each side. Couples were sprinkled around the space, some looking out at the ocean, others cuddled on the sofa.

      Parker and I have never struggled to socialize. I walked right up to a woman looking out over the ocean. She was about my height, petite, with generous breasts. Her dark brown hair hung luxuriously down her back. The thin sundress barely covered her crotch. I smiled at that, looking down at my own.

      “Can you imagine waking up to this every morning?” I said, standing next to her, soaking up the view. It really was spectacular. The azure waves filled the horizon. I leaned over the glass railing, looking at the beach below and the cars rushing along the Pacific Coast Highway.

      “It is exquisite,” the lady replied. “We have the ocean at home, of course, but it is often overcast or stormy. Clear days like this make the water sparkle.”

      Her British accent was unmistakable. It still surprised me the Hosts paid for hotwives to come from that far away. There must be several. We had heard other British accents around the room earlier.

      “You came all the way from England?” I asked. She nodded, seemed very shy.

      “My name is Rowan,” I said, extending my hand.

      “Camille,” she replied, taking mine warmly.

      “I’m still amazed the party planners brought people from all over. The expense must have been incredible.”

      “With a house like this, it doesn’t appear money is a problem for them,” she giggled.

      “Got me there,” I laughed.

      Just as I said that, a man came up, handing her a glass of wine.

      “Julian, I’d like you to meet my new friend, Rowan. And Rowan, this is my husband, Julian,” Camille said.

      “Pleasure to meet you,” he said, leaning over to give me a new acquaintance hug.

      “My husband is around here somewhere,” I smiled, looking around. “At least he walked down here with me.” Should have known. Parker, the wannabe landscaper. He loved tinkering in the yard. He was looking at a curious tree with multiple branches, though only sparsely covered with leaves at the very tips. Did not look like it could survive a Midwest winter.

      “Parker!” I called out to him. He came over.

      I introduced Julian and Camille. Julian seemed fascinated by my name. I laughed when he asked if I was English or Irish.

      My husband answered for me, again. “Nothing like that,” he chuckled. “Her mother apparently read it in a book, and a horror novel at that! She explained it to me when we first started dating. Called Ritual, by David Pinner. Later made into a movie called The Wicker Man. The way she told it, the name of one character stuck with her.”

      “The Wicker Man… very famous movie from the 1970s,” Julian said. “A bit of an odd choice, but it’s lovely. It’s mainly Irish. From what I hear, the Rowan tree is said to have magical properties; famously, the preferred stake for vampire hunters.”

      I giggled. “Vampires…. ouch… You know more about my name than I do!”

      “And he says it more like the original, too,” Parker joked.

      I leaned in, lightly touching the fabric of her coral pink dress. “I love your dress. Shows off your assets very well.”

      Camille blushed, that shyness again. She must not be used to being so open with her interests.

      “How did you end up here?” I asked.

      Camille looked nervously over at her husband, presumably wondering what she should say.

      Julian had no such problem. “Camille became my hotwife even before we married. Loves to be shared by my friends. Don’t you, Camille?”

      I could see the reserve cracking a bit as she looked at us. All she could do was nod her agreement.

      “She’s very shy, this one,” Julian smiled. “We were high schools sweethearts, you see. I helped her get a little more experience before we married. But we both came to love the lifestyle. We’ve been doing it ever since. Show her your anklet, babe?”

      Her face went absolutely crimson, but she twisted her ankle outward, showing us the delicate gold chain with a small heart pendant.

      “Usually, I make the arrangements for her bulls,” Julian said. “This will be her first time with a total stranger. She’s both nervous and excited about that.”

      I could tell she was getting embarrassed at all this talk revolving around her sexual habits. None of us were used to being so open around people. I turned back to the water, hoping to give her a little space.

      Parker didn’t care. “My wild one is a latecomer. Rowan’s first time was with a fellow teacher… about a year ago, wasn’t it, Row?”

      I nodded, catching Julian’s eye. He was looking at me like a predator ready to pounce. My sex gushed with the growing arousal. He was tall and broad-shouldered, just like my husband, but he had a dominant quality that set my need to tingling. His penetrating blue eyes pushed the arousal deeper. It was already on fire from all the anticipation.

      “Since then,” Parker said, “we have played only with friends. We have a regular thing with my best friend. Though, she’s really been looking forward to this party. Wants to get humped, don’t ya, Row?”

      Camille gasped lightly at the language. Yet, she reached up to touch my arm; our eyes connecting. Those eyes told me she was feeling the same.

      “So much,” I said. “The buildup and mystery of it all is killing me. I need to get laid.” I winked at Camille, smiling.

      All this lewd talk clearly allowed Camille to feel more comfortable with her new friends, and the circumstances that brought us together.

      Then Parker took us in a totally different direction, stepping around, pulling Julian aside. I looked at Camille, wondering what was going on. All I saw was my husband whispering softly to him and Julian’s grin growing broader with each nod of his head.

      Parker walked over to the drink table. Julian immediately walked up to me, catching his bride to bring her along.

      “I know a way to curb that excitement,” Julian said, reaching up to pinch my nipple through the thin material. Camille looked nervously around to see if anyone else saw him, but when I did not pull back or object, her eyes fastened on mine as Julian grew bolder.

      “What do you think, babe? Should we give her a chance to let off some steam?”

      “I think she would like that,” Camille giggled. A nod to us both gave me all the permission I needed. A hungry glance flew between us. I don’t know… it felt like this was a role reversal for her. She was usually the one involved in the action.

      Parker returned, standing aside, nodding at Julian.

      Julian stepped directly in front of me, gently pressuring my shoulders. His intent was clear. I suddenly felt exposed as other couples turned to see what was happening. Parker winked at me, mouthing ‘go for it.’

      I dropped to my knees in front of this man, my heart pounding in my chest, staring at slacks already tenting in front of him. I cringed at the public display going on, but didn’t care. That rod demanded I suck on it.

      Julian undid his belt, pulling the zipper down. My tongue traced my lips. I quivered with every inch he pushed lower, wanting this so badly!

      He pulled the shaft out. It was already hard as he stroked it in front of me. The angry purple head oozed pre-cum. I leaned forward, licking the tip with my tongue, tasting the sweet nectar of this new man. I couldn’t believe what I was doing in front of everyone here. A quick glance back at Parker again told me all I needed. He nodded his approval, swiping his hands forward. Do it! Do it!

      He was good sized, though not as wide as my husband. I could easily get him all the way in. I pulled the slacks away, both my hands coming up to stroke his shaft and balls as my mouth drove him fully down my throat until I felt his pubic hair on my nose. His groan gave me all the guidance I needed.

      I started as a soft round of clapping and cheers swept through the small group standing around. I loved oral sex. One of my favorite things. And because my husband and Luka were so large, I had long ago learned to take a shaft clear down my throat. All the skill I had learned over the last year was brought to bear on pleasuring Julian.

      Camille walked over to stand next to Parker, cuddling into his broad chest. He didn’t do anything. Just put his arm around her. I could hear them talking as I alternated deep throating with twists of my hands on his shaft as I pulled back for another plunge.

      They were jokingly rating my technique. Camille wondered how I got it so far down my throat. Asked if I was always so willing to do sexual things like this in public.

      Parker burst out laughing. “Never done it before. I gave her open permission to do whatever she wanted at this party. I guess she’s taking that permission seriously.”

      I pulled Julian out of my mouth, continuing the stroking. “Should I stop?” I asked, a twinkle of a smile making sure he understood I was joking.

      “Should she?” Parker asked Camille.

      “Oh, no…” she giggled. “She is having way too much fun to stop. I think my husband would be quite upset if you did.”

      And that was all I needed, plunging fully down the rod again. I was on the home stretch now. Parker could last a long time, but when I got serious about a blow job, he seldom could hold out. The way Julian was groaning and pushing out at me, I knew he was ready.

      I repeatedly plunged up and down on his shaft, using one hand to continue twisting with each move out. With the other, I twisted and pulled his scrotum. My husband loved that! And so did Julian.

      He whispered down that he was going to cum. I doubled down, pushing him all the way to the back of my throat, milking him for everything he had.

      His seed exploded into my mouth with a loud grunt. I continued sucking as rope after rope coated my throat. The taste was delicious, even more so because of how I got it. I swallowed most of it, though some leaked out the edges. I moved my hand up to make sure none of it dripped on my dress just as a round of applause rose from the fire pit area. Every hand was clapping!

      I got up, taking a soft bow. My husband handed Julian a napkin. He wiped the remaining seed off my face, then pushed his softening shaft back into his pants.

      Party goers suddenly surrounded me, touching, hugging, and whispering how much they appreciated my show. It may have been the weirdest experience of my life, being roundly congratulated for giving a blow job in public.

      Camile came up, hugging me close. “My husband is quite an exhibitionist. He really enjoyed that.”

      “Very much,” Julian said, wrapping his arms around both of us. “I’m sure glad we came down to the fire pit… for the ocean view,” he winked at Parker. That got everyone around us chuckling again.

      I hugged Camille. “Thanks for the loan of your husband. I needed that.” Those standing around chuckled at that one.

      “Hope that will tide you over, at least until the party begins,” Parker said. “We better get back up. Not sure when it is going to start.”

      We thanked them for the fun, walking up to the patio, arm in arm. It really had done me a lot of good. Like an appetizer before a meal. Not enough to satiate your hunger, but enough to hold you over.

      As we approached the patio, and the crowd of partiers and staff, I gripped my husband tight. “I so want to get fucked.”

      “Any time now, my slut,” he chuckled. “Any time…”
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      We walked back up to the main patio. Rowan was alive with desire. That blowjob had been just what she needed to get her desire flowing freely. I hoped Camille wasn’t upset about what she did with her husband.

      Another face stood out in the crowd. This one I recognized, though it took a moment. I had flirted with playing rugby in college. This led to a lifelong love of watching the game, always trying to catch one of the Six Nations tournaments on TV whenever I could.

      The two men walked up to us. One an enormous man, bulging with muscles and… what’s the word… manliness? The other was an average guy, like many husbands here. They walked toward the food station.

      “Hey, I know you,” I said. “You’re a rugby player, right?”

      He and his companion turned toward us. Even though I was the one that spoke, I might as well not have been there. His attention was all over Rowan’s cleavage, standing next to me.

      “Wait,” the guy with him said. “You know Will?”

      “Will…” That was it. Will Barker, rugby player…

      “Barker,” the big man said. “Yes, I’m an international rugby player. I’ve captained the England team, as it happens.”

      “Very cool… I saw the last Six Nations. Tough match, that one.” England had gotten creamed by France. “You made the news over here by dating that actress… Roisin… Matthews, as I recall.”

      “Ah yes. We’re not together anymore,” Will said. His mouth turned down. I wondered if it had been a nasty breakup.

      “Sorry to hear that,” Rowan said, stepping into the conversation. I swear. Her nipples had gone back to full high beams in only a matter of seconds. “I’m Rowan and this is my rude husband, Parker. It’s nice to meet you.”

      “I’m Joseph,” the man standing next to Will said, obviously used to being ignored while walking with the big guy. “You can call me Joe.”

      I suddenly looked at them strangely. Shocked. “Are you guys… together?” I asked, a little nervous about how to say it. “It’s cool if you are but…”

      “Oh, shit, no,” Joe said. “Will might be single now, but I’m here with my wife, Tina. She’s over there.”

      All heads turned in that direction as he pointed to a woman standing next to an attractive black man. He was one of the single guests at the party.

      Will turned, looking interested in the red-haired server walking through the crowd. He asked if we wanted a drink. “We’re fine, thanks,” I said. “Hopefully, I’ll be able to catch up with you later.” I said to Will. “I’d love to hear what it was like dating someone like Roisin Matthews.”

      “Sure,” Will said, annoyed. He obviously didn’t want to talk about it. I decided to let it go, turning my attention back to Joe and Rowan as he walked off for the drinks.

      “It’s your first time at something like this,” my wife was saying. I must have missed the first part of the conversation.

      “Is it that obvious?” Joe said, a little blush on his face.

      Rowan would not allow any embarrassment, smiling with a gentle touch to his arm. “Yes. Don’t worry, Parker and I are new to the lifestyle, too.”

      The guy looked relieved to hear that. He started talking about a trip he and his wife had taken to Italy. They discovered the hotel they stayed at was designed for men to watch their wives with other men. He laughed about it. Not what they were expecting, apparently.

      While he talked about how this led his wife Tina to have a group session with almost half the England rugby team, I could see Rowan shuffling, squeezing her legs together. She liked the thought of that!

      She tried to recover with light conversation. “Our story isn’t quite as exciting as that,” she said. I could only stare at her. She pushed her hair back over her shoulder, using a slight flick of her hand that made her breasts noticeably jiggle against the thin sundress. That minx! She did that on purpose! “I found out that my parents were into the hotwife and cuckold thing and Parker suggested that we try it.”

      “That sounds pretty exciting to me,” Joe said. “Do you think everyone here is inexperienced like us, or do you reckon that there are some hardcore swingers among us?”

      Rowan giggled. “Hardcore swingers? You Brits are so cute the way you say things.”

      Just then, Will returned with a tray of cold drinks.

      “Thank you,” Will chuckled, obviously enjoying the Brit comment. But Rowan was not interested in him any longer. She paid no more attention to the big guy. Her eyes were all over Joe.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The Manager’s voice came over the intercom again, interrupting our conversation.

      “Can I have your attention, please?”

      Joe’s wife, Tina, walked up to join us. Joe introduced the two women, just as a tall, dark-skinned man stepped out of the villa.

      These folks take their privacy seriously. I almost burst out laughing. He wore a half-mask, topped with a pair of stag’s antlers, and a Phantom of the Opera style cloak over his shoulders.

      “I hope you’re enjoying the Casa Del Grande Toro,” the woman’s voice continued as she walked out to join the Antler guy in front of us with a microphone in her hand. This was the first time we had actually seen the Manager. She was tall, blond-haired, thin. Quite the looker.

      “Let me introduce you to W & J, your gracious hosts for the evening,” she said.

      The Manager was also wearing a mask, though hers was right out of an old opera. A venetian-style half-face mask with diamanté detail that glimmered in the outdoor lighting from the veranda. She held the microphone in front of Antler guy.

      “Hello,” W said, leaning into the mic. “I hope you’re having a good time. My home is yours until the morning.” A round of applause came from the crowd, moving closer to him.

      I thought for a moment. That voice… sounded familiar… I had definitely heard it before. Had to be an actor or TV personality.

      “The food and wine will continue to be provided all evening,” said another voice, a black woman joining them at the front, also clad in a cloak with a mask covering her face. Her mask was more a fox, or a small dog. Wasn’t sure.

      The woman leaned into the microphone as The Manager held it towards her. “I am J, and together, we want to invite you to join tonight’s main event. A very special game that we’ve planned for you all.”

      Rowan’s hand gripped my arm tightly. The anticipation that had built since we received the invitation, amplified by the recent activity, had her on edge. We both knew this was it. The REAL reason for the party.

      “The game works like this,” the Manager explained, taking back the mic. W and J left the room, returning with a large glass bowl on a wheeled pedestal. “In this bowl are room keys for each of the villa’s bedrooms.”

      “We will invite each wife here to draw a key from the bowl.” The Manager placed her hand into the glass bowl, pulling out a sample brass key. A small shiny disc swung from a ribbon attached to the key before she tossed it back into the mix, shaking the contents vigorously to make sure she adequately shuffled them. “Then she will go to the room that matches the number on the key ring.”

      “Once she is in the room, she will wait to be joined by one of our special guests,” W said, his lips widening into a smile. “You will have met some of them earlier. These guests are professionals. Some are exotic dancers. Some are just good friends of mine who are… shall we say, well equipped for a party such as this.”

      Rowan tugged on my sleeve. “Those guys that kept coming up to us. They were the guests?”

      “I think so,” I grinned. “Though I sure hope yours isn’t Braylor Winston. Not sure I want that villain humping my wife!” Her face turned an adorable shade of red as I patted her arm. She seemed to appreciate my joke, but the desire on her face was obvious. She wouldn’t mind him at all!

      Whispers from around the room surfaced. I heard Joe say something to Tina about this being like a ‘car key party’. I wasn’t sure what that meant until Tina explained it to her husband. ‘Where the wife chooses a key and then has to go to the bedroom with whoever’s car it is.’ Wow! So random, I thought.

      “The husbands can go to the room with their wives, if they wish,” J continued, extending her hand toward the villa. “Or they can stay out here.”

      “Or they can join us in the media room,” W added. “Where we will have some excellent live entertainment for you.”

      A gasp rose from the crowd. We all looked at each other in surprise. Rowan was in shock. Did he mean what it sounded like? Were they going to video everything in the bedrooms?

      “If anyone doesn’t want to participate,” J said, sweeping the crowd with a gentle look. “They don’t have to. We invited you all because you have some experience or interest in the lifestyle, but if this sort of thing isn’t for you, we respect that.”

      Her partner’s head turned, surveying the crowd. “If you don’t want to play, you’re welcome to finish your food and drinks and then your limo driver will return you to your hotel. We will start the draw in ten minutes.”

      They disappeared back through the large glass doors into the villa, leaving The Manager to watch the guests, now murmuring to each other.

      “Do you want to watch me?” Rowan asked, looking up at me.

      “You’re joking, right? Of course I do.” I could see the desire growing heavier, more in control. My wife was ready to tear her clothes off right there.

      “What happens if you don’t like the men they send you?” I asked.

      “Really? Have you seen anyone here that I wouldn’t like? I sure hope that Angel is a possibility. That guy got my nether reaches flowing earlier.”

      “I noticed,” I said, patting her hand still hooked on my arm. “I’ll support you no matter what you choose. Leave or stay.” That grip on my arm got firmer. No question, this one is staying!

      Movement caught my attention. Some couples were actually leaving. A tall blond and her older partner, a mixed-race couple. I guess they didn’t like the game.

      At almost exactly 10 minutes, W & J returned. They joined The Manager, surrounding the bowl.

      “Are we ready to begin the draw?” The Manager called out after a quiet discussion with her two bosses. When no one objected, she looked down at a card that W handed her. “Excellent. The first to select is…” She looked down at the card. “Tina.”

      Our new friend seemed to curse softly, moving to the bowl.

      “Choose your key,” J said to Tina, a soft smile visible below the mask. Tina reached into the bowl, drawing out a brass key with a golden disc hanging on a ribbon.

      W leaned forward, looking at the disc. “Room One,” he announced to the crowd. “Very apt for the first to choose. Please make your way towards your room.”

      “And don’t worry about your husband,” we could hear J assure her. “We’ll look after him until you’re reunited.”

      Rowan pressed her body against mine, growing more nervous as Tina disappeared inside the house. Now I understand why they called it Casa Del Grande Toro. There were going to be a lot of bulls in that house in just a few minutes.

      “Next, can we have… Rowan?” the Manager asked, looking at the card handed her by W.

      My wife shrieked softly, reaching up to kiss me, then walked to the front, pulling out a key. She smiled, holding up two fingers, showing Room Two. She nodded, disappearing inside with her key in hand.

      Joe looked at me, smiling. So far, ours were the only ones chosen. That didn’t last. One by one, all remaining wives were called to pull a key out of the bowl and to follow the previous wives into the house.

      All that remained were the husbands. All I knew was Joe and Julian. We seemed to gravitate to stand together. Partners in crime, I guess…

      “Your wives are safe,” the Manager told us, once the last wife, a Harriet, walked inside the house. “They will shortly be joined by a bull… or bulls… but for now, it’s up to you gentlemen to decide what you want to do.”

      W stepped up. The mic was no longer necessary for such a small group. “Do you want to remain here? Food and drink will continue to be provided. Or would you like to join your wives in their room?”

      He paused a moment, allowing the choices to soak in. “Or are you going to join us in the media room? Watching all your wives experience new pleasures is my favorite part of this night. I’d be jealous if I didn’t get to have my own fun.”

      J took her husband’s hand and then the two of them pushed the long glass doors to the villa wide open, waving for us to join them.

      I was going to watch, no question about that, but some husbands seemed to be in a dilemma. I wondered if their wives would be uncomfortable with a camera in the room, especially since they were making it with a stranger, not their husband.

      W and J were clearly waiting for our reply. Joe and I looked at each other, deciding to do the Media Room together. Julian had gone elsewhere. I gave him a slight nod, which he returned, and then I followed my fellow cuckolds toward W&J. Our adventure was about to begin.
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      The Media Room was a large space with a massive white screen at one end showing a test image. They arranged seats in rows in front of it. I imagined a producer previewing cuts for a new movie as they filmed it. There were two luxurious leather chairs set aside, presumably for W and J.

      They had an overhead projector at the back of the room, a large refrigerator packed with beers in one corner of the room, and a table with iPads, each with a number attached.

      The Concierge waited for everyone to gather. W and J followed the last one into the room.

      “Each of our bedrooms is equipped with a high-resolution camera,” the Concierge began and then paused as the room filled with the sound of the assembled husband’s gasps of surprise. “From here, you can watch what your wives are doing.”

      He then walked over to the iPad table, picking one up, hitting a few buttons. The standard test image gave way to 10 separate video feeds in a split-screen display. All extremely clear, full-color, high-quality videos. We could see our wives sitting on the bed at the center of each room. Some had already taken their clothes off. Others were just staring at the camera, clearly wondering what was about to happen.

      “For obvious technical reasons,” the Concierge continued, “there isn’t any sound. However, if you want audio, please take one of the iPads from the table behind you and use the headphones supplied to listen in via the app on the main screen. Each iPad is linked to one of the rooms, so be sure to take the correct one.”

      The husbands were shuffling, clearly some were nervous about having their wives on display like this. I didn’t mind. I could see Rowan waiting patiently in the room. Tina, in the top left corner, was already sitting with two men. A young black man and a handsome Korean.

      “If you don’t want your wife to be watched,” the Concierge added. “There is a feature in the app for you to turn off the live feed on the large screen.”

      Several men walked over to pick up an iPad. I did the same before settling back in a chair, quickly finding the app and opening it with the headphones. Rowan was humming to herself, still waiting.

      The movement caught my attention back to Tina on the big screen. She was kissing the Korean man as he slipped her dark blue dress off, revealing her breasts. I glanced at Joe. It looked like he was going to block the live feed. I hoped he wouldn’t.

      Tina was lying on the bed in just her panties and heels. My cock was already responding to this very attractive woman. Several other wives already had men in their rooms as well, in various stages of undress. One wife, I couldn’t tell who, was already fully naked with a young man on top, between her thighs, giving her a hard fucking. I couldn’t hear it, but it was obvious she was moaning loudly.

      Another movement on Tina’s screen caught my eye. The black guy joined Tina on the bed, lying on the opposite side of the Korean, slipping her panties off. Tina helped them, a big smile on her face. Then, she surprised the room. Her eyes fixed on the camera, she tossed them at the lens. The crystal-clear image became blurred, fuzzy gray. We were watching through the material of the panty.

      I could hear an audible sigh of relief from Joe. He was glad no one could see what was going on.

      “I was looking forward to watching that one too,” W murmured from the back of the room. Joe turned to stare at him. I could only smile. W and Joe chatted a bit, seeming to come to an agreement. W smiled at me, returning his attention to the screen.

      That unnerved Joe somehow. He got up to get a drink, paced around a little, then walked out. I wondered what that was all about, or where his friend Will had gone off to.

      Another husband sat next to me, introducing himself as Freddie. He pointed to his wife on her segment of the big screen. I showed him Rowan’s position. We both settled in to watch our own personal porn show.

      Soon, every screen filled with action, except for Tina, of course.

      I could barely believe what was happening with Rowan. She had waved to me earlier, thinking I could see her. But then she turned, pulling her dress up, exposing herself directly to the camera! Her hand moved down to trace her labia before concentrating on her clit. The look in her eyes, staring straight in the camera… I wondered whether the woman I was staring at had any limits as she licked her lips.

      It looked like she was going to make herself cum when the door opened. Her face flamed with embarrassment, trying to get her dress back into place! I burst out laughing, hearing chuckles from other husbands who saw the same thing.

      Three large men walked into the room together. I smiled at Rowan’s shocked expression. Crap… I should have known! One of the men was Braylor fucking Winston. Why did it have to be him?

      I chuckled to myself. The idea of that guy fucking my wife drove me crazy! Still, he looked like he would give her a good humping, that’s for sure.

      At least she got the Angel guy she wanted. The third was an even larger black man than Braylor. Had to be six-foot-five at least. They all three towered over my wife, sitting on the bed.

      No other screen mattered now. My attention only had room for my wife being surrounded on the edge of the bed. I pulled up my iPad, adjusted the headphones, then turned off the mute button. It seemed like everything we had been aiming for the last few weeks had finally come down to this. My hotwife was about to get fucked by three enormous men. I was sure all had ample endowments to entertain her.

      She glanced at the camera, making sure I knew she was thinking of me, then stood at the instruction of one of them. The sundress found itself flung to the side and my naked wife was actively taking off the clothes that remained on the men. As she pushed down pants and underwear, I could hear small gasps over the headphones.

      I quickly saw why. The largest black man had a cock bigger than any I had ever seen. Braylor was almost as big. Angel only seemed small compared to these behemoths. He had to be at least 8 or 9 inches himself. All had girth to match their length.

      My mind kept flying back to that old saying. ‘Be careful what you want, for you will surely get it.’ This seems suitable at this moment, especially considering what she had written in her questionnaire response.

      Your wish is our command. I chuckled, wondering whether they used the Questionnaire to decide who to send to each room. They must have, considering the perfect match between what she said and what they delivered.

      Large hands pressed on Rowan’s shoulders, forcing her down to her knees. The three men surrounded her, shoving their cocks in her face. She glanced up at the camera again, smiling. Then my wife turned her attention to the task at hand, becoming the hotwife she wanted to be.

      Rowan seldom looked at me again. She was too busy.
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      When I walked through the door, the red-headed server in the white blouse and leather pencil skirt showed me the way to room 2. ‘Feel free to take your clothes off, or wait,’ the lady told me. ‘Your men will be with you shortly.’

      Men? I giggled to myself. Perhaps I shouldn’t have been so cavalier about my gangbang response on the Questionnaire. Anxiety grew as I wondered how I would handle lots of large cocks, taking me hard. Especially the way I described my fantasy to them on the website.

      Inside, I found a fully furnished bedroom with a king-sized bed, dresser, and a chair on the side. I felt a little crestfallen that no one was in there. Settle down! The Hosts have done this for a while. Just be patient!

      I giggled as I surveyed the room. The Hosts were clearly planning for the action to come. They laid out lube, a box of tissues, and a stack of small towels on the nightstand. I shuddered, knowing who they would use that lube on!

      While sitting on the bed, bouncing a few times to find a firm feel, an object caught my attention on the side. A very nice camera rig, looking very professional with a stand and large lens, pointed directly at the bed. The red light on the top showed it was broadcasting.

      To where? This had to be what they were showing in the Media Room mentioned earlier. I waved to the camera, wondering if Parker could see me, and a little worried about what they were doing with that video. But after the extensive NDA, there was no way they would betray our trust by doing anything more than streaming the video to the media room. I was sure of it.

      None of that mattered, really. All I could think about was what was going to happen in the next few minutes.

      I straightened my sundress in my lap, trying to cover the naked sex that dripped hopelessly. The dress was so short, there wasn’t much I could do for modesty’s sake. I giggled, changing my mind, turning to spread my legs playfully to the camera, pulling the dress up. If they want a show, I can do that! I wondered if Parker could see?

      My hand moved down to trace my sopping wet box, landing on my clit with purpose. I tried to remember if I had ever seen a porn doing this, the women lewdly playing with themselves in front of the camera. My nipples were so hard they ached. Arousal filled me like a water balloon stretched to the very limit just before bursting. I stared seductively at the red light. I wanted to be seen doing this.

      That blowjob out at the fire pit… I barely knew the guy before I was dropping to my knees, pulling his zipper down. Parker had given me permission, yet he barely mattered at that moment. It was like I couldn’t stop myself, needing to do something… anything… I sure hoped he was serious about his approval as the twisting on my tender nub drove me higher.

      Just before I could cum, though, the door opened suddenly. Three enormous men walked into the room. I turned, trying to cover myself up. Flames of embarrassment filled me.

      “Don’t stop. Looked like you were having fun,” Angel chuckled, causing all of them to laugh. I couldn’t stop giggling, trying to apologize. My heart was pounding as Braylor Winston, a massive black guy, and Angel came into the room, surrounding me on the bed.

      The huge black man covered my mouth with his hand before I could say anything.

      “We’ll not hear another apology from you tonight,” he said, holding his hand over my mouth. I stared up as if he had me under some spell with his warm brown eyes. “All we want from you is obedience. Are you ready to do whatever we want?”

      My heart continued pounding in my chest. This was just like my fantasy. Men taking me, using me to do whatever they wanted. How did the hosts know? I nodded yes, quivering at the simple touch of his hand on my face.

      “Stand up,” Braylor said. He reached over, bringing me to my feet. I glanced at the camera, hoping Parker was watching this as his hands loosened the bow, yanking the dress off my body. Before I could think about it, Braylor flung the light material across the room.

      This was it! Without underwear, I stood naked in front of these men, willing in my very soul to do whatever they wanted.

      Fuck obedience! I couldn’t help myself. My hands flew to their bodies, pulling t-shirts off, yanking shorts and underwear down. I was hungry to touch them, and for them to touch me.

      As the underwear cleared their obvious arousal, I gasped at what now surrounded me. These were two of the largest cocks I had ever seen. The big guy was truly monstrous. Long and wide. I wondered if it would even go in me. Braylor stroked his shaft a few times. It was larger than my husband’s, just not like that other behemoth. Angel was not small either. More around Parker’s size. I would have no trouble with him.

      A firm hand pressed on my shoulder. I dropped to my knees, shuddering, licking my lips.

      Angel chuckled again. “This one is eager to get started.” The other guys agreed. “Use your hands, but nothing else. We need to get some talking out of the way.”

      I reached up, alternating my hands between the three shafts now rigidly pointing at me. Every bit of self-control I had was all that kept my mouth off those luscious cocks!

      “We met earlier,” Angel said, “but we wanted to reintroduce ourselves in case you met too many people at the mixer. My name is Angel. This, of course, is the famous Braylor Winston.” I looked at each of them as he introduced them. “The last gentleman you may not have met. He arrived a bit late. His name is Brandon. He comes courtesy of the Windy City, where I am told he causes women to weep with that impressive man-meat.”

      I could see him winking at Brandon, who grabbed my head, forcing the cock into my mouth. It could barely open wide enough for the head, much less the rest of him.

      Just then, I saw the men hadn’t quite closed the door to the room and through the narrow gap, I saw Joe, peering through. I stared back at him, wondering if he was enjoying the view of me naked with a cock in my mouth.

      Angel cleared his throat to get my attention back. “You have come to the Key Party to get royally fucked. Is that true?”

      I could only nod. Brandon did not allow me to pull back.

      “Excellent!” Angel said. “Before we get started, the Hosts asked that we handle a housekeeping item, and we have one of our own. First, something just for us. Whenever we say anything, make a request, or ask for a response, the word ‘Sir’ should be involved in your answer. Like ‘Yes, Sir’. Is that clear?”

      I nodded again, the shaft still trying to force its way deeper. Angel grabbed my long hair, yanking my head off the cock forcefully. Everything about him had suddenly changed. A fierceness that shook me straight to my sex. Oh, my god! Those eyes… my entire body quivered with a sudden need to obey as I felt the pressure on my head.

      “Was that the proper response?” he barked at me. I glanced at the doorway to see that Joe had gone. Probably into the room next door where his wife was. Hopefully, she was getting a similar treatment to me.

      “No, of course… Sorry, Yes, Sir.” Arousal simply gushed out of me. I could feel it dripping onto the floor. My nipples were so hard they throbbed.

      “That’s better,” he said; his demeanor back to the pleasant tone of before. “Now, my new friend from Chicago got your agreement to obey. Naturally, we mean that rhetorically. Yes, we demand you obey while we are playing. However, your safeword is ‘STOP’. If we ask you to do anything you do not want to do, simply say the word ‘stop’. We will do so… immediately. I caution you to use that word carefully, though. Once you say stop, the three of us will leave the room, never to return. Our session will be over. Is that understood?”

      “Yes, Sir. My safeword is Stop.”

      “I think that is everything our hosts wanted us to cover,” he smiled at the other guys, releasing my hair from his fierce grip. I shuddered at the sensations I had never felt before. Luka and Legend were demanding lovers. This guy… something else altogether. The need to submit to them filled me.

      He tapped Brandon on the shoulder, who shoved his cock back into my mouth. I choked at the pressure, allowing it to go deeper down my throat. My husband has a wide cock, but nothing like this. I kept adjusting to accept more, though there was only so much room! Lack of air made me gag as I struggled.

      That must have been some kind of signal. The cock pulled out of me. Braylor grabbed me off my knees, flinging me on the bed, and he was on me! Fuck yes!!!!

      His cock pushed every other thought away. After all the anticipation that had been building, and the nearness of my masturbating moments before, I came almost immediately, crying out into the room as Braylor hammered his rod into me. This was no easy or light humping. Just the hard fucking I needed so badly. His athleticism was on full display and my cumming made no difference to him, except to make him bang harder.

      As soon as I recovered from the release, my arms and legs pulled him closer. “Fuck yes… take me… I have waited so long for this!”

      That was all I got out before Angel’s shaft replaced Brandon’s down my throat. Now THIS one I could handle! I swallowed the shaft whole until my nose pushed into his pubic hair. I came again as Braylor returned to his pounding, my moans muffled as Angel’s balls rested on my chin.

      They switched places, only to start again with Angel on top, giving me everything his cock could offer. I couldn’t get Braylor as far down my throat, given his size, but I sucked the head, licking off my juices, cumming twice more for Angel as he roughly fucked me.

      I was panting now, the constant action… and cumming… taking its toll.

      Abruptly, Angel got off me. I couldn’t believe it. Neither of them had cum yet.
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        * * *

      

      Brandon gently lifted me off my back, moving me around with instructions to get on my hands and knees. His powerful hand pushed my head to the sheet, pressing my chest as close to my legs as it would go, leaving my openings totally exposed to the men.

      Great heaves came out of my mouth as I tried to recover. He was not interested in that, pushing my knees further apart.

      “Now, let’s see how much you can take,” Brandon said. His huge rod was poking in front like a spear, ready to do some damage. My eyes grew wide as I stared at the thing in its full glory, knowing where it was going.

      He pushed his meat against my labia, tracing it up and down to gain some moisture. After my repeated cumming, there was plenty of lubrication. Still, the size!

      “Will that even go in me?” I whimpered, staring over my shoulders.

      Angel stepped up, as Brandon pulled back suddenly, crashing a flat palm on my ass cheeks repeatedly. “Was that the proper response?”

      I shivered at the heat growing down below, and not just on my abused ass flesh. That spanking sent unfamiliar sparks into my sex. It trembled with need, as if each blow ratcheted my desire another notch higher. He did not stop. I knew he expected a response.

      “Yes, sir. Sorry…” It was all I could get out, but he stopped.

      Brandon gave me a swat for good measure, chuckling at the way my sex visibly throbbed at this sudden rough turn.

      “Don’t worry, babe. Been doing this a long time,” he said. “My size is always a challenge… so I start slowly. But if you can handle Mr. Football here, you can handle me. Lots of room for expansion inside.”

      He chuckled, continuing to trace up and down my labia, inserting a finger in the bottom of my slit, moving down to trace across my clit. I gasped at the need surging in me. He massaged my scorching hot ass cheeks with the other hand. Each pass across my clit made me shudder anew.

      Brandon leaned forward, taking his time to find the entrance, pressing slowly. I gasped when the head popped through.

      “So big…” I said. I could feel the girth spreading me wider as he pushed in a couple of inches. Now I was feeling it fully, physically expanding my walls wider than ever before. The intensity…

      Another couple inches, then a pull back. I gasped. Another few in. He pulled it out, then descended another small amount for the next plunge deeper. Despite the pain of the stretch, tender moments of pleasure were seeping through. My vaginal walls began gripping the shaft, feeling every vein as it passed.

      Another couple inches. Almost there. He pushed harder.

      Finally, he found the bottom. At least that’s what I thought. Surely this was it, groaning as the pleasure overwhelmed the pain. I felt a squish inside and he crashed through the last resistance. A flood of sensations literally brought my head off the bed. A whimper of pure pleasure escaped my throat. “Oh my god… oh my god…”

      Brandon started pumping into me, slowly at first, but gaining in momentum and force. My breathing came in quick gasps as he started taking it to me. He gripped my hips to gain better leverage, pulling him in further.

      The other guys joined in, repeatedly taunting me, though the taunts only seemed to drive me further into Brandon’s control. They told him to give it to this slut, that she wants more dick. They went on and on as I filled with need. It was as if his cock was a pump, pushing that need higher with each plunge.

      My head started whipping side to side. Whimpers and mewls poured out. My arms reached forward, gripping the sheets, pushing back against my intruder. This amplified the pleasure further.

      The climax, when it came, burst out of my chest with a fury. I thrashed back against him, the agony of my orgasm filling me. That was just the beginning.

      I no longer cared about anything but receiving his pleasure. Brandon hammered away as another release hit, then another. Each blast crashed through me like he had plugged an electric wire into my sex; sparks shooting up my middle.

      He must have sensed I was coming to my endurance limit, slowing. Breath would no longer come, as I heaved great gulps of air in desperation. My body continued to vibrate from the aftershocks of the pleasure waves and the awkward position.

      Brandon was ready to cum. As soon as I could breathe again, he started over. This did not take long. He must have been right on the edge. A few more pumps and a fire hose of seed blasted into me; rope after rope. I groaned at the sudden warmth, cumming again. This release was not as hard, but deeper, as if my body instinctively welcomed the seed it needed to propagate itself.

      That was all I could take, collapsing onto the bed. Without thinking, my head turned toward the camera, smiling. I sure hoped Parker had seen all of that.
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            A LITTLE BIT OF PANIC (PARKER)

          

        

      

    

    
      This was harder to watch than I expected. For the first time in all our playing together, emotions gripped my heart. Those three guys were giving it to my wife like she had never had before. I could only stare at the iPad as her cries of release repeatedly filled the headphones. My usual erection that accompanied her extracurricular activities struggled to find its normal strength.

      I’ve always thought of myself as more of a stag than a cuckold. She had gotten into hotwifing because of my encouragement and desire. It started slowly, with an evening with Declan, a fellow teacher in her district. I then invited my co-worker, Legend, to join us for an all-nighter last New Year’s Eve because he had a lot of experience in the lifestyle. Thought he could really give her what she wanted.

      Adding my best friend, Luka, into the mix may have been my big mistake. Not that I resented her being with him, or felt a growing jealousy. No. I actually like that they have gotten so close. As I watch these men take Rowan apart, however, it occurred to me that our regular threesomes with Luka have left her wanting groups all the time.

      My wife became completely comfortable in the middle of a cock-storm. Loved it. As I watched her suck on Angel while Braylor gave her the hard shaft, her cries of pleasure rattled my headphones. I wondered if she would ever be open to just the two of us again.

      My heart pounded along with her whimpers with each release, and the eager way she welcomed Angel after Braylor gave way… She wanted more, needed it even. Her open enthusiasm was shaking me.

      I got up to grab a beer out of the fridge in the back. W nodded to me as I walked by them, apparently really enjoying the way Rowan was getting railed.

      Inside, uncertainty gripped my throat. I loved the pleasure they were giving her. Watching her moaning with it had always been one of my greatest joys. Why was this different? Why am I having such a hard time handling her obvious enjoyment of what they were doing when I never did before?

      While I stood at the back, sipping my beer, I watched the other screens. What a place this was! Three men with a wife in this room, one taking it to a wife in another. One woman was bound to a frame while the guys whipped her. Another with a wife tied to the bed, three men going at her. So many ways to find pleasure!

      So far, W&J had spent the entire session sitting in their chairs, watching the screens. Wait, no… not always the screens. As I stood to the side, I noticed that both W and J spent as much time looking at the cuckolds as they did the screens. A couple of husbands had gotten so excited they pulled their cocks out, slowly stroking themselves while they watched the action in front of them.

      J noticed me wavering, pacing at the back, while staring at the screens. She came over to stand next to me. “You enjoy watching her, Parker?” She asked.

      I assumed she was talking about Rowan. “Kind of…”

      “First time watching Rowan with a group like this, isn’t it?”

      I nodded, a little surprised she knew our names. “Usually I’m on the bed with her,” I chuckled.

      “Very different watching, I suspect,” J smiled.

      That voice… I knew it. Just couldn’t quite place where I’d heard it. Her half-face mask hid just enough to prevent me from making the connection.

      I needed to get the action off my mind. “How long have you been doing these parties?” I asked.

      “For many years… We have found that we like to watch new hotwives discover fresh thrills, and the reaction of their cuckolds. I think your Rowan will enjoy everything the guys have planned.” She touched me. Her long, elegant fingers traced down my arm. “I suspect you will enjoy it, too.”

      That touch seemed to settle me down… a little. “I’ll be frank,” I said. “Been struggling with how much she enjoys it. Wondering where I will fit once she tastes action like this. Worried she’ll want to do it all the time.”

      “You do not have a good relationship?” she asked sympathetically.

      “No, it’s not…”

      “That’s my point, Parker,” J interrupted me. “I watched the two of you at the party beforehand…” Her fingers returned to trace along my arm. “… and your reaction to the blowjob at the firepit. She came ready to play. You allowed her room to follow her desire. Did you notice how many times she looked at you while she did that blowjob… for your approval… your acceptance?”

      “Yes, but…”

      “No need for a ‘but’. She did that, not just for herself. She was performing for her beloved. Parker, I can say this with certainty. We have had many of these parties over the years. Many couples come here thinking outside play will be an answer to their struggling relationship. It seldom is. W and I have gotten used to the signs. Many of those couples don’t survive the insertion of outside players.”

      I was listening, but my eyes were glued to the screen at the front of the room. The large black man pushed Rowan onto her knees, moving toward her with that massive rod.

      J reached up, pulling my eyes down to her. “That is not the way it is with you and your lovely wife, is it? Surely you saw the way she played with herself in front of the camera before the men arrived.” I nodded. “She did that for YOU, my friend. We have seen this many times. She will come out of this experience loving you even more than before… if that’s possible,” she giggled.

      “Been a while since we have seen a couple more aligned than you two,” she said, nodding to the screen as the big guy stuffed his massive cock inside my wife. “Quite refreshing, actually. DeShawn told me he practically threw himself at her, trying to get some action. All she wanted to do was use you in the car to tease him. Nothing here will change that. Much to DeShawn’s disappointment, I might add,” she giggled again. “Your Rowan is a lovely lady. She may enjoy the pleasure, but… as the old song line goes… she only has eyes for you.”

      She looked at the room, and the screens, then back to me. “There may be hope for DeShawn yet. The way Rowan had him take her panties off. That was a delicate touch…”

      I chuckled at that, struggling not to burst out laughing at the memory of her raising her dress out in the courtyard. J must have noticed my smile…

      “Your bride is a saucy young lady. And she loves your allowing her to be who she is. Think of the trust she has in you to truly let go like that. Rowan will never forget where her heart belongs.”

      She winked at me, tapping a couple times on my arm as she walked back to sit next to her partner.

      I nodded my thanks to her as she smiled back at me, settling into her plush leather chair. W looked at me, smiling as he whispered in her ear. I have to think they’ve seen all kinds through the years.
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        * * *

      

      I stood there for a moment, thinking about what J said. Wondering if I had been thinking about this all wrong when a guy came up to me. I had seen him earlier, with a beautiful wife, curly brown hair… and a handsome rack… very nice.

      “Hey, I’m Dave. You’re Parker, right?”

      “Dave, good to meet you,” I said, extending my hand. “You’re with Dana… isn’t that it? Which room is she in?” He pointed to Dana’s segment on the big screen. I smiled. That woman was clearly enjoying herself.

      “That looked like a weird encounter,” he said. “One of our freaky hosts deigned to speak to one of us husbands.”

      “She was… interesting. Had some very thoughtful things to say. Helped me get over a patch in a particularly insightful way. I guess they’ve been doing this for years. But this is all weird, right?” I leaned down to whisper in his ear. “What’s the deal with those masks?”

      That got us laughing. He seemed to relax a little.

      “I swear I wasn’t eavesdropping,” he said, “but I couldn’t help overhearing parts of your conversation with J. This isn’t your usual kind of thing, right? It isn’t for us either. We’re just a regular couple from the suburbs.”

      “But you like having a hotwife… just like me?”

      “Yeah, you could say that.” We toasted our drinks.

      “You seem a little uncertain about that. Is she enjoying it a bit too much?” I asked.

      “No, not that. It seems like no two of us handle it in quite the same way. You told J you’re usually in the same room as Rowan?”

      I laughed. “On the bed, in fact! Got some stag in me, I guess. I love to watch her cum for someone else. I like to be on the bed mostly for my own pleasure. Row doesn’t have any problem doing her own thing.”

      “I admire you, man. I’ve never been in the room.”

      “Really… never? You don’t know what you’re missing. Up close is so much more intense.”

      “You’re not afraid the other guy is going to look at you like some sort of cuck?”

      “Umm… no,” I chuckled. “They would find that a quite uncomfortable experience.” The thought of it brought a rising anger I tried to hide… unsuccessfully. “Besides, why do you care what they think? We ARE cucks. We allow other men to fuck our wives, don’t we? Why not embrace it? Inside the bedroom, it’s all roleplay. They are just borrowed cocks. YOU are the one that gets to take her home.”

      He looked like he was about to disagree, then changed his mind. “That makes sense, man. I don’t know what I’m so worried about. Dana loves me. Nothing is going to change that. Even if the other guy does judge me, who gives a fuck?”

      “Dana wants you in the room?”

      “She asked me to come in tonight. She thinks this is the perfect opportunity to do it.”

      “Dana’s as smart as she is sexy.”

      “That’s high praise coming from a man married to someone like Rowan. When I saw you guys coming up from the firepit, I just about turned around and started following her. Who picked that dress?”

      “She is her own gal, that’s for sure. She found it at some ladies’ store. It shows just the right amount of cleavage and is easy to get off. I definitely approved of her choice.” I winked at him, appreciating the humor in that comment.

      “My congratulations on her choice. Dana chose her dress, too. Made me wait in the hotel lobby so she could do a big reveal.”

      “Look,” I said, touching him on the arm, just like J had done to me only moments before. “We’ve just met. Advice from strangers is seldom encouraged. But I think you should go to the room. Be with her at this shared moment. She wants to know that you approve of her and support the way she is. You do, don’t you?”

      “Of course, and she knows I support her. I just need to embrace that this is who I am and be unashamed about it.”

      “Then go to her. Embrace the cuck you are. Don’t let some guy push you away from her. But if they try, don’t budge. Stay in the room. I had a guy at my office tell me a story about his wife. He told me this after I found out my in-laws… Well, anyway… He told me. She goes out when she wants, fucks who she wants, and they treat him like their submissive when he is in the room as she plays with her bulls. Very submissive, apparently. Here’s the thing. They have been married for 30 years, and I don’t think I have ever met a couple more in love with each other. He came to embrace his role… and hers. It works for them.”

      We both turned to the screen, seeing his wife moaning.

      I tapped his arm again, smiling, pointing toward the door. “What are you doing here talking to me?”

      “Thanks. I think you’re right. By the way, I heard the other part of your conversation with J, too. About what Rowan will be like after tonight. Listen, I’ve seen Dana do some insane things. She’s been so out of control she basically lets several people use her like a fuck toy. Another night, strangers gathered around and groped her before she ended up getting railed on stage at a sex club. I thought there was no way she’d still be my Dana after all that. But you know what? She was. She was still the girl I fell in love with back in that community college class. The girl who blew me in the library stacks, on our first study date, by the way. Rowan loves you, man. Nothing those guys do to her… with her… is going to change anything. J was right. She’s only going to appreciate that you love and trust her enough to do this tonight.”

      “Thank you, Dave. That means a lot. Sounds like you’ve been through even more shit than we have. And you’ve both come out the other end. Go for it!”

      “Now, if you’ll excuse me. I need to go watch my wife get fucked.”

      We shook hands, and he left. I sure hope those bulls treat him right. Be a tough go to be taunted on his first try.
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        * * *

      

      The action on Rowan’s screen was heating up again as the Big Guy gave it to her hard. I rushed back to my seat, grabbing the headphones and iPad. Holy shit… that guy was hammering away! Her cries of release came one after the other…

      All the uncertainty I felt before… all the anxiety… dissipated with each new thrust. I loved the way he gave her everything he could, and how much she enjoyed it. I even liked how the other guys in the room taunted him to push in harder. They were laying it on thick as the guy pounded away. She loved this! I have seen her writhe with pleasure many times now, but nothing like this! My wife was giving herself completely to these men.

      Maybe I should take my own advice… like I gave to Dave. Embrace the thing for what it is. Allow my wife to get all the pleasure she wants.

      Our Hosts had certainly chosen well. It amazed me how long they lasted. I don’t cum quickly, but… the big guy would not give up!

      After her third release, I worried a little about Rowan not having the stamina to keep up with the stream of orgasms being inflicted upon her by this guy. Her breathing was becoming ragged.

      He obviously noticed as well, slowing the pace of his plunging, allowing her to catch a breath. Couldn’t quite make out what they said, but after a few moments, he started again. This time not as hard; yet clearly with a purpose.

      I almost clapped as my wife whimpered. The sensation of having this massive man unload in her must have been something. Her body shook with a soft release as he held himself still, grunting as he poured rope after rope into her welcoming womb. The Big Fella’s gotta have a lot, I chuckled to myself.

      What a sight! I couldn’t believe I had been so anxious before. The remaining beer in my bottle found a home down my throat, and I jumped up, eager for another one. I had a break in the action, it seemed. Rowan was limp as a rag doll on the bed, panting heavily. The Big Guy walked over to the attached bathroom.

      I left the headphones attached to hear what they were planning next. Big things, apparently. Filling every hole, spitroasting, tittie play, all came through clearly. Wasn’t sure what tittie play meant, though with her sensitive nipples, I was sure she would love it.
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            GETTING WHAT SHE WANTS (ROWAN)

          

        

      

    

    
      I couldn’t stop shaking after that last one. Wow! That may have been my most powerful orgasm ever! When I blew, it shook me down to my very toes, even though they didn’t give me a chance to recover.

      The desire for more kept growing as Braylor grabbed me, swinging me with ease, back onto my hands and knees. His cock found a welcome home, doing his best to destroy my pussy. Angel grabbed my hair, pushing his cock down my throat.

      I lost complete control of my body as Braylor used his huge mitts to guide my hips, Angel using my head. A floating sensation of pleasure filled me.

      Brandon got on the bed, on his back, his head under my chest. I shuddered at what was happening. He pulled, pinched, slapped my breasts… anything to add to the mix. No one had ever done this to my breasts before. It was like kindling thrown on a blazing fire.

      My body wanted it, yearned to let go totally, to feel that release again. Everything else disappeared. I floated in a sea of pleasure, letting every thrust, every pinch, find a deeper home. Twice more I came as the guys continued their assault.

      I moaned as it ended suddenly. Braylor letting out a groan they must have heard on the highway below! Angel timed his release to match. I tried to gulp as much of his seed as possible, but he had a lot to spare. Some leaked down my chin onto the bed as I wobbled briefly until another major blast shook me. The guys had to hold me in position as I physically vibrated with its power!

      They let me down gently. Time for a break.
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        * * *

      

      I must have dosed off because when I looked around, Brandon was sitting in the loveseat, Braylor in the chair and Angel was on the edge of the bed. They were calmly chatting with each other, waiting for me, I guess.

      I sat up, still trying to shake the sleepy haze. “How long was I asleep?”

      “Only a few minutes,” Angel said. “We worried you might have had a stroke after that last one,” he smiled. “We all enjoyed watching that.”

      “It was something… so strong. I keep wondering why I’ve never had orgasms that strong before?”

      “You never had Braylor Winston, that’s why,” Braylor bragged, looking at me with a grin and a wink. The other guys burst into laughter.

      “Sure, that’s why…” Brandon chuckled. “Mr. Football here thinks the entire world revolves around his cock.”

      “My husband hates you, Braylor,” I said, sitting on the edge of the bed, grinning. “You know that… for what you did to our team in that final game last season. OUR final game, at least.”

      He somehow knew where we were from. “Hey, babe, every team hates me,” he roared, spreading his arms wide. “Your QB could have scored on an end-around. We were wide open, concentrating everything on the line. I kept yelling at the corners to stay wide. They wouldn’t do it. He went straight at me instead. Always a mistake.” His spread hands turned into a shrug, but this time with a confident grin I couldn’t help but laugh at.

      “He really didn’t want you to be one of my guys,” I grinned.

      Looking at the camera, feeling a little frisky, I got up, sitting on Braylor’s lap. We hammed it up for the camera a bit, kissing, fondling each other, playing for my audience of one.

      Once we stopped laughing, I hugged him, turning serious. “I’m glad you were one of mine. You are a wonderful lover.”

      “Next time I’m in town, maybe we can connect again. Love to give you the one-on-one.”

      “Hey, I live in the same town, too,” Angel protested.

      I looked at him, surprised. “You do?”

      “We’ll talk later,” Angel said. “For now, I have needs that only one person can satisfy, and it’s not Mr. Football. Get down on your hands and knees on the floor, crawl over here. Make sure the camera can see your every move.”

      I hesitated, not ready to get back into play mode yet. Braylor lifted me off his lap with a turn, splaying me across his lap. His hand went right to my ass. Hard slaps meant to hurt. Angel joined him.

      The pain coursed through my body as heat built on my bottom. I squirmed, trying to get away. Braylor effortlessly pinned my hands in front as Angel continued spanking me.

      “Do you want to use your safeword?” Angel barked, continuing to rain slaps on my tender ass.

      That thought flashed through my mind for a brief second. I shuddered, knowing obedience was the only allowed response. I wanted more cock, but this… “No, Sir… please… I’ll do what you ask.”

      He stopped and Braylor pushed me off his lap onto the floor. I got on my hands and knees, rubbing my now tender ass cheeks.

      “You could have just said we’re ready to start again, you know,” I giggled, still a little shaken.

      “Now, how would that play for the local audience?” Angel said, walking around to my side of the bed. He pulled me up on the bed, moving me around like before. Ass in the air, head against the bed, knees spread wide. The big difference was he pointed my sex at the camera.

      “You like to watch her getting fucked, don’t you, Parker?” Angel said, staring at the camera. He seemed to know something I didn’t. It sounded like he was addressing Parker directly. “You know she loves it… look at this.”

      Angel spread my ass cheeks, opening my sex to the camera. I couldn’t stop giggling at what this must look like in the Media Room. In this position, I couldn’t see what it looked like, but it had to be red and puffy from all the friction already. “We’ve given it to her hard for the last hour and she endured that spanking because she wants more. Who are we to deny lust like that, right, guys?”

      The other two guys joined him, fingers spreading me, teasing my clit and ass. The giggling wouldn’t stop. I was squirming now, trying to get away. Three hard slaps on my ass stopped all movement.

      And also the teasing. One finger went into my sex, another on my clit, and a third buried deep in my rear bud. Now I squirmed for a different reason, unable to stop the sudden change in focus. I went off like a firecracker when a vibrator landed on my clit. Shaking against their grip, it was the shock of the abrupt arrival that had me. Totally unexpected. But not by Angel. He had this planned all along.

      “You see how easily she came, Parker? This one needs some serious dick. Brandon, Braylor, and I have discussed it. We have agreed she needs to be fucked… hard. Just the way she wants it. What was the phrase she used, Braylor?”

      Braylor reached into a small bag he brought with him, pulling out a piece of paper. “Let’s see here. How did you put it… so delicately, I might add… It says, ‘Gangbang. Large cocks. As long as possible. Take me hard.’ Now, I don’t know about you guys, but the babe here does not sound like she wants any say in the matter. Taken hard is pretty plain. Brandon?”

      That deep voice chuckled unseen behind me. “Sounds like she wants to be our submissive for a solid gangbang. No choice, just hard fucking.”

      I shuddered at the growing realization that they were talking about me as if I wasn’t in the room. A dispassionate discussion of how to spend the evening. That vibrator continued tormenting my clit. As they were deciding, another lubed vibrator slowly entered my ass. I squirmed at the dual torment.

      “Sounds like a plan, gentlemen,” Angel said. They were at me now. Fingers in my sex, vibrators tormenting both sides. Angel seemed to turn his attention back to the camera as I squirmed. “Parker, we will not give her any choices. Fuck her as much as we want. Short of her safeword, of course.”

      I groaned at the dual torment of their words and the vibrators, knowing Parker was watching.

      “Oh, sorry, Rowan. Did you have anything you wanted to add? A safeword, perhaps?”

      The groan became louder as they worked me over with fingers, finding every pleasure spot I had down there. No way would that safeword come out of my mouth! I needed to be fucked!

      “Well, then…” Angel said, pulling the vibrators back, standing next to me on the bed. I was panting with arousal that wouldn’t stop growing. “… let’s get started.”

      Braylor pushed me on my back and was quickly on me. Oh my god! I thought they were fierce in the first round. That was just a warm-up. While I groaned at the savage plunges taking me higher, Angel walked over to the windows, pushing the curtains to allow anyone to look inside that wanted to. They were floor to ceiling in the bedrooms as well. Angel wanted nothing hidden and I could’ve cared less.

      For the next hour, my men did whatever they wanted. I lost complete control as they used me. They had me on my hands and knees, on my back, leaning over the edge of the bed, on the loveseat, on top of one of them.

      The first time they used a cock in my ass, Angel took his time working it in, Braylor on his back giving me hard thrusts upward. After that, my rear opening was just another hole to use as they wanted. I had become their total submissive, doing whatever they asked. I came and came, somehow edging higher with each blast that would not stop.

      Along the way, as I was floating with the pleasure of being taken by all three, one in each hole, I thought about Parker and what he would think about what I was doing. In between waves of outrageous pleasure, all I could think about was him being here with me. This longing rose with each thrust.

      I cried out with my latest release, opening my eyes, trying to recover. I shrieked, would have pulled away except the guys held me in place.

      Parker was standing there, looking through the window at us. Joe and Tina were standing right next to him. How long had he been there?
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            OCEAN REFLECTION (PARKER)

          

        

      

    

    
      I put my headphones back on just as Braylor pulled Rowan back on her hands and knees. He was in her like an avenging warrior! Soon Angel joined in her mouth, actively spitroasting my bride. Brandon moved on his back, head under her body. His mouth found nipples swinging freely.

      Rowan was writhing at this triple damage, moaning and whimpering. Brandon’s body blocked what he was doing underneath, but he must have been doing something. I could see his hand move sharply as her breasts flashed sideways. Angel and Braylor seemed to coordinate thrusts with Brandon’s slaps because my wife was shaking against each onslaught.

      A climax crashed into her, shaking her like a seizure. What a blast that must have been! It lasted for a long time! I could see her body slumping after it fell away, though the guys did not give her a moment to rest. They wanted to take her higher.

      I can see why they invited them to the party. These guys were good! After her blast, her head slumped down, collapsing on the bed. I knew that look. She would not wake for a while. I got up for another drink. Found several husbands milling about. All seemed deeply engrossed in their iPads and headphones. Probably watching their wives.

      Turning back to see the big screen, every room but the one with the panty cover showed active play going on. I chuckled to myself. No wonder the cuckolds were so focused on their screens. Our Hosts had gone elsewhere. Likely they had another vantage point they liked better.

      I pulled another beer out of the fridge. How crazy are we? I thought, looking around the room. My wife and I flew all the way from the Midwest so she could go in that room and get fucked as many times as the men wanted… by Braylor Fucking Winston, no less! It had to be him, didn’t it?

      On that thought, a quick glance at the screen told me Rowan’s break was up. Crap! She was on Braylor’s lap, waving at me as they fondled each other. Now, come on. That’s just plain mean! I couldn’t help chuckling at the scene. It’s not bad enough that it had to be HIM doing my wife, but now she’s taunting me!

      What could I do? My love for this woman almost burst out of my chest! Even with all this testosterone in the room, she was thinking about me and a football team. So funny!

      I started thinking about what I would do now. I was tired of watching the screen. Was thinking about walking outside for a bit.

      Then the action in the room changed. All three men were actively spanking my wife, and not tender slaps for some added pleasure. She was squirming in Braylor’s lap as all three took turns.

      Just as I could get the headphones up to an ear, I heard one of them ask if she wanted to use her safeword? Safeword? What the fuck did that mean? Why would Rowan need a safeword?

      By the time I got the headphones in place, she was crying out ‘No Sir’, then something I couldn’t make out. She got down on the floor, crawling toward the bed. Anger boiled in my brain. No one has a right to hit my wife! NO ONE!

      I was about ready to jump up for a mad dash to room 2, expressing my displeasure, when I heard my name. I turned back to look at the screen, replacing the headphones so I could hear. She was now on the bed. Her sex turned toward the camera for all to see. I didn’t catch the first part. But I caught fully ‘You know she loves it… look at this,’ Angel said. He was talking to me as he spread her ass cheeks.

      My god! She was a mess. Her red, puffy labia screamed at me. Angel looked straight at the camera, as if he was talking directly to me. “We’ve given it to her hard for the last hour and she endured that spanking because she wants more. Who are we to deny lust like that? Right, guys?”

      They were using their hands on her, alternating pleasure with spanks. All Rowan could do was moan. Angel even pulled out a vibrator. I knew that was the end. She quickly screamed her release. My wife always loved a vibrator.

      ‘You see how easily she came, Parker?’ Angel was back, talking to the camera. ‘This one needs some serious dick. Brandon, Braylor, and I have discussed it. We have agreed she needs to be fucked… hard. Just the way she wants it. What was the phrase she used, Braylor?’

      ‘Gangbang. Large cocks. As long as possible. Take me hard.’ Was all I heard. Oh shit! They read her Questionnaire…

      Of course they would… something snapped in my head. I just realized the randomness of the key draw was a fake. They sent the women into the rooms first, then sent the designated bulls for that woman to that room. It was why we met both Braylor and Angel at the party beforehand. They sought us out.

      A smile rose on my face at the audacity of the Hosts. They played it so well. Made it seem so risky, so random. That just increased the anxiety… and arousal… of the hotwives and their cucks. You had to admire their cunning.

      I was so wrapped up in my thoughts I lost all track of their conversation, returning only to hear, ‘… our submissive for a solid gangbang. She is to be given no choice, just hard fucking.’ I had to laugh now. They got THAT right. My slut wanted that in the worst way!

      Nothing they said after that penetrated my skull. All I could think about was the fucking she would be getting. Braylor did not hold back. He was on her. The other men joined shortly after. The cries of her pleasure filled the space between us. I set the headphones down. She’d be awhile, I suspected.
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        * * *

      

      For now, I needed a break. I didn’t enjoy sitting for long stretches. A little walkabout seemed in order. My dad always used that Aboriginal phrase for wondering about whenever we’d go hiking as kids. I kept it.

      The property certainly had plenty to look at as I walked by the pool. One man was sitting poolside, staring at his iPad. My guess is he wasn’t interested in the scenery. The pool was a crystal-clear blue, with chaise lounges on each side and small umbrellas providing protection from the California sun.

      It really was a spectacular home. The view of the ocean, the size of the property, the beautiful mansion and grounds all combined to make this the showiest home I had ever been in. Plus, when you add in the height away from the noise of the highway, this had to be worth a shitload of cash on the California market.

      As I walked down toward the edge of the bluff, I imagined living in a place like this every day. It sounds great, I know, but everything I heard about the movie and TV business is that they work really hard, with long hours. This house may be great for hotwife parties, but I was sure the hosts did not get to spend enough time actually living here.

      On the edge of the pool was a view directly over the bluff, across the Pacific Coast Highway, onto the ocean. I could see soft waves on this breathtakingly beautiful and clear day. Standing there for a long time, watching the ocean, I listened to the waves crashing on the beach far below. I understood why people came to California in the beginning. Moderate weather all year round, without the heavy humidity of our Midwest summers, had to be a major selling point.

      I also knew I didn’t want to live here. The crowds, traffic, politics, and taxes would drive me crazy! I wondered if I could get my mother-in-law to move here. She’d feel right at home! I cringed a little, glad Rowan wasn’t around to hear me talking about her mother like that!

      As I walked back toward the house, I saw the firepit we visited earlier in the evening. It was at that moment, when she pulled that guy’s crank out of his pants, right in front of everyone, that I knew this was going to be a very interesting evening. It has not disappointed, that’s for sure.

      While thinking about that, a glint of reflected light caught my attention. I noticed the windows in every room had the curtains open wide, despite what was going on inside. Why not look? I wasn’t sure which one was room 2, so I went to the left first.

      I should have done this in the first place! I could see the real action live, instead of through the camera. Gangbangs were definitely in fashion this year, and not just for my wife. Two guys were taking it to Camille in one room. I saw Julian standing on the side watching! They seemed to be having a good time. Another group took Dena next door. Another room had two guys taking it to a woman. And she was loving every minute. Another seemed to be wrapping up. They were putting clothes on as they talked.
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        * * *

      

      The next-to-last window was the one I wanted. The Big Guy was on his back. Rowan was on top, impaled on his shaft. Angel was behind, giving her ass a serious humping, while Braylor used her mouth. I could see her repeatedly cumming as they seemed able to go on and on.

      I never thought of myself as a quick ‘cummer’. I’m not really. Not at all. But these guys? Amazing stamina. Just what Rowan needed.

      The guys noticed me standing there. I saw them talking to each other. They really gave it to her then, picking up the already torrid pace. She reacted full out, moaning, twisting, feeling everything they gave her.

      Just as she came for the second time while I stood there, a couple walked around the house. It was Joe and Tina from the patio gathering.

      “Hey there. How was your session?” I asked Tina. It must have been great. She looked used up! Hair disheveled, lips bright red. Her clothes, which had been so immaculately hugging her frame before, now seemed hurriedly put on. Tina just smiled at me.

      “She had an excellent time,” Joe answered. “At least what I saw of it. Will and a couple of other gentlemen gave her all she wanted. Didn’t they?”

      She nodded, taking a deep breath. “Yes, they did. I’ve done it before with a few guys, but I never thought I would like it this much with total strangers.” Joe noticeably flinched at her words. “I’m sorry, babe. Didn’t mean to hurt your feelings.”

      Movement in Rowan’s room caught my eye. Or I should say, lack of movement. They had apparently finished for a bit. Rowan rolled off the Big Guy, lying on his side, panting for breath. Angel cuddled right behind her, trapping her against the giant lying on the bed.

      When she had recovered enough to look up, she saw Joe, Tina, and me in the window. She shrieked, trying to get up. Angel had obviously expected that. I saw him hold her in place, whispering in her ear.

      She immediately settled down, only taking furtive glances over at me. I get it. She was embarrassed having Tina watch her cum like that. Even though this was a little hard to understand. She didn’t mind an audience around the firepit.

      The guys in the room weren’t giving her a break. Braylor needed another turn, apparently. She waved to me as he pushed her on her back, bending her legs up, feet high in the air, starting again. I nodded my approval at her smile.

      Shit… It had to be him, didn’t it? Well, I’ll give him this. He knows how to take care of my wife’s needs. She was already building to another blast when I turned back toward the patio with the couple.

      “So when do you folks go back to the UK?” I asked, trying to start a conversation. Joe seemed flustered somehow.

      “Monday,” Tina said. “Will is supposed to join us for our last day here. But he keeps disappearing. Not sure where he is.”

      “Will is your regular bull?” I asked. Hey, I’m catching the lingo!

      “He has been with us since Italy,” she said. “Joe struggles a little with me seeing him so much. I just enjoy his company…” A wicked smile told me what part of his company she liked.

      I wasn’t sure what to say, but had to ask. “You don’t like her playing, Joe?” I was a little surprised. Most husbands here seemed to be very enthusiastic about their hotwives.

      “It’s complicated,” Joe said, clearly not wanting to talk about it.

      I got the hint. We walked a bit, with no one saying anything. She had covered the camera with her panties at the start, so I thought that would be a good place to restart. “Were the bulls in the room like your questionnaire responses?”

      Joe looked up, seeming a little miffed. Tina sensed the sudden change.

      “Joe didn’t know about the questionnaire,” she said. Sheepishly adding, “we told him it was a celebrity party.”

      “I see. Felt a little tricked. I wouldn’t have liked that either.”

      I put my hand on Joe’s shoulder in my best coach’s grip. He looked ready to bolt, shocked at my touching him. “Sometimes, people make choices they think are best for the people they care about, even if it turns out later it wasn’t. That doesn’t mean they don’t love or care about you. Try to keep that in mind.”

      Joe looked at me, nodding. “Thanks for that, Parker,” he said, as if he appreciated my advice.

      He took Tina’s arm, guiding her toward the patio, looking back at me as they walked. I hope he’s okay. I know I would have been royally pissed if Rowan had done that to me. I hoped they could work it out.

      By the time I got back to the Media Room, I smiled at the screen. Rowan barely missed me. She was leaning over the back of the loveseat, the Big Guy giving her everything he had, while Braylor stuffed his cock down her throat. Oh, yes. My wife was really enjoying herself.
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            ONLY HALF THE FUN (ROWAN)

          

        

      

    

    
      Even though I didn’t get a chance to say anything to him, my desire to be with Parker grew stronger after he watched me through the window.

      He had seen me in the three-way at least… That was something. My first with all holes filled. These guys really knew how to give it to me.

      We had been in about every position possible. Braylor only wanted more. Just as Parker walked off with the British couple, Braylor had me on my back again. That man can certainly fill the role! I was screaming a release soon after I waved to Parker.

      We took a brief break, then Brandon dragged me over to the loveseat, draping me over the back. This must have been a better height for him. Holy fuck! I will never tire of feeling that monstrous rod inside me.

      Braylor had not cum during the last round, so he walked in front, shoving his cock down my throat. I glanced over at Angel. He was sitting in the chair, watching. When I could, I looked at him again. The guy wasn’t tired. I could see it in his eyes. He was analyzing.

      Angel stepped over, tapping Braylor on the shoulder, as if he was requesting to cut in for a dance at the prom. Braylor did not hesitate, moving aside. Somehow, Angel had become the leader of this threesome.

      When Angel’s cock returned to my mouth, he tapped my head, causing my eyes to turn up. This was actually quite an uncomfortable position, draped over a sofa with a cock forcing your head up. My hands went down, trying to brace myself.

      “Rowan,” Angel began. “I suspect right now you are wondering what Parker is doing. You saw him in the window, walking off with the other couple. Is he off somewhere, having fun with them? Or just back in the Media Room waiting for you?”

      I tried to pay attention to him. I really did. But Brandon simply overwhelms my senses. My eyes closed as the crescendo began again, ending in a rapturous release every time. This guy…

      Angel tapped my head again, nodding to Brandon, who pulled out of me, helping me stand. I was hoping this didn’t mean he was stopping. I reached back to him, grabbing his hard shaft, still ready for me. He forced my hand off him, physically turning me back to Angel.

      “I think we have something to discuss. Time for a break.” He tapped on the loveseat. I walked around, sitting next to him.

      “Now, I think we need to talk about Parker. You need to know the answer to my question, don’t you?”

      It had swirled around in the back of my mind, but with all the stimulation, it had become hard to concentrate. Now I could. “Why would he go off with them?” I asked. “He never seemed interested in playing with others. Why would he start now?”

      “I didn’t say he would,” Angel assured me. “Yet the mystery has taken your attention off of us. We have all sensed it, haven’t we?” Brandon and Braylor looked at me, nodding. “This needs to be settled before we continue.”

      “Why? He’s a big boy. He can handle himself,” I said.

      Angel chuckled. “I have been around a lot of hotwives in the last 10 years. A professional bull, if you will… But THAT, my dear, is the stupidest thing any of those hotwives have ever told me. You really believe that? No concern if he is fucking another woman right now?”

      I shivered, realizing it was true. I really was worried. The guilt in my eyes told Angel everything he needed.

      “That’s what I thought.” He touched my naked leg, a gesture of warmth and reassurance. “You like being a hotwife, don’t you?” I nodded. “Would you ever cheat on Parker with any of us?”

      “What? Of course not. Why would you say…”

      Angel held his hand up for me to stop. I had gotten so used to obedience; I stopped immediately.

      “Then why do you think he would?”

      I settled back against the loveseat cushion; the truth staring me in the face. What he did was not my concern. I simply missed him, wanted him in the room with me. It was so much more fun when he was part of the play.

      These guys have been great. So much pleasure! But there’s simply no replacing having Parker with me.

      “I’m sorry. You’re right. Truth is, I’ve loved what we’ve been doing. It’s been so incredible.” I looked back at the camera, the longing now intense. “It’s just not the same without him here. I feel free… able to let go… when I have him near me.”

      I kept looking at the camera, wondering what he was thinking out there. All three of the guys looked at each other, bursting into laughter.

      “What the fuck is stopping you?” Braylor said. “There’s no reason he can’t be in here.”

      He looked at Brandon. The two guys walked up to the camera, waving their hands in the classic ‘come here’ gesture. I jumped up, all of us still naked, joining them. We waved and mouthed ‘come in here’. I sure hoped he was there to see this.
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        * * *

      

      Five minutes later, the door opened. There he was… my beloved! I ran across to him, leaping into his arms, wrapping my legs around him. Our lips found each other. I have never wanted anything more in my entire life! The guys were chuckling behind us. I couldn’t help myself. All the love I had for this man poured out with our embrace.

      Finally, Angel pointed toward the bed. “Are you going to join us or not? Better get those clothes off if you are.”

      He yanked me out of Parker’s arms, pushing me toward the bed. I was giggling now. This was JUST what I needed!

      The men were on me, Angel guiding me to my knees. I wiggled my butt back at my husband as he undressed. Brandon laid down on the bed right next to me, on his back, pointing to his semi-soft cock.

      “You know what to do,” Brandon said.

      I moved between his legs, now suddenly ravenous for more. I sucked with enthusiastic gusto. This was all for him now. For my husband. For OUR pleasure.

      The guys were on me as I sucked Brandon. Fondling. Pinching. Spanking. My mouth worked feverishly as I felt his arousal growing. He pulled me up as soon as he was ready, impaling me on his shaft. No lubrication needed. It was dripping out of me!

      Braylor came up behind, pushing me down on Brandon’s chest as I dropped fully on that monstrous cock. Oh god… it felt so good! Lube found its way into my rear. Soon, Braylor’s shaft filled me. Two holes down.

      I was groaning now, both holes filled with pleasure. My head turned to look at my husband, stroking himself as he watched. His smile filled me with joy!

      Angel gave Parker a hearty slap on the back. “What are you waiting for? If that look wasn’t an open invitation from a scorching hot babe, I don’t know what is!” he smiled.

      Parker was already hard. He jumped on the bed, moving towards my side, stroking himself only inches from my face.

      “Been having a good time?” Parker asked me.

      “Not as good as I’m having now,” I said. All the love I felt for this man poured out of my heart.

      “Then let’s see what kind of damage we can do,” he said, brutally shoving his cock down my throat. I sucked with abandon, wanting this very thing.

      Suddenly, everything was all right. Everything I needed was right here. I gave myself to these men. I tried to work myself between the three. That didn’t work. Instead, I simply relaxed and let them take me. And did they ever!

      This was the hard fucking I dreamed about… wanted… and with Parker in my mouth, it was perfect. I let myself go, floating in the way I came to love, feeling the pleasure take me, push me higher.

      The door flew open abruptly. Two more guys walked in. A quick glance found two large men, already taking their clothes off.

      “Sorry for being late, Angel. When our couple decided not to play, we thought it was over. The Manager called, asking where we were. Room 2 was expecting us. We came back as soon as we could.”

      I tried to look at them, but none of the guys allowed me a break. Soon, they were on the bed, grabbing my hands, working them on the new shafts. The men were large, but not like Brandon or Braylor. Soon, both were hard as stone, fully primed and ready to go.

      Until I couldn’t breathe any longer from cumming so often, my group, now grown to six, tag teamed me. Every hole filled. Every hand.

      They took to my breasts with a vengeance. I cringed at the first pinch as they twisted my nipples savagely. The pain, as before, sent a sharp pulse to what was happening below. I groaned at the impact. That appeared to be a signal. They started pinching, pulling, and slapping my breasts.

      I groaned, deeper this time. The constant stimulation was catching up to my endurance. By this time, I had men in me, one way or another, for over two hours.

      Another explosion took me even harder as I flopped against the men. Sizzling with its power, I flailed against their movements as it blew apart my last bit of resistance. I floated in the haze of pleasure for long moments as the waves coursed through my body.

      That was the last I had to give, collapsing on Brandon’s chest, heaving great gulps of air. I shuddered as the memories of pleasure found the last cells to feed.

      Angel was in my ass at that moment. He pulled out. The others followed, pulling away from me. I felt hands lifting me off Brandon, rolling me onto my back. Breathing remained a challenge, ragged and uncertain.

      I felt movement around me. All six guys were on their knees, stroking their shafts above me with only one purpose in mind.

      Angel smiled. “I think she needs a shower. Don’t you, gentlemen?”

      I playfully held my breasts up, providing an easy target, but when the ropes of white cream started flying, it went all over me. My chin, neck, chest, stomach… Once I started giggling, laughter spread across the room. Their hands were on me, spreading the cum everywhere, tickling while they were at it.

      I was screeching, playfully pushing their hands away… though not really.
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        * * *

      

      Angel reached over to the nightstand, throwing towels on my chest. All six men grabbed one, cleaning the excess. As they touched my sex and breasts, I started moaning again. By this time, I had become so sensitized to their touch, I couldn’t help myself.

      Braylor looked over at my husband. “You’ve got a hot one here. Are you gonna be able to keep this one at home after she’s seen the big city?” That brought another round of laughter.

      Parker laughed along, then added, “Our city’s plenty big enough. In fact,” he smiled back at Braylor, “we’ve got a football team that’s good enough to beat you next season.”

      Braylor howled at that one. “We’ll see about that,” as he got off the bed, wiping himself down.

      I tried to get off too, but my wobbly knees would not support me. Parker… my Parker… leaned over, helping me stand. I leaned against him, kissing him passionately.

      “Must have been quite a night to not be able to stand afterwards,” my husband smiled at me.

      “You have no idea!” I said.

      He looked back at the camera. “No, I have a pretty good idea.” That brought another round of laughter.

      I walked up to Braylor, holding him in my arms. His massive chest and still half-hard rod poking out at me. “I don’t care what my husband says. Next time you come to town, call us. I’m sure we can figure something out.” I turned, giving Parker a wink.

      He shook his head, throwing his hands up in the air, grinning. “My slut is hopeless!”

      The guys were getting dressed as I returned to the loveseat, reluctant to get dressed. Knowing it was the ultimate sign that this was over.

      The two new men thanked me for the fun as they walked out the door, but I wasn’t paying close attention. Brandon and Angel got a very different treatment. Both these men had added so much to the evening. Brandon, with his enormous cock, gave me such pleasure. Angel, with his ability to know what I needed at every step, had intervened every time I needed it. I knew it would have been less special without these guys giving me what they had.

      Eventually, they left me with Parker. I flew across the room to hug him. “Thank you, my love. For allowing this to happen, and for coming into the room at the end. I so wanted you to.”

      “I will always be with you, babe. Always. You never have to worry about that,” wrapping his arm around.

      I sighed as the truth of that statement sunk in. Joy filled my heart.
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            THE AFTER-PARTY CROWD (PARKER)

          

        

      

    

    
      Those guys had really given it to her. As I reached for her dress on the floor, I could see the bruises forming on her breasts. Her rear was still pink from the earlier spanking. Even the red, swollen labia still leaked fluids. She had taken three huge guys for an extended period, ending with six in the room for the big finale. What a night!

      I helped her get the dress on. She cringed a little. The nipples were pretty tender as the sundress passed over them.

      “You might need something for your nips when we get to the hotel, babe.”

      “The guys really gave them a working over, didn’t they?” She giggled. “I didn’t know it would add so much to an orgasm.”

      “We should do that at home,” I chuckled. “Luka would love it!” She smiled, already looking forward to telling him all about her experience.

      Despite her physical exhaustion, Rowan seemed more alive than when she entered the room. It was as if I could read her mind. Her head swept the room repeatedly, examining every place she had been, cataloging everything she had experienced.

      I stepped behind, wrapping my arms around her. “You had some fun in this room, didn’t you?”

      “I did… I really did. How did they know this is what I needed?”

      “It was all a scam, Row,” I chuckled. She looked over her shoulder, puzzled. “There was nothing random about the night. The only thing that was random was which room you would be in.” I checked around the room to make sure we had everything, while I continued. “That’s why they had the women go to the rooms before the men. They used the input from your questionnaire to tailor your experience. Once you were in the room, they sent you the experience you requested.”

      Rowan started laughing. “All that anxiety about what was going to happen…” She approached the camera, light still red on the top, waving to whoever was watching. “I hope you had a good time watching, because I had a GREAT time living it.”

      I held my hand out. “Time to go.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      We walked back to the patio. Several couples and their bulls were milling around, though the real action was in the pool. A brunette we had not met was naked in the water, the center of a male cock-storm. Her hands and mouth were engaged while another was pounding away at her from behind. I guess they wanted to continue the party outside the room!

      Freddie was standing next to a powerfully built man he clearly knew, staring at the action below them. On closer glance, I could see why. A naked Will Barker, the rugby player we had met earlier, had just gotten into the water, moving toward the action.

      Rowan had lost interest already. “Come on, babe,” Rowan said, tugging at my arm. “I’m thirsty. Let ’em have their fun.”

      I nodded my agreement, wrapping my arm around her as we walked back to the patio bar. We found Braylor and Angel there, already sipping a drink, talking. No one seemed to know where Brandon had gone. I ordered drinks for us. Turns out, they had a pretty nice whiskey selection. I chose a Jameson Black Barrel, one ice cube, of course, and an Old-Fashioned cocktail with Woodford Reserve for my beloved.

      All the exhaustion of the last few hours was finally settling in for Rowan. She seemed close to nodding off.

      “I hope you had a good time, my dear,” Angel said, clinking glasses with us in a toast. “We sure had fun. Didn’t we, Braylor?”

      “This one loves to fuck, that’s for sure,” he said.

      I extended my hand to Braylor. “I’ve been joking with Rowan about my not wanting you to be a part of her playing, how much I hated you. It was all in jest. You’re a talented football player. We only had ourselves to blame for the loss last season. Everyone knows an end-around would have won us the game, but our OC wouldn’t know a winning play if YOU had handed it to him. The guy’s a dunce.”

      Braylor returned the handshake, a surprisingly gentle grasp. He chuckled, looking at Rowan. “Told ya.” She smiled.

      “Is it true you come to our fair city for more than just your game every season?” Rowan asked.

      “I have an ongoing thing with a… lady there. We always have fun. The two of you should join us next time.”

      Rowan’s eyes sparkled, nodding vigorously.

      “That idea gets an enthusiastic hotwife endorsement, it seems,” I chuckled, handing him a business card from my wallet. “Call us when you are heading to town.”

      “Angel lives in our city, too,” Rowan said, touching his arm softly.

      “Do you?” I said, nodding my approval. “We could organize a reunion someday. Would love to add my friend Luka to the session.”

      “And Legend…” Rowan whispered.

      That got the entire group laughing. “Apparently, my wife liked the larger group format,” I laughed. “We’ll have to do something with that idea, it seems.”

      “Any plans for the rest of your time in LA?” Angel asked.

      “Only one,” Rowan whispered, quickly glancing at me as if I hadn’t heard it.

      “I think she has plans for our driver,” I told them. “She has been teasing him mercilessly ever since we arrived. He deserves some relief. Did I get that right?”

      As if we had caught her with her hand in the cookie jar, she looked up at me nervously. “Don’t you think he deserves a tip?”

      “I suspect he’ll want more than the tip…” My lewd smile made her giggle. Angel and Braylor joined in.

      “Only thinking of him,” she smiled, a yawn finding its way past the smile.

      “Looks like my bride has finally hit the endurance limit, gentlemen. Time to go home.” I picked up my phone, sending a text to DeShawn. He replied quickly, ‘10 minutes out.’ This gave us time to thank the folks that had organized the event.

      Rowan hugged ‘her men’… I chuckled at that thought… saying her goodbyes.

      Angel followed us away from Braylor. “I have a regular suite at the Raphael Hotel downtown, every Saturday night. Like to focus on helping couples new to the hotwife lifestyle. Normally, I don’t do repeats. But for you, and the lovely Rowan, I would love to invite you both up some Saturday.” He gave me a business card with only his name and phone number. “It would be my pleasure to enjoy your company again.”

      I took the card, thanking him. It only took one look at my wife to know she was in full agreement.

      “You want to visit the Raphael when we get back home?” I asked as we walked toward the courtyard.

      “That guy is some kind of freak of nature, Parker. He can get it up whenever he wants and last as long as needed. That is quite a talent, babe.”

      “I noticed… Okay, I’ll call him, see what we can set up when we get back. Though…” tickling her as we walked, “… I think Luka might disown me if he knows we are planning a session with Braylor Fucking Winston!”

      She giggled, pushing my hands away. “He’ll get over it…”

      I saw The Manager walking across the patio. We hurried over, Rowan thanking her for the wonderful time.

      “You both enjoyed yourself?” she asked.

      Rowan looked at me. I nodded, looking at the Manager. “Hard to think of how it could have been better. Even loved the little ruse about the key drawing, pretending the bulls were random. Kept all the hotwives on edge. Nice touch.”

      The Manager smiled, nodding her appreciation. “Glad you both had a good time.”

      We looked all around the main floor. W and J were nowhere to be found. I guess their part was over. We walked toward the courtyard, greeting the Concierge as we saw DeShawn’s classic Cadillac come up the drive.

      “Thanks for coming,” the Concierge said. “I caught quite a bit of your session, young lady. Your joy in the playing was fun to watch.” He leaned down, giving Rowan a formal kiss on the back of her hand, then opened DeShawn’s door, allowing us to get in.

      Our driver’s broad smile greeted us as we settled into our seats. “Home, James,” I said in my best British aristocratic accent. He nodded, pulling out.

      Then my wife really surprised me. She was serious about teasing DeShawn. She slipped her sandals off, scooting forward on the seat, placing her feet on the seat back in front of us with her knees spread wide. This left her sex totally exposed to his gaze. And mine! She hefted her sundress up to make sure nothing obstructed his view.

      I chuckled, shaking my head. DeShawn nodded his appreciation. “Looks pretty worn out, my lovely. Had a good time?”

      Rowan was so excited by what had happened, she couldn’t hold back. Without using names, she told DeShawn about what had happened, everything from the firepit to the six guys at the end. How much she enjoyed it. The strength of the orgasms. How amazed she was the guys could last as long as they did.

      During her monologue as we flew down the Pacific Coast Highway toward our hotel, I would catch DeShawn’s eyes. He winked at me, smiling. This had clearly happened before.

      But by the time we were back at the hotel, all the talking had slowed. I practically had to carry my wife into the hotel room.

      This one had given her all. Now that body needed a rest. As soon as the hotel door was open, I pulled that dress over her head. Rowan was on the bed moments later. Gone to the world.
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      Waking the next morning, I got out of bed to fix some coffee, then walked over to the balcony to look at the ocean, dressed only in the hotel bathrobe. I would miss this view, that’s for sure.

      I heard a sound in the room, finding my wife examining herself in the bathroom mirror. She was still red and raw, her labia swollen and spread wide, her nipples bruised and equally red. She cringed at even the soft touch of her fingers.

      “Likely going to take several days to get over the pounding you took, Row,” I chuckled.

      Rowan nodded. “They really gave it to me.” She looked over at me, where I was leaning against the door. “I still can’t believe how many times I had those men inside me! I thought it would have gotten sore sooner. Sure is sore now.”

      “Just need to take a break, babe. Though, DeShawn will be unhappy with you. After promising him a surprise tonight and that shameless display during the car ride…” I leered at her in mock horror.

      She giggled. “That was fun. Why do you suppose I am so carefree about my body here? I’m not like that any other time.”

      “One of those ‘what happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas’ things? I gave you open permission to play. You ran with it. I know you’ve always wanted to do that, just never had the chance.”

      She walked over to me, wrapping her arms around my chest, hugging me close without a word. She knew nothing needed to be said.

      “Let’s go see the town,” I suggested. “Be a regular tourist today.”

      “I’d like that.”

      It was 10:30. I sent a text to DeShawn about picking us up at noon, telling him we would like to see the city. He replied he would be there.

      After a quick shower, where I scrubbed her tenderly… she really was sore… we put on shorts and sandals, ready for the day. Our driver took us up the coast, enjoying the ocean views. We had lunch in Santa Barbara at Vega Vineyard, then he brought us back through Hollywood with a stop at the Griffith Observatory.

      DeShawn chatted with us like old friends, but my hotwife was so worn out, she slept most of the time we rode in the car. After one pit stop, I laid her out on the seat with a blanket DeShawn had in the trunk, getting in the front to continue our talking.

      By the time we got back to the hotel, it was past 7 and time to eat. Rowan had woken only moments before. I suggested we go get some seafood. She would hear nothing of that. Her hunger had returned. Time to play!

      She invited him up to our room. “You have some property to return. Am I right?” She asked.

      He smiled, reaching into his coat pocket, pulling out the thong he had taken off her the night before.

      “Good! Come up to our room with us. I regret I cannot give you the welcome I would prefer, but I think we can come up with something.”

      Brazen did not describe the openness of this invitation! Rowan had become openly sexual in a way that I hoped did not come back to the Midwest with us. I was sure her family and friends would not appreciate it the same way DeShawn clearly did.

      As soon as we walked in the door of our room, her clothes were strewn around the room as she pushed DeShawn toward the sofa. My wife quickly had his handsome tool fully down her throat. He leaned back, letting her have whatever she wanted.

      She went at his shaft with a vengeance. After all the guys yesterday, even his enormous size presented no challenge to my hotwife. It actually worried me a little. She was really enjoying sucking on him. The moans that came out of her seemed… I don’t know… desperate for more. As if she wanted to relive the pleasure of last night.

      I came up behind her, holding her hips up. I knew going inside was out of the question, but massaging would be good. While she worshipped his rod, I massaged her ass, tenderly circling her clit, causing her arousal to flow once more. She shuddered at the increasing pleasure, finding a quick release as DeShawn groaned.

      She crawled up onto his lap. “Are you sure?” I whispered as she lined up his shaft. She didn’t respond, no longer caring despite the grimace on her face as she lowered herself gingerly.

      None of that mattered once he was inside her. I stepped back, allowing her to use that shaft to get everything she wanted. The grin on DeShawn’s face told me he was happy with this development, too.

      Neither took long. She was groaning her ascent while our driver grabbed her hips, plunging himself into her. His grunt of release filled the room as my wife cried out her own pleasure.

      She relaxed into his chest, letting him wrap his arms around her. Those hips kept moving in tiny rocking movements, gently grinding out one more orgasm before he flopped out of her. I wondered if she wanted to continue for a moment. But no. Rowan moved off him, heading into the bathroom. Before her new lover could get up, she was back sitting next to him, cuddling her naked frame against him.

      My wife smiled. “Probably shouldn’t have done that. REALLY sore now.”

      DeShawn looked at me. “I’m glad she did. After being teased the whole weekend by your hot one here, I needed to nut!”

      She giggled, smiling at us both. “Who wants to eat?”

      With that, our sexual trip to LA had reached a welcome conclusion. I wondered if my wife would ever be the same. I sure hope not. I wanted her to receive all the pleasure she wanted for as long as we were able.
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        Click here to get the next book in the series: Dana

      

      

      Dana and Dave Richardson from the Hot Dates Trilogy return in a scorching, forbidden fantasy!

      After a seven-year absence from seeing other men, Dana is dipping her toe back into the hotwife lifestyle with her husband’s enthusiastic consent. Her appetite for other men—and Dave’s love of watching her—had always been the happy suburban couple’s dirty little secret and fear of discovery stopped their play all those years ago, but older, wiser, and at her sexual peak, Dana wants to play again.

      Dana’s been having fun with a local hotshot realtor, and Dave’s getting his videos of the action, and it’s all going great when the couple receives a mysterious invitation in the mail. A high-end hotwife sex party in Malibu is so far out of their experience that it sounds like something from a movie to this middle-class couple, but they can’t resist the temptation to see what it’s all about.

      Join our couple as they travel to Malibu to hobnob with the rich and famous at the West Coast’s most exclusive hotwife party. Dana will have every fantasy fulfilled, and every limit tested, while Dave discovers new ways to enjoy her play. The Richardson’s will have a night they—and you, dear reader—will never forget!
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        THE EVOLUTION OF MARRIAGE series: These couples know that something needs to change in their relationship. They want to push away their ‘late married blues’ and dull sex lives to find a fresh path. These efforts often involve risk and emotional turmoil, but each couple finds themselves unable to resist the tug of desire as their marriage evolves into their own unique journey. This 6-book series examines the different paths these couples take in finding what they wanted; for each other, and for themselves. The results are often explosively erotic!
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        My Hotwife Holiday Surprise

        My Hotwife’s Loving Surprise
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        PAGE BECOMES A HOTWIFE series: Page was a faithful, loving wife to Nick for ten years, not interested in another man until Taylor entered her life. Page’s husband Nick noticed she wanted Taylor. All she needed was a nudge to act. Nick’s surprising confession that he wants to be her Stag, encouraged her to make the leap.

        Page Becomes a Hotwife: An Erotic Novella (Book 1)

        Page Wants More: An Erotic Novella (Book 2)

        Page Gets More (Book 3)… coming Spring 2023
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