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My name is Robert Franklin. My friends call me Bobby. I work for Roger Carr. You know him. He's that guy on television, The Roger Carr Auto Group. He owns eight auto dealerships in the city. He's the guy whose motto is "Buy a car from Carr". Alright, he may not be the next bard, but he sure does know how to sell cars.
It was October 24th, Roger's birthday. Every year he throws a gala party for all of his employees and their wives. If you work for Roger, this is the social event of the year. Its always held in the ballroom of a downtown luxury hotel. They hire a big dance band and put on a night of dining, dancing and celebrating. The booze flows freely and everyone has a good time.
The party was in full swing. The cocktail hour had loosened everybody up. We had all consumed a wonderful prime rib dinner. The happy birthday speeches for Roger were over and the band had just started playing.
The dance floor filled quickly. At the same time others gathered around tables for drinking and talk.
My wife Brenda and I joined a group of close friends at one of these tables. People started ferrying drinks and bottles of wine from the bar and everyone was soon feeling very loose and social.
I was engrossed in a conversation about the local NFL team. Brenda was talking to some of the other wives.
I stopped for a moment and just gazed at my wife. Brenda and I were both 36 years old. We were each on our second marriage. We were a month away from celebrating our third anniversary.
Brenda is gorgeous. Her auburn hair and brown eyes highlight the perfect features of her beautiful face. She belongs to a health club and her figure is proof that she uses it regularly. She is a very sexy woman with a large bust, narrow waist and full round ass that catches a second glance from any healthy man that she encounters.
I still can not fully understand why she married me. At 5'8" I am barely 2 inches taller than she is. People describe me as a man of slender build with slightly feminine features. I am hardly that well muscled linebacker type that Brenda could so easily attract if she chose to.
Brenda tells me that she loves my mind and intellect. We are both well educated. We enjoy quality restaurants, gourmet cooking and fine wine. We have season tickets to the opera and love art gallaries, old movies and good books. We truly enjoy each others company and can easily spend an entire evening talking and drinking wine.
I am ashamed to admit that it is certainly not my sexual prowess that attracted her. My 4 inch penis is considered small on anyones scale. To make matters worse, I have a tendency to climax quickly. Brenda cheers me up by telling me that I am very skilled with my tongue and indeed I spend many hours orally satisfying my gorgeous wife. Shortly after we were married we also purchased a large rubber cock which I have become very good at using on her. One of her favorites is to have me lick her clit while I work that large rubber penis in and out of her sopping wet cunt.
As I gazed at my gorgeous wife I started feeling guilty. I know that she loves to dance. I am a good dancer and I also enjoy dancing, but tonight I was tired and my preference was to sit at the table, drink wine and chat.
Somewhat reluctantly I decided that I needed to be a good husband so I leaned over and rubbed Brenda's arm. "Sweetheart, Would you like to dance."
Brenda turned to me and smiled. "I would love to Bobby, but your tired. Thankyou, but I know that you would rather sit here and talk and drink. I'm okay. I'm having a good time."
"Hey, how about me then."
It was Bill Steadman. He was seated across the table from us. He was the new car sales manager at one of our dealerships. Bill was a very handsome man. You might say that he was the well muscled linebacker type.
"I love to dance and my wife stayed at home tonight. I could really use a dance partner. How about it Brenda. will you dance with me."
Brenda looked at me. "Baby, Do you mind if I dance with Bill. I would love to dance and this way you can sit here and relax with your friends."
"No sweetheart, I wouldn't mind at all."
She turned back to Bill, "I would love to dance with you Bill."
Bill stood up, walked around the table and pulled Brenda's chair out for her. As she stood up He took her hand and gallantly asked, "May I have this dance madam?"
Brenda laughed and said, "Yes please kind sir."
With that he led her off to the dance floor. I watched them leave then returned to the connversation at the table.
The time passed quickly. From time to time Bill and Brenda would return to the table, check in, have a quick glass of wine and return to the dance floor. Everyone was having a good time.
Finally, I was starting to get tired. I looked at my watch. It was after midnight. The crowd on the dance floor was thinning. Some people were getting their coats and leaving.
It had been a while since I had seen Brenda and Bill. I started to scan the dance floor. Finally I spotted them. They were in a dark corner on the far side of the floor. The band was playing a slow romantic ballad and they were dancing very close.
I started to watch them carefully. They were dancing like two high school kids at the prom. Brenda's arms were around Bills neck, her cheek was pressed against his chest. Bills right hand was massaging Brenda's ass. His left hand seemed to be between them. It appeared to be very likely that he was cupping her right breast.
My first wife divorced me eleven years ago. She came home one night and announced that she had been sleeping with another man. At the time of the divorce I was deeply hurt by this announcement.
Later on my attitude started to change. I still do not know why, but I started to fantasize about my ex wife and her lover. I started to have fantasies about her having sex with him while we were married. I found internet chat rooms and web sites that talked about cuckolding and hot wives. These fanatasies were secret. I did not share them with anyone, especially Brenda. I was afraid to. I also did not fully understand them, but I did know that the were very exciting for me.
As I watched my new wife being fondled by another man I realized that I should probably be angry, but I wasn't. I was fascinated and even more I was becoming very aroused.
I withdrew from the conversation at the table so that I could continue to watch them without being disturbed. They turned several times while they were dancing. There was no doubt anymore. Bill was fondling Brenda's ass and he also had his hand inside her blouse. Oddly, I wasn't jealous. I was excited. Deep inside of myself I knew that my cuckold fantasy was in a very small way becoming a reality.
The band finished its final number. As the dance ended I watched Bill take my wife into his arms and kiss her full on the lips. This was not a thankyou peck on the cheek. This was a full blown passion kiss.
Finally Brenda broke off the kiss. She took a moment to straighten herself before letting Bill take her hand and lead her back to the table.
As they approached the table, I noticed that Brenda's lipstick was smeared and that she had missed a button hole when she rebuttoned her blouse.
Several of the other wives looked up at Brenda and then glanced over at me. Apparently I was not the only one at the table who noticed what had been going on.
Somehow the idea that others knew that my wife was not being completely faithful added to the excitement. Brenda had humiliated me. It was very slight, very subtle and actually unintentional since alcohol probably had alot to do with her indiscretion, but she had humiliated me in front of others and I was finding it very exciting. For me apparently, part of the excitement of being cuckolded was being humiliated. I guess its maybe a form of masochism.
When Brenda and Bill got to the table, she turned to Bill and said, "Thankyou, you are a wonderful dance partner. I had a really good time." Then she turned to me. "Baby its late, lets get our coats. Its time to go."
As we turned to leave, I heard Bill Steadman say, "Hey Bobby, thankyou for letting me borrow your wife tonight. I had a really good time. you have a very hot wife."
There was something about the tone of his voice that seemed to have a condescending or sneering quality about it and the choice of the phrase "very hot wife" carried a strong connotation. Somehow this made me even more excited.
Part II
Brenda snuggled up against me as we drove out of the parking lot and got onto the freeway.
"Baby thankyou for letting me dance with Bill Steadman."
Brenda's speech was slurred. She had obviously had alot of wine.
"He is such a hunk. He is so sexy." Then she started to giggle, "And he has a really big cock. God it is so big. It makes that tiny little thing of yours feel like a little boys cock."
Suddenly she stopped herself. "Oh my god sweetheart. I am sorry. I didn't mean to say that. I don't know what got into me. Please forgive me."
She started to rub the inside of my thigh. "I love your cock. Its just the right size for me."
Her had moved to my crotch and she froze. I had an erection. I had a very stiff erection. For several moments Brenda was obviously contemplating this odd reaction of mine as she squeezed and examined my erect penis.
Finally she said, "I don't understand baby. I start to babble about feeling another mans cock and then blurt out to you how much bigger it is than yours. I was being drunk and stupid. I thought you would be mad or hurt. But baby you have the hardest erection that you have ever had since I have known you." Brenda paused and thought again. when she continued, she formed her words carefully. "Baby do you get excited when you think about me being with another man?"
Well here it was on the table. I was scared to answer truthfully, but I knew that I wanted to. The wine I had consumed certainly fortified my courage. I decided that being honest was the right thing to do. I tried to gather my strength. Finally, I just kind of had to blurt it out. "Yes sweetheart, it does." I paused for a moment to catch my breath and then continued. 'I don't know why, but seeing you with another man is a really erotic fantasy for me. I don't understand it, but I know that that is how I feel."
Brenda stared at me for a moment. She didn't move, she didn't say a word. Finally, she leaned against me. Her hand went back to my crotch and she started to rub my cock again. As she did this she kissed my cheek and whispered in my ear, "When we get home I want you to eat my pussy."
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As we walked into the kitchen, Brenda grabbed me and forced me to my knees. There has always been a subtle dominant submissive flavor to our sex life, but never so overt as this.
She lifted her skirt and pulled down her pantyhose and panties. She pulled my face to her naked crotch. "Eat me."
I buried my face between her legs. She was sopping wet. I don't know how long I licked her like that. I would have loved to continue all night. Finally she stopped me by grabbing my hair and pulling me up. She yanked my arm, and pulled me into the bedroom.
"Undress me." This was not a request but rather and order. I did as I was told and carefully undressed her and hung her clothes in the closet for her.
Brenda laid down on the bed. "Strip."
Again I did as I was told.
She rolled over onto her stomach.
"Lick my asshole."
This has been part of our lovemaking from the very beginning. Brenda loves this. It was also another example of the dominant/submissive part of our relationship. Brenda has never licked my ass. The subject has never even been brought up.
I do not believe that I have ever wanted to lick Brenda's asshole more than I did that night. On internet porn sites, I see references to people who just like to eat each others asses, kind of like 69ing each other. I don't understand this. To me licking another persons ass is one of the ultimate means of expressing submission to that person.
I always have believed that Brenda felt exactly the same way about this. Tonight she reinforced that belief.
Just as I was preparing to spread the cheeks of her ass, she rolled over and grabbed me very aggressively by the throat. As she held my face directly in front of hers she said, "Tonight I let Bill steadman unbutton my blouse and feel my breast. He slipped his hand inside the cup of my brassiere and played with my nipple. I enjoyed it. I also stroked his erect cock through his pants. It was fun to feel a cock so much bigger than that little boy peepee that you have."
She paused and looked me in the eyes for a second. Then she continued. "You have two choices right now. You can be a man and throw me out of this bed or you can be a wimp and roll me over and lick my butt."
She paused again. After a moment she asked, "Well whats it going to be, man or wimp."
She sat up on the bed staring into my eyes. After a moment she laid back. Gently I rolled her over onto her stomach, spread the cheeks of her ass and reverently began placing gentle kisses on her asshole.
As my tongue began to penetrate her dark tunnel, I heard my wife say, "Oh Bobby I love you so very much."
My tongue probed and kissed my wifes sumptuous rear for several minutes. Brenda was giving me plenty of time to express my submission to her.
Finally she rolled over. "Go and get the cock from my dresser."
Shortly after we were married, Brenda realized that she could never be totally satisfied my meager equipment. We needed something more. The cock was the answer. We found it in an adult novelty store. It was really quite amazing. It looked and felt just like a real cock. Brenda selected one that was nine inches long and quite thick. It quickly became a regular part of our sex life.
I handed the cock to Brenda. She took it from me and brought it to her lips and gave it a gentle kiss on the head. As she kissed it, she looked at me and gave me a taunting smile. "Bill's cock was at least this big. In fact I will bet that Bill's cock looks very much like this one."
Brenda parted her lips and rubbed the head of the cock against her tongue. "If he were here right now I would take his cock into my mouth just like this." Brenda closed her lips around the cock and started to suck it. For several seconds she fellated it. She almost seemed to be in a trance while she did it. Obviously her imagination was creating a wonderful fantasy at this moment.
Finally, she stopped and handed me the cock. "This is Bill Steadman's cock. I want you to put it into me."
She laid back on the bed and spread her legs. I was incredibly excited. Her fantasy had swept me up as well. I had just watched my wife give another man a blow job and now I was being required to guide his cock into her wet pussy. This was every cuckolds dream.
I placed the head of Bill's cock against the lips of Brenda's vagina. It was much bigger than my cock. I went slowly. I did not want to hurt her. I pushed for a moment and Brenda gasped as the head slid into her.
Now I started a slow even rhythm, pushing in and pulling out. With each push, Bill's cock penetrated my wife further. Brenda began moving her hips to meet Bill's thrusts. She was enjoying her fucking. Soon she was taking his entire cock right down to the base.
I quickened the pace of the thrusts. Brenda began to moan as she drove her hips to meet this wonderful invading cock.
"Lick my clit while my lover fucks me."
I changed position so that I could continue pumping the rubber cock in and out of my wife while my tongue found her engorged clit.
I was not being gentle now. My tongue whipped Brenda's clit. The sensitivity she feels there in the early stages of sex was long gone. At the same time I pounded the cock in and out of her cunt.
Brenda started to cry out. Her cries were just little yelps at first, but soon they grew to shrill screams. Suddenly she grew ridgid. There was a moment much like the calm before a storm. Brenda began screaming again as the waves of orgasm rolled through her body.
I stopped licking her clit and held the cock stationary as my wife enjoyed the full pleasure of her climax.
Eventually, her muscles relaxed and her body grew limp. I pulled the rubber cock out of her cunt and set it on the night table.
I laid down on the bed next to her. Brenda put her head on my shoulder and cuddled up to me. After several minutes I realized that my wife had fallen asleep. At first I was kind of shocked. She has always been a very considerate lover and has always been very concerned about my satisfaction. This was the very first time that Brenda had gone to sleep without helping me get off first.
As I laid in bed contemplating this, I realized that even though it was a fantasy, this was our first cuckold like experience. It suddenly seemed appropriate that I should be going to sleep unsatisfied. I was now truly submissive to her. Her satisfaction was all that mattered. Mine was secondary.
That night I went to sleep unsatisfied for the first time in our marriage. As it turns out, it was soon to become a very common occurrence.
We slept in Sunday morning. We were both pretty tired. The events of the previous evening had worn both of us out.
I was the first to get up. After getting dressed, I went downstairs and started preparing a simple breakfast of toasted croissants, fresh fruit and tea.
As I was slicing the fruit, I heard Brenda coming down the stairs. She greeted me with a kiss on the cheek. We ate, drank tea and read our Sunday newspapers. It was a very pleasant morning, but nothing was said about the events of the previous night. It was almost like we were avoiding the subject.
After breakfast we went for a walk,came home and turned on the NFL football games. Brenda and I are both big football fans. We cheered for our local team and watched the second game while we did some domestic chores.
Finally at 5:00 pm Brenda suggested that we sit down in the living room and have a glass of wine. I opened a bottle of California Zinfindal poured two glasses and sat on the couch next to her.
There was a moment of awkward silence. We both knew that we had to talk about last night and we both knew that this was the time.
Brenda was the first to speak. "I was pretty drunk last night, but not so drunk that I don't remember everything that happened." She paused. "My first fear is that I might have hurt our marriage." She took my hand. "Bobby I love you so much. I never want to do anything that will hurt you or hurt our relationship."
I squeezed Brenda's hand. "You didn't. In fact I found all of last night to be very exciting."
Brenda looked at me with a very serious expression. "You weren't just playing a sex game last night, The idea of my being with another man really does excite you?"
I swallowed hard. I could have backed away at this point, but I didn't want to. I decided to forge ahead. "Yes, very much. I can't explain why. I know it doesn't make any sense, but it excites me more than anything else in the world and I am hoping that it also excites you."
Brenda stared at the floor and thought for a few minutes. finally she looked up at me. "It does. I was obviously very excited last night and I was excited all day today and I am even more excited right now."
She continued."I don't know what to make of all this. I have been thinking about it all day. I am afraid that it might hurt our marriage. I love you so much Bobby. I don't want anything to damage what we have."
I took her hand. "We trust each other, we love each other and most of all we enjoy each other. Thats a pretty strong foundation to work from."
Brenda squeezed my hand. "I know, but I lost my first husband because I cheated on him."
"I know that and I lost my first wife because she cheated on me. But there is a difference here. My first wife didn't really like me and I didn't really like her. That was the real reason we got divorced. From what you have told me, you and your first husband had similar feelings."
Brenda laughed.
I continued. "Also your going to be doing this with my permission. you won't really be cheating."
"How about you? Do you want me to do this because you want to sleep with other women? Are you asking me for an open marriage? I don't think I can handle having you sleep with another woman." She laughed. "I guess that makes me kind of a hypocrite. I want to sleep around but only if you promise not to."
I laughed to."No baby I am not asking for permission to sleep with other women. You are woman enough for me. I promise to remain ever faithful."
"You mean you are willing to let me sleep with other men, but you will commit to remaining faithful to me?"
"Yes, that's exactly what I mean."
Brenda shook her head. "I am really confused."
She thought for a moment then looked up. "You look at pornographic web sites on the internet. I know you do, I have walked into the room too many times as you were quickly shutting your computer off." She laughed. "Don't worry, I'm not mad, In fact you should feel free to look at all the porn you want to if we decide to do this. Thats the least I can give you for what you are giving me."
She paused to regain the track of her thoughts. "What I want is some web sites that you visit that deal with this. Do you know some? I need to learn more about your fantasies. I want us to understand each other very well if we decide to pursue this."
She looked at me. "Do you have some web sites for me to look at?"
I nodded and said, "Yes."
"Good, Open up my lap top and make them favorites for me. Then why don't you make us some dinner while I look at the sites. We can talk more after dinner."
I got Brenda's computer and opened up two well known cuckold web sites. I made them favorites and brought Brenda her computer.
"Try this one first. Its the best site. If you exhaust that one, go on to the other site.
I'll go start dinner.
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Before clearing the table, I poured another glass of wine for my wife. I put it on a tray just as she requested and brought it into the den.
Brenda's attention was already riveted on her computer. As I set her glass of wine on the table next to her, I was able to sneak a quick peek at what she was looking at.
I was excited to see that she was reading one of my favorite stories at the first cuckold site. As I walked back to the kitchen I shuddered as I realized that she might be getting some ideas from that story that might make my life a lot more difficult in the future.
I quickly cleared the table, loaded the dishwasher and cleaned up the kitchen. I opened another bottle of wine, put it on a tray with two glasses and joined Brenda in the den.
As I was pouring us each another glass of wine, Brenda looked up at me and asked. "So with all this dominant stuff, do you want me to start wearing leather and whip you?"
I nearly spilled the wine as I burst out laughing. I quickly stopped as I realized her question was serious. Well not really, at least not unless you want to. I mean that's sort of fundamental to this. You get to do whatever you want to me. I am yours. I belong to you. But, your wearing leather and whipping me would not be a big turn on for me."
Now it was my wife's turn to laugh. "That's a huge relief. I don't really think I look good in leather and chains."
"Good, because, I'm not really into that kind of pain."
"Okay, now I'm confused again. What does that mean? That kind of pain? Are there other kinds of pain?"
Now I was being very serious again. "Yes, very much so. I do believe that I am a masochist, or at least sort of a masochist."
"Tell me more."
"Well, I am not particularly aroused by physical pain, but I am very aroused by mental pain."
"Give me an example."
"Okay, You let Bill Steadman fondle your breast last night. I saw him doing it."
"I thought we were being more discreet. I guess I was really drunk."
"Its okay, I loved it. Watching my wife being fondled by another man at a work party was incredibly humiliating. It got me really hot, as you noticed in the car on the way home. Later on when you and Bill walked back to the table hand in hand, your lipstick was smeared and your blouse was misbuttoned. Several of the wives at the table noticed it and realized what was going on. They looked at you and looked at me several times. It was very humiliating."
"So you want me to humiliate you."
"Yes, very much. Like I say, I don't understand any of this, but it is what it is."
"What are other ways that I can humiliate you?"
"I loved it when you talked about how much smaller my cock is than Bills. Listen sweetheart, we both know that I am a pathetic lover. Its time to acknowledge that fact. I give you full permission to torment me about it."
Then I paused for a moment. "Of course you understand that the ultimate humiliation is your openly sleeping with other men."
"Exactly What do you mean by openly"
"I mean that there is absolutely no reason that you should feel the need to keep this aspect of our marriage a secret."
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I think that Brenda was actually stunned by that statement.
"Did I just hear you correctly? You are willing to let me sleep with other men and you don't care who knows about it?"
"I guess so." Now it was my turn to be confused. "Maybe I want to think about that, but....Well no, I mean yes." I hesitated for a minute, trying to regain my thoughts. "I do care who knows about it, but the more people who know, the more humiliating it will be for me." I paused, "Are there some people that I would prefer did not find out? Of course. Some of them are obvious, my mom and dad, my brother and my sister. You understand. But there are others who should know."
Brenda stopped me. "I understand. Listen, there are people that I want to hide this from also. I am not really anxious to have the world think I am a slut." She paused, "I think that we both understand what you meant. You get off on people knowing that I will be partying with other men. Sweetheart, this is also an issue that will take care of itself with time."
I started to respond. Brenda held up her hand. She was changing the subject. "Honey in the story I just read the wife has some cute little names for her husband. If I remember, she used needle dick, pin dick and bug fucker. Bug fucker was her favorite. I think that you should have some nice nicknames to, don't you?"
The last small part of me that still had a shred of dignity wanted to say no, but my dick was already starting to get hard. Hanging my head, I said, "As the dominant partner, it is your prerogative to give me any name that you choose."
My wife laughed. "I take that as a big yes." She thought for a minute. "Well I like the names from the story. Pin dick is very nice and bug fucker is wonderfully creative."
Brenda stopped. A moment passed during which she was obviously thinking. "The problem is that you not only have a pathetically tiny dick, you also cum faster than anyone I have ever met. I think that we have to come up with a name that truly reflects your total lack of prowess as a lover."
Brenda was silent for several minutes. Finally she looked at me and said, "I think we will start with Little Quickie. Yes, Little Quickie, I like that. That's your new name, at least until I can think of something better."
Suddenly, Brenda started to laugh out loud. "I can't wait to call Madeline and tell her all about this."
I froze. Madeline was Brenda's closest friend. She hated me. She blamed me for stealing her "bar hopping sister" from her. She also loved to make it clear that she was never able to understand what Brenda saw in me. At our wedding she whispered into my ear that she was certain Brenda would have a lover within 3 months. Brenda was obviously planning to begin my humiliation immediately.
Just as I was starting to appreciate the full potential of the humiliation that I was facing, Brenda raised an even more frightening issue.
"Hey little quickie, I have one more question for you. I am curious about all this denial stuff and the chastity cages. From what I have read, it seems to me that we should be seriously considering this issue."
I was speechless.
"I mean quickie, you really have to admit that your dick is pretty much worthless and that little dribble of goo that you try to pass off as semen is really not very valuable to anybody."
Brenda took a moment to consider all of this. It didn't take her long to come up with a solution. She looked up at me with that wicked smile. "After reading many of the posts on your web sites, It is clear to me that you are going to have to get used to eating cum.'
I must have jumped at this statement because Brenda stopped and said, "Yes quick spurt, If I do decide to take a lover, you can be assured that you will be licking up his deposit every time I come home from a date."
My wife leaned back in a very relaxed pose. "I think that the rule is going to be that if you get to cum you are going to have to lick up everything that that pathetic little dick of your squirts out. That way you can start to get used to the taste of semen."
Brenda then gave me a nasty smile and said, "That only leaves the issue of should we lock you up."
After thinking for a moment she shrugged and said, "I guess we can let time resolve that question."
Brenda held up her glass and motioned for more wine, As I poured she stretched and said, "So Little Quickie, I imagine that you are wondering how all of this is going to shake out?"
After filling Brenda's glass, I set the bottle of wine down. I was nervous. I didn't know if I should sit or stand.
Brenda picked up on my nervousness. "Quick spurt, I think that this is a good time for you to kneel at my feet."
The full significance of my wife's statement hit me as I dropped to my knees. Our mutual positions in this marriage were now well understood and well established.
"First of all, I accept the surrender of power and privileges that you offered me earlier. Our marital positions are now mutually acknowledged and agreed upon. I am the dominant partner and you will submit to me in all ways."
Brenda leaned forward and grabbed my face in her hands. "Do you agree to this?"
"Yes dear, I do."
"For the rest of this evening you are to refer to me as Ms. Adams. Do you understand?"
"Yes Ms. Adams."
When we got married, Brenda chose not to take my name. I am Bobby Franklin and She is Brenda Adams. Adams is her family name.
"This next week, I expect you to legally change your name to Robert Adams. It will become your name wherever you go, at work, socially and with your family. Everyone we know will be informed of your name change. Do you agree to this."
I was horrified. Things were happening very fast, too fast.
Brenda grabbed my face. "As my submissive husband it is only right and proper that you take my name. Do you agree?"
Fully realizing the humiliation that I was about to face, I said, "Yes Ms. Adams, I agree."
"Very good, but there is one more small detail. I also expect you to change the spelling of your name to Bobbi ending in an i. Bobby with a y is a mans name and you are certainly not a man quick spurt. I expect your signature to become, Bobbi Adams. I expect that everyone that you know will from this next week on know you as Bobbi Adams."
The phrase be careful what you ask for because you might just get it was going through my mind as I looked my wife in the eyes and said, "I will do that Ms. Adams."
Brenda relaxed. "Lets talk about my taking lovers. Bobbi, I very much want to do this. You cannot possibly imagine how much I yearn for the feel of long hard fuck from a big cock."
I looked up at my dominant wife. I was so deeply in love at that moment. "I want you to do this. I know that I am a pathetic lover and I want you to be happy and satisfied."
"Thank you baby, I want that to. But, you have to understand something. I don't want to just run around letting guys shove their cocks into my pussy and mouth all the time."
Brenda paused and smiled for a minute. "Yes, I suppose I am going to do some one night stands, especially in the beginning. I really need some big hard cock right now. But baby, in the long run, for really good sex, I need to get to know a guy for a while. I need to build an emotional bond with him. That makes the fucking so much better. Sweetheart, if we do this, I am not only going to find casual dates and let them fuck me, I am going to want to get a boyfriend. Do you understand the difference?"
For the first time, I started to get worried. I started to wonder if this whole thing wasn't backfiring. Tentatively I asked, "Are you going to fall in love with another guy and leave me?"
Brenda pulled me up to the couch with her. She took me in her arms and kissed me. After a moment she said, "I don't know. I suppose that that is always a possibility. There is a reason that our culture stresses fidelity. Sex is a very emotional issue. Were fooling ourselves if we don't acknowledge that."
"But I don't want to lose you."
"I don't think that you will. I love you Bobbi. I love you so very much."
"I love you to. But what if you fall in love with a guy with a really big cock who also loves you."
"That may happen, but first of all, we can reduce the chances by being careful about the men I form relationships with."
"What do you mean?"
"I think that we should look exclusively for married men."
"But that doesn't seem right. I don't want you to start breaking up other marriages."
"Baby, I am not going to start going out to trap unwitting husbands. I will let guys pursue me. If a guy is out on the make, either his marriage is already in trouble or he is a chronic cheat and this is a regular part of his marriage. The second group are the guys that we want to find."
"But what if you end up with the first guy?"
"Well first of all were going to try to avoid that guy and I think that I am pretty good at telling these two kinds of husbands apart. Remember sweetheart, my first husband divorced me for cheating on him. What he didn't know and what you didn't know until tonight is that I slept with so many guys during my first marriage that I lost count."
Brenda looked at me. She was boasting, there was pride in her eyes. The funny thing was that I was also proud of her. My wife was a true hot wife.
She continued. "Secondly, it is a well established fact that when most married men have affairs, they tend to dump the woman they were involved with as soon as they get divorced. Most men get into affairs because they are unhappy with their current wives. They are looking for a way out. They use the "other woman" as a way out and dump her as quickly as they can."
"Okay, but what if he doesn't want out?"
"Sweetheart, we are playing a dangerous game, but understand this, I love you very very much and I believe that you also love me very very much. We both want to do this. There maybe times when you are going to worry. It might seem at times like I prefer my lover to you,"
Now she stopped. "There may be times when I do prefer my lover to you. but sweetheart always remember, I will always love you. You are my best friend, You are my soulmate. But most of all you offer me something that few other men can offer me."
"What's that?"
"You offer me the freedom to cheat. Honey, you are married to a chronic slut. Madeline was right. She didn't allow enough time, but eventually I am going to cheat on you or any other man that I am married to. You are my perfect husband. No matter what happens or who I am with I promise you that I will always come back to you. I fully understand that you are probably the only man in the world that I can be married to."
Brenda paused. She was watching me, trying to read my reaction to what she was saying. "Honey, I love the dominant/submissive game that we are beginning and by the way, we are going to start playing it really hard in a few minutes. But sweetheart understand this, I need you alot more than you need me."
She stopped again, but this time her eyes were pleading with me to believe her.
"You can build a lasting relationship with another woman. I am not sure that I can have a lasting relationship with any man other than you. Baby, sex is really important to me. Sex with lots of men is really important to me, but I need the Sunday breakfasts reading the paper and the walks in the sun every bit as much. You are the only man that can give me both."
Brenda pulled me to her and kissed me hard on the lips. After several seconds she pushed me away. I wanted the moment to continue. I was feeling hurt until I realized what she was doing.
My wife wanted a more meaningful kiss. I watched as she unbuttoned her jeans, pulled them down and kicked them off.
Brenda now sat on the couch next to me in her t shirt and panties. she leaned over and whispered into my ear. "Baby can you accept the fact that some of my lovers are going to be boyfriends?"
I nodded and said, "Yes".
"Can you accept the fact that at times it might even appear to you that I love my boyfriend more than I love you?"
I swallowed hard and again said, "Yes".
"Can you accept the fact that at times I might actually love my boyfriend more than I love you?
This was it then. This was the real commitment. This scared me. I hesitated, but as I hesitated I thought about everything that Brenda had just said and suddenly I understood. She was right. We would always love each other and as her cuckold I had to have faith in that fact.
Confidently now, eagerly now I answered, "Yes".
"Do you understand that no matter what happens, you will always be my submissive husband, my cuckold?"
"Yes"
Do you understand that I will always be your dominant wife, your hot wife?'
"Yes"
Brenda pushed me to the floor and rolled over on the couch so that her panty covered ass was sticking up in the air.
"Pull down my panties and demonstrate your submission to me and your acceptance of all of my terms. You know how."
Reverently I pulled my wife's panties down and slid them off of her legs. Now I was a man of purpose. I knew what I was doing and I knew what I was committing to. I wanted to make the commitment. I now knew that we were born to be together.
I understood that I was asking for a difficult life, but it was going to be an exciting life and a life where my fantasies were completely fulfilled. I loved Brenda and I now knew that I belonged to her, that I wanted to belong to her, that I longed to belong to her.
I spread Brenda's ass cheeks apart and placed my lips against her asshole. As I kissed and licked her, I willingly surrendered my manhood to my dominant wife.
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Good Husband
I kissed and licked my wife's gorgeous rear for several minutes. Finally, Brenda reached back, pushed my face away and stood up.
"Enough talk quick spurt, its playtime." As she was saying this, Brenda stopped herself. "No, I am wrong. We have one more chore to do tonight before we can play. But before we do that, I think we should get a little more comfortable. Come on needle dick we need to go into the bedroom and change."
I followed my wife into our bedroom.
"Quickie, strip those clothes off while I find something more suitable for you."
While I undressed I watched my wife dig through her lingerie dresser. She was obviously pulling out two outfits.
As she was doing this, she started explaining. "You know quickie, I think you and I are pretty much the same size. You're a little taller that I am but you're also a little skinnier."
When she was done, there were two sets of lingerie laid out on the bed. She turned around. I was standing naked in front of her. My little dick was standing at attention.
Brenda started to laugh. "That little pee pee of yours really is pathetic." She sat down on the edge of the bed and spread her legs. "Come over here and kneel down." My wife spread the lips of her cunt apart. "Look at my clit dickless. Look at how big it is. I suspect that's one of the reasons that I have such a strong sex drive." Brenda rubbed it for a second. She seemed to shiver with excitement." "Give it a quick kiss baby, just for me."
I leaned forward and lightly kissed Brenda's crotch. As my lips touched my wife's cunt I was immediately aware of how wet she was.
"Oh my, that's nice. Listen puny, I think that it's kind of ironic that I have such a big clit for woman and you have such a tiny dick for a man." She paused. "Do you know what I think, I think your little dick is really a big clit."
She reached out and grabbed me by the hair. "Stand up sissy, lets take a look at your clittie." She pulled me up, reached out and took hold of my cock.
It was almost too much for me. I very nearly came right there.
Brenda realized what was happening. She grabbed my left nipple with her right hand and began to viciously twist it.
I screamed out, "Oww that hurts."
Brenda laughed and said, "Its supposed to." She twisted even harder. I grimaced from the pain.
"Remember, I get to do anything to you that I want. You might not get off on pain, but I think that maybe I might get off on inflicting it on you."
She let go of my nipple. "There that should have helped you get control of your urges. Now maybe we can inspect your little clittie without having to worry about it spitting your useless cum all over my fingers."
My wife lifted my dick up and inspected it on the top and the bottom. "Yes, it is a pathetic excuse for a cock, but it makes a really nice clitoris." She looked up at me. "Quick spurt, I think you make a much better girl than a man. I think that we are going to have to work on developing your feminine side."
I have never admitted this to anyone, but I have fantasized about cross dressing for most of my life. I don't know how Brenda was able to sense this, but she had just opened another avenue of excitement for me.
Brenda reached over and picked up a short pink lace nightgown, with matching pink lace panties and pink elastic top nylon stockings.
"These were a gift from a guy I used to date during my last marriage. I think that they should fit you. Put them on quick spurt."
While I was dressing, Brenda put on a black lace nightgown that also had matching panties and nylons. As she was pulling on the nylons, she said, "I think that in my case, the panties will only get in the way tonight. but, you should wear yours. I doubt that your little clit will be getting very much attention when we start playing."
I kind of struggled getting the nylons on and Brenda had to show me how to roll them up my legs.
When I was done dressing she said, "Step back, lets have a look at you." She surveyed me. "Oh yes. You really make a cute girl. I always thought that you might with your feminine features and slight build. Walk over and look at yourself in the mirror."
I stood in front of the mirror. I guess I felt kind of silly at first, but after a moment I started getting used to the way I looked and started to feel sexy.
"You really don't have very much body hair, but we will have to get rid of the little you have. I expect you to start shaving your legs. You can do that in the morning before you go to work. Tonight as part of our playtime were going to shave each others pussies."
I looked at Brenda. I was obviously questioning her choice of words.
She laughed. "Oh yes baby. You have a clittie. Your not a man anymore. Your cute little crotch is now a pussy." Then she sneered at me. "But dickless remember something, you might have a pussy, but I'm the only one in the house with a cunt."
Brenda stared at me for several seconds. The look of superiority in her face was almost frightening to me. At that moment she was a dominant bitch.
Her expression softened almost immediately. For several seconds she was quiet as she obviously thought about all of this.
"Tomorrow night after work we will go shopping together. We need to buy you a more feminine wardrobe."
I looked at Brenda in horror.
She smiled at me. "Oh don't worry, I am not going to make you wear dresses." She winked, "At least not outside of the house, but I think that we can find some men's clothes that have a more feminine feel to them. Also your going to throw away all of your men's underwear. Its exclusively panties and panty hose for you now girlie." She laughed, "you're going to feel really hot at work."
I was feeling kind of nervous about all of this, but I had to admit to myself that I was also really excited about it. There was a very enticing combination of humiliation and sexiness in Brenda's demand.
"Enough of this, I want to start playing. Sissy boy, On the top shelf of my closet there is a pink and white shoe box. Inside you will find a pair of black patent leather spike heels. Fetch them for me."
Brenda's choice of verb excited me as I retrieved her shoes. I had never seen these before and didn't have any idea that she owned them.
Brenda saw my puzzled look. "Baby I have a lot of things left from my first marriage and my cheating days. I dated an older business man for a while. He was quite wealthy and had some very kinky tastes. He used to like to take me to Vegas and have me dress like a whore." Brenda smiled as she recalled the old memories. "He had a really big cock and loved to make me suck it in public situations like the back seat of a taxicab or on an elevator. He was so hot"
She caught herself. "Anyway he bought me these slut shoes. Now put them on me. I want to wear them tonight."
When I was done, she stood up. "Come on sissy its time for our last chore. Lets go back to the den."
In the den she sat down on the couch. "Bring me the telephone. Its time I start making plans to get back into circulation. I need to call Madeline."
I brought her the phone and while she dialed she motioned for me to get on my knees between her legs. As she waited for Madeline to answer her telephone she pulled my face to her pussy. She wanted me to eat her while she talked to her friend.
"Hello Maddie. Its Brenda. How's life?"
"Maddie are you and the other girls going to Baxters this week after work?"
"Thursday? Wonderful, Do you mind if I join you?"
"Oh yes sweetheart I am back in circulation"
"No I'm still married to the wimp and yes we are still together."
"I'll tell you and the others all about it over dinner on Thursday. I have to go right now."
"The wimp is on his knees licking my pussy and I'm having a little trouble keeping my concentration."
"No I'm not making that up, he really is"
"Yes we have a lot to talk about Thursday. I'll see you at Baxters, usual time?"
"Right 6:00 o'clock"
"Yes, I'm looking forward to it to. It will be just like old times. Bye."
Brenda handed me the telephone. I set it on the end table for her.
As I did this, she explained. "Baxters is a supper club out on the North side of the city. Its a kind of singles bar for mature adults, only there are a lot more "married but looking types" than there are singles. I used to go there every Thursday evening with Madeline and some other girls. We have dinner and then hang around for the dancing. The place is always full of hot older guys, you know guys who are in that thirty to fifty range. During my first marriage, I met most of the men that I had affairs with at Baxters."
Brenda pulled my face up so that she could look me in the eyes. "Little Quickie, There is a very good chance that I am going to cuckold you this coming Thursday night."
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Brenda pushed my face away and looked down at me. "Well little quickie, our chores are done. Its playtime." She put a finger up to her cheek pretending to think. "Lets see, what game shall we play first?" After a short pause she said, "Oh I know?" She gave me an evil smile. "Tiny dick, do you like my shoes?"
I wasn't sure what was happening, but I sort of nervously stammered out, "Yes Ms. Adams, I like them very much."
"Do you think they're sexy?"
"Yes Ms. Adams, I think that they are very sexy."
"Should I wear them Thursday night when I go out looking for a lover?"
"Yes Ms. Adams, I believe that you should."
"Your my husband tiny dick. Are you sure that you want me to find a lover? I mean, I am going to be very naughty with that man when I find him."
Brenda leaned over and grabbed me by my hair and pulled my face up so that it was even with her face. "Quickspurt, I am going to take his great big cock out of his pants and lick it. Then I'm going to put it into my mouth and suck it. I want you to close your eyes wimp and imagine your sweet wife with another man's cock in her mouth."
Brenda gave me a minute to form this vision in my mind before she let go of my hair and let me fall back to my knees.
"While I'm sucking his cock, my lover is going to be unbuttoning my blouse, undoing my brassiere and playing with my big tits. Brenda looked at me. "You like to play with my big tits don't you quickie?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Well quickie, On Thursday night my big tits are going to become playthings. Not for you, my dear cuckold husband, but for another man. A man that will be enjoying the pleasures of my body while you will be sitting at home imagining him with his hands and mouth all over these beloved breasts." Brenda lifted her nightgown. As she held her large breasts up for me. She whispered, "Maybe he'll even give me hickeys all over my tits so that you can appreciate how much he enjoyed them. "
Brenda smiled. "Quickie, do you know what I am going to let my lover do when he's done playing with my tits?"
I silently looked at my wife.
"Come on tiny dick, you know what I going to let him do. I want to hear it from your lips."
She was right of course, I knew exactly what she wanted me to say. "You're going to let him fuck you."
Brenda clapped her hands like he was praising a dim witted child. "Very good! Your right tiny dick. I am going to let him fuck me and unlike you Quickspurt he is going to fuck me for a really long time. And guess what else. When he is really hot and fucking me really hard and I am screaming with delight, I am going to let him shoot his thick fertile cum deep inside of my hot wet pussy.
Brenda's fingers slipped to her crotch as she was telling me this. She place first one then two and finally three fingers into her cunt. After a moment she sighed and said, "do you know what the really best part is quickspurt?." She didn't bother to give me time to answer. "When he is all done were going to take a break and after a little bit his big cock is going to get hard again and he's going to fuck me a second time."
My wife grabbed hold of my hair and again pulled me up to her. She pulled her fingers out of her cunt. She was very excited and her fingers were dripping with her secretions. She pushed her three fingers into my mouth. "Taste me quickspurt. Taste me now and then think about how good I am going to taste Thursday night when I come home to you with my lovers cum dripping from my well fucked cunt. Your going to get to eat my pussy when I get home so that you can also appreciate my lovers gift."
Brenda let go of me and laid back on the couch. She took a moment to collect herself. When she had regained her composure she said, "Quickspurt, do you know why it is so important to you that I get laid Thursday night?" She started laughing. "Because baby doll, I am not going to let you have another orgasm until I've been properly fucked."
My heart sank at this news. I was really horny and I had been hoping that we would have some good hot sex with the rubber cock tonight and Brenda would let me cum, maybe even let me fuck her."
Brenda must have seen my forlorn face, because she said, "Oh baby, I want Thursday night to be really important for both of us. While I am out you can be imagining how much fun I am having with my lover and you can be anticipating the wonderful reward you will get when I get home. Just imagine how much fun you will have licking my lovers cum from my cunt while my fingers stroke your tiny cocklet. Think about the intense pleasure you'll feel when you spurt your little dribble of semen. It will be so much fun."
My face must have given away my added disappointment when I heard Brenda's plan for the culmination of her date night.
"Oh baby, why the sad face? Its going to be so wonderful." Suddenly she stopped. Her expression of understanding told me she knew why I was disappointed. My wife smiled at me. Oh baby, You didn't think that I was going to let you fuck me when I got home did you?"
I just sort of knelt in front of her hanging my head.
"Oh sweetie that's so cute." She paused, "No baby, I don't think that you will ever be allowed to fuck me again. My pussy was meant for real men. Look at you in your pink nightgown and matching panties with your little clit sticking up. Oh sweetie on Thursday night when I get home, my cunt is going to be so stretched out that I wouldn't even be able to feel your little clittie inside of me, and besides, you would just slosh around in there. No baby, I'm sorry, but its better this way. Trust me on this."
She saw that I was still disappointed. She pulled me up to the couch and sat me on her knee. She pulled my face to her large breast and put her nipple into my mouth." I still love you baby, and in our own way we are still going to have wonderful sex. But you are never going to get to fuck me again and you need to get used to that idea. My cunt is now exclusively reserved for my big cocked, masculine lovers."
Brenda and I both got very quiet. Time seemed to stand still while we cuddled on the couch. She stoked my hair while I suckled at her breast. We were both happy, but somehow the sexual tension between us had vanished.
It was Brenda who finally broke the silence. "I'm sorry Bobbi."
I looked up at her. "Sorry for what?"
"I so wanted to be dominant and humiliate you tonight. I wanted to give you the night of your life."
"Brenda, you did. I've had a wonderful time so far."
"I know, I've had fun to, but I'm not used to this. Oh, I love you so much, its so hard for me to be mean to you. I had such hot plans. I was going to make you lick the soles and heels of my shoes while I twisted your nipples, I was going to make you crawl on all fours and wait on me hand and foot. I was thinking of so many wonderfully sadistic things to do to you." She paused, "I read about all kinds of stuff on your internet site. It was going to be so hot. I'm sorry honey, I feel like I let you down."
"Hey baby, its okay. Like I say, I really had fun. You were really good, you know, telling me about what you were going to do with your lover and all."
"Was I?"
"Yes sweetheart, you really were."
Brenda sighed, "its just that when I told you that I wasn't going to fuck you anymore, I suddenly felt bad. I felt like I needed to be nice to you for awhile. Also its been kind of intense since last night. I think I need a break."
"Are you having second thoughts about what you said? I mean about not fucking me anymore?"
Brenda thought for a minute. "No, I think that its the right thing for both of us." She looked at me and smiled. "I mean that's the ultimate humiliation isn't it? Your married to me. I am your wife. It's your marital right to fuck me, but I am not only going to deny you that pleasure, I am going to give it to other men."
I laughed. Brenda understood me way too well. It was kind of scary. "Your right sweetheart. If we are going to do this, we should do it right." I smiled at Brenda. "You're also right about things getting a little intense." I took her hand. "Honey you've given me a little preview of your plans for me. I'm really excited. I would love it if you would do all those things to me and more. But I agree, we need to take a little break and relax. I think I know just what to do."
I got up and went into the bathroom and started running a bath. As I was doing this, I called to Brenda. "Honey, I'll have everything ready in a few minutes. Just relax for a moment."
While the bath was running I went to the refrigerator and got a bottle of champagne and opened it. I took two glasses from the cupboard and put everything on a tray. I brought the tray into the bathroom and set it by the tub.
I went back into the den, took Brenda by the hand and led her to the bathroom. "Ms. Adams your bath is ready. May I undress you?"
She giggled. "You most certainly may."
When Brenda was undressed, I removed my own clothing and we got into the tub together. Once we were both comfortable I poured each of us a glass of champagne.
We sat in the bath drinking champagne and taking turns shaving each others legs and genitals. It was wonderful. When we were done, I held up a huge soft towel for Brenda as she stepped out of the tub. After I'd dried her, we went into the bedroom where she taught me to give her a pedicure and paint her toenails. When I was done she watched as I gave myself a pedicure and painted my toenails.
As the evening drew to a close, we got into bed. The big rubber cock again played the role of Brenda's lover. We repeated the scenario from last night, I licked my wife's clitoris as her lover pushed his big hard cock in and out of her cunt. Brenda's tension was finally released in the form of three orgasms.
I was left with a throbbing erection. Brenda was true to her word. I was not to be allowed any release until she had been well fucked by a real man with a big hard cock. As I went to sleep I was looking forward to Thursday with the excitement and impatience of a 10 year old anticipating his birthday.



        Brenda and Bobby Ch. 07

        A husband helps his wife prepare for a night out.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/brenda-and-bobby-ch-07

Title: Brenda and Bobby Ch. 07

Author: Goodhusband

Category: Loving Wives

Description: A husband helps his wife prepare for a night out.

Tags: submissive husband, hot wife, voyeur husband, dominant wife, cuckold husband, wimp husband, married femdom, cheating wife, humiliation

Series: Brenda and Bobby


Note: This story is the seventh installment in a series entitled "Brenda and Bobby" . If you have not read the first six episodes of this series, I strongly recommend that you do so before beginning this episode.
This is a dominant wife humiliates submissive husband story. That is the kind of story I write. If you do not enjoy these stories, I strongly recommend that you look for something else to read.
*
Monday morning I had business to attend to. Brenda had given me several commands. I was facing a major lifestyle change and it was going to be obvious to the people around me. This was exactly what I wanted, but I had to find a way to continue my professional life in this new role.
My first problem was my current employer. Roger Carr was a conservative right wing Christian. He was not going to accept my new lifestyle easily. A job change seemed to be a necessity.
Fortunately, I was one of the better tax accountants in the metropolitan area. At 7:30 am I called Renee Turner. Renee ran an accounting firm known for its open attitude about the lifestyles of its employees. We met at 8:30. By 9:00 she understood enough about my new way of life to understand what I was seeking. By 9:30 we had hammered out a contract. I would give my notice to Roger and start working for Renee in 30 days. I would take a pay cut, but what the heck, I made plenty of money.
I met with Roger Carr at 10:30. I was very frank. He called me every name he could think of. Pervert, fag, wimp and sissy were the ones I remember. He tried to throw me out of his office. I reminded him that I was his chief accountant. I pointed out that I understood his books better than anyone in his organization.
I told him that he had three choices. He could pay me a months salary and I would work every day for the next month. He could pay me a months salary and I would be available to answer questions from his corps of accountants for the next month but I wouldn't come into the office. His last choice was that he could throw me out. If he made that choice, I assured him that I would never again give him or any of his employees the time of day let alone any assistance with his books.
As I left his office, I gave him my cell phone number and told him he had one hour to make up his mind.
He called me twenty minutes later. I would be paid a months salary. His accountants would be contacting me for help, but I did not need to come into work.
I may be my wife's wimp, but I am sure as hell not anyone else's wimp.
I spent the rest of the morning and early afternoon with the name change. By the end of the week I would legally become Mr. Bobbi Adams.
I met Brenda in the late afternoon. We went to the mall and to go shopping. We both bought several sets of lingerie and I bought enough panties and hose to replace all of my male underwear. We also went to several men's and women's clothing stores. I ended up with a number of men's shirts and slacks with a slightly feminine cut. We also purchased several sets of very feminine blouses and slacks. The blouses had ruffles and flowers and the slacks zipped in the rear. Brenda told me that she could hardly wait to see me wearing those.
At dinner that night we both talked about how excited we were. Thursday could not come fast enough.
It is always amazing to me how anticipation can slow the advance of time. On Tuesday it seemed like Thursday would never come. By Wednesday it seemed like a year had passed since Sunday night and still Thursday seemed to be a part of the distant future.
I tried to keep busy. Adapting to my new life style took time and effort and occupied most of Tuesday. I had to clean out my closet, throw away most of my old wardrobe and replace it with my new clothing.
I was also now responsible for all of the domestic chores in the house. I spent Wednesday morning doing laundry for both Brenda and myself. Going to the grocery store and the liquor store to restock our pantry filled most of Wednesday afternoon. Wednesday night we went to bed early.
Brenda had taken vacation days for both Thursday and Friday. On Thursday we wanted to be able to share and savor the preparations for Brenda's first night out in her new role as a hot wife. Brenda took Friday off so that she could fully enjoy herself Thursday night without worrying about having to get up and go to work the next day.
I was up with the sun on Thursday morning. The big day was here and I was too excited to stay in bed. I let Brenda sleep in. I wanted her to feel well rested for her evening.
I spent the morning cleaning the house. It was almost noon when I heard Brenda get up and go into the bathroom. I waited until I heard her flush the toilet and come out again before I disturbed her.
"Morning Ms. Adams." I had already decided that I would initiate a very submissive role for this day.
Brenda smiled. She understood exactly what I was doing.
"Morning Quickie. Make me some breakfast while I get dressed. I will have my usual. Hurry now, We don't have much time to waste. I have an appointment at the Le Femme Salon at 1:30."
Brenda looked at me and noticed my work clothes. "Quickspurt, as soon as you are done serving me my breakfast, you need to get cleaned up.
I poured Brenda a glass of orange juice, sliced a banana and put some yogurt in a bowl. I set it all on the dining room table along with a cup of coffee. When I was done, I went into the bathroom and jumped into the shower.
After I showered I went into our bedroom. I had just slipped my panties on and was rolling my hose onto my legs when Brenda walked into the room. My wife looked at me and shook her head. "Come on wimp, we have to get going. Angela hates it if I am late for an appointment."
I quickly finished dressing. I was wearing a pair of tan slacks, a pink golf shirt with Two roses embroidered on the left breast, beige panty hose and a pair of thin soled tassel loafers.
"Don't you look cute." Brenda walked over to me, kissed me hard on the lips and twisted my nipple. After a moment, she let go. "Come on. We have to hurry."
We took Brenda's convertible. It was a nice fall day. She put the top down.
We arrived at the salon just before 1:30. Angela brought Brenda right in. I sat in a chair and watched as my wife got the works.
We were there until 3:00. They did a terrific job. When they were done, Brenda looked spectacular. Our next stop was the mall. We went to a boutique that specializes in clothing for women in their early 20's. Brenda was looking for a very short skirt and a tight low cut blouse that left some bare midriff.
She tried on numerous outfits. As she modeled each of them for me she asked, "Do you think this will get a hot guy's attention?" The saleslady was standing right there. Brenda made sure that she was well aware of the fact that I was her husband and that she was buying clothing for a hot night out with another man. It was deliciously humiliating.
We finally made our clothing selection and raced home. It was 4:30. I was going to drive Brenda to the supper club. She was planning to meet her girlfriends for dinner at 6:00. We had to leave by 5:40 if she was going to be on time.
When we got home, I made a quick snack of cheese, carrots and sliced apples for Brenda. I didn't want her to starve while she was waiting for dinner at the club. While she sat down and ate, I went into the bathroom and started to draw a bath. While the water was running, I unpacked her new clothes, removed the tags and hung everything on hangars.
When Brenda was done eating, she came into the bathroom. I undressed her and she got into the tub. I lovingly bathed my beautiful wife. After washing her, I shaved her legs and her pussy. When I was done Brenda stepped out of the tub. I dried her with a large soft terry cloth towel and led her into the bedroom. Brenda laid down on the bed on her stomach. For the next few minutes I gave her a full body massage. I was doing everything possible to pamper my divine goddess.
After several minutes of massage, Brenda got up, sat at her makeup table and applied her makeup. When she was done, she stood up to begin putting on her new clothes. I was there to assist her as she dressed.
First Brenda put on her new black lace garter belt and sat down on the edge of the bed so that she could roll her stockings up her beautiful legs. When she was done, she stood again and I knelt behind her so that I could fasten the rear clasps of the garter to her stockings.
As I fastened the clasps I looked up at my wife. She has a very sexy body. The garter belt framed her full round ass, the ass that I so loved to kiss and lick. When the clasps were fastened, I leaned forward and gave each of her ass cheeks and the crack of her ass a light kiss.
Brenda turned and smiled down at me. "I am so lucky to have such a devoted husband. Now do the front clasps dear." I fastened them quickly. The garter framed her freshly shaved pussy. Brenda looked at me and smiled as she pointed to her pussy. I gave her several light kisses and then ran my tongue up and down its full length. Brenda gasped with pleasure. I looked up, her eyes were momentarily closed. Her large round breasts hovered freely above me. She reminded me of a Greek goddess.
Next I handed her panties to her. She explained that she wanted to put them on after she put on her garter and stockings so that either she or her lover could easily take them off later in the evening.
After her panties were on, I held her brassiere out. I had never seen one this skimpy. Brenda slid her arms though the straps and I lovingly placed the tiny cups over her nipples and fastened the clasp behind her back. Her ample breasts poured over the edges of the bra. This was a brassiere designed for the sole purpose of creating cleavage and it was very successful.
Her blouse was next. It was both erotic and elegant. It was made of very expensive black lace and covered with tiny jewels. The blouse just covered her shoulders. The neckline plunged to reveal large amounts of my wife's voluptuous cleavage. The blouse was held together in the front by three pearl buttons and it was gathered into a hem just above Brenda's navel, exposing her smooth flat stomach.
As Brenda buttoned her blouse, I picked up her black miniskirt. This skirt was designed to be worn on the hips. The waist fell well below my wife's belly button. It was belted with a large black leather belt with jeweled studs. This belt had a very distinct S and M flavor to it. It was incredibly sexy. As Brenda put on her skirt I noticed that it was so short that it barely covered her stocking tops and the clasps of her garter. I was also certain that she would not be able to bend over without providing a little peep show to any man standing or sitting behind her.
Finally, Brenda sat on the edge of the bed while I knelt in front of her and placed the black spike heels that she had worn the other night on her feet. Yesterday I had spent an hour cleaning and polishing these shoes. They were perfect with her outfit.
Brenda stood up and looked at herself in the mirror.
I admired her from my knees. "You look absolutely gorgeous."
Brenda turned, bent over and kissed my forehead. Then she went to the chair by her makeup table and leaned over on it. As she reached back and pulled her black thong aside she said, "Quickly, We don't have much time. Come over here and lick my ass before we go."
I raced over on my knees, spread the cheeks of my hot wife's voluptuous ass and kissed and licked her asshole for several minutes.
Brenda sighed. "That feels so nice." Then she stood up. "Come on little quickie, its time to go."
We had agreed that I would drive Brenda to dinner and that I would pick her up wherever she ended up at the end of the evening. We decided this so that Brenda wouldn't have to worry about drinking and driving. We could also avoid having to retrieve her car tomorrow if she were to end up going home with a guy.
We went into the garage and got into the car. I backed the car down the driveway, pulled into the street and put the car into drive.
As we drove down the street a thrill of excitement went through me. I was taking my wife to bar so that she could meet a man for casual sex and make me her cuckold.
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For several minutes we drove in silence. Both of us were excited and I think that we needed a little time to relax and catch our breath.
As I pulled my large SUV onto the freeway, Brenda got a mischievous smile on her face and unclasped her seat belt.
I was about to ask her what she was doing, when she spread her legs and put her right foot up on the dashboard. She lifted the hem of her skirt to her waist, pulled the crotch of her thong panties aside and started to finger her pussy.
"Little dick, this is so exciting. You can't imagine how bored I have gotten with that pathetic little worm that you call a penis."
I was very aware of the fact that Brenda was doing this for my pleasure. She was repaying me for giving her the freedom to take a lover. She was now providing me with the humiliation that I treasured so dearly.
"Quickspurt, I am going to have so much fun tonight. Baxter's is usually loaded with hot men. Did you hear me quickie. I said men, hot men, not pathetic little sissy boys like you."
I was working hard to keep my attention focused on the road ahead, but I couldn't resist taking quick peeks at Brenda as she fingered her smooth wet pussy.
"I am so looking forward to unzipping a real man's trousers and taking his big hard cock out of his pants. Do you know what I'm going to do then quickie?" She didn't wait for an answer. "I'm going to put that great big dick into my mouth and suck it. How does that make you feel quickie? Me sucking another man's cock?" Brenda laughed a deliberately cruel laugh. "Especially when You know that I won't give you that pleasure." She laughed some more. "What a pathetic wimp you are. Driving me to a bar so that I can give pleasure to another man. A pleasure that I refuse to give to you, you my sissy wimp husband."
Brenda watched me. It was clear that I was enjoying her abuse so she continued. "Do you know what I am going to do after I suck his cock? Again she didn't wait for an answer. "I'm going to let him fuck me. I am going to let him push his big hard cock into my wet cunt and let him keep pushing it in and out of me until I cry out in ecstasy and he shoots his hot baby making cum deep into my womb."
Brenda changed her tone. She was now talking like she was speaking to a little child. "Is that okay with you baby? Is it okay if I let the big man shoot his stuff into my sweet little pussy?"
She changed her tone again. "Your not saying much are you quickspurt? I wonder why? Could it be that your being so quiet because you know that you will never get to fuck me again? That's right Quickspurt, getting to fuck me is a pleasure that will be denied to you for as long as you live?" She laughed. Your just my sissy wimp maid now. Your role is to bath me and dress me so that I can go out and have fun with other men."
Brenda took her fingers from her pussy and placed them on my lips. "Taste me quickie. Taste this pussy that is by marital right supposed to be your private domain. Taste me and understand that tonight I am going to give myself to another man. I am going to give another man the pleasure that by right belongs solely to you. A pleasure that I deny you. Bobbi. Tonight I am going to make you my cuckold."
As Brenda finished taunting me, we pulled up to the front door of Baxter's.
I put my SUV into park, sat back and took a deep breath. It had been very hard to keep my attention on driving while my wife was teasing me. I was very aroused. Brenda had just done the nicest thing that she could possibly do for me and she knew it.
She slipped the crotch of her panties back into place, pulled her skirt back down and put her foot back on the floor. I was still trying to regain my composure.
She leaned over and kissed me softly on the cheek. "Did you enjoy that sweetheart. I love you so much and I am so grateful that your letting me go out and play tonight. I just wanted to give you some pleasure while you drove me here. Was it good for you?"
I smiled at my wife, "Yes, Brenda it was wonderful. Thankyou, I really enjoyed it."
"I'm so glad." My wife took my face into her hands and pulled me to her. She kissed me hard on the lips and forced her tongue into my mouth. At the same time, She dropped her right hand to my left nipple and viciously twisted it . After several seconds, she broke off her kiss and released my nipple. It continued to throb with pain even after she let go of it.
Brenda took my hand in hers and held it. "I love you so much Bobbi. Don't ever forget that. No matter what happens tonight or in the future, please remember that I will always love you more than any other man in the entire world. Bobbi, I promise that no matter what happens, I will always come home to you."
For a moment we sat together in silence and held hands. Finally, I looked at the clock in the dashboard. "Sweetheart, I'll always love you to, but its six o'clock, its playtime for you." I reached over and kissed her. Thanks for the little game we played on the way here. I really did enjoy it. Now its time for you to have your fun. Go get 'em sweetheart. Call me if you need me. I'll be at home."
Brenda got out of the car and started up the walkway to the front door of the club. Halfway there she turned and blew me a kiss. I waved and watched as she turned again and walked the rest of the way to the door. She looked really sexy from the back with her bare waist, short skirt, nylons and spikeheels.
The doorman opened the door for her. I smiled as he obviously checked out my sexy wife as she disappeared into the club.
I sat for a moment before I put the car into drive and pulled away.
It's really exciting to watch your hot wife walk into a nightclub to meet a man so that she can have sex with him.
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When I got home, my first stop was the bathroom. I had to pee. I pulled down my pants and my panties and sat down to relieve myself. This had been another of Brenda's demands. She decided that since I was not a "real man", we could easily resolve the toilet seat up or down question. I would sit down to pee.
When I was done, I wiped off my clittie with a square of tissue and pulled my panties and pants back up.
I realized that I hadn't eaten since early this morning. I was hungry. I went into the kitchen and put on the lace trimmed apron that Brenda had bought for me. While I was preparing some supper, I wondered how Brenda was doing.
I knew that she was meeting Madeline, and I remembered her mentioning that there would be other women at dinner. I wondered who the other women were and whether or not I had met them at our wedding.
As I ate my dinner, I remembered that Brenda had promised Madeline that she would fill her in on all the details of our new relationship. I felt a tinge of excitement as imagined my wife telling all the girls at the table how she has feminized me and made me her submissive husband.
I tried to imagine the smirk on Madeline's face when Brenda told her that she demanded that I take her last name and change the spelling of my first name from bobby to bobbi.
I could hear the women laughing as Brenda described in detail how I had dressed her for her date and how she had taunted and teased me as I drove her to the club.
I was excited as I cleared the table and washed the dishes. My cuckold fantasies, those secret fantasies that have aroused me for all these years were all coming true tonight.
I went into the bathroom and drew a bath. I shaved my legs and my pubic area. It was Brenda's edict that my body always be smooth and hairless. Only men were permitted to have body hair. I finished my bath by washing and conditioning my hair under the shower.
As I stepped out of the tub, I imagined Brenda sitting at the table with the girls having an after dinner drink. I visualized a man walking up to her chair and asking her if she would care to dance. He was tall, and ruggedly handsome. Brenda of course would smile and accept his offer.
I was pulling on a fresh pair of panties when the telephone started to ring. I jumped up. It was really too early for Brenda to be calling. As I picked up the call. I hoped that nothing was wrong.
It was Brenda. "Hi quickspurt. How's your evening going?"
"It's very nice, I just got out of the tub." I was puzzled. "How is your evening going? I didn't expect to hear from you this early. Is everything okay?"
I heard Brenda laugh on the other end of the line. "Honey it couldn't be better. Listen baby, I ran into a guy that I used to know. He was a very close friend." She laughed. "A very very close friend if you know what I mean. We were kind of fuck buddies. His name is Gil Mitchell."
Brenda paused for a minute so I asked, "are you and Gil going to get together tonight?"
"Well yes baby, we are. That's why I am calling you. You see were coming to our house."
"Your coming here?" I was a stunned. "Yes sweetheart that's our plan. Is that a problem for you? I thought you might like it."
"No Brenda, its not a problem. I just didn't expect this. Please, by all means bring him home with you."
"Good, because part of the deal is that Gil wants to meet you. Like I just told you baby, Gil and I were very good friends before you and I got married. When you asked me to marry you, I really wanted it to work. I knew that Gil and I couldn't just be friends. No matter how hard we tried I knew that we would eventually end up in bed together, so I told him that we couldn't see each other anymore. We both felt very sad about it."
Anyway, I ran into Gil tonight and we started talking. He asked me how you and I were doing so I told him about how our marriage had changed. I tried to explain to him that you are submissive to me now and I get to do anything I want. He's trying, but he really doesn't understand. He was shocked when I told him that I get to party with other guys."
There was a pause on the other end of the line. Listen Baby, were coming over. We'll be there in about 20 minutes. We can talk more when Gil and I get there."
"Brenda are you going to sleep with him tonight?"
I heard my wife laughing. "Quickspurt, I'm going to go to bed with Gil tonight, but we aren't going to do any sleeping. Honey Gil really knows how to fuck. I hope to spend most of the night with his big hard cock in my cunt."
I started to get nervous. "Brenda, how come you didn't marry him."
"Oh baby, your not going to go and get jealous on me are you?"
"Oh no, oh I'm sorry sweetheart. No I didn't mean it that way. Please forget I asked."
"No its okay baby. First of all I didn't marry him because I love you. Secondly Gil is already married. Honey he is a real safe guy for us to start playing with.
I started to interrupt but Brenda wouldn't let me.
"Now listen to me little dick. I don't want to spend the whole night on the telephone. Get dressed." There was a pause. "Not too feminine okay baby. Panties and thigh high nylons under your trousers, but a mans shirt and slacks. We don't want to scare Gil too much. He is going to worry just a little bit about our expecting him to have sex with you. You know what I mean, is this a 3 way or something. That's not what he wants and I want to assure him that that's not what we want either."
Brenda paused again. "Quickie, Gil drinks beer. Make sure there is plenty in the fridge and open a bottle of red wine for me. Oh and quickie, I think that Gil is probably going to spend the night. Be sure to move everything that you're going to want tonight and tomorrow morning into the guest room."
Suddenly I heard my wife say, "Stop that now, I'm trying to talk to my husband." It was very apparent that Brenda was not speaking to me.
After a moment she was back. "Sweetheart, I have to go. Gil is getting impatient." Brenda started giggling like a teenager. "He just undid my bra. Baby, I Love you. We'll see you in a few minutes."
My wife hung up the telephone.
I stood for a moment trying to digest what I had just heard. As I stood there I suddenly I realized that I had to get moving. I only had 20 minutes to get everything ready.
I quickly finished dressing. I followed Brenda's instructions. I put on a pair of khakis and a knit golf shirt over my panties and nylons.
When I was done getting dressed, I raced to the master bedroom and tried to anticipate the things I might want either tonight or in the morning. I only grabbed a few things that I thought were essentials. I picked up a nightgown, my slippers and a robe. I added clean panties, another pair of nylons and a clean shirt. I went into the master bathroom and grabbed both my hairbrush, my toothbrush and some tooth paste. I placed these things in the guest room and went back to the master bedroom for my reading glasses and my book.
When I had everything I needed, I went to the bar and checked the refrigerator. There was plenty of beer in there. I had a good stock of both domestics and imports. When I finished opening a bottle of merlot for Brenda, I noticed that I still had 5 minutes left, so I went to the kitchen and sliced some cheese and strawberries and put them on a serving platter.
What does a good husband serve to his wife and her lover when they come home from a nightclub so they can fuck?
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I opened a bottle of wine for Brenda and took a glass out of the cupboard. As I was placing everything onto the bar, I heard a car pull into the driveway. I quickly set everything down, walked over to the window, moved the curtains and peeked outside.
There was a strange car parked next to my SUV. It was dark, but I could make out two people in the front seat. They were kissing. My heart began to race. This was beyond anything that I could have possibly imagined.
After several seconds they broke apart. The drivers side door opened. A man got out. It was too dark to see him very clearly. He walked around to the passenger side of the car, opened the door and extended a hand. Brenda reached out to him and he helped her out of the car. Gil was certainly a gentleman.
Once out of the car, Brenda stood on her tip toes and kissed him again. Brenda was 5'6" tall. Gil was at least a foot taller than my wife. He was a big man.
As I watched from the window they broke off their kiss. My wife took her lover by the hand and led him up to the front steps.
I closed the curtain, ran to the front door and opened it.
Brenda stepped in with Gil following her. "Hi Baby, were here."
I immediately noticed that the front of Brenda's blouse was unbuttoned and her brassiere was hanging loose. It had obviously been unclasped. I also noticed that my wife was making absolutely no effort to conceal this fact from me. Gil had already been fondling her breasts and she wanted me to know it.
Brenda walked over to me and gave me a quick peck on the cheek. Then she stepped back, put her arm around Gil's waist and hugged him. It was a clear message, tonight she was with this other man. "Bobbi, I would like you to meet Gil Mitchell. Gil is my date for the evening. He came over here to fuck me." She looked up at her lover. Gil this is my husband Bobbi, but you should feel free to call him little quickie, quickspurt or tiny dick."
Brenda smiled at both of us. "Well guys, everything is out in the open now. There is nothing between the three of us that is taboo for conversation."
Brenda took Gil's hand. "Come on baby, lets go sit on the couch." As she led Gil into the living room she called to me. "Hey tiny dick, bring Gil a beer and pour a glass of wine for me."
As they walked over to the couch I said, "Gil, would you prefer an import or a domestic?"
Brenda stopped and looked at me. "Tiny dick, I think that it would be better if you addressed Gil as Sir tonight." She paused for a moment. "And I am of course Ms. Adams."
Brenda was obviously doing her best to try to make my fantasy come true while she was fulfilling her own.
I submissively bowed to my wife and replied, "Yes of course Ms Adams." I looked at Gil. "Sir, I apologize. Please forgive me for my familiarity. I meant no offense or disrespect." Then I bowed to him.
Gil smiled and said, "No offense taken." He paused for a moment and then added, "quickspurt."
"Please allow me to try again. Sir, would you prefer an imported beer or a domestic."
Gil laughed and said, "Quickie, I would love an import."
I went back to the bar and got the two drinks and put them on a try. I added a glass for Gil's beer and returned to the living room. As I entered the room I had to stop for a moment. I was slightly stunned by what I saw. Brenda and Gil were on the couch locked in a passionate kiss. Gil's hand was inside my wife's loose brassiere and Brenda was massaging Gil's erect cock through his trousers.
Trying to be discreet, I placed Brenda's wine on a coaster on one end table and poured Gil's beer into a glass and set it on the other end table.
They stopped their embrace as I was bringing the tray back to the bar.
When I returned, I said, "Sir you were occupied when I brought your beer. I hope that it was alright that I poured it into a glass?"
Gil laughed and said, "Bobbi either one, glass or bottle, is fine with me." Then he turned to Brenda. "Baby isn't he going to have a drink with us?"
Brenda thought for a moment and finally said, "Lets take a break for a few minutes. I think that we should have a little talk." She smiled at me, "Bobbi get yourself a glass of wine and sit on the chair over there."
I poured my wine and sat down in the chair opposite my wife and her lover. Brenda had kicked her shoes off. She was sitting on the couch snuggled up to Gil with her feet tucked under her. Her arm was around his broad shoulders.
"Okay, I think that all three of us need to get to know each other a little bit better. Since I know both of you really well, how about if provide the preliminary details."
Both Gil and I nodded with approval. He patted my wife's knee and said, "Go ahead."
"Both of you feel free to interrupt if I'm getting something wrong. "
Brenda took a deep breath and started. "Bobbi, Gil and I were casual lovers for almost six years before I met you." She looked at Gil. "That's about right isn't it baby?"
"Yes, I think that's pretty close."
We got together and fucked at least once a week. Gil was married the whole time. Gil is still married. Gil's wife Patricia is a beautiful woman who created a line of hair products almost 15 years ago now. She is a very successful businesswoman. Gil loves her very much. He used to always tell me that and tonight in the club he reaffirmed it to me again. Isn't that right Gil?"
He nodded and said, "Yes, I still love her very much."
Now he continued the story. "Bobbi, my wife is a beautiful and intelligent woman, but she has a very low sex drive. She has thrown all of her energy into her business. We still spend lots of quality time together, but our sex life came to a complete standstill about 10 years ago. We went to counselors, Patricia saw numerous doctors. They explained that some women simply have a low sex drive. They basically told me to get used to it."
Gil took a big swallow of his beer. "The problem is Bobbi, I have a very strong sex drive. I tried being celibate, but I just couldn't do it. Finally I had a serious confrontation with Patricia. We were on the verge of divorce."
He paused again and took another swallow of beer. "We don't have any children. It would have been an easy split. I make plenty of money on my own. I wouldn't have tried to fight Patricia for hers. The problem was and still is that we both really like and love each other. We want to stay together.
Gil picked up his glass and drained the rest of his beer.
I held up my hand. "Time out." I jumped up, ran to the bar, got another bottle of beer, ran back and set it next to Gil.
Gil smiled at me and said, "Thanks buddy."
I smiled back and nodded to him.
He poured the new beer into his glass and continued telling his story
"Anyway, we came to an agreement. Patricia was willing to look the other way if I wanted to have some extramarital affairs. I had to promise to be discreet about it and never throw it in her face."
"Well Bobbi, Your wife and I met at Baxter's one night. We hit it off and started to see each other regularly. When she came to me several years later and told me that she couldn't see me anymore because she was getting married to you, I was heartbroken. We talked about it. It was obvious to me that she really loved you and wanted to make this marriage work. I also knew about her previous tendency towards cheating and so I knew that we couldn't be just friends. We made a clean break. Until tonight I have not seen Brenda since before the two of you were married."
He took another sip of beer. "Bobbi I have to admit that I was ecstatic when Brenda told me about the new developments in your relationship. I kind of find them hard to believe, but the notion that I can start sleeping with her again is really exciting to me. I have really missed her."
He paused and thought for a moment. I'm kind of confused about all of this cuckold stuff and this sub - dom stuff." He stopped for a moment to think. "You seem like a really nice guy and I am not sure I want to be mean to you." He shrugged. "But if that's what it takes to get to sleep with your wife, well I guess I can try."
Brenda pulled Gil to her and kissed him. Their kiss turned into a passionate embrace for several seconds.
Finally, Brenda pushed her lover away and smiled at him. "Gil its easy to remember why I like you so much, you're a really nice guy." She sighed, "The thing is if you really want to be nice to Bobbi..."
I interrupted my wife. "Brenda, Gil told his story. I think it's best if I tell mine." Brenda smiled at me and shook her head in agreement. "You're right. Go ahead sweetheart."
Following Gil's lead, I took a large swallow of wine. "Gil, I am not a large man. I'm small boned, slender, short and rather effeminate. I have never been the big jock type. When I was younger I was bullied and teased without mercy. Over the years I have made peace with who I am. I am very proud of myself. I am cultured, well educated, intelligent and successful in my profession."
Now it was my turn to pause and take another swallow of wine. "Gil, This is embarrassing for me. I have to say it quickly." I took a deep breath. "I have a very small penis and to make matters worse, when I try to have sex with a woman, I ejaculate almost instantly. I am a pathetic lover. I have been ashamed of this for all of my adult life ."
I looked up at my wife and her boyfriend. They were both listening respectfully. I took another swallow of wine. "The problem is that like you, I also have a very strong sex drive. My problem however, is much more complicated than yours. You're a big handsome guy with a huge cock who can fuck all night long. Women love to have sex with you. On the other hand, I learned very quickly that tiny dicked guys who ejaculate in seconds don't get many second dates."
I finished my wine. This time Brenda held up her hand and said, "Time out." She jumped up and got the bottle of wine and a third beer for Gil. She poured me another glass of wine and set the bottle down on the end table next to her.
I continued. "Gradually, I began to have submissive fantasies. I really don't know why. Maybe I subconsciously started to believe that submitting to the will of a strong woman was one way that I could be successful in a sexual relationship.
"The cuckold part is even harder for me to understand. My first wife divorced me eleven years ago. She came home one night and announced that she had been sleeping with another man. I was deeply hurt when I first heard this announcement.
"After we were divorced, my attitude started to change. I still don't understand why, but I started to fantasize about my ex wife and her lover. I created wildly exciting mental images of her having sex with him while we were still married.
"I started surfing the internet. I found chat rooms and web sites that talked about cuckolding and hot wives.
"Shortly after I met Brenda I started to have fantasies about her and other men. I kept these fantasies secret. I didn't share them with anyone, especially Brenda. I was afraid to tell her. I was terrified that she would think I was a pervert."
I stared at the floor for a moment. "I really don't know why I have these fantasies. I do know that I'm a masochist. "
Gil interrupted. "You mean one of those guys who likes pain?"
I nodded. "That's right, but I don't crave physical pain."
"What other kind is there?"
I smiled, "Mental pain, humiliation. It's absolute torture for me to have to sit here and watch the woman I love cuddled up to you with her arm around your shoulders."
Brenda sat up and took her arm off of Gil's shoulder.
I smiled at her. "It's okay. Please put your arm around him again. Seeing you dote on your lover is painful, but it's also wildly erotic for me."
I looked at Gil and shrugged. "Some guys like to be whipped. I like being humiliated by my wife."
Brenda smiled at me and snuggled up to her lover again.
I took a deep breath. "There it is in a nutshell. I‘m a masochist. I crave mental pain and humiliation. What can possibly be more humiliating in our culture than having your wife openly sleep with other men." I paused and smiled. "Especially if she refuses to give me that same pleasure."
Gil looked at Brenda. "You're going to let me fuck you, but you aren't going to let him fuck you?"
Brenda smiled and slowly shook her head. "That's right baby. It's part of his torture. Isn‘t that hot."
I grinned. "Gil you can't possibly imagine how excited I get when I hear her say that."
He looked at both of us. "This is amazing."
I shrugged. "Gil I don't really understand any of this. The explanations you just heard are my feeble attempts at trying to understand it myself. It may just be best to leave it in very simple terms. I really get excited by the fact that Brenda is choosing to dominate me. I love being submissive to her. I love the fact that she is going to openly cuckold me. Finally, humiliation in all forms is as erotic to me as getting your cock sucked is to you."
I stood up. "I do not make any apologies to anyone. I am what I am. Judge me if you so choose, but the fact is that the meaner you are to me the better I like it. Brenda and I aren't hurting anyone. Were both consenting adults. Some people like to be whipped. Some people like to have sex with people of the same gender. Some people like to use handcuffs when they make love. Brenda and I both want her to enjoy the freedom to openly sleep with other men and do it in a manner that is totally humiliating to me.

Now Brenda intervened. "Gil I want this as much as Bobbi does. I learned about Bobbi's fantasies several days ago. Since then we have had an ongoing discussion about this. As part of these discussions Bobbi and I have played several sex games in which I dominated and humiliated him. " She looked at Gil. "I enjoyed those games. I enjoyed them a lot. I am learning that I love dominating Bobbi and I am beginning to discover that I have a significant sadistic streak in me."
Brenda got up and walked over to me. She grabbed the front of my shirt and pulled me out of my chair. When I was standing she slapped me hard across my face and said, "Get down on your knees pussy boy."
I immediately fell to my knees.
"Kiss my feet."
As I started to kiss and lick my wife's toes she turned to her lover. "Gil that gets me really excited." Brenda reached down and gently pulled me to my feet. "Bobbi, how did you feel about what I just did."
I laughed. It was an excited laugh. "Brenda I loved it."
She turned to Gil. "Don't get me wrong. I love my husband every bit as much as you love your wife. Bobbi is the center of my universe. I would never leave him and I would never do anything that would really hurt him or cause him lasting pain." Brenda smiled, "But I do want to play games where I get to hurt him and he wants me to play those games. Were just having fun, they're only games. Were not hurting anyone."
She turned to Gil. "This is the price for returning to our old relationship. If you want me, Bobbi must be included in our games. Don't worry, he won't touch you, he's not gay."
Brenda looked at me. "Bobbi take your pants and shirt off."
As I undressed, Brenda continued. "One of the ways that I humiliate him is to feminize him."
I pulled my trousers down.
Gil started laughing when he saw my panties and nylons.
"I make him dress this way because it's humiliating for him. He doesn't dress this way because he is gay."
"Shit, I do not believe this."
Brenda started speaking very softly, "Believe it Gil." She put her hand on his crotch. "Its easy, just let yourself go. I'll take the lead." She was massaging his cock now. "All you have to do is let the dominant male side of you grow." She grabbed his erection through his pants and started squeezing it. "You'll get your first reward tonight. I promise to give you the very best sucking and fucking that you have ever had."
She turned to me. "Bobbi, pull your panties down. Show Master Gil your pathetic little clittie."
I did as I was told.
Gil looked at my tiny penis and started to laugh. "Shit baby, that's the smallest dick I've ever seen."
Brenda kept rubbing Gils crotch. His huge cock was making a tent in the front of his trousers. "That's the spirit sweetheart. Laugh all you want. You get to do anything you want. While you're here you are the master of this house. Bobbi is our slave."
Brenda started unzipping her lover's pants. "Remember, he not only has a tiny cocklet, he also suffers from premature ejaculation. The moment I touch his dick, he cums. I haven't had a proper fuck since I got married. Just look at that pathetic little worm he calls a cock. Baby that's all I've had to play with for the past three years. Can you imagine how good I am going to be to you tonight? You can have me any way you want me and you can have me all night long."
Gil took a deep breath. "Okay, I'm in. What do you want me to do."
"Just help me play with little dick here for about an hour. When were done, I'll take you down the hall to the master bedroom. We‘ll close the door behind us and spend the rest of the night privately enjoying each other just like we used to.
Gil looked at me. "Bobbi please remember, were just playing a game. None of its for real."
"I smiled, "I understand Gil. Brenda and I have the same understanding."
Brenda pulled Gil to her and gave him a big kiss. "So stud, do you think little wimp boy gets to drink with us anymore?"
He laughed. "Hell no."
Brenda looked at me and said, "Okay sissyboy, I think you had better get rid to the wine pronto and you need a more appropriate outfit. Go change into your pink baby doll nightie, pink crotchless panties, some pink nylons and those cute slippers I bought you with the puff balls on the toes."
As I turned to leave Brenda called after me, "And don't forget to bring my lover another beer."
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After I changed, I went to the bar to get Sir his beer. As I was reaching into the refrigerator, I heard Brenda say to her lover, "Baby I absolutely treasure your cock." She started to giggle like a school girl. "I'd forgotten how magnificent it is. I just want to play with it for a little while. Is that okay?"
Gil laughed. "Help yourself."
I got the beer, put it on a tray and brought it into the room. Gil's pants were unzipped and Brenda had his cock out. I stopped. I was stunned. His penis was huge. It was really quite amazing. It must have been at least nine inches long.
For a moment I stood perfectly still holding the tray with Gils beer. My wife didn't even notice me. Her attention was totally focused. She had her left hand on the shaft of Gil's cock. It was so big that her fingers didn't touch when she tried to wrap her hand around it.
I shook my head. My little clittie got lost in her hand when she held it.
I noticed Brenda's wedding ring. It was on the hand that was holding Gil's cock. I remembered our wedding day. I could still picture Brenda smiling at me and saying, "I take you, Robert to be my husband. To have and to hold from this day forward. I freely give you my unending love and devotion. I promise to remain true and faithful to you and to cherish you. I look forward to spending the rest of our lives together as both man and wife and best friends. My darling I will love you forever."
I smiled to myself. My wife was holding another man's cock in her hand and about to let him fuck her. The part of her marriage vow about being faithful wasn't relevant anymore. Earlier this week, I had voluntarily and willingly released her from that vow. Brenda was now eagerly taking advantage of her new freedom. I was the only one that was still bound by the vow to remain faithful.
I looked at my wife. She was so happy. The index finger of her right hand was reverently tracing a little line around the edge of the monstrous head of Gil's penis. It almost seemed like Brenda was renewing an old friendship.
I quietly set the new bottle of beer down on the end table next to Gil, took three steps back and continued watching.
Brenda leaned over and kissed the little mouth at the tip Gil's cock. She was moving slowly and being very delicate. She was obviously savoring this moment. She started to lick the smooth head of her lover's erection. She was still holding the shaft with one hand. Her eyes were closed. She reminded me of a little girl eating her first ice cream cone.
Brenda parted her lips and put the head of Gil's cock into her mouth. His breathing seemed to quicken. He was getting excited. Brenda started to suck on the head of his cock while she stroked his thick shaft. She was obviously not in a hurry. She established a gentle rhythm of stroking and sucking. At times she would quicken her pace, at other times she would slow it down. She was clearly trying to give Gil pleasure without making him cum.
Brenda was never able to do this for me. The few times that she tried, I ejaculated the moment that her lips touched the head of my penis.
As I stood in front of them and watched. I was overwhelmed with envy. I so wished that I had the kind of control that Gil was exhibiting at this moment.
Suddenly Brenda stopped. She looked up at me and saw that I had changed my clothes. Her lips formed a wicked smile. "So my little quickspurt has returned."
She pulled herself back up and kissed Gil on the cheek. "How do you like our sissy boy's outfit? Cute isn't it."
"Shit baby, I just don't believe it. What a little fem. No wonder you're looking for lovers."
Gil was warming to the task.
Suddenly Brenda scowled at me. She stood up, walked over and slapped me hard across my face. "The next time you walk in and were busy, I expect you to get down on your knees and wait respectfully until you are addressed. Do you understand me wimp boy."
"Yes Ms. Adams, I understand."
"Good, don't make that mistake again."
Brenda's expression got softer. "Did you enjoy the show Quickspurt? Gil has a really big cock doesn't he."
"Yes Ms. Adams, he does."
Brenda took my penis in her hand and held it up. Suddenly she reached out and grabbed my nipple. The thin cloth of my nightie did little to protect me from her attack. She twisted viciously. I cried out. She kept twisting.
Gil started to get up. "Brenda..."
Brenda released my nipple. She was breathing rapidly. This little act of sadism had excited her. "Oh don't worry. I didn't hurt him that bad, he's just a little crybaby."
To my total humiliation, there were tears running down my cheek. Brenda really had made me cry.
"I have to do it so that he won't cum while I am showing you his little cocklet. If I don't give him a dose of pain to keep his mind off of what I am doing, he'll shoot his little dribble of worthless semen immediately. This way, we can actually inspect his cock without worrying about him making a mess."
Brenda picked up my penis again. "Gil baby, look at this. Isn't it a hoot?"
Gil laughed. "It looks like a little boys pee pee."
Brenda grabbed my hair and held my face in front of hers. "Sissy boy, which cock do you think that I would rather have tonight. Your pathetic little clittie or Gils huge dick."
We both turned and looked at her lover. His massive erection was sticking straight up in the air.
"Look at that sissy boy isn't it magnificent?"
"Yes Mistress, it looks very powerful."
"Which one do you think I want Quickspurt."
"I think that you would rather have Master Gil's cock Ms. Adams."
"Indeed? Well what kind of a man does that make you? You're my husband aren't you.?
"Yes Ms Adams."
She laughed. "But you're not a man are you. Real men protect their marital rights, little pussy boys like you surrender them to men like Master Gil."
"Yes Mistress."
Brenda moved closer to me. In a low tone of voice she said, "Wimpboy, do you know what you're going to do while I play with my lover?"
"No Ms. Adams."
"You're going to lick my asshole. I'm going to get on my knees between Master Gil's legs. When I have his big beautiful cock in my mouth, You're going to kneel down behind me and beg me to let you lick my asshole. Is that clear?"
"Yes Ms. Adams."
Brenda got on her knees, wrapped her hands around Gil's cock, put it into her mouth and started sucking him."
I got on my knees behind my wife, lifted her skirt, pulled her panties down and spread her ass cheeks.
"Ms. Adams, may I please be allowed to kiss and lick your asshole while you suck your lovers cock?"
Brenda took Gil's cock out of her mouth. "What does it mean when you kiss and lick my asshole while I suck another man's cock wimpboy?"
"It means that I am surrendering all of my marital rights and giving you permission to party with any man you choose."
Brenda smiled. "Wimpboy, that's a wonderful answer. You deserve a nice reward. You have my permission to kiss and lick my ass."
Brenda shuddered when she felt my lips make contact with her. She took a moment to enjoy the pleasure of my tongue probing her asshole then she put Gil's cock back into her mouth and sucked him with unbridled lust.
All three of us got lost in the passion of the moment. My face was buried in my wife's ass. Her lover was lying back getting a magnificent blow job and Brenda was getting to play with a huge cock. We lost track of time.
It was Brenda that finally got us back on task. She took Gil's cock out of her mouth, stood up and smiled. "I could do that all night long, but we can't get side tracked. We have a lot more fun stuff ahead of us."
She turned to me. Quickspurt, as my slave, I think that it would be appropriate for you to undress me so that I can play with my lover.
I bowed my head. "Yes Ms, Adams."
As I removed Brenda's blouse and brassiere, Gil started to chuckle and said, "This is fucking great."
Brenda winked at her lover and said, "I told you that you would enjoy this."
Gil sat back and put his feet up on the coffee table. His pants were still unzipped and his cock was still sticking straight up. He started to smile and said, "Hey Quickspurt turn your wife just a little bit so that I can get a better view of her tits."
I gently moved Brenda so that she was facing Gil. "Is this better sir?"
"Yeah, that'll do great."
He looked at Brenda for a moment. "Quickspurt, I sure do love your wife's tits. They're absolutely gorgeous. I could look at them all night long."
Brenda started giggling. "You'd better do more than look at them or I'll have to find another stud."
Gil laughed. "She's right Quickspurt. We'd better get going. Take her skirt and panties off. I want to see your wife's cute little ass."
I set Brenda's blouse and brassiere on the chair next to her. When that was done I unbuckled her belt and unzipped the back of her skirt. She stepped out of it as I pulled it to the floor. I carefully folded it and placed it on the chair next to her blouse.
I started to pull Brenda's panties down, but Gil stopped me. "Turn her around and pull them down slowly. I want to enjoy this."
Brenda turned so that Gil was behind her. She whispered to me "Get down on your knees sweetheart. It will make it more fun for him."
I got on my knees. Gil laid back on the couch and stroked his huge cock while I slowly pulled Brenda's panties down.
When Brenda's panties were around her knees Gil said, "Turn her around again. I want to look at her pussy."
Brenda turned and faced Gil. He smiled. "I love a shaved pussy. I heard you did that for me Quickspurt. I really appreciate it. I want you to be sure to shave Brenda's pussy every day."
I bowed. "Yes sir. I will remember that."
Gil threw his head back and roared with laughter. "Damn Quickspurt you are one accommodating little guy."
I nodded. "Yes sir, I am trying very hard."
Gil smiled. "Well little buddy, you did great, but now it's time to turn your wife over to me. I'll show you how a man satisfies a woman."
He reached his hand out. "Come here baby."
Brenda walked over to him. Gil grabbed her wrist, gently pulled her onto his lap, put his arms around her and kissed her. Brenda started unbuttoning Gil's shirt. "Studman, its time to get your clothes off."
As my wife removed each article of Gils clothing she tossed it to me. When I was holding all of his clothes she said, "Hang everything in the hall closet. I don't want any of his clothes to be winkled when he puts them on in the morning."
I carried Gil's clothes to the hall closet and carefully hung them up. When I was done I returned to the living room. Gil was sitting upright on the couch. My wife was on her knees between his legs. She was sucking his cock. They were now ignoring me. They were completely focused on each other.
I remembered Brenda's earlier edict. I quietly got on my knees and watched from a respectful distance.
The tone of their lovemaking had changed. Brenda was giving Gil a vigorous and lusty blow job. The time for delicate teasing was over. My wife was now a bawdy jezebel sucking her powerful studs cock.
Suddenly Gil picked Brenda up and laid her on the couch. He spread my wife's legs and mounted her. He was in control now. He didn't ask permission. He was a stud. He took what he wanted.
Brenda gasped as she felt Gil push his massive cock into her. He moved slowly. He knew that this was the largest cock that she had taken in a long time. He was being very careful not to hurt her.
When he was all the way inside my wife he laid very still. After a moment he began to slowly withdraw his cock from Brenda's cunt. He pulled it out about a quarter of the way then pushed it back in. He slowly repeated this same motion over and over again.
Gradually he started to increase his tempo. Soon he was thrusting his huge spear into my wife's womb, pulling it out and thrusting it in again.
As I watched I began to fully understand why Brenda lusted after Gil. He really did know how to properly fuck a woman.
Suddenly Gil stopped. He pulled his still erect cock out of my wife, stood up and pulled Brenda to her feet.
"Enough games. Where's the bedroom?"
Brenda laughed and led her naked lover to the master bedroom. As they opened the door, Gil looked back at me and said, "Bobbi my buddy, It's official, you are now Brenda's cuckold."
I smiled back at Gil and said, "Thank you for letting me play for a little while. Please enjoy yourself."
He laughed and said, "I am certainly going to try."
They disappeared into the bedroom and closed the door behind them.
Seeing my naked wife leading her powerful lover down the hallway to our bedroom to have sex with him is probably the most erotic sight I have ever seen.
I retired to the guest bedroom and laid awake all night listening to the sounds of my wife being pleasured by another man. I was indeed now Brenda's cuckold.
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The next morning I was awakened by more of my wife's cries of ecstasy. I laid in bed and listened. They seemed to be more hurried this time. I understood. Gil had to get up and go to work. They were having one more quickie before he left.
I continued listening. Soon I heard the familiar cries of Brenda having an orgasm. I decided that I had better get up and see if Gil needed anything before he left.
I put my robe on over my nightie, went out to the kitchen and started a pot of coffee. I was taking some eggs out of the refrigerator when Gil appeared.
I poured a cup of coffee and handed it to him. "Want some breakfast Gil? The game was over. It was okay to use names now.
Gil smiled and said, "Thanks for the coffee buddy, I'll have to pass on breakfast. I'm late. I have to run home. I need a quick shower, a shave and a change of clothes. I'll pick up something at a drive through on my way to the office."
I walked to the front door and opened it. As I held the door for him I said, "Hey Gil, why don't you leave a couple of changes of clothes here. I'll keep them cleaned and pressed for you."
Gil stopped. "You mean that Bobbi?"
"Sure, what are sissy wimp husbands good for if they won't keep your clothes cleaned and pressed."
Gil laughed. "Bobbi, you're an alright guy."
"Thanks Gil."
Gil looked at me. "Hey no hard feelings about last night are there buddy."
"No Gil, it was one of the best nights of my life. I am also grateful to you for doing such a good job of satisfying Brenda. It sounded like she had a wonderful night. As far as I'm concerned you're always welcome in this house."
Gil put his hand on my shoulder. "Thanks Bobbi. Hey the next time I come over, I'll try to do a little better with that dominant thing. Brenda said that there are some web sites I can look at. I'll try to study up a bit."
"You were great Gil. Besides everybody gets better at games with practice and I hope we get to spend a lot of time practicing."
He smiled. "Hey me to. Look I gotta run. See you later Bobbi."
"See you later Gil."
He walked out the front door. I closed it behind him.
I went back into the kitchen and poured two cups of coffee. I put them on a tray and carried it back to the master bedroom. The door was closed. I knocked.
"Come in Bobbi."
I walked in with the coffee. Brenda was lying under the covers. Her hair was a mess.
She looked at me. "Are you okay Bobbi?"
I smiled. "Yes sweetheart, I'm fine. Did you have a fun night?"
Brenda smiled. "I had a wonderful night, but this morning I've been lying here terrified that you're going to be mad at me. Bobbi, I'm sorry. I'll call Gil and tell him I won't see him anymore. Sweetheart, I can't bear the thought of losing you."
I set the tray down, climbed on the bed and cuddled my wife. "Brenda it's okay. I had a wonderful time last night. You were perfect. I loved the game we played. I liked Gil. I invited him to come back again. I hope that was alright."
"Really? You're not mad at me?"
I shook my head. "No, I'm not mad. We talked about this. I wanted it every bit as much as you did."
Brenda smiled at me. "I'm so glad that you feel that way. Sweetie I had so much fun last night. Gil is such a wonderful lover." She stopped. "Does it hurt your feelings when I say that?"
I laughed. "No honey, nothing has changed. You made me your cuckold last night. It was exactly what I wanted you to do. The game was gravy. I never expected it and it was a wonderful surprise. I am very grateful to you for doing it."
Brenda gave me a sly smile and said, "Want to keep playing?"
"Yes, very much, in fact if I remember it right, you promised me an orgasm about now."
She started to giggle. "Your right, but first you have a little work to do." Brenda kicked the covers off and spread her legs. Her cunt was raw and stretched. There was a pool of Gil's semen on the mattress between her thighs. A slow trickle of cum dripped from the lips of her pussy. Brenda had obviously let Gil fuck her bareback.
"Come here baby." Brenda grabbed me by the hair and pushed my face into the pool of Gil's cum. Be a good cuckie and lick up all of my lover's semen for me."
I started licking. I worked very slowly at first. Some things are better as fantasies than realities. Brenda had made me lick up my own semen during our sex games, but this was different. Gil produced a lot more cum than I did. I was also faced with the combined product of several of Gil's orgasms. A large pool of semen is a much greater challenge that a few dribbles on my wife's fingertips. At first the taste was repugnant and the consistency was worse. I wanted to gag, but I didn't. I just closed my eyes and forced myself to continue. It didn't take long before I started to get used to the taste. Semen is really pretty bland. The consistency was a little harder, but eventually that didn't bother me either.
I quickly finished cleaning up the mess on the sheets. I moved to the trickle of cum that was running down the crack of Brenda's ass. It wasn't long before I was licking the lips of her swollen pussy.
This aroused my wife. She pushed me down, rolled me onto my back and mounted my face. She placed the swollen lips of her cunt right over my mouth. Gravity started taking effect. Globs of Gil's semen dripped from the lips of her cunt. Brenda rode me for a long time. Eventually the trickle of cum slowed and disappeared.
When Brenda was certain that I had licked up all of her lover's semen, she rolled off of me and gently held me in her arms. As she held me she whispered, "Are you ready for your reward?"
I grinned at her. "Yes sweetheart, I am so very ready."
Brenda pulled my panties down and took my little clittie in her hands. She began to stroke me with loving care. She worked slowly at first, but gradually quickened her pace. Suddenly I felt that wonderful eruption of pleasure in my groin. My clittie spit its dribble of cum all over Brenda's fingers. She kept stroking me. It was more like she was milking me. She was getting every drop of cum that I could produce.
Finally she put her fingers to my mouth. "Lick up all of this to baby."
I licked her fingers clean. I noticed that my cum tasted different than Gil's. I made a note to myself to ask Brenda about that later. I wondered if every guys cum tasted different.
We got under the covers and cuddled with each other. As we fell asleep together that morning, we both knew that Brenda was now a hot wife and I was her cuckold.
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I opened the door to Tyler Cummings town house and looked inside. The party was in full swing. I already knew that of course, the blaring music that I heard as I walked up his front steps was good clue.
"Hey Stevie come on in." It was Tyler. He was an old friend from college. We'd graduated together two years earlier.
There were also several other guys from our graduating class here. We were a tight group in college and we kept in touch.
Tyler was in law school. Myself, I went to work as an investment counselor as soon as I graduated. I seemed to have a real knack for researching new companies. I was making a lot of money for both my clients and myself.
Tyler noticed the four bottles of French red wine in my hand. "Hey good, I'm glad to see you remembered to bring some wine. We have a keg, but I know you've never been much of a beer man. You'd better go open up one of those bad boys, then come on outside. Everybody is on the patio."
He pointed me to the bar. I plowed my way through the crowd. Every few feet I stopped to greet old friends. It was several minutes before I actually had a glass of wine in my hand.
I'd been hurrying all day, actually you could make that all week. It was Friday evening and as I took a sip of wine, I realized that this was the first chance I'd had since last Monday morning to stop and take a breath.
I leaned against the wall. I just wanted to relax for a moment before I moved into party mode. As I stood there I glanced around the room and surveyed the crowd. I was just thinking that I knew most of the guests when I noticed her.
She was a sultry dishwater blonde wearing a short denim miniskirt that just barely covered the cheeks of one very sexy ass. Her flimsy cotton crop top left her soft flat tummy fully exposed and just barely concealed her small breasts. I guessed she was about my age.
I watched her as she talked to the people around her. She was animated and alive. She liked to laugh. She seemed like a really fun person.
I was completely captivated by her. I just stood there staring. I was a complete fool.
Suddenly I realized that she was staring back at me.
Now I have to tell you, I am not a big time ladies man. I am short, only 5'7" tall. I barely weigh in at 130 lbs. My foster mother and her sister have been reminding me that I would have been "a really cute girl" since before I can remember. I am hardly the big muscular jock that most beautiful women seem to be attracted to.
To make matters worse, I am not exactly well endowed in the genital area. I have a little 3 inch peepee that makes most girls giggle when they unzip my pants for the first time.
And that's not all. It gets even worse. I get kind of nervous when I get in the sack with a girl. I tend to have an orgasm quickly, I mean really quickly. Lots of times all a girl has to do is touch me and I shoot.
I only tell you this so that you can understand that I get kind of shy around women, especially beautiful women, women like the blonde who was now staring at me from across the room.
I wished that I could have been cool. I imagined myself giving her a sly wink and a little nod. I would have loved to have been able to walk over to her and say something really clever. Sam Spade in the Maltese Falcon was my hero. He would have known how to approach her.
Sadly that's not me. I'm not Sam Spade, I'm Stevie Wagner. I got nervous and stared at the floor. After a moment, I mustered up enough courage to look at her again. She was gone. I started to glance around the room looking for her when I heard a voice behind me.
"You're kind of shy aren't you?"
I turned around. It was her. Now I was terrified. I sort of managed to stammer an answer as I stared at the floor. "Yeah I guess so."
She laughed. "You really are shy." Then she took my hand. "Relax, I think you're cute. "I'm Sandra Monroe."
Her touch and soothing voice relaxed me a little. "Hi Sandra, I'm Stevie Wagner."
She playfully shook my hand. "Pleased to meet you Stevie. Hey, do you think you could rustle me up a glass of that wine you're drinking? I don't particularly like beer."
Sandra had a very easy going manner about her. Every time she spoke, I relaxed just a little bit more.
"Oh yeah, sure, I'd love to. Wait here. I'll be right back."
"I won't move an inch."
I got Sandra a glass of wine and we started to chat. She knew Tyler from law school. She was also in her second year.
As we talked we found out that we had a lot in common. We both grew up in the mid west. We liked watching football. We both played golf, we liked classical music and we loved reading mystery books. Her favorite mystery writer was Agatha Christie, mine was Rex Stout.
Time flew by. After awhile Sandra said, "Stevie, I'm having a really good time with you, but its noisy in here. Would you like to go somewhere a little quieter?."
"Yes, yes I would love to. I'm having a really good time with you to Sandra. Where would you like to go?"
"Do you have a place?"
"Sure, I have a little apartment near old town."
"Wanna take me there?"
This was dangerous ground. I started to get nervous again. "Yeah okay. umm sure."
Sandra realized what was happening. She laughed and took my hand. "Come on, I promise not to hurt you." She paused. "Can I ride with you? I came here with my roommate."
"Sure, of course. I would really like that."
"Promise you will get me home?" She was laughing.
I was relaxing again. "Yeah, I promise."
"Give me a minute. I have to find Julie and tell her where I am going. I'll be right back. Don't move, okay?"
"Don't worry, I'll stay right here."
I watched her weave through the crowd. She was beautiful. I couldn't keep my eyes off of her.
As I waited for Sandra to return, I thought about the turn of events. I was stunned by my good fortune. I had just met a beautiful woman who not only seemed to like me, she actually wanted to go home with me.
As I thought about this, fear and nervousness crept back into my mind. There was still a potential for disaster. Sandra didn't as yet know how pathetic I was in bed. Secretly I was actually hoping that things might not get that far. Sex had become traumatic for me.
Sandra finally found a bleached blonde. I don't say things like this very often, but I have to tell you that she looked really slutty.
They both looked at me and talked for a moment. Finally, Sandra kissed her friend on the cheek and started back towards me.
When she got back, she grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the door. "Lets go."
As we passed the bar she reached out and snared an unopened bottle of wine. "You brought these didn't you?"
I nodded and said, "Yes."
"Good, then we can take one. Most of these people are beer drinkers anyway."
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It was a short drive to my apartment. We found a parking place and went in. I was thankful that I had cleaned last night. The place looked good.
Sandra surveyed my humble home. "Very nice, you have wonderful taste. I love your oriental rugs. They must have cost a fortune."
I was about to mumble a polite thank you. Before I could Sandra handed me the bottle of wine and said, "Open this and put on some music. I have to go potty."
She was in charge. I was kind of relieved. I had never been with a woman who took charge so quickly. I really liked it.
As I was opening the wine I heard Sandra's voice. "Hey I love the Degas prints in here."
I turned. She'd left the bathroom door open. I could see her sitting on the toilet with her skirt pulled up to her waist and her little striped panties down around her ankles.
I realized I was staring. I turned away.
"Its okay, I'm not shy. You can look."
I turned back and watched as she took two squares of paper from the roll and dabbed at the lips of her pussy. She stood up, dropped the tissue into the toilet and flushed. As she bent down to pull up her panties, I noticed that she was shaved.
When she came out of the bathroom, I handed her a glass of wine. She held it up and said. "Cheers."
We both took a big sip.
"Hey lets look at your cd's."
We went to my stereo system. I had a selection of classical, jazz and blues.
Sandra flipped through the classical cd's and pulled out several Mozart concertos and put them into the cd player. "These will be nice."
She took me by the hand and led me to the couch. We set our wine on the coffee table and sat down.
I sat at one end of the couch. Sandra sat down and immediately slid over next to me. She picked up my arm and pulled it around her shoulder as she snuggled in next to me.
Like I said, she was in charge.
We chatted quietly, sipped our wine and listened to the music. I was in heaven.
Suddenly Sandra stopped talking. She set her wine glass down, took mine from my hand and also set it down. She turned to me, grabbed hold of my shirt, pulled my face to hers and kissed me hard on the lips.
"I really like you Stevie. I want to make love to you." She stood up, grabbed my hand and pulled me up from the couch. "Lets go to the bedroom."
Suddenly I was getting nervous again. I was glad that she was taking charge, but I was worried about what she was about to discover and how she might take it.
In the bedroom, She pushed me onto the bed. This gorgeous woman then stood in front of me and began a slow seductive striptease.
She looked me directly in the eyes, pulled her flimsy cotton crop top over her head and exposed her perfect tiny breasts.
She put her hands under those gorgeous breasts and pushed them together. "Look at my tits Stevie. Do you like them? They're not very big, but I think I have nice nipples." As she said this she took each nipple in her fingers and twisted them."
She started to tease me. "Would you like to do this Stevie? Do you want to play with Sandra's nipples. Take off your shirt. Show me your nipples." She laughed, "You can play with mine if I can play with yours."
I took off my shirt. As I did this, Sandra undid her jeans skirt and let it fall to her ankles. She stepped out of it and stood in front of me wearing only her little stripped panties.
"Take your pants off Stevie." There was no question about who was in charge. I would have done anything she told me to do.
I kicked my pants off and sat in front of her in my boxer shorts.
Sandra pulled her panties down and stepped out of them. She made one complete turn and showed me all of her nude body including that gorgeous ass. "You like?"
"Yes I like very much. You're beautiful."
She laughed. "You're sweet."
She pushed me back on the bed and pulled off my boxer shorts. She looked at my cock. All three inches stood erect.
This was the moment of truth. I have had women put their clothes on and leave at this point.
Sandra stared for a moment, then smiled. "Its really small, but don't worry baby, it's okay. I know lots of fun games.
I felt a great sense of relief. Sandra laid down on top of me. She took my hand and put it between her legs. She was really wet. This was a woman that was ready for sex.
As I started to massage her wet cunt, Sandra took my little cock in her hands and started to stroke me. I wanted to tell her to stop. I wanted to scream at her to stop. Sadly, I didn't have time. I felt that familiar feeling as my cock stiffened. I was powerless to stop what I knew was about to happen. A little dribble of semen suddenly spurted from my tiny penis and made a mess all over Sandra's hand.
She stopped and looked first at her hand and then at my softening cock. I was frozen with fear. I was certain that she was going to get dressed and leave.
She didn't. Instead she smiled at me, put her fingers to her lips and licked all of my semen off of them.
When she finished licking her fingers, she rolled over onto her back and pushed herself up on the bed so that her head was on my pillows.
Sandra spread her legs wide, fully exposing her wet cunt to my view. She pushed my face to her crotch and said, "Go down on me Stevie. Eat my pussy."
For the next hour I made oral love to this beautiful woman. I kissed her, I licked her, I sucked on her clit. I experimented. I did things that made her moan and I did things that made her pull back. I figured out what she liked. I learned how to give her pleasure.
After her fourth orgasm, she grabbed my hair and pushed my face away from her cunt. "Enough, that was wonderful." She pulled me up to her. My face glistened with her juices. She kissed me. "You are a wonderful lover Stevie."
I laid next to her full of pride. No woman had ever said that to me. I was madly in love. I'd also learned something else. I felt like I was born to eat pussy. This was my very first time, and I loved it.
Sandra looked at me. "Can I stay with you tonight? I mean if you want to you can take me home, but I would love to sleep with you, Could I"
I wanted to scream out yes but I controlled myself. "Sandra, I would love to have you stay the night. I would love that more than anything in the world."
She smiled and kissed me.
We got under the covers and snuggled up to each other.
Sandra fell asleep quickly.
I laid next to her for awhile and watched her sleep. She was beautiful.
She'd told me that I was a wonderful lover. As I fell asleep, I felt pride in the fact that tonight for the very first time in my life, I'd satisfied a woman.
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We slept in. The bright sun from my south window finally woke us.
My eyes opened before Sandra's. I laid quietly next to her and watched as she gradually moved from sleep to consciousness.
She slowly opened her eyes, recognized where she was and smiled at me. "Good morning lover." Then she kissed me. At first it was just a good morning kiss, but it quickly became more passionate.
I had an erection, but I didn't care. It was irrelevant. I knew what I wanted to do. I now knew how to satisfy a woman and it didn't involve my penis. I slid my lips to Sandra's breasts and suckled on her nipples for a few moments, then I moved on. My next stop was her cute little belly button. She giggled as I tickled her with my tongue. Still, this was not my final destination.
As my tongue approached her crotch, Sandra gently pushed me away and sat up. "Maybe I should go shower first."
I looked up at her with a questioning expression.
"I don't feel too clean down there right now."
I thought about this for a moment. I didn't want to wait. I wanted to taste Sandra right then. She was my love. She was my goddess. I worshipped her. There was nothing that her body could produce that would ever be unwholesome or unsavory to me. I was willing to feast on this woman at any time.
I smiled at her and said, "Don't worry, I'll make you very clean down there."
Sandra laughed out loud. "Are You offering me maid service?" She giggled. "I think I like this. Do I have a kinky little boyfriend? Oh I hope so." She took my face in her hands and held it firmly as she looked into my eyes. "Stevie do you want to be my little maid and clean my pussy for me?" She laughed. It wasn't a cruel laugh, she was just having fun. She was teasing me. We were playing a game.
She laughed again. "Oh I think that this might be fun"
While she was saying this, I was focused on the word, boyfriend. Sandra had called me her boyfriend. I didn't even dare to hope that she might have meant it seriously. Still it was all I could think about. At that moment I would have played any game in the world with her.
She slid to the foot of the bed and put her feet on the floor.
"Kneel between my legs." Sandra took complete control. I didn't have to speak. I only had to comply with her commands.
I became her willing servant. I did exactly as I was told. I got off the bed and got on my knees
She smiled at my obedience. "My, you are a good little boy aren't you." She took a deep breath. "Let's see just how good you can be."
She lifted her right foot off the ground and extended her leg. As she pushed the sole of her foot towards my face, she gave me my first order. "Kiss it."
Sandra's foot was tiny and delicate. Her skin was smooth and soft. Her toenails were painted a crimson red.
I cradled that delicate little appendage in my hands, took a deep breath, closed my eyes and reverently planted several soft kisses on the sole of her foot.
Sandra sighed as she felt my lips touch her. She started to whisper. "Oh baby, that feels so nice. Kiss my toes now."
She laid back. Her hand moved between her legs. She started to finger herself as I continued.
I was mesmerized. I gave each of her cute little toes a gentle kiss.
When I was done Sandra gave me another order. "Now my ankle. Kiss my ankle for me." Her eyes were closed. She wasn't watching me, she was reacting to the touch of my tongue.
I kissed the top of her foot and then the inside of her ankle.
Sandra sighed, she was enjoying this. "Now my knee. Kiss the inside of my knee."
I was beginning to understand her plan. She was slowly guiding me to that wonderful pleasure spot between her thighs.
I set Sandra's tiny foot back on the floor and planted my lips on the inside of her leg. I slowly kissed my way to her knee. I was trying to be good and obey Sandra's instructions. It was difficult, so very difficult. This was taking every bit of patience that I could muster. I longed to abandon my assigned task and end this frustrating game. I wanted to spread Sandra's legs, bury my face in her pussy and pleasure her with unbridled abandon. I wanted to make her scream in ecstasy.
Sandra wasn't ready to release me. She was enjoying herself. There was no doubt in my mind that she was acutely aware of the sexual tension that was building between us. She was deliberately teasing me with this little game. She now knew that she could control me and she was relishing her power.
Sandra gave me another order. "Now the inside of my thigh. I want to feel your lips on the inside of my thigh."
I had to spread Sandra's knees to comply with her directive. As I kissed the inside of her thigh, I could see the enticing lips of her shaved cunt out of the corner of my eye. It was maddening to be so close to my goal and still be denied access.
I continued to kiss Sandra. Each of my kisses moved me closer to my prize.
Suddenly Sandra grabbed me by my hair, held my face up and stared into my eyes. She pushed two fingers into her cunt. When she pulled her fingers out they glistened with her nectar.
She shoved the two fingers into my mouth. She wasn't gentle. "Taste my pussy Stevie. It needs to be cleaned. I want you to clean it for me baby. I want you to do a really good job cleaning it for me."
The sexual tension between us was maddening.
Sandra callously pushed my face into her cunt. "Lick me clean!
My part in this play was simple. I was to do exactly as I was told. My duty was to respond to the desires of my mistress.
Last night, I started my oral love making by gently kissing the lips of Sandra's cunt. This morning my instructions weren't to kiss Sandra's cunt, my orders were to clean it.
I started by licking the smooth skin to the right side of her pussy lips. I slowly worked my way down to the base of her cunt. I lingered on that little patch of skin between the bottom of Sandra's vagina and the beginning of her ass. As I lingered there, I had a strong desire to go lower. I can't really explain why, but for some reason I found the idea of exploring Sandra's ass with my tongue to be incredibly erotic.
I didn't do it. I chickened out. I was afraid that Sandra would think I was some kind of pervert.
As my tongue moved away from her ass and started its journey up the left side of her pussy, I thought I heard a sigh of disappointment from Sandra.
When I reached the top of Sandra's cunt I placed my mouth over her clitoris and gave it a soft wet tongue bath. I could feel Sandra's muscles tighten from the pleasure she was feeling.
We were both becoming increasingly excited. The game was becoming less important. It was time for pleasure. I moved my tongue to that wet crevasse between her pussy lips and started a long firm lick down to the base of her sex.
When I reached the bottom of Sandra's cunt, my tongue was again treading that thin boundary between her pussy and her ass. I was on my knees on the floor between Sandra's legs. I could see her little anus tucked in the valley between her cheeks. It was so inviting. I was fascinated with the idea of tasting her there.
I started to make little circles with my tongue in the space between Sandra's cunt and her ass. Each circle became a little bit larger and brought me a little bit closer to my secret goal.
On my third circle, Sandra suddenly pulled her feet up off of the floor and put them on the bed. This raised her hips, spread her ass cheeks apart and placed her asshole directly in front of my face.
"Do it Stevie. I can tell you want to. I want you to do it. I want to know what it feels like. Please do it for me. Even just a kiss would so hot."
That was all the prompting I needed. I placed my lips against Sandra's asshole and kissed her.
When she felt my lips make contact, she gasped with pleasure. Her fingers moved to her clitoris. She started to masturbate herself as I kissed her puckered little hole.
"Baby that feels so nice. I love having my ass kissed. Use your tongue, give my asshole a French kiss."
I pushed my tongue into Sandra's anus. I tasted her asshole for the very first time. I can't really explain why, but at that moment I felt like I could be happy spending the rest of my life on my knees licking this woman's ass.
"Stevie this is so hot. Lick my asshole, push your tongue into me"
I forced my tongue deeper into Sandra's asshole.
"Yes, that's right, deeper! push it in deeper. I want to feel your tongue deep inside me. I want you to taste me."
Sandra was frantically rubbing her clit while she was giving me directions. I felt her muscles start to tighten. The tension in her loins was building to a crescendo. She stopped moving. Suddenly her body erupted into an orgasm. She screamed and shook as the waves of pleasure cascaded through her torso. Her climax was so intense that I was actually afraid that something might be wrong. I pulled my tongue out of her ass and waited. Her orgasm lasted for almost a full minute. Finally, her muscles started to relax. I watched as her body went limp. Eventually, she fell back and laid still.
I wasn't sure what to do. I got worried. I pulled myself up on the bed next to her and asked, "Sandra are you okay?"
She smiled at me and sat up. "Stevie, I feel wonderful."
"Do you want me to go back down on you?"
She laughed, "No sweetheart, that orgasm took a lot out of me. I think I need a little break." She closed her eyes and laid back down on the bed.
I sat quietly and watched her for several minutes. She was relaxed, serene and happy.
Finally she opened her eyes, looked at me and smiled.
She pulled me down to the bed and kissed me. As she kissed me she reached down, took my tiny penis in her fingers and started to stroke me. It only took three strokes before I felt the familiar tingle in my loins and the little dribble of semen gushed out onto Sandra's fingers.
Sandra brought her fingers to her lips just like she did last night, only this morning she stopped. She got a very wicked look in her eyes, put her clean hand behind my head and held me still while she pushed her semen covered fingers into my mouth.
"Here's your final cleanup job. Lick my fingers nice and clean Stevie. Lick all of your cum off of them."
I did exactly as I was told.
When I was done, Sandra kissed me and said, "What a wonderful way to start the day, but now we have to get moving."
As Sandra stood up and started for the bathroom, an overwhelming sense of sadness came over me.
Sandra stopped when she noticed my expression. "Hey what's the matter babydoll?"
"Nothing."
She came back and sat down next to me again. "Tell me what's wrong sweetie."
"Well its just that I am afraid I am not satisfying you."
She laughed. "Baby I just had the most wonderful orgasm of my entire life."
"Yes, but we didn't, well you know, we didn't make love."
"Honey we just made love for over an hour."
"Yes but we didn't, you know, do it."
She laughed again. "Oh you mean we didn't fuck." She took me in her arms and held me. "Honey I can find guys with big cocks to fuck me any time I want. A sensitive lover like you is really rare." She kissed me on the forehead. "I think you're a wonderful lover." She kissed me again. "There, all better now?"
I smiled at her. She was wonderful. Her words made me confident again. I was a wonderful lover. In my mind I kept hearing her words over and over again, I was a wonderful lover. I was a wonderful lover.
It would be several weeks before I was to learn that there was a completely different way to interpret what Sandra had just said to me.
She stood up and ran into the bathroom. Just like last night, she left the door open. I watched as she sat down on the toilet. While she was peeing she said, "Get dressed. You need to drive me home so that I can shower and get some clean clothes."
She finished peeing, wiped her pussy and stood up. "I need to spend a couple of hours in the law library this afternoon. I have to study."
She bent over and picked up her panties. As she was putting them on she said, "I like you a lot Stevie." She paused. "I think you like me to. I want to see you again soon. Will you take me to dinner tonight?"
I was overjoyed. "I would love to take you to dinner tonight." I paused for a moment and mustered all of my courage. "Sandra, you're right. I really do like you a lot."
"Come here Stevie. Take me in your arms. Kiss me."
We kissed for several seconds. Finally Sandra broke it off. "Now we have to get busy."
We finished dressing and I drove her to her apartment. We agreed that I would pick her up that evening at 7:30. I was to make an 8:00 dinner reservation at The Kensington Grill.
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After I dropped Sandra off, I went downtown to one of our city's most exclusive jewelry stores. I was already in love. I wanted to buy Sandra a gift.
They showed me a white gold necklace studded with diamonds and rubies. I loved it, it was perfect. It was also expensive, very expensive. I didn't care, I made a lot of money and never spent any of it. As I was making my purchase, the saleslady pointed out the matching earrings. I bought those to. They were also expensive.
I went home and called for a dinner reservation. When I completed that task, I sat down and turned on a college football game. It was three o'clock, I had the rest of the afternoon to kill. Sometimes, the passage of time can be painfully slow.
At six I started to get ready. I moved slowly. I wanted to use up as much time as possible. At seven I tied my tie, put on my sport jacket, grabbed my gift and walked out to my car.
I took the long way to Sandra's. I pulled up in front of her apartment at seven twenty-eight. At seven thirty I rang her bell.
Sandra opened the door. She as wearing a black sequined top, black panties, fishnet nylon stockings and black patent leather spike heeled pumps. She was gorgeous.
I managed to stammer out, "You look beautiful."
She smile and kissed me on the cheek. "You're sweet, please come in. I'm almost ready, I just have to put on my skirt."
I held up my gift. "I bought you something today."
"Really? Can I open it now?"
"Yes, please."
I watched her remove the wrapping paper and open the jewelry box. I smiled when she took out the necklace.
"Its beautiful." She looked at me. "Stevie, are these stones real?"
I nodded and said, "yes." I felt very proud.
"Sweetheart, this must have cost you a fortune. I can't accept a gift like this."
I grinned at her. "Yes you can. I make lots of money. I can easily afford this." I paused. "Sandra, it's very hard for me to say things to other people, especially women, especially beautiful women like you. I guess this is my way of trying to tell you how much I like you."
Sandra laughed. "For a guy who can't talk to women, you just did a pretty good job." She shook her head. "Okay, you win." Sandra threw her arms around me and hugged me. "Stevie I love this necklace. It's beautiful. Its the most beautiful piece of jewelry that I have ever owned."
She laughed. "You know that you're spoiling me." She laughed more. "I love guys who spoil me." She kissed me. As she kissed me she whispered into my ear, "I think that I am going to have to be really naughty with you tonight."
I reached into my pocket and took out the small box with the earrings. " Oh by the way, these go with it."
Sandra took the box and opened it. She stared at the earrings for a moment then looked up at me. "Stevie, they're beautiful. Can I wear them tonight?"
My chest was swelling with pride. "I wish you would."
She held up the necklace and turned around. "Do the clasp for me."
I hooked the necklace.
Sandra took off the earrings she'd been wearing and put on the new earrings.
When she had them on, she looked at me and posed. "Do you approve?"
"Yes, very much."
"Give me a minute." Sandra grabbed her skirt and slipped it on. She checked herself in the full length mirror and turned to me. "There, I'm ready to go."
As we walked to the door, she stopped and picked up a small overnight bag. "I hope you don't mind, I'm bringing a bag with some extra clothes and my toothbrush. I'm hoping that I get to spend the night with you again."
I laughed. "I am of hoping you do to."
The Kensington Grill is an institution in our community. Celebrities, politicians and business people all frequent the restaurant. It's been open for over 70 years and it continues to be very chic. It is also very expensive.
The maitre d seated us at a table near the fireplace. Our waiter followed quickly and we ordered martini's. We sipped our drinks, chatted and surveyed the menu.
We had a second round of martini's. When we placed our dinner orders. I ordered a bottle of wine.
We talked and drank. Our appetizers came. Sandra told me about her life, I told her about mine. Time passed quickly. The wine was opened. As we drank more alcohol, the conversation became even more relaxed and easy. We got to know each other.
We finished our dinners. We finished the bottle of wine. The waiter asked us about dessert. Both of us were full. We ordered cognacs instead.
As we lingered over the cognac, Sandra looked at me and said, "Stevie I've enjoyed this weekend as much as any weekend I can ever remember. I have never been with a man who makes me feel as good as you make me feel.
I started to say something, but Sandra held up her hand and stopped me. "No let me finish."
She took a deep breath and continued. "Stevie I enjoy being with you. You're a lot of fun. I feel like I could sit and talk with you all night long. I think that in addition to being lovers, you and I are also becoming very good friends. I like that."
I smiled at her and said, "I like that to."
"But there's something else. You're the first guy I've gone out with who treats me like I'm something special. I like that Stevie. You put me up on a pedestal. You make me feel like I'm superior. You make me feel like a goddess."
I didn't really know what to say, so I just smiled some more.
"Stevie, most of the guys I know have to be in control. They want me to be submissive." She paused for a moment then started to laugh. "Don't get me wrong, I absolutely adore being dominated by a hot masculine guy who knows how to take charge." She shook her head. "They get me really wet between my thighs." She smiled at me. "But sometimes, its nice to have it different."
She thought for a moment. "Sometimes I want to be the dominant one. Sometimes I want to be the one in control. Stevie, you don't seem to mind if I take control. I like that, I like the fact that you'll let me be in control. I like the fact that you'll let me be the dominant one in our relationship."
She sighed. "But I do go wild for those macho guys. " She laughed, "but that's not really a problem. They're easy to find. I can get one of those guys anytime I want." Sandra paused for a moment. "No, what am I saying?" She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. "Stevie, I don't know what to do. The truth is I love all guys." She looked at me. "Sweetheart I really have a hard time saying no to a guy." She thought for a moment, then she smiled at me. "No the problem is, I don't want to say no to a guy."
I must have looked kind of confused. In truth, I was very confused. I wasn't exactly sure what to make of what Sandra was saying to me. I didn't understand why she was talking about other guys. It didn't help that both of us were pretty tipsy.
Sandra noticed my expression and stopped. Suddenly there was a look of fear in her eyes. "Oh no! Please Stevie I don't want to scare you away." She took my hand and looked into my eyes. "Baby what I'm trying to say is that I like you a lot. I think I might be falling in love with you."
All of the sudden everything she had just said became irrelevant. I only cared about one phrase. Sandra just told me that she might be falling in love with me. My heart soared.
I held her gaze and squeezed her hand. "Sandra, I think I'm falling in love with you to."
"Really?"
"Yes, really."
For a moment, we silently held hands and stared at each other.
Sandra was the first to break the spell. "Stevie, I really liked it when you kissed my ass this morning."
I had enough alcohol in me that Sandra's rather forward comment didn't disarm me too badly. In fact, I have to admit that it actually excited me.
I smiled at her, "I liked doing it."
"I was hoping you did." She stared at me. "When you did it, it made me feel really powerful. It made me feel like you were submitting to me. Did it make you feel that way?" Sandra looked directly into my eyes. "Stevie, when you kissed my ass this morning did you feel like you were submitting to me?"
My first thought was that two large martini's, a half a bottle of wine and a large cognac certainly loosen up Sandra's inhibitions.
I wasn't exactly sure what to say. For a moment I had a little debate with myself.
I'm not going to try to tell you that I'd never had thoughts about submitting to a dominant woman. Quite frankly, it had been a pretty common masturbation fantasy for me since I was about 19. Still, its a big step to go from having a secret fantasy to revealing that fantasy to anyone, especially the woman you're falling in love with.
I had to admit that I really did have fun that morning and the idea of being sexually submissive to Sandra was pretty exciting. Deep down inside, I knew what I wanted to say. I knew that I wanted to bare all of my secrets to this woman.
It was also true that she was one hundred percent correct. In my mind that was exactly what I was doing this morning.
I swallowed hard. The alcohol gave me the courage I needed.
"Yes Sandra, that's exactly what I was thinking when I kissed you down there this morning."
Sandra giggled. "Down there?" She looked in my eyes. "What does down there mean Stevie." Sandra was toying with me now.
I was embarrassed. I stared at the floor and played with my napkin.
"Come on Stevie, say it. Where did you kiss me this morning?"
I took a deep breath. "Your ass, I kissed your ass."
"Stevie, what part of my ass did you kiss?" Sandra wasn't going to let me off easy.
I swallowed hard. "Your asshole. I kissed your asshole.
"That's right, but you didn't just kiss it did you. What else did you do Stevie?"
This was starting to get easier for me. I looked at Sandra and said, "I licked it. I licked your asshole."
Sandra grinned at me. "Yes you did sweetheart, and I loved it."
I smiled at her and said, "So did I."
Sandra smiled back at me. "Really? Oh baby, that is so hot."
She leaned across the table. In a low whisper she said, "Stevie, I'm feeling like a really naughty girl right now. I want to take you home and make you my bitch. I want to ride your face while you eat my pussy and lick my asshole."
I may have a tiny little dick, but at that moment it was solid granite.
"I think I'd better find our server and settle our bill."
Sandra smiled. It was a wicked smile. "Baby doll, Give me your credit card. I want to settle the bill with the waiter. I want him to know that I'm in charge."
One of the things that I was to learn about Sandra is that she loves sex games and she gets right into playing them.
I handed her my credit card and said, "Go for it Mistress Sandra."
She laughed and said, "Oh my. I think that this might turn out to be a really kinky evening."
She turned and surveyed the restaurant. She spotted our server and called to him. He came right over. He was a bit confused. He seemed to think that I was the one who should have summoned him.
"Is everything all right Madam?"
"Yes everything is fine. We would like our check."
"Yes of course, right away madam."
Sandra was in charge now.
The waiter returned. She gave the bill a quick glance and handed him my credit card.
When the waiter returned she took the credit card bill, added a tip to it and signed it.
When she was done, she passed it back to the waiter and stood. "Come Stevie dear, Its time for us to go home."
As we walked away from the table, I asked Sandra whose name she'd signed. She smiled at me and said, "Yours of course."
While we were leaving the restaurant, Sandra noticed a hallway that led to a private dining room. The lights were off, no one seemed to be in there.
Suddenly she grabbed me by the neck tie and said, "Follow me".
She led me down the hallway and into the dining room. As she closed the door behind her she pushed me to my knees, lifted her skirt up to her waist and pulled her panties away from her crotch.
"Eat me, eat my pussy right here bitchboy."
I was a little shocked and a little nervous. I'd lived a very conservative life. This was by far the wildest thing that I'd ever done.
I started kissing and licking Sandra's cunt. It took about me about five minutes to bring her to an orgasm. I was a little worried because Sandra tends to be kind of a screamer when she cums, but she was able to keep herself under enough control that we avoided making a scene.
When we were done, we ran to the valet parking booth and retrieved my car. As we drove out of the parking lot, we both broke out laughing.
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In the car we talked a little about what we were going to do when we got home. I told Sandra about some of my fantasies regarding dominant women and she told me about some of the things that excited her.
When we got to my apartment, Sandra sat in my easy chair. I was about to sit on the couch when she snapped her fingers and pointed to a spot on the floor near her feet.
"Kneel there." As I knelt down at her feet, she began. "Stevie, we need to establish a few ground rules. First and foremost, tonight you are not my equal. You are subservient to me in all ways. Is that perfectly clear and acceptable? If it is not you must tell me now and our evening will end."
It was very acceptable to me and the last thing I wanted was to end this wonderful evening.
"Yes Sandra, I accept that."
"Good." She looked at me. "I will address you in any manner I choose." She paused to think. "Let me see, how should you address me? That mistress stuff is kind of hackneyed. I think you should call me Ms. Monroe. Yes, I like that. For the rest of the night, you are to call me Ms. Monroe. Do you understand?'
"Yes Ms. Monroe."
"Very good. Now, we are going to have to do some experimenting. We are going to want to find the things that we enjoy and the things that we don't enjoy.
Sandra laughed. "This is easy for me. I am going to demand that you do all the things that get me hot."
She grabbed my face and held it firmly as she spoke. "Let there be no question about this, my pleasure is going to be of foremost importance tonight. Your pleasure will mainly be derived from pleasuring me. Is that clear bitch boy?"
I tried to nod my head yes but Sandra was holding me too tightly.
She smiled and let go of me. "Obviously, I want this to be fun for both of us so I think that we need a code so you can tell me when your having fun and when your not having fun." She thought for a moment. "Yes, that's a good idea, we need a little code and I know just what it should be."
She looked at me intently. "Listen carefully. If I am doing something that you really like, something that you really want me to pursue, I want you to beg me not to do it. Hearing you begging me to stop will get me really turned on. If I'm doing something that hurts you or you find unpleasant." She stopped. "Now bear in mind, part of the fun is that I am going to make you do some unpleasant things, but if you really don't want me to do something or if I am inflicting too much pain, use the word dull. Will this work for you Stevie?"
I looked up at Sandra and said, "Please Ms. Monroe I beg you not to call me names."
Sandra laughed and playfully slapped the top of my head..
I smiled at her. "I understand your code very well. I will use the word dull if I really need to, but only if I really need to.
"Alright wimp, enough talk." Sandra stood up. "Undress me."
Our first evening of kinky sex began. Some of the things we tried got us both really hot. Some of the games we tried made us both laugh.
Sandra's code kind of worked, but the truth was, we weren't doing anything that was all that bizarre so we really didn't need a code. It did get to be pretty hot when I would start begging Sandra not to do something that I was enjoying and she would pretend to be a ruthless bitch and "force" me do it anyway.
We finished the evening with Sandra riding my face while I laid on my back on the bed . This was really good position for her, because she got to control where I had my tongue. If she rocked forward I was licking her cunt and if she rocked back I was licking her ass. I brought her to three orgasms while we were doing that. After her last orgasm, she leaned forward, took my cock in her fingers and jacked me off. As usual it took about three strokes and I came all over her fingers. This time however, she didn't lick up any of my cum. She simply put her messy fingers into my mouth and had me do all of the cleaning by myself.
When I was done, we both collapsed into each others arms. It had been a very big day for us. We were tired and we needed to sleep.
When I kissed Sandra goodnight, she whispered into my ear. "I love you Stevie. I want to stay with you. I think I want to stay with you forever."
I gently kissed her on the forehead and said, "I love you to Sandra and I would love to stay with you forever."
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The next three weeks were wonderful. Sandra did partially move in with me, but she also kept her half of her apartment with Julie. She spent three nights a week with me and the other four staying with Julie.
Sandra told me that those four nights were her study nights. She contended that because of its proximity to the law school, her old apartment was a more convenient place for her to stay on her study nights
I didn't care. As far as I was concerned, everything was wonderful. The three nights a week that Sandra spent with me were heaven.
Our sex life was magnificent. Some nights we had "kinky sex" and some nights we made love in our "usual way". Our "usual way" involved Sandra lying on her back relaxing on the bed while I licked her to several orgasms. When she was completely satisfied Sandra would make me cum by giving my little penis a few quick strokes, then we would fall asleep in each others arms.
As time passed, Sandra and I learned more about each other. As we became better acquainted we grew even closer. In addition to being lovers, we became very close friends. We spent hours talking and laughing. We started playing golf together on Saturday afternoons. On Sundays we did the New York Times Crossword puzzle in the morning and watched professional football during the afternoon.
We also started to socialize with Bill and Cindy Johanson.
I went to college with Bill and Cindy. They were my closest friends. Shortly after we started dating, Sandra and I went out to dinner with them. Cindy and Sandra liked each other immediately. They quickly became friends. This was nice for Bill and I because it made it easier for us to get together.
Things were going so well.
Sadly it all came to an abrupt halt on the last Thursday in September.
I had just bought a new driver. If you don't play golf a driver is a golf club, an expensive golf club.
Tyler Cummings, the guy who had hosted the party where Sandra and I first met, told me that he wanted to try my old driver. He thought that he might like to buy it. That was fine with me. I was actually willing to give it him. He was a good friend of mine and I really didn't need the money.
I got done with work a little early on that Thursday. It was a study day for Sandra so she was going to be staying at her apartment that night. I really didn't have anything to do so I decided to drop by Tyler's place and give him the golf club.
As I pulled up in front of his town house, I was pleasantly surprised to see that Sandra's car was parked in front of Tyler's garage door. Sandra had mentioned that she and Tyler frequently studied together, so I assumed that was what they were doing.
I was happy as I got out of the car. I wouldn't stay long, I didn't want to interrupt their studying, but it was still going to be a nice little bonus to see Sandra.
I rang the doorbell and waited. No one answered. I rang again, still no one answered. Maybe they were out on the patio. They had to be there, that was definitely Sandra's car in the driveway. I pounded on the door.
Finally, I heard movement in the living room.
The door partially opened. Tyler was wearing his bathrobe. He stood in the doorway. He didn't invite me in.
"Hey Ty, I was in the neighborhood and I thought I would drop this driver off for you." I handed him the golf club.
He took it and said, "Thanks Stevie. Hey listen buddy, I'd invite you in but this isn't a very good time for me. I'm kind of entertaining a girl right now. You know what I mean?"
I got kind of puzzled. "Okay, I understand, but Ty then where's Sandra?
"What do you mean Stevie? I haven't seen Sandra."
"Ty, that's her car in your driveway."
"Oh yeah, I guess it is. Listen Stevie..."
"Stevie?" It was Sandra's voice. I pushed the front door open. She was standing in Ty's bedroom door. She was naked.
"Stevie, I can explain."
I looked at her for a moment then I said, "What, you were studying and you spilled some food on your clothes so you had to put everything in the washer and study naked?"
I turned back to Ty. "I thought you were my friend."
He laughed. "Stevie, you are my friend, but listen to me. Sandra and I met last year during the opening week of law school. We've been fuck buddies ever since. We get together at least twice a week just to screw." He laughed again. "Hell from what I hear she's not getting anything from you."
"Ty stop it. You not helping."
"Not helping? Sandra he has a right to know."
I looked at both of them. "Know what Ty. What do I have a right to know."
"Please Ty, I beg you don't do this."
"Stevie your girlfriend is the law school slut. She's banging about a third of the student body and at least four professors. Why do you think she has to have all those "study nights."
I looked at Sandra. "Is this true?"
She hung her head. "Yes its true. I tried to tell you that first Saturday night at the restaurant, but I couldn't. I was afraid I'd scare you away. Stevie, I'm sorry. I didn't want you to find out this way."
I was hurt. I was confused. I didn't know what to do or say. I turned and walked out of Ty's living room.
As I walked to my car I heard Sandra at Ty's front door.
"Please Stevie, Don't go. I love you."
As I got into my car I looked back at Ty's town house. Sandra was standing on the front steps. She was still naked.
I put my car into gear and drove off.
I Started to drive. I wasn't going anywhere. There really wasn't anyplace to go, so I just kept driving.
After several hours it started to get dark. I didn't care. I just kept driving.
I couldn't get the image of Sandra standing naked in Ty's bedroom door out of my head. I couldn't focus on anything but that image. Driving seemed to help a little, so I just kept driving.
About 10:00 I realized that I was getting hungry. I found a gas station that had a fast food outlet attached to it. I used the bathroom, got something to eat and filled my gas tank. I got back into my car and started to drive again.
About midnight I decided to call my old friend Larry in California. It was only 10:00 there. He would still be up. I turned on my cell phone.
There were three messages from Sandra. There was also one from Bill and Cindy. I deleted the messages from Sandra and listened to the one from Bill and Cindy. They'd heard about what happened. Sandra had called them. They said she was frantic. She didn't know what to do, she just didn't want to lose me.
Yeah right.
I called Larry. He was up. I didn't mention Sandra. He didn't ask about her. Good old Larry, he never could pay much attention to peoples personal lives. That was why I called him. I wasn't ready to pour my heart out, I just wanted to hear a friendly voice.
We talked football for about 20 minutes. It was just what I needed. When we finished our conversation I turned off my telephone and headed home. I'd had enough driving.
I'd spent most of the night driving in circles, so I actually never went very far. I pulled up in front of my apartment in about 20 minutes. I checked my messages. There were four from Sandra and two from Bill and Cindy. I skipped all of them.
I poured myself three fingers of scotch and turned on my computer. I decided that a little porn might take my mind off of the days events.
I started with the sites dealing with dominant women. Lately, they had become my favorites. Tonight they left me cold. I guess that they just reminded me too much of Sandra and I and some of the games we played.
I found a site that provided general picture galleries and movie clips. I clicked on a set of pictures showing a young good looking couple having sex. They reminded me of Sandra and Ty. I looked at the pictures. As I enlarged each one I started to imagine that these two really were Sandra and Ty.
The funny thing was, that as I looked at the pictures, I didn't feel sad. In fact, my feelings were almost the exact opposite. I got excited. It didn't seem right to me. I was completely baffled by it, but there was no denying it, I had an erection.
I enlarged another picture. The beautiful blonde who looked just like Sandra was holding this guy's huge cock and licking the shaft.
Ty and I lived in the same dormitory in college. I'd seen his cock many times while he showered in the large community bathroom. He was hung. He had a cock that must have been at least nine inches long. It was easy to understand why Sandra picked him as a fuck buddy.
I flipped through all of the pictures. I selected several that I really liked and downloaded them to my hard drive.
I closed the web site and opened up two of the pictures. I already described the first one to you. It was the picture that showed Sandra (the woman who looked like Sandra) licking the shaft of Ty's huge cock.
The second picture showed my pretend Sandra lowering herself onto Ty's erect penis. It was her expression that really caught my attention. She seemed to be almost sneering at me. It was like she was saying, I am your dominant girlfriend. This is my right wimpboy.
Wow, as I was looking at the picture I realized that in my mind I was meshing the submissive/dominant relationship that Sandra and I had with her infidelity.
I was really confused by these feelings. I wasn't at all sure that I wanted to have this reaction, but I couldn't deny the facts. Looking at these two pictures and imagining that they were Sandra and Ty was getting me very aroused.
I unzipped my pants, took out my little penis and started to stroke myself while I looked at the pictures. As I masturbated, I imagined Sandra licking and sucking Ty's huge cock. Then I imagined her mounting him and riding his enormous dick while she had several screaming orgasms.
As I heard those imagined screams of ecstasy, my own little cock squirted its dribblet of semen all over my fingers.
I sat for a moment. What was going on in my mind? This was all way too confusing. I decided that it was time for bed. Maybe a little sleep and a new day would help me understand all of this.
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The next morning I allowed myself to sleep in for an extra hour. I really didn't want to take the day off. I needed to go to the office. I had to try to get my mind off of Sandra.
I also had a lot of work to do.
Early in this story I briefly alluded to what I do for a living. I work for an investment firm. You could say that I am a stockbroker, but that really wouldn't be accurate.
I was hired as a stockbroker, but my firm quickly learned that I had other talents. You might say that I am an investment researcher. I start by reading medical, pharmaceutical and technical journals. I'm searching for people making new discoveries and creating new products.
When I find an interesting group of people, I start to investigate them. I try to find answers to key questions. How well organized are they. How much management skill do they have. How good is their idea. Do they have enough financial resources to get off the ground. When I find a group that looks promising, I put them on a watch list.
I currently have 124 separate groups on this watch list. I regularly monitor their progress and alert and advise my associates when these companies become viable investment opportunities.
The first task I had when I got into work on Friday morning was to check on the progress of Bentine Pharmaceuticals.
Bentine was potentially the best find of my career. I read about them in a pharmaceutical journal about a year ago. They had discovered a new pain reliever. Their first studies were incredibly encouraging. There was a possibility that this was a miracle drug.
I put them on my watch list. Nine months ago the company went public. The first stock offering was at $4.00 per share. I advised our clients to invest.
I also invested. Now I may be young, but I work hard. By the time I graduated from college I had bought, rehabed and sold 4 houses.
I also own three apartment buildings. I currently live in one of them.
I had resources. I decided that Bentine was an excellent gamble. I borrowed money and liquidated assets. I raised over $400,000 and invested it all in Bentine. I personally bought a 100,000 shares.
I am not the only person that does what I do. Within 3 weeks the price of Bentine stock hit $30.00 per share. When it got to $34.00 I sold 15,000 shares and paid off my debts. The stock leveled off at that price and has stayed there for the last 8 months.
Three months ago the company submitted the data on their pain reliever, now commonly referred to as Bentine, to the FDA. They are seeking the right to manufacture and sell it.
FDA approval is expected within the next two weeks. If Bentine is approved, the company becomes very stable and the mutual funds will move in. The price of Bentine stock will sky rocket and I will have made many of my firm's clients and myself very rich people.
I checked the news releases and the Bentine Pharmaceutical web site. There was still no word. The answer from the FDA was still expected soon, but no one was exactly sure how soon.
I turned my attention to other projects. I was scheduled to visit a new tech company in Dallas next week. I was just opening their file when my telephone rang.
"Stevie, this is Cindy. We have been trying to reach you. Are you okay? Sandra called us last night and told us what happened. Stevie, Bill and I are both so sorry. Were really worried about you. Are you okay?"
"Cindy, slow down. Yes, I'm okay. I'm feeling pretty sad right now, but don't worry about me. I'm a tough guy. I'll get through this."
"Stevie, we know you will, but Bill and I are still worried."
"Well thank you, I appreciate your concern, but I'll be all right."
"Stevie, Sandra came to our house last night. She's completely broken up about this. She really likes you."
"Yeah well it appears that she really likes Ty Cummings and a lot of other guys to."
"I know Stevie. She's no angel, and she hurt you, but she spent a lot of time crying at our house last night."
"Hey I spent some time crying last night to."
I understand. You're hurt and your mad. I don't blame you. I just want you to know that she also feels really bad."
"Thanks Cindy. I appreciate your concern."
"Stevie, Bill and I are having a little dinner party next Tuesday. We want you to be there. We want to see you. Can you make it?"
I looked at my calendar. I was relieved to see that I was scheduled to be in Dallas Tuesday night. I liked Bill and Cindy, but I wasn't quite ready for a dinner party.
"Hey Cindy, I would love to, but Tuesday night I'm scheduled to be in Dallas on business. Sorry, maybe another time."
"Okay, but well miss you. I'll have Bill call you. Maybe the two of you can play golf this weekend."
"I would love that Cindy, tell him to call."
"I will. Bye Stevie"
"Bye Cindy."
I hung up the telephone and went back to work.
I worked quickly and got out of the office by 3:00. I was at the golf course by 3:30 and got in nine holes before it got dark.
Saturday and Sunday I played 36 holes each day. It was a good healthy way to keep my mind off of Sandra. Cindy did let Bill out of the house and my first 18 holes on Sunday were with him. Bill's my best friend. It was fun to play golf with him.
Friday night, Saturday night and Sunday night were tough. Sandra and I usually spent those nights together.
Each night I followed the same pattern. I cooked a nice dinner and tried to watch a movie. Eventually I gave up on the movie and went back to the internet porn sites.
I started looking for cheating wife sites. I found them. They led me to the cuckold sites. I read and I learned. I was still confused, but a seed was being planted. It was still open to question as to whether or not the seed would sprout and flourish, but the seed was there. The idea of allowing myself to become a cuckold was becoming more and more interesting.
I finished each evening looking at pictures and movie clips of couples having sex. I sought out women who reminded me of Sandra.
Monday was a quiet day at the office. There was still no word about Bentine Pharmaceuticals. I read some journals and contacted some clients. I left work at three and got in 9 holes of golf.
Monday night I went to bed early and got a good nights sleep. It was my first really good night of sleep since the confrontation at Ty Cumming's town house.
Tuesday was busier. My plane was leaving for Dallas at 3:00. I spent the morning in my office cleaning up loose ends before I had to go.
It was 12:30. I was just packing my brief case for my trip when Arnie Turner, one of the firms three partners, walked into my office.
"The Bentine web site just put out a bulletin. The FDA is going to make its announcement about Bentine at 8:00 am tomorrow morning"
I set my brief case down. "I think that I'd better delay my trip."
"My secretary has already called Dallas. Your visit has been rescheduled for next week. Janice is on the telephone with the airlines changing your flight right now."
"Thanks Arnie."
"You're welcome. Let's get busy. We have lots of clients to contact this afternoon."
I spent the next three hours making nonstop telephone calls. Our clients owned a considerable quantity of Bentine stock. We were advising them to be ready to start selling it sometime tomorrow afternoon.
About four o'clock I took a break. I was sitting back with my feet on my desk drinking a diet soda when I remembered Bill and Cindy's dinner party. I still didn't want to go, but they were my best friends. I felt obligated to call them and tell them that I was going to be in town.
I placed the call. Cindy answered.
"Hello."
"Hi Cindy."
"Hi Stevie. I thought you would be on your way to Dallas by now."
"No, that's why I'm calling. Something came up. My trip has been postponed until next week. I'm checking to see if tonight's dinner invitation is still open."
There was a long pause. "Gosh Stevie, um I don't know. Let me think."
I picked up on her hesitation. "Hey Cindy, its okay. If you've filled the table I understand. We can make it another time."
Suddenly her tone changed. "No Stevie, you're our best friend. There is always room for you at our dinner table. I'll make it work. Its just that......"
"What, what's the matter?"
"Oh nothing Stevie. Don't mind me. I just get nervous over little things. I'll work it out. Listen we would love to have you join us for dinner. Cocktails at 7:00 and dinner at 8:00 okay?"
"I'll be there Cindy."
"Good, Bill will be happy to hear you're coming. Bye see you at 7:00."
"Bye Cindy."
I picked up the telephone and got busy again. I didn't finish my last call until 6:00.
I cleaned off my desk and rushed home.
I took a quick shower and put on a clean shirt and tie.
I looked at my watch. It was almost 7:00. I was running a little late. I hurried out the door.
On my way over, I took an extra moment to stop at a liquor store to pick up a bottle of wine. I wanted to bring Cindy a hostess gift.
I looked at my watch as I pulled up in front of Bill and Cindy's house. It was 7:15. I was just a little bit late.
Bill opened the door before I had a chance to ring the bell.
"Hey buddy, I'm glad you could make it. Come on in."
I stepped into the front hall.
"Listen Stevie, I have to warn you...."
"Hi stevie." It was Cindy. It was obvious that she had already had a couple of martinis. She was pretty loose.
"Hi Cindy. Thanks for including me at the last minute." I held out the bottle of wine. "For the hostess."
She took the gift and kissed me on the cheek. "Thanks Stevie, you're sweet. Come into the living room, I have some people I want you to meet."
As I followed Cindy into the living room I heard Bill behind me saying, "Stevie wait just a minute."
Unfortunately he was a little too late. When I entered the living room, I looked around and stopped dead in my tracks. There were three couples seated there.
It was the couple on the couch that drew my attention. A distinguished looking man in his mid thirties was seated at the end of the sofa. Sandra was snuggled up next to him. Her legs were curled under her and her arm was draped around his shoulder.
Sandra hadn't noticed me. Her attention was focused on her date. She turned as Cindy started to introduce me.
I could see a moment of confusion in her eyes as she recognized me. Her expression quickly turned to a look of horror. She was like a kid who was caught being bad. She sat up straight, put her feet on the floor and moved away from her date.
I was frozen. I couldn't move. Finally, I realized that Cindy was introducing me to everyone.
I sort of nodded to each person as Cindy said their name. When she got to Sandra's date she said, "This is Roger Franklin. Roger is a professor at the law school."
We nodded to each other. Cindy finished the introductions by saying, "And of course you know Sandra."
I just kind of mechanically nodded. Sandra stared at the floor. She couldn't even look at me."
I stood like a dummy for several seconds. The situation was incredibly awkward.
I was a single person at a party with four couples. That was embarrassing enough. Still, I might have been able to endure that, but I could not stomach the idea of spending the evening watching Sandra as she sat with this incredibly handsome man. Knowing that it was likely that she was going to let him fuck her later that night made it even more painful. I knew that I had to get out of there as quickly as I could.
I turned and went back into the front hall. Bill stopped me.
"I'm sorry buddy. I got home late from work. I just found out you were coming a few minutes before you got here. I tried to warn you when you came in. Cindy feels awful. She didn't know what to do. You might notice that she resolved it by having three martini's"
"Hey Bill, It's all my fault. I put Cindy in a bad spot when I called her so late in the day. Listen, you're my best friends. I know you would never deliberately do anything to hurt me."
We nodded at each other.
"But hey, you understand that I can't do this, not tonight, not this soon, Okay?"
"Yea I understand buddy. I am sorry we got you into this."
"Don't worry, I already said it was all my fault."
"You gonna be okay?"
"Yeah, I'll be fine. Give my regrets to Cindy."
"Okay, I'll call you."
He closed the door behind me and I started walking to my car. I was halfway down the side walk when I heard the front door open again.
I turned, Sandra was running to me. "Stevie wait. I have to talk to you."
She stopped when she was right next to me. "Stevie, I'm sorry. I didn't know you were coming. Please believe me, I never would have brought Roger if I knew you were going to be here. Cindy told me you were going to Dallas. I don't want to hurt you. I don't ever want to hurt you."
She took my hand. "I'm really glad I got to see you. I miss you so much."
"I miss you to Sandra."
I let go of her hand.
As I walked the rest of the way to my car, she said, "Stevie I still love you."
I turned and smiled at her. "I still love you to Sandra."
As I got into my car she said, "Really?"
I looked at her and said, "Yes really."
She stood at the curb watching as I drove away.
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I drove straight home. I was upset, but nowhere near as upset as I had been last Thursday. I guess that I was getting used to the idea of Sandra seeing other guys.
As I drove I became increasingly aware of the fact that I was actually more aroused than upset.
Suddenly, a very strange thought came into my head.
While I was standing in Bill and Cindy's living room, I'd felt like I couldn't possibly tolerate the humiliation and pain of watching Sandra as she cuddled and fawned over this other man.
Now, in the car going home, I started to think about how exciting it would have been if I'd been forced to sit there and watch while the woman I loved cuddled and fawned over her date for the evening.
As I thought about this, I realized that it might have been even more humiliating and erotic if Sandra and I were married. I imagined everyone at the dinner chuckling behind my back as they watched my wife brazenly cheating on me with another man.
Somewhere deep inside of me, I began to think that maybe I would enjoy having Sandra humiliate me by openly sleeping with other men.
What was wrong with me. When did humiliation become erotic for me.
Was this some form of masochism? Was humiliation my pain?
I pulled up in front of my apartment and parked my car. I shook my head. This was all very confusing. As I got out, I realized that I was certain about one thing. There was no denying the fact that once again I was excited by the idea of Sandra dating another man.
I hurried into to my apartment, sat down on my couch, unzipped my pants and took out my little cock. I closed my eyes and started to stroke my penis while I formed a mental image of Sandra and her date.
I didn't need dirty pictures from the internet. Tonight, my own imagination was better.
The picture in my mind was very clear. I could see Roger and Sandra leaving the party early. On the way to his car they couldn't keep their hands off of each other.
When they got into the car, Roger took Sandra into his arms and kissed her. As they kissed, Sandra's hand moved to Rogers crotch. She unzipped his pants and took out his monstrous cock.
Roger broke off their kiss. He wanted Sandra in his bed. He put his car into gear and started to drive to his house. While he drove, Sandra went down on him. It took all of Roger's concentration to keep his focus on his driving while Sandra was giving him head.
When they arrived at Roger's apartment they hurried inside. They were aroused. They were excited. They wanted pleasure.
Once inside his apartment they tore each other clothes off as they made their way to Roger's bedroom.
In the bedroom Sandra pushed her lover onto the bed and laid down beside him. She took his massive cock in her hands and started to stroke it and kiss it.
When she put Roger's huge erection into her mouth, he started to finger her sopping pussy.
Their excitement was growing, it was becoming nearly unendurable. They both needed satisfaction.
Sandra wanted Roger's huge phallus inside of her. She climbed on top of him and slowly impaled herself on his magnificent spear. She loved the way that it stretched her and filled her as it penetrated to the depths of her womb.
Once Roger's huge cock was completely inside her, Sandra started to move up and down. She closed her eyes as she slowly fucked her lover. The pleasure was almost excruciating for her.
As Sandra quickened her pace, their passion grew.
Roger decided it was time for him to take control. He lifted Sandra off of his cock and rolled her onto her back. As she spread her legs for him, Roger mounted Sandra and pushed his erect cock back into her sopping wet vagina.
Roger was on top of Sandra. His cock was buried deep inside of her cunt. He was in control. He was now the one doing the fucking. His thrusts were deep and hard. He wasn't being a gentle lover. He was rough and Sandra loved it. They weren't making love anymore, they were screwing.
Their pace quickened. Sandra wrapped her legs around Rogers back. She moved her hips to meet each of his powerful thrusts. She was in ecstasy. She wanted this to go on forever. Suddenly she felt her lover's muscles tighten. She knew what was coming. She bucked harder. She felt the tension in her own muscles begin to grow. Her pleasure intensified. Suddenly she felt Roger's semen shooting into the back of her womb. That was all she needed. Sandra screamed as her body erupted into a volcanic orgasm.
Suddenly, I felt my own tiny penis stiffen. The familiar wave of pleasure pulsed through my own body as my tiny cocklet squirted its little dribble of semen onto my fingers.
As I relaxed and melted into my chair, I imagined Sandra and Roger cuddled together on the bed. This other man's softening cock was still buried deep inside the cum filled womb of the woman I loved.
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I got to work by 7:00 the next morning. This was going to be a big day for me. The office was alive with activity. People were making last minute telephone calls and sending off emails.
I got a cup of coffee and sat at my desk reading journals. My preparations for the day were already complete.
At 7:55 we all gathered in the conference room. The FDA announcement would be made on several internet web sites. We were monitoring all of them.
The announcement came shortly after 8:00 am. Bentine was approved for manufacture and sale. A cheer went up in the room.
Now the experienced brokers took over. When trading started they watched the trends. The price of Bentine Pharmaceutical stock shot from $37.00 per share to $64.00 a share in less than 15 minutes. Some of the younger brokers, including me, started to get excited. Arnie Turner put his hand up. The group quieted. "Everyone relax, this is just the first wave of buying. These are people looking for a quick profit. The heavy hitters won't get in for a while yet.
We still couldn't squash our excitement. The experienced traders kept telling us to calm down and be patient. Finally Avery Patterson, the senior partner stood up. "Everyone go back to your desks. Make some telephone calls, read your email or look at some new projects. Arnie is right, the long term investors won't start making their moves until lunchtime." Avery and Arnie herded everyone out and closed the conference room.
I followed their directions and returned to my office. I sat down at my desk and decided to check my email. I had 14 messages.
The eighth message caught my attention. It was from SMonroe. That was Sandra.
I opened it up and started to read.
Stevie
I am so sorry about last night. I really didn't know you were coming. When you told Cindy that you were going to be out of town, she immediately called and invited me. Cindy and I have become very good friends in the past few weeks. We call each other daily.
She told me that she and Bill and two other couples would be there, so she asked me to bring a date.
I called Roger. Before I met you, he was the guy I used for social situations like this one. He's a law school professor and good at party conversation. Yes, I do sleep with him. He has been one of my regular lovers for over a year now. I'm not telling you this to hurt you, I just imagined that you were wondering and I have made a promise to myself that no matter what else happens, I will never lie to you or hide the truth from you again.
Sweetheart, you really put Cindy in a tizzy when you called her yesterday afternoon.
I know you, I understand exactly why you called. They're your best friends and you were actually going to be in town. You felt obligated to let them know you were available. Its one of your best qualities. You are completely loyal to your friends. Honey this is one of the many reasons that I have fallen madly in love with you.
I talked with Cindy for a while after you left. By the way, if you didn't notice, she was really drunk. Cindy apologized over and over again. She told me that when you called she didn't know what to do. Both of us are her good friends. She didn't want to tell either of us to not come.
She tried to call Bill, but he was out of his office. She tried to call him on his cell phone, but it was off. When he got home she learned that he'd turned it off because he was in an important meeting.
She decided to make herself a martini to calm her nerves. The first one didn't really help so she made a second one.
Bill got home just before the party started. By that time Cindy was already looped.
You know the rest.
Stevie, if you get a chance today, give Cindy a call. She thinks you must hate her.
The party sort of fizzled after you left. Cindy was drunk and kind of weepy. Bill took over as host. We ate dinner quietly and all of us left right after dessert.
I made Roger take me straight home. I didn't want to sleep with him last night. He wanted to come up to my apartment, but I wouldn't let him. I know myself too well. I knew that if I had let him come up it would have just been a matter of time before he had his hands in my panties.
He was kind of pissed when he left, but he'll get over it.
Stevie, I am really sorry about everything that has happened. I don't know why I am the way I am. I guess Ty was right, I really am a slut.
Before I met you, I didn't care. I didn't see anything wrong with what I did. If I chose to sleep with lots of guys, that was my business. I wasn't hurting anybody.
Then you came along. I was completely blindsided by you. I just like being with you so much. You're fun and sensitive and listen to what I have to say.
Honey, you swept me off my feet.
I tried to stop messing around, but that first Sunday night after you took me home, this guy Larry who I had been seeing from time to time stopped by the apartment. We were sitting on the couch, I was trying to tell him that I wasn't going to see him anymore.
He told me that he understood, Then he touched my hair and stroked my face. He started to tell me how beautiful I was. His hand slipped to my breast. I knew that I had to stop him, but I really didn't want to.
Stevie, that's the problem. I really love sex. I really love having sex with lots of guys. I don't want to stop.
Before I knew it, I was naked and on my knees sucking Larry's cock.
I suppose that I am hurting you by telling you this. That isn't my intention. I just think that if we ever do get to have any kind of a relationship, it has to be based on trust and honesty.
Stevie, I am so sorry that I lied to you. I promise that no matter what happens, I will never lie to you again.
After the day you found me at Ty's town house, I tried to stop again. I was desperate. Baby, I love you so much.
I lasted for three days. Monday morning I was in Bob Downing's office. Bob is another law school professor. Ty exaggerated, I am only sleeping with two professors, Roger and Bob.
Bob is older, he's almost 50, but he's really handsome. He's also very dominant.
Remember that night in the restaurant, I tried to explain to you that sometimes I like being dominated by a really tough masculine guy. I was fairly certain that you didn't understand me at the time, we were both pretty spiffed by then. That was also when I tried to tell you about the other guys. I guess I didn't do a very good job.
I was in Bob's office. He came onto me. I tried to tell him that I wasn't going to do that stuff anymore. He grabbed me. He knew that we both liked rough sex and he thought I was playing with him.
He tore my blouse open and forced me to my knees. Stevie, I am sorry, but I melted. I unbuckled his belt and dropped his trousers. I started licking his balls. He really likes that. I sucked his cock for a while and then he threw me on his desk, pulled my jeans and panties down and fucked me.
Sweetheart, I'm sorry, but I had three orgasms while Bob fucked me. I really enjoyed it. That's the problem.
I don't know what to tell you. I love you, I love you so much. But I also know that I can never promise to be faithful to you. Oh I can tell you that I will try, but I know that sooner or later some hot guy will come along and before I know it I'll be sucking his cock.
I can't blame you for not wanting to see me right now. I know that my behavior has made both of our lives miserable. I am sorry.
Stevie, at night I dream about you. I dream about being your wife and sharing my life with you. I wish that I could promise to be faithful to you, but I know I can never do that. That's a promise that I am unable to keep. My only hope is that if I am totally honest with you, someday you might find it in your heart to forgive me so that we can be friends again.
Baby I dream of being your wife, but if I can't have that, I would like to at least be your friend.
Love Sandra
I sat very quietly for awhile after reading the letter. I knew that I loved Sandra.
Her email said that she dreamed of being my wife. I was thrilled. I wasn't sure exactly how it could happen, but I knew that was also my dream.
I typed a quick reply.
Sandra
We share the same dream. I just wish I knew how we could make it happen.
Love Stevie
After I sent the reply, I called Cindy. She sounded hung over. I told her that I wasn't mad at her. I understood her motives and loved her because she was such a good friend. I also told her that it was really all my fault because I called her so late.
She sounded much better when we hung up.
I read the rest of my emails and tried to read some journals. I couldn't concentrate. I kept going back to Sandra's email and rereading it.
I looked at the clock on my desk. It was 1:00 pm.
Just as I was starting to wonder what was happening with Bentine Pharmaceuticals, my friend Scott poked his head into my office.
"C'mon Stevie, the bosses bought lunch. There's soup and sandwiches in the conference room."
I walked down the hall with him. When we got to the conference room it was full of people. I got a sandwich and a cup of soup.
Arnie Turner came into the room. He looked at everyone and said, "Its starting."
Scott explained to me that the price of Bentine stock had hovered in the 60's all morning. Now as we watched the computer monitors, we saw that it was starting to rise.
We all ate quickly. When the price hit $80.00 per share people started to slap each other on the back.
"Calm down, were not done yet." It was Avery Patterson. None of us had seen him slip into the back of the room.
The price rose to $86.00 and stayed there for about a half hour. People started whispering. The price dropped to $82.00. Everyone turned and looked at Avery.
He smiled. "Everyone, just hang in there. Be patient." There was an electric tension in the room. Everyone had money in this stock.
We continued to watch. All of us were nervous. Suddenly the stock price started to rise again. It jumped back to $86 and kept right on going up. It took less than 5 minutes for the price to break $90.00 a share. It continued going up. When it hit $96.00 per share, Avery said, "Brokers get to your computers. Its time to start selling."
Everyone made a mad dash for their office.
I sold my clients stock first. Most of them got $95 or $96 per share. By the time I sold my stock the price had dipped to $94.
When I finished my last sale I sat back and took a deep breath. As I started to relax, I realized for the first time what had just happened. I took out a paper and pencil. I had just sold 85,000 shares of Bentine stock for $94.00 per share. I had already paid off the debts I incurred when I bought the stock, so I owned it free and clear when I sold it.
I did the multiplication. The total value of my stock when I sold it was almost 8 million dollars.
The government was going to take at least half in taxes, but so what. That still left me with between 3 and 4 million dollars in pure profit. I know that a million dollars isn't what it used to be, but still it felt good being able to say that I was now a millionaire.
Not bad for a 25 year old kid from the midwest.
I went back to the conference room. I was a hero. Bentine was my find. Everyone was patting me on the back.
A dozen bottles of champagne and a tray of glasses appeared on the conference table. People started filling the glasses and passing them around. When everyone had a glass, the entire firm, including the three partners turned to me and drank a toast in my honor.
I felt really proud. My only regret was that Sandra wasn't with me to share this moment.
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The party in the conference room broke up pretty fast. Everyone wanted to get home to tell their spouses or friends about our good fortune.
I left and headed for my apartment. I was feeling kind of blue. I really didn't have anyone to share the joy of today's triumph.
On the way home I decided that even if I was going to be alone, I still had to have some kind of celebration. I stopped at my favorite liquor store and bought two bottles of Dom Perignon champagne. They cost a $135.00 each. I really can't explain why I bought two. I guess I did it because I could.
It was about 6:30 when I walked into my apartment. I didn't feel like cooking so I pulled some lasagna from the freezer and stuck it into the microwave.
I put the champagne on ice and went into the bedroom to change my clothes.
When I got back to the living room, I opened one of the bottles of champagne and turned on the television. I ate my Lasagna and drank champagne while I watched a rerun of "Friends".
I was just putting my dinner dishes into the dishwasher when I heard a knock at my door. When I opened it, I was surprised to find Sandra's roommate Julie Gordon standing there.
"Hey Julie, come on in."
Julie was a sultry, bleached blonde. I glanced at her outfit as she stepped into my apartment. She was dressed casually, but she looked like a slut. The thin cotton of her aqua green sequined tee shirt was stretched tight across her ample bust. Julie's denim miniskirt barely reached mid thigh. The heels on her platform sandals must have been at least 5 inches high. Her dark eye shadow and jewelry completed the picture. This was a woman dressed for sex.
"Hi Stevie, I hope you don't mind my just dropping by like this. I'm on my way to meet these guys I know. They invited me over to party with them tonight. They've got some new movies they want me to watch. They don't live too far from here."
Julie paused for a moment. "Stevie, I've wanted to talk to you about Sandra for the last day or so and since I was in the neighborhood I thought I'd take a chance and see if you were at home. Can I come in and sit down for a minute?"
"Sure Julie, I'm glad you stopped. Its nice to see you. I have some open champagne." I pointed to the bottle on the bar. "Can I offer you a glass.?"
"Shit Stevie that's Dom Perignon." She started laughing. "Sandra said you were a classy guy, but this is pretty wild. Do you always sit around the house alone at night and drink expensive champagne?"
"No I had kind of a special day at work today. I wanted to do something to celebrate. Can I pour you a glass?"
"Sure, I've never even tasted Dom Perignon. I wouldn't pass on this for anything."
I poured a glass for Julie, refilled mine and we sat down.
"So Julie, what's on your mind."
She took a sip of her champagne. "Stevie this is really good." She took a second much larger sip. "I don't quite know how to begin." Julie paused for a moment and collected her thoughts. "I've lived with Sandra for five years now. Stevie, I have never known her to be as happy as she was during those few weeks she spent with you."
She drank the rest of her champagne and set the glass down.
"She's cried every night since you guys broke up. I really like Sandra. She's my closest friend. It kills me to see her this unhappy."
I got up, walked to the bar and got the open champagne bottle. I brought it to Julie and held it over her empty glass. "More?"
"Please."
After filling Julie's glass, I set the bottle down on the coffee table and sat down again.
"Julie I'm pretty unhappy to. I love Sandra every bit as much as she loves me. Its just that this infidelity thing is kind of hard to get used to."
Julie took another drink of her champagne. "Stevie, I understand Sandra really well. One of the reasons that were such good friends is that were both sluts. We can't help it Stevie. I don't know why I do what I do, but I know I don't want to change."
She picked up her champagne glass and emptied it. I leaned over, picked up the bottle and looked at her. She nodded yes. I refilled her glass.
The champagne was starting to lower her inhibitions.
"I'm on my way over to meet two guys who have invited me to watch porno films with them. Stevie, I'm going to be completely naked within 15 minutes of the time I get there. They're going to watch the porno's while I suck their cocks, then they're going to take turns fucking me. The best part is that I can't wait to get there. Stevie, sex is really fun for both Sandra and me. I don't know why were the way we are. We've sat up late many nights trying to figure out why we're so different from other women."
She paused and took another sip of champagne. "This is really good Stevie."
"I'm glad you like it." I finished my glass and poured myself another.
"Stevie, You kind of messed things up for us."
"I don't understand."
"For the first time one of us met a guy who was more than just a cock. I don't know, maybe its just the guys we hang out with. Maybe there are lots of guys like you, but I don't think so. Sandra would come home after being with you and go on and on about all the things you said and did. You were the smartest, most wonderful man in the entire world."
"That might be true, but it didn't stop her from hoping in bed with the next guy she met."
"You're right, but she didn't love that guy. She didn't rave about that guy. Stevie you're the only guy she ever came home and raved about. I started to get really envious. I started to want a guy like you."
"I understand, But did she tell you the truth about me. Did she tell you what a dud I am in the sack?"
Julie drank her glass of champagne and started laughing. "Sweetheart she told me everything. Maybe your not a big cock stud, but honey you're great in the sack. You're just a little different. Stevie you can come over here and eat my pussy and put your tongue in my asshole anytime you want."
She took a breath and calmed down a little. "You might have a tiny little pecker, but listen to me, I've been fucked by a lot of guys in my life and it takes more than a big cock to be a good lover. Stevie, Sandra thinks you're a great lover."
Julie stood and lifted her skirt up around her waist. She was wearing a pair of pale green lace panties. She turned around, pulled those sexy panties to one side and exposed her pussy and her beautiful ass.
"Come on over here Stevie baby, I would just love to have you take a little taste of my asshole."
"Julie, you don't know how much I would love to do that right now."
"So come on. What's stopping you?"
"I can't."
"Why not?"
"Because I love Sandra. I'd be cheating on her."
Julie looked at me. "Shit Stevie, you're absolutely amazing. The two of you aren't even together right now. Hell even when you were together, she was almost always banging someone else when she wasn't with you. You don't owe her any fidelity." She shook her head. "I can't imagine that Sandra would care one bit if the two of us fooled around a little tonight."
Suddenly Julie stopped talking. She let go of her panties and turned to face me. It was obvious that she was thinking about all this.
"Maybe I'm wrong. Maybe she would care. Maybe I'd care to if I were in her place. Maybe that's one of the things that's so wonderful about you Stevie"
Julie pulled the hem of her skirt back down and patted it into place.
"I'm sorry Stevie. I didn't mean to offend you. Do you want me to go?"
I got up and walked over to her. I kissed her on the cheek. "Its okay, Julie, I'm not offended. I'm really glad your here."
"If its okay with you Stevie, I'd kind of like to stay a little longer ."
I would love it if you would stay. You can stay as long as you want, but listen Julie, I am a little worried that your going to be late for your date with those two guys."
Julie laughed. "Fuck those guys. They have their porno movies. They can jerk off if they get really horny."
"Julie, I bought two bottles of champagne, want to help me drink the second one."
"I'd love to, but I might get pretty spiffed." Julie laughed. "You promise you won't try to boink me if I get drunk?"
"I promise Julie and if your too drunk to drive home tonight, you can have my bed and I'll sleep on the couch."
"Shit Stevie. You're a prince."
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We emptied the first bottle of champagne into our glasses and opened the second bottle.
We sat and talked. We drank more champagne. About halfway through the second bottle, we started to talk about Sandra.
"Stevie, your girlfriend," Julie giggled. "Opps I guess I should say your exgirlfriend." She paused. "You know what I mean. Anyway, Sandra can be so wild. I thought I was out of control, but when I first met Sandra, she amazed me. She was the most shameless slut I'd ever met."
"Tell me about her. I would love to hear some of the stories."
Julie started thinking. Suddenly she stopped and looked at me. "Honey, my stories are all about Sandra having sex with other guys. Are you sure you want to hear those? I don't want to make you feel bad."
"Don't worry Julie, I think it'll be okay. I'm getting used to the idea that she sleeps around."
Julie stared at me for a second. It was obvious that she was thinking about my response.
After a moment she shrugged and said, "Okay, just let me know if you want me to stop."
"I will."
She held up her glass. "Before I start, how about some more champagne."
"A wonderful idea."
As I filled both of our glasses, Julie started her story.
"This one took place about a month after Sandra and I moved in together."
"It was a week night, so I was at home. Sandra was working as a clerk in a men's clothing store downtown. She got off work at 9:00. It was just after 10:00. I was expecting her home at any moment."
I was sitting in the living room in my pajamas watching a movie. I think it was "Diehard". I heard Sandra's key in the lock. I turned around to greet her. When she walked in, she wasn't alone. She had this older guy with her.
"I was shocked, this guy was at least forty. Stevie we were nineteen. When you're nineteen, forty seems a whole lot older."
Julie smiled at me. "As I got to know Sandra better, I learned that she has a thing for older guys. That's why she likes dating those law school professors so much.
"Anyway, Sandra brought this middle aged guy home to our apartment. She introduced him to me. His name was Martin. I have to say that he was a pretty hot guy even if he was a little older than we were.
"Martin looked at the television and noticed that I was watching "Diehard". He told Sandra that was one of his favorite movies and before I knew it they were sitting on the couch watching television with me."
Julie shook her head. "I was sort of surprised. I thought Sandra wanted to get this guy into the bedroom so he could fuck her." Julie shrugged. "I guess they weren't in a big hurry. If they wanted to watch the movie instead, that was their business.
"I turned my attention back to the movie. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Martin put his arm around Sandra. After a moment, he leaned over and kissed her.
"I figured this was okay. They were probably just going to get up and go into the bedroom. I was wrong. Martin put his hand on Sandra's breast. She didn't stop him, she just laid back and let him fondle her right there in front of me. Then she let him slip his hand under her blouse.
"I was still thinking that these two should go to Sandra's bedroom, but they didn't seem to care. Sandra raised her arms over her head so that Martin can pull her blouse all the way off. Stevie, she just sat there naked from the waist up and let him kiss and fondle her bare breasts. She acted like I wasn't even there."
Julie looked at me. "While Martin was playing with Sandra's naked tits, she started massaging his crotch. She was rubbing this guy's cock while I was sitting in the same room with them."
Julie leaned forward. "Martin pulled Sandra's skirt up around her waist. She didn't have any panties on. They had to have been playing in the car on their way over here."
Julie took a deep breath. "Now I started wondering just how far they would actually go."
She smiled at me. "Sandra made the next move. She unzipped Martin's jeans, took out his huge cock, leaned over and started giving him a blow job. At the same time she spread her legs so that Martin could fondle her bare pussy."
Julie paused, she had to catch her breath. It was obvious that her narrative was getting her excited. After a moment she continued.
"Sandra was sucking Martin's cock." Julie stopped and looked at me. "Stevie your exgirlfriend is a bj queen. You know what I mean right? She's a blowjob queen. She loves to suck cocks and she's really good at it."
Julie grinned at me. "Since that night, I've seen Sandra give a lot of blowjobs, but that was the first time I ever saw her in action. Shit I forgot about the movie and just stared at them. She drove Martin wild. That girl was born to give head."
Both Julie and I were pretty drunk. Her story was getting me really excited. Without realizing it, I started rubbing my penis through my trousers.
Julie noticed what I was doing. She stopped telling her story and stared at me. After a moment she asked, "Stevie does it get you hot when you hear about Sandra with other guys?"
I was drunk and feeling pretty uninhibited. I also wanted to talk to someone about my recent feelings. At that moment, it seemed like Julie would understand.
I took a deep breath. "Yes Julie, it does. It gets me very hot. I can't explain it and it makes me feel like a pervert, but it's a fact and I have to admit it. I get really turned on when I think about other men fucking Sandra."
Julie shook her head. "Shit Stevie, that's way out there. I don't believe you just said that. That's the craziest..."
Suddenly she stopped. For a moment she stared at the floor. It was clear she was thinking about what I just said.
Finally she looked up at me. "Stevie. I'm sorry. I had no right to say what I just said. I'm kind of drunk right now. Please forgive me."
"Its okay, Julie. I can't really believe that I said it either. Lets forget I ever brought this up."
"She shook her head. "No we shouldn't. Stevie, there's nothing wrong with what you said. It's not evil or anything. It's not like anyone gets hurt because you feel that way."
She thought some more. "Stevie, Sandra and I are the biggest pervs around. We can't even maintain a real relationship with a man because we keep dropping our panties for every new guy we meet. You don't have any reason to be ashamed about this." She shrugged, "I was kind of shocked when you said it that's all. She paused, "It's just that it's not the usual macho guy thing, you know what I mean? Most men are possessive and get jealous."
Julie smiled. "Tell me more about this."
"I really don't know where to begin."
"When did you first start to figure this out?"
"It was that first night after I found Sandra at Ty's place. I was really upset, I drove around for a long time. When I finally went home I couldn't concentrate on anything. I desperately wanted something that would take my mind off of Sandra and Ty. I started looking at Internet porn sites. I found some pictures of a couple making love. I don't know why, but all of the sudden I started to imagine that the two people in the pictures actually were Sandra and Ty. Julie, I got really turned on. I masturbated while I imagined that I was watching Ty fuck Sandra."
"Wow"
I nodded. "Yeah, that's how I felt. I was just as amazed as you are."
I smiled at Julie. "Listen to this, I've done the same thing every night since then." I paused. "That is until last night."
"Why not last night?" Julie stopped and shook her head. "I think I understand, I heard all about what happened at the party. I imagine you were just too upset because of all that?
"That's the funny thing. You're right, I was upset when I was at the party. The idea of spending the evening watching Sandra with another man seemed unbearable. I was also embarrassed. Being the only unattached guy at a dinner party for four couples was very humiliating."
"That all makes sense to me. What was so funny?"
"On the way home I started to think about how hot it would have been if I'd been forced to stay there and watch as the woman I loved enjoyed the company of another man."
I looked at Julie. "You said that Sandra told you all about our sex life right?"
"Yes"
"Did she tell you about how we play games where she dominates me and calls me humiliating names like wimpboy and bitchboy?"
"Yes she did." Julie leered at me. "I think its pretty hot. I'd love to make you my bitchboy."
I smiled at her and continued. "Does it make sense to you if I describe myself as a masochist that gets off on humiliation rather than pain?"
Julie thought for a moment. Finally she shrugged and said, "Yeah, I guess I can understand that."
"Can you think of anything more humiliating to a man than to have his wife brazenly sleep with other guys?"
Julie looked at me. "Shit Stevie, that's awesome . You're saying that Sandra could sleep with other men as an expression of her dominance over you."
"Yes, and when I accept it, it's an expression of my submission to her."
Julie stared at me. "Stevie, I've never even thought about anything like that." She gave me a sly smile. "I think its really sexy."
If I hadn't been drunk, I never would have told her what I was about to volunteer.
"Remember that I told you that last night I didn't masturbate while looking at the internet pictures that reminded me of Sandra and Ty?
"Yes"
"And you asked me why not?"
"Yes"
"I did masturbate, but I didn't need the internet pictures. When I got home I closed my eyes and stroked my penis while I formed a mental image of Sandra and Roger leaving the party and going to your apartment. When they got there, I pictured her sucking Roger's cock. My excitement grew as I imagined the pleasure Roger felt as he slowly fucked Sandra. I came as I heard Sandra cry out in ecstasy as Roger shot his semen deep into her cunt.
Julie lifted her skirt, pulled her panties aside and started to massage her shaved pussy.
I suppose that I should have stopped her, but I didn't. I was also pretty turned on at that moment.
"You want to hear something more?"
Julie's continued rubbing her clit. She was aroused. Her voice sounded raspy as she answered. "Yes please. I'd love to hear more."
"It's pretty kinky."
"Please tell me, I want to hear it."
"Before I went to sleep last night thought of another fantasy."
Julie's breathing was getting labored. "What was it."
"Promise you won't laugh?"
Julie now had three fingers buried in her cunt. She was still rubbing her clit with her other hand. "Yes, I promise. Just tell me."
"I imagined that Sandra made me dress up in women's lingerie and work as her maid while she entertained Roger. I got really turned on thinking about the humiliation I'd feel as she demanded that I serve them drinks while they sat on the couch and kissed and fondled each other."
Julie stopped masturbating and looked at me. "Stevie I love that."
I smiled at Julie. "Now do you think I'm a pervert?'
She laughed, "Sure but I'm a pervert to. Stevie, I don't think that there is anything wrong with your fantasy. In fact, it is getting me even more turned on."
Julie stood up, walked over to me and kissed me on the lips. "Are you sure we can't fool around. I'll make you wear my panties."
I grinned at her. "Julie, that's a really tempting offer, but I can't. It's not allowed. That's part of the fantasy."
"What do you mean."
"In my fantasy, Sandra is my dominant wife. She has the right to play with any man she chooses. I'm her submissive husband. I don't have the right to play around at all. I have to remain eternally faithful to her."
"Shit Stevie, I love that." She started to laugh. "Do you know that you might be the perfect guy?"
Julie kissed me again. "Promise me something Stevie."
"What is it?"
"If things don't work out between you and Sandra, promise me that you'll give me a chance."
"I laughed. You got it Julie."
I stopped for a minute. "Julie I love Sandra so much. Do you think that she would actually go for this?"
"She might. I did. What have you got to lose? If she goes for it, you both get to live out your fantasies and if she doesn't you're no worse off than you are right now."
She looked at me. "Stevie, you have to call her."
"I will. I just have to figure out what to say." I paused Julie, promise me that you won't say anything to Sandra about this conversation. I think I want to break this to her gradually. Also, I think I prefer to have that last little fantasy about the lingerie stay as our secret."
Julie winked at me. "I think that will depend on how dominant Sandra decides to become." She started laughing. "Honey if you ever end up with me, I guarantee that you're in for a lot of pain and humiliation."
I started laughing to. "Julie, you do know how to tempt a guy."
Julie smiled, then she sighed. "Stevie I'm getting really tired. You told me I could stay here tonight. You offered me your bed. Were you serious?"
"Yes, I was very serious. I don't think you should drive home tonight, Either stay here or I'll call a cab for you."
"I'd rather stay here."
"I'd like that. I'll sleep on the couch."
"How big is your bed Stevie?"
"Its a king size."
"Stevie, I've already made two offers to have sex with you tonight. I masturbated in front of you. I think that we can sleep together in a king size bed without worrying."
Julie got a wicked little smile on her face. "I'm going to sleep naked Stevie. I'm hoping that I'll wake up in the middle of the night and find you licking my asshole."
"Like I just said Julie, you sure do know how to tempt a guy."



        Sandra and Stevie Ch. 12

        Stevie calls Sandra.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sandra-and-stevie-ch-12

Title: Sandra and Stevie Ch. 12

Author: Goodhusband

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Stevie calls Sandra.

Tags: submissive boyfriend, cheating, cuckold, hot girlfriend, humiliation, dominant girlfriend

Series: Sandra and Stevie


Note: This story is the twelfth installment in a series entitled "Sandra and Stevie". If you have not read the previous eleven episodes of this series, I encourage you do so before beginning this chapter.
This is a dominant wife humiliates submissive husband story. That is the kind of story I write. If you do not enjoy these types of stories, I strongly recommend that you look for something else to read.
Julie fell asleep as soon as she got into bed. She was true to her word, she did sleep naked. I had to admit that she really had an incredible body.
I threw a blanket over her and went back into the living room. I looked at my watch. It was just 10:00 pm.
I decided that it was still early enough to call Sandra. I was really nervous about doing this, but I knew that I wanted to do it Even more, I knew that I had to do it.
I pushed Sandra's number on my speed dial. It started ringing. I decided to let it ring 8 times. On the 7th ring I was just getting ready to hang up when Sandra picked up the telephone.
"Stevie is that really you? I couldn't believe it when I saw your name on my caller id."
"It's really me Sandra."
"Is everything okay? Are you alright? I was really worried about you last night."
"No I'm fine, in fact I had a really good day today, but that's not why I called. Sandra, I want to talk to you."
"I want to talk to you to baby, but..."
"But what Sandra?."
"Oh Stevie. Why do I keep doing this to you. I hate myself."
"What, what's the matter?"
"Stevie, I'm so sorry. What's wrong with me? Honey, you kind of called me at a bad time. I'm with a guy right now. I'm right in the middle of giving him a blow job. That's why it took me so long to pick up the telephone. Baby he's getting kind of impatient. Can I call you tomorrow?"
"Yes, Sandra. You can call me tomorrow. Hey Sandra, its okay. I understand. Give him a good one baby."
"What? What did you just say Stevie?"
"Nothing Sandra, Don't worry. Call me in the morning."
As I hung up the telephone and sat down on my sofa, I thought to myself, what a day.
I sat quietly on the couch and thought about the events of the day. I became a millionaire this afternoon. By all rights, that should have been the thrill of my life, but it wasn't. In fact it paled in comparison to the thrill I felt when I thought about the possibility of getting back together with Sandra.
Nothing would make me happier than figuring out a way to make a marriage with Sandra work. I couldn't wait to talk to her tomorrow.
For a moment I wondered if I should tell her about the money. I had this sudden fear that it might influence her feelings about me? If we got married, I would want to know that it was me that she was marrying and not the four million dollars.
I shook my head. Sandra had already demonstrated that she cared about me. I laughed to myself. I was being silly. Money wasn't Sandra's vice, big cocks were her vice.
It was 10:30. I decided to watch Letterman. I was just getting up to turn on the television when my telephone rang.
I picked it up.
"Stevie, its Sandra. Is it too late to call."
"Hi Sandra. No, its never to late for you to call. What happened to your guy?"
She laughed. "I finished him up quick and threw him out."
"You made him cum didn't you? I'd hate to think I was responsible for making some poor guy walk around with blue balls all night."
"Listen to you. What's gotten into you Stevie?. You almost sound like you don't mind that I was sucking that guys cock."
"That's why I called. I don't think that I do mind."
"Stevie, I'm not sure I understand what's going on, but I really want to talk to you about this. I don't think I can wait until tomorrow. Can you come over right now?"
I started to laugh. "I can't Sandra. I sort of have company right now."
"What's that supposed to mean Stevie?"
"Sandra, Julie is here."
Is that what this is all about? Stevie, did you have sex with Julie tonight?"
"No sweetheart, I didn't, although the offer was made several times."
"I don't doubt that. Julie's a real slut. If she meets a cute guy, she's going to let him into her panties." Sandra started laughing. "But I don't know why I'm being so critical, I've never met a cute guy that couldn't get into my panties either."
Suddenly Sandra stopped laughing. "Oh sweetie I'm sorry. I didn't mean to say that. We were joking and it just slipped out."
"Sandra, don't worry. I thought it was funny." I paused for a minute and swallowed hard. It was time to start laying some groundwork. My voice got very quiet. "Sandra, I also thought it was kind of sexy when you said it."
"Stevie, What's going on. You're starting to make me nervous. Is everything okay?"
"Everything is just fine. Sandra why don't you come over here. We really need to talk, and I agree, I don't want to wait until morning."
"Okay Stevie. I'll be there in a few minutes."
"Sandra, promise me that you won't be mad when you find Julie sleeping naked in my bed."
"Did you have sex with her?"
"No Sandra I didn't."
"Then I won't be mad. I trust you Stevie."
She paused for a moment. "Stevie, I think it would be really hypocritical of me to be mad. If you decide that you want to sleep with Julie, well I might be jealous, but I admit that I have it coming to me."
"No Sandra, that's one of the things I want to talk to you about. I want you to know that you have the right to be really angry if I ever do something like that."
"Stevie, I'm getting confused."
"Just come over Sandra. We can talk here."
"Okay, I'm on my way."
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I went outside and waited on the front steps of my apartment building. It was late, I didn't want to make Sandra walk up to my apartment alone.
Sandra pulled up in front. She had an old junker. As I watched her park, I thought to myself that she was going to have a very nice new car as soon as we could get out to buy her one.
I walked out to meet Sandra at the curb. When she stepped up onto the sidewalk I took her in my arms and kissed her. She kissed me back. We held our embrace for over a minute. Finally we broke apart.
I looked at her. "I have missed you so much Sandra."
She smiled at me. "I've missed you to Stevie." She took me by the hand. "Come on, let's go inside."
Once we were inside my apartment, Sandra led me to the couch. As we sat down she looked at me and said, "Okay Stevie, tell me what this is all about."
"Sandra, I want to try again. I want to see if we can get back together."
"Stevie, I want that so very much, but how can we do it. I've already told you that no matter how much I might want to, I don't think that I'll ever be able to stop partying with other men."
Sandra paused for a moment.
"Stevie, the truth is that I'm an incurable slut. Deep down inside, I don't think I actually want to stop partying with other men."
I looked at Sandra. "I understand that." I paused for a moment. "Sandra, would you consider getting back together with me If you could keep seeing other men?"
Sandra thought about my question. After a moment she said, "Of course I would Stevie, that would be wonderful, but I don't see how it could work. I would be hurting you every time I went out. I couldn't do that to you? I would be plagued with guilt and you would be constantly jealous of my lovers. We'd end up hating each other. I couldn't bear to have that happen."
Suddenly it occurred to me that there was a very easy way for me to make Sandra understand.
I got down on my knees. In my most obedient voice I said, "Ms. Monroe, I voluntarily submit to your will as my mistress. I freely concede that your pleasure is all that matters and that my pleasure and feelings are of no importance in our relationship. I fully recognize and accept your right to do as you please. As your humble slave, I only ask one thing of you."
I looked up into Sandra's eyes. "I beseech you please do not torment me by dating other men. Do anything else that you desire, but I beg you from the bottom of my heart, do not torture me by taking lovers."
Sandra looked at me. It would be more accurate to say that she stared at me.
She didn't say anything for the longest time. Finally she said, "Stevie are you using the code from our domination game?"
I smiled and said, "Yes Ms. Monroe that's exactly what I am doing."
Sandra continued to stare at me. "Stevie, are telling me that you get excited when you think about me playing with other men?"
"Yes"
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, I'm very sure."
"Let me make certain I have this right. You're telling me that you're willing to make my infidelity part of our kinky sex game, is that correct?"
"Yes, that's exactly what I am saying." I paused. Now it was my turn to stare at Sandra. "But If we decide to do this, I think your domination of me has to become more than just a game."
"Stevie? Are you saying that you actually want to submit to me? Are you telling me that you're willing to become my slave in real life?"
"I think so." I shrugged, "I'm not sure. I'm still trying to figure all of this out. Sandra, this has all happened really fast. I am not exactly sure how its going to work out. I think that the two of us may have to work at it for a little while."
I smiled at Sandra. "All couples have to work out the details of their relationship. We just happen to have one or two issues that most couples don't have." I paused for a minute. "Sandra do you want to try to make this work?"
She threw her arms around me and kissed me. "Yes Stevie I do. I will try so hard. Baby, I love you so much."
Sandra stopped. She didn't let go of me. She kept on hugging me while she thought about all of this. Finally, she said, "Stevie are you sure you will be able to cope with it when I go out on a date with another man?"
We broke apart. "You have to promise not to lie to me. I really want to know about it when you're seeing another man." I stopped, "I don't mean that you have to report to me before you sleep with a guy. You're my dominant girlfriend. You can do anything you want. That's kind of the point of all this. What I mean is that I want you to share these experiences with me. I want to hear about them. I want you to torment me with them."
I decided that I needed to be very candid. "Sandra, last night after I left the dinner party I came home and sat down in this chair. I closed my eyes and masturbated while I imagined you sucking Roger's cock."
I waited for a moment to let that sink in.
"Then I imagined him undressing you. I saw him lay you down on the bed so that he could climb on top of you and push his huge erection into your wet pussy. I pictured Roger fucking you. I heard you screaming that you loved his big hard cock while he brought you to orgasm after orgasm. Sandra, those weren't images that tormented me. They were erotic images. They aroused me. I enjoyed them."
I looked at her for a moment.
"Sandra, I don't know why I'm like this. Earlier tonight, I talked to Julie for a long time. I told her that I thought I was a pervert. She told me that she thought all three of us were perverts and she didn't care. Sandra, I don't know why I am a masochist who wants to be humiliated by his cheating girlfriend and I don't know why you want to sleep with every guy you meet. Its just the way we are. The funny thing is that we actually compliment each other. Sandra, we're perfect for each other."
Sandra put her arms around my neck and kissed me. "Stevie Wagner, I've known that you were the perfect man for me ever since the first night we met."
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Sandra hugged me for a moment then stepped back and stared at me. Suddenly she punched me in the shoulder.
"You rat!"
"Ow! What was that for?"
"Do you remember that I told you in my email today that I felt really awful about what happened last night. I felt so guilty, that I wouldn't let Roger come up to the apartment with me when he brought me home."
"Yeah I remember."
"Now you tell me that at that very same moment you were sitting in this room dreaming about me sucking his cock while you were jacking off."
"Are you mad about that Sandra?"
"Yes Stevie, I'm very mad."
She started laughing. I realized she was teasing me.
"Do you have any idea how much I wanted to suck Roger's cock last night? Stevie, Roger has this wonderful penis. Its huge and it curves upward when it's erect. The head is big and very smooth and soft. The shaft is round and thick and covered with veins. Oh and I almost forgot. He has a pair of really big balls."
Sandra closed her eyes. I could see that she was creating a mental image of Roger's magnificent penis. Sandra wasn't teasing me anymore, she was getting excited.
"Stevie, when I unzip Roger's pants and take his cock out, the first thing I like to do is kiss that soft smooth head. I love to rub it against my face and lips and then kiss it some more. When I'm doing that, Roger usually starts getting some drips of precum. I like to lick them off as they ooze from the cute little mouth at the tip of his massive penis."
I unbuttoned Sandra's jeans. She lifted her hips and helped me as I pulled them off of her. Her panties came next. Then she slid her hips forward on the couch and spread her legs. I knelt on the floor in front of her and started to kiss and lick her pussy. She was already sopping wet.
"Stevie think about this. Think about me kneeling on the floor in front of Roger. His pants are unzipped. I'm holding his huge erection in my hands and rubbing it against my lips. I want to put it in my mouth Stevie. I want to put Roger Franklin's big hard cock into my mouth and suck it."
Sandra reached down, grabbed me by the hair and pulled my face away from her cunt. I looked up at her.
"Tell me what you want me to do Stevie. Do you want me to be a good girl and let go of Roger's cock and come home to you?"
I shook my head. "No Sandra."
What do you want me to do? Tell me Stevie."
"I want you to put his cock in your mouth and suck it."
Sandra smiled. "Stevie, beg me to do it. I want to hear you beg me to suck my lover's magnificent penis."
We looked at each other.
We both knew that this was a moment of truth for us.
I took a deep breath. It was time for me to make my commitment.
"Sandra I beg you, I implore you to put Roger Franklin's cock in your mouth and suck it."
Sandra rolled over onto her knees and rested her elbows on the back of the couch.
"Prove it Stevie. Prove to me that you really want me to suck Rogers cock. Show me that you submit to me. Show me that you acknowledge me as your dominant goddess. Prove to me that you accept the fact that it's my right to suck or fuck any cock I desire at any time I choose."
Sandra spread her ass cheeks apart. "Kiss my asshole Stevie. Kiss my asshole and beg me to put Rogers cock in my mouth and suck it."
Sandra moaned as she felt my lips touch her anus. I kissed her for a few moments, then I stopped and looked up at her.
"Sandra, I again beg you to suck Roger's cock. Furthermore, I accept you as my goddess and freely acknowledge your right to let any man fuck you at anytime you choose. As my dominant mistress the freedom to openly enjoy intimate pleasure with other men is your prerogative."
I kissed Sandra's asshole again, only this time I pushed my tongue into her while I was kissing her.
"That's right Stevie, do it, push your tongue deep into my ass. Lick me while you imagine the pleasure I am giving Roger when I suck his cock."
I pushed my tongue even deeper into Sandra's anus.
Sandra sighed. "Oh yes, that feels so good. Stevie, lick my asshole while you think about other men enjoying themselves as they pump their huge cocks in and out of my cunt.
Sandra started rubbing her clit while I licked her. Her excitement was growing.
"Baby, Roger loves it when I suck his cock. He has a pet name for me. Would you like to know what it is?"
I started to pull away from Sandra's ass so that I could answer her.
"No Stevie, don't stop, just keep licking my asshole. I'll do the talking."
Sandra closed her eyes. "He calls me his little blow job princess. Isn't that hot."
"Sweetheart, I just love sucking Roger's big cock. I get excited every time I think about putting his huge dick in my mouth."
Sandra closed her eyes. She was now completely absorbed in her fantasy. "Oh my, Roger's breathing is getting faster. You know what that means don't you Stevie. He's about to cum."
Sandra was wildly aroused. Her breathing was speeding up. It was getting harder for her to talk.
"Sweetheart, Roger likes to make me do something really nasty now. He makes me take his cock out of my mouth before cums and jerk him off so he can shoot his stuff all over my face."
She raised her voice.
"Watch Stevie, watch how his cock shoots spurt after spurt of cum. Roger is a real man with great big balls. He shoots big streams of semen, not just a little dribble like the one you squirt out. Baby, look at the big gobs of his cum dripping from my face."
Sandra was madly rubbing her cunt. The tension in her body was growing. Suddenly she screamed as a burst of pleasure exploded in her loins.
I pulled away from Sandra's ass. I now knew her well enough to see that this was going to be a very intense orgasm.
I patiently waited as the waves of pleasure rolled through her. Finally Sandra's muscles started to relax. Gradually she collapsed onto the couch.
I got off the floor and sat next to her. Sandra snuggled up to me and closed her eyes. I kissed her forehead and I gently wrapped my arms around her. She laid her head on my chest and quietly cooed as I softly stroked her cheek.
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We cuddled together for several minutes. Finally I broke the silence.
"You really do like to suck cocks don't you Sandra? Earlier tonight Julie called you a blow job queen"
Sandra laughed. "That's the pot calling the kettle black. If I'm a blow job queen then Julie is the Empress of Fellatio."
Sandra smiled at me. "Julie is right. I do love giving blow jobs. They've always been my favorite thing." She stopped for a moment. "But now they're my second favorite thing."
"What's your favorite thing now?"
"Having you lick my ass."
Now it was my turn to laugh. "We just found something else we have in common. Licking your ass just happens to be my favorite thing to.
Sandra started giggling. "You make me laugh." She put her arms around me. As she hugged me she said, "I love you Stevie Wagner."
We kissed. After a moment Sandra pulled away and looked at me. "Stevie, why is Julie here?"
"Its okay Sandra. Julie stopped by hoping to intercede with me on your behalf. When she got here I was having a lonely little celebration. She was kind enough to join me."
"What were you celebrating?"
"I had a pretty good day at work today. I wanted to celebrate so I stopped on my way home and bought two bottles of Dom Perignon Champagne."
"Stevie that stuff is expensive. Can we afford to buy champagne like that?'
I noticed Sandra's little slip with the word we and ignored it.
"It was a really good day Sandra."
"Tell me what happened."
"I'll tell you in a minute. First, I want to finish telling you about Julie."
"Okay, go ahead."
"I offered Julie a glass of champagne. She told me that she'd never tasted Dom Perignon. We ended up emptying one bottle of champagne and drinking most of the second bottle. While we were drinking, we started to talk about you and me. We had a really good discussion. Julie convinced me to call you. Without her encouragement, I would never have dared to tell you about my fantasies. Sandra, if we do work this out, we owe Julie a lot."
"So why is she still here sleeping naked in your bed?"
I shook my head. "We were both pretty spiffed. I didn't want her to drive home. I invited her to stay here. Before she got into bed, she took all her clothes off. She told me she always sleeps naked."
Sandra laughed. "That's my Julie. I'll bet she loved getting naked in front of you."
"When she got into bed she told me that she was going to sleep naked with the hope that she might wake up in the middle of the night and find me kissing her ass."
"Stevie, do you want to kiss her ass?"
"No Sandra, you have nothing to worry about. The only ass I ever want to kiss is yours."
Sandra started giggling and threw her arms around me. "That was the correct answer loverboy." After hugging me for a moment she sighed. "Stevie, I love you so much."
Sandra let go of me and stepped back. She silently stared at the floor for almost a full minute.
I got worried. "Sweetheart is everything okay?"
Sandra looked up at me and smiled. "Yes Stevie everything is okay. In fact everything is wonderful." She paused. "Only Stevie I don't think that I want to be your dominant girlfriend anymore. I'd rather be your dominant wife. Stevie will you marry me."
I laughed. "I thought I was the one that was supposed to ask that question."
Sandra started to giggle again. "Not in our case buddyboy. I intend to be the dominant partner in this marriage. You're going to be my little pussywimp husband."
I got down on my knees. "Sandra, I would love to be your little pussy wimp husband and I would love to have you as my dominant wife."
She pulled me up and kissed me.
After a moment, I said, "Sandra, I think it's time to tell you about my day. Something happened at work that you need to know about."
"What is it Stevie?"
"Let's sit down on the couch."
"Stevie your scaring me. Is there something wrong?"
"No Sandra nothing is wrong. In fact everything is wonderful. Please, just sit down and listen to me for a minute."
We both sat on the couch.
"Sandra, do you understand what I do for a living?"
"You're some kind of stockbroker aren't you?"
"Yes, but mostly I do research for my firm."
For the next several minutes I described my job and the process that led me to the discovery of the group that became Bentine Pharmaceutical.
When I was done, Sandra said, "Well that's interesting but how does it affect us tonight?"
"When the company went public, I bought some stock. It was $4.00 a share. Actually, I bought a lot of stock."
"How much did you buy Stevie?"
"A hundred thousand shares."
Sandra thought for a moment. "Stevie that cost $400,000. How could you ever dare to risk that much money? Can we sell the stock and get the money back? Stevie we could be ruined. How could you ever do such a thing?"
"Sweetheart, relax. The stock rose to $35.00 a share right away. I sold enough to completely cover the initial purchase cost. We don't owe any money."
"Why didn't you sell the rest? You could have made a lot of money." She paused. "Can we still sell it. Lets sell it tomorrow."
I smiled. "Sandra slow down, let me explain. We were waiting for an important decision from the Food and Drug Administration. They had to give Bentine permission to market their drug. That permission was given this morning at 8:00 am."
"So what happened?"
"I sold all of my stock this afternoon for $94.00 per share."
"How many shares did you still have?"
"85,000"
"Stevie stop messing with me. This isn't funny."
"Sandra I'm telling you the truth. That's why I bought the expensive Champagne this evening."
"Hold it. I'm a little confused. It seems like were talking about a lot of money here. Exactly how much is it Stevie?"
"Nearly 8 million dollars."
"How much of that do we get and how much goes to the firm and other places?"
"Well the government is going to take over half in taxes, but other than that its all ours. I'm guessing that we should get between 3 and 4 million dollars."
Sandra stood up and yelled, "Shut up Stevie."
"No its true, Sandra were rich."
"Shit! 3 million dollars, You gotta be kidding me."
Sandra turned to the bedroom door. "Jules, How long have you standing been there?"
"Long enough to know that I've been part of a mother fucking fairy tale. Shit Sandra. Who's ever going to believe this. You go out and find yourself a guy who kisses your ass, lets you screw any man you want and then turns out to be a millionaire? Honey, the mother fucking Brothers Grimm have nothing on you.
I started laughing. "Hey Julie, I'm glad you woke up."
"Who the hell could sleep with the two of you carrying on out here."
"Julie, Sandra doesn't know this yet, but were taking the day off in the morning so we can go automobile shopping. I'd like you join us."
"What for? Do you two need someone to read the fucking pamphlets?"
"No, Julie I'm really grateful for what you did for me tonight. I was thinking that all three of us would pick out cars that we like and I would buy them."
"Any car?"
"Any car."
"One of those cute little sports car convertibles?"
"If that's what you decide you want."
Julie grinned at us. "Sandra, you have to marry this guy."
Sandra started laughing. "Julie I fully intend to do just that.
I turned to Sandra. "If he promises to behave himself, would you mind if your new fiancee sleeps with two naked women tonight?"
"No sweetheart, in fact I think it would be very nice." Sandra paused. "Just be sure you remember that if your tongue decides to go wandering in the middle of the night, my ass and pussy are the only places its allowed to visit." She smiled. "Husband to be, never forget that our marriage is only going to be halfway open. I'm the only one who gets to play around. You're going to remain forever faithful and loyal to me."
I nodded. "Baby, that's the only way I'd want it."
Sandra turned to Julie. "Hey Jules would you mind going back to bed. I'd like to be alone with Stevie for a few minutes."
She smiled. "No Sandra, I wouldn't mind a bit."
Julie turned to go back into the bedroom. Before she closed the door, she stopped and said, "I'm really happy for you guys."
As soon as the door clicked shut, Sandra grabbed me and pushed me down on the couch.
She knelt between my legs and looked up at me. "Baby I just can't live with the knowledge that the guy I love has never experienced one of these."
Sandra lowered her face to my crotch and took my tiny penis into her mouth.
I may not have lasted as long as some of her stud lovers, but I am certain that I enjoyed myself every bit as much as they did. My future wife was indeed very skilled. Sandra had every right to be called a bj queen.
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Despite the fact that we'd stayed up quite late, I woke early the next morning. I made some coffee and shuffled around the house thinking about all of the incredible events of the past 24 hours.
From time to time, I peeked into my bedroom and looked at the two incredibly beautiful blondes sleeping naked in my bed. I was amazed at my good fortune.
At 8:00 I called Arnie Turner's secretary, Janice.
"Morning Janice, this is Stevie Wagner. I don't know how you are going to record it, but I'm not coming in to the office today."
Janice laughed. "You and most of the rest of the firm Stevie. Listen, don't worry about it. Your pretty popular with Arnie and Avery right now. I think you can do just about anything you want today and get a way with it."
"Thanks Janice."
"No Stevie, I want to thank you. My husband and I owned some Bentine stock. We have a son in high school. He is going to go to a really nice college because of you Stevie."
"That's nice news Janice. I hope he makes you very proud."
"Oh he will Stevie, he's a good kid. We're already very proud of him."
"Janice, I'll be in tomorrow."
"Have a wonderful day off Stevie, you deserve it."
I hung up the telephone and went into the kitchen to make some bacon and eggs for breakfast.
The smell of the fresh coffee and frying bacon was all that it took to wake my two sleeping beauties.
"Will you look at this. He not only licks your pussy and ass, he cooks breakfast to. Sandy baby, I do believe that your little fiancee here might turn out to be the greatest husband a slut like you could ever hope to find."
"Jules, There's absolutely no doubt in my mind, no doubt at all."
When we finished breakfast, the girls drove their cars home so that they could shower and put on some fresh clothes.
After they left, I cleaned up the kitchen and got dressed. I picked them up at their apartment about 10:30.
The search for new cars turned out to be a little more arduous than I'd anticipated. I guess that I'd never spent much time shopping with two women.
About a third of the way through the expedition, the girls started to worry about blowing our new fortune in the first week. I tried to reassure them that I had a pretty good plan for investing a large chunk of the money. They refused to be convinced.
It still turned out okay. We ended up at a local Ford dealership. Sandra and Julie both selected Thunderbird convertibles. I ended up buying an Escape . The cars were on the lot, but the dealer wanted to dress them up for us. We made arrangements to come back for them on Saturday morning and went to lunch.
After lunch we still had some time so I took the girls to an upscale department store and told them to go shopping for clothes. The fears about blowing our fortune disappeared in an instant.
I enjoyed watching Sandra and Julie try on clothing. The women's department had a nice stuffed chair. I relaxed in comfort while the girls took turns modeling different outfits for me.
When we were done, the sales lady tallied up the purchases and I paid the bill. As we walked to the car the girls were giddy and giggling. It was a wonderful day.
Our next stop was Sandra and Julie's apartment. Sandra was going to get some clothes and begin the process of moving in with me. She packed several boxes and I carried them to my car. When I got back to their apartment, I sensed an air of sadness.
"What's wrong."
Julie looked at me. "I'm going to miss being with you guys."
"Julie, don't be silly, from now on were going to be together a lot."
"I hope so." Julie looked at me, "Stevie, until last night, we didn't know each other very well. Now that I've gotten to know you, I really like you a lot."
"I like you to Julie."
Sandra kissed Julie on the cheek. "I'll call you in the morning Jules and don't forget, we have to see each other on Saturday to get the cars."
We walked to the car in silence. We were both kind of sad.
As I put the car into gear and pulled the car away from the curb Sandra said, "Julie doesn't have any family. Her parents were killed in an accident when she was very little. She was raised in foster homes. We've lived together for the last 5 years. I'm the closest thing to a family that she's ever had."
Sandra was quiet for a moment. Finally she said, "Stevie, How would you feel about it if Julie came to live with us."
I laughed. "You mean would I mind if a beautiful woman moved in with us and spent every evening walking around the house naked?"
Sandra punched me in the arm.
"Ow, that hurt."
"You deserved it, I was being serious."
I looked at Sandra for a second. "No sweetheart, I wouldn't mind at all. I really do like Julie."
I thought for a minute. "I guess we had better go house shopping right away so that we have enough space."
Sandra got really quiet. After a moment she said, "What did you just say?"
"Well need more space."
"No about the house."
"What about it? Sandra, were getting married right? We have money. Married couples buy houses. It makes good financial sense."
Sandra started to cry.
"Sweetheart, what's the matter?"
"Stevie before I met you, I was just a law school slut. I didn't think that I could ever keep a husband. The idea of actually buying a house was unthinkable."
"Well start thinking Sandra."
Sandra looked at me. There was a big grin on her face. "Stevie, can I call Jules right now and tell her the good news?"
As Sandra started to make the call, I said "Why don't you tell Julie that we'll pick her up tomorrow afternoon. I'll set up an appointment with a real estate broker. When were done with the meeting, we can go look at some houses, then we'll go out for dinner."
Sandra stopped. After she thought for a moment, she closed her cell phone and sighed. "Baby, I'm sorry. I can't."
"Why not?"
"I have a date."
The words hit me like a punch to the stomach. Fortunately we were just arriving at my apartment. I parked the car. We both sat silently for a moment, neither of us moved or said anything.
Finally Sandra spoke.
"I actually made the date weeks ago. It was before I met you. He's a friend of Bob Downings. Bob's that older professor that I see. The guy's name is Richard Stevens. He's a big contract law professor from Boston. He's coming here to do a seminar tomorrow."
Sandra looked at me to make sure I was listening.
"The way Bob explained it, Richard has always been kind of conservative. He's never cheated on his wife or anything like that. He just turned 50. He's got that middle aged itch that some men get. He's going to be in town one night. He asked Bob if he would take him to a strip club. Bob told him that he thought he could do better than that. He told him that he knew a student that had a thing for older guys."
She smiled at me. "Its true you know, I do have a thing for older men."
I nodded. "Julie told me that last night."
Sandra laughed. "Good old Jules." Then she went on. "Well anyway, Bob told him about how I really like giving blow jobs. Apparently Richard went nuts. His wife thinks they're dirty. She won't do them. She's the only woman he's ever been with. He's never had a blow job."
"Until last night, I'd never had one either."
Sandra started to laugh. "Well you got a fabulous one last night and believe me buddy; Richard Stevens is going to get my very best effort tomorrow night."
She looked at me. "Baby, I'm sorry. I didn't know that all of this wonderful stuff was going to happen to us. Honey I promised Bob. I wouldn't feel right about backing out now." Sandra looked at me. "Besides, I'd feel awful about getting Richards hopes up and then letting him down."
Sandra stopped. She was thinking.
"No, I'm not sorry. Baby this is what you agreed to last night. This is how our life is going to be. I am going to date other men and I'm going to be doing it a lot. Sometimes it's going to interfere with your life, but that is the way it's going to be."
Sandra paused and thought some more.
"Sweetheart, I'm really horny right now. I haven't been properly laid since last Sunday night. I'd accept a date for tomorrow night even if the guy called tomorrow morning."
"We had sex last night. You had an orgasm with me."
"And sweetheart it was wonderful, but I want some serious cock. I want to feel a great big hard dick in my mouth and my pussy. Bob says Richard is really hung. Honey I can't wait for tomorrow night. My panties are getting wet just thinking about it."
"How about that guy who was in your apartment when I called you last night. He had a big cock didn't he?"
"Honey, I sucked him and that was nice, but I made him leave before we had a chance to fuck."
Sandra stopped.
"Stevie I think that both of us are forgetting how we defined our relationship last night. I shouldn't have to remind you that I'm your dominant girl friend and you're my submissive boyfriend. I date who I want, when I want. That's my right and after we're married it will be my marital right."
Sandra's tone became very authoritarian. "We are going to go inside now. When we get up to your apartment, you are going to get on your knees and pull down my jeans and my panties. While you lick my asshole, you're going to beg me to go out with Richard tomorrow night. You're going to beg me to give Richard Stevens my best blow job and then you're going to beg me to let Richard Stevens fuck me and cum in my pussy."
When we got up to the apartment, I undressed my beautiful fiancée. After I pulled off her panties, I got down on my knees.
"Ms. Monroe. I fully acknowledge the fact that it is your right and privilege to date whomever you please whenever you please. I apologize for questioning your authority. I beg you to go out with Richard Stevens tomorrow night. I beg you to take pleasure and satisfaction from his superior cock. I beg you to give him your best blow job and when you are done, I beg you to let him fuck you and cum in your pussy."
Sandra bent over and rested her arms against the wall.
"Very good wimp boy, you may kiss me now."
I pulled Sandra's ass cheeks apart and started to kiss and lick her asshole.
Sandra closed her eyes, "that's a good boy."
As I licked her, Sandra said. "If you're really well behaved tonight and lick me to at least three orgasms, I might be willing to let you help me get dressed for my date tomorrow night."
That made me smile.
I spent a long time on my knees licking Sandra's asshole. Tonight it seemed like she couldn't get enough. It was almost as if she was demanding my total submission.
I kept my tongue buried deep in her ass. I was afraid to stop. There was something about Sandra's attitude that made me feel reluctant to act without her direction. In the past there was sense of play when we did this. Sandra would tease me and talk dirty. It was a game. Tonight, it was different. Tonight Sandra was silent. It almost seemed as if this was a ceremony. I began to feel like I was surrendering my manhood and my free will to her.
I kept my tongue in her ass. I really wasn't afraid. I'd already made my decision. I was more than willing to give this woman everything that she was now demanding. I was eager to surrender to Sandra.
Sandra stood up. It was almost seemed as if she'd just read my mind and now understood that my submission to her was complete.
She turned and looked down at me. Neither of us spoke. We didn't have to. We both understood what had just happened.
"Get up Stevie."
As I got off my knees Sandra said. "Take your clothes off. I want you naked."
After I stood up I asked, "Sandra, are you going to call Julie?"
She slapped me hard. It wasn't a playful slap. She meant to hurt me and she did.
"Tonight, you will address me only as Ms. Monroe. Also, unless you want to feel the sting of my wrath again, I strongly suggest that you hold your tongue. If I want to hear your questions or your opinions, I'll ask for them."
She turned and walked towards the bedroom. As she went in she said, "Get your clothes off. When you're naked you may join me in the bedroom."
I undressed quickly.
Sandra was sitting on the bed when I came into the bedroom. She stood, walked over to me, grabbed my nipple and gave it a vicious twist. I cried out from the pain. Sandra smiled and whispered into my ear, "Did you enjoy that baby? I hope so, because I did."
Something told me that I could "break character" for a moment. "Yes Sandra I did. This is like a dream come true for me."
Sandra kissed me on the lips and said, "Baby, I love you so much." We hugged. After a minute, Sandra's expression changed to a devilish grin. "I want to play some more."
Sandra grabbed me by my hair and threw me on the bed. I'm not a big man and she caught me by surprise, so she was able to handle me quite easily.
Sandra got on top of me. All of her weight was pressed into my stomach. She had me pinned. I was powerless to stop her. She grabbed me around the neck and held me to the bed.
"Wimpboy, its time for you to give me pleasure."
Sandra turned so that she faced my feet. She moved back so that her cunt was directly over my face. Slowly, so very slowly, she lowered herself onto me. Sandra's pussy was wet, very wet.
"Eat me. Eat my cunt wimpboy."
Sandra started to rock back and forth on my face. I licked and kissed her pussy. She leaned forward so that her engorged clit was pressing against my lips. I took it into my mouth and sucked it.
"Oh yes, that's right, suck my clit. Suck it and lick it just like I am going to suck and lick Richard Steven's cock tomorrow night. Think about that wimpboy. Think about me playing with another man. Think about Richard's great big dick in my mouth. Stevie, I can't wait. I love sucking big hard cocks."
Sandra reached down and gently touched my tiny erection. She was just barely making contact. It was obvious that she didn't want me to cum.
"Look at your pathetic little peepee. I want a man's cock, not a pathetic little toy like this. I'm hungry for a real cock. I want to suck Richard Steven's dick and I can't wait until I get to do it."
She paused.
"Guess what Speedy." She stopped and laughed. "What a great name for you. I love it. Wasn't Speedy a little cartoon mouse?" Sandra giggled. "That pretty much sums you up, a little mouse dick that cums in a flash."
Sandra had to stop and catch her breath. The whole time she was talking, I was sucking and licking her clitoris. We were both moving into a state of uncontrolled sexual excitement.
"Speedy, when I get done sucking Richard's cock I am going to let him fuck me. Think about that Speedy. Think about another man putting his big hard cock into your future wife and fucking her until she screams in ecstasy."
She paused. "Guess what else I am going to do Speedy"
She laughed. "No this is something I'm not going to do. I'm not going to make Richard wear a condom. I am going to let him fuck me bareback."
The level of Sandra's voice was beginning to rise. She was losing control.
"Think about it baby, think about Richard thrusting that big hard dick of his in and out of my wet pussy. Speedy I can't wait, it's going to feel so wonderful."
Sandra's breathing was getting faster and faster.
Speedy, do you know why I'm not going to make Richard wear a condom when he fucks me?" She giggled. "Because I love the way it feels when a man shoots his stuff deep into my cunt.
As she said this, I could feel Sandra's muscles tightening. She stopped trying to talk. She stopped moving. There was a moment of calm, then storm hit.
She screamed. It was a loud piercing scream that soon turned into a cry. It almost seemed like the storm of pleasure was tearing Sandra apart. She forgot all about me. She mashed her cunt into my face. For a moment I couldn't breathe.
Fortunately, Sandra's cries of passion soon became whimpers. Her muscles relaxed and she slumped forward. I was able to breathe again.
We lay still for several minutes. Sandra was on top of me. She was lying on her stomach. Her face was next to my tiny erect penis. Her sopping wet cunt was directly in front of my face.
I was hoping that she might masturbate me as she lay there, but after several minutes she rolled off of me, turned around and laid down next to me.
Sandra must have read the disappointment in my face. She kissed me and said, "Baby, I'm not ready to let you cum yet. I want to play some more. Remember, I have a nice reward for you if you get me to three orgasms tonight." She laughed. "You still have two to go."
She laid her head on my shoulder and cuddled up to me. After a minute, she pulled herself up and looked at me.
"Stevie, am I being too mean to you? I know that it makes you really hot when I call you names and make fun of you." She stopped and smiled. "It gets me really hot to." Her expression got serious again. "But I don't ever want to hurt you or make you feel bad. You know that don't you sweetheart?"
I smiled at her. "Yes Sandra, I know that, and no you're not being too mean to me." I smiled at her. "Sandra, I know you love me. I'm having a wonderful time."
I got off the bed and got down on my knees next to Sandra.
"Ms. Monroe, I beg you to stop being mean to me. From the bottom of my heart I beseech you not to try to be any meaner to me than you already are."
You might remember that we have a couple of codes when we play this game. The first is that the more I beg Sandra not to do something, the more I am telling her that I actually want her to do it. The other code lets her know if she's going too far. If I use the word dull, she'll stop whatever she's doing so we can discuss it.
Sandra looked at me and smiled. "My, aren't you the little pervert." Sandra started giggling. "It's lucky for you that I'm an even bigger perv than you are."
She got off the bed. "Okay Speedy, the game is on. No more out of character breaks. You're my little love slave for the duration of the evening."
She stopped. "Just remember, we always have the word, dull."
I smiled at Sandra and said, "Ms. Monroe, I don't believe that you can make me say the word dull."
Sandra stared at me for a moment. "Speedy, is that a challenge?"
I bowed my head and said, "I would never be so presumptuous as to challenge my mistress, but I am quite certain that she cannot make me say the word dull."
Sandra burst out laughing. "Wimpboy, the game is on."
Suddenly, she reached down and pulled me up to her. Sandra threw her arms around me and kissed me. "Stevie Wagner, I love you so much. You're the most fun man in the entire world."
I slipped back to my knees and kissed Sandra's pussy. "Ms. Monroe, you are the most wonderful woman in the world and I also love you very much."
Sandra giggled as she felt my tongue tickle her clit. Then she pushed me away. "Back off for a minute Speedy. That last orgasm was pretty intense. I need a little break down there."
She grabbed my hair and pulled me back to my feet. "Speedy, I'm hungry. Go make me a grilled cheese sandwich."
As I turned to go to the kitchen Sandra gabbed my balls and squeezed them really hard.
"That's just a little sample of what you have coming." She slapped my butt and said, "Now off to the kitchen with you. Speedy, make a sandwich for yourself to."



I was getting out the frying pan when I heard Sandra call me from my den.
I went to see what she wanted. She was seated in front of my computer. She had already turned it on.
"Last night you mentioned that you found some internet porn sites that relate to us. Show me one so I can look at it while you make our dinner."
"Try this one, I think it's the best site." I typed the address into my computer.
Sandra was watching the site open as I went back to the kitchen.
I grilled two sandwiches and put each one on a plate with some potato chips. I poured two glasses of milk, put everything on a tray and carried it to the den.
Sandra's attention was focused on the computer monitor.
"Ms. Mason, I have your sandwich."
"Set it on the table next my chair."
I set her sandwich down and placed mine on the computer desk so that I could also read the monitor while we ate.
We both ate our sandwiches and drank our milk while we read articles and stories on the web site.
"Cucky, we have names. You're a cuckold. You're going to be my cuckold husband and I am going to be your hot wife. There are other people just like us. It makes me really happy to know that."
Sandra finished her sandwich. "Wimpboy, take the dishes to the kitchen and wash them up while I finish reading this article."
It only took me a few minutes to wash up a couple of dishes and the fry pan. When I came back to the den, Sandra was closing out the web site.
Sandra jumped up and grabbed me by my nipple. As she led me to the bedroom she said, "Okay wimpboy, break time is over. Its play time again."
For the next two hours we played relentlessly. Sandra was a cruel bitch. She pinched me, slapped me, taunted me and called me names. She made me lick and kiss every part of her body. She described past and future love affairs in great detail. She had an active imagination and she made full use of it as she tried to find new ways to humiliate me and demean me.
We both had a wonderful time. Sandra didn't have two more orgasms, she had three.
After her last orgasm, Sandra laid next to me. She wrapped her arms around me and started to giggle. "Stevie, we really are a couple of pervs. Did you enjoy that as much as I did?"
I softly kissed her forehead and said, "Yes, sweetheart, maybe even more."
She kissed my lips and said, "There's still one more detail to take care of."
Sandra slid down my body until her face was even with my tiny little penis. She took it into her mouth. She was very gentle. She was trying to make me last as long as possible. I laid back and closed my eyes. She started to suck me. Sadly, it didn't take long. I was still speedy the mouse. It was less than a minute before I felt that familiar tingle of excitement as my dicklet stiffened and the little dribble of semen squirted onto Sandra's lips.
She crawled back up my chest to my face. My semen was dripping from her lips. "Lick your cum from my lips Stevie. Lick it up and remember how it tastes. Tomorrow night when I get home from my date, I am going to sit on your face and let you lick another mans cum from my pussy. His semen will taste different than yours. Every man's cum tastes different. As my cuckold husband, you are going to learn to recognize which of my lovers I've been with just from the flavor of his cum.



        Sandra and Stevie Ch. 17

        Stevie comes home and finds Sandra with another man

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sandra-and-stevie-ch-17

Title: Sandra and Stevie Ch. 17

Author: Goodhusband

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Stevie comes home and finds Sandra with another man

Tags: cock sucking, submissive boyfriend, cuckold husband, cuckold, hot girlfriend, domination, slut wife, blow jobs, humiliation, dominant girlfriend

Series: Sandra and Stevie


Note: This story is the seventeenth installment in a series entitled "Sandra and Stevie". If you have not read the previous sixteen episodes of this series, I encourage you do so before beginning this chapter.
This is a dominant wife humiliates submissive husband story. That is the kind of story I write. If you do not enjoy these types of stories, I strongly recommend that you look for something else to read.
*
The next morning we woke up early, both of us were facing a big day.
Bob Downings had recruited Sandra to help with the seminar that Richard Stevens was here to put on. She wanted to get to the law school early. It was a continuing education seminar for practicing lawyers. The seminar was scheduled to start at 9:00 am. Sandra planned to be there by 8:00.
After having yesterday off, I was anxious to get into the office and catch up on all the activity surrounding Bentine Pharmaceutical.
I gave Sandra a ride to the Law School. As we drove, we talked about our plans for the day.
"Stevie, the seminar is scheduled to end at 3:30. I promised Bob that I would stay and help him tie up loose ends, but I should still be back at your apartment by 5:00 at the latest."
She thought for a minute. "I'm supposed to meet Richard for dinner at his hotel at 7:00. That should give me plenty of time to get ready."
She got a lascivious look on her face. "Are you going to get home in time to help me get dressed? I think that helping me get ready to meet my lovers should be one of your duties."
"I don't know what is going to happen at the office today, but I can't imagine that anything would keep me from being home by 5:00. Sandra, do you want me to pick you up at the law school on my way home?"
She considered that and said, "Thanks sweetie. I don't think I'll need a ride. I can either get Julie to bring me home." she smiled. "I am sure she would like to see us, or I can get Bob to give me a ride me to your place." She laughed, "I suppose that I can always stop at home and get my car if I really need to."
Sandra paused, "Stevie would you drive me to the hotel tonight? I'd really like that."
I looked at Sandra and smiled. "Baby, I'd be honored to do that."
I pulled up to the curb in front of the law school. Sandra gave me a quick kiss and said, "Love you Stevie, see you tonight."
I watched as my beautiful girlfriend hopped out of the car, hurried up the steps and disappeared into the law school.
I drove to the office. Everyone was really happy.
At 11:00 Avery, Arnie and Jonathon Wright; the third partner in the firm; summoned me to Avery's office.
We all sat down at Avery's conference table. Avery started the meeting. "Stevie, all of us are very happy with your performance. The Bentine project was excellent work. You did such a good job that the three of us have been thinking." He paused. "Stevie you are an outstanding researcher. We have a proposition for you."
Arnie stepped in. "We would like you to start doing research on a full time basis."
I looked at them, "Does this mean that I wouldn't have clients anymore?"
"Yes, if you accept our offer, your clients will be reassigned to other brokers."
Avery jumped back in. "Of course your salary will be adjusted to make up for any commission revenue that you would lose."
Jonathon stepped in. "Steve, you would still keep an office here, but you would also be free to work at home. That would be up to your discretion. Our only provision would be that the three of us want to meet with you at least twice a week so that you can keep us appraised of the status of the groups you are watching."
Avery spoke up again. "Steve, we also feel that you have earned a nice salary increase. Arnie what was it that we decided on?"
"Stevie, If you elect to accept our offer, we are prepared to raise your salary to $240,000 per year. That will include the compensation for loss of any commission revenue because you are giving up client responsibilities."
I almost fell on the floor. My salary including commissions last year was $90,000. They were more than doubling my earnings.
I looked at them. "That's a lot of money."
"We think you're worth it. We don't want to take the chance of your being lured away by another firm."
Avery looked at me. "What do you think Stevie?"
I started smiling. "Where do I sign?"
I went back to my office and started to consider the ramifications of this new development.
The financial implications were my first consideration. I took out a pencil and paper and started to list my assets. After building a financial picture, I called the bank down the street and made an early afternoon appointment with one of their officers.
The meeting at the bank went very well. It was 3:00 when I got back to my office. I sat down at my desk and started to make a new financial planning sheet that included the information from the bank. Several ideas were starting to take shape in my mind.
At 4:40 I glanced at my watch. I'd lost track of the time. I cleaned up my desk and rushed out of the office. Sandra would be getting home soon. She would be starting to get ready for her date with Richard. I wanted to be there with her.
I pulled up in front of my apartment building at 5:00 pm sharp. As I parked, I noticed that there was a large Lexus in the space immediately behind me.
I quickly walked to my apartment, unlocked the door and let myself in. I smiled when I noticed Sandra's purse on the dining room table. I assumed that she was in the bedroom starting to get ready for her date.
I looked at the bedroom door. It was closed. I thought that was an odd thing for Sandra to do. She wasn't very concerned about privacy.
I was very excited about seeing Sandra. I wanted to tell her about my raise.
I stopped dead in my tracks when I opened the door. She was in the bedroom, but she wasn't alone. There was a very distinguished looking middle aged gentleman with her. His trousers were around his ankles. Sandra was on her knees sucking his cock. She was naked.
My first reaction was to cry out in shock and storm out to the room. It took some effort, but I managed to control that initial response. Instead I stayed in the doorway and watched
I was quickly captivated. I'd imagined the scene before me many times in the past week. This was the first time that I'd actually witnessed it.
Julie was right, Sandra was very good at giving head. I assumed that the gentleman was Robert Downings. As Sandra sucked Robert's large erection she watched his eyes. She was obviously gauging his reactions to her efforts. When she noticed Robert sigh from pleasure, she closed her eyes and continued the sucking motion that had elicited the sigh.
Sandra noticed me standing there. Her focus of attention quickly shifted from Bob to me. I smiled to myself as I realized that she was now performing for me rather than Bob.
Suddenly it dawned on me that Sandra had orchestrated this. She'd planned all along to get Bob Downings to give her a ride home. She knew this man. She understood that he would never refuse the offer of a quick blow job.
The timing was a bit of a gamble. As it turned out it worked perfectly.
I relaxed and enjoyed the show.
Suddenly Bob sensed the change in Sandra's focus of attention. He turned and noticed my presence.
I was afraid that he might get mad, or ask me to leave. Instead he smiled, looked down at Sandra and said, "Sandy, Where are your manners, you should introduce me to your fiancée."
Sandra took Bob's cock out of her mouth, lasciviously licked the large head and said, "Stevie, this is Professor Bob Downings. You've heard me talk about him many times. I told him all about you and me." She smiled. "He's really quite intrigued about our relationship."
"Nice to meet you professor Downings."
"Nice to meet you Stevie." He paused and chuckled to himself. "That is your name isn't it?" He pretended to think. "No it seems to me that I've heard another name." He pretended to think again. "Speedy, yes that's what it was. He was chuckling. "Yes Speedy." He started laughing out loud. "Well Speedy, I hope you enjoy this little show every bit as much as Sandy and I do." He returned his attention to Sandra, "Alright Sandy, its time to make Big Bob happy."
Bob was taunting me. He was clearly enjoying it. Sandra had said that he was very kinky.
Sandra gave Bob's cock a long slow lick, smiled at me and shifted her gaze back to him. He became her lover again. His pleasure was now the focus of her attention. She started sucking his cock in earnest.
I suppose that I should have become angry, but I didn't. Instead, I just stood in the doorway feeling humiliated. As I watched, I noticed that I had an erection. Suddenly I understood that I wasn't going to get mad at Bob. I realized that he was treating me exactly the way I wanted to be treated.
As I watched her in action, I marveled at Sandra's skill. Her hands and mouth worked in tandem. When she licked the head of Bob's cock, her hands were busy stroking his massive shaft. When she put his cock into her mouth and sucked it, her fingers were either squeezing the base of his cock or fondling his balls.
Bob seemed to particularly like it when Sandra used her tongue to tickle the sensitive little spot underneath his huge cockhead.
As Bob's blow job continued, Sandra changed her technique. She started to suck on just the head of his cock. As she did this, she stroked his erect pole with her left hand while her right hand massaged his big balls. Her mouth and hands worked together in a smooth easy rhythm. It was almost like she was performing a well choreographed dance.
While she worked her magic, she gradually increased the tempo of her performance to a frantic pace. This intense stimulation elevated Bob's lust and moved him towards an orgasm. When Sandra felt her lover approaching the edge of no return she would pause until he was able to regain control of himself. When she was assured of the fact that he was in control, she would start her dance anew and bring him to the threshold of another orgasm.
Sandra did this three times. On the fourth repetition, Bob said, "Now baby, I want it now. Do it to me!"
Sandra wrapped both of her hands around Bob's cock and started vigorously jacking him off. His orgasm came quickly. Bob's closed his eyes as he ejaculated spurt after spurt of semen into Sandra's mouth.
Sandra gradually slowed the motion of her hands. She started milking Bob's cock. She was trying to coax every bit of her lovers precious love juice from his softening penis.
When Sandra was done, she looked up at Bob and smiled. A small dribble of his semen dripped from the corner of her mouth.
Bob stepped back, reached down and pulled up his pants. As he fastened his zipper and buckled his belt, He said, "Speedy your fiancée is one hell of a cocksucker."
He smiled at me. "Usually when Sandy is done sucking my cock, I'd throw her on that bed and fuck the living daylights out of her, but not this afternoon."
Bob paused, and then he laughed. "Don't start thinking that my decision to leave without fucking your girlfriend has anything to do with your presence wimpboy." He shook his head. "I'm planning on using your bed to fuck your little sweetheart quite a lot in the future."
He smiled, "No, the fact is your little girlfriend is going to be a fuck toy for a buddy of mine tonight. I want her to be nice and tight for him."
Bob looked at his watch. "I have to go. My wife is waiting for me."
Bob walked to the front door of my apartment. When he opened it, he stopped and started laughing, "I think Sandy would like to give you a nice big kiss Speedy. The two of you can share that mouthful of cum that I just gave her." He kept laughing, "Wimpboy, I think you're going to become very familiar with the taste of my semen.
I was a little stunned after Bob left.
Sandra stood up; Bob's semen was dripping from the corner of her mouth. She looked at me. I think she was trying to gauge my reaction to what had just occurred.
I walked over to Sandra, took her in my arms and kissed her. She opened her mouth and pushed a large glob of Bob's cum into my mouth. I gagged for a moment. Bob produces a lot more semen than I do. The consistency of that much cum at one time is a little hard to get used to.
I swallowed some of it and rolled the rest around the inside of my mouth with my tongue. It took a moment before I got my gag reflex under enough control to swallow the rest of it.
Sandra took my hand and led me over to the bed.
As we sat down she said, "Stevie, I'm sorry, I didn't know that Bob was going to be quite that rude to you." She paused, "I guess I got kind of carried away this afternoon. I'm really happy about you and me. I want to share my happiness with my friends. Bob is a friend. I'm sorry if I told him a little bit too much about us."
She stopped to think. "I know Bob can be kind of rough. I think I've told you that he's really dominant. He treats me pretty rough sometimes. I get really excited when he does it. I suppose it's only natural that some of that treatment spills over to you."
She looked at me. "Sweetie, I love you. If you ask me to stop seeing Bob, I will."
Sandra reached out and took my hand. "Please don't be mad at me because I was giving Bob a blow job in your bedroom. I was trying to be good. I thought I was being clever. I thought it would get you really excited to actually get to see me with another guy. I worked all day to get the timing just right."
She shook her head and started to cry. "I guess I'm just a fuck up. Nothing I ever do seems to turn out right."
I squeezed her hand, "Sandra, its okay. I realized right away that you were doing that for my benefit.'
She looked at me. "You did?'
"Yes, and I really did enjoy seeing you in action. Baby you give an incredible blow job."
Sandra smiled. "I do don't I. Stevie it may not be much but I really am proud of my ability to suck cocks."
I took out my handkerchief and wiped away her tears.
"As far as telling Bob about us, I want your lovers to know everything about our relationship. We've talked about this. I don't know why, but the humiliation that comes with your seeing other men is a big turn on for me. I want you and your lovers to flaunt your infidelity in front of me."
I paused to think.
"You're right, Bob did come on pretty strong. I'm still not sure how I liked it. It's kind of like be careful what you ask for because you just might get it." I thought for a second. "Let's not worry about it right now. If I decide that I am really offended by him, we can always arrange it so that I'm never around when you see him."
Sandra put her arms around me. "Stevie, you're so wonderful. You always know what to do."
I looked at the clock on the wall. It was five minutes to six. I jumped up. "Sandra, look at the time. We have to get you ready for your date with Richard."
Sandra looked at the clock and yelled, "Shit, We have to hurry. Stevie, start the water running in the shower while I lay out my clothes."
Suddenly Sandra stopped. "No we have one other thing to talk about. This is really important to me. Stevie, I called Julie this morning. I told her about how it's okay with you if she moves in with us. Honey, she started to cry when I told her. Then she screamed when I told her that we're going to buy a house. Stevie she's so excited. We met for lunch today and all we could talk about was what the house should be like. Oh baby, we're both so happy. Listen, neither of us has a date tomorrow night. Can all three of us go out for dinner together?"
I smiled. "Yes Sandra that would be nice. I also have a lot more news in that area."
Sandra looked at me." What is it? Tell me."
"Sorry baby, we don't have time right now. I'll tell you tomorrow at dinner."
"You shit. I'm going to be in suspense all day tomorrow."
"You'll live. Now go get your clothes out. You don't want to be late for this date."
"Just one more thing Stevie. Jules told me about your little secret fantasy. She said you were afraid to tell me because you were worried about what I'd think." She smiled. "Well I think it's really hot. Jules sent you this present. I think you'd better open it."
Sandra picked up a gift wrapped package from the dresser and handed it to me.
I tore the paper off of the package. There was a pink box inside. I took the top off the box and pulled out a pair of lacey pink panties.
"Go on take your clothes off and put them on."
Sandra watched as I stripped off my suit and boxer shorts. When I pulled the frilly panties on she clapped her hands and said, "That's the perfect outfit for a cuckold husband to wear when he helps his hot wife get ready for a date with another man."
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I turned on the water in the shower so it would get hot while Sandra laid out her clothes.
"Hey Stevie, Do you mind if I wear the necklace and earrings that you bought me the day after we met?"
"No Sandra, I want you to wear them. They enhance your natural beauty. You're absolutely stunning when you have them on."
She came into the bathroom. "Thanks, you're sweet. I just thought that you might like it if I only wore them for you."
"No sweetheart, you're like a work of art. Your beauty needs to be shared with the world, not hoarded away."
Sandra giggled, "Aren't you the charmer."
I shook my head. "No, I just happen to be madly in love with you."
Sandra stared at me for a moment. Finally she said, "Stevie, you really know the right things to say to a girl." She sighed. "I wish I could stay home with you tonight."
"Oh no, not tonight, tonight you have a date with a distinguished older man." I grinned at Sandra, "A little bird told me that you have thing for distinguished older men. You don't want to miss this."
Sandra blushed. "That little bird is right. I'm sorry Stevie, I really am excited about seeing Richard tonight."
"Then you'd better start getting ready, you don't want to keep your gentleman waiting."
Sandra kissed me and jumped into the shower. She got herself nice and wet, sat down on the edge of the tub and started to shave her legs and pussy.
"I was planning on teaching you to do this for me tonight. I'm sorry, we just ran out of time. I can get it done much quicker if I do it myself."
"Its okay Sandra, I'm sure that we'll have many opportunities in the future."
She laughed. "Oh baby, I hope so."
Sandra finished shaving, got back into the shower and bathed. As she was bathing, she got a naughty look on her face and handed me the soap.
"Here sissyboy, wash my pussy so that it's nice and clean when Richard fucks me tonight."
Sandra was toying with me. I loved it. I took the soap from her and gave her cunt the most thorough washing it had ever had."
She turned around. "Now wash my ass. I want it nice and clean so that you can lick it for me when I get home from my date tonight."
That was a request that didn't need to be repeated.
When she was done, Sandra rinsed herself off. I handed her a towel as she stepped out of the shower.
Sandra went into the bedroom and put on her lingerie while I set up her makeup mirror in the dining room.
She came out of the bedroom and sat down. I watched as she put on her eye shadow and lipstick. I noticed that she'd brought the necklace and earrings out with her.
When she was ready, I picked up the white gold necklace and carefully placed it around Sandra's neck. As I fastened the clasp, I whispered into her ear. "I want you to look really beautiful for Richard tonight. I want him to want to make love to you over and over again. I want you to come home to me feeling completely satisfied."
Sandra stood and kissed me. As she kissed me she reached down and massaged my tiny penis.
I looked at my watch. It was 6:40. "We don't have time for this right now. Go put your skirt and blouse on. We have to go."
Sandra laughed, "Aren't you getting bossy."
"That's right, I am. Somebody has to make sure that you get to your lovers on time."
We both ran into the bedroom. While Sandra finished dressing, I pulled on a pair of jeans and a polo shirt. She put on the new red skirt and black sequined blouse that she'd bought at the mall yesterday. When she was done buttoning her blouse, she slipped her feet into her black spike heeled pumps and walked out to the dining room.
Sandra stopped at the dining room table and put on her earrings. When she was done, she turned and did a little pirouette, "How do I look?"
"Sandra, you're going to drive Richard wild."
She grabbed her purse and said, "Let's go."
I drove quickly. We just barely had enough time to get to the hotel by 7:00.
Sandra was excited. "Stevie, Richard gave a wonderful lecture today. He's highly respected in legal circles. Universities all over the country are trying to get him to put on seminars."
Sandra took a deep breath, "He's so handsome. Bob showed me a picture of him, but the picture didn't do him justice. Richard has thick brown hair. He's tall and has very broad shoulders."
Sandra looked at me, "He's in excellent physical condition. Richard must spend lots of time in the gym. He looks like a weightlifter. Stevie, he's so sexy."
I drove the car in silence. I didn't say a word.
Sandra noticed. "Honey, why are you so quiet?"
She thought for a moment. "Are you getting jealous? Sweetheart, its okay, I'm just going to meet Richard for dinner. When were done eating he'll take me up to his hotel room. I'll give him a blowjob and then I'll let him fuck me. Baby, I'm not going to fall in love with him. When were done fucking, I'll come home to you. Stevie I'll always come home to you. You don't ever have to worry about that."
I smiled at her. "Sandra I know that. I just want you to remember that I love you."
I love you to Stevie. I love you more than any other man in the entire world. Sweetheart, I will always love you."
I pulled up in front of the hotel.
Sandra looked at me, "Stevie, I am pretty sure that Richard will want me to go home after he's done fucking me. It might be pretty late. Do you want me to take a cab?"
"No Sandra, definitely not. I don't care how late it is. Call me, I'll come down here and pick you up."
"Thanks, I was hoping you'd say that," She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek, "I have to go."
As Sandra got out of the car I called to her. "Hey Sandra..."
She turned, "What Stevie?"
"Give Richard a blow job he'll never forget, okay?"
Sandra laughed. "You got it sweetheart."
Sandra ran up the steps of the hotel. The doorman opened the door for her and she disappeared inside.
If you happen to a masochistic cuckold, watching your fiancée go into a four star hotel to meet another man for sex is an incredibly erotic sight.
As I drove away from the hotel I was finally able to relax a little bit. It had been a remarkably eventful day and the last hour had gotten exceedingly hectic.
It was nice to take a breath and slow down. I didn't feel like going straight home so I went for a drive.
While I was driving, I started to think about the encounter with Bob Downings. I was trying to make sense out of my reaction to the way he treated me. He was very dominant and he certainly said very humiliating things to me.
Why couldn't I just view his abuse as part of our fantasy and submit to him?
I considered this for a moment; suddenly I understood the reason for my reaction. I'm not willing to submit to Bob. I'm not willing to submit to anyone but Sandra. Bob also acted like a bully. I've never been willing to let anyone bully me.
The encounter with Bob in our bedroom did have one positive result. I got to see Sandra actually giving a blowjob.
She really was very talented. As I thought about that, I felt a little surge of pride. That made me smile. I suspected that there very few men who are proud of their fiancée's ability to suck a cock.
As I continued driving, I started thinking about Sandra and Richard. They were probably eating their dinner right now. I was certain that Sandra was fascinated by Richard's conversation. I imagined her hanging on his every word. I envied him. At this moment I would have given anything to be dining with Sandra.
It was at this point in the evening that I started to fully understand that one of the most difficult challenges a cuckold faces is passing the time while his wife or girlfriend is out with another man.
I knew that I had to find some diversions. I needed something to occupy my mind.
I thought about going to the movies, but I knew that wouldn't work. I get bored at the movies under the best circumstances.
I ended up going shopping and I hate to shop.
It didn't really work. As I browsed through the stores, I kept imagining Sandra and Richard.
I looked at my watch. It was nearly 8:30. They had to be done with dinner. I couldn't imagine that either of them had any interest in lingering over dessert and coffee.
I assumed that they were in Richard's room by now. Sandra wouldn't wait for Richard to make the first move. As soon as the door was closed she would be all over him. I was also certain that Richard wouldn't be shy. I was sure that Bob had made it clear to Richard that Sandra was his for the taking. I think the phrase he used was fuck toy. Sandra was going to be his buddy's fuck toy. Richard would certainly be pawing Sandra within seconds after they entered his hotel room.
I decided that shopping was a waste of time and a poor diversion. I went to my car and started for home. Maybe at home I could find something to help pass the time.
On my way to my apartment I started to remember how excited Sandra was when she told me that Richard had never had his cock sucked. I knew that one of the big attractions for her on this date was that she would be giving an older man his very first blow job.
Sandra would be aroused by the anticipation of what was coming. She probably wouldn't even allow time for them to get undressed. I knew my girl. She would be massaging Richard's crotch as quickly as she could.
I started smiling. Sandra loved to suck cocks. As soon as she felt Richard's erection, my sweet baby would be dropping to her knees.
I pulled up in front of my apartment and parked. As I walked up the front sidewalk I started to think about Sandra on her knees in front of Richard. I remembered watching Sandra with Bob this afternoon. She was an artist.
I imagined her unzipping Richard's pants and pulling his huge cock out. I smiled. My baby was good, she wouldn't just stick Richards dick into her mouth. She'd play with it first. She'd tease him. She'd kiss and lick the head and then stroke his shaft.
When I got back to my apartment I tried to read some medical journals. That didn't work either. No matter how much I tried to focus on something else, I couldn't stop picturing my beautiful Sandra with Richard's great big cock in her mouth.
By now, Sandra would be sucking Richard. I saw what she did with Bob. This was where she excelled. I saw how her hands and mouth worked together in a smooth easy rhythm. I marveled at the way that she would change tempo so that she could control the level of her lover's lust.
I was certain that she was making Richard's blow job last. I was confident that my BJ queen was giving her lover of the evening an experience he would never forget.
My last attempt at trying to divert my attention from Sandra and Richard was to pull out the financial plan that I'd started earlier in the day. I wanted to get a better idea of what kind of house we might be able to afford.
It worked for little while, but eventually my mind drifted back to Richard's hotel room.
I assumed that Sandra had finished Richard's blow job by now. I imagined that she had to go into the bathroom and wipe his large deposit of semen off of her lips ad nose.
Now it was a matter of how long it would take Richard to recover.
I looked at my watch. If he was any good at all..., I stopped myself and laughed. Listen to me, Speedy the cuck, judging another man's sexual prowess.
I considered this for a moment and then I shook my head. It didn't matter. If Richard was worth his salt as a stud lover, he should have gotten a second erection by now. He should be mounting my beautiful Sandra and pushing his new erection into her sopping pussy.
This was the moment when Sandra would become Richard's fuck toy. I remembered Sandra telling me that she wasn't going to make her lover wear a condom.
I was envious of Richard as I imagined the pleasure he felt while he pumped his bare cock in and out of my fiancées cunt.
I pictured him fucking Sandra with increasing intensity. She would be crying in ecstasy. Sandra would have at least one and maybe two orgasms while Richard fucked her. He wouldn't care, he wouldn't stop. He was a stud; he would just keep fucking her."
I imagined Richard fucking Sandra at a frantic pace. Her legs were wrapped around the back of his thighs. She was bucking her hips in response to each of his powerful thrusts. Suddenly he pushed his cock as far into her cunt as he possibly could and stopped. Sandra sensed what was about to happen and locked her legs around Richard's buttocks to hold him deep inside her. I imagined that I heard her squeals of delight as her lover pumped spurt after spurt of his fertile semen into her unprotected womb.
I pictured Sandra and Richard gradually beginning to relax. They were both spent. They were both satisfied.
I imagined Richards softening cock as it slipped from Sandra's dripping vagina.
I saw Sandra lying still. Her lust was now satisfied. Her legs were spread wide apart. Her lovers cum dripped from her well fucked cunt.
Suddenly, the telephone rang. I looked at my watch. It was just after 10:00 pm.
I picked up the receiver. "Hello"
"Stevie. It's Sandra. Can you come pick me up?"
"Of course sweetheart, I'll leave right away."
I'm just getting dressed. Richard is asleep. I'll wait in the lobby. Call me on my cell phone when you get here okay?"
"I'll be right there Sandra."
"I love you Stevie."
"I love you to Sandra."
I drove quickly. As I approached the hotel, I dialed Sandra's cell phone.
She answered immediately. "Hello?"
"I'm here sweetheart."
"I'll be right out."
As I drove up, Sandra came running out of the hotel. The doorman opened my car door for her and she got in.
As soon as she was inside my car Sandra leaned over, put her arms around me and gave me a long slow kiss.
"Hi Stevie, thank you for coming to get me."
Sandra sat back and put on her seatbelt.
"Did you have a good time?"
She sighed. "I had a wonderful time, Richard is a wonderful lover." She looked over at me. "Do you want to hear about it, or will it make you feel too sad?"
I smiled at Sandra. "Sweetheart, I want to hear every detail, but you know how I really want to hear it?"
"No how? Tell me."
"I want to be in our bed naked, with you sitting on my face."
Sandra laughed and said, "I can't wait. Drive really fast."
We drove in silence for a minute, and then I asked Sandra a question that had been bothering me.
"Sandra if Julie went to college with you, how come she works as a waitress in a coffee shop?"
"Stevie, Jules never went to college."
"I thought that she was your college roommate."
"She was, but I was the only one going to school. She always just worked. Stevie, she could never afford to go to college. I told you, Jules grew up in foster homes. She never had much family support."
"Sandra, I grew up in a foster home to. My dad died when I was five and my mom died when I was eleven." I was quiet for a minute. "I think my mom died of a broken heart."
"Baby, I'm sorry. You never told me that."
"It's not something I talk about very easily."
Sandra was quiet now. Finally she said, "My parents disowned me when I was 18. I got pregnant. I didn't want to have the baby. I had an abortion. They were really religious. They threw me out of the house. They haven't talked to me since. I scraped my way through college by earning scholarships and working."
I smiled at Sandra. "I think that all three of us need each other."
"I think we could become a pretty good family Stevie."
"I'd really like that Sandra." I paused again. "Anyway, I think that you and I are doing okay, but Julie needs our help. Sandra I have a plan."
"What is it?"
I spent the rest of the trip home outlining my plan to Sandra."
When I was done she said, "Can we afford that Stevie?"
"Yes Sandra, we can. Listen tomorrow night when all three of us go to dinner I'll lay out all the details. I think that you guys will be really excited."
We pulled up in front of the apartment.
"Now let's go inside and play."
Sandra laughed, "Come on speedy, I'm in the mood for a little face sitting.
That night Sandra rode me to three orgasms. She told me that she had two while she was fucking Richard. She had a good night.
Afterwards, when we were lying in bed I said, "Sandra you were right. My semen, Bob's semen and Richard's semen all taste different."
I stopped for minute. "The taste of Richard's semen might not be reliable. It had a chance to cure inside your pussy for a little while."
I thought for a moment and started laughing. "I think "Sandra cured" is going to become my favorite flavor."
Sandra laughed. "Stevie, you're a pervert and it's one of the many reasons I'm madly in love with you."
Sandra cuddled up to me and we fell asleep in each others arms. Life was wonderful.
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On my way to work the next morning I dropped Sandra off at the law school.
As she got out of the car she said, "Jules and I are going to meet at our apartment at 2:00. We're going to try to move some of our things to your place. We should be there at about 3:30" She stopped for a moment. It was almost as if she was afraid to ask her next question. "Stevie, would you mind if Jules and I put our feminine touch on your apartment?"
I laughed. "No Sandra, not at all. It's your place now just as much as its mine. I want the two of you to be happy. Do anything you want."
"Thanks babe, you're wonderful; I'll see you this afternoon." She blew me a kiss and turned to leave.
I stopped her. "Hey Sandra,." She turned. I pulled out my checkbook, signed three checks, tore them out and handed them to her. "Stop at a furniture store if you have time. I think we need some female bedroom furniture. The two of you shouldn't have to put your makeup on at the dining room table. Also, I'll bet that we need some more dressers. Get nice stuff that we'll want in the new house."
"We get to buy new furniture! Thank you, I'm going to call Jules right now. Maybe she can get off work earlier today and meet me at noon. Sweetie this is so exciting." She stopped, "Are you sure you trust us to buy stuff you'll like?"
"I want you to buy stuff that the two of you like. Now get going, we all have things to get done. I'll try to be home by 4:00."
I watched Sandra run up the steps to the law school. She was so happy that she was skipping.
When I got to work, I sat down at my desk and called a real estate office that had been recommended to me. I made an appointment for 2:00 pm. When that task was done I called the Kensington grill and made a 7:30 dinner reservation.
The next item on my calendar was a meeting with Arnie Turner. We spent a good two hours writing a new job description for me. They were offering me a great deal of freedom. We both thought it was important that all of us understood exactly what my duties were going to be and exactly what the firm expected of me.
I spent the rest of the morning reorganizing my desk and pulling client files so that they could be reassigned to other brokers.
At noon I packed up my brief case and stopped to see Arnie's secretary. "Janice, I'm leaving for the day. I'll have my cell phone on if anyone needs to reach me.
She laughed, "Stevie, Its Friday afternoon. Everyone is bailing out. In an hour, I'm going to be the only poor soul still here."
As I walked out the door I said, "Janice you're a gem. Arnie should triple your salary."
"I'm going to tell him you said that Stevie. He might listen to you; everyone here thinks you're pretty smart right now."
I had two stops to make before my appointment with the realtor. My first was Kelroy College. Kelroy was a small local private college. I met with their admissions counselor and got a good idea of what their entrance requirements and costs were.
My next stop was at Maple Hills Community College. I had a similar meeting there and gathered the same information.
I arrived at the realtor's office at 2:00. I met Barry Dunlap. Barry was going to be our real estate agent. He was a handsome man in his mid 30's. I smiled as Barry shook my hand; the girls were going to love this guy.
Barry and I did the necessary paperwork and started to scan some listings.
"Steve, I want you to look at this one. It was owned by an executive with the Bleckly Paper Company. He got a promotion and had to move his family to the east coast. The house has been vacant for two months now. They're desperate to sell. The house is probably worth $1,500,000, but its layout is a little different. They're asking $1,250,000 but I am pretty sure you can buy it for under $1,000,000."
"What's different about it?"
The house has 4 bedrooms, but two of the bedrooms are enormous. They had one son. They spoiled him. His bedroom is sensational. From what you tell me about your situation, this house might be perfect for you." He paused. "I'll bet you can buy it for a song."
It was about 4:00 when I pulled up in front of my apartment. Both of the girl's cars were already parked in the lot.
I opened my apartment door and got mauled. As soon as I stepped in the door, Julie grabbed me and started kissing and hugging me.
"Stevie you're wonderful. Thank you for letting me live here. I promise to be a really good roommate and do all the chores."
As I was hugging Julie I realized that she was only wearing a bra and a pair of thong panties. I was going to learn that Julie rarely overdressed at home.
"I gave her a pat on the butt. "Julie I am as happy as you are, and we're all going to share equally in the chores. Welcome to your new home."
Sandra was standing behind Julie, "Got a hug for me?"
She jumped into my arms. I just had time to give Sandra one good hug before Julie jumped back in. I spent the next several seconds getting kissed and squeezed by two beautiful women, life was good.
When we finally broke apart I looked at my two girls and asked, "What did you two get done today?"
Sandra clapped her hands together. "Stevie we bought furniture."
For the next half hour, my two lovelies walked me around the apartment and told me all about the furniture they had purchased. It was being delivered tomorrow afternoon. They described each piece in glowing detail and pointed out the spot it would occupy in the apartment. They were just starting to tell me about the rest of their ideas for redecorating when I stopped them.
"Before you guys get too carried away with redecorating plans, let's talk about step 2 in our lives."
Julie looked at me, "What's step 2 Stevie?"
I looked at my watch. "Girls, get dressed. We have an appointment to look at a house in 45 minutes. After that, were going to dinner at the Kensington Grill."
Julie looked at me. "Stevie that place is really expensive. I've never been there."
"Well get dressed, were going there tonight."
Sandra stood still. "Were going to go look at a house?"
"Yes."
"Right now?"
"Yes, now go get dressed."
Sandra and Julie both screamed and starting tearing their clothes off so they could both get into the shower.
I poured myself a scotch and spent the next half hour watching two gorgeous women bathing and dressing for dinner. As I just said, life sure was good.
While we drove to the house, I told the girls about my meeting with Barry Dunlap. They both got excited as I told them about the unusual design of the home and the owners difficulty finding a buyer.
The address for the house was 1211 Oak Grove Drive. When we found the street it was immediately apparent that it was appropriately named. Oak Grove Drive was lined with rows of tall, stately oak trees.
As we drove down the street looking for 1211, all three of us were awestruck by the beautiful homes we passed.
Sandra looked at me, "Stevie, we can't afford to live in this neighborhood."
In the back seat, Julie said, "Shit Stevie, call the realtor, this has to be a mistake."
Were were just passing 1203. Two houses ahead I could see Barry Dunlap standing in a driveway waiting for us.
"No were in the right place. There's our realtor in the driveway."
In unison, both of my girls said, "What a hunk."
1211 was a large ranch style house. Barry greeted us as we pulled into the driveway and got out of the car.
Julie walked right up to Barry and said, "Hi I'm Julie." She could never be described as shy.
I made more formal introductions and we went inside.
All three of us wandered the house in awe, it was beautiful. As we moved from the living room to the family room, Sandra said, "Guys look outside."
Large glass doors opened to the back patio. Beyond the patio was a large swimming pool and hot tub. The entire yard was enclosed by a very high privacy fence.
"Sandra looked at me. Stevie how can we possibly afford this?"
"I'll tell you at dinner. Just trust me and give this place a thorough examination."
We wandered back into the house and went into the master bedroom. It was huge. We peeked into the master bath. It was actually 5 rooms and included a large whirl pool tub and separate shower. There was even a separate room for the toilet. I laughed to myself; a private potty wasn't a big necessity for my two exhibitionists.
Barry led us across the living room into what had been the boys bedroom. It was just as large as the master bedroom and the bathroom was every bit luxurious.
I turned to Julie. "Do you think you could survive with this as your bedroom?"
She grinned at me, "Stevie, this is like a fantasy. I've never even been in a house like this before."
Sandra and I kept exploring. We found the basement stairs and went down. At the base of the stairs we turned on a light. We discovered a large paneled room with a big fireplace, a pool table and a wet bar. We explored further and found large storage spaces, a tool bench and a beautiful laundry room.
Sandra and I turned around. We thought that Barry and Julie were right behind us, but they were nowhere to be seen.
When we went back upstairs, we heard noises from the kitchen. As soon as we opened the door, both of us started laughing.
Barry was standing with his pants down. Julie was on her knees, her blouse was unbuttoned and her breasts were hanging free. She was giving Barry a blow job.
When she heard us come into the kitchen Julie took Barry's huge cock out of her mouth and turned to look at us. "Someone had to check our realtor's credentials."
As we watched Julie suck Barry's cock, Sandra nudged me. "She's pretty good, but I'm better." Sandra called to our realtor. "Hey Barry, if we look at another house tomorrow you have to give me a try, then you can decide which of us gives a better blow job."
Barry looked at me with a worried expression. "I'm sorry Steve, things got out of hand kind of quickly."
I put up my hand. "Don't worry Barry. I'm cool with this, but you really do need to give Sandra a chance tomorrow."
He looked at me. "No shit? Wow, you guys live some kind of wild life."
I smiled and looked at my watch. Julie you'd better finish him off, were due at the Kensington Grill in 30 minutes."
Julie worked quickly. I was already learning that when these girls decide its time to get a guy off they can get the job done fast.
It was mere seconds before we saw Barry gasp and close his eyes as he started pumping semen into Julie's mouth.
Julie kept sucking his cock while he ejaculated. After a few moments Barry's erection started to wilt. Julie still kept sucking him. It was obvious that she was trying to milk every last drop of cum from his enormous penis.
Finally, Julie took Barry's cock out of her mouth and stood up. Her lips were covered with his semen. Barry handed her his handkerchief. Julie was just about to wipe the cum off of her mouth when Sandra intervened.
She looked at me and winked. I took a deep breath. I already knew Sandra well enough to know that it was game time.
"Julie, don't you think you should give Stevie a little kiss to thank him for all the nice things he's done for us today?"
Julie looked at Sandra, "Really? Do you think he would like that?"
Sandra laughed. "Yes, I suspect he would and I'm absolutely certain that I would."
She walked over to Barry and started fondling his limp penis. "I also want our stud lover over here to see my little cuckold wimp in action."
Sandra smiled at Barry. "Baby, a real man like you never has to apologize to my little pussy boyfriend for anything."
Sandra stroked Barry's soft cock and turned to me. "Come on sissy boy; go lick our studs cum off of Julie's face." She stopped for a minute. "Hold on Speedy, one more thing, drop your pants first."
I looked at Sandra. My eyes pleaded with her not to do this.
She laughed. "Don't be shy pussyboy; let's show everyone just what kind of a man you really are."
I unbuckled my belt and dropped my trousers revealing the pink lace panties that Julie had sent to me last night.
I heard Barry say, "Holy Shit."
Sandra looked at Barry and said, "Do you see why Julie and I are looking for real men to fuck. Look at our dainty little sissy in his panties. Isn't he cute?"
She grinned at me, "Hey needle dick, pull down your panties and show our realtor your little peepee.
My face turned beet red as I lowered my panties and exposed my tiny penis.
Barry began to smirk. Sandra's dominant attitude towards me made him bolder. He unbuttoned her blouse, unclasped her bra and started to fondle her breasts with his massive fingers.
As he stood there taking liberties with my girl friend, Barry started laughing. "Shit, I've never seen a penis that small. He really does look like a little boy."
Sandra snuggled up to Barry and said, "Now do you understand why Julie and I are looking for playmates?"
"Yeah baby, It's perfectly clear."
Sandra started to giggle, "Watch this big guy."
She looked at me, "All right Speedy, Its cleanup time."
I started to pull my panties and trousers back up, but Sandra stopped me. "Hey Needle dick, nobody told you to do that. Leave your trousers where they are. We think you look really cute with those pink panties around your knees."
Barry stood behind Sandra, rolling her nipple between his large fingers while I walked over to Julie and started to lick his cum off of her face. I was completely humiliated.
"Get it all Speedy, lick up every drop of our studs cum."
When I was done Sandra kissed Barry full on the lips and said. "Why don't you find a house for us to look at tomorrow that has a nice big bed. Julie and I promise to make it a real adventure for you."
She turned to me. "Cuckboy, get over here and hook up my bra for me."
As I reached under Sandra's blouse and refastened her brassiere. She smiled, "Good boy Speedy. Now let's go, Jules and I are getting hungry."
As I pulled up my panties and my trousers Sandra smirked, "If you buy us a real nice dinner, we might even let you watch while Barry fucks us tomorrow."
I trailed behind Sandra, Julie and Barry as the three of them walked out of the house arm in arm. They were all laughing.
I was totally humiliated. I hurried into the safety of my car.
As we were driving away, Sandra put he hand on my thigh and said, "Did you enjoy my little performance in there sweetheart?"
I grinned at her, "Sandra, you were wonderful. It was deliciously humiliating. I can't wait until later tonight when were at home in bed. Your ass is going to get some very special attention from my tongue."
From the backseat Julie said. "Shit, that was a game? You guys are unbelievable. This just isn't fair. How come she gets to have all the fun? I wanna play; you know my ass could use a little attention too."
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We arrived at the Kensington Grill promptly at 7:30. The Maitre'd seated us at a very nice table near the fireplace. Our waiter arrived immediately. The service at the Kensington was always excellent. We ordered three martinis and an appetizer.
As the waiter left to get our drinks, Sandra looked at me and said, "Okay, Stevie tell us what's going on. How can we possibly afford a house like the one we just looked at?"
I took a deep breath. "Let's start with yesterday. I went into work and met with my bosses. They were extremely pleased with the Bentine Pharmaceutical project." I smiled at both girls. "I was generously rewarded."
Both girls were listening intently.
"They increased my salary."
Julie asked. "How much Stevie?"
"I now earn $240,000 per year."
Sandra looked at me. "That's a lot of money Stevie, but is it enough to cover the payment on a house like the one we just looked at?" She paused. "How much do they want for that house anyway?"
"I think we can buy the house for about $1,000,000, and yes we can afford it. I've spent the last several days figuring out my finances. I now have a healthy annual income. We have the Bentine money and of course I still own my three apartment buildings."
Julie gasped, "You own three apartment buildings? How?"
"When I was 14, I moved in with new foster parents. They were wonderful."
"You were raised in foster homes to?"
"Yes Julie I was."
"Wow!"
"Anyway, my foster dad bought and rehabbed houses for a living. He was a good guy. My brothers and I were all invited to work on the houses. When he sold a house, he would place some money into a trust fund for each of us. The amount we were given was based on how much work we did. I worked hard. By the time I was 18 I had over $50,000 in my trust fund. I used it to buy another house and I rehabbed and sold it by myself. That's how I got through college. I eventually did enough houses to buy the apartment buildings."
Both girls were gazing at me with a look of admiration. It made me feel good.
I continued. "So we can afford this house. In fact we can't afford not to buy a house in this price range. We need the tax break."
I looked at the girls. "Okay, are your financial concerns resolved?"
They both smiled and said, "Yes."
"Good, now tell me, what did the two of you think of that house?"
Sandra smiled and said, "It was wonderful. I would love to live there Stevie. The house is really well suited for our needs. Do you really think we can do this?"
"Yes, definitely."
I turned to Julie. "What do you think Julie?"
She was very quiet. Finally she said, I'm just a coffee shop waitress. I could never afford my share."
I took her hand. "Julie I want you to live there for free. I want the three of us to become a kind of family."
She looked at me. There was a tear running down her cheek, "Really? You'd just let me live there?"
"Yes Julie. I want you to live there. Sandra and I both want you to live there. Now do you like that house?"
"Stevie, I love that house."
I looked at both girls. "Shall we make an offer tomorrow?"
They both screamed out "Yes!"
The waiter brought our martinis and our appetizer. We took a minute, surveyed the menu and placed our dinner orders.
As soon as he left our table Sandra started spooning out servings of the appetizer onto three small plates.
While she was doing this I said "We have to pick up our new cars at 9:00 tomorrow morning." I stopped. "Oh by the way, the two of you need to remind me that we have to call my insurance agent in the morning and give him the information he needs so that the two of you are properly insured"
Julie looked at me and said, "You don't have to pay for my car insurance Stevie. I can do that."
I smiled, "Julie, I may not have to, but I want to, besides the insurance on your Thunderbird is going to be kind of pricey."
Julie just stared at me. I think she was stunned.
I continued. "After our little performance for Barry this afternoon, I think that the two of you should call and handle the purchase of the house." I smiled. "It just wouldn't look right for your sissy wimp boyfriend to be making financial decisions."
Sandra had a questioning look on her face. "Is that wise Stevie? You have the most financial experience. Shouldn't you do this?"
I shook my head. "First of all, I'll be part of every decision we make. Girls, we're going to be a family. We're going to make all decisions jointly from now on. Besides, the house is going to go into all three of our names. You should both be deeply involved in making this deal. Sandra you're training to be a lawyer. You have a great deal of knowledge. Julie, you've shown me that you're smart and have excellent common sense. You two are very capable of leading the negotiations for the house."
Sandra was shaking her head. "Stevie did you just say that the three of us are going to own the house jointly?"
"Yes, is that a problem?'
"No, but why?"
"Well for one thing it gives both of you some financial security if something happens to me." I paused. "But more important to me, I'm making a commitment to the two of you. It's a commitment that I want to make."
"Stevie, what if we aren't the people you think we are." She paused to think. "Both of us would be willing to sign some sort of prenuptial agreement. We won't be offended if you choose to protect yourself. You have a lot of money Stevie. If this goes bad you could get hurt."
Julie said, "Stevie I'll happily sign anything for you."
I smiled. "Girls I'm only 25. I made the fortune I have in less than 7 years. If I lose everything, I'll just go out and make more money." I laughed. "I may have a tiny dick, but I am damn good at making money." My voice got quieter. "The prenuptial agreement I would like is one stating that none of us will ever hurt each other emotionally. I'm not sure that I'll ever again meet two women like the two of you. I want to do everything I can to keep both of you."
Sandra took my hand and said, "Stevie I love you, I'll always love you."
Julie looked at Sandra and said, "Okay this is the part that stinks. Sandra, I want to be able to love Stevie to."
Sandra looked at me. She didn't have to say anything. I knew what she was thinking. I nodded my head and said, "Yes."
She smiled at me and turned to Julie. "Jules I think that you and I are close enough that we could share Stevie."
Julie's face lit up with a big smile, then she got a puzzled look on her face. "Can we make that work?"
I stepped in. "Well this would certainly change any plans for a formal marriage. I don't want to go to jail as a bigamist. But if we really try hard, I think we can make it work."
Julie took my hand and said, Stevie I do love you. You're the most wonderful man I've ever known. I fell in love with you before I ever even met you. Sandra would come home from being with you and go on and on about how wonderful you were. She made it seem like you were an angel. Then when I did meet you, you were even more wonderful than I ever could have imagined. I've been so jealous of Sandra, but I didn't want to say anything because I love her to."
I got up from my chair and walked over to Julie. I leaned down, kissed her cheek and whispered into her ear, "Julie, I love you and I will always love you." Then I stood and walked over to Sandra, kissed her cheek and said, "Sandra I love you and I will always love you."
As I sat down, Julie said. "Guys I don't think that my life can ever get any better than it is right at this moment."
The waiter brought our salads. I looked at the wine list and ordered a good bottle of California Merlot.
As we ate our salads I said, "Julie, I think your life could still get better."
"How do you mean, baby?." She giggled. "It really is going to be fun to be able to call you that." She stopped and looked at Sandra. "Is that okay with you?"
Sandra laughed. "Yes it's okay Julie. In fact its more than okay, I think its wonderful." She turned to me. "So sweetheart, go on, what were you saying?" Sandra stopped and laughed. "Jules, we're going to have to have a contest to see who can come up with the best name for our baby." Then she got a lascivious look on her face, "We'll also have to have a contest to see who can think up the nastiest name for our little wimp in the bedroom."
Julie looked at Sandra. "Does this mean that tonight my ass is also going to get some special attention from cuckboy over there?"
Sandra smiled. "Won't that be fun? Julie, you're really going to enjoy feeling his tongue back there."
Julie looked at me. Just as she was about to speak, I stopped her. "Yes we do have to finish our dinner before we get to go home."
"Oh Stevie, Your no fun at all."
"Okay, now if you two dominant bitches can get yourselves under control we do have one more thing to discuss."
Sandra smiled. "Dominant bitches? Jules I think that were going to have to make him pay for that remark when we get home tonight."
Julie laughed. "I kind of like the name. But you're right Sandra, he is going to pay."
Fortunately for me, the waiter brought our dinner and saved me from additional threats.
As we started to eat our dinner, I said "Julie, I just learned that you weren't going to college when you and Sandra started living together. How did you two end up as roommates?"
Julie laughed. "No I wasn't in college; I was working as a waitress in a campus bar. Because of that I got invited to lots of the college parties. One night I went to a party in a crowded little apartment. I met this hot guy and we started making out. Well things started to get a little too heavy for the living room so I led my guy back to the bedrooms."
Julie shrugged, "They were both occupied, but we didn't want to wait so we went into one of the bedrooms anyway. There was this cute chick on the bed giving her guy a blow job. I asked her if she would mind moving over so we could have half of the bed. She didn't even take the guy's cock out of her mouth. She just nodded her head up and down and slid to one side of the bed."
Julie smiled at me, "I unzipped my guy's pants, pulled out his dick and started giving him a blow job. When we were done, our guys both went back to the party to brag about the fact that they just got sucked off on the same bed." Julie laughed, "They were pretty typical nineteen year old boys."
Julie looked at Sandra, "The cute chick and I stayed in the bedroom and started talking. We immediately became friends."
Sandra started laughing. "Stevie, both of your girl friends have always been BJ queens."
"Julie, why didn't you go to college?"
"Stevie, I grew up in foster homes to, only my foster families were never very nice. I never had any money for college. Besides, I just barely made it through high school. I'm not smart enough to go to college."
"I think you are and so does Sandra."
Sandra nodded her head in agreement.
"Stevie, I can't afford to go to college; that takes lots of money. Julie paused, "besides I have to work."
"Julie, your family can send you to college and no you don't have to work."
"Stevie, what are you talking about my family is..." Julie stopped, she stared at me for a moment, "Would you really do that for me?"
"Yes, I would love to do that for you. If you want to try it, I have a plan. Julie there's two colleges in this city besides the University. If you want to go to the University that would be fine, but I would suggest that you consider the other two. They're smaller. You might find them a little less intimidating. Kelroy is a small private college."
"Stevie that's really expensive."
"If you decide you want to go there, we can afford it."
The other choice is Maple Hills Community College. It might be the most comfortable place for you to start. How would you like to go college shopping with me next week?"
Julie started to cry. "I would love to Stevie, but I don't have time for college. I have to work."
"No you don't, I'll support you while you're in school."
"Really?"
"Yes really?"
Julie grinned at me, "Yes Stevie! Yes I want to try." She stopped. "But what if I'm not smart enough?"
Sandra stepped in. "Julie you are smart enough, but you also now live with two well educated people. We'll help you with your school work."
I smiled. "Wouldn't it be nice to take one of the extra bedrooms in that house we just looked at and turn it into a huge three desk study?"
Julie looked at us. "You two are wonderful."
Sandra corrected her. "No Jules, all three of us are wonderful."
We finished dinner. The waiter asked if we wanted dessert. We all declined the offer. We wanted to get home. We had sex on our minds.
We paid the check and left the restaurant.
As we were driving home, Sandra asked. "Hey Stevie, If I quit law school will you support me?"
"Absolutely not."
"How come. You're going to support Julie."
"I'll gladly support you if you want to quit working while you're going to law school, but you have to finish and become a lawyer. When Julie finishes college, she can go to graduate school if she chooses, but eventually she'll also have to start a career."
"Why, you make enough money to support all of us."
"Two reasons. One, because I think it's healthy for all of us to have a career."
"Okay that makes sense. What's the other reason?"
"It's a good way for the two of you to meet men."
Sandra and Julie both started laughing. Sandra grinned at me, "Stevie you're going to be a wonderful cuckold husband for both of us."
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Sandra spent the rest of the drive home from the restaurant filling in Julie on all the details of our domination/submission games. It was clear to me that this evening, both girls were anticipating a very intense session.
As soon as we walked into the apartment, Julie grabbed me and said, "Stevie, I meant everything I said to you in the restaurant. I really do love you." She hugged me. "Stevie you have already been nicer to me than any man that I have ever known in my entire life."
I hugged her back. "I love you to Julie and like I said, I promise to always be there for you." I stopped and looked at her. "Julie, you seem kind of nervous, what's wrong?"
"Stevie I'm just afraid."
"What are you afraid of?"
"I think I'm about to act really mean to you and I want to be sure you know that's not how I really feel about you. I want to be sure you know how much I love you."
I laughed and kissed her. "Thanks sweetheart. that means a lot to me."
Julie blushed. "You just called me sweetheart. I don't think that anyone has ever called me that before and meant it."
I hugged Julie really hard. "You are my sweetheart."
I looked over her Julie's shoulder at Sandra. I was a little concerned about how Sandra was taking this little scene. I am not naive. I was very aware that the relationship the three of us were attempting was filled with the potential for jealousy and hurt feelings.
I was relieved to see that she was smiling. We made eye contact. She gave me a little nod of approval.
Sandra stood up and walked over to us. I let go of Julie and gave Sandra a big hug. "I love both of my sweethearts."
Sandra kissed me and turned to Julie. "Jules there is nothing that we can do to make Stevie happier right now than be really mean to him." She laughed, "Its going to make me pretty happy to." She paused "Jules if you're nervous about this, you could just watch for awhile."
Julie shook her head. "No I've wanted to do this ever since you first started describing the games you two play. I get really hot just thinking about them. That's why I'm nervous. I'm afraid that I might get carried away and get too mean. I just want to be sure that Stevie knows how much I love him and respect him."
Sandra walked over to Julie, lifted her skirt to her waist, pulled her panties aside and started to massage her exposed cunt. "Baby, I love and respect Stevie to and he knows that. Stevie and I both want you to feel free to let yourself go tonight. Don't worry, he can always use the word dull if you go too far. He likes it when we get really mean. Baby It's time to let your dominant side rule."
Sandra kissed Julie on the lips. Julie returned the kiss with passion. It was immediately apparent to me that this wasn't the first time these two women had been intimate.
Sandra gently pushed Julie to the couch. I watched as she knelt between her legs, pulled Julie's panties aside and started to lick her pussy. After several seconds of this treatment, Julie started to sigh.
Sandra looked up at her friend and said, "Are you feeling a little more relaxed now?"
Julie giggled and said, "It's playtime."
Julie stood up. "Before we start, I have another present for Stevie." She opened one of the boxes that she'd moved to the apartment earlier today and took out a gift wrapped package.
Julie handed it to me. "Stevie I hope you'll really like this."
I unwrapped the package and opened it. Inside wrapped in tissue, was a full set of women's pink lingerie. There was a pair of nylons, a lacey brassiere, a matching garter belt, a pair of very frilly pink lace panties and a short little chiffon nighty."
Julie turned to Sandra. "I think pink is a good color for Stevie."
Sandra laughed. "I agree Jules."
Sandra turned to me. "Where are your manners sissy boy, you should thank Ms. Gordon."
I looked at Julie. "Ms. Gordon, thank you for this wonderful outfit."
"I'm glad you like it sissyboy, why don't you put it on."
I hung my head. "Please Ms. Gordon, these are girls clothes. I 'd be humiliated to have to wear these. I beg you, please don't make me put these on."
Julie smiled and stepped up to me. She stared at me for a moment then slapped me hard across the face. "Get your man clothes off sissyboy and get them off now!"
"Yes Ms Gordon."
As I took my pants off Sandra turned to Julie and said. "I don't think that wimpy should ever be allowed to wear boy clothes at home. What do you think Ms. Gordon?"
Julie laughed. "Ms. Monroe, I quite agree. If we were to allow him to wear male clothing, someone might actually mistake him for a man."
Sandra giggled, "We'll make him throw all his boy underwear away in the morning. From now on, panties should be just fine for sissyboy." She smirked. "He doesn't need any crotch space for that little clittie of his anyway."
As I started to pull the panties on, Sandra stopped me. "Wimpy leave your panties off. You can wear them tomorrow; tonight, we want to be able to see that little clittie of yours. Ms. Gordon and I are going to want to have it readily available for our pleasure. It's a cute little toy. I think we both might want to be able to play with it from time to time this evening."
I put the panties on the coffee table and picked up the garter belt. I took me a minute to figure out which was the front and which was the back. I put it around my waist and fastened it.
As I bent over to pick up the nylons, Julie stepped in. "Roll them first so you don't run them when you put them on." She took one and showed me.
I put the nylons on and fastened them to the garter belt.
I was about to put on the brassiere when Sandra stopped me again. "Julie, I think we should save the bra for tomorrow. We can make him wear it under a white shirt, that should make him look really cute at the car dealership. Besides, I don't want him to have any protection for his nipples tonight; I feel like inflicting a little pain."
Julie laughed. "Sandra, you're nasty." She paused, "But I agree, tonight the nightgown will be plenty for our little sissyboy."
I slipped the nighty over my head. It was very short, it didn't even cover my ass or my penis.
Julie smiled at Sandra. "My my doesn't our sissyboy look cute in his new outfit." She looked at me and laughed, "Do a little pirouette for us wimp."
Sandra clapped her hands, "Oh yes, dance for us sissyboy."
I did as I was told. The girls giggled while I danced. My face turned beet red.
Sandra finally held up the palm of her hand to stop my humiliating little performance. "All right Stevie." She paused, "No I think Stephanie is a better name for you now."
Julie grinned. "Yes I like that! Ooooooooooo Stephanie, you're so cute."
Sandra crossed her arms, "Okay Stephanie, time to get your mistresses undressed. You can start with Ms Gordon and then take care of me."
I undressed each of them. I took the time to carefully hang their clothing in the closet. When I was done, I knelt down in front of my two naked goddesses."
Sandra turned to Julie. "Jules I think its time for a little ceremony."
She looked down at me and then over at Julie. "I think it's time for Stephanie to recite her vows of submission to us."
Sandra reached down, grabbed my chin and held my face up. "Stephanie do you swear to honor and obey your two Mistresses?
"Yes Ms. Monroe."
"Good then repeat after me. I Stephanie formerly known as Stevie Wagner do hereby swear to honor, obey and submit to my two mistresses, Julie Gordon and Sandra Monroe."
I repeated the vow verbatim.
Sandra continued.
"My sole purpose in life shall be to serve Mistress Gordon and Mistress Monroe. The fulfillment of their pleasure shall be my only concern. Their slightest whim shall be my command."
Sandra paused so that I could repeat this section of my vow, then she continued.
"I shall forgo all concern for my own pleasure and will agree to remain chaste as an honor to my Mistresses."
Sandra looked directly at me as I repeated her words. We were both beginning to understand that this was no longer a game.
"I agree to function as husband and servant to my two mistresses, but I understand that my marital rights for sexual pleasure with my wives will be forever denied to me."
Sandra stopped again, both women watched intently as I repeated the vow word for word.
Sandra and Julie started to smile as Sandra continued. "I understand and accept the fact that my tiny penis will never again be allowed to enter a woman's vagina."
I swallowed hard and repeated Sandra's words.
"I understand and willingly acknowledge the fact that my Mistresses will freely give my marital rights for sexual pleasure to any other man they choose."
The sexual tension was thick. All three of us started to get very excited as I repeated each vow without reservation.
Sandra continued. "I understand that I will not only be surrendering my marital rights to other men, I also concede that I may be required to serve these alpha males as they take their pleasure with my mistresses and acknowledge their superiority as lovers, sires and men."
Sandra and Julie both massaged their glistening wet pussies as they listened to me repeat this final vow.
Sandra looked at me and smiled, it was a wicked smile; "Stephanie, it's now time to for you to demonstrate your submission to Ms Gordon. You know how, Stephanie you may kiss your bride."
Julie got on the bed and laid down on her stomach. As I spread her cheeks apart I said, "Ms. Gordon I freely submit to you. The fulfillment of your pleasure is my duty. I demonstrate my total devotion to your needs with this kiss."
Julie sighed as she felt my lips touch her asshole. She moaned as she felt my tongue begin to probe the depths of her dark tunnel.
I kissed and licked Julie's ass for several minutes. I knew that she'd been waiting for this all evening, I wanted her to fully enjoy the moment.
Julie started to massage her clit while I probed her ass with my tongue. I smiled as I felt her back muscles start to tighten. The tension continued to build, suddenly Julie screamed as her orgasm exploded in her loins. I was happy as the waves of pleasure rippled through Julie's body, this was the first of many orgasms that I was going to give this beautiful woman.
As Julie relaxed and enjoyed the afterglow of her climax, I turned my attention to Sandra. I recited the same vow to her that I had just recited to Julie. Sandra was already well acquainted with the feel of my tongue in her ass, so she accepted my demonstration of submission a little more quickly. Sandra knew that as the evening progressed my tongue was going to spend a lot of time in that most intimate place.
The rest of the evening could best be described as our wedding night. The girls and I played hard. They tormented me, slapped me, pinched me and made me submit to every degradation that they could possibly imagine. Both of them had numerous orgasms. When their unbridled lust was finally sated, all three of us laid on our bed exhausted and happy.
As we laid there, Sandra looked at Julie. "Jules, our baby has been a very devoted slave tonight. I think he deserves a reward and I suspect that you'd like to be the one to give it to him."
Julie smiled, "Thank you Sandra, I'd like that very much. She turned to me. "Stevie I love you so much. I want you to enjoy this."
Julie slid down to my crotch and put my tiny penis in her mouth. I was getting better, Julie sucked me for almost a full minute before I felt that familiar sensation as my clittie stiffened and started to ejaculate its little dribble of semen.
When Julie noticed that I was about to cum, she took my cocklet out of her mouth. All three of us watched as my semen squirted onto her hand. When I was done ejaculating, Sandra took Julie's hand and put her semen covered fingers into her mouth, then she put them into Julie's mouth and finally into my mouth. She wanted all three of us to share my cum.
When Julies fingers were licked clean, the three of us cuddled together on the bed.
Eventually I sat up and the girls undressed me. When I was naked I crawled in between Sandra and Julie and pulled the covers over us. The three of us fell asleep with our arms around each other.
I know that Sandra, Julie and I found each other quickly. I am also very aware of the fact that many of you have trouble understanding the way we choose to express our love for each other. I can't help that. As we lay cuddled together that night, all three of us knew that we were deeply in love with each other. That was the only thing that mattered to us.
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The next morning were rose early; we had an exciting day planned. We had cars to pick up, furniture was being delivered and of course there was our realtor Barry.
All three of us drove to the Ford dealership so that we could trade our cars. While we were waiting, we had a short discussion.
"Girls, now that all three of us are sleeping together, do we really need this particular house."
Sandra thought for a moment and said, "Stevie it's an awfully good buy. I love the patio and pool area and the room in the basement is wonderful. I still like the house."
"But we really don't need two fancy bedrooms anymore. The master bedroom should be sufficient for us."
"I think the second bedroom could be the sex room for Sandra and me."
We both turned and looked at Julie.
"You know the room where we entertain our lovers when they come over."
Sandra smiled. "What a good idea Jules, I like this." She looked at me. "Stevie you won't be permitted to enter the room without our permission." She laughed, "Except of course to clean it after were done using it."
Julie laughed. "Oh I like that a lot."
"Okay, but what happens when both of you want to have a guy over at the same time?"
Sandra leered at me. "We use the master bedroom and you sleep in the garage." She started laughing. "Or we can create a nice sex area in the recreation room in the basement. It has a pool table, fireplace and bar; most of the guys I know would love it down there. Stevie this is a great big house. It has all kinds of potential for us."
I looked at Julie. "Sweetheart, do you still want this house?"
Julie blushed. "I just love it when you call me that." She paused. "Yes Stevie, I love this house. I really want to live in it."
"Okay Julie, You call Barry, here's his card. Tell him that we don't need to look at any other houses; we've decided to buy this house. Explain that were prepared to make an initial offer of $950,000. Tell him that he should meet you and Sandra at our apartment at 11:00 this morning and he should bring the necessary papers to make a formal offer."
"Why me?"
"First because both Sandra and I believe you can do it and secondly because your the one who sucked his cock yesterday. You have a little edge with this guy."
While Julie was making her call, our salesman arrived. He took Sandra into the office first. I went with her. As we sat down I said to her. "No extended warranties."
She looked at me. "Why not?"
"Because were going to buy new cars every year."
She smiled.
After a few minutes Julie joined us. We both looked at her. "How did it go?"
"Great, he'll be at the apartment at 11:00. He's bringing the papers." She paused. "He asked if he could bring another realtor."
"What did you say."
"I asked him if he was cute."
Sandra looked at her, "Well what did he say to that?"
"He said that he was very handsome. He's a little older than Barry."
Sandra licked her lips; "A little older, how nice."
I rolled my eyes. I knew Sandra, she was already getting excited.
Julie looked at me. "I told him it was okay. Are you alright with this Stevie?"
I smiled. "If I correctly remember the vow I took last night, I don't have much choice in the matter."
Sandra laughed. "That's my boy."
It took about an hour to finish the paperwork. The task was a little more complicated because the three cars were going to be owned by three different people.
I called my insurance man while we were signing everything and gave him the necessary details.. When we were done talking, he assured me that all three of us were now properly insured.
The girl's Thunderbird convertibles were beautiful. Sandra's was red and Julie's was black. I had a Beige Escape.
Sandra and Julie were anxious to try their new cars. We had a little time so I told both of them to go for a drive.
As they opened their car doors I said, "Remember, both of you have to be back at the apartment by 11:00 to meet Barry and his friend. I have another errand to run. I'll be there at about 11:30. Play first, save the business for later. Sandra, pull out your best lawyer skills if you need to."
They both assured me that they would be at the apartment on time. As they started their new cars I added, "I hope I get to walk in on a nice sex party when I get home."
Sandra smiled at me. "We'll try not to disappoint you."
I watched the girls drive out of the dealership in their fancy new convertibles. It made me happy to see them happy.
I got into my car. I liked it, it was nice and simple, but I now realized that I needed a second car. I needed an appropriate vehicle to use when I chauffeured my two beauties to meet their stud boyfriends.
I drove to the Lincoln dealership and bought a top of the line black Town Car. It was on the lot. I asked if it could be delivered to my apartment that afternoon. They told me that it could, people are willing to make lots of concessions when you purchase a $60,000 automobile.
As I drove up, I saw both Thunderbirds parked in my apartment building lot. The girls were home. As I walked into the building, I was hoping that they would be in the middle of a little party.
I opened my apartment door and stepped in. When I looked around, I wasn't disappointed. Barry and Julie were at on end of the living room. Sandra and a man I had never seen before were at the other end. All four were in various states of undress.
Sandra and her man were locked in a passionate embrace on the couch. He seemed to be in his mid 30's. They were both naked. Sandra was stroking his erect cock while they kissed.
I smiled to myself, there was never any doubt in my mind that Sandra would end up with the older guy.
Sandra looked up at me when she heard me enter the room. She kept stroking her guy's cock while she greeted me. "Hi wimpboy, this is my new friend Don; Don that's wimpboy." She grinned at me, "Listen, wimpy we're a little busy here. I'm about to suck Don's cock, then he's going to fuck me. Why don't you strip down to your panties and bra and go do the dishes or something,"
Don looked up and started chuckling. "Barry told me about you guys. I really didn't believe it." He shrugged. "I guess it takes all kinds." He chuckled a little more and went back to kissing Sandra.
Sandra leaned over and put Don's cock in her mouth. Don smirked at me while he started fingering Sandra's glistening pussy.
I turned my attention to the other end of the room. Barry and Julie were also naked. Barry was sitting on one end of the couch. Julie was kneeling next to him sucking his cock. When he saw me watching them, he smiled and closed his eyes. He was making it perfectly clear that he was enjoying himself.
Julie took Barry's cock out of her mouth and smiled at me, "Hi Stevie." As soon as she was done greeting me she put Barry's cock back into her mouth and continued giving him his blow job."
I decided that it would be best for me to obediently follow Sandra's instructions. I stripped to my panties and bra, went into the kitchen and put on an apron. Then I found a dust cloth, went back to the living room and started to dust the furniture. If you ever really want to feel like cuckold try doing housework in panties and an apron while your wife is in the same room giving another man a blow job.
As I worked I glanced over at Sandra. She was watching me while she sucked Don's cock. There was a huge smile on her face.
"Hey Stevie come here."
I turned, Julie was calling me. I walked over. She was on her knees on the couch. Barry was behind her. He was rubbing the huge head of his erect penis on the lips of her cunt.
She grinned at me, "I want you to watch while my stud fucks me." She giggled, "Maybe you can learn something."
It was obvious that Julie remembered the way Sandra had toyed with me last night when we were looking at the house. She was showing me that she could play the game to.
Barry laughed, "That's a good idea Stevie, stand right where you are and watch the master in action."
Barry mounted Julie and pushed his huge erection into her sopping cunt. When he was all the way inside her, he stopped. For a moment, he stayed perfectly still then he started to fuck Julie with long slow thrusts.
Julie closed her eyes. She completely forgot about me as Barry drove his engorged penis in and out of her enflamed pussy.
While I watched them, I heard a gasp from the other end of the room. I turned. Don was just pushing his stiff cock into Sandra's sopping cunt.
I stared at them, this was the first time I'd ever witnessed Sandra having intercourse.
Don was big. Sandra was holding her breath as his massive cock penetrated the depths of her womb. Sandra's exhaled when the full length of Don's cock was entirely inside her. She took another breath when her lover slowly pulled his cock back out of her cunt.
They quickly fell into a slow easy rhythm. Don fucked Sandra with long deliberate thrusts. As I watched them, I was overcome with envy. I wished that I was capable of giving Sandra the pleasure that she was getting from Don at this moment.
I heard Julie cry out from her end of the room. I turned; she was on her back, Barry was on top of her. He was fucking Julie with savage intensity. It was almost barbaric.
I watched Julie. She was in a trancelike state of pleasure. Her screams were cries of ecstasy not pain. Julie was clearly a woman who liked her sex a little rough.
I turned back to Sandra and Don. She was now on top of him riding his cock. Sandra was gasping for breath as she rode her stud. Her moans of pleasure were getting louder. I knew my sweetheart. She was on the verge of having an orgasm.
Suddenly Sandra's entire body seemed to tighten. For an instant, she was utterly silent and still. It was the quiet before the storm, then the tempest struck. Sandra screamed at the top of her voice. As she screamed she bucked wildly against Don's cock. It was almost as if she was trying to impale herself on his ridged member.
After several seconds of this unbridled fury, Sandra started to slow down. Her muscles gradually relaxed and she started to regain control of her body. Eventually, she fell into her lovers arms and gently kissed him as she enjoyed the after glow of her climax.
I was watching Sandra kiss Don when I heard Julie let out an ear splitting scream behind me.
I turned. She was on top of Barry riding his cock and screaming in ecstasy as the waves of her orgasm rippled through her body.
Suddenly Barry rolled Julie over, got on top and fucked her with even more intensity than before. As he fucked Julie, he started groaning and then cried out. It was apparent that he was ejaculating his semen deep into her fertile womb while she was finishing a violent orgasm.
After a moment, Barry collapsed on top of Julie. His softening cock slowly slipped from her sopping cunt. When the head popped out, a large dribble of cum started to run from the base of her pussy into her ass.
I turned my attention back to Sandra. Don was now on top of her. He was straddling Sandra's waist while she jerked him off. I watched as he closed his eyes and ejaculated spurt after spurt of semen into Sandra's open mouth.
When he was done she looked at me and smiled. Don's cum was dripping from her nose and lips.
Sandra pushed her lover off of her and said, "Stevie come here."
I walked over to her. She pulled me to the couch and said, "Lick Don's cum off my face."
As I started to lick up his semen I heard Don say, "Mother Fucker! Now I have seen it all."
When I was done Sandra said, "Pussyboy, go do Julie."
As I walked over to Julie, Barry got up and moved away from her. She was lying her back with her legs spread apart. Her lover's cum was seeping from the base of her cunt.
I got on my knees and licked her pussy clean. Julie sighed when I moved to the little area between her pussy and her ass. She giggled when I licked Barry's semen from the crack of her ass and she moaned when I probed her asshole with my tongue. Her asshole didn't actually have any cum in it, but I knew that Julie would like it if I gave it a little cleaning anyway.
I let everyone relax for several minutes then I gave Sandra a subtle wink. She picked up on it immediately.
Sandra stood up, located her clothes and started to get dressed. As she was dressing, she took command.
"Okay everybody, we have work to do. It's time to put your clothes back on."
She turned to me, "Stephanie would you please make some coffee and put out some cookies. I think everyone might like a little refreshment."
Don started laughing. Barry looked at me for a moment then smiled and nodded. He understood our game.
He turned to his partner and said, "Don be quiet."
Barry knew that they stood to make a seven percent commission off of this deal. You do the math, seven percent of $1,000,000 wasn't chump change. As far as Barry was concerned, we could put on cowboy hats and start square dancing as long as he got his commission.
Don looked at Barry and said, "Hey man she called him Stephanie. Don't you think that's kind of funny?"
Barry repeated himself, "Be quiet Don." It appeared that Don wasn't the sharpest knife in the drawer.
The meeting went well. The girls proved to be skilled negotiators. I was an outstanding maid.
When the two realtors left they told us that we should have a response to our offer some time on Monday.
Shortly after the realtors departed, the furniture van arrived. The girls had made some nice purchases. We spent most of the afternoon rearranging furniture and unpacking clothing.
Late Saturday afternoon my new Lincoln was delivered. The girls were amazed. They were very pleased when I explained that it was the "limousine" that I was going to use to chauffeur them to and from their dates.
They were excited to try it out, so we finished our chores and cleaned up. That evening I took them to dinner and then we went out "clubbing".
I had a wonderful time watching the girls dance and flirt with other men. Near the end of the evening they both took a turn taking a guy out to "Show him the car". I stayed in the night club. I'd already seen enough action that day.
On the way home that evening they both agreed that the back seat of the "limo" was a wonderful place to give a blow job.
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We spent most of Sunday working on the apartment. The girls were serious when they said that they wanted to feminize it just a bit. By the middle of Sunday afternoon, there were new pictures on the walls and plants everywhere.
As it turned out, the apartment wasn't the only thing that got feminized that afternoon. At 3:00 we took a work break and went to the mall.
Julie took me by the hand as we walked into a well known department store, "Come on Stevie, we have some shopping to do."
We took the escalator to the second floor. When we got off, I found myself in the middle of the women's lingerie department.
Sandra walked to a wall displaying a huge selection of panties and looked at Julie, "What size?"
"The panties in the set I gave him Friday night were 5's." She looked at me, "Those aren't to tight are they baby?" I blushed, this was incredibly embarrassing. Julie and Sandra weren't bothering to whisper; people were overhearing our conversation and starting to stare.
A young sales girl came over. She smiled and asked, "Can I help you?"
Sandra laughed and said, "Certainly, our friend here is trying to get in touch with his feminine side. We're helping him buy some new underwear, we were thinking he's about a size 5."
The salesgirl looked at us and started to giggle. I think she was a little shocked and unsettled by Sandra's candor. The giggling was probably her natural response to an embarrassing situation. After a few seconds she got control of herself and adopted a more professional demeanor.
She gave me a quick visual examination, "He's pretty skinny." She covered her mouth in embarrassment. "I don't believe I just said that." Her face turned red, "I'm sorry sir, I didn't mean to have that come out that way."
Julie said, "That's okay..." She stopped to read her employee badge, "Mandy. He is skinny." She put her arm around me and kissed me. "That's why we like him so much." She got a devilish grin on her face. "It's also one of the reasons we think he makes such a cute girl."
Sandra piped in, "Don't you think he'd make a cute girl?"
Mandy laughed and said, "Now that you mention it I can see what you mean."
At that moment I wanted to die.
Sandra tried to get everyone refocused. "So Mandy do you agree that he's a 5?"
"She smiled. "I think a 5 would be good. 7's would be kind of loose in the hips for him."
Sandra picked up some panties. "Okay, is our baby here going to be a bikini girl or is Stephanie the thong type."
Mandy giggled again. "Stephanie?"
Sandra smiled. "Cute name isn't it?" She turned to Julie "So what do you think Bikini or thong?"
Julie laughed, "Definitely bikini, our Stephanie isn't a slut like us."
Mandy blushed then said, "You do understand the difference between men's and women's underwear? Men's underwear will have a little more room for his thing."
"Mandy, we do understand that." Julie giggled. "You can trust us on this one; Stephanie's thing doesn't need very much room." She winked, "Its more like a big clittie."
Mandy gasped and covered her mouth again. Her face turned an even deeper shade of red than before. So did mine, I wanted to crawl into a hole.
Sandra stepped in once more and tried to get us back on task. "Okay we get bikinis."
She picked up several packages of French cut cotton bikini briefs. They had little hearts embroidered all over them. "These are cute. They should work nicely for everyday wear." Next she picked up a package of lacey thong panties. "Let's get him these to, he can wear them when were entertaining men."
She turned to Mandy. "We also need panty hose and several brassieres, pick nice light weight ones in cute colors. You can see that he really doesn't need much support. If you get those, we'll pick out some slacks and blouses."
When the girls were done shopping for me, they each picked out a new outfit for themselves. We ended up with a large number of packages. I paid the bill with a credit card and lugged everything back to the limo.
When we got back to the apartment, I carried the packages in while the girls sat down and relaxed.
When I was done hauling everything in Sandra said, "Girls, I think its beauty time."
Julie's tired face lit up in a smile. "Oh yes! What a great idea."
Sandra looked at me, "Stephie go start the shower; we want it to get nice and warm in the bathroom."
I went into the bathroom and turned on the hot water.
Julie and Sandra were waiting for me when I walked into the bedroom. I quickly removed my own clothes, then undressed the girls and hung up their clothing.
By the time we got into the bathroom it was like a steam bath. I quickly showered, then I bathed Sandra and Julie.
When they stepped out of the shower, I met each girl with a soft, fluffy bath towel and gently dried her off.
When they were dry Julie and Sandra sat down on the edge of the bathtub while I carefully draped their bath towels over their shoulders.
Sandra wrapped herself in her towel and said, "Stephie fetch our razors and shaving cream."
I obediently retrieved them from the shelf by the bathroom sink and brought them to the girls.
Sandra took hers and said, "Stephie, you'll also need yours."
I got my own razor and sat down on the side of the tub with the two girls.
Sandra smiled at me, "Stephie, all three of us are going to shave our pussies."
Julie laughed. "Sandra don't be silly, Stephie doesn't have a pussy, he has a little cocklet."
Sandra shook her head, "No Julie I disagree." She reached for my tiny penis. As she picked it up she said to me, "Concentrate Stephie. Try to control yourself, you mustn't cum right now."
She pretended to examine my penis and balls then she showed them to Julie. "Jules, these are really too little to be called a cock and balls. I think that we have to assume our Stevie has a big clit and therefore a pussy." She started to laugh, "Besides, men use their cocks for fucking and satisfying women and we both know that Stevie's cock can never be used for that purpose."
Julie reached over, "Sandra, let me see." She grabbed my penis between her thumb and index finger and bent it back while she held my balls with the fingers of her other hand. I started to get scared that I might ejaculate."
While Julie was inspecting me, Sandra noted, "Jules our boy is getting better, if we'd done that to him a week ago, he would have cum immediately.
The three of us sat on the edge of the tub and shaved out "pussies". When we finished doing that, we shaved our legs. When we were all done I rinsed the girls off and dried them, then I rinsed and dried myself.
Sandra stood up and said, "Stephie why don't you open a bottle of pinot grigio and get us three glasses. Oh and make us some cheese and crackers. I'm going to put on some music. Julie will you get your nail kit."
For the next hour the three of us sat together naked on the living room floor. We drank wine, ate cheese and crackers, painted our toenails and talked about the new house. I have to admit that I had a good time.
As we were letting our nail polish dry, Sandra looked at her watch and said, "Its only 7:30." She smiled at Julie and me, "I'm feeling really horny right now, I want to suck a great big stiff cock and I want to suck it tonight."
Julie laughed, "Sandra I'd like that to but I don't want to leave Stevie, I'm enjoying spending the evening with him."
"I don't want to leave him either Jules." She paused to think, "I guess we just have to figure out a way to include him." Suddenly her face lit up in a big smile. "Baxter's!" She jumped up, "Julie, Stevie get dressed. Stevie you're taking us out to dinner."
Julie clapped her hands. "Sandra you're a genius. I haven't been to Baxter's in a month." She turned to me, "Stevie you're going to love this place."
I looked at both of them. "All right, but where and what is Baxter's?"
Sandra looked at me. "Honey just trust us. We'll tell you all about it on the way there."
She turned and started putting on her panties. As she was stepping into them she stopped and looked over her shoulder. "Stevie hurry and get dressed; start with a pair of the new panties that we bought you today and don't forget to put on panty hose." She thought for a moment. "You can wear your new tan slacks, they look enough like boy clothes to pass at Baxter's. The pink golf shirt with the embroidered flowers will go nicely with the slacks, and bring that white cotton sweater. You can wear it over your shoulders."
I thought about all of this for a moment and decided that it was time to just go with the flow. I shrugged, went to my dresser, pulled out a pair of my new panties and started to get dressed.
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We got into our new Lincoln. Baxter's was on the northern edge of the city. I drove while Sandra gave me directions.
As we pulled onto the Freeway Julie started to tell me about the place.
"Stevie, Baxter's is a nightclub that caters to middle aged married men and women who are looking for a little variety in their life. You know what I mean, the married but cheating crowd. The place has been open for years."
She laughed, "From what you now know about your sweet baby Sandra and her thing for older guys you can well imagine that the place is a favorite of hers."
Sandra jumped in. "Jules, we didn't exactly have to drag you out of the house tonight either."
Julie laughed, "No, Baxter's is also a favorite of mine." She sighed, "There are always lots of very handsome men there."
"Hey Jules admit it, you love going out to the parking lot."
Julie laughed. "Sandra's right Stevie, but she likes it just as much as I do."
Sandra nodded, "Stevie because Baxter's caters to a mostly married crowd, they have a very unique parking lot arrangement. You'll see it when we get there. It's set up so that people can party in their cars without having to be concerned about getting arrested or mugged."
Sandra stopped and watched the freeway signs for a minute. "Stevie take this exit."
We got off the freeway and turned onto a narrow two lane highway. It was dark and lined with trees. We passed several small lakes. The houses in the area were large and expensive. Baxter's was in a very nice neighborhood.
"Take the next left."
When I turned I saw bright lights up ahead on the right. It was a large neon sign that said "Baxter's Supper Club, Dining and Dancing"
As we approached the restaurant, I noticed a driveway on the left side of the building. It led to a large covered entrance.
"Turn in here and stop next to the door."
I pulled in, the driveway was very narrow. The restaurant was on the right. There was a 12 foot tall chain link fence on the left.
We stopped in front of the covered entrance. The doorman walked out to the car.
Sandra lowered her car window. "Hi Jerry."
"Hi Sandra, I didn't recognize you in this fancy car." He looked into the back seat. "Hey Julie nice to see you."
"Hi Jerry."
"Whose your friend?"
Sandra introduced us. "Jerry, This is Stevie; Stevie, Jerry."
We nodded to each other.
Jerry smiled at the girls. "I've never seen you two bring a guy to Baxter's. Usually you just play with the ones that are already here."
Sandra laughed. "Oh we're still going to find a couple of guys inside. Stevie is just our chauffeur for the evening."
Jerry laughed. "Must be rough." He looked at me, "Hey Stevie, nice car."
He turned back to Sandra and Julie, "Are you two planning to use it tonight?"
Sandra laughed, "You bet your sweet ass we are Jerry."
Jerry smiled and reached for the car door, "Why don't you two girls come inside and get a table while Stevie pulls this sweet ride around back."
Sandra shook her head, "Thank you Jerry, but we'll stay with Stevie. He's never been to Baxter's before. We need to show him where to park."
Julie laughed. "We also want to know exactly where he leaves the car."
Jerry grinned. "I'll bet you do Julie." He looked at his watch. "Its 9:15, the dinner crowd should be starting to clear out; things should be heating up inside pretty quickly." He stepped back from the car, "Have fun girls."
Sandra waved at Jerry and turned to me, "Follow the driveway around back."
We followed a narrow road for about 50 feet. The tall chain link fence was one side, the restaurant was on the other side. It was impossible to get back to the parking lot without going by Jerry.
When we got to the back side of the restaurant we made a right turn and entered a small parking lot. There were a number of open spaces. I started to pull into one of them."
Julie stopped me, "Not here baby, follow that road through the trees."
We drove to the far side of the parking lot and followed a narrow lane through a small grove of trees. We came out in another small parking lot. It was surrounded by a tall fence. There was a dense woods on the other side of the fence.
Someone had strung Christmas lights in the trees surrounding the lot. The lights and the tall overhanging boughs gave the parking area a magical quality.
I pulled the car into an open parking space. There were several other cars parked back here, but the the closest one was at least 15 feet away.
As we got out of the car I could hear crickets chirping in the surrounding woods. I looked around, I felt like I was in a fairies glen.
Julie took my hand. "Come on Stevie, let's go inside."
She led me to a much smaller restaurant door about 50 feet away. Next to the door was a small security shack. There was a young man in the shack.
As we walked towards the door, Julie filled me in about the back parking lot at Baxter's. "Vince, he's the owner of this place; he understands his business very well. This parking lot is a little haven for illicit sex. Vince owns all the land around the parking lot. It's solid woods. No one is going to come near this fence. The evening dinner crowd all park where you were going to park at first and they all use the front door. The people only who come back here plan to use their cars for fun and games."
We got to the small door. The young man inside the security shack waved. "Hey Sandra and Julie, it's nice to see you here tonight."
Julie smiled, "Hi Phil, how's life?"
"Just fine Julie, how are you and Sandra doing?"
Sandra answered, "Hey were doing great. Phil this is our friend Stevie."
"Hi Stevie." He turned to Julie. "What's the deal? You two don't usually bring guys here? Are you just coming for dinner?"
Sandra laughed. "Hell no, we came to get laid just like we always do. You're going to see plenty of us tonight. Stevie is kind of like our pet. He lives with us, but he doesn't get to have sex."
Phil whistled. "No shit, you two never cease to amaze me."
I opened the door.
As we walked in Julie said, "Phil makes sure that nothing bad happens in the parking lot. The thing he worries about most is peeping toms."
I looked around, we were in the bar. We walked across the restaurant to the main entrance. On the way, we passed a dance floor. Several couples were dancing to recorded music.
Sandra walked up to the Maitre 'd, "Hi Mel."
He smiled, "Sandra and Julie, how nice to see the two of you tonight. Are you here for dinner or just drinks?" He looked at his watch. "Its after 9:00 on Sunday, we're only serving the light menu."
Sandra smiled back, "That's okay. We're hungry, but hamburgers will be just fine." She turned to me, "Mel, this is our friend Stevie, be good to him tonight."
"Hi Stevie, it's nice to meet you." He turned to Sandra and Julie. "Any friend of the two of you will always get VIP treatment at Baxter's." Mel picked up three menus, "Follow me I'll get you a table."
We followed Mel, he seated us at a table adjacent to the dance floor.
As we sat down, he handed each of us a menu.
The waiter arrived quickly. We ordered three martinis. We were hungry so we also ordered three hamburgers and a basket of French fries.
The drinks came quickly, Baxter's has good service. As we sipped our drinks we looked around.
The bar was full. At least Twenty-five middle aged men were standing around drinking, talking and watching the Sunday night NFL game.
There weren't any women in the bar, but there were lots of women in the restaurant. They were all seated at the tables surrounding the dance floor. Some of the women were in pairs or groups of three or four, others were alone.
Julie surveyed the bar. "Sandra, there are some really hot guys in there."
Sandra smiled, "Stevie your new Lincoln is going to get one hell of a workout tonight."
Our food came. I ordered a bottle of pinot grigio. I thought it might be a little safer than drinking martini's all night.
We were just starting to eat when we heard a voice behind us.
"Brenda look at this. It must be kids night at Baxter's."
All three of us turned in the direction of the voice. Two very attractive women in their early 30's were walking over to our table.
Sandra laughed, "Hi Maddie sorry we didn't know it was senior citizen night."
"Cute honey, really cute." She turned to Julie, "Hi Jules."
"Hi Mad, we haven't seen you for awhile."
Maddie smiled, "I've been around, I guess we're just hitting the place on different nights."
Julie pointed to the bar, "There's a pretty good selection of guys tonight."
Maddie nodded, "I'm betting we're all going to get to spend a little time having fun in Vince's playground out back."
She turned to the woman next to her. "I want you to meet my friend Brenda. She used to be a regular here. She was my partner in crime until she spoiled everything by getting married." Maddie shook her head, "She tried being faithful to her husband, so she was out of circulation for a few years. She finally saw the light and rejoined us last fall."
"Hi Brenda, I'm Sandra."
"I'm Julie, nice to meet you Brenda."
Brenda smiled at the girls, "Maddie's told me all about you. She said the two of you are even bigger sluts than we are."
Sandra laughed, "That's high praise coming from the queen of lust over there." Her laugh quickly turned into a gracious smile. "Would the two of you like to join us?"
Maddie nodded, "We'd love to." She turned to Brenda. "These two children draw men like flies. We can sit here and feast on their leftovers."
I was suddenly very aware of the fact that no one had bothered to introduce me.
Sandra glanced at me and winked, "Hey wimpboy where are your manners? Fetch a couple of chairs for our guests."
Maddie and Brenda both looked at me, raised their eyebrows and started laughing.
Brenda said, "Wimpboy fetch? This sounds a little like my life right now. Sandra we have got to talk."
I brought two chairs and held them for each of the women.
As Maddie and Brenda sat down, Sandra said. "Really?" She pursed her lips, "that does sound interesting, but first can we get the two of you a drink and something to eat?"
Maddie smiled, "We just ate, but I would love a martini."
Brenda nodded her head and said, "I'd love one to."
Sandra turned to me. "Speedy, what are you waiting for? Go to the bar and fetch these women their drinks."
I walked over to the bar and placed the order. While the bartender was getting the drinks I turned back to look at our table. The girls were huddled together. They were looking at me and giggling. From time to time they burst out laughing. It was apparent that Sandra was telling them about our relationship.
Our waiter came over. It was clear that he was concerned that I'd gone to the bar to get drinks.
Sandra opened her purse, took out some money, placed it in his hand and started talking to him.
He listened to her explanation, then turned and looked at me. After a moment, he shrugged, smiled and nodded okay.
I was fairly certain that I was now the official waiter for our table.
While I was standing at the bar waiting for the drinks, a good looking man in his late 30's came over to the table and started to flirt with Julie. After they talked for several seconds Sandra motioned to my chair and he sat down.
When the bartender brought me the drinks for Maddie and Brenda I opened a tab at the bar. When that little piece of business was completed, I carried the two cocktails back to the table.
As I set the cocktails down Sandra said, "Speedy this is Jack." She turned to him. "Jack what are you drinking?"
Jack was focused on Julie. He barely even looked up at me when he said, "Scotch on the rocks."
Sandra grinned at me, "You heard him Speedy, fetch the man his drink."
As I turned to go back to the bar Maddie grabbed my ass and said, "Hey Stevie, you make one hell of a good waitress." She pulled me over to her and grabbed my crotch. As she massaged my dick and balls she said, "Nice slacks Wimpy."
The whole table started laughing. I felt completely humiliated as I returned to the bar.
While I was placing Jack's drink order another man approached our table. He leaned over Brenda's shoulder and started to whisper in her ear. After a moment she started laughing. When I returned with Jack's drink, the man was introducing himself to the table.
As soon as I set Jack's drink down, Sandra said "Mark, this is Speedy."
She turned to me. "Speedy, where are your manners, fetch a chair for the man." She turned to Mark. "Honey can our boy here get you something from the bar?"
Jack laughed and said, "You girls are really nasty."
Julie giggled, "Just to him." She paused and lasciviously licked her lips. "We can be very sweet to men like you."
Mark looked at me. "Hey if you don't mind I'd love a Manhattan."
Suddenly we all heard a voice behind us, "Madeline my dear, you are a sight for sore eyes. I was hoping that you would be here tonight."
We all turned, a man in his late 40's was walking over to Maddie.
Her face lit up when she saw him. "Hi David I haven't seen you in weeks."
He bent over and kissed her on the lips.
As they were kissing Sandra snapped her fingers and said, "Speedy make that two chairs."
I scurried off and found two more chairs. When I returned Sandra said, "David wants a beer, go fetch the drinks for our two new friends."
When I returned from the bar, I set the drinks down and found myself a chair. Julie moved over just a little bit so that I could squeeze in between Sandra and her.
As I was sitting down, I noticed that Maddie, Brenda and Julie were all deeply involved in quiet flirtations with their men.
I looked at Sandra. Her gaze was fixed on a tall, strikingly handsome man in the bar. He must have been about 50. He was returning Sandra's gaze. I watched her as she started to slowly lick her lips. It was a brazenly obscene invitation.
The man walked over to our table and stood between Sandra and me.
He leaned over and said in a voice that everyone could hear, "I see that there are four men and four women at this table, but I just want to tell you that you are the most beautiful woman in the room." He paused. "My name is Gerard and I hope that at some point this evening you might give me an opportunity to get to know you a little better."
Sandra smiled at him, "Gerard. I'm Sandra and there is no one in this room that I would like to get to know more than you. I would love it if you would join us right now, please sit down."
He smiled back and looked at the table, "I would love to but there really isn't any more space."
Sandra grinned, "I can fix that." She looked at me. "Speedy, go sit in the bar. We'll call you if we need you."
Everyone at the table started to smirk when I stood up and meekly surrendered my seat to Sandra's suitor.
Gerard took my chair without the slightest acknowledgement of thanks.
I started for the bar in disgrace. I had just gone a few feet when Sandra called to me, "Just a minute Speedy."
I stopped.
"Julie and I need some more wine; be a good boy and refill our glasses before you go."
I filled Julie and Sandra's glasses. I was about to pour some more wine for myself when Sandra placed her hand over my glass and said, "No no, not for you." She looked at me with a wicked smile. "Wine is a drink for men and women. Why don't you see if the bartender has any soda pop. I think that would be a much more appropriate beverage for you this evening."
I was now totally humiliated, but Sandra wasn't done.
As I turned to leave she stopped me again, "Speedy, you have one more task before you're dismissed." She turned to Gerard, "Can my sweet little baby get you anything from the bar?"
He looked at me for a moment then he smiled, "I think that I would like a glass of this wine."
Sandra smirked at me, "Speedy, you heard the man, fetch him a clean glass."
I obediently walked to the bar and got a fresh glass. I quickly returned to the table and set it in front of Gerard.
When I started to leave Sandra stopped me again, "Speedy where are your manners." She stared into my eyes, "Fill his glass before you go."
Everyone at the table was silent. They were all watching to see just how much humiliation I was willing to endure.
I picked up the bottle and slowly poured the wine for Gerard.
When I was done, he picked up his glass and turned to everyone seated at the table. "I would like to propose a toast."
The entire group held their drinks up as Gerard said, "To men and women and the pleasure that they can give each other."
Everyone but me clinked their glasses together.
Gerard stared directly into my eyes while he sipped his wine.
As everyone set their drinks back down, Maddie looked at me and said, "Bye bye Speedy." The entire table was laughing as I walked to the bar.
I sat down in the bar and took a deep breath. I knew that Sandra was just trying to play our game, but that little scene was awfully intense. I needed a few moments to pull myself together.
I turned my attention to the Sunday night football game. The Cowboys were playing the Bears, the Cowboys were winning.
The game was an excellent salve for my bruised ego. I slowly started to calm down. As I relaxed, I started to feel a twinge of masochistic excitement about what had just happened.
I turned my attention back to the table.
Sandra was fawning over Gerard; everything he said appeared to be funny. As I watched them, her hands disappeared under the table. I had a pretty good guess about what she was doing to him.
Jack and Julie stood up. Jack took Julie's hand and escorted her to the dance floor. Brenda and Mark and David and Maddie quickly followed them.
Baxter's doesn't play fast music, everything is slow romantic ballads. Dancing at Baxter's has one purpose and one purpose only; it's a prelude to sex.
As the second song started, Julie said something to Jack. They stopped dancing and walked back to the table. She leaned over and whispered something to Sandra. Sandra smiled and whispered something back to Julie. They both looked over at me. Julie grinned and they both nodded in agreement.
Julie went back to the dance floor and whispered something to both Maddie and Brenda. As she whispered to each woman they looked over at me, smiled and also nodded in agreement.
Julie then took Jack by the hand and walked over to me. "Stevie, I need the keys for the car."
She didn't need to explain. I handed her the keys and said, "Have fun."
She leaned over and kissed me. As she kissed me she whispered, "I hope Sandra wasn't too rough on you."
I smiled, "No it was fun." Then I playfully slapped her on the butt and said, "Go make Jack remember you forever."
They were both laughing as they disappeared out the bar door.
A few minutes later Brenda and Mark walked by me as they made their way out the bar door and into the parking lot.
It was a very short time before Maddie and David followed them.
I looked over at Sandra and Gerard. They were now on the dance floor. Sandra's arms were around Gerard's neck. His hands were on Sandra's ass. Their bodies were pressed as tightly together as possible. I watched them dance this way for several minutes. I felt pangs of jealousy as I watched the way Sandra pressed her cheek against the tall man's chest.



The song ended. Sandra whispered into Gerard's ear. He nodded yes, took her by the hand and led her into the bar. As they walked passed, Gerard ignored me but Sandra gave me a very quick wink and smile.
I watched with a mixture of envy, Jealousy and excitement as this arrogant man led the woman I loved out to the parking lot for sex.
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I turned my attention to the football game. The Cowboys and the 49ers were playing. It was the 4th quarter. The cowboys were ahead.
As I watched the game, I remembered that I was scheduled to go to Dallas on Tuesday to tour a budding new company. If you remember, it was the cancellation of this trip last week that caused my disastrous appearance at Bill and Cindy's dinner party.
I smiled to myself as I thought about the incredible things that have happened since then. Sometimes life changes very quickly.
I was just starting to get into the flow of the football game, when Brenda came back through the bar door. I looked at my watch, she'd only been gone for about a half an hour.
Brenda walked straight over to me, put her arms around my neck and kissed me on the lips. I was shocked until I felt Brenda's tongue pushing a gooey glob of fresh semen into my mouth. I quickly realized what all the whispering was about before the girls went outside. I was going to get a big creamy kiss from each of them when they came in from their parking lot parties.
Brenda and I separated. As I swallowed Mark's semen she said, "Julie told me you'd really like it if I did that. Was it okay Stevie?"
I kissed Brenda on the cheek and said, "I won't say that I wasn't surprised, but yes it was okay."
She sighed in relief. "Good, I was a little nervous about doing that to someone who wasn't my husband."
She looked at me. "Stevie can I sit with you for a while?"
"I would love that Brenda."
"I have to make a phone call first. Can you give me a second?"
"Of course, take your time."
She took out her cell phone and pushed a button. She listened for a moment and then said, "Hi Bobby, its me. I'm all done. Can you come and get me? Thanks baby. When you get here just tell Jerry the doorman that I'm in the bar. He'll come in and get me. I'll See you in a few minutes. I Love you sweetheart."
Brenda put her phone back in her purse, "That was my husband."
I smiled at her, "I gather from the phone call that he knows you play around."
"Oh yes, he certainly does. It's kind of funny, we just sort of figured this out last fall."
"What do you mean?"
"I'm a lot like your girlfriends." She smiled. "All of us are sluts. When I got married I tried to be faithful to Bobby." She paused, "And I really was. I didn't mess around once during the first three years we were married."
"What happened to make that change?"
Last October I was at a party with my husband. I got kind of tipsy. A guy my husband worked with, his name was Bill, asked me to dance. While we were dancing I let Bill feel me up. He got me pretty hot and the next thing I knew, I was rubbing his cock through his trousers."
Brenda paused to see if I was following her story.
"When we were driving home Bobby told me he saw me messing around with Bill on the dance floor." She shook her head, "I was drunk and stupidly started to babble about Bill's big cock."
Brenda looked at me. "My husbands cock is really small. Stevie, I love big cocks and I missed them; Just being able to feel one again got me really excited."
She sighed, "I love my husband. I was afraid that I'd hurt his feelings so I started telling him how much I loved his little penis. When I reached over to play with it, I discovered that he had an erection. Bobby was turned on by the fact that I had been messing around with this other guy."
She laughed. "Stevie, we talked all night long. We played some wild sex games and guess what? It turned out that my husband likes me to dominate him just like Sandra dominates you. As part of my dominance I get to play with other guys just like Sandra and Julie play with other guys."
"Is it working for you two?"
"I think so, Bobby's actually seen me party with two different men. We've become good friends with one of those men. His name is Gil. He comes over every Saturday afternoon. Gil and I play games with Bobby in the living room for a little while then we go into the bedroom and fuck. Afterwards the three of us usually sit around and talk. Gil has a beer and Bobby and I have a glass of wine. When we finish our drinks, Gil goes home to his wife.
I smiled, "That sounds rather pleasant to me."
Brenda nodded. "Both Bobby and I enjoy it."
She started smiling, "Bobby loves the nights I come to Baxter's. When I get home tonight he's going to kiss my feet and lick my pussy while I describe every detail about my party with Mark."
Brenda stared at me. "Stevie, I really hope this works, I love Bobby so much. I can't imagine that I will ever meet a man that I love more than him." She grinned at me, "But I am a slut. I love fucking lots of different guys. I don't think I can ever give that up again."
She shook her head. "Stevie, I'm so afraid. I constantly worry that Bobby is going to get jealous and divorce me." She sighed, "I guess were just going to have to keep trying to make this work." She paused. "I think that it helps that Bobby and I really love each other."
Brenda looked at me. "You guys have the same problems only you have two women." She smiled. "I don't know if that makes it harder or easier."
"I really love Julie and Sandra, and I think they both love me."
Brenda smiled, "Oh believe me, they do. I can tell by the way that both of them look at you."
She stopped. It was clear that she was thinking about what she was going to say next. "Stevie, I realize that I've just gotten to know the three of you. Maddie has told me a lot about your two girls and I'm usually pretty perceptive." She paused, "I think you and Sandra are truly in love with each other. I am not so sure about you and Julie."
I shook my head, "No Brenda, you're wrong, I love Julie."
Brenda put her hand on my leg. "Stevie, it's obvious that you're a wonderful man. You're by far the best man in this bar tonight. You remind me of my husband." She paused, "Stevie, you love Julie because she needs to be loved right now. Julie has never been loved in her entire life. You're the first man she's ever met that's been kind to her. You love each other because Julie needs you to love her and she needs to love you."
Brenda laughed. "Stevie, you're really easy to love. I've just met you and if I didn't have Bobby, I'd be in love with you to."
She shook her head; "No, the real romance is between you and Sandra. You both love each other very deeply, any fool can see that."
Brenda looked at me, "Stevie, don't get confused by what I'm saying; please keep loving Julie. She desperately needs you right now." She smiled, "Just remember, your love is going to make Julie grow, as she grows she's eventually going to blossom and find her own true love."
I sat very quietly for a moment and thought about what Brenda had just said. As I mulled her comments over in my mind I realized that this woman I'd just met understood Sandra, Julie and me very well.
Brenda noticed my quiet reverie. She grabbed my leg and laughed. "I'm sorry Stevie, I'm a hopeless busybody; please forget everything I just said."
I looked at Brenda, "No, I think you might be right about everything." I smiled, "Don't worry I am going to keep loving Julie. No matter what happens I know that I will always love Julie." I stopped, after a moment I said; "But you may be right, eventually she may find her own true love."
Brenda leaned over and kissed me. "Stevie you're one in a million. Its easy to see why the girls are both madly in love with you."
She stopped for a moment. There was something else she wanted to say. She seemed to be thinking about how to say it.
Finally she looked at me. "Sandra was really nervous that she was being too mean to you in the restaurant tonight. She was trying so hard to act out your fantasies for you."
Brenda smiled, "You and my Bobby are alike, you both want us to be mean to you." She winked at me, "Don't get me wrong, Sandra, Julie and I are all sadists. We get a big thrill out of being mean to you, but we don't ever want to actually hurt you." She shook her head, "We tread a very thin line. We have to keep trying to cause you pain and make you suffer without going too far. Stevie, that's not always easy."
Brenda leaned over and kissed my cheek. "I just wanted you to know that Sandra and Julie were both very worried that things got out of hand at the table. They love you, they don't ever want to really hurt you."
I smiled at Brenda. "Thanks, I know the girls love me." I thought for a moment, "I have mixed feelings about what happened tonight. It was horribly humiliating at the time, but now that I look back at it, I have to admit that it was also pretty exciting." I shrugged, "I think all of all of us are exploring new territory. We're going to need some time to figure it all out."
Just then Jerry the doorman came into the bar, "Hey Brenda, Bobby's here."
Brenda waved and said, "Thanks Jerry." She grabbed my hand, "Come with me, I want you to meet my husband."
On the way out Brenda said, "The girls told me you like to play golf. They said you're pretty good. Bobby also plays, his handicap is two."
"Mine's about the same. I'd love to get together with him and play sometime."
Brenda looked at me, "I'd really like that. I'm hoping that Bobby and I can become good friends with the three of you."
I squeezed her hand, "Brenda I think you and I just made a lot of progress towards that goal."
We walked out the front door. A man in his mid 30's was waiting in a large SUV.
Jerry opened the car door for Brenda.
When she got inside she introduced us, "Stevie this is my husband Bobby; Bobby this is Stevie."
We simultaneously waved at each other and mumbled "Pleased to meet you."
Brenda looked at her husband, "Bobby, Stevie is a submissive cuckold just like you."
He looked up at me in surprise. I smiled and nodded in agreement.
Brenda continued, "Maybe the next time I come to Baxter's I can go on a night when Stevie and the girls are going to be here. You could come along and sit in the bar with Stevie."
Bobby looked at Brenda, "Really, would it be okay for me to do that?" He turned to me, "I'd like that very much."
I smiled. "I'd love the company."
Brenda nodded, "Good I'll call Sandra and set it up." She patted Bobby on the leg and said, "Okay Quickspurt, its time to go home."
As they pulled away from the curb Brenda waved at me, "Bye Stevie, it was fun talking to you."
I waved back, "Bye Brenda. Bobby, it was nice to meet you."
When they were gone, Jerry opened the door for me so that I could go back into Baxter's. As I passed him I slipped a $10.00 bill into his hand.
It was clear to me that Baxter's was about to become a favorite spot for Julie, Sandra and me. It was time to spread a little good will.
I went back to the bar and sat down again. The football game was over; Dallas had beaten San Francisco.
While I was watching the post game show, Maddie and David opened the bar door and came in. They were laughing. Maddie was carefully keeping her mouth closed. I knew why.
David stopped and watched as Maddie marched straight over to me, put her arms around my neck and kissed me on the lips. This time I was ready for the gooey glob of semen that was being forced onto my tongue.
Maddie pushed the entire wad of cum into my mouth. When she was done, she stepped back and said, "Swallow it for us Speedy, swallow all of David's nice gift."
As I swallowed David's semen I heard him say, "I don't fucking believe it."
Maddie walked back to her stud and said, "Speedy is a little cuckold wimp; we can make him do anything we want."
I turned my attention back to the television. The bartender had just changed the channel to ESPN. They were showing highlights of the days NFL games. Our local team was one of the winners.
I was watching the highlights of that game and sipping a diet coke when Julie and Jack came in through the bar door.
I watched as Jack kissed Julie on the cheek and said, "Baby you were wonderful. Sorry I have to leave so quickly. My wife thinks I'm out watching the Sunday night game with my buddies. I have to get home."
Julie was keeping her mouth closed. Both Jack and I knew why.
As Jack opened the bar door to leave, he stopped and turned towards me. He waved and said, "Hey Stevie, nice car."
I waved back, "Thanks".
Julie walked over to me and smiled, "Kiss me Stevie; Jack left you a little present."
She put her arms around my neck and pulled me to her. As she kissed me she opened her mouth and pushed Jacks deposit of semen on to my tongue.
I swallowed it and kissed her again. As I kissed her I whispered into her, "Julie I love you so much."
She giggled as she kissed me back, "Stevie I love you to."
For a few moments Julie leaned against me while I held her in my arms.
Finally I asked, "Did you have fun with Jack?"
She smiled, "Yes I did. Stevie, he can fuck for a really long time."
"Did you give him a good blow job?"
Julie giggled, "Of course I did silly, how do you think I got his little present. We started with one and finished with one."
I patted her butt. "That's my girl."
She smiled and then got a serious look on her face. "Stevie, we have to get a little plastic box for the back seat of the limo. We need a safe place to put the used condoms. Jack came twice tonight. The first time was while he was fucking me. The second time was when I gave him the blow job just before we returned to the bar. I made him use a condom when he fucked me."
"Where's the condom now baby."
Julie opened her purse and took it out. It was wrapped in several tissues. "Here, I didn't want to mess up your new car; I didn't know what to do with it."
I kissed her and said, "It would have been okay to leave it on the floor. You can give it to me, I'll take care of it."
She handed it to me.
"I'll be right back."
I took it to the men's room and flushed it. When I returned I found Julie sitting on the bar stool next to mine.
"Baby, don't you want to go back to the table and find another guy to play with?"
"No, I'm tired. If you don't mind I'd rather sit here with you."
"Sweetheart, nothing in this world would make me happier."
"Could I have a diet coke?"
I laughed and called Mike the bartender over.
Julie pulled her bar stool over so she was sitting right next to me. I put my arm around her and we snuggled up together while we watched the football highlights.
I looked around, the people in the bar who had witnessed my earlier humiliation all seemed a little confused.
I heard the bar door open. Julie and I turned, Sandra was coming in with Gerard.
He stood by the door while Sandra walked over to me. Both Julie and I knew what was coming. She slid over a little to give Sandra some room.
Sandra put her arms around me and pulled my face to hers. As we kissed we each opened our mouths and Sandra started pushing Gerard's cum onto my tongue.
When she finished transferring all of her lover's semen from her mouth to mine, Sandra pulled back and said, "Swallow it baby, swallow all of it."
She watched as I swallowed it. When I was done she said, "Did you enjoy that sweetheart?"
I laughed, "I enjoyed all of them."
Sandra kissed my cheek and whispered into my ear, "I was hoping you would, maybe later tonight we can have another little discussion about flavor."
She noticed our diet cokes. "Hey can I have one of those?"
I smiled, "Of course you can."
I waved to the bartender, "Hey Mike can we get another Diet Coke." He nodded at me and said, "You got it Stevie."
I heard Gerard clear his throat behind us. Everyone in the bar looked at him.
He had an impatient expression on his face. "All right Sandra, you've had your little joke; now come sit at the table with me."
Sandra looked at Gerard and put her arms around me. "Thank you for the invitation, but I'm going to stay with my baby now. Gerard you're a good fuck, I hope I see you here again. I had a wonderful time in your car."
Gerard stared at Sandra. As he spoke his voice took on an angry tone. "Was this all a big joke to you tonight?"
Sandra smiled. "No Gerard it was not a big joke, but it was just fun and games. Honey, you have a wife at home. Your display of possessiveness is a little inappropriate." She paused, "Gerard we had a lot of fun in your Mercedes and like I said, you're a really good fuck; but honey that's all you are to me." She kissed me, "This is my man right here."
"Are you telling me that you prefer that little shrimp to me?"
Sandra laughed, "Absolutely! I love this little shrimp. So does Julie. This little shrimp has both of our hearts. He's the man of our dreams. We love him dearly."
Gerard shook his head and stormed out the bar door.
Mike brought Sandra's Coke and leaned over the bar. "We all enjoyed that a lot. Gerard is the most arrogant asshole to ever come into Baxter's." He laughed. "He's also a rotten tipper."
Sandra smiled at Mike, "He is a pretty good fuck, but you don't want to spend too much time lying around talking afterwards."
Everyone at the bar started laughing.
Sandra grabbed the bar stool on the other side of me and pulled it over so she was right next to me. Julie also pulled hers back over. Both of them leaned on me while we watched the rest of the football highlights and drank Diet Coke.
I looked at my girls. Julie was half asleep. Sandra was quietly watching the television and sipping her soda.
I kissed Sandra and said, "Don't you want to find another guy and have one more party before we go? Julie and I will be all right watching television."
She leaned her head against my shoulder, "Thanks Baby, but right now I'd rather be with you." She grabbed my knee, "Lets go home."
I smiled, "That would be fine with me." I waved to the bartender. "Hey Mike can we have our tab."
"Sure Stevie, I'll be right there."
Mike went to the computer next to the register, printed out a slip and brought it to me.
The bill had both the bar tab and the dinner tab on it. It came to $176.00.
I pulled out my money clip, peeled off $250.00 and handed it to Mike.
He counted the bills and said, "I'll get you your change."
I held up my hand, "No we're good."
Mike smiled at me; "Thanks Stevie, that's very generous."
"Mike it was a fun night; it was worth every penny." I paused, "Do me a favor, make sure the waiter who lost our business when Sandra was playing with me gets a cut of that okay?"
"You got it Stevie."
I rallied my two sleepy heads and started to prod them out the door.
As I was leaving Mike said; "Hey Stevie, it was nice meeting you. You and the girls are good people; I hope you become regulars here."
"Thanks Mike, I suspect we will." I smiled; "No, I am certain that we will, take care buddy."
When we got to the car, Julie crawled into the back seat, stretched out and immediately fell asleep. Sandra got into the front and curled up next to me.
As we started the drive home Sandra quietly asked, "Stevie, was I too mean to you tonight? I really wanted this to be exciting for you." She sighed, "I tried so hard, but I am afraid that I overdid it."
I shook my head, "It certainly was exciting." I thought for a moment, "It was the kind of experience that I will probably enjoy more as a memory."



Sandra nodded, "I think I understand."
We rode together in silence for a little while. We were both contemplating all of this.
After a few minutes I turned to Sandra, "I don't actually think I'm supposed to like it. It's meant to be humiliating and painful for me."
Sandra quietly said, "I liked it."
I looked at her.
"I liked it a lot. I almost had an orgasm when I made you come back to the table to pour a glass of wine for Gerard."
I smiled at Sandra. "It's funny, but that might be the most erotic thing you've ever said to me. My little dick is sticking straight up right now."
"I don't understand."
I grinned, "It's exciting when you humiliate me, its absolutely electrifying when I know you're aroused by it."
Sandra took a deep breath, "I think we're slowly learning more and more about the kinky side of our relationship."
I nodded, "I agree, and I think we still have a lot to learn."
"Would you like to go back to Baxter's again?"
"Yes, very much. I enjoyed the evening."
"When we go back, do you want me to toy with you again?"
I thought for a moment, finally I said; That's really up to you, you're the dom."
"I understand that, but I'd still like to know what you want."
"That was a pretty intense game of humiliation tonight. At times I was mortified by some of the things you made me do. You absolutely shamed me in front of your studs."
Sandra squeezed my leg, "I'm sorry baby."
"I smiled, "No, don't be sorry. The memory of that ordeal is becoming more and more exciting every time I think about it. I don't regret the experience at all."
"Do you want me to do it again?"
"Yes, but not a Baxter's. When we play that intensely I would prefer to do it in a more private environment with people we know and trust."
I looked at Sandra, "The next time we go to Baxter's I'd like to have dinner with you, Julie and your women friends. If you want you can play with me while we eat. After dinner I'd like to quietly retire to the bar. I enjoyed watching you and Julie work. You're both artists. The two of you can sit at the table and entertain your men and I'll happily pick up the tab and watch. That will be enough for me."
Sandra smiled, "That sounds awfully nice to me."
We both got very quiet again.
After a moment I said, "Would you like to know which part of the evening I enjoyed the most?
"Yes, please tell me."
"It was when you and Julie sat with me in the bar after your parties. That was a wonderful way to finish to the night."
Sandra smiled, "I liked that part to."
"Did you like it as much as the part where Gerard was fucking you in his car?"
Sandra started to giggle, "What do you think cuckboy."
"I think you just answered my question."
Sandra put her hand on my crotch and rubbed my erect penis. "You're absolutely right."
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The next morning we all had to be up early.
Julie was the first to get out of bed; her shift at the coffee shop started at 6:00 am.
I got up with her.
She went into the bathroom and washed her face. When she came out I asked, "Julie, can I make you some breakfast before you go?"
"Thanks sweetheart, I can eat at the coffee shop; but a cup of coffee to drink on the way to work would be really nice."
I started a pot of coffee.
Julie she gave me instructions while she was getting dressed. "I want to know everything that's going on with the house today. You guys can call the cafe; Rick won't mind fielding my phone calls." She laughed, "It always helps when you give your boss a blow job once a week."
I poured her coffee into a travel cup and handed it to her. "Julie, you know that you don't have to work as a waitress anymore if you don't want to."
She smiled, "I know Stevie, but until I have something else to do I want to keep working. I'd feel like a slug just lying around the house all day." She started to giggle. "Besides, I get to drive my new car to work today. I can't wait to show it off to everyone." She kissed me. "I have to run, you guys be sure to call me if anything happens."
Julie ran out the door. After she was gone I poured myself a cup of coffee and looked in the bedroom. Sandra was still sound asleep. Her first class didn't start until 8:00 am so I left her alone. She could stay in bed for another hour.
I took the opportunity to enjoy a long hot shower. As I washed myself I was very aware of how different my shaved legs felt. I also had to laugh when I looked down at my painted toenails.
I was just about to sit down to read the morning paper when I noticed that it was 6:30. I went into the bedroom and gave Sandra a gentle kiss on the forehead. She slowly opened her eyes; when she saw me looking at her she smiled.
"Its 6:30 baby, time to get up."
Sandra rubbed her eyes and said "Okay."
Sandra ran into the bathroom while I fixed her some breakfast.
While she was peeing she asked, "What time do you think I should call Barry today?"
I thought for a moment, "I'd hoped that we might hear from him yesterday. I assume he called the owners on Saturday afternoon. They should have had plenty of time to consider our offer by now. What time does your first class end?
"9:30."
"When is your next class?"
"Not until 11:00."
"When does that one end?"
"12:30."
"Do you have any afternoon classes?"
"Not today, but I did promise to meet Bob in his office for lunch right after my 12:30 class."
I laughed, "Can you make it a quick lunch?'
Sandra giggled, "Sure I'll just give him a fast blow job. l should be out by 1:00."
"Why don't you call Barry at 10:00; that will give you time to call Julie and me before you go into class. I suspect we're going to get a counter offer. Our bid is awfully low."
Sandra walked out of the bathroom. I handed her a glass of orange juice.
As she drank it she asked, "What should I do if we get a counter offer."
I considered that question for a moment. "We can always confer over the telephone, but the house is easily worth a million dollars. If they offer to sell it to us for that price, take it. It they want more, up our offer to $975,000. I'm thinking we should try to buy this house for $1,000,000.
I buttered a toasted english muffin for Sandra while she got dressed, "You want some jam on this?"
"Yes please."
I brought the english muffin and a cup of coffee into the bedroom. She was sitting at the new makeup table putting on her eyeshadow.
We continued talking while she ate her breakfast and finished putting on her makeup.
"Sandra, I have to go to Dallas tomorrow. I'll be there overnight. Its the trip I was supposed to be on that night Bill and Cindy had their dinner party."
"Julie and I are going to miss you." Sandra looked at me, "Stevie Wagner, you have become a very important person to both of us. We'll take you to the airport and pick you up when you get back." She smiled. "We get to drive you in the limo."
"I'd really like that."
Sandra looked at the clock, "Give me a kiss. I have to go, so do you. I'll call you at about 10:15 and let you know whats going on."
Sandra grabbed her backpack and ran out the door.
I washed the breakfast dishes, put on a coat and tie and left for the office. I'd decided that I would keep on going in to the office until we got the new house. I wanted a better work space before I started to try doing my job at home.
As I walked out to my car, I noticed that my new bikini panties were surprisingly comfortable.
I was sitting at my desk trying to keep my attention focused on an article in a medical journal. It was about a group in Atlanta that was working on new medication to treat ADHD in kids. I wasn't being very successful. My eyes kept wandering to the clock. It was 10:15. I was certain that Sandra would have called Barry Dunlap at 10:00. She should be calling anytime now.
I was just starting to consider the possible things that might have gone wrong when my telephone rang. I picked it up, it was Jeanne our receptionist.
"Stevie you have a call from Sandra Monroe."
"Thanks Jeanne, put her through."
I hung up my telephone. When it rang again I picked it up, "Sandra?"
"Hi Stevie, we got the house."
She was very excited.
"Tell me what happened baby."
"I called Barry at 10:00. You were right, they made a counter offer. It was $1,000,000, I accepted it." She stopped, "That's what I was supposed to do wasn't it?"
"Yes, you did it exactly right. Were there any riders or complications?"
"No and I did ask about that, you know I am training to be a lawyer."
"I know sweetheart, that's why you're handling this deal."
"Really? Thank you Stevie. I thought it was because Julie and I fucked the realtors."
"No honey; you're doing it because out of the three of us, you have the best background and training to handle this deal."
"Stevie that might be the nicest thing you've ever said to me. You're the only guy I know who sees me as more than a pussy and a pair of tits."
"Sandra you're one of the smartest people I know, and I work with some very bright people. I have solid faith in your judgment."
"Baby I think I'm going to cry."
"Well don't, just tell me about the plans for completing this deal."
She laughed, "Okay Mr. Serious. Barry is going to have the papers ready this afternoon. We have an appointment to meet him at his office at 3:00 pm. I'm supposed to call him back and confirm the time. All three of us need to be there."
"I can be there, have you talked to Julie?"
"Yes, I just called her. I hope your not offended that I called her first Stevie, but she's so excited. You and this house are the best things that have ever happened to her in her entire life."
"Its okay Sandra, I'm glad you called her first." I paused. "So what's the plan?"
"Do you know where Barry's office is?"
"Yes, I was there last week."
"Denny's Bar and Grill is just down the street. They have good hamburgers. Let's meet there at 1:30 for lunch."
"I thought you were having lunch with Bob today?"
"I am, but a load of his semen doesn't do much to satisfy my hunger."
We both laughed. "Okay, I'll be at Denny's at 1:30. What about Julie?"
"Can you call her? She may want to go there with you. She's a little insecure about this stuff."
"Sure honey, I'll call her. Don't worry about Julie, I'll take care of her."
"Thanks Stevie, I have to go. I'll call Barry and confirm the meeting. I'll see you at 1:30. I Love you babe."
"I Love you to."
I hung up the telephone and sat quietly for several seconds. I needed to catch my breath. Sandra and Julie weren't the only ones who were excited about this deal.
I was just about to call Jeanne and ask her to get the telephone number for the Tip Top Cafe when my telephone rang again.
I picked it up, "Stevie you have a call from Julie Gordon."
"Thanks Jeanne, put her through."
I hung my telephone up. It rang and I picked it up again.
"Stevie!" Julie was screaming with joy.
"Hi Julie."
"Stevie We got the house!"
"Yes I know, I just got done talking to Sandra."
"Stevie I am so excited. Rick told me I can take the rest of the day off. I'd do it, but I don't know where I'd go."
"Why don't you come down to my office."
Julie got very quiet, "Would you really let me do that?"
"Yes, I would love it if you came down here. We're going to meet Sandra for lunch at 1:30. You can see my office and meet the people I work with; then we can go to lunch together."
"Stevie I'm in my waitress uniform, I don't want to embarrass you."
"Listen to me Julie, there is nothing you could ever do that would embarrass me; please come down here."
"I don't know where your office is."
"You know where the Abrogast Bank Building is don't you?
"Sure that's the really tall building on 4th and Grant."
"That's where my office is."
"Really?"
"Yes really, park your car in the ramp on Grant Street. Don't worry about the cost, I'll take care of your parking. My firm is Patterson, Wright and Turner Investments. We're on the 38th floor. When you get here tell Jeanne the receptionist your name. She'll be expecting you."
"Stevie, are you sure this is okay?"
"Yes I am sure. Julie, I want you to meet the people I work with and I want them to meet you."
"If its really okay, I would love to visit your office."
"Good, I'll see you in a few minutes."
I hung up the telephone and walked out to the reception area to see Jeanne.
"Jeanne I have a special favor to ask."
"Go ahead Stevie, I'll try to do anything I can to help you."
"I'm expecting a young woman named Julie Gordon. She's kind of special to me."
Jeanne looked at me and said, "Oh really?"
I smiled, "Jeanne I'm not telling you this so you can gossip about it. I'm asking you to give her the VIP treatment. She's very nervous about coming up here. I just want you to try to make her feel comfortable."
Jeanne smiled, "No problem Stevie; I'll give her the royal welcome."
"Thanks Jeanne."
"Hey Stevie, here's your airplane ticket, rental car and hotel reservations for Dallas tomorrow. The guys told us to book you into first class for your flight. You're stepping up in the world."
"Wow, a little success sure does bring rewards around here."
"I think you had more than just a little success. Every person here including me profited from your little project last week."
"Good Jeanne, I'm glad to hear that you got in on it to. Call me when Julie gets here."
"I will Stevie."
I returned to my office and sat down at my desk. I was just starting to take another look at the article about the group in Atlanta when Jeanne called"
"Stevie, Ms. Julie Gordon is her to see you."
"Thanks Jeanne, I'll be right out."
I walked out to the reception area. Jeanne and Julie were looking out the window. Jeanne was pointing out landmarks to Julie.
I walked up to them; "Hi Julie, I'm really glad you were able to come down here."
She turned; "Hi Stevie, what a wonderful view. Jeanne was just pointing out the Tip Top Cafe. She told me that she and her husband used to go there for breakfast."
I looked at Jeanne, "Thank you very much."
She smiled, "It was a pleasure."
"Come on Julie, I'll show you my office."
We started down the hall. On the way we passed the conference room. The three partners: Avery, Arnie and Jonathon were in there talking.
Arnie called to me when he saw us walk by, "Hey Stevie come in here for a minute."
Julie whispered to me, "I'll wait out here."
I smiled, "Don't be silly." I took her hand and led her into the conference room.
Avery looked up; "Hi Stevie, whose your lovely friend?"
Julie blushed.
"Gentlemen, this is my close friend Julie Gordon."
Arnie smiled, "Ms. Gordon it is a pleasure to meet you. Any friend of Stevie's is always welcome in this office."
Julie smiled back, "Thank you, Its nice to meet you to."
Avery looked at me, "Tell us about this company in Dallas?"
I gave them a brief outline of what I knew and why I was interested enough to be going down there.
Arnie asked, "Do they have the necessary management skills to pull this off?"
"I can give you a better answer to that on Thursday."
Jonathon said, "How about meeting us right here at 10:00 on Thursday morning?" He looked around. "Does that work for everyone?"
The other partners all nodded in agreement.
Arnie said, "Okay, we'll expect a full report on Thursday." He turned to Julie. "Ms Gordon you are beautiful and charming. If you are ever looking for a job be sure to call us."
I intervened, "Julie is going to be starting college this winter. My hope is that someday she might be interviewing here for a job as a broker."
Avery looked at Julie, "What college are you planning on attending?"
Julie looked flustered so I answered for her. "We're going shopping on Thursday afternoon. We've been discussing either Kelroy or Maple Hills Community College."
Avery nodded in approval, "Kelroy is a wonderful school and I've heard nothing but good things about Maple Hills. Ms Gordon I think you will do well with either choice." He paused, "When you're done with school, please do come back and see us." He turned to me. "Have a good trip to Dallas Stevie."
We left, I knew when I was being dismissed.
When we got to my office Julie asked, "Stevie those were really nice men, who were they?"
"Do you remember the three names you saw on the front door?"
"Yes."
"Those are the guys."
She grinned, "Wow! You mean I actually could work here some day?"
I laughed, absolutely but let's get you through college first."
Julie put her arms around my neck and hugged me. "Stevie, since I met you my life has been wonderful. I feel like you're a prince leading me through a fairy tale."
"Jules, I'm also finding life to be pretty wonderful these days."
"Stevie, that's the first time you called me Jules, I like it."
I kissed her on the cheek and looked at my watch. "Jules its just after noon. We have to meet Sandra at 1:30. We just have time to run home. We can drop off one car and you can change out of your waitress uniform."
"I'd like that."
"Okay lets go. Here's $10.00 to cover the parking ramp. I'll meet you at home."
As we walked by Jeanne I said, "Thanks again for everything. I'm leaving for the day. I'll be back in the office on Thursday morning."
"Have a good trip Stevie."
Julie and I got to Denny's Bar and Grill just before 1:30. Julie drove, I wanted to ride in her new car.
We went into the bar and looked around, Sandra hadn't arrived yet. We found a table and ordered two Diet Cokes.
As we sipped our sodas, Julie said, "Stevie those men you work for said you're going to Dallas tomorrow; Is that true?"
"I'm sorry Julie; so much has happened lately that I just forgot about the trip. I'll be back Wednesday evening."
"I'm going to miss you."
I'll miss you to, but look at the bright side; tomorrow night will be a good chance for you to go out and get laid."
Julie smiled. "I hadn't thought about it like that. I'll call Ed and Tommy. They were the two guys I stood up the night you and Sandra got back together." She considered this for a moment. "Maybe when I go over there, they could punish me for standing them up? That might be a lot of fun."
I laughed, "Jules, you're even kinkier than I am."
Just then Sandra walked into the bar. We waved to get her attention. As soon as she saw us, she came over and sat down.
When she was seated Sandra looked at Julie and me and sighed. She appeared to be a little flustered.
I gave her a second to catch her breath, then I asked, "What's the matter baby?"
"Oh Stevie I'm just a mess."
"Did something happen; Are you all right?"
"I'm fine." She shook here head, "Stevie, I mean that literally; I am just a mess."
I smiled, "You'd better give us a few more details."
Just then the waitress arrived. We ordered a Diet Coke for Sandra and three burger baskets.
When the waitress left, Sandra started her explanation.
"You know how I told you I was meeting Bob in his office right after my last class."
"Yes"
"Remember that I told you I was just going to give him a quick blow job so that I could meet you guys on time?"
We both nodded. Apparently Julie also knew about Sandra's date with Bob.
"Well when I got to his office and told Bob that I only had time to give him a blow job, he started whining. He complained because that was all he got the last time we were together." She looked at me. "It was the day I had that date with his friend Richard. That was when I set it up so you could walk in on us while I was sucking Bob's cock. You remember that don't you?"
"Of course I remember that."
"Anyway, Bob kept whining about wanting to fuck me so I finally decided that it would be quicker to just let him do it than to keep arguing with him about it." She shook her head. "Sometimes Bob can be a real pain in the ass. If he wasn't such a good fuck, I swear I'd stop seeing him."
Sandra's soda arrived; she took a big sip and continued.
"So I went down on him. I gave him my very best blow job. I wanted to get him really excited, that way I could make him cum quickly when he started fucking me."
The burger baskets arrived. All three of us were hungry so we took a break from Sandra's story while we ate."
After several bites, Sandra set her burger down and continued.
"After I sucked him for a while Bob pulled me up and turned me around. He bent me over his desk, lifted the hem of my skirt up to my waist, pulled my panties down to my knees and pushed his big cock into my cunt."
Sandra took another bite of her hamburger, after she swallowed she continued.
"You guys know me. I was screaming with pleasure in no time at all." She smiled, "Bob has a really big cock and he knows how to use it."
Sandra took a drink of her soda. "Next he picked me up, carried me over to the couch, laid me down on my back, climbed on top of me and pushed that huge dick back into me."
Sandra closed her eyes. "Bob was on top, holding me down while he fucked me. He was rough, it was almost brutal." She took a deep breath. "It felt so good, I was going wild. At that point, I didn't care about anything but his cock."
Sandra took another sip of her soda.
"He kept fucking me harder and harder. Suddenly, I felt his muscles start to tighten. I could tell that he was about to ejaculate."
Sandra stopped to catch her breath; just telling us this story was getting her excited again.
After a moment she continued, "Bob always wants to cum in my pussy. He has a little fantasy about getting me pregnant. He likes to tell me that he wants to see me walking around big with his baby."
Sandra shrugged, "I'm on the pill. I'm not going to get pregnant, so I always let him have his fantasy. I don't even try to make him pull out." She giggled. "I don't really want him to. I love the way it feels when a guys shoots his stuff into me."
She looked at Julie. "You like that to don't you Jules?"
Julie laughed. "Oh yes, that feels so good."
"Anyway Bob started to pump his semen into me." Sandra laughed. "I'm not kidding when I say pump. You know how most guys give you 2 or 3 good spurts when they cum and then it just dies down to a dribble?"



Sandra looked at me, "Stevie, maybe you don't know that but Julie does."
I looked at Julie. She was nodding in agreement.
"Well Bob didn't slow down, he just kept pumping cum into me. I don't know what got in to him. It seemed like he'd been saving up since the last time we were together." She paused. "I don't know, maybe he never jacks off." She shrugged, "Don't most guys jack off? I would if I was a guy. Hell, I'd jack off all the time."
Both Julie and Sandra started laughing.
After a moment Sandra continued her story.
"Anyway Bob finally finished ejaculating. His cock got soft and slipped out of me. I assumed he was done. I stood up and started to pull up my panties. I was already a mess, my crotch and thighs were covered with his cum.
Sandra took a quick break and ate a couple of French fries. She washed them down with a sip of Coke and continued.
"Well guess what, he wasn't done. He grabbed me and told me he wanted me one more time. He pulled me back over to his desk, sat down, pushed me to my knees and started rubbing his soft cummy cock all over my face."
Sandra smiled. "Stevie, I know you don't like Bob, but he is a tremendous fuck and he just gave me his finest effort. I was really excited. I couldn't stop. I didn't want to stop. I started stroking and sucking that big dick of his again. It wasn't long before it was sticking straight out."
Sandra looked at us, "For an old guy, Bob can recover very quickly. He pulled me up on my feet and bent me over his desk again. This time, he pulled me back little so my ass was accessible to him. He got behind me. A thrill shot threw me when I felt the head of his big cock pushing at my asshole."
Sandra looked right at me. "Stevie I went wild. You don't know this about me, but I really like getting fucked in my ass."
Next to me I heard Julie say, "Stevie I do to."
I was shocked. I never imagined that either of them would do that. I looked at both of them, "Doesn't it hurt?"
They both laughed and said in unison, "No."
Sandra continued her story. "Bob knew how much I liked this so he kept pushing that big cock of his deeper and deeper into me. Once he was all the way inside me, he gave me a moment to relax. As soon as he felt me start to move my ass he started fucking me."
Sandra sighed, "He fucked me with long slow strokes. It felt wonderful. I must have cum 2 or 3 times. Stevie, I almost passed out from the pleasure when I felt Bob pump his second load of cum into my ass."
Sandra took a moment to catch her breath. She was obviously very excited.
After a few seconds she had collected herself enough to continue.
Bob's cock gradually got soft and slipped out of my ass. He stood up and rolled me over.
"I was sitting on Bob's desk. My blouse was open, my hair was a mess. I'd lost my panties and Bob's cum was running out of my pussy and my ass."

Sandra stopped and looked at me. "Stevie please don't misunderstand what I am about to say. I love you more than any man in the world and I always will. At that moment however, I was consumed by lust. I belonged to Bob. I was his fuck toy.
Sandra's voice got very quiet, "I got down on my knees and started stroking his cock again. Time was now irrelevant to me. I would have stayed there and done his bidding for the rest of the afternoon. "
Sandra hugged me, "Stevie please forgive me. I'm so sorry, sometimes sex just takes hold of me."
She shook her head, "Bob pulled me to my feet and said, 'I'm done with you. You can go to your little sissy wimp boyfriend now.'"
Sandra took a deep breath, it was like he released me from a spell. I was suddenly aware of what time it was and how important this afternoon was to the three of us. I found my panties and put them on. I pushed my skirt back down and ran out of Bob's office with his cum dripping from my pussy and my asshole."
Sandra stared at the floor. "On the way over here I tried to wipe myself off with some tissue, but It didn't work very well. I'm sitting in a pool of Bob's semen right now.
Sandra looked at us, she was crying. "Stevie, Julie can the two of you ever forgive me?"
Both Julie and I leaned over and kissed Sandra.
I said, "Sweetheart, Its okay. We aren't perfect. We don't have to be perfect. All three of us are human beings with human flaws. One of your weaknesses is your lust. Julie and I have weaknesses to."
I smiled at her, "Being in love with each other means that we accept each other as the people we are."
I looked at both of my girls. "When I tell the two of you that I love you, it means exactly that. My love for the two of you is total and unconditional. Sandra and Julie, both of you are sluts. I'm a little submissive sissy wimp. That's okay. Its who we are, but its only partly who we are. The two of you are also both bright, loving, caring women who I trust completely. I can't say that about many people in this world."
I looked at Sandra. "If the worst had happened and you'd spent the entire afternoon fucking Bob, Julie and I would have been disappointed. We probably would have even been mad."
I took Sandra's hand. "But we wouldn't have stopped loving you. We would have rescheduled the meeting. We would have bought the house tomorrow instead of today. We would have gone on loving each other. That's what love is all about. We enjoy and celebrate each others strengths and accept and help each other with our weaknesses."
Julie and Sandra stared at me. They were both very quiet.
Finally Julie said, "Stevie, you're not a little sissy wimp. You're the biggest, strongest man I've ever met."
I smiled and took both girls hands. "And your not really sluts. You may be women who freely enjoy sex, but you're both honest, forthright and true. That's a lot more than I can say about most of the hypocritical preachers and politicians in the world today. They're the real sluts."
All three of us started laughing.
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I looked at my watch, it was 2:30. We had an important meeting in 30 minutes. One of my girls had a huge mess between her legs, I needed to act.
"Julie call Barry, tell him we have to move the meeting back to 3:30." I handed her three $20.00 bills. "Pay the check and meet us back at the apartment as quickly as you can."
I took Sandra's hand, "Come on sweetheart; we just have time to get home and get you cleaned up." When she stood up, I saw a huge wet spot on the back of her skirt. Sandra wasn't kidding when she said Bob had really filled her up.
We got to the apartment as rapidly as we could. As soon as we were inside I started helping Sandra get undressed.
We quickly got her skirt, blouse and brassiere off. Her panties were a mess. I got a towel from the bathroom and laid it on the bed.
"Sandra sit down."
She smiled at me. "Baby, would you clean me up."
"Sure honey."
Sandra leered at me, "I'd really like it if you did it with your tongue."
She spread her legs. I pulled her panties off; they were saturated with Bob's semen.
Sandra took them from me and pushed the wet crotch into my mouth. "Suck all of the cum out of them baby, don't miss any of it."
Sandra's words had an almost magical affect on me. Now I was the one under a spell. I became Sandra's slave. Suddenly my only concern was to do her bidding.
I sucked on her panties for several seconds. While I was doing this I heard the door open, it was Julie.
She walked into the bedroom. I looked up, she was smiling at me. Julie sat down on the bed next to us, lifted her skirt up, pulled her panties aside and started to masturbate.
Sandra took her panties from me and threw them in the corner. "Lick Bob's cum off of my thighs."
I did as I was told. I worked quickly. Her thighs were clean is seconds.
"Now my pussy, lick my lovers cum from my pussy cuckboy."
I started to lap up the river of semen that was still flowing from Sandra's cunt. Sandra sat up and pulled the lips of her pussy apart. Globs of Bob's cum flowed into my mouth. She was right; Bob had pumped an amazing amount of semen into her.
Finally, the flow slowed to a trickle. Sandra pulled me up to the bed. She pushed me down on my back and climbed on top of me. I looked up at her gorgeous ass. Her usually cute little anus was still stretched out from Bob's cock. It glistened from the coating of dried cum on it.
"Now my ass cuckboy, lick my lovers cum from my asshole."
When Sandra sat down on my face a stream of semen poured into my mouth from her gaping asshole.
As soon as I finished cleaning Bob's cum from Sandra's asshole, Julie stepped in and provided the structure we needed.
"Guys, its almost 3:00. Sandra, get in the shower. Stevie go wash your face. We have to be out of here in 15 minutes."
While I was washing my face Julie said, "I talked to Barry, 3:30 was not a problem, but he has a 5:00 appointment. We can't waste anymore time."
She giggled. "So far you guys have had all the fun today. I get my turn when the meeting is over. I have a promise from Barry. He's going to do me in the middle of the conference table while you guys watch. I told him he could fuck me in the ass if he moved the meeting back to 3:30."
I finished drying my face and looked at Julie. "Jules, I am quickly becoming convinced that if we had a competition to decide which of us was the kinkiest, you would be the winner."
She laughed, "Believe me Stevie; it wouldn't be a contest."
Sandra finished her shower and got dressed. It was nearly 3:15 by the time we got into the Lincoln. It was exactly 3:30 when we pulled up in front of the real estate office
Sandra spoke for us at the meeting. She was very professional. She carefully checked each form and approved it before she passed it to Julie and me for our signatures.
By 4:10 all the papers were signed and we had made a down payment on the property at 1211 Oak Grove Drive. The three of us were well on our way to becoming home owners.
Barry stood up, "The owners are very anxious to get this deal done. If you can get the financing together, we could probably close in about 3 weeks."
Sandra smiled at Barry, "We would love to close as quickly as possible. The financing won't be an issue."
We all looked at each other, the meeting was over.
Julie stood up. "Just a minute guys. We have one more piece of business to complete before this deal is done." She walked over to Barry, unbuttoned his shirt and started to play with his nipples.
Barry unzipped Julie's skirt and let it fall to the floor.
Sandra came over to me and sat in my lap while Julie undid Barry's trousers and pushed them down to his ankles.
Barry lifted Julie up, laid her on the conference table and rolled her onto her side. She leaned forward, grasped his erect cock with both hands and put it into her mouth. At the same time, Barry pulled Julie's panties aside and started to finger her moist pussy.
Sandra leaned back and whispered, "This is really hot; play with my pussy while we watch."
I slipped my fingers between Sandra's legs and massaged her panty covered cunt while we watched Julie suck Barry's cock.
Julie was attacking her lover's erection with wild abandon. She was obviously already lost in a frenzy of lust. Apparently, the earlier events of the day had gotten her very aroused.
Barry enjoyed Julie's blow job for a few moments then took his cock out of her mouth and moved around to the end of the conference table. He rolled Julie onto her stomach, pulled her panties off and spread her legs. Barry tried to push his cock into Julie's cunt, but she stopped him.
"Remember your promise Baby; I want you to fuck my ass."
Barry smiled and rubbed the head of his cock in Julie's pussy. When he had it nice and slippery, he pulled her back just a little so her ass was easily accessible.
I was fascinated as I watched Barry press the tip of his cock into Julie's tight little anus.
Julie held her breath as Barry pushed harder and harder. Suddenly she gasped as the huge head of Barry's erect penis popped into her asshole.
They both remained perfectly still for a moment. Finally Julie started to move. When Barry felt Julie's movement he began pushing his cock deeper and deeper into her ass.
Julie's eyes were closed. Her breathing was labored. She was biting her lower lip.
I started to worry that Barry was hurting her.
Sandra must have sensed my concern. She whispered to me, "Don't worry Stevie, she's doing fine."
Once Barry had the full length of his cock inside Julie he stopped. He gave her a moment to get used to the feel of his enormous penis, then he started to move. He worked slowly at first. Barry fucked Julie's ass with long graceful strokes.
Julie looked at me and smiled as her lover pushed his cock in and out of her ass.
Sandra leaned over, "Do you see how much she's enjoying this Stevie?"
I nodded.
Barry was good. He knew how to vary his rhythm and pace. The changes in tempo drove Julie wild. Soon she was moaning with delight as she thrust her hips back to meet Barry's cock each time he pushed it into her.
The two lovers started to lose control. They were fucking each other with unbridled fury. The sexual tension was becoming unbearable for both of them. Suddenly Julie started to cry as an orgasm exploded inside her.
At the same time Barry made one last thrust deep into Julie's ass and stopped moving. After a moment he groaned as he began ejaculating.
Julie screamed with pleasure when she felt Barry pumping his semen into her. It was a public office. Sandra jumped up and put a hand over Julie's mouth to try to muffle the sound.
Barry and Julie gradually relaxed as the waves of pleasure from their orgasms began to subside. Barry leaned forward, gently kissed Julie between her shoulder blades and stood up. Julie uttered a muffled cry of protest when she felt his limp cock slip out of her ass.
Sandra pulled her hand from Julie's mouth, kissed her on the lips and whispered to her, "Just lie still baby."
Sandra spread the cheeks of Julie's ass and turned to me. There was a huge grin on her face, "Cuckboy I think you have a little more cleaning to do."
Julie moaned as she felt me lick Barry's semen from her gaping asshole
After Julie and Barry got dressed, we discussed some quick details about the house. I requested a walk through next weekend so that the girls could start making decorating and furnishing plans.
Barry was very accommodating. We agreed to meet him at the house at 10:00 Saturday morning.
We left Barry in his office just before 5:00. It was still too early to go to dinner, so we decided to drive by the house.
We parked in front. The girls were so excited that they could barely contain themselves.
We spent the next hour exploring the neighborhood. We found what was soon to become our local grocery store. We went in and looked around just for fun.
Down the street, we found a small Italian restaurant. It was finally supper time so we decided to try dining in our new neighborhood. We each ordered a different pasta dish and shared. The food was good. The garlic bread was very good. We had a nice bottle of red wine that was reasonably priced. As we left, we agreed that we would happily return to dine there again.
We drove home and spent the rest of the evening talking about plans for the house. The girls got very excited when I told them that they could be in charge of furnishing and decorating the house.
At bed time Julie said, "I'd really like it if all three of us could make love together tonight.
Sandra smiled and agreed, "I'd like that to Jules. How would you like to do it?"
Julie got up, walked over and sat on the edge of the bed. "Sandra come and sit next to me."
As Sandra sat down Julie said, "Stephanie go put on your nighty."
As I got my nighty out of my dresser, I was very aware of the fact that Julie had chosen to call me Stephanie. Somehow, I didn't believe that I was going to be fucking anybody tonight.
I slipped my nighty over my head and pulled it down. Sandra laughed and said, "Isn't she cute Jules? She definitely has to wear that tomorrow night in Dallas."
Julie smiled and said, "Of course she does. That's one way we can be sure that she's not playing with hookers or loose women while she's away."
Sandra pretended to be shocked. "I can't imagine that our Stephie would ever dream of playing with another woman. She knows that's not allowed."
Julie giggled, "We're the only ones who get to play around. I have a date tomorrow night, don't you Sandra?"
Sandra laughed. "Of course I do silly. I plan to spend all of tomorrow night getting fucked." Sandra looked at me. "Poor Stephie, she's the only one who's going to have to be celibate." She smiled at me. It was a teasing smile, "Stephie, you can go to sleep tomorrow night knowing that both of your girls are enjoying themselves in the arms of other men."
Julie grinned. "In my case, I plan to be in the arms of two other men." Julie looked at me. "Did you hear that sissyboy? Tomorrow night I'm going to let two men fuck me at the same time. Do you know what you're going to be doing? You're going to be lying in bed all by yourself being totally faithful to us."
The tone of Julie's voice suddenly became very stern. "Cuckboy, come over here and remove our clothing."
I undressed both Julie and Sandra and carefully put their clothes away. When I was done I stood in front of them waiting for my next instructions.
Julie lifted her feet up, "Stephanie, get down on your knees and make love to my toes."
I did as I was told. As I kissed and licked Julie's feet she took Sandra in her arms and kissed her on the lips. Their passion grew quickly. Julies hand slipped to Sandra's crotch. I watched as she pushed two fingers into her cunt.
After a few moments of this Julie looked at me and said, "Now make love to Sandra's feet."
I turned my attention to Sandra's toes. The girls started kissing again. As we continued it was obvious to me that both Sandra and Julie were getting very aroused.
Julie sat up. She whispered to Sandra, "Lie back on the bed baby; I want to lick your cunt."
Julie turned to me, "Lick my ass while I make love to Sandra."
Julie positioned herself between Sandra's legs and started to kiss and lick her cunt. At the same time I pulled myself up on the bed and began licking Julie's asshole.
Julie was obviously skilled at eating pussy. She quickly brought Sandra to an orgasm. As soon as Sandra recovered from her climax, the girls traded places.
Julie laid her head on a pillow and spread her legs. As Sandra started eating her cunt she looked at me, "Now lick Sandra's ass while she makes love to me."
I made love to Sandra's asshole while she kissed and licked Julie's pussy. It only took Sandra a few moments to bring Julie to an orgasm.
The girls made me kneel obediently at the foot of the bed while they lay cuddled together enjoying the afterglow of their sex. It was an intentional demonstration of their dominance.
Finally Julie looked at me and smiled. "Come up here and join us Stephie."
The girls made room for me to slide in between them.
Julie and Sandra kissed me. At the same time, both girls reached down, grasped my tiny penis between their fingers and jacked me off in tandem.
Having two beautiful naked women masturbate you at the same time is really quite exciting. I wanted this to last for a little while. I attempted to focus my attention on something else. I tried to think of the names of all thirty-two NFL teams.
It kind of worked. I actually got to seventeen before I felt that familiar sensation of pleasure.
As my clittie dribbled its little stream of semen Julie whispered to me, "Stephie you're getting better. You're learning to control yourself."
Sandra pulled my nighty over my head and kissed me, "Stevie we're both very pleased with your progress."
I beamed with pride as I pulled the blankets over us.
Julie, Sandra and I cuddled up together and enjoyed the warm feel of our naked bodies pressing against each other.
As we fell asleep Julie whispered, "I love you guys."
Sandra and I smiled at her and said in unison, "We love you to Julie."
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All three of us were up early. My plane left for Dallas at 7:30. I wanted to be at the airport by 6:00.
We actually left a little earlier. Julie wanted to go with us. Sandra had to be able to get me to the airport and still get Julie to the coffee shop before her 6:00 am shift started. The girls made me sit in the back of the Lincoln while they rode in the front.
Julie laughed as she got into the car. "Stevie, Sandra and I are your chauffeurs for this trip."
As we drove to the airport Sandra said, "I'll call you tonight on your cell phone. I'll try to call about 8:00. Do you think you'll be in your hotel room by then?"
"I'll try to be. After I get done touring the company, these guys are planning to take me to dinner. They're trying to build some investor confidence in their project. " I thought for a minute. "I'll just leave my cell phone on during dinner. I know that you both have dates tonight. Calling me later may get kind of complicated for the two of you."
Sandra laughed, "The guy I'm seeing is named Peter. He's been trying to get me to go out with him for over a month now. I'll take a break whenever I need to. If he doesn't like it, that's just too bad."
Julie looked back at me, "I want to call you to. I'm seeing Ed and Tommy. You know, those two guys I stood up. They're good guys. I'll just tell them that were taking a break so I can call you. How about 9:30, would that be okay Stevie?'
I smiled at her. "That would be a wonderful time Julie." I turned to Sandra. "Don't worry if you don't get a chance to call; I'll be back tomorrow night."
Sandra looked at me in the rearview mirror. "What do you mean? You're my baby, I am going to call you. Nothing is going to keep me from talking to you tonight."
We pulled up in front of the airport. As I got out of the car Julie said, "Remember what we told you last night; absolutely no fooling around."
Sandra laughed. "Remember Stevie; were the only ones that get to fool around. We don't even want to hear that you went to a strip club." She paused, "Oh and no jacking off tonight either. You only get to cum when you're with us."
I grabbed my suitcase and closed the car door. I looked in the window and said, "I guess I'm on a pretty short leash tonight."
Sandra smiled at me, "You'd better believe it baby."
Julie started laughing. "A leash, what a wonderful idea. I think I might have to get one and put you on it when you get home tomorrow night."
I looked at her and grinned, "Promises, promises."
I waved goodbye. As I stepped onto the sidewalk I heard the car door open. I turned. Julie had gotten out and was running to me. She threw her arms around my neck and kissed me.
Sandra pulled the car over to the curb and got out to. She walked over to me. When Julie was done kissing me, Sandra took her turn and also gave me a big hug and a kiss. She looked at me and said, "Were going to miss you big guy."
I laughed, "Big guy?"
Julie looked at me, "You're the biggest guy I've ever met Stevie."
I gave each of them a quick peck on the cheek, "I have to go. I'll see you both tomorrow night."
It was a productive day. The company was well managed and the people were pleasant. I got back to my hotel at about 8:30. I was just sitting down to watch a little television when my cell phone rang.
I picked it up, "Hello."
It was Sandra, "Hey Sissyboy; I hope you have you're wearing your nighty."
"Not yet, I just got back from dinner. I haven't had a chance to shower and get ready for bed yet. Besides I was kind of thinking of going out to a strip club."
Sandra laughed, "If you dare do that, the torment we put you through when you return home will be unimaginable."
"Wow that sounds almost irresistible."
"Don't test us wimp boy; Julie and I both have evil imaginations."
"I know baby, that's why I'm madly in love with the two of you." I paused, "So how's your date going?"
"Oh baby Peter is so hot. He has a huge cock and I've already sucked him one time and let him fuck me one time."
"Where is he now sweetheart?"
"Were at his place. He's in the bedroom. I'm sitting in the bathroom. He thinks I'm going potty. Stevie I think he might keep fucking me all night long."
I laughed, "Good for you baby. I expect you to have a look of serenity and contentment on your face when you pick me up at the airport tomorrow night."
Sandra giggled, "Is that an order sir?"
"Yes woman, it is. Now I think you'd better hang up the telephone and get back into that bedroom and start fucking again."
"Hey Stevie what time does your plane come in tomorrow?'
"Its scheduled for 5:15. I'll call you on your cell phone when the plane lands."
"I'll be waiting." She paused, "Stevie, Brenda called. She wants to know if the three of us will meet her and her husband at Baxter's on Thursday night. Is that okay with you?"
"Sure, I met Bobby on Sunday evening. He seems like a nice enough guy. It should be fun."
"Okay I'll call Brenda and tell her we'll be there."
"Hey Sandra, remember that I am taking Julie college shopping on Thursday afternoon. Make sure we have enough time to get that done. It's really important to me."
"Don't worry, its really important to me to. I'll make sure that you and Julie have plenty of time."
"Thanks sweetie. Now go have some more fun with your new guy."
"Goodnight Stevie, I love you."
"I love you to baby, I'll see you tomorrow."
I took my shower and put on my nighty. I opened the minibar, found a little bottle of scotch and grabbed a glass. I was just sitting down to watch television when my phone rang again.
I picked it up, "Hello."
"Hey Stevie."
"Hi Julie, How's your evening going?'
"Stevie it's so hot. When I called Ed and Tommy this morning I told them that they could punish me for not keeping my date last week."
"Okay, so what did they do."
"Stevie, when I got here they blindfolded me and tied me to the bed. They took turns kissing me and feeling me up, then they pulled my clothes off. When I was naked, they started fondling me. Stevie it was so exciting. I was tied up and I couldn't see anything. I felt helpless. One of them put his cock into my mouth while the other one fingered my pussy. Baby, I was so turned on. I was sopping wet."
Julie seemed to be having a little trouble breathing.
"Jule's you sound funny, are you okay?"
"Stevie, I'm wonderful; the guys are playing with me right now."
I laughed, "Right now?"
"Yes, I'm riding Tommy's cock and Ed is playing with my tits. If I wasn't talking to you I'd have Ed's cock in my mouth."
"Are you having fun?" I was a little worried about what was happening to Julie.
"Oh yes Stevie, I really am. It was so hot when they tied me up and blindfolded me, but they only did that for a few minutes. They untied me and took the blindfold off a long time ago."
Julie must have picked up on the tone of concern in my voice. "Stevie you don't have to worry, Tommy and Ed are really nice guys. I've known them for a couple of years now. Were just playing games. They would never do anything to hurt me."
She thought for a moment, "Stevie, when I was explaining to them why I didn't show up last week; I had to tell them all about you. They'd both love to meet you. All three of us decided it would be fun if they were doing me while I talked to you on the telephone."
She paused for a moment. "Sorry Stevie, I had to try to catch my breath. Its not that easy to fuck and talk on the phone at the same time. Stevie did you have a good day today?"
"I did Julie, I'll tell you all about it when I get home tomorrow. Listen sweetheart you'd better go back to your boys. I'll bet Ed is feeling kind of neglected right now."
Julie laughed, "Okay. Hey Stevie I love you so much; I really miss you. I'll see you at the airport tomorrow. Does Sandra know when you're coming in?"
"She does. Julie, I love you and I miss you. I'm glad your having fun tonight. I'll see you tomorrow."
I hung up the telephone and smiled to myself; being a cuckold sure creates some bizarre situations.
The company took me to breakfast on Wednesday morning. We had a good opportunity to discuss their plans and schedule for anticipated growth.
When we were done, they took me back to my hotel. I packed my bag, checked out of my hotel and headed for the airport. I got there well ahead of schedule. The Dallas airport is huge, I wanted plenty of time to check in and get through security.
My plane arrived on time. I called Sandra while we taxied to the gate, "Hi baby, my plane just landed."
"Hi Stevie, Julie and I have been waiting for your call. We'll leave right now. We should be there in about 20 minutes."
"Call me on my cell phone when you get to the airport. I'll tell you where I am."
I went to the baggage claim area to get my bag. The new restrictions on liquids make carrying on much more difficult. I always check my bag now. I think its easier."
As I walked out of the terminal and entered the passenger pickup area, my cell phone rang.
It was Julie, "Were here sweetheart."
I looked down the sidewalk, the Lincoln was about 200 feet away. I waved. "Look straight ahead, do you see me?"
"Yes, we'll be right there."
The car pulled up. I threw my bag in the backseat and climbed in.
As Sandra pulled away from the curb Julie said, "Hi baby welcome home."
We took several minutes and let each of us have a turn talking about the things that happened while we were apart,
As Sandra finished telling us about her date she said, "By the way I talked to Roger yesterday. He wants me to go to a party with him Friday night. I accepted, so I'll be out Friday." She paused, "Roger will want me to spend the night with him and I really want to. It's been over two weeks since I've been with him. Sweetheart, I probably won't get home until about after 10:00 on Saturday morning."
My stomach turned over. It's hard enough to kill time when Sandra's out on a date, having her gone all night was going to be very difficult.
The girls picked up on my distress. Sandra looked at Julie. "Jules will you be home on Friday night?"
Julie shook her head, "Sorry Sandra, Friday night is book club night."
Sandra frowned, "Oh."
I looked at Julie, "I didn't know you belonged to a book club?"
Julie smiled, I don't Stevie. I have this guy I see named Ray. You know who he is, he owns Winston Office Supply. He's Ray Winston."
"Sure, I know who he is. Ray Winston is very well known in this town. He's a big business leader. My firm buys their office supplies from him."
"His wife is an English Literature professor at the University. She leads a book club. Ray is really driven. He works hard. He and his wife, are very proper people." Julie giggled, "I'm Ray's one vice. On book club nights I meet him at his office. I'm sorry Stevie, I'm also going to be out Friday night." She smiled, "But I'll be home by 10:30; we can still sleep together."
I smiled at both girls. "Well Jules, I guess there's going to be a little extra space in the bed Friday night."
I decided to change the subject. "Hey, I have a good idea for dinner tonight. Lets stop at a grocery store. I feel like cooking." I laughed, "Your little cuckboy would love to serve dinner to his mistresses."
At the grocery store I bought the ingredients for fettuccini Carbonara and a nice salad. We went home and opened a bottle of merlot. Julie and Sandra sat at the kitchen table drinking wine while I made dinner.
After dinner we sat at the table for several hours talking about our plans for the future. When we finally went to bed, the three of us made love for over an hour before going to sleep. It was a wonderful end to a wonderful evening.
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The next morning I got up with Julie and made a pot of coffee. We discussed our plans for the afternoon while she got dressed for work.
"What time is your shift over today?"
"I'm pretty sure that Vince will let me leave by 12:30. Our lunch rush comes early. The rest of the girls can handle the stragglers by themselves."
"Okay, I'll meet you here at 1:00. We can be at Kelroy by 1:30. I'll call and make an appointment with their admissions office." I thought for a moment. "We should be done at Kelroy by 3:00. I'll make an appointment at Maple Hills for 3:30. That should get us home by 6:00 at the latest. We want to allow enough time so that we can get to Baxters by 7:00.
"Stevie, I am really excited about this afternoon." Julie looked at her watch. "I have to run. I'll see you here at 1:00."
Julie kissed me goodbye. I handed her a travel cup full of hot coffee as she rushed out the door.
Sandra got up about an hour later. I brought her a cup of coffee and fixed her a breakfast of toast and orange juice while she got dressed and put on her makeup.
When she sat down to eat her breakfast, she looked at me and said, "Are you okay about Friday night baby."
"I think its going to be a little rough, but if I remember correctly, we agreed that you would be free to do this." I paused for a moment, "Remember, it's not supposed to matter how I feel about your dates. That's part of our relationship. Your satisfaction and desires come first. My feelings are secondary."
Sandra walked over to me, took me in her arms and kissed me. "I know, but I love you Stevie. I really care about you. It bothers me if I think I am hurting you or making you feel bad."
I hugged Sandra. "I know sweetheart, but we also know that if our relationship is going to work, I have to give you this freedom." I shrugged, "I have to accept the fact that sometimes you're going to stay out all night with another man."
I smiled at her, "I think that this might make it a little easier."
I got down on my knees and looked up at Sandra. "Ms Monroe, I beg you to come home tomorrow night. Please, please don't stay out all night making love to Roger."
Sandra grinned and playfully slapped my face, "Cuckboy, You have no right to ever question me about my lovers or how much time I choose to spend with them. You'll be damned lucky if I come home at all this weekend." She put her arms around my neck and in a very sweet voice whispered, "Do you understand me sissyboy?"
I winked at her, "Yes Ms Monroe, I understand."
Sandra giggled, "Now comes the fun part."
She turned, lifted her skirt and pulled her panties down. "Give me a little kiss wimp boy. Kiss my ass and prove to me that you know exactly who the boss is in this household.
Sandra started to get aroused. As her excitement grew her voice became much more serious. "Show me that you understand exactly whose pleasure and satisfaction is most important."
Sandra gasped when she felt my lips touch here ass. She cooed with delight when I pushed my tongue into her.
Sandra let me pleasure her for a minute then she turned and pulled me up to my feet.
She laid her head against my chest, "Stevie, that was nice." She stopped, "No that was more than nice, that was wonderful."
Sandra kept hugging me. "Sweetheart all of this is so confusing for me."
"What do you mean?"
Sandra sighed, "I love fucking other men. I know I'll never be able to stop doing it. Spending a whole night with a guy can be really exciting. It's something I want to be able to do once in a while."
I nodded, "It's okay, I understand."
She got really quiet. "The problem is, I love being with you. Stevie, I miss you so much when I am not with you."
I started laughing. "Sandra, nobody ever said that life was going to be easy."
I kissed her cheek. "Hey don't worry, we have years to work on this. Maybe when were both 80 we'll finally have it worked out."
Sandra grinned at me. "Stevie what a lovely thought. I can't think of anything I would rather do than grow old with you."
My meeting with Avery, Arnie and Jonathon went well. We all agreed that while this might not be another Bentine Pharmacuetical, it was a potentially profitable investment opportunity.
After the meeting I cleaned up some details at my desk. At 12:30 I left the office and went home to meet Julie.
When I got to the apartment I found Julie in her panties and bra. She looked upset.
"What's the matter baby?"
"I don't know how to dress for this."
I laughed. "Don't worry, just wear a nice skirt and top. You'll look very nice."
"Stevie what if I'm not good enough for these people?"
I kissed her and said, "Don't worry sweetheart. Just remember how much my three bosses liked you the other day. You're going to do just fine."
She was still nervous, so I helped her pick out some clothing. Julie didn't have anything that you would call conservative. You might say that both of my girls had a tendency to dress for sex. We finally settled on a nice pair of slacks and a blouse that almost covered most of Julie's gorgeous breasts.
We got to Kelroy just before 1:30. We went into the admissions office and told the receptionist that we had a 1:30 appointment with Arthur Jackson.
Arthur Jackson turned out to be an overweight balding man in his mid 50's. When we came into his office he gestured towards two chairs by his desk.
As we were sitting down, I noticed that his attention was focused on Julie. He seemed to be sweating profusely. Apparently we hadn't managed to tone down Julie's appearance quite enough. I guessed that the skin tight slacks and spike heeled boots were a little too much for Mr. Arthur Jackson.
When we were seated Mr. Jackson cleared his throat and said, "How may I help you?"
I looked at Julie. She looked at me. I smiled at her and said, "My friend Ms. Gordon here is interested in going to college. We are considering Kelroy as a possible choice."
Mr. Jackson looked at the tattoo on Julie's forearm and said, "Kelroy is both a very competitive and very expensive school." He paused and took a long look at Julie. It was just a little too long. Finally he said, "Ms. Gordon I am not at all certain that you're Kelroy material. How were your high school grades?"
Julie looked at the floor. She was clearly intimidated by this man. "Not very good sir."
He stared at Julie, "That's what I thought."
I stepped in. I wasn't going to let this sanctimonious son of a bitch brow beat my Julie. "Mr. Jackson, We're here to learn about your school. Please outline the application process and admission requirements for us. It would also be nice if you could arrange a tour of the campus." I paused. "As far as expenses go, Ms. Gordon will be paying her own tuition and costs. I am quite familiar with her financial assets. I would suggest Mr. Jackson, that she is most likely considerably more affluent than you are. The expenses related to attending Kelroy are quite easily within her means."
I paused to catch my breath. "Now sir, I expect you to treat Ms Gordon with the respect and consideration that she deserves. If you can't do that, I suggest that we terminate this meeting right now and Ms Gordon and I will continue our discussion with your college president. A good friend of mine, Mr. Avery Patterson is on your board of directors. I am certain that he can arrange a meeting with your president very quickly if need be." I paused again. "Mr. Patterson has already offered to endorse Ms. Gordon's application to this institution."
I looked Arthur Jackson square in the eye and said, "Mr. Jackson if you do wish to continue this meeting, I might suggest that your next words should be a sincere apology to Ms. Gordon."
Mr. Jackson was clearly taken aback by my rebuke. He stared at me for a moment then turned to Julie, "Ms. Gordon If I have offended you I offer my apology. That was not my intention. You just don't look..."
I cut him off. "Mr. Jackson your apology was enough. Don't dig yourself a deeper hole."
Out of the corner of my eye I could see that Julie was smiling.
After that, the tone of the meeting dramatically improved. We got the information we were seeking and Mr. Jackson found a student who took us on a tour of the campus.
After the tour, We got into Julie's Thunderbird and started for Maple Hills Community College. As we were driving over there Julie said, "Stevie I didn't like that school. The people there seemed like snobs to me."
I laughed, "I had the same feeling Jules; let's see how we like Maple Hills."
Julie looked at me, "Stevie you were wonderful in the meeting with Mr. Jackson. He was being rude and you handled him so easily. You didn't yell, you didn't get angry, you just put him in his place."
"Jules, he was trying to bully you; I won't ever tolerate that."
She grinned, "No one's ever stuck up for me before. Stevie, you're the best thing that's ever happened to me."
We arrived at Maple Hills and found the admissions office. It was 3:15. The receptionist looked up when we walked in the door.
"We have a 3:30 appointment with Don Carter. I know that we're a little bit early."
"Its okay, I don't think Don's busy. I'll call him. May I have your names?"
We told her our names and she pushed a button on her telephone. "Don this is Jennie. Steve Wagner and Julie Gordon are here to see you." She paused. "Okay, I'll tell them."
She looked up at us, "Don will be right out."
A door opened; a middle aged man stepped out. He had a big smile on his face, "Hi I'm Don Carter."
We introduced ourselves as he shook our hands.
He gestured towards the door he had just come out of. "Won't you please come into my office and have a seat."
When we were all seated he looked at us, "How may I help you?"
I started to speak. Julie touched my thigh and said, "Let me try."
I smiled and nodded for her to go ahead.
"Mr. Carter I'm 25 years old. I work as a waitress. I wasn't a very good student in high school." Julie shrugged, "I never tried very hard." She looked at him, "But I'm older now. I'd like another chance. I think I can be a better student. I want to try to go to college."
Don Carter smiled at Julie. "Ms. Gordon, you have come to the right place. Many of our students are people just like you. They're all people who are working and trying to make ends meet." He looked at her, "Did you get your high school diploma?"
"Julie nodded, "Yes."
"That's all we care about. I like to think that we're the school of second chances. The way Maple Hills works is that we will admit you very easily; its up to you to work hard and keep your place here."
Julie shook her head, "I'm not sure that my skills are good enough."
"If you're willing to work hard, we can help you. We have remedial programs in reading, writing and note taking. We'll test you in these area and in mathematics. We try to start all of our students at a level where they can be competitive if they work hard."
Julie looked at him, "Really?"
He nodded, "Really."
The rest of the meeting went quickly. Don Carter outlined the application process and gave us the forms to fill out. When we were done, he took us on a tour of the campus. We encountered a number of people who were Julie's age or older. I watched Julie, she was obviously taken with the school."
When we got back to the admissions office Don said, "Julie if you choose to enroll here, we have counselors who will work with you to design an academic program that fits your needs. He shook her hand and said, "I hope you decide to become a student at Maple Hills."
We thanked him and left.
As we were driving to the apartment Julie looked at me, "Stevie I want to go there. Lots of the people we saw were just like me. Would that be okay? Is it okay with you if I pick Maple Hills? Stevie I think I could go there and be successful."
I patted her thigh, "I think Maple Hills is an excellent choice. Tomorrow I'll help you fill out the application so you can get started with the admission process. "
"Stevie, I am really excited. I never dared to believe that I could go to college. Now I am beginning to think that it just might be possible."
It was almost 5:45 when Julie and I walked into the apartment. Sandra was already at home.
Julie started to tell Sandra about our afternoon.
I interrupted her, "Girls gab all you want but do it while you're getting ready. If we're going to get to Baxters by 7:00, we have to leave here no later than 6:30. The two of you have exactly 45 minutes to turn yourselves into a couple of sex hungry sluts."
Sandra looked at me, "Excuse me Mr. know it all. We're already sex hungry sluts. We need the time to turn ourselves into gorgeous sex hungry sluts." They both laughed. "Now cuckboy go open a bottle wine so that your two mistresses can be properly refreshed while we prepare ourselves for this evenings encounters with our robust stallions."
All three of us started laughing. Julie grinned, "I'm not sure what Sandra just said, but I am pretty sure I agree with it."
"That's it Jules, we sex hungry sluts have to stick together."
"Alright, Enough. If you two promise to focus your attention on making yourselves beautiful I'll agree to open some wine."
Sandra smiled, "Thanks speedy." She paused, "By the way, before you get dressed Julie and I will be preapproving your outfit for tonight. We both expect you to be accentuating your feminine side."
As I went to open the wine I thought to myself that this had the potential to be a very tough evening.
Watching the girls get ready to meet other men has become one of my favorite pastimes. I sat in total fascination while Sandra and Julie prepared for our night out. They bathed and shaved their legs. They sat at their makeup tables and put on just enough cosmetics to alert every man they met that they were available for sex. They both selected their raciest lingerie. The icing on the cake was the clothing they selected. Both of them chose very short skirts and revealing blouses.
As they got dressed, Sandra laughed and said, "Cucky do you know why we both chose to wear blouses and short skirts tonight?"
I shook my head, "No, I don't know. I would have thought you would have selected one of the new dresses I just bought for you."
Julie slipped her blouse on, "Oh no wimp boy; blouses and skirts are much easier to take off and put on in the backseat of a car."
They both started giggling.
Sandra looked at me, "Okay sissyboy lets see what you selected for an outfit."
I showed them. Sandra shook her head; "No, no, these clothes much to masculine for a little sissy like you."
They went into my closet and started to select a new outfit.
Julie pulled out a pale yellow woman's knit golf shirt with little pink flowers all over it. "Sandra I really like this."
Sandra nodded, "Jules, that's perfect."
Sandra was pulling underwear, actually lingerie would be a better term. "Hey Jules, how about this yellow garter belt and matching yellow nylons. I think the nylons will look really cute with his loafers."
Julie laughed, "Sandra didn't we buy a matching brassiere with that set?"
"Yes Jules, I think we did."
"Don't you think its time for Stephanie to start wearing a bra."
"Jules you are evil."
"Sweetheart, I'm just trying to keep up with you."
"Hey Jules, can you guess who's going to have the most fun playing with sissy's brassiere strap."
"I sure can."
They both turned to me and said in unison, "Maddie."
I groaned.
I put on the approved outfit. I felt kind of silly, but I suspected that this evening's humiliation was going to be incredibly erotic.
We got into the Lincoln and headed for Baxters. There was an attitude of wild excitement in the car. I almost felt like I was driving two teenage girls to an amusement park.
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We pulled up to the front door of Baxter's just before 7:00. Jerry the doorman opened the rear door of the Lincoln for the girls. As they slid out he looked into the front seat, "Hey Stevie How's life tonight."
I reached over and slipped a $10.00 bill into his hand. "I'm doing just fine Jerry. Take good care of my girls while I park the car."
"You got it Stevie"
I knew the routine at Baxter's now. I didn't need to have the girls go to the parking lot with me.
I drove around to the back of the restaurant and crossed the first parking lot. I followed the narrow lane into the second parking lot and backed the Lincoln into a nice discreet spot against the rear fence.
I got out of the car and headed to the bar door. When I got to the security shack, I stopped. "Hi Phil how are things tonight?"
"Pretty slow right now Stevie, still mostly the dinner crowd in there. I expect things will really start to heat up in another hour or so."
I slipped him a $10.00 bill and said, "Watch over Julie and Sandra for me tonight. I expect that you're going to be seeing a lot of them out here."
Phil put the ten spot in his pocket and smiled at me. "I'm their guardian angel Stevie."
As I walked into the bar I remembered what Arnie Turner told me the first time we took a business trip together. "Stevie if you want good service in place always spread a little money around when you first arrive."
It was early, there were only a few men standing at the bar.
When I walked by Mike the bartender, he looked up and smiled, "Hey Stevie! What a nice surprise; are the girls already inside?"
"Hi Mike. Yeah, I dropped them off at the front door before I parked the car. Mike I have to meet the girls in the dining room right now. I'll be back in a little while."
"I'll catch you later buddy."
As I walked into the dining room I looked at my outfit. It really wasn't that bad. The girls did leave me with a nice pair of tan slacks. You really had to look at my feet to see the yellow nylons. The golf shirt was still a golf shirt, it just happened to have a lot of pink flowers all over it.
Sandra and Julie were already seated at a table. Brenda and her husband Bobby were seated with them. I saw Maddie talking with a group of women at another table. I suspected that she would be joining us very quickly."
As I approached the table Bobby stood up and extended his hand. "Hi Stevie, its nice to see you again."
I shook his hand, "It's nice to see you to Bobby." I nodded to Brenda, "Hello Ms. Adams I'm glad you called Sandra and set this up. I'm looking forward to a fun evening."
"Brenda laughed. "Ms. Adam's, my aren't you a polite little slave boy tonight." She smiled, "Bobby and I are also happy we were able to get together."
As I sat down, I realized that Julie was telling everybody about our meeting with Arthur Jackson.
"So this Jackson guy was staring at me and asking all kinds of questions. Then he got really snotty." Julie lowered the pitch of her voice in imitation of Arthur Jackson's voice, "Ms. Gordon I don't think you look like Kelroy material. This is a very expensive school. People like you can't afford to go here."
She leaned forward. "So guess what, Stevie stepped in and ripped him apart. I mean he was wonderful. He told that snob that I probably had more money than he did and that his boss was on the board of directors and we were going to meet with the head of the school."
Julie laughed. "He made the old fat ass apologize to me. I felt really good." She looked at me, "Stevie no one has ever stood up for me like that in my whole life."
Out of the corner of my eye I could see Sandra staring at me. There was a look of admiration in her eyes. She was proud of me. That one look made me the happiest man in the entire world.
I glanced over my shoulder, Maddie was standing next to me. I looked around the table, everyone was staring at me. I shrugged, "The guy was being rude. Nobody is ever going to get away with being rude to either Julie or Sandra.
Maddie patted me on the back and smirked, "MY my superman in a woman's golf shirt."
Everyone including me laughed. The conversation was getting way too serious. We needed something to break the tension.
Suddenly Maddie started rubbing my back. I groaned to myself. I knew what was coming. I was sitting on top of the world and I was about to be slammed into the gutter.
"Oh my, I didn't know that superman wore a bra."
Julie and Sandra smiled at each other. I think this was turning out even better than they'd hoped.
Brenda and Bobby looked at the three of us.
Sandra grinned, "We thought it might help Stephanie remember his place while Julie and I entertain our stud lovers tonight."
Brenda laughed, "What a wonderful idea." She turned to her husband. "Baby you can bet you'll be wearing one next Thursday night."
Maddie smiled at her friend. "Bren why don't you just give him yours right now; some guys going to be taking it off in a little while anyway."
Everyone was laughing. We were all having a good time.
Maddie sat down in the chair next to mine and whispered into my ear, "Stephanie, what a lovely name."
The waiter arrived. We ordered drinks and appetizers. Everyone was relaxed. The conversation was free and easy.
The service was excellent. The waiter returned quickly with our drinks and appetizers. I ordered two bottles of wine for the table. Everyone placed a dinner order.
We ate, drank and talked. It was a wonderful meal.
We were just getting our coffee and dessert when Maddie said, "Hey there's April; she must have just come in."
We all looked towards the entrance. An attractive blonde about the same age as Sandra and Julie was leaning against the doorway. She seemed to be surveying the dance floor and dining room.
Maddie caught her eye and waved her over.
Bobby and I stood as April approached the table.
Maddie smiled at her, "Hi April. I want you to meet some friends. This is Sandra and this is Julie. They live with the wimp in the flower shirt. His name is Stevie, everyone calls him Speedy."
My face turned red. April nodded to Sandra and Julie and turned to me, "It's nice to meet you Speedy."
Maddie turned to Brenda. "You met Bren last week. This is her pussy husband Bobby. Everybody who knows him calls him Quickspurt." Maddie got a wicked grin on her face, "Quickspurt and Speedy are here because they like to watch their wives and girlfriends have fun with real men."
April looked at Bobby, "It's nice to meet you Quickspurt." She smiled at both of us, "Please sit down."
Sandra said, "April we would love it if you'd join us."
She nodded politely, "Thank you Sandra, I'd like that very much."
As April sat down, Sandra waved for the waiter. He came right over.
"April, what can we get you to drink. We have wine on the table. I think I'll be having some champagne after dinner. "She looked at me. "Speedy would you look at the wine list and recommend a champagne for us to drink while we sit here and entertain our men this evening."
April smiled, "I would love a glass of champagne."
I surveyed the wine list. They had several choices. I looked at the waiter. "Bring us a bottle of the Mumms." It was a nice California champagne and would be just fine for this evening.
April looked at all of us, "From what Maddie just said I gather that your two men here are submissive cuckolds."
Everyone at the table stared at her in amazement.
Sandra shook her head, "April you're absolutely correct." She started to laugh, "You shocked us. None of us have ever heard it stated quite so frankly. I don't think any of us thought it was that common a situation."
April laughed. "I didn't think it was that common either; that's why I had to ask. You see I have one at home."
Brenda looked at her, "You mean a husband?"
"I mean a submissive cuckold husband. He's fully aware of the fact that I am here to meet other men for sex. I have his full consent to do this." She laughed, "Although he really doesn't have much choice in the matter."
Brenda grinned, "Honey you have found the right table."
Sandra looked at April and asked, "So where is your husband right now?"
"Mark? He's locked up at home."
Julie gasped, "What did you say?"
"He's locked up at home."
"You mean you have him locked in a closet or something?"
April laughed, "Oh my goodness no. Mark is just at home. His tiny little dick is locked up."
Brenda nodded, "I think I understand; you're using one of those chastity devices."
Out of the corner of my eye I could see Sandra following this conversation very closely. I had a feeling that this wasn't going to be good for me.
The waiter brought the champagne. He looked at me and asked, "How many glasses sir?"
I gestured to Sandra and said, "You're asking the wrong person."
He turned, "Please excuse me madam."
Sandra laughed, "Don't give it another thought." She looked at Julie, Brenda and Maddie. "Do you girls want some champagne? Don't worry, Speedy over there is picking up the tab tonight." She smiled at me, "Right Speedy?"
I nodded, "That's right."
She looked at the waiter. "By the way, when we start entertaining other men at this table, their drinks will also go on Speedy's tab." She looked back at me. "Isn't that correct wimpboy."
"Yes Ms. Monroe, that is correct."
April watched this, "Sandra I have to commend you. You have him very well trained."
Sandra smiled at her, "Thank you, but to be perfectly honest, I have help. You see Julie and I share this little wimp."
Julie had a big grin on her face. "That's right, Sissyboy over there belongs to both of us."
April laughed, "I think I am going to love getting to know you guys."
Sandra looked back at the waiter, "Bring us four champagne glasses."
The waiter glanced at Bobby and me, "None for the gentlemen?"
Sandra laughed. "No our little boys won't be having any champagne tonight." She paused. "Does your bartender make any kiddie cocktails?"
The other women started to laugh.
The waiter looked puzzled but answered, "Certainly, the most well known is the Shirley Temple."
Sandra nodded, "That will be perfect. Bring both of our boys a Shirley Temple."
The waiter left.
Sandra laughed and looked at Julie, Brenda, Maddie and April. "For the rest of this evening alcohol consumption will be exclusively reserved for the five of us and any men that we might invite to join us at our table."
She looked at Bobby and me, "Is that clear Wimpboys?"
We both submissively nodded. I answered, "Yes Ms. Monroe."
The waiter returned, opened a bottle of champagne and filled four glasses.
As he was doing this Sandra turned back to April, "Tell us more about this chastity device."
"It's a plastic sleeve that goes around a guys cock. It keeps him from getting an erection and it prevents him from masturbating." She smiled. "It's a very effective way to control a man." She laughed. "I guess I should actually say it's an effective way to control a wimp."
Julie looked puzzled, "What does he do when he needs to pee?"
"Oh it doesn't get in the way of that."
Sandra asked, "How long can a guy wear one?"
"They say you can keep a guy locked up for months. The longest I've ever kept Mark locked up is a week." She smiled. "I was pretty pissed at him. I came home unexpectedly one day and caught him jerking off."
Julie asked, "Where do you get these things?"
"You can buy them over the internet, but you can also get them downtown at Sex Land, that's where I got ours."
Sandra looked at April, "I thought Sex Land was just a porn shop."
April shook her head, "Oh no, Sex Land has all kinds of toys that you guys might find very interesting."
Sandra turned to Julie, "Jules, I think that you and I are going to have to check out Sex Land at our earliest opportunity."
Maddie cleared her throat. "Girls I'm enjoying this conversation just as much as the rest of you; but the bar deserves some attention."
The girls had been so busy talking that they'd failed to notice that the bar had quietly filled up with handsome middle aged men.
Sandra turned to Bobby and me. "I think its time for our little cuckboys to surrender their chairs. We want to make your seats available to real men."
Brenda smirked, "Bye bye boys. It's play time for the girls. We'll be sure to wave at you when we go out the bar door with our studs."
The women were all laughing as Bobby and I submissively left the table and retired to the bar.
As soon as Bobby and I got seated in the bar, Mike came over and set two Shirley Temples in front of us.
"I understand these are supposed to be for the two of you."
I laughed, "Thanks Mike, but I think a diet coke will be just fine for me." I looked at Bobby, "How about you?"
He smiled, "A diet coke would be great."
Mike picked up the Shirley Temples. "I kind of thought that might be the case; I'll pour these out and get you two sodas."
For several minutes Bobby and I sat together in an awkward silence. Finally I tried to break the ice by saying, "I hear you play golf."
Bobby nodded, "I hear we both play."
That opened a long conversation about golf. Mike joined in when he could. He also loved the game.
While we were talking I kept one eye on the table. As I watched I noticed something I'd missed on Sunday night. The girls actually selected their lovers. I did see Sandra doing it, but Sandra's very assertive. She's never afraid to pursue the things she wants. Sunday night I assumed Sandra's behavior was unique to her.
Tonight I realized that wasn't the case.
I noticed Julie doing it first. She carefully surveyed the available men in the bar. She was obviously appraising each of them. She methodically narrowed her choices and eventually made her final selection.
Once her choice was made, she focused her eyes on her target. Julie is an attractive woman. It didn't take long before the man she'd selected noticed that she was staring at him. Once she was sure she had his attention, she went to work. She used the same invitation that Sandra had used Sunday night. She slowly licked her lips. It was a lewd overture. She was nonverbally offering to suck his cock.
The two of them stared at each for a moment. Julie's target was making sure that this was indeed an invitation. When he was certain, he walked over to the table.
Julie gave him a warm reception. He was offered a chair and became part of the group. I noticed with some amusement that I bought him a scotch and soda.
Over the next 20 minutes I watched Brenda, Maddie and April use the same technique with equal success.
Four men had been invited to join the girls with amazing subtlety. There were now nine chairs around the table. Each of them was occupied. The table was full.
Sandra still didn't have a man. I was curious to see how she would handle this situation. Last Sunday when there were nine chairs, she simply sent me away and gave my chair to her prospective lover. Tonight, the sissy wimps were already gone. Everyone at the table belonged there.
Sandra picked last because she could afford to. She is an incredibly beautiful woman. She could have her pick of any man at Baxter's and she knew it. Please understand, I am not suggesting that my sweetheart is vain. She isn't. She simply understands that men are attracted to her and she can afford to be fussy.
I watched as she went through the selection process. Sandra was clearly looking for more than a handsome face. She focused on the men who were outgoing, self confident and socially adept. Her final choices were all older men, that wasn't a big surprise.
I found it interesting that both of us came to the same final selection. Her choice was an urbane gentleman in his late forties. He was tall, slightly gray at the temples and dressed in a well tailored business suit. At the moment, he was standing at the bar involved in an animated conversation with several other men.
Sandra took careful aim her target. She had his attention in seconds. She licked her lips. He quickly responded with a courtly nod. He was confident, he didn't need reassurance. Sandra's gentleman immediately excused himself from the group he was talking with and walked over to the table.
I smiled to myself, Sandra was very good at finding alpha males.
As her man approached, Sandra looked up at him and smiled. He whispered something to her. She shook her head. She seemed to be saying no. She stood up and offered the man her chair. I was shocked when he sat down. I thought he was a gentleman. I couldn't understand how he could possibly accept Sandra's chair.
As soon as he was seated, Sandra sat on his lap. Everything suddenly became clear.
Sandra put her arm around her man's shoulder and leaned against his massive body. He put his arms around her waist and held her.
For the next few minutes Sandra flirted like a high school girl at a dance. She fawned over her stud. She frequently hugged him while she listened to his stories with rapt attention and laughed at all of his jokes.
Many people think that watching the woman you love have sexual intercourse with another man is the most painful experience that a cuckold can have. They're wrong. Watching another man slide his cock in and out of the pussy of the woman you love is a tantalizing thrill.
Seeing the woman you love sit on another mans lap and brazenly flirt with him spawns feelings of pain, jealousy and envy.
Watching as she hugs him, kisses him and laughs at his silly jokes while he entertains a group of people with his interesting conversation is pure torture. That's the true pain that a cuckold has to endure. Anyone who says otherwise has never actually been there.
Bobby was talking but stopped when he noticed that my attention was focused on the table.
I turned. "Sorry Bobby, my attention keeps wandering to our women"
He smiled. "That's okay Stevie, mine does to. Let's just watch for awhile."
Maddie and her man were the first pair to get up and move to the dance floor. The others followed quickly.
Brenda's gentleman was tall. He was at least 6'3" or more. As she danced with him she laid her head against his chest and closed her eyes. As we watched her dance, it was apparent to both of us that at this moment Bobby's wife belonged to this other man.
Julie was the first of the group to whisper into her paramours ear, take him by the hand and lead him to the bar door. As she passed us she stopped and said something to her gentleman. He looked at me with a shocked expression, then smiled. He locked eyes with me. His smile changed to an expression of mocking superiority. After a brief moment, he put his arm around Julie in a very clear demonstration of possession and led her out the door.
Maddie and April both followed quickly.
Sandra and her distinguished gentleman came next. When they got to the bar, She stopped and whispered something into her lovers ear. He stared at me for a moment.
Sandra walked over to me. "Give me the keys to the Lincoln cuckboy."
I handed her the keys. Sandra turned and walked back to her man. She kissed him on the lips and handed my car keys to him. He put the keys in his pocket, put his arm around Sandra's waist and led her out the door.
I turned to say something to Bobby. His attention was focused on the dance floor. His wife's arms were wrapped around her gentleman's neck. Her body was tightly pressed against his. As they danced, her man's hands were shamelessly massaging Brenda's gorgeous ass.



This time he was the one to initiate the move to the parking lot. He whispered something into Brenda's ear. She smiled at him and gave an affirmative nod. He took her by the hand and led her to the bar. As Brenda passed Bobby, she lasciviously licked her lips. Brenda was deliberately eliminating any possible doubt as to why she and this man were going to the parking lot.
I turned to Bobby, "Now we have a little time to kill. What you do for a living?"
"I'm a tax accountant."
I looked at him. "Bobby I think you and I have a lot to talk about."
"What do you mean?"
"Just over a week ago I made more than 8.5 million dollars in the stock market."
Bobby stared at me, "No shit?"
"No shit."
"Tell me how this happened."
I spent the next few minutes describing what I do and telling him about the Bentine Pharmaceutical deal.
When I was done I asked, "How would you like to become my accountant?"
He smiled, "I would be honored."
We spent the next 45 minutes discussing my financial affairs."
Maddie was the first of the women to come back into the bar. She was alone. This is not unusual at Baxter's. Because most of the people who play here are married, time is frequently an important factor. People have to get home to their wives and husbands.
Lots of the men are supposedly out with the boys or working late, you know the routine.
In any case, it's not considered an insult if a lover leaves to get home to his wife and lets his date for the evening return to the bar on her own. Remember, Phil is out there insuring everyone's safety.
Maddie walked straight over to Bobby, threw her arms around his neck, pulled his face to hers and kissed him passionately on the lips.
I knew exactly what was happening. I was the recipient of these same kisses last Sunday night.
Bobby started to squirm when he realized that Maddie was pushing a glob of fresh semen into his mouth. Maddie was a trooper. She didn't let him go until she was done transferring the entire load of cum.
When she finally broke off her kiss, Maddie held Bobby's lips closed with her fingers. "Be a good little cuckboy and swallow all of it."
Bobby did as he was told.
I grinned at him, "Its comes as kind of a surprise doesn't it?"
He laughed, "It sure does."
"Get ready, I suspect your going to be the recipient of at least four more creamy kisses before the night is over."
Maddie laughed, "He's right Bobby. Tonight you get to taste the semen from each of our lovers. We girls have decided that it's part of your initiation as a cuckold husband at Baxter's. Stevie was initiated last Sunday night."
Maddie turned to me. "I don't want to go back to the table and sit by myself. Can I join the two of you?"
I pulled a bar stool over, placed it between Bobby and me and patted the seat. "Maddie we would be honored to have you join us."
As she sat down she asked, "Stevie, would you buy me a diet coke?"
"I would love to." I turned to Mike, "Can we get a diet coke for Maddie?'
"Coming right up Stevie."
Maddie smiled at me, "Thank you."
She paused for a moment. "I am not sure how to say this." She stopped to think. "Sometimes I might come across as being kind of mean to you guys." She laughed. "Who are we kidding. Sometimes I am really mean to you guys." She shrugged. "I don't really know why, but it gets me very excited when I taunt the two of you."
She looked at both of us. "I want the two of you to understand that I don't actually mean anything I say. It's just a game to me. I really do like both of you."
She shook her head. "I'm very envious of Brenda, Julie and Sandra. I wish I could find a guy as wonderful as the two of you."
I smiled at Maddie. "Thank you, that's a very nice compliment and I am glad to have you as a friend. I hope you do find a man like us." I started to chuckle. "But I sure do pity the poor son of a bitch. His life is going to be hell."
Maddie broke out laughing, "You'd better believe it will Speedy."
I leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. She kissed me back and then leaned over and kissed Bobby. The three of us spent the next few minutes chatting. It was fun to get to know Maddie."
Julie came through the door next. She was also alone. She walked right up to Bobby, pulled him to her and planted her lips on his.
Bobby was ready this time. He accepted Julie's gift with grace and dignity.
When she was done feeding him his treat she stepped back. "Allen's cum has a nice spicy flavor to it, wouldn't you agree Bobby?"
We all laughed.
Bobby pretended to be serious. "Yes Julie, I do believe you're correct. Was he possibly Italian? I thought I could detect a slight hint of oregano."
Julie punched him on the arm and looked at me. "Hey sweetheart, how come Maddie has a diet coke and a bar stool and I don't?"
"Don't you want to go back into the dining room and find another guy?"
"No, I'd rather stay with you guys. Allen fucked me for the whole time we were in the car. He had amazing staying power. I finally had to pull his cock out of my cunt and suck him off to make him cum." She looked at her watch. "We were out there for over an hour. Marathon fucks are really great, but they give me a sore pussy."
I grabbed another bar stool, set it next to me and waved to Mike. He looked over at me. I pointed at my diet coke. He nodded and got one for Julie.
Julie pulled her bar stool right next to mine, put her arm around my waist and cuddled up to me. She sat like that and listened quietly while Bobby, Maddie and I continued our conversation.
Sandra came through the door next. Her man was right behind her. He stood by the door as she walked over to Bobby and gave him his creamy kiss.
When she was done she handed me the car keys and said, "Sweetheart lend me your handkerchief."
I handed it to her. Sandra wiped the remaining specs of her lovers cum off of her lips and handed it back.
She turned, walked back over to her lover and put her arms around his neck. She gave him a passionate kiss and said, "Jason thank you for a wonderful time. You're a really good fuck." She kissed him again. "You have my number; I would love it if you called me."
He smiled, "You're a very sexy woman Sandra. I really enjoyed making love to you tonight. I most certainly will call you. I would love to see you again."
Sandra winked at him, "Maybe you can come to our new house when we move in. I would love to suck your cock while your lying in my bed."
Jason laughed, "That's an offer that I could never refuse. I promise I'll call you." He looked at his watch. "I'm sorry, I have to go. My wife will be wondering where I am."
Sandra gave her stud one more long slow kiss. When they were done he turned and walked out the bar door.
After he left Sandra stood perfectly still and sighed.
Maddie grinned, "Well Well it certainly looks like someone had a good time."
Sandra turned and faced us. "He was a wonderful lover." She paused. "He has a huge cock. It might be the biggest one I've ever seen."
We all stared at Sandra. She has extensive experience in this area. Her claim got our attention.
Julie sat up. "No shit Sandra! How big do you think it was?"
"Jules it had to be over a foot long."
"Did he fuck you with that monster?"
Sandra rolled her eyes back and sighed. "Oh yes he most certainly did." She laughed. "I am going to be walking funny for the next week."
She started to grin, "Jules the real fun was playing with it and sucking it. It was like a giant toy."
Sandra walked over to me, threw her arms around my neck and hugged me. "Don't worry baby, Jason has a big cock, but you have a big heart. I'll party with him but I'll always come home to you."
She turned to Maddie. "Would you mind if I have Stevie slide a stool in between the two of you? Jules has one side of our baby, I want the other."
I got off my stool and gave it to Sandra. I found another one for myself and called Mike.
He came over. "What can I get you Stevie?"
"My other sweetheart is back. We need a diet coke for her." I turned to the others. "Does anyone else want anything?"
Everyone shook their heads no.
As soon as we were all seated Brenda came through the door. She was alone. She walked right over to Bobby, pulled him to her and kissed him on the lips. The kiss was passionate. It was obvious that these two were in love. It was a full minute before they finally broke apart.
Brenda looked at her husband. "Did you enjoy your little surprises tonight sweetheart?"
Just as Bobby was about to answer her, April came through the door. Her gentleman was right behind her. She walked straight over to Bobby and gave him her creamy kiss. When she broke off the embrace everyone applauded.
Maddie stood up and bowed, "Bobby you have completed your initiation. You are now an official Baxter's cuckold."
Everyone laughed.
April took some tissue out of her purse, wiped off her lips and walked back over to her stud. "David, thank you for a wonderful time. I hope I see you here again. You're a magnificent lover."
After David walked out the bar door, April turned back to us. "Can I join your little bar party?"
I smiled at her, "We'd be sad if you didn't join us."
April looked at me, "You're really sweet. I can see why you have two women in love with you."
Brenda was hanging on Bobby. I got two more stools. I placed Brenda's next to Bobby's and April's next to Maddie.
When both women were comfortably seated I asked, "Can I get the two of you something to drink? The rest of us are having Diet Cokes."
They both smiled. Brenda said, "Diet Cokes would be wonderful."
I looked at April. She was nodding in agreement.
I turned. Mike was already getting them.
The seven of us sat together and sipped our soda's. The girls each took a turn and told all of us about their lovers. When it comes to sex, girls don't keep many secrets from each other.
When April was done telling us about her guy she asked, "Can my husband Mark and I become members of your Baxter's group?" She looked at Bobby and me, "I think he would love sitting in the bar with the two of you." She smiled, "He plays golf."
Brenda laughed, "I didn't know we were a formal organization, but we would love having you join us. I'm sure the boys would enjoy your husbands company."
Bobby and I both looked at April and nodded in agreement.
Julie giggled, "Your husband will have to be initiated."
April grinned, "I think that will be a wonderful surprise for him."
Sandra the law student stepped in, "I do believe that we just formed the Baxter's Cuckold Club."
Everyone started laughing.
Brenda nodded. "I like this, let's agree to meet here every Thursday night."
We all concurred.
Sandra looked at everyone. "I think the evening should always be divided into three parts. We should start by meeting for dinner at seven."
Brenda smiled. "Sandra I like that idea, it gives us a good opportunity to visit with each other. She paused, "It's also a great time to torment our cucks."
Julie laughed, "Bren I think you're even more evil than Sandra."
Brenda laughed, "Jules that's a very nice compliment."
Sandra put up her hand. She was still in lawyer mode. "Ladies, we need to focus."
Julie shook her head, "Please excuse my friend, she really can't control this."
Sandra rubbed her eye with her middle finger. She was playfully flipping Julie off.
Julie poked me in the ribs, "Stevie hit her for me."
I shook my head, "Jules I'm remaining totally neutral in this discussion.
Sandra giggled, "Jules our baby is one smart guy."
"Excuse me." It was Brenda. "Sandra I do believe you were trying to make a point."
"Okay, the second part of the evening is obviously the time we spend partying with our men."
Julie grinned, "The last part of the evening is my favorite part."
Sandra nodded, "I like it to Jules."
Brenda smiled. "I agree, it really is nice."
April looked at all of us. "Julie, Sandra and Brenda are absolutely right. Sitting in the bar drinking a diet coke with your friends and your boy is the perfect way to end to the perfect evening."
Bobby and I were assigned the responsibility to make sure that there were always enough bar stools to go around. Each of the women wanted to be certain that she would always have a place to sit and a diet coke to drink when she returned from her parking lot party.
After this discussion was over, we all got quiet. It was a comfortable silence. It was late. The evening had been exciting. We were all very tired.
Sandra and Julie were both hugging me. I was about to suggest that it was time to go home when Maddie timidly asked, "Can I be part of the group?"
We all looked at her.
Brenda smiled at her friend, "Of course, you're already part of the group."
"But I don't have a cuckold."
Brenda turned to her husband. "Baby, Stevie is cuckolded by two women. There is a precedent."
Bobby nodded. He got up, walked over to Maddie and got down on one knee. "Maddie, will you have me as your cuckold?"
Maddie looked at Brenda. "Would you really do that for me Bren?"
She smiled, "Of course I would Maddie. You're my best friend." She paused. "You have to promise to treat Bobby with kindness and respect. When you're taunting him and teasing him you have to swear to me that you'll be careful and never go too far."
She laughed, "I'll try. You guys may have to pinch me from time to time to make me tone it down, but I promise to try really hard."
She looked at Bobby. "Sweetheart, if I ever go to far..."
Sandra interrupted. "If you guys don't mind me suggesting something, we use the word dull. If Stevie ever says dull in any context, both Julie and I have agreed to stop whatever we're doing and discuss it with him as equals."
Maddie looked at Bobby. "Does that work for you?"
Bobby smiled, "Sure Maddie that works, it gives me a little security."
She put out her hand, "Lets shake on it."
Everyone clapped as Bobby and Maddie shook hands.
Brenda stepped in. "No no, We don't seal this deal with a handshake. Bobby kiss Maddie."
Bobby looked at his wife, "Are you sure your okay with this Brenda?"
"Honey, right now you're going to kiss Maddie on the lips. This is a public restaurant. When we leave here we're going home. Maddie is coming with us. When we get home we're going to have a little ceremony."
Brenda turned to Sandra, "Didn't you tell me that the three of you had a little ceremony?"
Sandra smiled, "Yes Brenda we had a really hot ceremony."
Brenda turned back to Bobby. "Baby, when we get home, were going to have a really hot ceremony of our own." Brenda smiled at her husband, "Sweetheart you're going to kiss Maddie's asshole tonight."
Maddie jumped up, "Oh yes! This is starting to sound really good to me. Is it time to go home yet?"
Everyone started laughing.
Sandra turned to me, "Stevie it is getting pretty late. Why don't you settle up with Mike so we can get Julie home. She has to be at work at 6:00 am."
Mike got me a copy of our bill. I paid him and added a very generous tip. I wanted to be sure that all of us always receive a nice warm welcome when we go to Baxter's.
When we got to the car, Sandra turned to Julie. "Last time we drove home from Baxter's I got to sit in the front and cuddle with Stevie. It's really a nice way to go home, do you want the front tonight?"
Julie smiled. "No, if its okay with you guys I'll just curl up in the back and go to sleep." She looked at me. "Stevie I really love cuddling with you; but I'm awfully tired. We had a big day today."
I leaned over and kissed Julie. "I know sweetie, it was a very good day. Go to sleep and dream about going to Maple Hills. I'll wake you when we get home."
As Julie laid down in the back seat she said, "I love you Stevie."
I got into the drivers seat and looked over my shoulder, "I love you to Jules."
Sandra got into the passenger side of the car and scooted over next to me. As she leaned her head against my shoulder she said, "I love you to Stevie."
When we got home Sandra and I undressed Julie and got her into bed. After we had her tucked in, we retired to the living room.
Sandra and I sat down on the couch.
She cuddled up to me, "Stevie Wagner you are a wonderful man." Sandra rubbed the inside of my thigh. "I think you deserve a little reward tonight."
I smiled, "I was hoping you might feel that way."
Sandra pushed me down on the couch and pulled my trousers off. She unhooked my garter belt and pulled my panties down. My tiny little dicklet was standing at attention.
She smiled at me, "Concentrate baby; work on your control. Let's see how long you can last."
Sandra grasped my penis between her thumb and her index finger. She leaned over and gently kissed the head. The soft touch of her lips felt wonderful. She put my penis into her mouth. At first she just held my cock there, then she very slowly started to suck me.
I focused on the pleasure I was feeling. I wasn't afraid, I'd already lasted longer than I'd ever lasted before.
Sandra began to suck harder. It was wonderful. This was how she pleasured her lovers.
She started to stroke my cock while she sucked me. I was finally getting to experience her real skill as a blow job queen.
My excitement started to grow. I didn't care. I was ready to cum now.
I felt the tension building inside of me. Suddenly that wonderful wave of pleasure rolled through me as my cocklet started to ejaculate its little dribble of semen.
I looked down. Sandra had kept me in her mouth while I had my orgasm.
She looked up at me and smiled. I reached down and pulled her up to my face.
Sandra kissed me. While she was kissing me she pushed my small deposit of semen from her mouth to mine.
Sandra laid on top of me. I held her in my arms. We were both quiet. After a little while she kissed my cheek. "You were very good tonight sweetheart. You're learning to control yourself."
I smiled, picked Sandra up and led her into the bedroom. I undressed her. She went into the bathroom and brushed her teeth while I undressed myself. When she was done I went into the bathroom and did the same thing.
Sandra and I got into bed. We laid down with Julie in between us. I pulled the covers up over us. We fell asleep snuggled together in a big ball.
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All three of us had to get up early on Friday morning. Julie had the 6:00 am shift at the coffee shop, Sandra had an 8:00 lecture and I needed to get into the office early so that I could leave early. I wanted to spend the afternoon helping Julie with her college application.
I followed our normal routine. I got up with Julie and made her coffee while she got dressed. When Sandra got up I prepared her usual breakfast of toast, Jam and orange juice.
Sandra smiled at me while she was putting on her makeup. "Stevie, you are the perfect wife."
I looked at her and laughed. "I guess I'll take that as a compliment."
"Sweetheart, it was meant as a compliment."
After Sandra left I made the bed, cleaned up the kitchen, did a little quick vacuuming and left for work.
I spent the morning reading medical journals. Just before lunch I ran across a group in Pittsburgh that caught my attention. They'd discovered a combination of hormones that dramatically increased sexual desire in women without any significant side effects.
The first time I read through the article I had to work hard to keep from laughing. I kept imagining what would happen if Sandra and Julie started taking a pill to increase their sexual desire.
The second time I read through the article I tried to be a little more academic. As I read I began to understand that this was a serious problem for many women.
I went to the internet and started to do some background research. It was immediately apparent that the problem was a critical issue for an astounding number of women. As I did more research I learned that many of the current treatments had significant side effects.
I decided to put together a detailed report about this group for my next meeting with Avery, Arnie and Jonathon.
I looked at the clock, it was 2:30. I cleaned up my desk and left for the apartment. Yesterday I promised Julie that I'd help her with her college application this afternoon. I wanted to be there when Julie got home at 3:00.
I got home just before 3:00. The girls weren't there. I took my suit off, put on a pair of jeans and a sweatshirt, found a dust cloth and started dusting the furniture in the living room.
Just after 4:00 I heard a ruckus in the hallway outside the apartment. The front door burst open. It was Julie and Sandra. They were both giggling about something.
I looked at them, "What's so funny?"
They both looked at me, they tried to be serious but they couldn't control their giggling.
Julie managed to stammer out a very unconvincing, "Oh nothing."
Sandra had a package. She quickly walked into the bedroom and put it into her dresser.
"So where have you guys been?"
They looked at each other and said in unison, "No where"; then burst out laughing.
Sandra walked over and kissed me. "Stevie we've been shopping. We have a surprise for you. We'll give it to you just before we go."
Julie came over and gave me a hug. "Hi baby, sorry I was late. Can we still work on my college application for a little while?"
"What time is your date with Ray Winston?"
"7:30, I have to leave about 7:10."
"Sandra, what time is your date with Roger?"
"Its a dinner party Stevie. It starts at 7:30. I am supposed to be at Rogers by 7:00."
"Do you guys want to eat before you go?"
Sandra smiled, "I would love it if you'd make me a sandwich. I know these law school dinners. It will probably be 9:00 before I actually get anything to eat."
Julie looked at me, "I'd like to eat something before I go, a sandwich would be plenty for me."
"All right I'll fix two sandwiches, you can both eat while you're putting on your makeup. Julie, lets work on your application for an hour. We can finish it tomorrow morning."
We sat down at the dining room table, Sandra opened her backpack, took out a law book and joined us. "I'm going to study for an hour while you guys work on the application."
As she sat down she smiled at Julie and said, "Stevie, Jules and I need an extra 15 or 20 minutes before we leave for our dates."
"Okay babe, I'll keep track of the time." I looked at my watch. "It's 4:20, let's stop at 5:30.
The girls nodded in agreement.
Sandra read quietly while Julie and I worked on the Maple Hills application.
At 5:30 I looked at Julie and Sandra and stood up. "Okay, its time; I'll make some sandwiches while you two start getting ready.
As I went into the kitchen the girls were stripping their clothes off in the bedroom. I never tired of living with two beautiful women. I started preparing grilled ham and cheese sandwiches while they showered and shaved their legs. When they got out of the bathroom Julie and Sandra put on their lingerie and sat down at their makeup tables.
As soon as they were seated, I brought them each a grilled ham and cheese sandwich, some cut up carrots and celery and a glass of milk.
Sandra looked at me when I set her plate down, "Stevie lay out my new black skirt? Oh and baby I want to wear that mauve blouse that I bought last weekend. Be a dear and iron it for me."
When I was done getting Sandra's clothes out I turned to Julie. "Can I lay out your outfit Jules?"
"Thanks baby. I am just meeting Ray at his office. My Blue tee shirt and a denim miniskirt will be fine, are they clean?"
I nodded, "They were in the laundry I did last Monday. I'll lay them on the bed for you."
I ironed Sandra's blouse. Ironing a blouse for the woman you love is simple favor; doing it when you know another man is going to be taking it off in several hours is an act of subservience.
When I was done with Sandra's blouse, I laid out Julie's tee shirt and miniskirt.
The girls finished putting on their makeup and ate their sandwiches. When they were finished eating they got dressed.
Once they were dressed they smiled at each other and started to giggle. Julie turned to me, "Stevie its time for us to give you your surprise".
Sandra opened up her dresser and found the package she'd brought home earlier this afternoon. She opened the bag and took out a box
"Stevie we went to Sex Land this afternoon. We bought something we want you to wear tonight."
The box said CB2000 on the side.
As Sandra opened it Julie said, "Stevie this is a male chastity belt. It will prevent you from masturbating or getting an erection when you're wearing it."
Sandra took out the pieces and laid them on the table. It really wasn't a belt at all. It was a group of rings and a clear plastic tube curved in the shape of a limp penis."
I looked at both of them. I didn't like this. "You know this really isn't necessary. If you don't want me to masturbate all you have to do is tell me and I won't do it."
Julie looked at me, "Stevie get down on your knees. Do it now!"
I dropped to my knees.
Sandra stared at me. "Last week you got on your knees and promised to serve us faithfully as our slave."
"And I am doing that."
"You also promised to obey us without question."
"Yes, but..."
Sandra raised her voice, "No buts! You are questioning us right now."
Julie patted my head, She was obviously enjoying this display of domination. "Stevie, you swore to us that your needs would always be secondary to our pleasure."
Sandra nodded, "That's right pussyboy, I believe that your exact words were our pleasure is paramount to you." She smiled, "Well it gives us pleasure to know that we're in complete control of your ability to have any kind of sexual release."
Julie grabbed my hair and pulled my face up so that I was looking into her eyes. "Stevie, both Sandra and agree that knowing you're at home with your penis locked in a cage will make our dates even more exciting tonight. You don't want to deny us that enjoyment do you?"
Sandra picked up the smallest ring from the table, "Stevie you know you can always say dull. If you choose to do that, do it now. Otherwise, pull down your jeans and your panties."
Both Julie and Sandra stared at me.
I looked at them and sighed, "You two really want to do this don't you."
Julie grinned, "Yes we do Stevie."
I pulled my jeans and panties down.
Julie took out a tube of lubricant and rubbed some onto my genitals.
Sandra slipped the smallest ring over my cock and balls. She snapped several pieces into place and slipped the cock sleeve over my penis.
Julie took out a small gold lock and slipped it through a ring on the chastity cage and locked it into place."
Sandra smiled at me. "There baby, all done. Now that's not so bad is it?"
I shook my head. "No its not uncomfortable at all."
Julie put her arms around me. "I have the key sweetheart. When I come home from my date with Ray you can lick my asshole and eat his cum from my pussy. When you're done, I'll unlock you and give you a nice slow blow job. Sandra told me that you lasted a really long time last night. We'll see if you can last even longer tonight."
I pulled my jeans and panties back up. The girls finished getting dressed. It was time for them to go."
Sandra hugged me. While she was hugging me she whispered into my ear. "When you go to sleep tonight, I want you remember that I'll be in Rogers arms. I am going to suck his cock and let him fuck both my pussy and my ass as often as he wants. I am going to be his little blow job princess tonight."
She stepped back from me and started giggling. "That gets you really hot doesn't it?" She patted my chastity belt. "Oh too bad; you won't be able to do anything about it until Julie gets home."
She smiled. "Enjoy your sweet torture tonight baby. Tomorrow when I come home I am going to do the same thing Julie's going to do with you tonight. I am going to make you lick my asshole and kiss my well fucked cunt. When you're done, I am going to reward you with my very best blow job."
Sandra put her arms around me and kissed me on the lips. It was a long, very passionate kiss. When she was done she held on to me. "I'm going to miss you tonight big guy." She squeezed me. "Please don't forget that I love you more than any man alive. I'll be Roger's sex toy tonight, but my heart will still belong to you."
I kissed Sandra's cheek and patted her butt. "Go have a good time, I'll see you late tomorrow morning."
Sandra turned and ran out the door.
Julie was standing next to the door. "Baby, I have to go to." She hugged me and gave me a big kiss. "I'll be home at about 10:30. We can play some really fun games when I get back."
I kissed Julie's cheek and patted her butt. "Go give Ray Winston the time of his life."
Julie turned, she was giggling when she walked out the door. "Is that an order sir?"
I laughed and said, "Absolutely."
I had some time to kill. I went into the kitchen and made a ham and cheese omelet. When it was done I put it on a plate with two pieces of toast and brought it over to my computer. I sat down and opened up my favorite cuckold web site. I thought that I might as well catch up on some reading while I ate my dinner.
I read three stories, one of them was particularly exciting. Several times while I was reading, my hand unconsciously slid to my crotch. I wanted to masturbate. The cage prevented it. I was indeed under the control of the girls.
When I finished eating my dinner I turned off my computer . I needed a break from reading erotica. I was getting a little too aroused. The cage was mildly uncomfortable when I had an erection.
I went into the kitchen and washed my dishes. When I was done I washed and waxed the kitchen floor. While I was working I started to imagine what my girls were doing with their men.
It was 8:30. Sandra would be sitting on a couch next to Roger. They were probably having cocktails. I was certain that she was snuggled up next to him, hanging on his every word as he chatted with the other dinner guests.
Julie was most likely sucking Ray Winston's cock at this moment. She told me that he was big. I wondered how many times he'd be able to fuck Julie before they were done for the evening.
When I finished the kitchen floor I went into the bathroom and opened the laundry hamper. There were several pairs of the girl's panty hose in there. I took them to the kitchen sink and started hand washing them. When I was done I hung them on a drying rack in the bathroom.
I looked at the clock, it was 9:30. Ray was probably enjoying his final fuck with Julie. Sandra and Roger were most likely eating dinner.
I stripped off my clothes and went into the bathroom. I took a shower and shaved my legs. When I was done I put on clean clothes. As I was getting dressed, I noticed that the cock cage made an ugly bulge in the front of my panties.
I went to the bar, put several ice cubes into a glass and filled it with scotch. I took a large sip of the whiskey, walked into the living room and turned on the television.
As I sat down to watch the 10:00 pm news, I suddenly remembered that we had a walk through of the new house scheduled for 10:00 am tomorrow morning. Sandra probably wasn't even going to be getting home until after 10:00. I decided that I'd have Julie call Barry at 8:00 and see if we could move the walk through back to 1:00. I didn't want to cancel it. I knew the girls were excited to start buying furniture.
At 10:15 I heard a key in the lock. The door opened and Julie walked in. When she saw me her face lit up.
I stood up. She ran over, threw her arms around my neck and kissed me.
I smiled. "Hi sweetheart, It's nice to have you at home again. Did you have a good time with Ray?"
Julie grinned at me. "Stevie, Ray is an amazing fuck." She paused and looked at my scotch. "Can I have one of those?"
"Sure, but wouldn't you rather have a martini?"
She giggled. "Stevie, you know me to well. Yes I would love a martini." She laughed, "I think I might have several martinis."
I fixed her a drink, set it on the coffee table and went back to my chair and sat down again.
As soon as I was seated Julie walked over and stood in front of me. "Stevie take off my skirt."
She turned around. I unzipped the back of her skirt and let it fall to the floor.
"Now take my panties off."
I could barely contain my excitement as I pulled Julies panties down to her ankles.
Julie stepped out of her skirt and panties and giggled, "Pick those up pussyboy."
I smiled at her, got out of my chair and picked up her skirt and panties. While I was doing that Julie took off her tee shirt and tossed it to me.
"You can put this away at the same time. While you're in the bedroom you can take off your own clothes. I want you naked when you come back out."
I ran into the bedroom with Julie's clothes. I quickly put them away. When that was done, I stripped off my own clothes.
I walked back into the living room, took one look at Julie and stopped.
She was standing next to my chair sipping her martini. She was completely naked. Her gorgeous body was absolutely breathtaking.
Julie grinned at me when she saw me staring at her. "You like what you see don't you Speedy?"
I nodded.
She winked at me, "If you're really good you might get to do more than just look tonight."
I took a deep breath. This had the potential to be a very fun night.
"Stevie, I want to sit on your lap, drink my martini and tell you all about my date with Ray. When were both really hot and horny, I want to get kinky with you. Can we do that sweetheart?"
I laughed, "Julie that sounds like a wonderful way to spend the evening."
"Stevie, I've never played domination games with you when we were alone. Sandra's always been with us." She smiled. "Don't get me wrong, I love playing with both of you." She shrugged, "But Stevie, you're the only person I've ever dominated. Tonight I want you all to myself. Tonight I want you to be my personal slave.
I smiled at Julie, "Jules I am yours to command. " I pulled her to me and whispered into her ear, "You can play as rough as you want tonight."
Julie licked her lips. "Stevie, I'm already getting hot."
She leaned over and rested her hands on the arm of the couch. "Kiss my ass Stevie. Just do it for a second. I want a little preview of what's going to happen tonight."
I got down on my knees behind Julie and spread her ass cheeks.
Julie sighed as she felt my lips touch her anus. "Stevie, that feels so good."
She squealed with delight when I pushed my tongue into her. For the next several minutes I explored Julie's asshole with the tip of my tongue.
Julie finally stood up and pushed my face away from her ass. She was breathing very quickly. "That was wonderful, but I want to play some other games for a little while. I want to come back to that one later.
Julie grabbed me and pushed me into my chair. When I was seated, she picked up my scotch and handed it to me.
Julie then picked up her own drink and sat down on my lap. She put her arm around me and said, "Lets drink our cocktails quickly and then have a second round. I don't want us to have any inhibitions tonight.
As we started to sip our drinks I said, "Jules do you think you could take off the chastity cage? It restricts my penis."
She tilted her head, "Really? Well I suppose that I could." she smiled, "But you really haven't done anything to warrant my doing you a favor as big as that." Julie's smile turned into a wicked grin. "I think that you're going to have to do some serious begging and submit to some very outrageous demands before I'll even think about removing that cute little cage."
She finished her martini and whispered to me; "Finish your scotch pussyboy, then get each of us another cocktail."
I finished my drink. Julie got up. I went to the bar, made us each another one and brought them both back to my chair.
When I returned, Julie was sitting in my chair. Her legs were lasciviously spread apart. For the first time since she got home, I had a clear look at her cunt.
There was no doubt that she'd been fucked earlier in the evening. The lips of her pussy were still swollen and stretched. They were also caked with dried semen. It was obvious that Julie had let Ray fuck her without a condom.
Julie saw me staring and giggled, "You can tell that Ray and I had a pretty good time tonight can't you pussyboy?"
Julie looked at my caged penis and shook her head in pretend sympathy. "Oh look at the poor baby." Her voice had a mocking tone to it. "His little clittie is all locked up. His mean evil girlfriends are controlling his sex life." She grinned at me, "Poor thing. Those nasty girls go out with other men and have orgasm after orgasm, while their poor little sissy wimp sits at home all locked up. He can't even jerk off."
Julie took a sip of her new drink. "Stevie, while you were sitting at home tonight with your tiny clittie locked in a cage, Ray was having lots of fun with me. He's a breast man. He loves to play with my titties."
Julie picked up her large breasts and held them together. "Look at my tits baby; Just imagine the fun Ray had with them tonight. They were his personal toys.
Julie lifted her right breast, tilted her head forward and wantonly licked her nipple. After a moment she let go of her breast and took another sip of her martini.
She set her glass down and stared into my eyes. "Stevie, would you like to play with my tits?" She paused and wiggled her nose. "I'm not so sure I am willing to let you. You're just a little sissy boy. I usually only let real men like Ray play with my tits."



Julie waved a finger at me. "Come here sissy boy. I want you to get down on your knees right between my legs."
I responded very quickly.
Julie leaned over and rubbed her nipples all over my face. "Maybe if you beg really hard, I might let you touch one of my breasts later tonight."
Julie flipped around in her chair so that her ass was in my face.
"Stevie, Ray thinks I have a really sexy ass. While you were at home tonight locked in your cage, I let him play with it. He rubbed my ass cheeks, and pushed two fingers into my asshole. Ray enjoyed himself.
Julie giggled while she wiggled her gorgeous ass in my face. "Stevie, I let some men play with my ass. I let some men fuck me in my ass. You know what you get to do with my ass don't you sissy boy." She laughed, "You get to lick my ass."
I started to lean forward. Julie stopped me. "Slow down wimp boy, licking my asshole is a privilege for you. You need to ask me for permission."
"Mistress Julie, may I please be allowed to lick your asshole."
She reached back and patted my head. "Oh that's a very good little boy. Yes Speedy, since you asked so politely, you have my permission to lick my ass."
Julie sighed as she felt me push my tongue into her. "Stevie, that feels so nice. Push your tongue into me as far as you can."
I don't know how long Julie made me lick her. We both lost track of the time. It would be a real challenge to decide which of us enjoyed it more.
Julie finally pulled away. She sat down on the couch and spread her legs. "Wimpboy, while you were sitting at home with your little dick locked in its cage, Ray was fucking me. He fucked me three times tonight.
She sighed. "Cucky, Ray is a real man. He can fuck for a really long time. Look at my pussy. See how stretched and raw it is. Ray has a big cock." She laughed. "Not a little clittie like you have."
She spread her legs further apart. "Lick me sissy boy. Lick the cunt that Ray was fucking while you were at home washing my panties."
I licked and sucked Julie to her first orgasm. It didn't take long. Her lust was now in complete control of her body and mind. It was easy to make her cum.
I knelt at Julie's feet while she relaxed and enjoyed the after glow of her orgasm. Finally, she raised her right foot to my face and said, "Lick my toes slave. Make yourself useful, pleasure my feet."
Julie laid back in her chair and closed her eyes while I kissed and licked the bottom of her feet and her toes. She was obviously enjoying the sweet sensation of having me worship her feet.
As I made love to her feet, Julie's lust started to build again. This marked the beginning of an intense session of domination and submission. For the next hour I was spanked, slapped, pinched and smothered. Julie subjected me to every form of degradation and humiliation that she could imagine. I was forced to crawl, grovel and totally demean myself for her pleasure.
When she finally started to tire of using me as her plaything, Julie ordered me to get on the bed and lie on my back. She climbed on top of me and straddled my face.
I shuddered with excitement as she lowered her ass onto my mouth and sat down.
Julie was now in the perfect position to dictate how I pleasured her. If she leaned forward she could rub her cunt against my lips and nose. If she leaned back my face was buried in her ass.
She started to rock back and forth. She was forcing me to alternately eat her pussy, then her asshole and then her pussy again.
While she was moving back and forth Julie said, "Stevie it's almost 11:30 now. The dinner party is over. Sandra's at Roger's house. I am sure that by now she's naked. Think about it Stevie, Sandra's in Roger's arms. His hands are freely roaming her beautiful body. She's his little plaything right now. All she cares about at this moment is his great big cock.
Julie laughed. "That gets you really hot doesn't it Stevie. I'll bet you'd love to jack off right now."
She leaned over and picked up my caged cock. "Oh poor baby, you can't jack off can you. We have you all locked up." She paused. "Stevie, would you like me to unlock you"
I couldn't talk. Julie's ass was pressed against my mouth.
"Make me cum baby. Make me cum one more time and I'll unlock you."
For the next few minutes both of us focused our total attention on Julie's pleasure. She rocked back and forth on my face and I licked, probed and sucked on her pussy and asshole with as much vigor as I could muster.
It didn't take long. The tension in Julie's body built quickly. She rocked harder. I furiously worked my tongue in and out of her.
The explosion was inevitable. When it came it struck with a fury that I had never before witnessed in either Sandra or Julie. The evenings games had obviously heated Julie's passion to new heights.
Julie screamed as her orgasm tore through her body with the fury of a hurricane. She locked her legs around my head and wildly rode my face like I was a bucking bronco. She held me so tightly that I had trouble breathing. I started to panic, I was afraid that I might suffocate.
Julie was crying out from the pleasure that was tearing her apart.
Finally, the violent waves of ecstasy that were ripping through Julie's body started to subside. Her cries became whimpers. Her body slowly relaxed. Gradually she slumped forward and lay perfectly still on my chest.
Julie laid on top of me for several minutes. Finally she rolled off of me, got up and walked over to her dresser. She opened her jewelry box and took out the key.
Next she went into the bathroom. I could hear water running. She came out with a small pan of warm water, a bar of soap, a washcloth and a towel. She walked over to the bed and set everything on the night stand.
Julie unlocked the chastity cage and very gently removed it from my cock and balls. She dipped the washcloth in the pan of water and rubbed some soap on it. Her loving touch was soft and gentle as she cleaned my penis and testicles. She dipped the washcloth in the water again and rinsed the soap off of me.
When she was done she set everything back on the night stand and laid down next to me. "Stevie, I thought that was wonderful." Her face took on a worried look. "Was I too mean to you baby? I think I got a little carried away. I am sorry if I hurt you or made you feel bad."
I smiled at her. "Jules, I had a wonderful time; you were very good." I laughed, "you were delightfully nasty."
She laughed and kissed me. "Stevie you're so wonderful. I know that you like it when were nasty to you and both Sandra and I really like being nasty to you, but we don't ever want to really hurt you or make you feel bad. We both love you."
I kissed her. "I know that Jules, I love you to."
"Stevie, I want to give you a blow job; can I do that."
I grinned at her. "Julie, I would absolutely love that."
Julie leaned forward and picked up my cock." Concentrate Stevie; you're getting more control every time we do this. Let's see how long you can last tonight."
Julie went to work on me. Both of my girls are very skilled at sucking cocks. Julie gave me her best effort. My ability to last was indeed improving with experience. This time it was a full five minutes before I felt that wonderful wave of pleasure radiate through my thighs when I started to cum.
Julie did the same thing Sandra did last night. She kept my cock in her mouth while I ejaculated
When I was done, Julie pulled herself up so she was lying next to me.
We smiled at each other. We both knew what was about to happen. Julie started giggling and kissed me. While she kissed me, she pushed my cum from her mouth to mine.
When she was finished, Julie cuddled up next to me. I reached down, pulled the covers up over us and wrapped my arms around her. We slept like that all night long.
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The next morning I let Julie sleep in. She had Saturday off and didn't have to go into the coffee shop. At 7:30 I fixed her favorite breakfast of cinnamon French toast and orange juice.
When she saw me bringing it into the bedroom on a tray she smiled at me. "My my, I must be special. You're serving me breakfast in bed."
I laughed as I set the tray down on the bed. "Julie, you are very special."
I sat on the foot of the bed while Julie ate her breakfast. "We're supposed to be at the new house at 10:00 for a walk through."
Julie looked up from her breakfast. "You and I can make it, but there's no way Sandra will. She's probably just waking up. I am sure she's going to suck Roger's cock and let him fuck her at least one more time before she comes home."
I nodded, "I know. Why don't you call Barry and see if we can move the walk through back to 1:00 this afternoon. That should give Sandra plenty of time to get home and clean up before we have to go."
Julie thought for a minute. "Okay, I'll call him. Maybe I can bribe him with the promise of a little extra special attention this afternoon." She paused, "Sandra's going to be pretty tired. I doubt she slept very much last night; Roger's her favorite fuck."
She laughed, "I am also sure that she's going to want to play with you for a little while when she gets home."
I grinned, "That's a nice thought Jules."
I considered all of this for a moment. "Go ahead and call Barry, try to get the walk through moved back to 1:00. If Sandra needs more time, you can go over to the house ahead of us and entertain Barry until we get there."
Julie giggled, "I think I'll try to do everything I can to slow Sandra down."
I handed Julie the telephone and read her Barry's telephone number.
She called him; 1:00 pm was just fine. Barry told Julie he had plenty of errands that he could take care of this morning.
Julie finished her breakfast. She showered and dressed while I cleaned up the kitchen and made the bed.
When we were done with those chores we sat down at the dining room table and worked on her application to Maple Hills Community College.
At 10:15 we heard Sandra's key in the lock. When she opened the door and saw us sitting at the dining room table she smiled .
I stood up and walked over to her. Sandra threw her arms around my neck and kissed me.
I held her for a moment. "Welcome home Sandra, how was your date?"
She sighed, "Stevie it was wonderful."
Sandra stopped hugging me and gently held my hand. "Baby I'm starved. If you make me some breakfast, I'll tell you all about it."
"You got it sweetheart, what would you like?"
Behind me Julie said, "He made me cinnamon French toast. It was really good."
Sandra looked at me. "That sounds wonderful. Would that be too much trouble to make?"
I smiled at her. "Sandra you can have anything that your heart desires."
She leered at me. "Oh yeah? Well after I have breakfast I'm going to desire your tongue." She grabbed my nipple through my shirt and gave it a hard twist. "Pussyboy, while you're cooking my breakfast, I want you to think about that naughty little spot where I'm going to I desire it."
All three of us started laughing.
I poured a cup of coffee for both of the girls and started making Sandra's breakfast. While I cooked, She told Julie and I about her evening.
"The dinner was at the home of a member of the University Board of Trustees. The President of the University was one of the guests. Roger is on several major University Committees. He's becoming a very important member of the faculty."
I set my spatula down. "Should I be getting jealous?"
Sandra came over and hugged me. "No baby. I'll admit that it's fun to meet all those important people." She smiled, "And Roger is a magnificent fuck." She put her arms around my waist and hugged my back. "But Stevie, you're the love of my life. Roger could take me to a party at the White House and I'd still come home to you in the morning." She turned me around and looked into my eyes. "Stevie I promise that I will always come home to you in the morning.
We kissed. Julie got up from her chair. "Hey I want to be part of this."
I put my arms around both of my girls and we had a nice long three way hug."
Sandra sat down at the dining room table. I served her breakfast. While she ate we told her about the walk through at the new house.
Sandra set her fork down, "Why are we doing this anyway Stevie?"
"So you and Julie can look at the rooms and start deciding what we need to buy for furniture."
Sandra stared at me. "Are you really going to let Julie and me buy all the furniture we want and decorate the house the way we want it?"
I looked at both of them, "Of course I am. You're the women of the house. The house is going to be yours to furnish and decorate. I'll get involved if you want, but I thought the two of you might like to do it by yourselves.
I stopped. Suddenly I remembered something important. I went to my desk and picked up an envelope. I turned to the girls. "These came yesterday."
I opened the envelope and took out six cards. There were two with Julies name and two with Sandra's name. There were also two with my name. I handed each girl her cards.
They looked at them. Julie turned to me. "These are credit cards Stevie. They have my name on them. How did I get these? I have rotten credit." She shook her head. "Stevie I can't afford to have credit cards, I don't make enough money. I'll just get into trouble."
I walked over and kissed her forehead. "Baby, we each have a VISA card and an American Express card. Julie, I got us the credit cards. They're actually in my name and I'll be providing the money to pay the bills. You won't be able to get into trouble"
I turned to both girls. "Each card has a $5000 credit limit. I want you each to feel free to shop and buy things as you need them. We should talk about major purchases. We're a family now; all three of us should be involved in the decision to make any major purchases. I think discussing finances openly is a good practice for every family."
Sandra looked puzzled. "I don't understand Stevie?"
"Sandra, I don't want the two of you to have to come to me and beg for money when you want to buy something. We have a substantial family income. I want all three of us to be able to enjoy it."
Sandra and Julie were both listening very carefully.
I continued. "My plan is that next week the three of us will go to the bank and open a joint checking account. The two of you will be responsible for managing and balancing that account."
Sandra looked at me. "Why is that Stevie?"
"So that both of you will fully appreciate our financial situation. We're wealthy, but we don't have unlimited wealth. I have the same two credit cards the two of you have. Each month the three of us will sit down and pay our credit card bills together. The two of you will balance our check book. I want you to feel free to buy things; but I don't want us to squander money. I think the best way to do that is to let the two of you have substantial involvement in the financial management of our household."
Julie looked at me. "What can I use my cards for Stevie?"
"Anything you want Julie."
"Stevie I've never had any money. This really scares me."
"Would you like me to give you a monthly spending limit to get started?"
"Yes I think that would help me."
"How about $1500 a month."
Both of them stared at me.
Julie shook her head. "I can't believe this. Stevie do you know what kind of a budget a coffee shop waitress has to live on?
I smiled. "Start believing it Julie. You're rich now."
I paused for a moment. "I do want to make an initial exception to that amount. I would like both of you to substantially upgrade your wardrobes." I grinned at them. "You both need nice clothes to wear when you go out on dates. I would also like it if you had some nice outfits to wear when the three of us go out to dinner."
I waited for a moment to let this sink in then I continued. "The two of you also need new school clothes. I was thinking that you should both spend about $10,000 each for this initial wardrobe upgrade."
They both jumped up. Sandra yelled, "Shut up Stevie."
I laughed. "No I'm serious, the two of you need to plan some shopping trips next week." I paused. "By the way, remember, winter is coming. You both need new jackets and a nice formal coat." I stopped, "No I think the formal coats should be extra. I want you to buy very nice ones. They shouldn't come out of the initial $10,000."
I smiled. "I'd also like to take the two of you jewelry shopping. Julie when I first started to date Sandra I bought her a very expensive necklace and earring set."
Julie nodded. "I know I have seen them many times; Sandra even let me wear them one evening."
Sandra looked at me. "Was that okay Stevie?"
"Yes Sandra it was. I am glad you did it."
I turned back to Julie. "Jules I am sorry that I haven't bought you a nice present like that. After we look at the house today the three of us are going downtown to Smithson's Jewelry store. Both of you are going to pick a nice necklace and earring set for yourselves and Julie I'm going to select an additional set for you as a gift from me."
Sandra shook her head. "Stevie you don't have to buy our love. We love you for who you are. I would love you even if you were dirt poor."
Julie jumped up. "I would to Stevie. I don't need any money; I just want you."
I smiled at both of them. "I know that girls and I appreciate it. I love both of you to, money is irrelevant."
I took a deep breath. "For obvious reasons the three of us can't get married. The law won't allow it. What I can do is make a financial commitment to the two of you. I seem to be very good at making money. I want to share that with you. Girls whether you like it or not, my wealth is your wealth."
Sandra shrugged. "It doesn't seem fair. I wish that we had something to give to you."
Julie nodded in agreement.
I looked at them. "You both love me and I love both of you. That's the only gift that really matters. If our relationship ever collapses, my money won't make me happy. The two of you make me happy."
Julie and Sandra walked over and put their arms around me. We hugged for several minutes. Finally Sandra said, "I can't wait to go shopping."
Julie and I each had a cup of coffee while Sandra finished her breakfast.
When she was done, She looked at the two of us and said, "It's is still only 11:00. Stevie, I'd like to play with you for a little while before we have to go."
She turned to Julie. "Jules you can play to."
Julie laughed. "I don't know what you have in mind, but count me in."
"Just sit on the couch and watch for a little while."
Sandra looked at me, "Cucky come over here and undress your hot girlfriend."
Sandra's voice had taken on a very commanding tone. I complied immediately.
As I undressed Sandra, I carefully folded each article of her clothing and put it away.
When she was down to her panties Sandra pushed me away. "Leave those for now cuckold. Undress yourself and when you're done go kneel at Mistress Julie's feet."
I followed her instructions. When I was finished undressing, I took my assigned place.
Sandra was still standing. She was an imposing figure. "Look at me cuckold." She grinned at me, "And I guarantee you that is exactly what you are."
Julie started laughing, "Oh yes after last night, he most certainly is."
"Look at me cuckold. When Roger and I got to his house last night he had me do a strip tease for him in his living room." She smiled a wicked smile. "Roger loved watching me take off my clothes. Speedy, I danced naked for him."
Sandra sat down in the chair opposite Julie and me.
Sandra continued her story. "When I was down to my panties, Roger patted the spot next to him on the couch and said, 'Sandra come over here and sit next to me.'"
I'm a very obedient girl when I am with a man like Roger. I do everything he tells me to do. As soon as I sat down, Roger rolled me onto my stomach, pulled down my panties and started to play with my ass."
Sandra pulled her panties down, rolled over and showed us her ass. "Roger loves my ass cuckboy. He likes to play with it and fondle it." She laughed. "But he never kisses it or licks it. Roger's a man; he's not a little ass kissing wimp like you."
Sandra reached back and spread her cheeks apart. "Look at my asshole wimp boy, I'll bet you can't wait to kiss it." She feigned surprise. "Oh my, its still just a little bit stretched out. Roger fucked me there last night. He likes to do that wimpboy. My big stud loves to fuck me in the ass." She laughed. "That's something you'll never get to do pussy boy. I only let men fuck me in the ass. Wimps like you just get to lick it."
Sandra rolled back over and pulled her panties off. She lay back in her chair and obscenely spread her legs.
"Look at me Cucky. Can you see Roger's dried semen all over my pussy and asshole. He fucked me four times last night. He did me three times in my cunt and once in my ass. I let him cum inside of me every time. Cuckboy I love it when I feel Roger shooting his stuff deep inside me."
Sandra put her hand over her mouth in mock embarrassment. "Oh Speedy, I almost forgot to tell you something very important. Remember how I told you that after I did my striptease, Roger had me sit next to him on the couch? Guess what I did While Roger was playing with my ass and my cunt. I unzipped his pants, took his big hard cock out and stroked it. That's right pussyboy, I was jacking Roger off while he was fondling my pussy and ass."
Sandra smiled at me. "You know what happened next don't you cucky. I put Roger's big dick in my mouth and sucked it. I gave Roger a nice long blow job to start the evening." She giggled, I was his little blowjob princess."
Sandra stopped for a moment, she was counting. "Roger actually got hard and came five times last night." Sandra smirked at me. "Can you do that pussyboy? Can you get it up five times in one night?" She shook her head, "Fuck no, only studs like Roger can do that."
Sandra pressed her finger against her cheek. "Oh I almost forgot; you couldn't cum at all last night could you cucky. Your poor little pee pee was all locked up in that mean old cage."
Sandra closed her eyes. "Speedy, Roger is a great lover. I get all tingly when I think about how good it feels when he's fucking me. I love it when he rolls me onto my back, climbs on top of me, pins me to the bed and pushes his big hard dick into my cunt. I close my eyes, wrap my legs around his hips and try to meet everyone of his powerful thrusts with thrusts of my own. Just thinking about it takes my breath away."
She sighed, "Roger fucked me again this morning when we woke up. Look at my cunt cuckboy; see how swollen and loose it is. Roger's big cock really stretched me out."
Sandra laughed. "Even if I decide to let you fuck me some day, I doubt that I'll be able to feel that little thing of yours inside of me. Not after a man like Roger's had me."
Sandra rolled over onto her stomach. "Crawl over here wimp boy; welcome your hot girlfriend home with a proper cuckold kiss. Show me that you like it when I party with other men. Show me that you like it even if you're at home with your little wee wee locked in a chastity cage. Kiss my asshole sissyboy. Show me that you're my little cuckold wimp."
I crawled over to Sandra. She sighed when she felt my lips make contact with her asshole.
Sandra enjoyed the feel of my tongue in her ass for a few moments then pushed my face away, sat up, turned around and smiled at me. "Stevie that was wonderful."
She pulled me up and set me on her lap. I felt like a little boy.
Sandra kissed me. "Did you enjoy that Stevie?" She gently stroked my cheek. "I wasn't too mean to you was I?"
I laughed. "I love the two of you, you're both so worried about hurting me. No Sandra, you weren't too mean. I loved what you just did." I turned to Julie. "And Jules I loved what you did when you got home last night. Both of you are wonderful at playing the role of the cruel dominatrix."
Sandra giggled. "Thanks Stevie, that's a really nice compliment."
She kissed me again. "Stevie, last night when I was lying in Rogers arms after we were done making love, all I could think about was you. I kept thinking about how wonderful you are.
Sandra smiled at me. "I laid awake trying to think of a special treat for you." She got a little twinkle I her eye. "I came up with something."
Sandra patted my cheek. "You have to promise to try really hard to control yourself and not cum for a while."
Julie grinned, "He did really good last night. When I gave him his blow job he lasted for over five minutes.
Sandra raised her eyebrows. "Really? Julie our little baby is becoming a stud."
We all laughed.
Sandra smiled at me. "Okay stud, undress Julie."
I stood up and quickly removed all of Julie's clothing. When I was done I looked at Sandra. She nodded in approval and motioned for both Julie and me to follow her into the bedroom.
When we were standing next to the bed Sandra pulled the covers down and said, "Alright big boy lie down on your back."
As soon as I was lying on the bed, Sandra turned to Julie; "Jules, would you please sit on Stevie's face."
Julie giggled while she climbed onto my face. "Sandra I'm already in love with this new game."
Julie sat down and pressed her cunt against my nose and mouth. I was in heaven. She looked down at me. "Big guy, can you breathe okay down there?"
I nodded my head.
Sandra slipped between my legs, picked up my tiny cock and gave it a squeeze. "Okay studboy, time to concentrate. Let's see how long you can last today."
She put my cock in her mouth and started sucking me. At the same time Julie started to rock back and forth on my face.
As Julie rode me she said, "After dinner tonight I get to suck him while you ride his face, okay Sandra?" Sandra looked up at us and without taking my penis out of her mouth nodded and mumbled, "Okay".
Sandra was right. This was special for me. I couldn't imagine a sexual act that I could possibly enjoy more than this one.
Amazingly I still managed to last over six minutes before I came.
When I finally did cum, Sandra let me ejaculate in her mouth. When I was done Sandra got up and kissed Julie. As she kissed Julie she passed my drop of semen to her. Julie got off of my face, bent over me and kissed me. When she kissed me she pushed my semen on to my tongue.
After I swallowed my cum Sandra grinned at Julie and me. "My second grade teacher, Mrs. Williams taught me that it was polite to share."
All three of us laughed. In addition to being lovers, we were also becoming very close friends. We enjoyed each other
We all laid still for a few minutes, Finally Julie got up. She grinned, "That was just enough to stimulate my interest. I think I need to call Barry."
She picked up the telephone and dialed the number I'd given her earlier this morning. She waited for moment then said, "Hi Barry, this is Julie Gordon. Listen I was thinking that if you and I could meet at the house a little earlier, we might be able to have some fun before the walk through." She paused and listened. After a moment she said, "12:30, that sounds wonderful. I'll see you there."



She hung up the telephone and looked at her watch. It was just after 12:00. "Guys, I have to get changed and go." She ran to the closet and started pulling out clothes."
Sandra kissed my cheek. "I think our sweet friend just bought us a little time. I'd really like it if you'd give me a bath."
I smiled at her. "Your wish is my command."
Sandra laughed. "I just love it when you say sweet things like that."
Julie looked at us while she was getting dressed. "Somehow I think I am missing some more fun."
Sandra shook her head. "Quit complaining Jules. You're on your way to see your buddy Mr. Big."
Julie grinned. "Oh that's right." She pulled her tee shirt on, checked her makeup and grabbed her car keys. "I'll see you two at the house. You'd still better try to be there by 1:30. I don't want poor Barry to have a heart attack."
We all laughed.
As Julie was walking out the door; Sandra called to her, "Don't worry, we'll be there Jules."
I quickly drew a bath for Sandra. She got into the tub as soon as it was full.
Sandra lay in the soothing hot water with her eyes closed while I gently washed her entire body. When I was done bathing her, I dried Sandra and dressed her.
It was just after 1:00 when we left the apartment.
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We got to the house at 1:25. Julie's Thunderbird and Barry's Pontiac were both parked in the driveway. Sandra and I got out of her convertible and walked up to the front door. I tried the knob. It was open.
As soon as we entered the house we could hear Julie's voice coming from the master bedroom. "Oh yes! That's right, fuck me you son of a bitch; fuck my pussy with your big hard dick."
Sandra and I both started laughing.
We walked into the master bedroom. Julie was on her hands and knees. Barry was behind her. He was thrusting his cock in and out her sopping vagina.
Sandra and I watched Barry fuck Julie for a few minutes. They were both oblivious to our presence. Sandra finally interrupted them. "Jules it's time to finish up. We have a lot to do this afternoon."
Julie looked at us and laughed. "Barry is insatiable today. He's already cum in my mouth once. Shit guys, he got hard again almost immediately. Now he's kind of like that battery rabbit on television. He just keeps going and going."
Barry just grinned at us. He was having fun.
Sandra shook her head. "Come on Jules you know what to do. Get his cock back into your mouth. Show Barry exactly what a BJ queen is capable of doing."
Julie sighed, "Okay". She moved away from Barry. When his cock slipped out of her pussy she shook her head. "Sorry babe. I'll make it up to you when we close on the house. Now come over here and let me show you what the words blow job really mean."
All four of us started laughing.
Julie put Barry's cock into her mouth and started sucking him. Both of my girls are good. Once Julie got Barry's cock into her mouth, he didn't have a chance. It was a matter of minutes before he was ejaculating all over her face and tits.
We spent over an hour walking through the house. Sandra had a notebook with her. The girls measured all the rooms and discussed color schemes. They were in heaven.
We left the house just after 3:00. We drove back to the apartment, dropped off the girl's cars and got the Lincoln. We wanted to ride together.
Smithson's Jewelry store was our next stop. I don't know if I have ever enjoyed anything as much in my life as watching Julie pick out her necklace and earring set. She was like a child in a toy store. She made the salesman show her every piece of jewelry in their inventory .
While Julie was looking at necklaces, Sandra grabbed the salesman. "I'd like to see some gold ankle bracelets. Do you have such a thing?"
He nodded. "They're right over here madam."
Sandra examined the selection and called to Julie.
Julie took a break from her necklace shopping and joined Sandra.
"Hey Jules, come over here and look at these. Which ones do you like?"
Sandra turned to me. "Stevie, I want you to buy Julie and I matching anklets."
"I smiled and made a polite bow. "Ms. Monroe, your wish is my command."
Sandra grinned at me. "You'd better believe it is Speedy."
Sandra turned back to the display of anklets. "I like these two Julie."
Julie pointed to one of Sandra's two choices. "That one is my favorite."
Sandra smiled. "That settles it." She looked at the salesman. "We want two of these." She paused. "Now we need to see the charms that are available for them."
The salesman took out a tray of charms. Sandra pointed to a large gold heart. "I like that one."
Julie nodded, "I do to."
Sandra looked at the salesman. "Can these be engraved while we shop?"
The salesman turned to the back room. "Billy, come out here."
A young man in his early twenties stepped out of the back room.
"I need you to do a fast engraving job. Can you do these two charms for me right away?"
Billy smiled, "Certainly." He grabbed a booklet from under the counter and opened it. It contained rows and rows of different types of script. He looked at Sandra and Julie. "Are they for you?"
Julie answered for both of them, "Yes".
"What script would you like?"
Sandra pointed to the Old English. "I like that."
Julie looked at the script Sandra was pointing at. "Oh yes, So do I."
Billy smiled, "Okay, what should the inscription say?"
Sandra looked at him in total seriousness and said, "Both of them should say, BJ Queen."
There was dead silence in the jewelry store. Julie and Sandra were both smiling. The salesman's face turned beet red. It was taking all of my self control to maintain a serious expression.
Billy recovered quickly. He nodded to Sandra and Julie and said, "Very nice. I'll be right back." He picked up the charms and disappeared into the back room.
As soon as he was gone, Sandra winked at Julie and said, "He's cute".
Julie grabbed the salesman and continued her search for a necklace and earring set. The poor guy was a nervous wreck, but he was making a valiant effort to control himself and do his job.
In the end, Julie selected two sets. She bought one and I bought the other as her gift.
Sandra also bought a very nice diamond necklace and earring set.
Billy came out of the back room with the charms and handed them to the girls. Sandra inspected them and said, "Very nice."
Julie winked at Billy, "So are you." She took a slip of paper from her purse and wrote our telephone number on it. "Why don't you call us? Sandra and I would love to show you that we both deserve the title you just inscribed on our charms."
Billy and the salesman both turned crimson from embarrassment.
When we left the jewelry store the girls were excited about getting to wear their new necklaces.
Julie grabbed my arm. "Stevie, can we go out to dinner tonight."
I turned to Sandra. "Sweetheart, call the Kensington Grill. Ask them if we can get a table for eight at 8:00 pm."
Sandra looked at me, "Why eight Stevie?"
"I think it would be fun to take our new Baxter's friends to dinner?"
Sandra shook her head, "Stevie It's kind of short notice to invite someone to dinner."
"Yes, but maybe they are available. I think it would be a fun evening. Tell them that we decided to do this on the spur of the moment. Make it clear that we want them to be our guests. Girls get out your cell phones and go to work."
The girls started calling.
Sandra called The Kensington Grill. Amazingly, they were able to accommodate us.
Julie called Brenda. Maddie, Brenda and Bobby didn't have any plans. They thought it would be fun to join us for dinner.
Sandra called April. She and Mark didn't have anything to do either. Neither of them had ever been to the Kensington Grill. Both of them were very excited about our invitation. We had a full party of eight.
It was still only 4:00. Julie grabbed my hand. "Stevie we still have a little time. Could we go to the mall? Maybe Sandra and I could find new outfits to match our new jewelry."
I grinned at her. "Jules, I think that's an excellent idea."
We drove straight to the mall. The girls picked an upscale clothing store. I sat in a chair and watched them try on a number of outfits. After much deliberation they finally made their selections. Each of the girls insisted on using their own new credit cards to make their purchases.
It was almost 6:00 by the time we got back to the apartment. The next hour was a flurry of bathing and leg shaving.
Julie insisted on putting on her new diamond necklace as soon as she stepped out of the shower. Sandra decided that was an excellent idea so she also put hers on. The girls spent the next thirty minutes running around the apartment wearing nothing but their new necklaces. I have to admit that expensive jewelry looks really good on beautiful naked women.
I fixed a small snack so the girls wouldn't starve before we got our dinner. They were both so excited that I couldn't actually get them to eat anything.
The dinner at the Kensington Grill was wonderful. Everyone of us ate too much and drank too much. It turned out to be a wonderful opportunity for all of us to get to know each other better as individuals. At Baxter's there was always the undertone of sex and cuckolding. At this dinner it was just eight people eating and drinking. The eight of us became very good friends that night.
As we were finishing our dessert and coffee Brenda looked at her watch. "It's only 10:30. Baxter's is open until 2:00 am. Is anyone interested in a little late night fucking?"
April smiled, "The night is young. I'd love to find a playmate." She turned to Mark. "Baby you've never even seen me dance with another man. I think its time for you to witness what really happens when I go out at night."
Maddie grinned, "I wouldn't miss this for the world. Count me in." She turned to Bobby. "I guess that means your going to quickspurt."
Bobby bowed his head. "Yes Mistress Madeline."
Brenda started to laugh. "Maddie has been putting my baby through a little training program at home. He has become very respectful and very obedient."
Julie and Sandra both laughed. Sandra poked me in the ribs. "Be careful Stevie, You had better be very well behaved at home or Julie and I might just decide to hire Maddie to come to our house and start a training program for you."
Maddie laughed. "You wouldn't have to pay me, I'd do that for free." She leered at me. "Stevie, I would love to try to make you say the word dull."
There was something about the tone of Maddie's voice that sent a chill up my spine.
Sandra stepped in. "Right now Stevie is being a very good boy. For the time being, Julie and I plan to keep on training him ourselves."
Sandra turned to Julie. "Jules I am tired. If you don't mind I'd like to go home and go to bed." She sighed, "Roger really wore me out last night." She smiled at Julie and me. "If you and Stevie want to go to Baxter's, you could just drop me off at home."
Much to my relief Julie shook her head, "I'm tired to." She smiled at Brenda. "Bren I think we're going to pass on tonight. We'll see you guys there on Thursday."
I picked up the check and handed it to Julie. She gave me a surprised look. When she realized what I was doing she grinned at me, took out her American Express card and proudly paid the bill. I noticed that she left a generous tip. Julie is a waitress; she understands.
Everyone thanked us for the wonderful dinner. We all agreed to meet at Baxter's at 7:00 next Thursday. We wanted to have plenty of time for a nice leisurely dinner before the sex and cuckolding started.
When we got to our car Julie grabbed my arm and said, "Thank you Stevie."
I looked at her. "For what Julie?"
"For letting me pay the bill." She hugged me. "I know it's still really your money, but it was a thrill for me anyway. It made me feel important."
Sandra put her arms around my neck and kissed me. "Julie our baby is very good at making both of us feel important. He's something very special."
Julie nodded. "I know Sandra. Lets go home and make him feel really special."
Sandra laughed, "Oh I like this plan."
We drove straight home.
Sandra turned to me as soon as we walked through the apartment door. "Take off your clothes sissyboy."
I immediately removed my clothing. I was feeling very obedient. When I was naked Julie leered at me and said, "Undress Mistress Monroe wimp." It wasn't a request. It was an order.
I carefully removed Sandra's clothing. When I was done it was her turn to give the orders. "Undress Mistress Gordon now pussyboy."
I undressed Julie with the same care I'd given to Sandra.
When Julie was naked Sandra took her by the hand and said, "Let's go into the bedroom." She turned to me. "Get down on you knees and crawl in behind us wimp."
I submissively followed my Mistresses into the bedroom. Sandra and Julie sat on the edge of the bed. I knelt respectfully at their feet. Sandra leaned over and kissed Julie on the lips. Julie kissed her back. After a moment Sandra pushed Julie down on the bed and slipped between her legs. She gave Julie's cunt a soft kiss and looked back at me. "Sissyboy, lick my asshole while I make love to Mistress Julie."
I got behind Sandra, closed my eyes, leaned over and obediently kissed her asshole. I could feel Sandra shudder when she felt my tongue enter her anus. She was enjoying this just as much as I was.
I licked Sandra's ass while she licked Julie's cunt. Sandra is good. She quickly brought Julie to an orgasm.
We gave Julie a moment to enjoy her orgasm and then she and Sandra switched places. When Julie was settled in between Sandra's legs she turned to me. "Okay wimp its time for you to lick my asshole while I make love to Mistress Sandra."
As soon as Julie started licking Sandra's cunt I buried my tongue in her asshole. Julie was just as good as Sandra. She had Sandra screaming with pleasure in a matter of minutes.
While Sandra was lying still enjoying the afterglow of her orgasm Julie pulled me up to the bed. She kissed me and said, "Now its your turn Stevie."
Julie pushed me down on the bed.
Sandra grinned at me. She had already recovered from her orgasm and was hungry for more pleasure. Both Sandra and Julie had insatiable appetites for sex.
Sandra climbed on top of me and sat on my face. At the same time Julie put my tiny penis in her mouth and started giving me a very gentle blowjob. This was the same scenario that we'd played out this morning and the girls knew that I loved it.
I concentrated. I tried hard to control myself. I didn't want to cum right away. This was too much fun.
I lasted for almost 7 minutes this time. Julie kept my penis in her mouth while I ejaculated. When I was done cumming, she sat up on the bed and kissed Sandra. As she kissed Sandra, she pushed my semen onto her tongue. When she was done, Sandra got off of my face, leaned over and kissed me. As she kissed me she pushed my semen into my mouth. This was becoming a regular ritual in our lovemaking.
We were all tired. It had been a very big day. I pulled the covers up over us and got between Sandra and Julie. The three of us snuggled up to each other and fell asleep enjoying the warmth of our naked bodies.
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8 months have passed. It's now the 15th of June.
Sandra, Julie and I have been in the new house for the past seven months.
Julie just completed her 2nd quarter at Maple Hills Community college. She's very proud of the fact that she's a straight A student.
Sandra just finished her 2nd year of law school. Her grades are also excellent.
When we moved into the new house we turned the third bedroom into an office where each of us has our own desk and our own lap top computer. This has certainly made it easier for the girls to study, but that's not the only reason for their success. Both Julie and Sandra are very bright women with a strong desire to succeed.
The girls are beginning a well earned vacation. They are both going to take the entire the summer off. Their plan is spend their time relaxing around the pool and entertaining as many lovers as possible in our new house.
Tuesday morning I went into the office for one of my weekly meetings with the partners. When the meeting was over I spent some time catching up with some of my coworkers. I also took advantage of some of the research opportunities that the office offered.
It was almost 4:00 by the time I got home. When I walked in the front door I could hear Sandra's voice.
She was screaming, "That's right, give it to me! Fuck me! Fuck me hard!" Sandra was apparently entertaining.
The sound of her voice was coming from the playpen. If you remember, we were first attracted to the new house because there were two large bedrooms with very nice private baths. The original idea was that Julie would live in one bedroom while Sandra and I lived in the other one. When Julie, Sandra and I all became intimate and started sleeping in the same bed, the second bedroom became superfluous.
Julie came up with the idea of creating a playroom for the girls. They decorated it. It has a large king size bed in the middle of the room. Mirrors have been generously placed on the walls and ceiling. The floor is covered with thick pink carpeting that is easy on the knees when one of them is giving a blowjob. There is a large overstuffed chair in one corner where a man can lie back and relax while Julie or Sandra does a sexy strip tease for him. The room is a large playpen for sexual excess and that's how we refer to it. We call it the playpen.
I'm not allowed to enter the playpen without specific permission from the girls. That permission is generally only granted when the room needs to be cleaned.
I went into our office and sat down to do some work. I had been working for about a half hour when I heard the playpen door open.
I turned; Sandra was walking across the living room holding hands with a man in his mid thirties. She was naked. Her playmate was dressed in a business suit. When they got to the front door, Sandra put her arm around his neck and kissed him on the lips.
"Bill, thank you for a wonderful afternoon." She kissed him again. As Sandra was kissing Bill, he looked over her shoulder and saw me in the office.
"Sandra, who's the guy?"
Sandra laughed. "Oh, that's just my husband."
I smiled when I heard her little white lie. Sandra enjoys introducing me to new lovers as her husband. She believes it creates greater tension for me.
She patted Bill's shoulder. "Don't worry about him baby. He doesn't care if I party with other guys." She pretended to pause. "Oh that's not completely true. He cares, he's just such a sissy wimp that there's really nothing he can do about it."
She turned to me. "Isn't that true wimpboy?"
I obediently bowed my head. "Whatever you say dear."
Sandra smiled at me and turned back to Bill. "See what I mean. He's just a pathetic wimp. Ignore him." She kissed Bill one more time. "Thank you again for the marvelous afternoon. Now run along, your wife is going to start wondering what happened to you."
I smiled to myself. Obviously Sandra didn't think much of Bill as a lover. She didn't give him her telephone number and she didn't invite him to call her.
As soon as Bill was gone, Sandra closed the door behind him and came into the office.
I looked at her. I always enjoy seeing her naked after she has been with a man. Her body seems to glow with satisfaction.
She took me by the hand and led me out to the patio. One of the wonderful things we've discovered about our new house is that the patio is very private. We can have sex outside in the warm sun without offending our neighbors. It really is wonderful.
Sandra sat down in one of the patio chairs and spread the lips of her pussy. Bill's cum was dripping from her stretched vagina.
"Sweetheart, see what bad Bill did. He made a big old mess in my pussy. Come lick me clean."
I got on my knees. Sandra sighed when I started to lick Bill's cum from her pussy. It was apparent that she was still very aroused. She grabbed the back of my head and pulled my face into her sloppy cunt.
"Taste that baby, taste my lovers cum." Her voice changed to a whisper. "Cucky, I met Bill in the checkout line at the drug store. He was a total stranger. I picked him up, brought him home and let him fuck me."
She pulled my face up so that I was looking at her. "Cuckboy, I let a total stranger fuck me and cum in my cunt." She giggled. "And now you're licking his semen out of me." She kept giggling. "You're such an obedient little wimp. I can do anything to you I want." She smiled at me. "It makes me feel so powerful to know that." Suddenly she slapped me hard across the face. "That's true isn't it. Say it wimp. Tell me that you'll allow me to do anything to you I want."
Sandra's slap hurt, but the pain just got me more excited. I looked up at my dominant goddess. "Mistress Monroe, you may do anything to me you want. I belong to you. I'm your personal property. It's always my desire to submit to your will."
Sandra laughed and kissed the top of my head. "Stevie, you're wonderful." She looked into my eyes." "I love you so much." Sandra pulled my face back to her cunt. "Now finish cleaning me up and make me cum."
I licked the rest of Bill's cum from Sandra's pussy. When I finished that task she pulled her feet up onto her chair, pushed her hips forward and presented me with her ass. She wanted me to lick her asshole.
I eagerly complied. As I pushed my tongue into Sandra's anus, I thought to myself that after eight months, licking Sandra's ass was still one of my greatest pleasures.
Sandra started to rub her clit with her fingers. As soon as she touched herself, it was a matter of minutes before she reached a climax.
I obediently knelt between my mistress's legs and waited while she enjoyed the full pleasure of her orgasm. When it was over she relaxed for a moment then she stood up, reached down and helped me up.
When I was on my feet Sandra hugged me. "Stevie I really enjoyed that. I hope you did to."
I smiled at her. "I loved it Sandra."
"Baby, If you'd like it I'll give you a blowjob right now." She paused. "But I'm going to be home tonight. I don't have a date. I'm feeling very dominant and I'd love to spend the entire evening playing with you."
I grinned at her. "That's an invitation that I'd never pass up."
Sandra giggled. "Good, fetch your cock cage. I think its time to lock you up." She paused. "When you're properly controlled, it's time for you to give me a bath. I feel like being pampered for a little while,
I retrieved my chastity cage. Sandra put it on me and locked it.
I drew a bath for her. When it was ready she got into the tub.
While I was washing her Sandra remembered she had a message from Julie. "Jules called me on my cell phone this afternoon. She has a date tonight. She told me to tell you not to worry about her, she's planning to spend the night with this guy . She asked me to tell you that she loves you and she'll see you when she gets home in the morning."
I stopped and looked at Sandra. "Really?"
Sandra nodded. "Yes, interesting isn't it?"
This was out of character for Julie. Sandra loves staying overnight with a guy so she can have a "wakeup fuck". Julie never does it. She likes to come home so she can sleep with Sandra and me.
I stared at Sandra. We both shrugged. Spending the night with a guy was certainly Julie's choice. She didn't have to explain it to us.
Sandra and I had a wonderful evening. Over the past several months she had become increasingly dominant. Lately, she was looking for new ways to express that dominance. I was loving every second of it.
The following Thursday, we were at our weekly get together at Baxter's. It was late. The girls were all back from their parties. The whole group was sitting together in the bar sipping diet coke.
Brenda turned to Julie and Sandra. "What do the two of you plan to do now that school is over for the summer?"
Sandra thought for a moment, finally she answered. "I'm not sure what I am going to do. It's been a very long time since I've been able to take a real vacation." She smiled. "I know one thing, I'd like to start by throwing a really good party at our new house."
Julie looked up. "Oh yes! That would be excellent." She started laughing. "How about if it's just us five girls and a whole lot of guys?"
April started laughing. "Julie you are such a slut."
Julie grinned at her. "Thank you April. It's an honor to be called that by the queen of debauchery."
The whole group started laughing.
Brenda shook her head. "Queen of debauchery? Jules we're not going to let you keep going to that college. Your vocabulary is getting way too sophisticated for us peons."
Julie beamed.
We all started laughing again. While everyone was laughing Sandra quietly said, "I think Jules has a really good idea."
We all turned to look at her.
"Think about it girls, which party would you rather attend? A dumb old cocktail party where everyone stands around and makes small talk or a kick ass party where the five of us get to play with lots and lots of guys?"
April smiled. "Sandra you are an evil genius"
I looked at them. "You guys aren't talking about having a party, you're planning an orgy."
Julie looked at Sandra. "Our Stevie might be a little sissyboy, but he's one smart little sissyboy."
"How many guys should we invite?" It was Brenda. She was apparently taking this plan seriously.
Sandra thought for a moment. "How about twelve?"
Julie took a sip of her Diet Coke. "Why twelve Sandra?"
"If we're going to do this, then lets do it right. I'd love to experience nonstop fucking."
April turned to her. "Sandra have you ever pulled a train?"
Sandra appeared to be a little shocked by the question. "No April, I haven't."
"You do know what it means right?"
"Of course, you have a group of guys lined up outside the bedroom taking turns fucking you." Sandra paused and looked at April. "Have you ever done it?"
She smiled and looked at her husband. "Yes. I used to do it a lot in college. It can be really fun as long as it doesn't get out of hand."
Everyone stopped and looked at April for a moment. Her statement raised several questions. Nobody asked them. I think everyone felt this was neither the time nor the place for that discussion.
Sandra continued, she was smiling. "I am not sure we want to go to that extreme, but that is sort of what I am looking for. Girls I am suggesting a party where we set it up so that all five of us get to spend a lot of time on our backs."
Julie nodded her head. "Sandra I like your plan, but can the five of us keep twelve guys happy?"
Sandra shrugged. "Most men need some recovery time between fucks and some guys can only go a couple of times."
Brenda sighed, "I think Julie is raising a good question. Twelve is too many, ten is enough. We just have to pick our guys carefully."
Sandra nodded. "Okay ten it is." She paused. "Brenda, you're right. We do have to pick the guys carefully."
"No one brings a regular." It was Julie. "I can't invite Ray, Sandra you can't invite Roger, Brenda you can't invite Gil."
Brenda nodded. "I agree, we don't need guys who are going to get possessive and want to spend the whole evening with just one of us."
Sandra smiled. "Okay no regular boyfriends. What else?"
"Nobody gets to fuck anyone more than one time." It was Maddie.
Julie looked at everyone. "Maddie's right. It will be more fun if there's lots of variety."
"Okay, What else?" Sandra was now in lawyer mode.
"Nobody cums in our pussies bareback." April paused. "If a guy wants to, he can cum inside us, but he has to wear a condom."
Julie looked puzzled. "Why April? I like it when guys cum inside me."
April smiled. "I like it to Jules, but after 4 or 5 guys cum inside you it starts to get really messy." She winked at Julie. "Trust me I know."
Maddie looked at April. "Why don't we just have the cucks lick us clean after we're done fucking a guy?"
April shook her head. "That works great after one or two fucks, but after three or four, there's just too much cum in there. It gets too sloppy to be fun."
Sandra looked at the other girls. "I think that we have to defer to April on this one. She seems to have a little more experience in this area." She moved us on. "Okay, no one cums inside us unless they wear a condom. What else?"
"We want guys who are open to our lifestyle." Brenda hugged her husband. "I want Bobby to be there and be involved." She stopped and thought. "The guys can tease our cucks, but I don't want any guys that are going to be mean to them or try to exclude them from the party."
Julie nodded. "I agree, I want Stevie to have fun to."
Sandra looked at everyone. "I also agree, and I want to add another condition. No private fucking. Everything takes place in front of everyone. If a guy can't handle that we don't want him there."
Maddie smiled. "I love that. This is going to be a very wild party." She stopped. "Lets talk about the cucks. I think that they should be our slaves."
Brenda grinned. "Yes, they should be there to attend to our needs and the needs of our lovers."
Julie smiled. "They need uniforms."
Sandra looked at her. "What do you have in mind Jules?"
She thought for a moment. "First of all they should wear crotchless panties so that everyone can see their tiny weewees."
All the girls started laughing.
April said, "I like that Jules, but I think they should be locked up." She looked at Bobby and me. "You both have cages right?"
We both nodded yes.
Julie said, "April that is so hot. If we have them wear crotchless panties, everyone will see their chastity cages. All of our lovers will know that while they are getting all the pleasure they want from us, our cucks can't even jack off."
I shook my head when I heard this. Our women were getting better and better at tormenting us.
Brenda spoke up. "I know a tee shirt store that will make us three pink crop tops that say sissy wimp across the front."
The girls all agreed that this was wonderful idea.
Sandra stepped in and started organizing things. "Okay, Brenda you get the crop tops. Jules you stop at Sex Land and get the crotchless panties." She looked at everyone. "When do we hold the party."
April said, "A week from Saturday; in the afternoon."
Julie looked at her. "why then April?"
"Because Saturday afternoon is an easy time for guys to get away from their wives. They can tell them they're going to play golf or going to the lumber yard or something."
Sandra nodded. "Okay, a week from Saturday it is. We start at 1:00." She looked at everyone. "Who do we invite?'
Brenda smiled. "Your friend big dick Jason for one." She closed her eyes. "I want to suck that big cock of his so badly."
Jason was of course the guy with the 12 inch penis that Sandra first met at Baxter's last fall. He was now a regular weekly visitor at our house. He was an excellent choice. I liked Jason. He wasn't possessive. He was always very respectful to me and he loved fucking in front of people. I laughed to myself; If I had a 12 inch cock I might be an exhibitionist to."
Sandra nodded. "Brenda he's a great choice." She looked around. "Okay girls, who else."
It took about 20 minutes for the girls to agree on 10 guys. Most to them were Baxter's regulars. They finished by deciding who would call and invite each guy. There was some discussion that Bobby, Mark and I should be forced to call the guys. Maddie thought it would be delightfully humiliating for us. I was relieved when the idea was rejected. The girls decided that they would probably get a better response if they made the invitations personally.
The girls also agreed that the rules for the afternoon needed to be spelled out when the invitation was offered. If a guy had any objections, he would be replaced.
It was late. We cleaned up a couple of quick details. I was put in charge of refreshments. I was told to put together a full bar, but they also wanted lots of soft drinks. They didn't want anyone to lose sexual prowess because they had had too much to drink.
We finished by agreeing that everyone would be back at Baxter's next Thursday night. The final arrangements for the party would be made then.
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It was just after 5:00 on Monday afternoon. I was at home doing some house cleaning. Julie was already out for the evening. She had an early date. She'd left about a half hour ago.
The law school term was over, but Sandra was at the campus. She told me that she was going to be visiting with some friends. She wasn't sure when she'd be home. I was using the time to do some housework.
I was outside cleaning up around the pool. I wasn't paying much attention to what was happening in the house. I was sure that I was at home alone.
When I went into the house, I walked past the girl's playpen. The playpen was the second major bedroom in our house. This was Sandra and Julie's sex room. It was the room where they entertained their lovers. I wasn't permitted to enter the playpen without the girl's specific permission.
The playpen hadn't been cleaned in a week. I stood at the door. I knew that I didn't have permission to go into the room, but I decided that since no one else was at home it really wouldn't matter. Now that the girls were on vacation the room was getting quite a bit of use. I was sure that it needed a thorough cleaning. This seemed like a good time to do it.
I opened the door and walked in. The entrance to the room was a short hallway. The hallway led to a very large bedroom with a private bath.
When I entered the bedroom I stopped. Sandra was leaning on one wall. She was wearing some very sexy lingerie and a pair of knee high spike heeled boots.
Bob, Sandra's very dominant law school professor was with her. He was dressed in a business suit. Sandra was giggling. Bob was fondling her pussy and ass.
I tried to turn and leave, but Sandra had already heard me. It was too late.
She turned and glared at me. "What the fuck are you doing in here wimpboy?"
Sandra and Bob both stared at me.
Sandra put her hands on her hips. "I am waiting for an explanation."
I looked at floor. I was flustered. I just wanted to get out of there. Somehow I managed to stammer out an apology. "I'm sorry, I didn't know you were at home. I just came in here to clean the room."
Bob turned to Sandra. "Your maid is not very good about respecting of your privacy."
Sandra rubbed Bob's chest. "I am sorry baby, Stephie knows he's not allowed to enter this room without my permission."
Bob looked at me, "Stephie?" He laughed, "Nice name."
He turned back to Sandra, "It appears to me that Stephie is ignoring your rules. He is being insolent. This kind of behavior cannot be tolerated. Sandra, you need to punish him."
Sandra looked at me. "Wimpboy, Bob is right. You know the rules regarding this room. You willfully disobeyed them. You need to be punished."
I was getting very nervous. I didn't like Bob and I didn't like the way this situation was developing.
I started to beg. "Sandra please don't punish me. I didn't know you were at home. I never would have come in if I had known you were here. Please forgive me."
Of course I was inadvertently using the code that Sandra, Julie and I use in our domination games. When I beg them to stop doing something I am actually telling them that I am really enjoying it. It makes it very hot for all three of us if I'm begging them to stop tormenting me and they ruthlessly ignore me and continue.
I should have said dull. That was our safe word. Unfortunately I was flustered and not thinking very clearly.
Sandra misinterpreted what was happening. She heard me begging her to stop and assumed that I was getting off on this scene.
She stared into my eyes. "I think that it is too late for that sissyboy. You broke the rules. You entered my sanctuary without permission. You need to be punished."
I knew that I should be enjoying this. I understood that Sandra was trying to push our limits.
I remembered Sandra telling me that Bob was a wonderfully creative dominant. She thought that If I was willing to submit to him, he could give both of us the sexual experience of our lives.
As I looked at Sandra, I realized that she was taking this opportunity to try to create that experience.
I was torn. I didn't like Bob. I didn't want to be part of any sex game involving him. I know I should have stood up and walked out.
But...
Sandra was my dominant mistress. Her pleasure was all that mattered. That was my vow to her. I took it very seriously. If she wanted this scene, I would endure it.
I stood in front of Sandra and bowed my head. "Mistress, I beg you not to punish me in front of your lover."
Sandra immediately recognized that I was submitting to her will. She smiled. "I am very sorry Stephie, but when you so callously violated my rules you not only insulted me, you insulted Master Downings."
Bob smiled when he heard Sandra refer to him as Master.
Sandra turned to Bob. "Master I apologize for the insolent behavior of my maid. I need a moment to properly chastise him. Why don't you make yourself comfortable in the arm chair over there while I punish Stephie."
Bob walked over to the chair and sat down. When he was seated he put his feet up on the ottoman and said, "Sandra I expect to see a proper punishment."
Sandra smiled at him. "Master, I assure you that you will."
She turned back to me. "Stephie, do you see that hairbrush on the dressing table; fetch it for me."
I nervously ran to the dressing table and retrieved the hairbrush. When I handed it to Sandra, the expression on her face made it clear that she fully intended to hurt me. Suddenly I was very afraid.
"Stephie, take off your jeans and your tee shirt."
I was terrified. I wanted to leave, but I couldn't. I was Sandra's slave. I did as I was told. I will also admit that deep down inside, I was starting to get excited.
When I pulled my jeans down, Bob saw my panties and laughed.
Sandra looked at me. "Stephie, pull your panties down to your knees, but don't take them off. I want you to leave them on. A little sissy should always be wearing his panties when he's being spanked.
Bob started chuckling when I pulled my panties down. "I didn't realize that cocks came in petite sizes."
Sandra smiled at Bob. "It does look like a little toy, but you can see for yourself that it actually works just like a real cock."
I looked down. I had an erection. I suppose it was due to a combination of nervousness and excitement.
Sandra sat down on the edge of the bed and casually started tapping the palm of her hand with the back of the hairbrush. "Stephie come here and lay across my lap."
I nervously walked over to Sandra.
Knowing that Sandra's lover was watching as I was forced to lie across her lap with my panties around my knees was the most terrible humiliation of my life. My bare bottom was sticking up in the air. I felt like a five year old child.
Sandra held the hairbrush over my rear end. "Stephie, I wish that I didn't have to do this. Your insolence has forced me to punish you. It is essential that you learn to respect the privacy of your superiors.
I could tell by Sandra's voice that she was very excited. Suddenly she took a deep breath and said, "Stephie you must be spanked."
The first blow was a shock. Sandra hit me hard, very hard. The hairbrush hurt. I cried out in pain. The second blow was just as hard. I cried out again.
Sandra ignored my cries and kept spanking me with the hairbrush.
With each blow she gasped and said, "Stephie, you must learn to respect your superiors."
Bob was laughing as he watched Sandra spank me.
The punishment hurt. I tried hard to control myself, but I couldn't. I started to cry.
Bob laughed even harder. "I don't believe it, the pathetic little wimp is crying."
Sandra struck several more blows before she finally stopped. "Get up Stephie." She was short of breath. Sandra was obviously very aroused.
Tears were running down my cheeks when I got off of Sandra's lap. I was totally humiliated. My spirit was crushed. I could see my bottom in the mirror behind me. It was bright red.
"Get down on your knees."
I fell to my knees. I was very obedient. I did not want to have to endure the hairbrush again.
"Have you learned your lesson Stephie?"
I bowed. "Yes Mistress. I promise to never again enter this room without your expressed permission."
Sandra smiled. "Do you see how easy it is to be obedient? You make a much better slave when you remember your place. Do you think you can do a better job of respecting you superiors now?."
"Yes Mistress Monroe."
Sandra patted my head. "That's a good boy. Now Stephie I want you to crawl over and kneel in front of Master Downings."
Sandra smiled at my obedience as I crawled across the room
When I was kneeling in front of Bob, Sandra walked over and stood next to me. "I want you to apologize to my lover for your rude behavior today.
I swallowed hard and followed Sandra's instructions. "Master Downings, I am sorry for being disrespectful and interrupting you while you were enjoying yourself with my Mistress."
Bob smirked at me. "I accept your apology Stephie."
Sandra nodded in approval. "Very good Stephie, you may go now."
As I was getting up to leave Bob stopped me. "Sandra, I want him to stay. It will be good for him to see how a real man treats you and how you treat a real man."
Sandra turned to Bob. "Master please don't make me do this, not in front of Stevie."
As I listened to Sandra, I heard our code words. She was telling me that this was what she wanted.
Bob stood up. He grabbed Sandra's arm and pulled her to him. "Listen to me slut. I think You need to be a little more humble. Remember, all you are is a fuck toy."
Bob looked at me "Get over here wimp and get on your knees."
I obeyed Bob because I knew that was what Sandra wanted, but that was the only reason.
I knelt down in front of him. Bob grabbed me and pulled me over so that I was right under Sandra. "Look up at your goddess wimp." He pulled her panties aside and pushed a finger into her cunt. Sandra was sopping wet. "Look at her Stephie, look at how wet your mistress is. Stephie, your goddess is my slut. She'll do anything that I tell her to do."
Bob looked at Sandra. "All right fuck toy, it's time to please your master. Get on your knees." Sandra was the obedient one now. She dropped to her knees immediately." Bob smiled. "Very good, now open my trousers and pull down my pants."
I watched as Sandra quickly undid Bob's trousers and let them fall to the floor.
He looked down at Sandra. "That young man over there is the love of your life isn't he slut?"
"Yes master he is."
"Good, I want him to watch while you suck my cock."
Bob held up his erect penis. When Sandra leaned forward to kiss the engorged head, Bob stopped her. "Don't be rude, ask permission first. You wouldn't want to feel the sting of the hairbrush yourself would you?"
Sandra looked up at Bob. "Master may I please be allowed to give you pleasure by kissing and sucking your cock."
Bob smiled. "Now look at Stevie, look your true love in the eyes." Bob saw our eyes meet. "Very good, now lick my cock while he watches you."
Sandra stared into my eyes and licked the head of Bob's cock.
Bob laughed. "Very good, now ask to suck it; beg me for permission to suck my cock while the man you love watches you."
Sandra looked up at Bob. "Please sir."
He stopped her. "No, look at Stevie while you ask."
Sandra looked at me. "Please sir may I be allowed to suck your cock while Stevie watches me."
"Tell me why you want to suck my cock Sandra?'
"I love to suck your cock sir. I'm your cock sucking slut."
"Very good. Now look at Stevie, explain it to him."
Sandra stared at me. " Stevie, I love Bob's cock. I love sucking his cock. Sweetheart, I'm his cock sucking slut."
Bob grinned, "Very good! Sandra, you may give me a blow job now."
I watched as Sandra greedily licked and sucked Bob's cock."
Bob stared into my eyes while Sandra sucked his cock. After several minutes of enjoyment he grinned at me. "Stevie, your girlfriend is a very skilled cock sucker, but I think I'm in the mood for some fucking."
He turned to Sandra. "You're going to let me fuck you now aren't you?"
Sandra took Bob's cock out of her mouth. "Yes sir, if that would please you."
Bob stood up. "Very good, undress me slut."
I watched as Sandra obediently removed Bob's clothing. When she was done he took her by the hand and led her to the bed. He sat down on the edge and pulled her onto his lap. They were both facing me.
"Sandra, beg me for my cock; beg me for permission to fuck my cock."
Sandra turned and looked at Bob. "Please sir may I..."
"No!' Bob stopped her in mid sentence. "Look at Stevie when you say it."
Sandra turned to face me. She was very excited. Bob's erection was sticking up between her thighs. She was holding on to it. "Please sir may I be allowed to fuck your dick?"
Bob grinned, "Very good Sandra. Yes, you have my permission to pleasure yourself with my cock."
Sandra looked directly into my eyes as she took Bob's erect penis and guided it into her cunt.
Sandra was sitting on Bob's lap. Both of them were facing me. Both of them stared at me as Sandra rocked back and forth on Bob's huge penis. She closed her eyes and started panting. This whole scene had obviously gotten her extremely aroused.
Bob was very attuned to Sandra's condition. He grabbed her nipples and started rolling them between his fingers. "The man you love is watching me fuck you. Tell him that your body belongs to me. Tell him that you really are my sex toy."
Sandra stared at me. "Stevie, I love you, but my body belongs to Bob. I'm his sex toy. He can have me anytime he wants me. I'm his slut."
Sandra turned and kissed Bob on the lips while he fucked her.
Bob picked Sandra up and turned her around so that she was facing him. He looked into Sandra's eyes while she was fucking him. "You like being my sex toy don't you Sandy."
Sandra nodded. "Yes sir, I love being your sex toy."
"You're always going to be my sex toy aren't you Sandy?"
"Yes sir, my body will always belong to you."
"What if you marry Stevie?"
"Stevie can have my heart, but my body will be yours whenever you ask for it."
Bob looked at me and laughed. "Did you hear that Stevie? You get Sandy's love, but I get her pussy."
Bob looked back at Sandra. "Tell your wimp boyfriend over there why you're going to keep fucking me even if you get married."
Sandra turned so she could look down at me. She was completely wrapped up in the game. Her face carried the same expression she often had during the most intense moments of our domination sessions. Sandra's sadistic streak was now controlling her.
She sneered at me. "Bob is a much better lover than you are pussyboy. He's a man and you're just a little crybaby wimp."
Those last words stung me very hard.
Sandra kept toying with me. She started talking in her sweetest voice. "Come over here baby. I don't want my little Stephie to feel left out while my big stud fucks me. You can play to." Sandra laughed. "Come closer and lick my asshole while I fuck Bob. Show him what a little pussyboy does when he makes love to his girlfriend. Show him that you're willing to defer to him as a superior man. Show him that you know your place.
I crawled over to Sandra. My masochism was now controlling me. I wanted to do this. I wanted to show Sandra that I would submit to her while she fucked her dominant lover. I pressed my lips against her asshole. She moaned as she felt me push my tongue into her. The three of us got into a rhythm. I licked and kissed Sandra's asshole while she rocked back and forth on her lover's cock.
Sandra was very aroused. It didn't long before she had an orgasm.
Bob ignored Sandra's cries of pleasure. His eyes were closed. He was thrusting his cock in and out of her cunt with savage intensity. Suddenly he made one long powerful thrust and stopped. Bob's cock was deep inside Sandra when he started to pump his semen into the back of her womb.
I started to pull my face away from Sandra's ass, but Bob stopped me. "Stay right there wimpboy. You can watch from a ring side seat while I cum inside the woman you love." He laughed. "If you two end up getting married, I think I'll get Sandy pregnant for you as a wedding gift."
Bob finished ejaculating and rolled Sandra off of his lap. He laid her on her back on the edge of the bed. Her legs were spread. Bob's cum dripped from the stretched lips of her ravaged pussy.
He reached down, grabbed my hair and pulled my face into Sandra's sloppy semen filled cunt. "Lick up my cum sissyboy; get used to its taste. You're going to be eating it for the rest of your life."
I obediently licked Bob's semen out of Sandra's pussy. When I was done, Bob pushed my face away from her crotch.
He turned to Sandra. "Were finished with him, send him away. I want to fuck you one more time in private."
Sandra looked at me. "You heard the man bitchboy, leave." She turned back to her lover and kissed his cheek. She was ignoring me now. She picked up Bob's flaccid penis. "Let's see if I can put some life back into this monster."
Sandra was about to start sucking Bob's cock when she realized that I was still standing there. She glared at me. "I thought I told you to get the hell out of here wimp. Now fuck off, my lover and I have things to do."
As I walked out of the room, Sandra jeered at me. "Don't forget to shut the door behind you pussyboy."
When I closed the door, Sandra and Bob were both laughing.
I crept down the stairs to the basement. I was very confused about what had just happened in the playpen. I knew that I was supposed to feel excited and aroused, but that wasn't how I felt. I was hurt. My spirit was crushed.
As I walked across the basement recreation room I realized that I'd cried in front of Sandra and Bob. I was overwhelmed with embarrassment. I didn't know how I'd ever be able to face Sandra again.
I got angry. I wanted to be alone. For the first time since I'd met her, I wanted to be away from Sandra.
Building and repairing golf clubs was a hobby of mine. I had a small shop in the far back corner of the basement. It was my sanctuary. I sometimes went there when I wanted to be alone.
I took refuge in there. I picked up the pieces for a sand wedge that I was working on and started to fit them together.
I'd been working for about a 1/2 hour when I heard a noise behind me.
"Stevie?"
It was Sandra.
I turned and looked at her. She was still wearing her lingerie and tall black spike heeled boots. I stared at her. She was gorgeous, but at that moment I didn't care. I was angry.
I set the sand wedge on my workbench and glared at Sandra. "This is my sanctuary. What are you doing in here?" I paused. "I guess I'm more polite than you are. I didn't just say, What the fuck are you doing in here."
"Stevie please, I'm sorry."
"Let me see, what were your final words to me upstairs? Oh yes, I remember. You said something like, I thought I told you to get the hell out of here. Now fuck off." I stopped and smiled. "Oh no, I'm wrong. Those weren't your final words. Your final words were, close the door behind you."
I went back to my work. After a second I turned around again. "Are you still here?"
"Stevie, please can't we talk to you about this."



"I am not sure that we can Sandra. I feel really bad right now."
Sandra stared at me. After a moment she bowed her head. "Master Stevie please do what you have to do to me. Yell at me, spank me if you want to; but please do not send me away."
"Why shouldn't I? You did."
"Stevie I'm sorry, I got carried away. This is something I've always worried about."
I ignored Sandra.
Please may I have permission to enter your space? I want to talk to you. Stevie, I want to hold you." She started crying.
I turned and looked at her. I couldn't stay mad at Sandra. I loved her too much. I got up and took her hand. "Okay, but let's go upstairs."
When we got to the top of the stairs Sandra said, "Stevie please come into the playpen with me."
I looked at Sandra. "I would really prefer not to go in there right now."
"Please Stevie! I beg you, come into the playpen with me."
"Okay Sandra."
We went into the playpen. The bed was still a mess where Sandra and Bob had been fucking.
Sandra led me to the arm chair. "Baby will you please sit down."
As I sat down Sandra said, "Stevie I am sorry. I know I got carried away. This is what I have always been afraid of." She paused, "Baby I will do anything to make it up to you."
She got down on her knees. "Stevie, you can become my most dominant lover. I will totally submit to you. I'll suck your cock. You can fuck my cunt. You can fuck my ass. I'll lick your asshole. You can spank me. You can take me to a dirty book store and make me be your whore." She paused. "I'll even promise to stop seeing other men." Sandra stared at me. "Stevie, I'm desperate. I'll do anything to make this up to you. Honey I do not want to lose you."
I smiled, reached out and took her hand. "How about if you just sit on my lap."
She looked at me. "I'd really like that."
As Sandra sat on my lap she said, "Stevie, I don't really know what to say. I was trying to play our game. I know that you want me to push the limits. I guess that I just pushed them to far. I'm so sorry I was mean to you. I was trying to create a hot scene for both of us and I got carried away."
I kissed Sandra on the cheek. "I'm not really mad at you. I'm mad at myself."
"What do you mean?"
"I cried."
"Oh baby, I'm so sorry that I did that to you. I thought that you'd like it if I was rough."
"I did like it at first, but I broke down and cried in front of you and Bob."
"So what sweetheart? Who gives a shit what Bob thinks. He's a rude man with a big dick. He's a good fuck and he knows how to dominate me in a way that really turns my screws. But honey, you are so much more important to me. I love you. All you have to do is say the word and I'll never see Bob again."
I looked at Sandra. "I don't care that I cried in front of Bob. I' m mad at myself because I cried in front of you." I stared at the floor. "How can you ever have any respect for me. I cried like a baby in front of you."
Sandra shook her head. "You foolish, foolish man; both Julie and I think that you're the strongest, toughest man in the entire world. Baby you are a hundred times the man that Bob is. You've taken two women who were lost and made us believe in ourselves. Stevie we knew how to fuck, you taught us to love.
Sandra kissed my cheek. "Stevie, don't tell her that I told you this, but I think that Julie has a boyfriend. Honey, this is the first real boyfriend that she's ever had in her entire life. You did that for her. You taught her how to love and how to be loved. Sweetheart, you are a magnificent man."
She put her arm around my neck. "Baby, I love you so much. I repeat, I'll do anything to make this up to you. Just tell me what you want me to do. Sweetheart, I'm your slave."
I laughed. "I kind of like the one where I take you to a dirty bookstore and make you into my whore."
Sandra punched me on the arm. "You shit, I'm trying to be serious."
"Baby, I want things to stay just like they are. You don't have to do anything to make this up to me. I know that you were just trying to create a hot scene. I am not sure why I got so upset"
I paused to think. "Sometimes being human is very difficult. Bob is really intense. The scene kind of took me by surprise. It was the most intense domination session that we've ever had. It might have been easier for me if I knew it was coming."
Sandra hugged me. "I am sorry that I told you to fuck off at the end. I was trying to be a ruthless dominatrix."
I smiled at her. "I know, it was really hot at the end." I shook my head. "Sandra the whole thing was pretty hot. I think that it just took me by surprise."
I sighed. "Baby last fall we agreed that we were trying to build a difficult relationship. That hasn't changed."
I took Sandra's hand. "Honey, I don't want anything to change. I want you to be my dominant mistress. I want to be your submissive cuckold. I want to spend lots of time licking your asshole and I never want you to lick my asshole."
Sandra hugged me. "Stevie could we go to our bedroom and make love. You can lick my pussy and ass and I'll suck your cock. When were done, I would love it if you would just hold me for awhile."
I nodded. "I would like that very much Sandra. I lifted her off of my lap and stood up. I took her hand and led her to our bedroom.
We made love in our usual way for over an hour. When we were done I held Sandra in my arms.
Eventually we got hungry. We got up. I grilled a small swordfish steak and made some rice to go with it. We opened a bottle of pinot grigio and sat on the patio and ate a quiet dinner.
About 10:00 the telephone rang.
It was Julie. "Stevie, I am on a date. Listen baby, I am going to stay with my guy overnight tonight. I'll see you in the morning. Is that okay?"
I grinned. "That's just fine Julie. Thanks for calling, now I don't have to worry about you. Have a wonderful night. I'll see you tomorrow."
"Stevie, I love you."
"Julie I love you to. Good night, have fun with your guy."
I hung up the telephone.
Sandra was smiling at me. We didn't have to say anything. We were both happy for Julie.
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Julie got home about 10:00 Tuesday morning. I was at work. Tuesdays and Thursdays are the mornings that I have my meetings with the partners. The Dallas Tech company was about to go public. We spent most of the morning planning our strategy. This wasn't going to be anywhere near as profitable as Bentine Pharmaceutical, but there was still money to be made.
Julie and Sandra were both out by the pool when I got home. Julie was lying naked in the sun and Sandra was in a lounge chair reading an erotic magazine. I smiled to myself; Sandra just couldn't get enough sex.
I took my clothes off and joined Julie by the pool. We talked, lay in the sun and occasionally jumped into the water. Julie didn't volunteer any information about her mysterious new boyfriend and I didn't ask. I was confident that when she was ready, she would tell me about him.
Sandra finished her magazine, took off her clothes and joined us. Lying next to a swimming pool with two beautiful naked women is a wonderful way to spend an afternoon.
At 6:00 I started the grill and cooked three small tenderloin steaks. I made some angel hair pasta and steamed broccoli as side dishes and served the girls dinner on the patio. All three of us were still naked. It was a warm evening. We didn't need clothes. We sat by the pool drinking wine until it got dark.
We finished the evening by going into the bedroom and making love in our usual way.
It was a wonderful day.
Julie had another mystery date on Wednesday night. I had to go into work on Thursday morning and didn't get a chance to see her until the three of us were getting ready to go to Baxter's on Thursday evening.
Sandra also had a date on Wednesday evening but she was home by 10:30. She said the guy was fun but he could only get it up twice. That kind of performance won't ever earn a second date from my baby.
The evening at Baxter's was filled with discussion about the party. The trips to the parking lot took place quickly. The girls were more interested in talking about the plans for Saturday than in getting laid.
The guest list was complete. The men were all invited.
Brenda and Julie were finished with their shopping. They had everything for our cuckold slave outfits. Maddie and Brenda decided to add an extra little touch to the uniforms. The three of us were going to be wearing dog collars. They hinted that the collars were part of a special surprise for us on Saturday.
The rules for the party were reviewed. The girls had everything very well organized. All five of them were hoping to be able to sample the sexual prowess of all ten studs.
The party was scheduled to begin at 1:00. The girls wanted to get together earlier. They all thought it would be fun to spend the morning relaxing around the pool. Sandra and Julie invited everyone to come over at 9:00. I was instructed to provide breakfast and lunch for the whole group.
The girls made it clear that Bobbi, Mark and I would not be relaxing around the pool. We were there to serve as slaves.
Our master bedroom was designated as the dressing room for Julie and Sandra. The playpen was reserved as the dressing room for Maddie, April and Brenda. The men would not be allowed to enter either of these rooms. Mark was assigned to attend to the needs of Sandra and Julie in the master bedroom. Bobbi was assigned to attend to Brenda, Maddie and April in the playpen.
I was responsible for making sure that there was a constant flow of food and beverages throughout the house. The girls wanted their studs to be well cared for and pampered. It was expected that Mark, Bobbi and I would assist each other with our different tasks as the need presented itself.
The designated sex areas were the pool and patio, the living room, the dining room, the basement game room and the kitchen. Everyone was going to get a good opportunity to see all the girls in action. The party was going to be a voyeur's delight.
It was also decided that erotic movies should be playing on the 60 inch plasma television set in the living room. The men were going to be given lots of sexual stimulation.
It was almost midnight when the girls decided that the plans were complete. When we left Baxter's to go home, all of us were very excited.
Sandra and Julie both stayed home Friday night. We had a nice dinner, spent a little time making love and went to sleep early. All three of us wanted to be well rested for the party.
Saturday morning my clock radio went off at 5:00 am. I quickly turned it off. Both Julie and Sandra were still sleeping. I didn't want to disturb the sleep of either of them.
As I got out of bed I looked at my two sleeping beauties and smiled. I was the luckiest man in the world. Two gorgeous women were in love with me.
I let the girls sleep while I ran around the house making sure everything was ready. I spent about a half hour tidying up the playpen. I had Sandra and Julie's permission to spend as much time in there as I needed. I made sure that the bathroom was clean and well stocked with lotions, soap, body powder and clean towels. When I was done with the bathroom, I checked the dressing table. I wanted to be sure there was a nice selection of perfumes and colognes.
When I was finished in the playpen, I quickly vacuumed the living room and dining room, mopped the kitchen floor and cleaned the patio and pool area.
At 7:00 I went in and started working on the snack trays for the party.
At 8:00 I went into the bedroom and kissed each of my girls on the forehead. Both of them stretched and smiled at me as they slowly opened their eyes.
Sandra sat up, grabbed me and pulled me down to the bed next to her. She kissed me and gently pushed my face to her crotch. "Baby, lick me for a minute. I'm so excited. I want you to get me off before I get out of bed."
As I went down on Sandra, Julie started to finger her cunt. "Stevie, come do me as soon as you're done with Sandra. I love feeling your tongue in the morning."
I worked fast. We didn't have much time. I was becoming as skilled at eating pussy as my girls were at sucking cocks. As soon as I got Sandra off I sent her to the shower and turned my attention to Julie.
Living with two beautiful women was a constant adventure.
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The doorbell rang just after 9:00. It was Brenda, Maddie and Bobby. April and Mark arrived a few minutes later.
Everyone was hungry. At 9:30 Mark, Bobbi and I served breakfast to the girls. They sat on the patio and enjoyed a meal of eggs benedict, orange juice and coffee.
As soon as the girls were done with breakfast they called the three of us over.
When the three of us were standing next to the table, Brenda took a sip of coffee and set her cup down. "Cucks we have made a decision. The three of you are going to be our shared slaves for the entire day. All five of us are to be addressed as Mistress by all three of you.
She looked at her husband. "Bobby for the rest of today you not only belong to Maddie and me, you also belong to Sandra, Julie and April. Maddie and I have given them full permission to use you in any way they might choose.
Julie looked at me. "Stevie, Sandra and I made the same arrangement with Brenda, Maddie and April. For the rest of today we're sharing you with them." She giggled. "I'm really hoping you get a chance to play with Bren's big tits today."
Brenda laughed. "Jules I'll make sure he has an excellent opportunity." She winked at me. "Stevie, I do intend to make you pay for the privilege."
I bowed my head. "Mistress Brenda, I am yours to command."
Maddie leered at me. "Remember slave boy, I'm also part of this bargain."
I politely nodded to Maddie. "Mistress Madeline, I am also yours to command."
Ever since our conversation at Baxter's last fall, Maddie and I have been very good friends. Maddie was very dominant, but she also had a kind heart and I trusted her completely. I knew she would never hurt me.
Maddie grinned at me. "I'm looking forward to playing with you later this morning."
I smiled at her. "Mistress Madeline I look forward to trying to please you."
April grabbed her husband's hand. "Markie honey, you're also involved in this." April looked at all of us. "I'm the only woman Mark has ever been with. This is going to be a very big day for him."
Sandra turned to April. "Is that really true?"
April nodded. Mark was blushing.
Sandra smiled. "April if Mark is very well behaved today, could I reward him when the party is over?"
April shrugged. "Of course, what do you want to do?"
Sandra leered at Mark. "Give him a blow job."
April laughed, "I think my baby will work very hard today if he knows that's going to be his reward."
I glanced at Mark, his face was beet red.
Julie waved both of her hands. "Hey I get to be part of this."
Sandra grinned, "Jules, why don't we give him a Stevie special."
April looked at Julie and Sandra, "What's a Stevie special?"
Julie laughed. "It's Stevies favorite. One of us sits on his face while the other one sucks his cock."
Brenda shook her head. "You guys should write a book." She turned to Maddie. "I think our baby needs a Bobby special."
Maddie nodded in agreement and turned to Julie. "Can we practice on Stevie after the party?"
Julie winked at me. "Yes, but he has to be very obedient today to earn that reward."
April looked around the table. "I want to be part of this to. I get to give Bobby a Stevie special, but I need a partner."
Brenda turned to her husband. "Who do you want as April's partner?"
Everyone stared at him.
Bobby shook his head. "There's no way I'm going to answer that question."
Sandra giggled. "Bren, this is why your baby is our accountant. He's one smart cookie."
Everyone started laughing.
Brenda grabbed her husband and kissed his cheek. "That's one of the ten million reasons that Maddie and I love him so much."
Sandra smiled at April, "Let's take poor Bobby off the hook. As soon as Julie and I are done with Mark; I'll team up with you on Bobby."
Brenda took a sip of coffee. "Maddie and I are going to want to watch when our little slave boy gets his reward."
Julie put her arm around my waist and hugged me. "I believe one of the rules for today is no private sex. We're all going to watch when our boys get their rewards."
Sandra adopted a very businesslike manner. "Girls please remember that the cucks do have quite a bit of work to get done before the party. We have to use our power judiciously. We can enjoy their tongues, but we also have to give them a chance to complete their assigned tasks."
After breakfast, the girls moved to different parts of the house. Maddie took a nap in the playpen. Sandra, Julie and April laid next to the pool. Brenda sat in the living room and read a book.
Mark, Bobby and I had a nice breakfast at the kitchen table. When we were done, we cleaned up the dishes. As soon as that chore was completed, we turned our attention to finishing the preparations for the party.
I asked Mark and Bobbi to start setting up the bar on the patio. I showed them where the liquor and beer was stored. I also pointed out the commercial ice cube maker that we had in the back basement. Finally, I told them where they could find several large coolers for ice, soft drinks and beer.
Brenda, Maddie and April brought several changes of clothing. Most of it was sexy lingerie, but they also brought several dresses and skirts. I carried all of their clothing into the playpen and carefully put it away so that everything would be nice and neat when the women wanted it.
Maddie was napping on the bed. I tried to be very quiet, but she woke up while I was working.
She opened her eyes and smiled when she saw me. "Hi Stevie, what good timing." Maddie kicked off her blankets. She was naked.
For a moment I just stared at her. She had a beautiful body.
Maddie wiggled her finger at me. "Come here slave boy. It's time for me to sample that energetic tongue that Sandra and Julie are always talking about."
I got on my knees between Maddie's legs. She closed her eyes and sighed as I gently kissed the lips of her pussy.
Maddie is a very sensual woman. It didn't take me long to bring her to an orgasm.
When she was done with her climax she reached down and gently pulled me up so I was lying next to her.
She snuggled up to me. "Thank you Stevie. That was a wonderful way to wake up from a nap."
I softly kissed her forehead. "The pleasure was mine."
Maddie laughed. "Not all of it sweetheart. I guarantee you that I had plenty of pleasure myself."
We lay together for a few moments. Maddie and I were becoming very good friends.
Finally I excused myself and got up. I had chores to do. As I left the room I smiled, our groups most ruthless dominatrix had a very tender side.
I walked out to the patio to see how Mark and Bobby were doing with the bar.
April, Julie and Sandra were lying by the pool. All three of them were naked. This didn't surprise me. Julie and Sandra were like little kids; they loved running around without any clothes.
April was sitting with her feet dangling in the pool. Her legs were spread. She was brazenly flashing her shaved cunt.
I looked at her for a moment. She saw me looking at her and smiled. April was as big an exhibitionist as Sandra and Julie.
April was a slender, small breasted woman. Her body was very similar to Sandra's. In fact, she reminded me of Sandra. This gorgeous woman was a high school English teacher. I laughed to myself. There had to be a large group of frustrated high school boys with crushes on this beautiful sex goddess.
I looked over at Sandra. She was lying in a lounge chair. Mark was on his knees next to her. Mark's face was buried between Sandra's legs. When Sandra realized I was standing there, she winked at me.
I smiled back at her. This morning when I heard the new rule that gave all our mistresses the right to enjoy each of us sexually, I knew right away that Sandra would be taking full advantage of the situation. My baby loved variety.
I looked over at Julie. She was lying in another lounge chair. Bobby was on his knees kissing her feet. This was a pleasure that Julie was demanding with increasing frequency. It was fine with me. As far as I was concerned, any slave that didn't enjoy a little foot worship should hang up his collar and leash.
As I watched Julie, I became even more convinced that she wasn't her usual self. Normally she would be excited and very outgoing in a situation like this one. This morning she seemed reserved and introspective. I was certain there was something going on with her.
I walked back into the living room. Brenda was sitting on the couch in her panties and bra. She was reading a romance novel.
When I walked by her, she looked up. "Hey Stevie, aren't you going to even stop and say hello."
"I'm sorry Brenda. I wasn't paying attention. I didn't mean to ignore you, I'm a little preoccupied with party preparations right now."
Brenda set her book down. "Well sweetie, why don't you stop and take a little break."
Brenda unhooked her brassiere and slipped it off. She grabbed her nipples, slowly rolled them between her finger tips and grinned at me. "I could use just a little attention right now." She patted a spot on the couch next to her. "Baby why don't you come over here and suck on my breasts for a little while."
I always thought that Brenda was an incredibly sexy woman. Her breasts were absolutely fantastic. The rest of her was pretty hot to.
As soon as I sat down, Brenda grabbed my head and pulled my face into her breasts. This was the first time in my life that I had ever touched tits that were that large.
Brenda picked up a breast and pushed her nipple into my mouth. "Suck on me Stevie. Julie and Sandra told me that this would be your first experience with a large busted woman. They wanted me to make sure that you had a good opportunity to enjoy yourself."
I closed my eyes and suckled on Brenda's nipple like a baby. After a few minutes I stopped and looked up at Brenda. "Thank you, that was wonderful. Can I return the favor?"
Brenda giggled. "I'd like that very much."
I got on my knees, pulled Brenda's panties off and spent the next several minutes eating her pussy. I have to say that I loved every second of it.
Brenda came quickly. She is a very passionate woman. When we were done, she kissed me and said. "I would love it if you cleaned me up today when I am done with my lovers."
I smiled at her. "Brenda, I would be honored."
As I got up to go to the kitchen I happened to look out at the patio. Bobby was on his knees licking Julie's pussy. I smiled to myself; my sweet Julie was getting into the spirit of the day.
The party was scheduled to begin at 1:00. At 12:30 Sandra gathered everyone in the master bedroom. I noticed that all five of the girls were naked.
Sandra stood up in front of us. "Everyone remember that this afternoon is supposed to be fun for all eight of us. Cucks we intend to subject you to unmerciful humiliation during this party. We are doing this because we believe that you want us to do it. We are doing it to make you happy. We are doing it because we love you."
She stared at all three of us. "Mark, Bobby and Stevie please do not forget that."
Sandra smiled at us. It was a very warm smile. "Brenda, Maddie, April, Julie and I have talked about this a lot lately. All of us are madly in love with all three of you. We think you are the most wonderful men in the world. Sweethearts please do not get confused by what you see or hear today. We love you a hundred times more than any of the men who will be fucking us this afternoon. Is that clear?"
All three of us nodded.
The five women walked over to us. One by one they kissed each of us on the lips. After they kissed us they each said exactly the same thing, "I love you. I love you more than any man I will meet this afternoon. When the day is over they will go home and I will stay with you. Please never forget this. No matter what I say or do, I will always come home to you. I will always love you."
The girls obviously spent some time working on this. They must have written the little speech together. We appreciated it. It meant a lot to the three of us.
Sandra smiled. "Okay now that all of us understand this, lets start the games. Cucks, today we intend to subject you to humiliation and degradation that we hope is beyond anything you can possibly imagine. Sweethearts, it's our hope that this afternoon we will create memories that all eight of us can to masturbate to for the rest of our lives."
She turned to the other girls. "Maddie, April and Julie Its time."
April walked up to me. Maddie went to Mark and Julie went to Bobby.
Brenda took over for Sandra. "Cucks take off your clothing, it's time for you put on your slave uniforms."
Brenda continued her explanation while we undressed. "Cucks the woman who is with you is your designated Mistress for the afternoon. None of you have a Mistress that you are normally attached to. We thought that you might enjoy experiencing the same variety that we'll be experiencing when we start to play with our guests."
When we were naked Brenda nodded to Maddie, April and Julie. "Mistresses, it's time to put on their cages."
April walked over to the dressing table and picked up a bottle of lotion. She was very gentle as she rubbed the soothing balm onto my penis and testicles. When she was done, she got my chastity cage from the top of Sandra's dresser and carefully slipped it onto my cock and balls. On both sides of me, I noticed that Julie and Maddie were doing the same thing to Bobby and Mark.
When our cages were in place, Brenda smiled. "Alright girls, lock them."
April slipped the padlock for my cage through the clasp and locked it shut. When she was done she handed the key to Sandra. As soon as Sandra had all three keys, she placed them in her jewelry box and locked it. She took the key for the jewelry box and left the room.
This was more ritual than necessity. There was no possibility that Mark, Bobby or I would ever dream of stealing that key. By hiding the key, the girls were sending us a message. We were now completely under their control. They held the key to our manhood and they would free us when they were good and ready.
When Sandra was gone Brenda smiled at us. "Very good, now its time for you to get dressed."
Julie went to her dresser and took out three sets of clothing. Each set was a different color. One set was pink. One set was pale yellow and one set was pale green. She handed the pale green set to Maddie. She gave the pale yellow set to April and kept the pink set.
Brenda stared at us. "Cucks put your uniforms on."
April handed me my clothing.
My "uniform" was a pair of very frilly lace crotch less panties and a cropped tee shirt.
I put on the panties. They fit very nicely and left my cock cage in full view. This afternoon ten men were going to see us in lace panties with our penises locked in chastity cages. I suddenly realized just how humiliating this party was going to be. I picked up the tee shirt and put it on. It was very tight and very short. It just barely covered my chest. The name, Speedy was spelled out in script lettering across the front.
I looked at Mark and Bobby. Their uniforms were identical, except they were different colors and Bobby's tee shirt said Quicky and Mark's tee shirt said Tiny.
When we were dressed Brenda walked over to Julie's dresser and removed a horsewhip from the top drawer. She turned to us. "Cucks you may notice that your name for the afternoon is printed on the front of your tee shirt. Our guests will be instructed to call you by those names. We expect you to respond to them."
She tapped the tip of the whip against the palm of her hand. "You will be publicly disciplined by your designated Mistress if you fail to respond to your name." She set the whip on the bed and looked at each of us. "I sincerely hope that won't be necessary."
Brenda walked over to Julie's dresser and picked up a large bag. She took three black leather dog collars out of the bag. Each of them had a silver tag attached to the ring on the collar.
Brenda looked at the tags. She handed the first collar to Julie. "Julie this is for Quicky." She handed the second collar to Maddie. "This is Tiny's." She handed the last collar to April and said, "This is for Speedy."
Our three Mistresses showed each of us the tags attached to our collars. They were engraved. Mine read, "Speedy I am the property of Sandra and Julie". The inscription made me smile.
Brenda looked at us. When she was certain that each of us had an opportunity to read our tags she said, "Mistresses will you please place the collars on your cucks."
April put my dog collar around my neck. As she fastened it she asked, "Speedy is this too tight?"
I smiled. "No Mistress April it fits very nicely. Thank you for asking."
April nodded. "Very good."
As April said this, the doorbell rang.
We all looked at the clock. It was 3 minutes to 1:00.
Brenda smiled and said, "I believe that the first of our guests has just arrived. I am going to leave you now. Mistress Sandra and I are in charge of welcoming the men. Cucks you are to stay here with your Mistresses. Please entertain them while you wait. You will be introduced when all of our guests have arrived."
Brenda walked out of the bedroom. She was still naked. I suddenly realized that Brenda and Sandra intended to be completely nude when they welcomed their guests to our house. This was an incredibly erotic idea. If my tiny little cocklet hadn't been locked up, I would have had a very nice little erection.
April grabbed me by my collar, yanked me around and pulled my face next to hers. "Alright Speedy, you belong to me this afternoon."
April was being incredibly, almost viciously dominant. I'd never seen this side of her before.
She whispered into my ear. "Both Sandra and Julie claim that you have a very energetic little tongue. Since we have some time to kill, I think this is a good moment for you to demonstrate your skill."
April pulled me over to the bed, laid down on her stomach and looked back at me. "Speedy, get down here and lick my asshole."
I looked around. Maddie was leaning on Julie's makeup table. Mark was on his knees. His face was buried in her ass. Julie and Bobby were on the other side of our king size bed. Bobby was on his back. Julie was comfortably seated on his face.
I got on my knees behind April. She sighed as I spread her cheeks and pressed my lips against her anus.
While Mark, Bobby and I were pleasuring our Mistresses, the doorbell began to ring repeatedly. The men were arriving.
The living room was soon filled with the sounds of conversation and laughter. A real party atmosphere was developing on the other side of the bedroom door.
Our Mistresses stood up. Maddie looked at all of us. "Play time is over, in just a minute It's going to be show time."
All of us were excited. Nervous energy permeated the air.
Maddie went to the bag where Brenda found our dog collars and pulled out three black leather leashes. She handed a leash to both April and Julie and kept one for herself. Our assigned Mistresses quickly attached the leashes to the D rings on our dog collars.
Sandra came into the bedroom. She was still naked. I looked at her. I knew my girl well. I could tell that she was very aroused. Her beautiful body seemed to have a radiant glow around it.
I was suddenly very envious of the men who were going to get to fuck her this afternoon.



Sandra looked at us. "All of our guests have arrived. It's time for the introductions.
Sandra was smiling. "I am going to go back into the living room and formally welcome the men. When Maddie hears her cue, she is going to lead Tiny into the living room. Julie and Quicky will follow Maddie. April and Speedy will come in last. Does everyone understand?"
Mark, Bobby and I all politely bowed and said, "Yes Mistress."
Sandra walked to the bedroom door. She was about to open it when she stopped and turned. "Boys, let's have a good time. We hope that we've created the submissive fantasy of a lifetime for you. Remember we love you and respect you. Were doing this for fun, so relax and enjoy yourselves."
Sandra opened the bedroom door and left the room.
Maddie turned to us. "Remember the instructions. Tiny and I will go first. Julie will follow with Quicky. April you'll lead Speedy in last. When we get into the living room we'll stop. When we stop, we want the three of you to kneel on the floor next to us."
Maddie grinned at us. "Cuckboys you are about to be subjected to a session of merciless public humiliation. We hope that we've created a wonderful masochistic fantasy for you. We want you to enjoy it." She paused. "Boys, we intentionally invited men who understand our lifestyle. They know what is going to happen. They fully understand that this is just part of a game we play."
She gave all of us a very warm smile. "Remember what Sandra just told you; relax, let yourselves go and have fun."
Maddie stopped and listened. "Okay. there's our cue. It's show time. She gave Mark a tug on his leash and led him into the living room. Julie waited for Maddie to take three steps, tugged on Bobby's leash and followed her through the door. April looked at me and smiled. I smiled back. She whispered, "Stevie lets have some fun." She gave my leash a firm tug and led me into the living room.
The party was beginning.
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I looked around while April was leading me into the living room. Ten men were comfortably seated in arm chairs. This morning Mark, Bobby and I brought in extra chairs so that each of our guests would have a comfortable place to sit.
The studs were tall and physically fit. They were all handsome men in their late twenties to mid forties.
I recognized every one of them.
Big dick Jason was sitting next to his friend Mel. Jason and Mel were both frequent guests in our house. The girls told me that Mel was hung every bit as well as Jason.
Barry, our realtor was seated near the back of the room. I didn't know that he was going to be one of the guests, but when I thought about it he certainly met all of the criteria.
There were six men that I knew from Baxter's. Dave, Rick, Al, James, Michael and Tony were all regulars at the nightclub. Both Sandra and Julie had both been to the parking lot with all of them. They were always nice and polite to Mark, Bobby and me. They would be pleasant guests.
I'd never met the tenth man. He was a young African American. His name was Jamal. I'd heard that he was going to be one of the guests. He was an old friend of April's. The girls told me that he was an excellent college basketball player. He was now in the first year of his surgery residence at the University Hospital. When the girls talked about him last Thursday night, they weren't sure if he'd be able to get the afternoon off. He had a soft drink in his hand. I thought it was very likely that he was on call. I also gathered from the girls that in college, he was a notorious stud.
April led me to a spot where we were standing in a line even with Maddie and Julie. We stopped about four feet to the right of Julie and Bobby. April turned and faced the men. I got down on my knees next to her.
I took a quick look out of the corner of my eye. Bobby was kneeling next to Julie and Mark was kneeling next to Maddie.
Sandra was addressing the men. "Gentleman, I would like to introduce our husbands to you. We refer to them as our cucks. Cuck is our slang word for cuckold. For those of you who are unfamiliar with that term, it is a middle English word describing a man whose wife is unfaithful to him."
Sandra laughed. "That is certainly going to be an accurate description of our husbands this afternoon."
The men started to laugh.
Sandra walked over to me and patted my chastity cage. "You might notice that our cucks are wearing Plastic shields over their cocks and balls this afternoon." Sandra giggled. "Yes they actually do have penises and testicles. They're cute little miniature versions of the real thing. The only problem is that their toys are actually working miniatures. Because we don't want our slaves running around with erections all afternoon, we have to keep them controlled. We don't want to castrate them; that would be cruel, so we lock them up instead.
Sandra flicked her index finger against the side of my cage. "These plastic shields are called chastity cages and they keep the cucks from getting uncontrolled erections. These chastity cages allow our cucks to function as eunuchs while we're entertaining men like you."
I looked around the room. Several men were snickering. Others were shaking their heads.
Sandra continued. "This afternoon our cucks are not going to be allowed any sexual pleasure at all. Their chastity cages even prevent them from masturbating. If they happen to walk by while one of us is sucking your cock, take a moment to think about how much pleasure you're receiving and how little pleasure they're getting. This afternoon they are surrendering their marital rights as our husbands or boyfriends to you."
Sandra patted my head. "Our cucks are our slaves and our pets. We like them very much so we ask you to please be kind and gentle to them. Treat them like you would treat the family dog. Praise them and pat them if they're good. If they're rude or disobedient please do not try to discipline them yourselves. Tell one of us and we will see that the offending cuck is properly punished."
I heard the crack of a whip. Everyone turned. Brenda was holding the horsewhip. She had just hit a book sitting on one of the end tables.
Sandra smiled. "The cucks are here to see to your every need. You will not have to lift a finger this afternoon. If you want something to drink, they will bring it to you. If you are hungry they will bring you food. Your wish will be their command."
Sandra walked over to Maddie. "Our cucks have names." Sandra pointed to Mark's shirt. "Their names are printed on their tee shirts. You might notice that they're names are indicative of their sexual prowess." She giggled, "Maybe it would be more accurate to say, lack of prowess. Their names might give you a little insight as to why were playing with you this afternoon, rather than with them."
Sandra looked at the men. "Maddie is holding Tiny." Sandra nodded to Mark. "Tiny please bow to our guests."
Mark politely bowed. Maddie patted his head and said, "Good boy."
Some of the men chuckled.
Sandra turned to Bobby. "Julie is holding Quickie; Quickie, please bow."
Bobby followed Mark's lead and bowed. Julie patted his head and said, "Good boy."
Sandra gestured to me. "April is holding Speedy; Speedy, please bow."
I bowed. April patted my head and said, "Good boy."
Sandra smiled at the men. "We wanted all of you to see how well behaved and submissive our cucks are. We invite you to feel free to take full advantage of their willingness to serve and please you. We expect them to treat you like kings this afternoon."
Sandra walked over and stood next to me. "Speedy actually belongs to Julie and me. He lives in this house with us. If you need anything or can't find something, Speedy will assist you. If you don't see him, ask Quickie or Tiny to fetch him for you."
Sandra stopped. "By the way, our cucks are very well trained. They have learned to respond quickly to certain key words. All three of them are very familiar with the word fetch. If you want a beer, just say Speedy fetch me a beer."
Sandra patted my head. "Speedy is an excellent cook. He has stocked the refrigerator with a variety of delicious snacks. During the party, Tiny and Quickie should be circulating with trays of these snacks. If food isn't offered to you during a break, please feel free to tell them to fetch it for you. If you get really hungry, ask Speedy to make you a sandwich. He has a wonderful selection of roast beef, turkey, ham and cheese. He will be more than happy to accommodate you."
Sandra turned to us. "Cucks, I imagine that our guests might enjoy some refreshments before the sex starts. It's time for you to go to work.
Sandra nodded to Maddie, Julie and April. "Ladies please release the slaves.
April removed my leash. She left the collar on. Maddie and Julie did the same thing with Bobby and Mark.
Sandra clapped her hands. "Slaves, attend to your tasks."
Mark turned to the men. "Who would like something to drink?"
Jason waved at him. "Tiny you can fetch me a beer." He turned to Mel. "You want one to?"
Mel smiled. "Yeah, that would be great."
Jason turned back to Mark. "Tiny make that two beers."
I was pretty sure that Sandra had set that up with Jason and Mark just to get everyone feeling free to make use of us. After that the drink orders started coming quickly. I helped Mark get the beverages while Bobby started to circulate with a snack tray.
While we were waiting on the men, Sandra started to explain the ground rules for the party.
"Gentleman it's time to get down to the real purpose of this party." She smiled. "This afternoon all of us," She winked at the men, "except the cucks of course; are going to be doing as much fucking as we possibly can."
"This is how our little soiree is going to work. I want everyone to look at the small bulletin board on the coffee table. Notice that our five names are in a row across the top of the board. Each of you has a card with your name on it. Currently your cards are arranged under our names. There are two cards under each girl's name. In a moment, the five of us are going to go over and remove the top card that is under our name. After we have picked up the top card, we will take the next card and move it up so that it becomes the top card."
Sandra took a moment to see if there were any questions. When she was satisfied that everyone understood the system, she continued. "Each of us will go to the man whose name is on our card. We will take him by the hand and lead him to a very comfortable spot where we will enjoy each other until he cums."
She paused, there still weren't any questions. "When you cum, we will return your card. You should take a break. As soon as you feel rejuvenated, put your card back on the bulletin board. Be sure to place your card under a new woman's name. You may only party with each of us one time this afternoon." Sandra laughed. "If you do all five of us, and decide you want to go around again, we might make an exception to that rule."
April started giggling. "That will be okay, but he has to do all five of us again."
Brenda cracked her whip. "The punishment for failure will be very severe."
The entire room broke up with laughter.
Sandra was shaking her head. "Gentlemen, the point is we are looking for variety this afternoon."
She waited for the room to settle down. When everyone was quiet she continued. "We know that all of you get yourselves checked out on a regular basis. We are confident that you are all healthy and disease free. However if you wish to ejaculate inside of one us today, you must wear a condom. We are making this rule because this afternoon all of us plan to do a lot of fucking. As the day progresses we are going to get very messy if we let you cum inside our pussies without wearing protection. Speedy has a very nice selection of condoms. All of them are magnums." Sandra smiled. "All of you require magnums. It was one of the selection criteria."
Everyone laughed.
"Gentlemen please feel free to fuck us bareback. However, if you choose to do that it's your responsibility to pull out before you cum. Violation of this rule will result in your immediate disqualification from further participation in today's party. In other words, you'll get to join the cucks as spectators."
Sandra gestured towards the other women. "The five of us would love to have you cum in our mouths or on our tits. If you do that our cucks will be right there to clean up the mess." She winked at the men. "All of you know us well enough to understand exactly what that means." Sandra pointed at Bobby. "Quickie over there is particularly skilled in this area.
Some of the men started snickering. I looked over at Bobby. His face was beet red.
Sandra smiled at Brenda and Maddie. They both nodded to her. This little humiliation was obviously prearranged.
Sandra turned her attention back to the men. "Ass fucking is up to the discretion of the woman you're with. All five of us enjoy it, but if you want to do it please ask first. By the way, no cumming in our asses either."
Sandra looked around. "Are there any questions?" She waited a moment; when nobody responded she said, "Okay let's get started."
Sandra walked over to the bulletin board. "Your names have been placed at random. We did make one exception. Jamal is on call at the hospital. He may be called away at any moment. For that reason we made sure that he was in the first group."
She smiled at the men. "Gentlemen, all sex today is public. None of us will agree to play with any of you in private. Everyone will be watching everyone. If your name is not in the first wave, I invite your to come out and watch me." She grinned. "I put on a pretty good show."
She paused. "There will also be a porn movie playing in this room. All of you should also feel free to make use of the recreational facilities in this house. There is a swimming pool and a hot tub on the patio. You will find a billiards table in the basement. If you are going to be out of the immediate area, let one of the cucks know where you will be so we can find you when it's your turn to fuck."
Sandra stopped and thought for a moment. "Oh yes, if any of you would be into an mmf threesome, please let us know. Several of us would love to do it."
Sandra leaned over, picked up the top card under her name and moved the next card into the top position.
She smiled and turned to Tony. "You're my first playmate sweetheart."
Brenda drew Barry. April drew Dave. Julie drew Mel. Maddie drew Jamal.
Sandra turned to the men. "We're going to go into our dressing rooms for a few minutes. We want to put on some sexy clothing for you." She winked at them. "We know just how much you guys enjoy undressing us. We'll be right back."
The girls all disappeared into their respective dressing rooms. The party was about to start in earnest.
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The girls came right back. They all looked gorgeous. They immediately went to their designated men, took their hands and led them to the spots they'd selected for their first round of play.
I went out to the patio to check on the bar.
Brenda was out there with Barry. He already had the straps of Brenda's dress untied. The top was pulled down to her waist. Her large breasts were exposed. Barry was sucking on her nipple.
I smiled to myself. Brenda had great tits. I would have been doing the exact same thing if I had been lucky enough to be Barry.
I kept watching them. Without taking her breast out of his mouth, Barry lifted the hem of Brenda's skirt, slipped his hand into the waist band of her panties and pushed them down to her ankles. Brenda casually kicked them off and brazenly spread her legs. Barry immediately slipped a finger into her cunt. I smiled. It's exciting to watch a man like Barry undress a woman.
I turned and put some more beer into one of the coolers. When I looked back, Barry's pants were around his ankles. Brenda was on her knees. She had his huge cock in her mouth.
I glanced across the patio. Bobby was watching his wife suck Barry's cock.
I walked back into the house. Julie and Mel were in the living room. Julie was sucking his enormous cock. As I watched she winked at me, pulled his erect penis out of her mouth and slipped it between her breasts.
Mel went wild. He was obviously a tit man. I laughed to myself; Mel was going to love Brenda.
I turned and went into the kitchen.
Dave was sitting on the kitchen table. His pants were unzipped. April was sitting in a chair between his legs; she had his cock in her mouth.
I wanted to make some sandwiches so they would be ready when the first group of men took their break. I felt a little awkward standing at the kitchen counter while April was right behind me giving Dave a blow job.
I knew that all sex was supposed to be public, but I still felt it was necessary to get April's permission to be there. "Mistress is it all right if I make some sandwiches while you suck your studs cock?"
April laughed. "Speedy it's just fine. You stay right where you are and make all the sandwiches you want."
She stood up, unbuckled Dave's belt, opened his trousers and pulled his pants and boxer shorts off.
Dave lay back on the table. His mammoth erection jutted straight up in the air. Its back was arched like a menacing cobra getting ready to strike. April reached out and grabbed it. It was so big that she was barely able to wrap her fingers around it. Dave shuddered as she squeezed it and bent it back.
April grinned at me. "While you're making your sandwiches feel free to watch while I lick Davy's great big balls."
Dave closed his eyes while April bent over and kissed and licked his testicles.
As I watched, I felt my little clittie twitch inside its cage.
I made five sandwiches while April licked Dave's balls and stroked his cock.
When I was cleaning up the counter Dave sat up, slipped off the table and picked April up. He turned her around and bent her over the kitchen counter right next to me. He didn't ask permission or discuss this with her, he just did it.
Both Sandra and Julie have often told me how much they love fucking assertive men. This was the first time that I ever really witnessed it.
Dave moved up behind April and pushed his erect cock into her sopping cunt.
While Dave was fucking her April grabbed my shirt, pulled my face next to hers, and whispered; "Speedy, that's how a real man takes a woman."
I walked back into the living room. Julie was straddling Mel. His huge cock was embedded in her cunt. She was riding him.
When she heard me enter the room Julie looked at me. Her breathing was labored. She was so aroused that speech was difficult for her. "Stevie Mel's cock is so big. It feels so good inside me."
Suddenly Julie's body went rigid. She screamed as a violent orgasm erupted inside her. Julie was crazed with lust. Her orgasm didn't slow her at all; instead she kept riding Mel like he was a wild bull at a rodeo.
Suddenly Mel picked Julie up and set her on the chair next to him. He stood up and pointed his erect penis at her mouth.
Julie realized what was happening and shouted, "Do it baby, cum for me, cum all over my face and lips!"
Mel stroked his cock. Suddenly a huge spurt of semen shot into Julie's open mouth. Four more spurts followed the first one. Julie grabbed Mel's softening cock, put it into her mouth and sucked on it. It was obvious that she was trying to milk every last drop of semen from his magnificent penis.
I started to leave. Julie stopped me. "Stevie come here."
I walked over to her. I knew what was coming. Julie stood up. Mel's semen was dripping from her nose and lips.
She put her arms around me and kissed me. After she kissed me she giggled. "Speedy it's cleanup time."
I obediently licked all of Mel's cum from her face. It was still warm. When I was done Julie kissed me and patted my head. "You're such a good boy."
Julie stepped away and turned to Mel. "You remember Stevie don't you?"
Mel nodded. "Of course I do. He's served me several cocktails while Jason and I were waiting for you and Sandra."
He smiled at me. "Jason speaks very highly of you. He considers you a close friend. I've always wanted to get to know you better."
Jason and Mel are both very successful attorneys and good friends. They love taking my girls to dinner. When they return to the house after dinner they always go directly into the playpen and fuck. The only real opportunity I have to talk with Mel is while he's waiting for the girls to finish dressing before they leave for dinner.
I know Jason much better.
Last winter he became a frequent visitor to our house on Saturday afternoons. On one of those afternoons, I was watching college basketball on television when he came out of the playpen. He was done fucking Sandra but he still had a little time before he had to get home to his wife. He asked if he could join me. I told him that I would enjoy the company.
We quickly became very good friends and a new Saturday routine started. Jason would come over to the house at about eleven in the morning. He and Sandra would sit at the dining room table while I served them a nice lunch. After lunch they would go into the playpen and fuck for hour an hour or two. When they were done, Jason would come out and watch basketball in the living room with me. Sometimes Sandra would join us and sometimes she wouldn't.
When I was serving them lunch, I would be very submissive to Jason and he would be very dominant towards me. After he was done fucking Sandra, our relationship always changed. When we watched basketball together we were equals.
I smiled at Mel. "Jason always speaks highly of you as well."
Mel nodded to me, but there was a pensive expression on his face. After a moment he said, "Can I ask you something?"
"Certainly."
"Didn't that little show at the beginning bother you? You know what I mean, the leashes and all that stuff?"
I smiled, "No not at all. It's just part of a game we play. All three of us are very confident that these women love us."
Mel smiled. "That's obvious; I can tell that by the way they look at you." He shook his head, "But all that humiliation and letting us fuck them in front of you; doesn't that bother you?"
I shrugged, "Yes and no." I looked at him. "On one level it certainly does bother us. It's supposed to; all three of us are masochists and the girls are all sadists. We love being tormented by them and they love tormenting us. We all get off on it. I can't explain it, but we enjoy living like this."
I paused. "I will tell you one thing. When our girls are with other men, Bobby, Mark and I all agree that we enjoy it more when their lovers are nice guys." I smiled at Mel. "You're welcome to come to my house and fuck Julie and Sandra anytime you want."
I stopped myself and laughed. "I guess you'd better be sure you have their invitation first."
Julie laughed and punched my arm. "It's a damn good thing you added that last part Speedy. You could have been in real trouble."
All three of us laughed.
I walked out onto the patio. I heard Sandra's voice. "Baby that feels so nice. I love having your great big cock inside me."
I turned to look. Tony was sitting on a lounge chair. Sandra was straddling him. He had his arms around her. She was slowly rocking back and forth on his cock.
When she saw me, she stared directly into my eyes and smiled. Another man was fucking her and she was enjoying it. She wanted to be sure that I knew that.
I was very aware that I had chores to do. I didn't have time to stand and watch, but I was helpless. I was glued to the ground. I couldn't take my eyes off of Sandra and Tony.
I became envious as I watched Tony's cock slide in and out of Sandra's heavenly cunt. He had to be feeling unimaginable pleasure. A brief wave of sadness swept through me as I realized that it was a pleasure I would never be allowed to experience.
Like David, Tony was an assertive lover. I watched in awe as he casually picked my goddess up, turned her around and set her on her knees on the patio chair. Without bothering to ask for permission he mounted Sandra from behind and pushed his arching erection into her sopping cunt.
Sandra had her back to me now. I was hoping that she would turn and look at me, but she didn't. I understood why. She was being pleasured by a real man. At this moment, sissy cuckold wimps were the farthest thing from her mind.
Suddenly Tony pulled his cock out of Sandra's cunt and stood up.
Sandra quickly realized that Tony was about to cum. She turned around and sat up. Now she could see me. Now she was very aware of my presence. Sandra stared into my eyes while she grabbed Tony's huge cock with both of her hands. She aimed it at her face and started massaging it with long slow deliberate strokes.
Tony closed his eyes. It only took a few seconds before a stream of semen burst from the head of his penis and hit Sandra's right cheek. She kept pumping Tony's cock. A second stream gushed out and hit the tip of her nose.
Sandra continued pumping Tony's penis. She was giggling now. Sandra loved making a man cum. Tony gave her two more good spurts. They hit her neck and her chest.
Sandra kept massaging Tony's cock. More semen oozed from the tip.
Gradually Tony's penis shriveled up and got soft. When it was completely limp Sandra leaned forward and licked all of the semen off of the head.
Sandra never broke eye contact with me the entire time Tony was ejaculating.
When they were done Sandra handed Tony his "dance card" and smiled at him. "Thank you sweetheart. I enjoyed that."
Tony grinned at her. "So did I." He quickly grabbed his clothes and left for the house.
Sandra stood up. She had large globs Tony's semen dripping from her face. She wiggled her finger at me. I quickly walked over to her.
Sandra put her arms around my neck and hugged me. "Baby I love you so much."
I put my arms around her and hugged her back. "I love you to Sandra."
She grinned at me. "Would you like to lick Tony's cum off of my face?"
I laughed. "I thought you would never ask."
I walked back into the house. As I passed the bathroom I noticed that Maddie and Jamal were in there. Maddie was on her knees sucking Jamal's cock.
Curiosity got the best of me. I stopped and went into the bathroom. "This house is filled with a number of comfortable places to fuck. It was furnished by two notorious sluts. Why are the two of you fucking in the bathroom?"
Jamal turned to me and started laughing. He looked at my tee shirt. "Speedy?" He paused. "Your real name is Steven; isn't that correct?"
I nodded. "That's right, but my friends all call me Stevie. Jamal, I'd like it if you called me Stevie."
He smiled. "Thanks Stevie."
Maddie took Jamal's cock out of her mouth and looked up at him. "Excuse me but I am on my knees giving you a mother fucking blow job. Would you mind focusing for a moment."
Jamal and I both started laughing. Jamal reached down to Maddie and picked her up. He put an arm around her. "Madeline, I'm sorry. I did not mean to ignore you. I have wanted to meet Stevie Wagner ever since I got here. He's famous in local investment circles."
Jamal leaned over and kissed Maddie on her cheek. "Darling I am in no hurry to finish our session. You may very well be the sexiest woman I have ever met. My plan is to drag out my time with you for as long as I possibly can. Maddie you are both gorgeous and kinky. That is absolutely my favorite combination in a woman."
Maddie looked up at Jamal, "Really?"
He laughed. It was a kind laugh. "Yes my dear, really." He smiled at her. "In fact, I have an evening off on Wednesday. I get two or three evenings off a month. Maddie I would love to take you to dinner. I would love to get to know you much better."
Maddie put her arms around Jamal and hugged him. Suddenly she started laughing. She stepped back and looked into Jamal's eyes. "You're not just trying to get into my panties are you?"
Jamal laughed. "Maddie I've already been in your panties." He smiled at her. "But you might be right. I think that I'd like to get into your panties a whole lot of times."
Maddie looked up a Jamal. "Honey you know exactly what to say to a girl. If you don't mind, I think I'd like to go back to what I was just doing."
I smiled. "I'd better leave you two alone."
Maddie looked at me. "Actually Speedy, you could make this moment perfect for me."
"Really? Maddie I would do anything I could to make this moment perfect for you. What would you like me to do?"
"Would you lick my ass while I suck Jamal's cock?"
Jamal broke out laughing. "I love you guys. You're every bit as perverted as I am. How do I become part of your social group?"
I smiled at him. "Take Maddie to dinner Wednesday night." I paused. "You could also join us at Baxter's some night. You're obviously not a cuck so I am not sure how we'll fit you in, but you're a good guy, we'll find a way."
Jamal looked at me. "What's Baxter's."
"Have Maddie tell you Wednesday night. I have a feeling that you'll love the place."
Maddie was on her knees. She had Jamal's cock in her hand. "Okay boys, its time to get back to the sex. Speedy, you never answered my question."
I laughed. "Maddie that's a request that you don't have to repeat."
I got on my knees, pulled Maddie's panties down and spread the cheeks of her ass. When she felt me push my tongue into her asshole; Maddie sighed and put Jamal's cock back in her mouth.
Licking a woman's ass while she sucks another man's cock is one of those special cuckold fantasies. I started to get very excited. Unfortunately my cock was locked in a chastity cage. My only actual reward was frustration.
After a few minutes I got up. "I think it is time to leave you two alone.
Maddie turned to me. "Stevie I would love it if you would stay and watch Jamal fuck me."
I looked at Jamal. He smiled. "Hey Speedy, why not." He laughed. "Sorry, I just had to call you that name one time."
I smiled. "Jamal, this afternoon that's my name."
"Well Speedy, I've been an exhibitionist all my life. I'd love it if you stayed and watched us."
I grinned at him. "Jamal, if I had a cock as big as yours I'd be a mother fucking exhibitionist to."
Jamal laughed. "Touché!"
He turned to Maddie. "Are you ready?"
She giggled. "Go for it studman."
Jamal bent Maddie over the bathroom sink, pushed his large black cock into her cunt and started fucking her with long slow strokes.
They both quickly fell into a nice easy rhythm. After a little while Jamal picked Maddie up, turned her around, set her on the wash basin and started fucking her from the front.
As I watched Jamal I realized that he was also a very assertive lover. I was beginning to understand what made a stud a stud. It was attitude.
Jamal gradually increased the tempo. He was a large, muscular black man, but he also had the grace and rhythm of Fred Astair. It was easy to understand why he might have been a great college basketball player.
It almost seemed as though Jamal and Maddie were dancing with each other. Jamal started them out with an easy waltz and was now slowly changing to more up tempo rhythms.
Maddie was a good partner for him. She easily followed his lead. It wasn't long before they were dancing a wildly erotic tango.
Jamal kept increasing the tempo. He started violently thrusting his cock in and out of Maddie's cunt. They weren't dancing anymore, now they were mating.
Maddie was panting with lust. She was meeting each of Jamal's violent thrusts with equally powerful movements of her own. Her muscles tightened up as the tension in her body built to an unbearable crescendo of pleasure. She screamed as the tension exploded into a violent orgasm.
Jamal suddenly pulled his cock out of Maddie's cunt. She continued to cry with joy as Jamal ejaculated spurt after spurt of warm semen onto her breasts and stomach.
Once Maddie started to relax she turned to me and smiled. I knew what she wanted.
She looked at Jamal. "Give us some room for a moment."
Jamal nodded and stepped back. Amazingly he seemed to know what was going to happen.
I stepped into the spot just vacated by Jamal. Maddie put her hands behind my head and gently pulled my face to her breasts. She lovingly guided me with her hands as I obediently licked all of Jamal's semen off of her breasts and stomach.
When Maddie was satisfied that she was clean, she let me up. As I stepped away from her, I saw my reflection in the bathroom mirror. My face glistened with Jamal's fresh cum.
Maddie took my hand. "Thank you Stevie." She smiled at me. "You know you have become a very important person to me."
I leaned over and kissed her cheek. "You're pretty important to me to."
Maddie turned to Jamal "This little cuckold is actually one of the strongest men I've ever met."
Jamal smiled. "Maddie I've already noticed that."
I walked back into the living room. Brenda was on the couch. She was giving James, one of the Baxter's regulars, a blow job.
I turned and looked across the room. Julie was lying back on a chair. She was naked. Al, another Baxter's regular, was masturbating her. He still had his clothes on.
The five men who were taking a break at the moment were all watching them.
I smiled to myself. This was exactly the kind of "Use me, make me be a whore" scene that Julie loved.
I watched her. She was lost in lust. I was pretty sure that she was very close to having an orgasm.
I looked back at Brenda. James was now on top of her. He was just pushing his cock into her cunt. Suddenly Brenda's expression turned to a wicked smile. I looked to my right. Bobby had just come into the room.
Brenda Looked at James. "Baby let me get on top."
James pulled his cock out of her cunt and sat down on the couch. Brenda straddled him so that her back was to him and she was facing Bobby. She stared directly into her husbands eyes and slowly lowered herself onto James's enormous erection. Once she had him all the way inside her, Brenda grinned at Bobby and started to rock back and forth on that huge cock.
Brenda started to taunt her husband while this other man was fucking her. "Hey pussyboy, look at me. This feels so good."



She looked over her shoulder at James. "Baby you're really are a great fuck. You're so much better than my husband."
She looked back at Bobby and laughed. "You know, I don't even let the little wimp fuck me anymore." She snickered. "His puny dick is nothing more than a toy. It's worthless to a woman. That's why I keep him locked up in that chastity cage."
I looked around. The six guys who had been watching Julie were now all staring at Brenda as she humiliated her husband.
I looked at Bobby. His face was beet red. He was mortified.
Brenda turned to her lover. "Take me from behind baby."
They got up. Brenda got on her knees on the couch. She was presenting her gorgeous ass to her lover. James got behind her and pushed his cock back into her cunt.
Brenda turned and looked at her husband. "Quickspurt, this is how a man fucks a woman." She laughed. "Oh that's right. You never could fuck me like this. Your little peepee just isn't big enough is it." She shook her head. "Too bad, I'll just have to keep getting studs like James to satisfy me."
Brenda closed her eyes. She took a full minute and enjoyed the fucking she was getting from James.
When she opened her eyes again she glared at her husband. "What are you still doing here? Get lost pussyboy. Go serve some drinks or something. I don't need you right now. I have a man to fuck me."
Bobby slowly turned and walked out to the patio. He was totally shamed.
I followed him outside. "You know she did that because she thought it would get you off."
He sighed. "I know." He smiled at me. "I also know that might end up as my strongest and most erotic memory from this party." He shrugged. "Still its a little hard when your going through it."
I patted him on the back. "I hear you buddy; Believe me I hear you."
Bobby and I walked over to the bar. Maddie was sitting on a chair with Michael. They were both watching something on the other side of the pool.
I looked over there. Sandra was on her knees sucking Big Dick Jason's cock.
Maddie grinned at me. "Speedy, you'd better stay and watch your girlfriend. She says she's going to let a Jason fuck her in the ass with that giant weapon of his."
I nodded to her. "Thanks Maddie, I think I'll find a good seat and take in the show."
I glanced back at Maddie and Michael. Michael was just taking off Maddie's bikini top.
I walked around the pool. Sandra's attention was focused on Jason's cock. When she heard me approaching them she turned and looked up at me.
She took Jason's cock out of her mouth. "Stevie look at Jason's huge dick. Isn't it amazing. Just sucking a cock this big gets me hot."
Sandra smiled at me. "I told Jason that he could fuck me in the ass today. Honey I've never taken a cock this big in my ass before.
She sighed. "This is so exciting. I so glad you got out here so you can watch. Find a chair and sit down. You can watch me lick Jason's big balls while we both imagine him pushing this monster into my ass."
I found a chair and sat down. For the next several minutes Sandra focused her attention on sucking and licking Jason's cock and balls.
Finally she took his cock out of her mouth and looked at me. "Stevie it's time." She turned back to Jason. "Are you ready baby?"
Jason nodded. He sat down on a chair and Sandra straddled him. Jason placed the tip of his penis against Sandra's asshole.
Sandra started to very slowly lower herself onto Jason's cock. "Honey don't move. Let me do this. I have to go slow." She gasped. "Jason your cock is so big."
Sandra closed her eyes and pushed against the head of Jason's cock. Suddenly she yelped as it popped into her ass.
She waited for a moment and then she looked at me. "Stevie he's so big. I have to go really slow."
Sandra started to lower herself onto her lover's cock. I watched with rapt attention as more and more of Jason's giant penis slowly disappeared into Sandra's ass.
She closed her eyes. "Oh yes, it's starting to feel good now." She lowered herself further."
When she had all of Jason's cock inside her she stopped. "Shit that feels so good. You can fuck me now Jason. Start slowly."
Jason put his arms around Sandra's waist and slowly rocked her back and forth on his huge erection. Sandra had a big grin on her face. She was loving this.
Sandra closed her eyes. She was getting very excited. She whispered to Jason. "Faster baby! Do me faster!"
Jason picked up the pace.
Sandra turned and looked at me. She was biting her lower lip. She closed her eyes and screamed at Jason. "Yes! That's right fuck my ass, fuck my ass hard!"
I watched. My sweet girlfriend was overwhelmed by lust. She had at least two orgasms while Jason fucked her. It was hard to be sure about the exact number; they kind of ran together."
Suddenly Jason picked Sandra up, pulled her off of his cock and held her in his arms while he turned around. He gently set her in his chair, aimed his cock at her breasts and started to ejaculate.
Spurt after spurt of Jason's semen squirted onto Sandra's tits.
When he was finally done cumming, Jason turned to me and smiled. "Stevie, I think that this is where you take over."
I nodded to Jason. "Thanks buddy." I walked over to Sandra, leaned down and licked all of his fresh warm semen off of her tiny breasts."
When I was done she grinned at both of us.
Sandra went back to the bedroom to clean up and change into another outfit. Jason wanted to sit in the hot tub and relax for a while.
He grinned at me as he got into the hot tub. "Hey Speedy fetch me a beer."
I bowed my head. "Yes sir, right away sir."
I cannot exactly explain why. Maybe it's because Jason is my friend and I know he respects me, but I have absolutely no problem when he plays a dominant role with me.
As I went to the bar to get Jason his beer, April came out on the patio with Michael. Michael was in his late twenties. He was very handsome and he was one of the youngest regulars at Baxter's.
As I was walking past April she stopped me. "Speedy when you're done serving Jason his beer would you come over here and see me."
I nodded. "Of course Mistress April, I'll be right back."
As soon as I served Jason his beer I walked over to April and bowed. "How may I serve you mistress."
"Speedy, I'd like you to find Tiny and bring him to me."
I started to leave, but April stopped me. "Stevie, I started cuckolding Mark last fall just before I met all of you. I go out on lots of dates and I always tell Mark everything about them when I get home." She smiled. "He loves to hear all the details."
She sighed. "Stevie I've never brought a man to our house. I've never actually met a man who I would feel comfortable bringing to my house. I worry that one of them might hurt Mark." She looked at me. "Mark's my baby. I really love him and I really protect him."
April smiled. "Anyway, Mark has never actually seen me with another man. I really want him to have that opportunity today; but so far he's avoided me. I think he's afraid. Michael and I have talked about this and Michael is willing to help. We want to put on a show for my baby. Stevie, he really likes you. I know that you watch Sandra and Julie a lot. Would you sit with Mark while he watches Michael fuck me? If he starts to get nervous or upset maybe you could make him feel better. I really want him to enjoy this."
I smiled at April. "I would be glad to do it. I'll go find him right now." I looked at Michael. "Can I get you something to drink while you're waiting?"
He nodded. "Thanks Speedy, I'd love a beer right now." I looked at April. "How about you Mistress?"
April smiled. "I am a little nervous about this. Do you think you could find me a glass of wine?"
"Right away mistress."
I grabbed Michael a beer and poured a glass of wine for April. I brought the drinks to their table and went searching for Mark.
I found him in the playpen helping Brenda change clothes.
"Hey Bren can I take Tiny? April wants him."
Brenda smiled at me. "Sure Speedy."
As we started to leave Brenda stopped me. "Stevie was Bobby okay with my little domination and humiliation game?"
I nodded. "Yeah Bren, he was just fine with it. Its always a little tough the first time your wife tells you to screw off and leave while another man is fucking her."
I shrugged. "But hey, for us submissive cucks it's worth it. Bobby already told me he thought that will probably end up as his favorite memory from this party. You did the right thing."
"Thanks Stevie. I was really glad that you were there with him. That's the first time I've ever been that mean to him. We've talked about things liked that many times. I know he has fantasies about me treating him like that when I'm with another man."
She sighed. "It just sort of comes out as being kind of cruel."
"Hey I understand Bren. Don't worry about it, you did the right thing." I grinned at her. "You did a really good job. You got me really excited."
Brenda laughed. "Thanks Stevie."
On our way to the patio, I filled Mark in on what was going to happen.
"April wants you to have a chance to see her with another man. Would you like that?"
Mark looked at me. "Yes Stevie, I really would." He hesitated for a moment. "But I didn't think she'd ever let me do it."
"What do you mean?"
"I don't know, I guess I just thought that when she's with other guys she wants to focus on her own pleasure and doesn't want me in the way."
I looked at him, "Mark that's not the way that it works at all. April loves you. She's always thinking about you. She is even thinking about you when she is sucking another guys cock. Listen, she's tried to set up a special treat for you."
Mark smiled. "Stevie this whole day has been a special treat for me. I have never had so much fun in my life. I love being Tiny."
I nodded. "Yeah I kind of like being Speedy to."
I stopped Mark as we walked onto the patio. "Look at your wife; isn't she beautiful. She's flirting with the guy that's sitting with her. I think she finds him really sexy"
Mark grinned at me. "You really enjoy being a cuckold don't you Stevie."
I laughed. "Yes Mark, I certainly do."
April saw us walking across the patio. She tapped Michael on the knee. They got up. Michael stood behind April. He brazenly placed his hands on her breasts.
As we approached their table April smiled at her husband. "Tiny, I'd like you to meet Michael."
April moved so she was standing next to her lover. She unbuttoned Michael's shirt and stared at her husband as she lasciviously rubbed his bare chest.
"Baby Michael really turns me on. I am going to let him fuck me this afternoon. I want you and Speedy to sit on those chairs over there and watch."
She leered at Mark. "Would you like that Tiny? Would you like to watch while your wife gets fucked by a really hot guy?"
She smiled. "You don't have to answer baby. I know you'd like it. Go sit down. My lover and I are going to put on a really hot show for you."
We sat down in our chairs.
Michael untied April's bathing suit top and started to lick her nipple.
April looked at Mark and sighed. "Tiny, that feels so good. I love it when a man licks my nipple."
April gently pushed Michael back into his chair. She got down on her knees, unzipped his pants and pulled them off. Michael's cock sprang to attention as soon as it was freed. He was well endowed."
April leered at her husband. "Look at Michaels dick; it's a lot bigger than yours isn't it Tiny. That's why I go out with other men. Their cocks are bigger and they're much better lovers than you are."
April rubbed the head of Michael's cock on her nipple and looked up at her lover. "Does this feel good baby? Do you like it when I rub the head of your big hard dick on my tits?"
Michael nodded. "Yeah, that feels really good."
April turned and smiled at Mark. "Tiny, I am going to put this big cock in my mouth and suck it. I am going to give Michael a blow job. Baby I love giving blow jobs. I give blow jobs to lots and lots of guys. They all tell me I'm really good at it."
We both watched as April sucked Michael's cock. She was right, she was good. She skillfully used her hands and mouth to give Michael maximum pleasure. Michael's eyes were closed. There was a big smile on his face. He was obviously enjoying himself.
I looked at Mark. His attention was totally focused on the scene in front of him.
April looked at her husband. She seemed to be checking to see how he was reacting to her show. She looked at me. I gave her a subtle nod. I wanted her to know that Mark was enjoying himself.
This little reassurance seemed to make April bolder. She leered at Mark. "Tiny sucking a great big cock gets me really horny. I need a good fucking and I need it right now."
She looked up at Michael. "Are you ready
Michael slowly nodded.
April stood up. She turned and faced Mark. Michael leaned forward and slowly pulled her bikini bottom down to her ankles. April stepped out of the bathing suit and casually flipped it at her husband with her toes.
Michael reached between April's legs and pushed two fingers into her cunt. She stared at her husband while her lover shamelessly masturbated her in front of him.
April stood for a moment with her eyes closed. She was obviously very aroused. Finally she took a deep breath, pulled herself together and turned around.
April climbed on top of Michael, grabbed his cock, guided it to her cunt and slowly sat down.
Mark and I both watched with total fascination as Michael's cock disappeared into Aprils pussy.
When she had all of Michael's cock inside her April turned to her husband. "Tiny, Michael's cock is inside me. Another man is fucking me. He's doing it right in front of you. Markie, I love sharing this with you."
April closed her eyes and started to rock back and forth on Michaels cock. After a few moments she said; "Markie, Michael is a great fuck. This feels so good. Thank you so much for letting me party with other men."
April and Michael started out fucking at a relaxed easy pace. Their pace gradually quickened as their excitement grew. It wasn't long before they were fucking each other with a frantic passion.
April threw her arms around Michaels neck and started kissing him while they fucked. I looked over at Mark. He was biting his lower lip. It's interesting. It may be more difficult to see your wife kissing another man than to see her fucking another man.
Suddenly April broke off her kiss and threw her head back. She started to cry. Her cry's got louder and louder. Suddenly she screamed.
I glanced at Mark. Now he was smiling. He knew exactly what was happening. He was watching his wife have an orgasm while another man was fucking her.
Michael abruptly jumped up and pulled April off of his cock. Obviously he was about to cum and didn't want to risk violating the rules by ejaculating bareback in April's cunt.
He gently laid April down in the chair, pointed his erect penis at her and pumped semen all over her breasts.
When he was done, I leaned over to Markie. "It's your turn now, go lick Michael's cum off your wife's tits."
Mark got up and walked over to April. Michael politely stepped aside and made room for him.
April looked up at her husband and smiled. "Did you enjoy that sweetheart?"
Mark grinned at her and nodded.
April reached out, grabbed Mark's hand and pulled him down to her. "You've never tasted another man's cum when it was this fresh, come clean me up."
As her husband licked her lovers warm semen from her breasts, April looked at me and smiled. "Thank you Stevie."
I smiled back at her. "April, it was my pleasure."
The party went on for two more hours. Everyone had a wonderful time.
Just after he finished with Maddie Jamal got called to the hospital, so the girls had to share nine men. That turned out to be plenty.
At 4:30 the men were worn out. One by one they thanked all of us for a wonderful time and went home to their wives.
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By 5:00 all of the men except Jason were gone. He was sitting in the living room drinking a beer and chatting with us. As I mentioned earlier, Jason and I were becoming close friends.
Jason was just finishing his beer when the doorbell rang. Mark answered it. It was Jamal. He stepped into the living room. We all greeted him.
He looked around. "I guess I missed the rest of the party."
I nodded. "Yes you did, but come in and sit down anyway. Can I get you a beer?"
He smiled. "No thank you, I'm still on call."
I glanced at Maddie. She was quietly staring at the floor."
Sandra shrugged. "Jamal, I'm certain we'll do this again. When we do we'll be sure to invite you."
He nodded to Sandra. "Thank you that would be very nice, but I was here for the most important part of the party."
Everyone stared at him.
He looked at Maddie. "I got to be with Madeline."
She slowly looked up at him.
Jamal smiled at her. "I should be able to get about a two hour break right now. Would you like to get a hamburger with me?"
Maddie grinned. "I would love to." She shook her head. "I've been fucking all afternoon. I'm kind of messy. Do we have time for me to take a shower?"
Jamal laughed. "Absolutely."
Sandra jumped up. "Cucks get Maddie into the bathroom and get her bathed. Brenda why don't you and Julie find her something it wear. Jason it's time for you to go home."
Jason looked at her. "My wife won't be home until 8:00. Can't I stay?"
Sandra looked at me. I gave her a quick nod.
She turned back to Jason and shrugged. "All right, you can stay; but once we get Maddie on her way the slaves are going to cleanup the house and then it will be their reward time. You have to stay out of everyone's way and there isn't going to be anymore sex for you today."
Jason laughed. "I promise to stay out of the way. I know where the beer is stored and you five girls have already worn me out."
He looked at me. "Is she always this bossy?"
I shook my head. "Jason do you see that whip over there? I'm not saying a word."
Sandra walked over, kissed me and smiled at everyone. "My baby is a very smart boy."
Jason and Jamal sat in the bathroom and watched while Mark, Bobby and I bathed Maddie.
As soon as we had her dried off, Julie and Brenda appeared with clean underwear, a pair of jeans and a nice top. The clothes belonged to Julie. She and Maddie were the same size.
The seven of us had Maddie dressed and ready for a date in record time. We all escorted her to the front door.
As she and Jamal were about to leave Maddie looked at us. "Thank you, all of you are the most wonderful friends a person could ever hope to fine." She sighed. "I feel guilty. I'm leaving before we do the Stevie Specials."
Julie laughed. "Don't worry Maddie. All four of us will be more than happy to fill in for you."
Brenda nodded in agreement. "Go have a good time. You and I can give Bobby another Stevie Special when you get home tonight. I'm sure he won't mind."
I glanced at Bobby. He was grinning from ear to ear.
After Maddie was gone, Mark and Bobby straightened up the house while I prepared fettuccini and a salad for dinner.
Jason opened a bottle of pinot grigio for the women and they sat on the patio and talked while we finished our chores.
Fourteen people really don't make much of a mess when ten of them are constantly fucking. Bobby and Mark had the house restored to order in no time at all.
When the house was clean and the dinner was prepared the three of us reported to the girls.
Sandra stood up. "I think we should do the rewards before dinner. Let's all go into the playpen."
Julie led us into the playpen. As soon as we were all inside, she pointed to the large arm chair. "Jason why don't you sit over there." She giggled. "You know the routine. This isn't the first time you've sat in that chair and watched a show."
As Jason was sitting down, Sandra walked into the room carrying a wash basin, three wash clothes and three towels. She set everything on the table next to the giant bed.
Sandra reached into her pocket and took out the three keys to our chastity cages. She handed Bobby's to Julie, mine to April and kept Mark's.
Sandra walked over to Mark. "Since Maddie is gone, I'll be your Mistress for the remainder of the evening."
Mark smiled. He liked Sandra.
The girls quickly pulled our panties and slave shirts off, removed our chastity cages and gently washed our tiny cocks and testicles.
When they were done all five of the girls took their own clothes off.
As soon as everyone was naked Julie looked at all of us. She was excited. She loved doing this. "Okay, who gets to go first?"
Sandra grabbed Mark by the hand. "I think April's baby, Mark should go first. After all, he's the reason we decided to do this in the first place."
Julie grabbed his other hand. "All right Markie honey, Sandra and I are going to teach you a new game."
Mark was speechless. I don't think he believed that anything like this was ever going to happen to him.
The girls led Mark to the bed.
Julie was giggling. "Lie down on your back baby."
As soon as Mark was lying down, Sandra motioned to the rest of us. "Everyone get on the bed with us. Were all going to be part of this."
Jason started to get up. Sandra stopped him. "No honey, you have to stay in the chair. You're a stud. This is the cucks time."
Jason smiled and sat back down. "I understand."
Brenda turned to Jason. "Honey, just relax and enjoy the show. Don't worry, we won't send you home feeling all hot and bothered. I'll give you a nice slow blow job before you leave tonight."
Jason laughed. "Life just keeps getting better and better."
All of us were sitting on the bed in a circle around Mark. April was lying so her head was right next to his.
As soon as we were all settled Sandra looked at Julie. "Jules, do you want the top or the bottom?"
Julie couldn't stop giggling. "I'll take the top."
"Okay, why don't you get on right now. Let's give him a few seconds to enjoy your pussy. He's pretty excited. He's had a lot of stimulation today. He probably won't last very long once I start sucking his cock."
Julie climbed onto Mark's face. Once she was seated she looked down at him. "Can you breathe okay down there?"
He nodded his head yes.
"Good, just pat my thigh if you need some air."
Julie sighed. She loved sitting on my face and I knew she was enjoying this. She leaned forward. "Honey, you can lick me if you want, but you don't have to. This is for you. I just want you to enjoy my cunt."
Julie turned to Sandra. "I think it's time."
Sandra crawled between Mark's legs. Just as she was about to pick up his cock, April stopped her. "Sandra go very slowly. This is only the fourth blow job he's ever had in his entire life."
Julie looked at her. "Don't you suck his cock?"
"Only on very special occasions. The first time we made love, our wedding night and the first time I came home from a date. Generally this is something I deny him. I usually jack Mark off when we make love. Sometimes I make him do it himself while he licks me. Does Stevie get a lot of blow jobs?"
Sandra nodded. "He gets one almost every night. Some nights he gets one from both of us. We deny him intercourse."
April smiled. "Really, that's interesting; I'll have to think about this."
Sandra turned back to Mark. "Honey relax and enjoy this."
As Sandra was picking up Mark's little penis April leaned over. She whispered to him. "Close your eyes baby. Let yourself go. There's no pressure here. Sandra is very good."
She picked up her husband's hand and held it while Sandra put his cock into her mouth. April might play denial games with Mark, but it was clear to all of us that she loved him very much.
Mark didn't last very long. No one expected that he would. Sandra was right. He'd had a lot of stimulation today.
Sandra kept his cock in her mouth while Mark ejaculated. When he was done she got up and moved up the bed to Julie. Julie leaned over. Sandra kissed Julie and passed Mark's semen into her mouth.
Julie rolled off of Mark and motioned to Brenda. Brenda came over and kissed Julie. When she had Mark's cum in her mouth she turned and passed it to April.
April thanked her and swallowed it. It was a nice touch. All four women tasted Mark's semen.
Brenda smiled at April. "It's time for us to do Stevie."
April pulled Mark over to Julie and said, "Will you take care of my baby while I'm doing your baby?"
Julie laughed. "I would love to."
Julie had much larger breasts than April. She knew just how to take care of Mark. She pulled her to him, nestled his head between her tits and put her arms around him. "You stay right here while your wife takes care of Stevie."
I glanced over at Mark while April and Brenda were pulling me to the center of the bed. His head was nestled between Julie's breasts. He was grinning from ear to ear.
Brenda sat on my face while April sucked my cock. I didn't last very long either. The day had just been a little too exciting.
After I came the girls also shared my semen. This was now apparently part of the ritual.
When we were done April grabbed me. "Come with me Stevie. I get to take care of you while Julie and Sandra do Bobby."
I wasn't about to argue, April was a beautiful woman.
Sandra pulled Bobby to the center of the bed and smiled at Julie. "Jules I get the top this time. "
Julie passed Mark to Brenda. "Take care of this little sweetie while I take care of your boy." She kissed Mark on the cheek. "Bren's breasts are even larger than mine. I'll bet she'll let you snuggle right in there."
Brenda laughed, pulled Mark onto her lap and nestled his head between her breasts. Mark was in heaven.
April put her arms around me. "I'm sorry Stevie. I'm not very big on top, but you can still snuggle up to me"
I smiled at her. "April nothing would make me happier."
Bobby didn't last very long either. When he was done ejaculating, the girls shared his semen.
I was just about to suggest that it was dinner time when Brenda started giggling.
We all turned and looked at her. She had her fingers wrapped around Mark's penis. "April, your baby has another stiffy." She looked around the room. "How about it girls, shall we go around again."
Julie started giggling again and grabbed Mark. "Come on sweetie. You get to taste Sandra's pussy this time."
All three of us got a second erection and all three of us were treated to another "Stevie Special".
When we were done, the girls sent Mark, Bobby and I into the kitchen to get dinner on the table while they took turns giving Jason his final blow job of the day.
When they were done they came out to the patio. It was a warm summer evening. We all sat together at the table and ate dinner. The sex games were over.
After dinner all of us took turns in the shower. As soon as we were all done showering we jumped into the hot tub. I opened several bottles of champagne. We finished the evening sitting in the hot tub together sipping champagne.



        Sandra and Stevie Ch. 41

        Julie tells Stevie her secret.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sandra-and-stevie-ch-41

Title: Sandra and Stevie Ch. 41

Author: Goodhusband

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Julie tells Stevie her secret.

Tags: submissive husband, hot wife, dominant wife, cuckold husband, cuckold, making love

Series: Sandra and Stevie


Note: This story is the forty-first installment in a series entitled "Sandra and Stevie". If you have not read the previous forty episodes of this series, I encourage you do so before beginning this chapter.
This is a dominant wife humiliates submissive husband story. That is the kind of story I write. If you do not enjoy these types of stories, I strongly recommend that you look for something else to read.
*
It was Sunday. All three of us were worn out from yesterday's big party. We slept in and moved slowly once we did get up. Sandra and I were having a late breakfast by the pool when Julie walked out on the patio.
Sandra glanced up at her. "Morning Jules. Stevie made me French toast. I'll bet he'll make you some to."
Julie smiled at both of us. "Thanks, but I have to run. I have a date."
Sandra took a sip of coffee. "Anyone we know?"
Julie laughed. "No just a guy I met at school." She paused. "I'm probably going to spend a of couple nights with him. I'll see you guys on Tuesday." She looked at her watch. "I'm late. I have to run."
Julie did come home on Tuesday. The three of us had a nice dinner and watched a movie. Sandra made a couple of not very subtle attempts to learn a little more about Julie's mystery man. Julie stood by her story that "He was just a guy she knew from school."
Thursday evening she shocked us. Sandra and I were in the bedroom. We were preparing for the regular Thursday night outing at Baxter's. I had just finished giving Sandra her bath. She was putting on her makeup while I was ironing her blouse.
Julie came into the bedroom. Sandra smiled at her. "Hey Jules, you'd better hurry and get ready. We're going to have to leave in less than thirty minutes if we're going to get to Baxter's by 7:00."
Julie shook her head. "I'm not going to Baxter's tonight. I have other plans."
Sandra raised her eyebrows, "Really?" She paused. "Julie, Who is this guy you're seeing?"
"Sandra, please I promise I'll tell you all about this." She stopped. " It's just not a good time right now. I'm late. Please forgive me for not going to Baxter's tonight. I feel like I'm letting you guys down." She looked at me. "Stevie, I am sorry. I promise I'll tell you what's going on when I get home tomorrow." She looked at her watch. "I just stopped to tell you I wasn't going with you tonight. I really do have to go."
She turned. As she walked out the door she said, "I'll be home tomorrow night. I promise I'll explain everything then."
After she left, Sandra looked at me. "I guess she'll tell us tomorrow night."
We went to Baxter's. It wasn't the same without Julie. I missed her. I really like it when she comes back from her parking lot party and cuddles with me at the bar.
I spent the entire day Friday doing research at the University Medical School Library. I was trying to learn more about the group from Atlanta. This was the group that was working on the new drug to enhance sexual desire in women. They were starting to look more and more like a very attractive investment opportunity. At yesterday's meeting with the partners we decided that I needed to put together an in depth study of these people and their project.
I didn't get home until after 6:00. I walked into the bedroom. Sandra was putting on her makeup. She obviously had a date.
"I didn't know you were going out tonight?"
"I hadn't planned to. Julie is here. She wants to spend the evening alone with you." Sandra turned to me. "I called Roger and asked him if I could spend the evening with him." She smiled at me. "Baby I was looking forward to spending the night with you, but Julie and I have been talking all afternoon. She needs you tonight. Honey, this is really important to her."
Sandra got up and slipped on a cropped tee shirt and a denim mini skirt. She looked really hot. I thought to myself that Roger was in for a treat.
As she was putting her shoes on I asked, "What's going on?"
Sandra walked over to me and kissed my cheek. "Baby this is something that Julie wants to tell you herself." Sandra paused. "Stevie listen to me carefully. Whatever Julie wants to do tonight is okay with me." She stepped back. "Did you hear me baby? This is very important to me. You have my permission to do whatever Julie wants tonight."
I smiled. "Sure Sandra. I understand, but what's this all about?"
Sandra kissed me again. "Honey just talk with Julie." She looked at her watch. "I have to run, Roger is taking me to a movie. I told him I'd be at his place by 7:00." She kissed me again. "Remember what I said, whatever Julie wants is okay with me. I'll be home by 10:00 tomorrow morning."
As Sandra was leaving I asked. "Where is Julie?"
As she went out the front door she called over her shoulder, "She is waiting for you out by the pool."
I walked out to the patio. Julie was standing by the pool. She was naked. I smiled, Julie was like a little kid. She would happily spend the entire day without ever getting dressed. She loved being naked. It was easy to understand why. She had a gorgeous body.
"Hi Julie."
She turned and smiled when she saw me. "Hi Stevie."
Julie walked over, put her arms around my neck and kissed me. It was a long passionate kiss.
I smiled when we broke apart. "That was nice."
She laughed, but the laugh died quickly. Her expression became very serious. "Stevie I want to talk to you tonight. Could we do it over a nice dinner? I would really like that, just you and me."
"Of course Jules. What would you like? I have some tenderloin steaks. I could grill those and make some au gratin potatoes and a salad. I know that's one of your favorite dinners."
"That would be wonderful Stevie."
"Lets go inside. I'll open a bottle of wine. We can drink and talk while I cook."
We went into the kitchen. Julie sat at the table while I cooked.
We talked while I prepared dinner. It was just casual chat. Julie told me about school and her plans for the fall. I told her a little about my research project.
She laughed when she heard what they were developing. "Stevie honey, don't ever let Sandra get any of that drug. She'll become a sex monster."
I laughed, "You don't get any either baby."
We ate dinner by the pool. It was a beautiful evening. When we finished eating, I cleaned up the dishes and brought out two glasses of cognac.
Julie smiled when I sat back down at the table. "That was a wonderful dinner Stevie. You're a great cook."
"Thanks Jules. I love cooking for you."
There was a moment of awkward silence. Finally Julie leaned forward. "Stevie I don't know how to say this any other way, so I am just going to say it." She paused. She needed a moment to build up her courage. Finally she just blurted it out. "Stevie I've met a guy. I think I have fallen in love with him."
I felt a small stab of pain in my gut. I knew this was coming, both Sandra and I knew this was coming. I also knew it was the best thing for Julie. Still, I'd grown to love our little threesome. I loved Julie. It hurt me to hear that she loved another man.
Julie seemed to read my thoughts. Stevie, I am sorry. I love you so much. I don't know what to do. You're the most important man in my life. You're my husband, my lover, my best friend and," She paused for a moment. "You're like a father to me. Stevie, do you understand that? Until I met you I've never had a strong man in my life who looked out for me. My foster fathers were all mean to me. One of them even tried to have sex with me."
She stopped to think. "Stevie the first night that I met you, I came on to you twice. You turned me down both times. You were the first guy that ever did that. You got to know me and learned to like me because of who I am. I was more than just a good piece of ass to you. Do you have any idea how much that means to me."
She laughed. "Stevie I really do love you. I will always love you."
I took Julie's hand. "I'll always love you to Julie. No matter what happens, I'll always be there for you."
She looked at me. "Really? Even if I get married to another guy?"
I nodded. "Even if you get married to another guy."
It was my turn to stop and think. After a moment I said, "The first night I met Brenda we sat in the bar and talked. She said that you loved me because you needed to experience real love. You needed to be loved. You also needed to learn to love without fear of getting hurt. She said it was the same for me. We both needed to learn to love without being afraid. She said that eventually our love would make you strong enough to go out and find your own man. She was right."
I took a deep breath. This wasn't easy. "Jules it hurts me to lose you, but it's the right thing for you. Baby, I am sad, but I am also really happy."
Julie looked at me. "Stevie, I have always known that you loved Sandra more than you loved me."
I shook my head. "Julie, Brenda also told me that. I've thought about it a lot. I don't think its true. You and Sandra are different people. My love for each of you is different." I squeezed her hand." Believe me my love for you is every bit as intense as my love for Sandra."
I pulled her to me. "Come sit on my lap."
Julie sat on top of me. I sighed. She was still naked. Having her voluptuous body rubbing against me was getting me aroused.
Julie giggled. She felt it to. "You have a little stiffy don't you baby."
"Jules you will never fail to get me hot."
I changed the subject. "Listen Jules. I am going to be kind of sad about losing you." I turned her face so she was looking at me. "Do you love this guy?"
She smiled. "Stevie I love him almost as much as I love you."
I looked at her with a puzzled expression.
She understood. "Stevie, you mean so much to me. I don't think that any other human being will ever be able to live up to the standard you've set." She paused. "Ricky comes close. Stevie, I want a man all to myself. You've taught me to love. Now I want to do that. I want to love my man. I want to be his woman. I want to love him and be loved back. I can do that with Ricky."
I put my arms around Julie and hugged her. "Baby I am going to miss you, but I am very happy for you."
Julie suddenly became more serious. "Stevie I want to do something special tonight. This is probably the last time we will ever be together as lovers."
I looked at Julie and sighed. "I'll miss that."
She smiled at me. "So will I." She started laughing. "Remember the night the three of us came home from dinner at the Kensington Grill and you licked my asshole for the very first time. I was so excited. That was the hottest thing anyone had ever done to me."
She kissed me. "Stevie I've let hundreds of different guys fuck me in the past eight years. I didn't even know some of their names."
Julie stared at me. "You're the most important man in my life. I don't know if this will make sense to you, but please try to understand. I don't think I can bear the thought of going through the rest of my life knowing I let all those other guys fuck me, but I never let you do it." She looked into my eyes. "Stevie I want to feel your penis inside of me tonight. I want you to fuck me. I want that more than anything in the world."
I looked at Julie. I didn't know what to say. "Julie, I can't. I swore an oath to both you and Sandra that my penis would never feel the inside of a woman's vagina. It's a central part of your domination of me."
Suddenly I stopped. I remembered Sandra's last statement to me before she left. She was very specific. "Whatever Julie wants you to do tonight is okay with me."
I smiled at Julie. "You've already talked to Sandra about this haven't you?"
Julie grinned at me. "Of course I have. I know you. I know that you would never violate your oath without our expressed permission." She smiled. "Well baby you have that permission." Julie stood up and took me by the hand. "Stevie we're going into the playpen. Tonight you're going to be my stud."
Julie led me into the playpen. Her room choice was very deliberate. Tonight I wasn't going to be her cuckold slave. Tonight I was going to be her lover.
Julie pushed me onto the bed and lay down next to me. She took my hand and placed it between her legs. "Feel my pussy baby. Feel how wet I am. Tonight I'm yours. Tonight I belong to you. You can do anything you want to me. I'm your fuck toy, your plaything."
I smiled. I'd heard Julie say those words to a number of men. It was her favorite opening line for sex.
I started to rub her cunt. I knew exactly what to do. I've watched Julie party with enough stud lovers to know how she wanted me to act. I pushed first one, then two and finally three fingers into her cunt. I wasn't gentle. She didn't want me to be gentle.
While I was fingering her with my left hand, I caressed her breast with my right hand and gently fondled her nipple.
Julie was already getting excited. "That's right baby touch me, explore me. Tonight my body is your playground.
For a little while, Julie and I just played with each other. We spent a lot of time giggling and laughing. We weren't just lovers. We were also very close friends. We enjoyed being together.
Suddenly she pulled me on top of her. "I want you Stevie. I want to feel you inside of me. Please fuck me baby, please fuck me right now."
I positioned myself between Julie's legs. I was very nervous. I'd never been able to successfully fuck a woman. I looked at her pussy. I felt like a virgin. I guess I really was one.
I pushed my tiny penis into Julie's cunt. I was surprised at how warm and wet she felt. I didn't move. I was terrified that I was going to ejaculate immediately. I tried to gain some composure.
Amazingly, I didn't cum. My confidence grew. Slowly, very slowly I started to push my penis in and out of Julie. I closed my eyes. It felt wonderful. My pride soared. I was actually fucking a woman.
Julie wrapped her legs around me. We started moving in rhythm. It was magnificent. I thought to myself, "So this is what it's like."
We picked up our pace. We lost track of time. Suddenly I felt that tingle of pleasure begin to build in my loins. I wanted to laugh out loud as I started to ejaculate into Julie's cunt.
When I was done cumming, we cuddled together quietly. After a few minutes Julie slipped her hand to my crotch and gently played with my penis. We both felt it begin to stir.
She went down on me. I've felt Julie's lips on my cock many times, but always as my final reward. Now her blow job was just a means to help me get another erection. When I was nice and hard, she slipped my erect cock back into her cunt and I fucked her again.
I fucked Julie three times that night. As we fell asleep she called me her stud lover.
The next morning I helped her pack up some of her things and load her car. She was going to move in with Ricky.
"Stevie, it's going to take a me a while to get everything out of the house."
I laughed. "Jules, you can keep things in this house for your entire life. This house will always be a home for you."
"Do you want your car back?'
I laughed. "Of course not, that car is yours. Everything I've given you is yours." I got serious. "I also plan to keep giving you a weekly allowance and I intend to keep paying your college tuition." I stopped. "As long as it's okay with Ricky."
Julie threw her arms around my neck and kissed me. "Thank you Stevie, thank you for everything. I love you so much."
"I love you to Jules."
She got into her car and drove off. I waved as she disappeared around the corner."
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Sandra got home about a half an hour after Julie left.
As soon as she walked in the door she glanced around the house and asked, "Is she gone?"
I nodded, "Yes she is."
Sandra walked over to me and gave me a hug. "Do you feel sad baby?"
"Of course I do." I sighed. "I'll miss her, but this is a good thing."
Sandra hugged me tightly. "I feel the same way." She kissed me. "You still have me baby and now I have you all to myself."
I smiled. "I love you Sandra."
She kissed me again. "Baby I love you to. I never believed that I could ever love anyone as much as I love you." She stopped and laughed. "Okay enough sweet stuff, I'm starving. Make me some breakfast and tell me everything. I want to hear all of the details about last night." She giggled, If you tell me about your night I'll tell you about mine."
I fixed Sandra a sausage and mushroom omelet and toasted some English muffins.
While Sandra ate, I told her everything that happened last night.
When I was done telling her about my evening with Julie, Sandra grinned at me. "Well stud lover let me make sure that you understand this fact very clearly. Last night was your only night of stardom. You're now back to being a submissive cuckold sissy."
Sandra walked over to me and rubbed my crotch. "Baby, don't get any ideas about your little clittie ever getting into my pussy. She started laughing. "Speedy, I am pretty sure that Roger gave me a much better fucking last night than Julie got from that pathetic little worm you call a cock."
Sandra kissed me. "Sorry baby, I just can't have my little pussy slave getting the idea that he might be the equal of one of my stud lovers." She laughed. "It just wouldn't be right."
Sandra walked into the bedroom. As she disappeared she said, "Speedy, clean up the kitchen. When you're done, come into the bathroom. You can give me a bath. Roger was a total animal last night. I am absolutely covered with his dried semen."
While I was cleaning the kitchen, I thought about the way Sandra just reacted when she heard about my night with Julie. I thought she would be happy for us, instead she became as dominant and demeaning as I'd ever seen her. I suspected that Sandra was feeling a little jealous of Julie and didn't know how to cope with her feelings.
We were trying to maintain a difficult relationship. We loved each other very much; but the most significant and most intimate expression of love between two people, intercourse, was something I was deliberately denied. Of course by denying me this expression of love, Sandra was also denying it for herself.
Now Julie had been allowed this expression of love, but it was still denied for Sandra.
Sandra was a very bright woman. She would eventually figure this out, and we would talk about it. Until that happened I had a strong suspicion that she was going to give her sadistic side free rein.
I quickly finished up in the kitchen and joined Sandra in the bedroom. When I walked in she was lying on the bed naked. Her clothes were in a pile on the floor.
"Draw me a bath and hang up my clothes."
I did as I was told. When the tub was full I went into the bedroom.
"Ms. Monroe your bath is ready."
She looked at me and smiled, "Very good Sissyboy."
I shuddered. Sissyboy was the name Sandra used for me when she was feeling particularly vicious.
Sandra got into the tub. She closed her eyes as I started bathing her. She loved having me wash her body. When I was done, Sandra stood up so I could rinse her off under the shower. As soon as she was rinsed off, she stepped out of the tub and I covered her with a large bath towel.
While I was drying her off she turned to me. "Sissyboy, my lover Roger has to host a dinner party next Monday evening. It is very important to him. The president of the University and several members of the University Board of Trustees will be there with their wives. He needs help. I volunteered your assistance. You are going to prepare and serve this dinner for Roger."
I looked at Sandra. "Baby, I am not sure that I want to do that."
Sandra wrapped the bath towel around her body. "Sissyboy, I don't remember anyone asking if you wanted to do it." She walked into the bedroom and pointed at the bed. "Sissyboy sit down."
I sat down. Sandra sat down next to me and took my hand. "Baby, you are the love of my life. You are my best friend and my soul mate; but you are also my slave and I am your Mistress. These are roles that were mutually agreed upon by both of us. You once swore an oath to submit to me. This doesn't mean you submit to me when you feel like it, it means that you submit to me at all times and at my pleasure."
Sandra sighed. "I know that at times this is difficult for both of us." She squeezed my hand. "Baby part of being a slave is that sometimes you have to do things you don't want to do. Part of the power that you have surrendered to me as your Mistress is that you will allow me to make you do things that you might otherwise choose not to do."
"Stevie, next Monday afternoon you are going to accompany me to Roger Franklin's apartment. You will act as a servant for both me and my lover. You will follow our instructions to the letter. If you fail to do that, Roger and I will take you into his bedroom, close the door and I will severely punish you while Roger watches." Sandra looked directly into my eyes. "Stevie if I have to punish you, I promise you that I will make you cry."
"During the dinner you will treat me as though I am Roger's ladylove." She paused. "Understand this very clearly, on Monday evening I will be Roger's ladylove. I will belong to him. I will fawn over him, hug him, caress him and laugh at all of his jokes. You will have to watch helplessly as I brazenly adore this other man. Everyone at the dinner is going to assume that I am deeply in love with Roger."
Sandra grabbed my knee. "After the party is over, you will clean Roger's apartment while I make love to him on his living room couch. I intend to suck his cock and let him fuck me in front of you. While Roger is taking his pleasure with me, you will be doing menial chores for him. You will be serving as my lover's house slave."
When we are bored with our little game of humiliating you, I intend to rudely dismiss you and send you home. I will stay with my lover and spend the rest of the night fulfilling his sexual desires. On Tuesday morning I will return to you." She smiled at me. "I will always return to you in the morning. When I get home, you will make me breakfast and I will love you and I will adore you."
Sandra kissed me. "I know that the afternoon with Bob was very difficult for you." She looked at me. "I also am reasonably sure that you frequently fantasize about that afternoon. You do don't you Stevie?"
I nodded at Sandra and smiled. "Yes I do." I shook my head. "The parts that were the hardest for me when they were occurring are the most erotic for me now. I get excited every time I think about the spanking you gave me."
Sandra kissed me. "So do I." She took a deep breath. "I would love to give you another spanking."
Sandra stared at me. She was smiling. After a moment she started to rub my crotch. "Think how erotic it will be to spend a night as a slave to Roger and me." She whispered into my ear. "You will be doing it in front of some very important people. Baby I am getting wet just thinking about it."
Sandra pushed me off of the bed. "Get on your knees Sissyboy. You're going to lick my asshole. I want you to show me that you love the idea of being a slave for my lover and me."
We were both incredibly aroused. Sandra threw her towel on the floor and rolled onto her stomach. I buried my face between the cheeks of her rear and eagerly kissed and licked her ass.
As I was kissing her, Sandra said. "Stevie I'm feeling very dominant right now. You are going to spend the rest of the day serving me."
She pushed me away and sat up. "I am really hoping that you make a mistake this afternoon. I would enjoy the opportunity to give you a very hard spanking."
Sandra spent the remainder of the afternoon sitting on the patio naked. She kept assigning me little menial chores to do while she read an erotic novel and drank iced tea.
When it suited her, she would call me over and make me massage her feet while she masturbated herself.
Near the end of the afternoon Sandra noticed that I had neglected to put fresh ice cubes in her tea.
"Sissyboy, look at this. You have allowed my iced tea to get warm. This is inexcusable." She took a quick breath. She was already getting excited. "You must be punished."
Sandra was of course just creating an excuse to spank me. If I had diligently placed fresh ice cubes in her drink every fifteen minutes for the past two hours, she would have found another reason to punish me.
Sandra stood, grabbed me by my ear and dragged me into the house. We went into the playpen. It was the scene of my previous punishment. Sandra sat down on the overstuffed arm chair.
"Sissyboy, fetch the hairbrush."
I did as I was told. As I handed Sandra the hairbrush, I started begging. "Please Mistress. I am sorry I neglected your drink. I promise it will never happen again. I beg you to please show me mercy, do not punish me."
Sandra smiled. This was of course our old code. I was asking her to punish me and do it severely.
"I am sorry Sissyboy, but you won't learn from your mistakes if I allow them to go unpunished." Sandra took a deep breath. She was obviously very aroused. "Pull your panties down."
I obediently pulled my panties down to my knees. Sandra smiled when she saw my erect penis.
"Come lie across my lap Sissyboy." Sandra was eagerly tapping the back of the hairbrush in the palm of her hand.
I moved very slowly. Every nerve in my body was tingling with a combination of fear and excitement.
Sandra gasped as I lay across her naked lap.
She raised her arm.
I closed my eyes and flexed every muscle in my body as I waited for the hair brush to strike.
I winced when Sandra started to spank me. She was putting all of her strength behind each stroke of the brush. It was obvious that she was trying to make me cry. I bit my lower lip and held out for as long as I could. It took fourteen very hard blows before the first tears started to run down my cheeks. Sandra gave me four more hard swats. I was whimpering when she finally stopped.
Sandra pushed me off of her lap.
"Kneel at my feet Sissyboy."
I groveled at Sandra's feet like a whimpering puppy.
She spread her legs and fingered her glistening cunt. She was wildly excited. She held up her right foot; "Kiss it."
I took Sandra's foot and submissively kissed and licked her toes.
"Have you learned your lesson Sissyboy?"
"Yes Mistress."
"Would you like to demonstrate that to me?"
"Yes please Mistress."
Sandra stood up and leaned on the arm of her chair. I crawled behind her and reverently spread the cheeks of her ass. Sandra sighed as she felt my tongue penetrate her tiny hole.
Sandra masturbated herself while I licked her asshole. Her first orgasm came almost immediately.
A soon as she'd recovered enough to move. She walked over to the bed and lay on her back. Sandra spread her legs, snapped her fingers and pointed to a spot between her thighs. "Come here Sissyboy, I want more pleasure."
The events of the day had left Sandra with an insatiable appetite for sex.
I knelt between her legs and started licking her cunt. She had two more orgasms before she was finally satisfied.
After her second orgasm Sandra took several minutes to fully enjoy the pleasant afterglow that follows a climax. Usually, this would have been a time when Sandra and I cuddled; but not this afternoon. This afternoon Sandra made me kneel at her feet while she relaxed.
Finally Sandra sat up and patted my head. "Speedy, you were a very good boy this afternoon. It's time for your reward."
I lay back on the bed. I assumed Sandra was about to suck my cock. I was wrong.
Sandra looked at me and smiled. She knew I was expecting a blow job. Instead of going down on me, she pulled me up by my hair and pushed me off the bed. "Speedy, get back on the floor where you belong." She laughed. "Stud lovers like Roger get blow jobs. Sissy cuckold wimps like you are occasionally allowed to masturbate."
Sandra was continuing her crusade to make sure I still remembered my place.
She looked at the clock on her dressing table. "You have exactly one minute to cum. If you fail, I will lock your little dicklet in your chastity cage for the next twenty-four hours. At this time tomorrow, I will give you another opportunity to cum. If you fail, I will lock you up again."
Sandra looked at the clock. "Speedy, your time has started."
I fully understood that Sandra was serious. I immediately started to masturbate. Fortunately I'm a masochist. Sandra's sadistic behavior had me very excited. I came immediately.
Sandra started giggling. "Very good Speedy. If there is one thing you excel at, it's cumming quickly." She snickered. "I'll bet you just drove Julie wild last night."
I looked up at Sandra. She immediately looked away. She couldn't make eye contact with me. This confirmed my earlier suspicions. Sandra was having trouble coping with the fact that Julie got to fuck me and she didn't. As I knelt in front of her I realized that the intense session of domination and punishment that we were just finishing was Sandra's way of expressing the fact that she was hurt by last nights events.
I recognized that this didn't make any sense. Her reaction was actually rather hypocritical. After all she did spend the night fucking Roger. I also did have her expressed prior consent to have intercourse with Julie.
I smiled as I reminded myself that Sandra was a human being. Human behavior is rarely rational. The fact was, Sandra's feelings were hurt and I needed to be understanding.
When I was done ejaculating, Sandra picked up my cummy fingers and held them to my lips. "Lick them clean like a good little slave Sissyboy."
I did as I was told. I licked up all of my cum. This was the first time since we'd met that Sandra did not share my semen with me.
We both got dressed. I prepared a nice dinner of grilled Tuna and rice. We spent the rest of the evening sitting by the pool drinking wine and talking. It was a pleasant time, but we were both guarded with each other. We avoided topics of substance.
That night I lay awake in bed thinking about the events of the day.
I knew that Sandra and I were eventually going to have to address the issue of intercourse, but I could not imagine how we were going to do it.
I sighed. It would be wonderful if we could just fuck and be done with it. That would be a nice simple solution. Unfortunately I understood that this was a complicated problem and a simple solution was not going to be the answer.
Sandra Monroe is a very complex person. You may remember that earlier in this story she mentioned that she was estranged from her parents.
Shortly after she graduated from high school Sandra discovered that she was pregnant. She is a very bright and very independent woman. When she heard this news, she immediately grasped the effect it would have on her life. She understood that she wasn't ready to be a mother. She had an abortion.
The problem was, her parents were devout Catholics. When they learned what she did, her father threw her out of the house.
Sandra is very stubborn. Rather than try to make amends with her father she set out on her own. She already had scholarships for college. She found part time jobs and worked her way through school. She was very successful. She graduated magna cum laude and became a member of Phi Beta Kappa.
After she graduated from college, Sandra not only got accepted to law school, she earned scholarships and grants to help her pay her tuition.
This incredible strength and ability to overcome adversity was of course one of the primary reasons I was so attracted to Sandra.
Unfortunately everything has its price. Sandra coped with the estrangement from her parents by burying the hurt she felt so deeply inside her that it never saw the light of day. This was how my baby dealt with emotional pain. She avoided it, she tried to hide it away in places deep inside her where she hoped it could never touch her.
Sandra was obviously dealing with her jealousy about my night with Julie in the same way. She was burying it deep inside her.
The problem with this solution is that nothing ever stays buried forever. Some things even boil right back to the surface immediately.
My night with Julie was a good example of this. Sandra came right home from Roger's and started making me pay. It was an unconscious response on her part. She rationalized her behavior by calling it part of our sex game, but she was still making me pay.
This afternoon she had been much more sadistic and demeaning to me than she would have been under normal circumstances.
Don't get me wrong. Sandra still loved me. When I had intercourse with Julie I did it with Sandra's full blessing. She knew that. She understood that Julie and I were ending our dominant submissive relationship. She fully grasped why it was now permissible for us to have intercourse.
Sandra also understood that we were not ending our dominant submissive relationship. She was very aware that I'd swore an oath to her. She also knew that it was an oath that she demanded I swear to her. Sandra was much too stubborn to ever admit that she wanted to retract that demand. No matter how much she might want to, Sandra could not ask me to rescind my oath. Never the less, she was still hurt by the simple fact that Julie got to have intercourse with me and she and did not.
Life was so complicated.
As I lay in bed, I started to consider my own role in this situation.
The fact was, altering the status quo terrified me. Living in a serious relationship with a woman who openly sleeps with other men is at best difficult.
Domination, humiliation and erotic pain were the forces that held our dangerously unstable bond together.
The embarrassment, frustration and envy I felt when Sandra so easily shared an intimacy with other men that she steadfastly denied me was the central core of our relationship.
When you are a masochistic, submissive cuckold you either eagerly accept the entire package or you live in a constant state of jealousy and discontent. For a masochistic, submissive cuckold there is no such thing as partial commitment.
As I lay in the dark next to my goddess I realized that I was afraid that if I started to have intercourse with Sandra I might begin to view myself as a sexual equal to her lovers. The danger with this was that when she was with another man I might start to view it as a rejection of me.
In our current situation we both understood that I was different than Sandra's lovers. They were allowed to enjoy a physical act that I was denied, but Sandra's spiritual self; her heart and soul were always reserved for me.
I was worried that if Sandra and I started to have intercourse the line dividing her physical self and her spiritual self might become muddied.
As I started to fall asleep, I thought about Sandra's estrangement from her family. This was a much deeper problem, but I knew that it had to be there festering inside her. I was certain that eventually it would also boil to the surface.
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Life was much quieter without Julie living in the house. It was really too quiet. Julie added a lot of energy to our lives. Both Sandra and I missed her.
Sunday afternoon Sandra entertained Big Dick Jason while I played golf.
When I got home from golf I took a shower. As I was getting dressed I heard Sandra saying good bye to Jason. I didn't realize he was still here. They must have been in the playpen.
I shook my head. Jason and Sandra must have spent at least three hours fucking. As I thought about it I suspected that Sandra intentionally dragged the afternoon session out so that Jason would still be here when I got home. I was certain she wanted to send me a message. She wanted me to know just how long a real stud lover was capable of performing.
Sandra walked into the bedroom. "Jason was an absolute animal this afternoon. He was insatiable. He wore me out. He came five times." She stared at me. "Hey Studman, did you do that when you were fucking Julie the other night?" She laughed. "Not even in your dreams."
I sighed. It was clear that I was not yet out of the doghouse.
"Well I'm glad you're home. I need a bath and I'm starving. After you bathe me, you can make me some supper."
Sandra carried on about Jason's sexual prowess the entire time I was bathing her. She gave me a blow by blow description of their afternoon activities. By the time she was out of the tub Sandra had established Jason as a super stud.
As soon as I was done drying Sandra off, she walked into the bedroom. "Fetch your cage Sissyboy. Slaves really shouldn't be allowed to walk around the house with free swinging dicks. They might get confused and start believing they're studs."
Sandra smiled when she was done locking my cage in place. "That's much better."
She walked out to the patio. I followed her. She sat down on a lounge chair. "Speedy fetch my novel."
I quickly found Sandra's book. As I handed it to her she grinned at me. "Sissyboy, there is nothing better than being pampered by your wimp slave after a long hot afternoon with a man." Sandra sighed with contentment. "I'm ready for a glass of wine and some dinner now. I think I'd like a small steak and a nice salad. I hope we have some tomatoes for the salad."
I nodded. "Yes Mistress, I believe we do."
Sandra picked up her book and started reading. After a moment she looked up at me. "Sissyboy you're dismissed. Go attend to your duties."
I started the grill and seasoned two small tenderloin steaks. As soon as those tasks were done I brought Sandra a chilled glass of chardonnay.
As I was setting it down next to her she lowered her book. "Speedy, I'll have my dinner on the patio this evening."
I bowed politely. "Yes Mistress."
While I was preparing dinner I wondered just how long Sandra would continue punishing me. I knew my sweetheart very well. She was both stubborn and strong willed. I suspected she could keep this up for several weeks. I thought about trying to discuss this with Sandra, but I was fairly certain that she wasn't yet ready to do that. I decided my best course of action was to continue to weather her wrath.
I smiled, for a masochistic, submissive cuckold; Sandra's treatment was actually pretty exciting. The truth was, I enjoyed being her slave.
I served Sandra her dinner. When she was done eating I cleared the table, ate my own dinner in the kitchen and washed the dishes.
When I was done with my chores I joined Sandra on the patio. She put me through another intense session of domination, including another spanking.
After she finished spanking me Sandra made me give her oral pleasure for over an hour. When she was finally satisfied, she took my cage off and allowed me to kneel at her feet and masturbate. When I was done, Sandra again made me lick my fingers clean by myself.
That night I tried to cuddle with Sandra when it was time to go to sleep. She pushed me away and rolled over so her back was facing me. As she closed her eyes she said, "Slaveboy be thankful I let you share my bed."
That night as I fell asleep, I felt bad. My only consolation was that I understood why Sandra was treating me so badly. She was hurt and she was hurt because she loved me.
Monday was a very busy day for me. I got up early. I spent several hours on the internet doing more research on the group in Atlanta. At 10:00 I went to the grocery store and purchased the ingredients I needed to prepare the food for Roger's dinner party. I also stopped and bought the appropriate wines to accompany the meal. If I was going to do this, I was going to do it right.
When I got home, I carried the groceries and wine from the garage into the kitchen. As I was putting everything away I noticed that Sandra was out on the patio. She was naked.
I went into the bedroom, took off my clothes and slipped into my swimming trunks. Swimming trunks weren't really an accurate name for my bathing suit. Swimming trunks suggest something worn by a man. My swim suit was actually the bottom half of a girls bikini. It was yellow with pink and blue flowers all over it. It was a gift from Sandra.
I walked out onto the patio. Sandra saw me and smiled. "Hi Speedy, I saw you carrying in groceries. Do you have everything you need for Roger's party tonight?"
I nodded. "Yes, I had to go to three stores, but I found everything I am going to need."
"Speedy, I'm so excited about this evening. I'm really looking forward to showing you off to everyone. I want Roger and his guests to see just how well trained and submissive you are." She smiled. "I wish I could tell everyone the truth about you. It would be so hot if all of Roger's guests knew that you really are my slave."
She sighed. "But obviously I can't tell them that. In fact, we will have to be very careful to make sure that none of Roger's guests ever suspect the true nature of our relationship. It is absolutely essential that all of his guests believe that you're nothing more than a hired caterer."
Sandra shrugged. "I'll just have to be satisfied with treating you like a common servant." She grinned at me. "Speedy, these are wealthy people; they will be expecting me to treat you with a certain amount of arrogance and disdain." She winked at me. "Believe me Speedy. I am going to truly enjoy treating you that way. I fully intend to be curt and condescending to you throughout the entire evening. I want you to be constantly aware that you are nothing more than a peon serving his superiors."
I quietly raised an issue that was worrying me. "Sandra, you might want to be very careful about using my full name this evening. My success with Bentine Pharmaceutical is very well known among wealthy investors in this city."
Sandra stared at me. "Yes, I suppose that you're correct. I'll have to remember that you actually do have some skills not normally associated with a lowly slave."
I sighed. Sandra was pushing me as hard as she could.
She thought about this, after a moment she smiled. "We'll introduce you as Stefan. Yes, that will do very nicely. We'll tell everyone that you're a new caterer in the city."
Sandra lay back on her chair and spread her legs. Her cunt was already wet. There was no doubt that she was excited about the dinner party.
She started to play with her pussy. "Speedy, I am going to go out of my way to dote on Roger tonight. I am going to worship my lover all evening long. I am going to idolize and adore him. You are going to have to watch while I act like I'm Roger's special pet." She stared at me. "After tonight you are going to understand exactly how I treat a real man and how a real man treats me."
Sandra was obviously using this dinner party as a tool for putting me in my place.
I was hanging my head. I really didn't know how to respond to her assault.
Sandra didn't let up. She spread her legs further apart and rubbed her clit. "Speedy I want you to look at my pussy. I know just how much you love it. Later this evening after all of the guests are gone, my man is going to get to fuck this beautiful pussy while you watch. Think about that Sissyboy. Think about watching Roger while he pushes his big hard dick in and out of my cunt." She laughed. "He's going to be fucking me while you're cleaning his house." Sandra snickered at me. "That's quite a fall for a big stud like you isn't it."
Sandra rolled onto her stomach. "Studman come over here and get on your knees. We have a few minutes before we have to go. Let's find out exactly what kind of a man you really are."
I did as I was told. There wasn't any reason to challenge Sandra. I'd already made the decision to weather her anger. I knew she would eventually get over this. Time heals all wounds. I spread the cheeks of her ass and obediently kissed and licked her asshole.
The truth was, I didn't want to challenge Sandra. I was very aroused when I pushed my tongue into her ass.
This was actually an ironic situation. Sandra was a sadist and I was a masochist. Her expression of anger was in fact creating an incredibly exciting adventure for both of us. Her efforts to punish me for fucking Julie were actually helping us push the limits of our dominant submissive relationship.
She sensed my excitement. "Oh yes baby, you're just as excited about this as I am. Sissyboy, we are going to have a wonderful evening. We're going to remember this night for the rest of our lives."
Sandra sat up and hugged me. I smiled. This was the first genuine expression of warmth she'd given me in two days.
Sandra kissed me. "Go down on me Stevie. Make me cum."
I slipped down to my knees, closed my eyes and buried my face between Sandra's legs. I made love to her cunt. I did it with my tongue. This was the proper way for a submissive sissyboy to make love to his mistress. It was a demonstration to Sandra that I still knew my place.
Her first orgasm came quickly.
Sandra took a moment to recover from her orgasm. As soon as she regained her composure, she stood up. "Speedy, it's time to get ready to go."
I noted that I wasn't given the luxury of an orgasm. I understood, I was a slave. Sandra believed that a little sexual edginess made me much more obedient. I was quite certain that I would not be allowed to cum until Sandra returned home tomorrow.
We went into the bedroom.
Sandra handed me two garment bags. "These are our outfits for the party." She grabbed a pair of jeans and a tee shirt for herself. "Stevie, put on jeans right now. We have some work to do when we get there. We can clean up and change at Roger's right before the party."
When we were ready to go Sandra stopped. "Stevie pull you pants down, I'll be right back." Sandra went to her dresser. She returned with my cock cage. "Speedy, I want you to wear this tonight."
I bowed my head. "Of course Mistress, I understand. I'm going to be in the presence of your lover tonight."
Sandra smiled at me. I was enthusiastically playing my role. I was now quite certain that this was the best course of action if I wanted to quickly get Sandra through this period of hurt and anger.
Sandra put my cage on my penis and balls and locked it. As she placed the key in her purse she looked at me. "Stevie this is going to be so much fun."
This was the moment when Sandra would normally have put her arms around me and told me that she loved me more than any other man in the world. This time she didn't do it. The omission made my stomach churn. I liked it when she reassured me that she loved me before she went out to meet another man. I understood why she didn't do it. She was still too angry and hurt to give me that reassurance.
Instead Sandra just picked up her purse and said, "Let's go."
I loaded the groceries into my car. We each drove our own cars to Roger's apartment. We needed two cars. Sandra was going to be spending the night with Roger. I was going to be sent home when I was no longer needed.
I followed Sandra. She looked incredibly sexy behind the wheel of her red Thunderbird convertible.
Sandra had a key to Roger's apartment. He was going to be at the law school until at least 5:30. She unlocked his front door. I unloaded the groceries and carried them up to Roger's apartment while Sandra called Roger on the telephone and told him we were here.
When I was done with the groceries, Sandra called me into the living room. "Speedy the first thing I want you to do is strip Roger's bed and wash his sheets." She giggled. "I want you to make the bed really nice for Roger and me tonight."
I stripped the bed and put Roger's sheets into the washer. When I returned Sandra was in his bedroom. "Sissyboy Roger will be wearing this shirt tonight. It's a little wrinkled, iron it for him. He has an ironing board and iron in the closet. "
Sandra went into the living room, sat down on the couch and started reading a magazine while I ironed her lover's shirt.
When I was done I joined her in the living room. She was stretched out on Roger's couch reading. She looked up at me. "Sissyboy the vacuum cleaner is in the hall closet. I think you had better touch up the carpet in the living room and dining room."
I did as I was told. As I was putting the vacuum cleaner away Sandra smiled. "Stevie, there are some more magazines in Roger's bedroom would you fetch them for me."
When I returned with the magazines Sandra looked up at me. "The bathroom needs to be cleaned." As I left to start this new chore Sandra called after me. "Don't forget to wash the floor and put out clean towels."
While I was cleaning the bathroom I heard the dryer bell go off. Roger's sheets were done. I took them into Roger's bedroom and carefully made the bed that Sandra and her lover would be using after they dismissed me for the night.
When I returned, Sandra looked at her watch. "Sissyboy, I think that it's time for you to start making the dinner and setting the table."
I went into the kitchen. I was preparing a four course meal. We would start with a corn chowder. A Caesar salad was the second course. The main course was chicken Dijon with boiled new potatoes and fresh asparagus. For dessert I was serving a chocolate torte that I had actually made last night.
The appetizer was a variety of crackers and cheeses. It was a simple appetizer, but it would do.
Once I had everything cooking, I went into the dining room and prepared the table. I brought a nice white table cloth and cloth napkins from our house. I was afraid that Roger wouldn't have these items. It turned out that I was right."
At 5:30 Roger walked in the door. Sandra jumped up and greeted him with a passionate kiss. When they were done she took him by the hand and led him to the kitchen.
"Roger I would like you to meet Stefan." She nodded to me. "Remember Speedy, that's what we'll be calling you tonight." She turned to her lover. "Roger, this is Stevie."
He smiled at me. "Stevie, Sandra has tried to explain the relationship the two of you have. I am not sure that I will ever understand it." He smiled. "I will say that even though I don't understand it, I am very happy about it. It allows me to go on seeing Sandra." He paused. "Seriously Stevie, I am very grateful for what you are doing for me tonight. I would have been lost without you. Please let me know what I owe you for the things you had to buy."
I smiled. "Don't worry about it, I'm glad to help out."
Roger nodded. "I understand from Sandra that part of the deal is that after the party is over, she and I are going to put on a little show for you." He shrugged. "I'll do my best to make it a memorable one." He stopped. "Stefan, I guess I had better start calling you that, how can I help you? I know that Sandra has told me that you're our slave for the night." He smiled at me. "I think that is kind of hot, but this is a very important dinner for me. I want to assist you in any way that I can."
I smiled. "It would help if you would set up the bar and put the wine out. By the way, what will I be serving for cocktails?"
Roger shook his head and laughed. "This is strictly a Manhattan crowd."
"Well that makes it easy; lay out the whiskey and sweet vermouth and I'll take it from there."
We all went to work.
At 6:15 I jumped in the shower. When I was done Roger and Sandra showered together. I dressed quickly. The outfit that Sandra selected for me consisted of a pair of black dress slacks and a lacey white dress shirt with big puffy sleeves. It was a man's shirt, but it was more like something a Las Vegas entertainer would wear.
I was just putting on my underwear when Roger stepped out of the bathroom. He smirked when he saw my pink lace panties but his attention immediately shifted when he noticed my chastity cage.
"Stefan what is that?"
Sandra came out of the bathroom behind him and put her arms around his waist. She started giggling. "It's a male chastity cage. I use it to control Stevie's ability to have orgasms. When he's locked up he can't even masturbate."
Roger shook his head. "I thought I was kinky, but you two leave me in the dust."
All three of us laughed.
I finished getting dressed, went into the kitchen and attended to the dinner while Sandra and Roger got dressed.
At 7:00 the doorbell rang. The first dinner guests were arriving.
This was the first time I ever catered a formal dinner party. I was busy. The time passed quickly.
While I was serving the drinks and appetizers I noticed that Sandra was living up to her promise. She was doting on Roger. She couldn't keep her hands off of him. She listened intently to every word he said and laughed at all of his jokes. She appeared to adore him. Sandra gave everyone at the party the impression that Roger Franklin was her man and she was deeply in love with him.
Pangs of jealousy were tearing me apart as I scurried around the apartment waiting on Roger, Sandra and their guests.
Watching Sandra and Roger was incredibly painful, but it was also very exciting. As I worked I realized that I was in the middle of the ultimate masochist cuckold fantasy. I focused my attention and did my job.
Sandra was the hostess. She gave me my instructions. "Stefan clear the soup bowls. Stefan we need more wine. Stefan we would like more coffee." She was curt and condescending. She was domineering and dictatorial. Sandra treated me like a servant. The evening just kept getting more and more exciting.
My dinner was an enormous success. Everyone loved the food. The dessert and coffee were the crowning glory. The women all loved the chocolate torte.
The last guests left at 10:00. It was a week night. Everyone wanted to get home.
Sandra and Roger stood at the door saying good bye to their guests while I cleaned the kitchen. As I was working I had an opportunity to look across the living room at Sandra. She was holding on to Roger's arm while she talked with the departing guests. I marveled at her grace and beauty.
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I cleaned the kitchen while everyone was having dessert and coffee. I was finishing the last few dishes when everyone started leaving. I was wiping off the kitchen counters as the last guest said goodbye.
Sandra and Roger were holding hands when they walked back into the living room. Sandra kissed her lover. "Sit down on the couch baby. I'll handle this." As soon as Roger was seated Sandra turned to me. "Sissyboy you did a very good job. The dinner was well prepared and your service was quite adequate."
Roger started to say, "Stevie I want to thank....."
Sandra cut him off. "Honey, he's just a slave. Don't bother with him, he's beneath you. I'll deal with him. It's my job as your lady to take care of the servants."
Roger was smart. He immediately understood what was happening. We were playing now. He knew he didn't fully understand the game and he was wise enough to stay out of it and let Sandra take care of me.
Sandra smiled. "Sissyboy why don't you make yourself useful and dust the living room while I entertain my lover."
Sandra sat on Roger's lap. "Sweetheart, you were so masterful tonight." She rubbed his chest. "Powerful men like you get me really excited." She kissed Roger's cheek and whispered in his ear. "I want you baby. I want you to make love to me right now."
Sandra stood up, took off her dress and tossed it to me. "Speedy, take this into the master's bedroom and hang it in the closet. When you're done, come back and finish your chores."
I took Sandra's dress into the bedroom and put it away.
When I returned Sandra was standing in front of Roger in her lingerie. She looked at me. "Speedy turn on Roger's stereo. Play the CD that's already in there. My man likes it when I dance for him."
I turned on the music. Sandra started doing a slow strip tease for Roger. This was the first time I ever got to see her dance. She was very good.
Jason tells me that she loves to do dance for him. I've never dared to discuss this with her. I've always assumed it was a treat reserved exclusively for her stud lovers.
Sandra removed her brassiere and tossed it in my direction.
I watched her. Sandra was standing in front of Roger staring into his eyes while she rolled her nipples between her fingers and seductively swayed her hips to the easy rhythm of the music.
Roger was lying back on the couch enjoying his private show.
Sandra turned around and bent over at the waist. She took a step back. She was dancing between Roger's legs. Her gorgeous ass was inches from his face. She stared directly into my eyes while she slowly pulled her panties down to her ankles.
I took a deep breath. This was the most erotic scene I'd ever witnessed.
Roger reached out, grabbed Sandra and pulled her onto his lap. "Come here Princess."
I knew that Princess was Roger's pet name for Sandra.
He wrapped his left arm around Sandra and held her on his lap while he started fondling her nipples with his right hand.
Sandra giggled. "That tickles." She started wrestling with Roger. She was trying to get free from his grasp. "Let me go."
Roger laughed. "No, I've got you and I won't let you go. You're my little princess and you know exactly what that means." Roger forced Sandra's legs apart and massaged her cunt. She gasped and closed her eyes. She wasn't giggling anymore. Roger was being very aggressive with Sandra. I would never have dared to be that aggressive with her.
Sandra laid her head against her man's chest and sighed. "Yes, I am your little princess and we both know exactly what that means."
Roger kept fondling Sandra. It was obvious that she was getting very excited. She turned her head and looked up at him. "Baby I want to be your little princess right now. I want to feel your big cock in my mouth. I want to give you a blow job."
Roger smiled, lifted Sandra off of his lap and stood up. Sandra sat down on the couch in front of her lover. She put her arms around Roger's thighs and hugged his crotch.
She glanced over at me. "Speedy I love the way an erect cock feels inside a man's trousers."
She started giggling and unzipped Roger's pants. "Let's see what happens when we release this monster."
Sandra took Roger's cock out. It was huge. I had no idea that he was that big. Roger's penis was almost as large as Big Dick Jason's.
Sandra grabbed Roger's erection with both hands. He took a deep breath as she bent it back and licked the underside of the shaft. As she was doing this she gazed up at Roger. There was a look of adoration in her eyes.
Sandra continued to stare at her lover while she gently rubbed the little spot under the head of his penis against her lips. I watched carefully, I was fairly certain that Sandra was using the tip of her tongue to tease the sensitive underside of Roger's cock.
I was overwhelmed with envy. I could only imagine the wonderful sensation of pleasure that Roger had to be feeling at this moment.
Sandra turned to me. She was still holding Roger's penis. "Speedy, look at this cock and dream. Roger is a real man with a real man's penis. He doesn't have a little clittie like you." She kissed the tip of his cock. "Roger calls me his princess." She giggled. "He calls me that because I'm his little blow job princess. Now I'm going to show you why he calls me that."
Sandra put Roger's cock into her mouth. He gasped as she started sucking him.
Roger looked down at Sandra. There was a huge grin on his face. She wasn't teasing him anymore. She was giving him what she like to call a sloppy, two handed blowjob.
Roger looked at me. "Speedy, this is why I call Sandra my blow job princess." He shook his head and laughed. "Your girlfriend certainly knows how to suck a cock."
Sandra took Roger's cock out of her mouth. "Baby, Stevie thinks he's a stud."
Roger stared at me and snickered.
My face turned red. I nervously looked at the floor. I realized that I was once again being punished for fucking Julie.
Sandra smiled when she saw how embarrassed I was.
She looked at Roger. "I want you to show Stevie how a real man takes a woman."
Roger nodded his head and laughed. "All right Speedy, watch carefully; the lesson is beginning.
Roger kicked his shoes off. Sandra quickly pulled his pants and boxer shorts off. As soon as his cock was freed, it stuck straight out in front of him.
I stared at it. I couldn't stop myself. A large cock standing at attention is an amazing sight.
Sandra was unbuttoning Roger's shirt when she noticed me staring at his cock.
She started laughing. "It's a pretty awesome sight isn't it Speedy."
As soon as he was naked Sandra snapped her fingers. "Speedy, pick up Master Roger's clothes and hang them in the closet."
Roger started laughing when he saw me actually picking up his clothes. "Sandra honey, I'm beginning to see that there are some definite advantages to having a slave. I think you might have to start bringing him along every time you come to visit me.
Sandra giggled. "That can be easily arranged."
I finished gathering up all of Roger's clothes, carried them into his bedroom and put them in his closet.
When I came back into the living room Roger was sitting on the couch. Sandra was on his lap facing him. She was straddling his hips. Rogers erect cock was pressed against her flat stomach. They were kissing.
They kissed for several minutes. They completely ignored me. The two of them were wrapped up in their own pleasure.
Finally Sandra broke off the kiss and turned to me. "Oh, you're back. I almost forgot about you."
Sandra gazed into my eyes as she lifted herself up. She reached down and positioned Roger's erection directly under the lips of her pussy and slowly lowered herself onto it.
I watched as it disappeared into her cunt.
When his cock was all the way inside Sandra, Roger put his arms around her and slowly started to rock both of them back and forth.
Sandra laid her head on Roger's shoulder. They moved in a relaxed easy rhythm. They were obviously very familiar with each other as lovers. They both seemed to know that this was just a gentle prelude to the rowdy, untamed fucking that was coming.
As Sandra and Roger rocked back and forth, the tempo of their movement started to speed up. Their lust was growing.
Suddenly Roger picked Sandra up and rolled her onto the couch. She was on her knees. He got behind her. When Roger tried to mount Sandra she playfully leaned forward, trapped his cock between her feet and started to masturbate him. Sandra was giggling. She was having fun. She obviously enjoyed teasing Roger.
Roger had other ideas. He wanted Sandra's pussy. At this moment, he wasn't interested in games. He forcefully pulled Sandra's feet apart, grabbed her by the waist and pushed his cock into her cunt.
Sandra looked at me and snickered. "Sissyboy, you would never have the balls to do that."
Roger fucked Sandra with long slow strokes. Her eyes were closed, she was panting. Suddenly he pulled his cock out of Sandra's cunt and flipped her over onto her back.
Sandra once again grabbed Roger's cock between her feet. This was apparently a game that they played whenever they made love. I watched with envy as Sandra giggled while she teased her lover.
Roger once again pulled Sandra's feet apart so that he could continue fucking her. He wanted to satisfy his lust. He wasn't about to be deterred by her silly games.
Sandra gasped when her powerful lover pinned her to the couch and plunged his cock back into her cunt. She bit her lower lip. She wasn't trying to torment me anymore. She was too excited to bother with me.
Roger relentlessly drove his cock in and out of Sandra's cunt. She closed her eyes, wrapped her legs around Roger's back and lunged her hips forward to meet each of his powerful thrusts.
As I watched, I was overwhelmed with envy. Roger was an amazing lover. He was fucking Sandra with Herculean strength. This man was indeed a stud. It was very easy to understand why Sandra kept seeing him.
Sandra arched her back and started screaming. I smiled, my sweetheart was always very vocal when she had an orgasm. Roger ignored her cries of joy and kept pumping his cock in and out of her cunt.
Gradually Sandra's orgasm subsided and she started to relax, but Roger wasn't about to let her rest. Suddenly, he stopped fucking Sandra and pulled his cock out or her cunt.
Sandra sat up. She knew what was about to happen. So did I. Sandra loved to tell me about the way Roger liked to cum. She was generally giggling when she described it to me. She also enjoyed it.
Sandra grabbed Roger's cock and started stroking it with both hands. Roger grunted. Sandra squealed with delight as a large spurt of warm semen shot from the head of his penis and at hit the tip of her nose.
As her lover continued to ejaculate on her face, Sandra looked over at me. She was giggling.
When Roger was done cumming Sandra wiggled her finger at me. "Come here Sissyboy. It's time for you to make yourself useful again. Roger left a nice little treat for you."
Sandra lay back on the couch. Roger stood up and stepped away to give me room. I walked over and knelt down next to Sandra and obediently licked all of Roger's fresh semen off of her face.
Roger shook his head. "I don't fucking believe it."
Sandra grinned at her lover and laughed. "Believe it baby. My little sissyboy will do anything I tell him to do. That includes licking up your cum."
When her face was clean Sandra pushed me away, stood up and put her arm around Roger's waist.
She looked at me. "Speedy, we're done with you. Finish any chores you might have around here and go home. Roger and I are going to retire to his bedroom. We have a lot more fucking to do."
She kissed Roger on the cheek. "Baby I am going to give you a night you will never forget."
Sandra turned to go to the bedroom.
Roger stopped her. "Sandra you can't leave him like that. He has to be incredibly horny after watching us. Aren't you going to at least jack him off?"
Sandra laughed. "Hell no. I am going to let the little wimp suffer."
Roger looked back at me and shrugged. "Well at least he can jack off when he gets home."
Sandra snickered. "No he can't. I have the key for his cock cage in my purse. He's going to suffer all night long."
Roger started to laugh. "Baby you are evil. I think I need to take you into the bedroom and teach you a lesson."
Sandra kissed Roger. "Honey I am so ready for that. I want you to do your worst." She started to giggle. "You can punish me and force me to be your slut."
Roger opened the bedroom door. "Sandra my dear, you are about to become my play toy."
Just before she went into the bedroom, Sandra turned. When she saw that I was still standing in the living room she said, "What are you still doing here wimp. We're done with you. My lover and I are going into the bedroom now. He's going to spend the rest of the night fucking me. I don't need you anymore Sissyboy. Get the fuck out of here."
I turned and walked out of Roger's apartment. As I closed the door I heard Sandra and her lover laughing.
When I got to my car I sat for a moment before I put the keys in the ignition. I had to try to calm down. That was one of the most exciting things I'd ever done in my entire life.
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Tuesday morning I got up very early. This was the first time that I'd ever had to sleep while I was wearing my cock cage. It was a little hard to get used to it.
I made myself some breakfast and did a little house cleaning. At 7:00 I sat down in the office and started to do some research for work.
It was just after 8:00 when I heard Sandra's key in the lock. I got up and went into the living room to greet her.
She was standing just inside the front door. I smiled at her. "Good morning."
She was quiet. It seemed like she was studying me. Finally she said, "Stevie do you still love me?"
I laughed, walked over to her, took her in my arms and hugged her. "Of course I do silly."
She pressed her face against my cheek. "Really?"
I nodded, "Really." I paused for a moment. "Now tell me, what's this all about?"
"Last night, after Roger was done fucking me, I couldn't go to sleep. I was awake all night."
Sandra hugged me. "Stevie I'm so sorry. I've been just hateful to you lately." She stepped back. "Sweetheart last night I realized that I've been jealous and angry ever since Julie got to fuck you." She shook her head. "I don't know why, It doesn't make any sense. You had my permission to do it." She looked at me. "Stevie I fuck lots of guys and you never get jealous."
I smiled at her. "Sandra, it's okay. I knew this was bothering you. I understand."
"You do?'
I laughed. "Yes I do."
"Stevie your so wonderful and I've been so mean to you lately. Last night I was sure that you hated me."
She started to cry. "Stevie I love you so much. I am sorry for everything. I sorry I made you cater Roger's party. I'm sorry I told you to get the fuck out last night. I'm sorry I made you go home wearing your chastity cage. I am sorry that I didn't give you a blow job before you left. I am sorry I didn't just come home with you."
She buried her face in her hands. "Yesterday before we left I didn't even bother tell you how much I love you. Stevie I always tell you that before I go out with another guy."
Sandra started to sob. I held her in my arms. When she was done crying I took out my handkerchief and wiped the tears from her cheeks.
I stepped back so that we could look at each other. "Sandra, I love you. I will always love you." I put my hand under her chin and lifted her face so that I could look into her eyes. "Sandra my love for you is unconditional. I don't care what you do to me. I don't care what happens now or in the future. I will always love you. There is nothing in the world that can change that. Please do not ever forget that. No matter what happens I will love you forever. Sweetheart, there is nothing that you could ever do that would make me hate you."
Sandra put her arms around my waist. "Hold me Stevie, please just hold me for a little while."
I put my arms around her again and held on to her. We stood like that for a very long time. We didn't say anything to each other. We didn't have to.
Finally I whispered into Sandra's ear. "Sweetheart would you like some breakfast? I'll bet your hungry."
She nodded. "Yes I am, but first I have to ask you something."
I looked at her. "Okay?"
"Stevie, would you like to fuck me? You can fuck me right now." She paused. "My pussy is probably pretty loose. Roger is really big. He really stretches me out when he fucks me. I might not be able to feel you...."
Sandra stopped herself in mid sentence. She turned around and buried her face in her hands again. "I'm sorry Stevie. I don't know why I have to say stupid things like that. Baby I didn't mean to insult you."
I put my hands on her shoulders and laughed. "Its okay. I am not insulted. Come on lets go fix you some breakfast. We can talk about this while I cook."
Sandra turned around and faced me. Stevie last night while I was lying awake in bed, I promised myself that as soon as I got home this morning I was going to let you fuck me."
I kissed her on her forehead and laughed. "And last night while I was lying in bed I promised myself that as soon as you got home this morning I was going to make you some breakfast. Let's take care of my promise first. We can discuss your promise while you're eating.
I made Sandra two slices of French toast. If you have been following this story you have probably figured out that this is her favorite breakfast.
I set her breakfast out on the kitchen table and poured a cup of coffee for each of us. I sat at the table with her while she ate.
I laughed as I watched her devour her French toast. "You and Roger obviously worked up an appetite after I left last night."
Sandra stopped and looked at me. She had a nervous expression on her face.
I took a sip of coffee. "Its okay sweetheart. "We can talk about this. I am your cuckold. I like the fact that you sleep with other men. Baby it's okay for you to tell me that Roger's huge cock stretched your pussy so much last night that if I tried to fuck you with my pathetic little clittie you probably wouldn't even know I was doing it." I laughed. "Sandra I love it when you tease me about things like that."
Sandra sat quietly and listened to me.
"Sandra I had fun last night. It was exciting when you told me to get the fuck out of Roger's apartment." I stopped. "If you remember, we both discussed how the evening would go well before we started the game."
I took another sip of coffee. "Sandra we are playing a very emotional game. It's a game we both enjoy. I know that you love being dominant. The anticipation of the evening had you wildly aroused all day yesterday." I smiled at Sandra. "How many orgasms did you have during the past twenty-four hours?"
She laughed. "I don't really know, a lot."
"How many did you have with Roger last night. I saw one. I know you had more." I was smiling as I waited for her answer.
She smiled back. "At least five more after you left."
"You had fun didn't you?"
"Yes,"
"I suspect that when your sexual excitement starts to subside, it becomes easier to start worrying; especially in the middle of the night. Yesterday was a very exciting day. You were on an emotional high all day long. When the evening finally ended, you had an emotional low and started to worry." I looked at her. "Does that make sense?"
She nodded. "It does Stevie." She shook her head. "But I've been horrible to you for the past three days."
I smiled. "Yes you have."
"Stevie I'm sorry. I got so jealous when Julie got to fuck you and I didn't." She shook her head. "Even at the time I knew it didn't make any sense, but I couldn't help it. I just felt really bad. "
Sandra looked at me. "Stevie I want to feel you inside me just as much as Julie did."
Suddenly she got very quiet. After a moment she said, "Last night I also started to feel really bad that Roger gets to do things to me that you don't get to do."
Sandra stopped to think for a moment. "When I started to understand that I felt bad because I was jealous of Julie, I realized that I must make you jealous all the time. Stevie, I love you. I don't want to make you miserable."
I reached out and grabbed Sandra's hand. "Let's start with this. Sandra Monroe I promise that I'll fuck you anytime you ask me."
Sandra started to giggle. "There's a lot of men willing to make that promise to me."
I laughed. "I know, but I think you need to hear it from me."
She nodded. "Thank you, you're right." Sandra thought for a moment. "I think you need to hear the same promise."
"It would be nice."
Sandra stared into my eyes. "Stevie Wagner, I promise to let you fuck me anytime you ask me."
I smiled at Sandra. "Thank you, that means a lot to me."
Sandra looked at me. "Stevie, why don't we just go do it?'
"Sandra, listen to me. "Last night I did feel bad when I watched you make love to Roger. I was both jealous and envious."
I shrugged. Yes, sometimes it does hurt me that you give other men something that you deny me." I smiled. "That's also the heart of our dominant submissive relationship. That envy, that longing to have what you so freely give to other men is part of the pain that I enjoy in our relationship. I also think that you enjoy inflicting that pain. I think that we have to be very careful about what we do regarding intercourse. We maybe giving up something that we both really enjoy."
I paused to think. "I also used to be Julie's cuckold slave, but that ended last Friday night. I think for Julie and I, having intercourse was the symbolic end to that relationship."
I stopped. I was getting way too philosophical. "Sandra, I enjoyed last night. It was memorable. It was maybe the most sexually exciting night of my life. I want to continue being your submissive cuckold."
I stared into Sandra's eyes. "I want you to hold me to my vow of chastity while you continue to freely enjoy intercourse with as many men as you want."
I took a deep breath. "I want you to torment me with that knowledge. I want you to enjoy making me as envious and jealous as you possibly can. Sandra, you are a sadist and I'm a masochist. We were born to be together." I laughed. "The meanest thing you could ever do to me is stop being mean to me."
I smiled at Sandra. "I am certain that someday the two of us will decide to have intercourse. When we do I will absolutely love it. Until that day, I choose to remain your sissy cuckold slave."
Sandra got up, walked over and sat on my lap. "Are you sure?"
I kissed her. "Yes, I am absolutely sure." I put my arms around Sandra. "When you were angry with me during the last three days, I was sad that we didn't get to cuddle at night, I missed your blow jobs when we were done playing and I felt bad when we both ate dinner alone."
Sandra held my hand. "I'm sorry Stevie. I feel bad that I did that."
"I know and we've talked about it now. It's behind us." I kissed Sandra's neck. "Your anger also made you do some very cruel things to me. I really enjoyed some of them."
Sandra raised her eyebrows. "Indeed, which ones?"
I laughed. "I guess you'll just have to experiment a little if you want to find out."
Sandra started giggling. "I have a very wicked side. I am capable of being much meaner to you."
I took a deep breath. "Now that is something to look forward to."
Sandra lifted my tee shirt, leaned over and viciously bit my nipple.
I winced.
She grinned at me. "Did that hurt?"
"Yes, a lot."
"Good. You've made me feel much better. I want to play for awhile now." She stood up. "Slave, draw me a bath. My body is covered with my lover's dried semen."
I stood up. "Sandra I would appreciate it if you would take off my cock cage."
She shook her head. "Too bad sissyboy. I like having you locked up. It might be a really long time before I decide to free your pathetic little clittie."
That was the beginning of a day of incredible domination, humiliation and degradation.
We both had a wonderful time.
It was very late on Tuesday afternoon before Sandra and I finally got tired of playing our dominant submissive sex games.
We were lying on the bed. Sandra had spent most of the previous hour riding my face. Both of us had lost track of the number of orgasms she'd experienced during the course of the day. It was almost like she was an insatiable nymph.
I of course, had not been allowed any orgasms. My penis was still locked in its cage.
Sandra got up from the bed. "Speedy, it's time to free your clittie ."
She went into the bathroom and got a small basin of water, a bar of scented soap and a washcloth. She set those items down on the night table next to the bed and went into the living room to get the key for my chastity cage from her purse.
When Sandra returned she sat down on the bed next to me.
She smiled as she opened the padlock on my cage. "Stevie the past 24 hours have been incredibly exciting for me. Did you enjoy yourself?"
I laughed. "Sandra, I had a wonderful time. " I paused. "I hope were not quite done yet."
Sandra giggled as she removed the cage from my penis and balls. "Really? I feel very content and well satisfied. What did you have in mind?"
I smiled at her. "I know this beautiful lady who gives wonderful blow jobs."
Sandra picked up the wash cloth, dipped it in the basin of warm water, rubbed a little soap on it and washed my cock and balls. My tiny penis immediately sprang to attention.
She giggled. "Look at this cute little thing of yours. It's so tiny. It reminds me of those miniature trees they raise in Japan. It looks like a real tree. It even works like a real tree." She took my penis in her fingers an wiggled it. "But its just a teenie weenie little thing."
I sat up and poked Sandra's tummy. "I thought you were done being mean to me today."
She poked me back and climbed on top of me. "Speedy I am never going to be done being mean to you."
Sandra sat up so that she was straddling my hips. She grabbed my nipples with her fingers and twisted them. While she was doing this she lowered herself down until the tip of my penis was just barely touching the lips of her vagina.
"Want to fuck me Speedy? All I have to do is sit down just a little bit more and your tiny cock will be inside my cunt. Would you like that baby? Would you like to fuck me just like the big man did last night?" She laughed. "You're not a big man are you? Your just a little sissyboy." She shook her head. "Too bad for you baby. My pussy has a permanent sign on it that says, for big men only. I guess we'll just have to find another way for you to cum."
Sandra rolled off of me. She got up and went into the kitchen. She came back with a kitchen timer. "Lets play a game." She was still giggling. Sandra was having fun. "What is it that Brenda calls Bobby? Oh yes, I remember. She calls him Quickspurt." Sandra looked at me. "That kind of fits you to doesn't it Speedy." Sandra set the dial on the timer. "Okay Quickspurt, here are the rules. If you can keep from cumming for three minutes I'll suck your little pee pee for you. If you can't, well I guess my mouth also gets reserved for big men only."
Sandra started the timer, picked up my cocklet and slowly started stroking it."
I focused my attention. I thought about work, I tried naming all 32 NFL football teams. I was looking for anything that would keep my attention diverted from what Sandra was doing to my penis.
One minute passed. Sandra took a firmer grip on my cock.
I bit my lip and closed my eyes.
Two minutes passed.
Sandra started to massage my balls while she stroked me.
Another 30 seconds passed. Sandra started to whisper, "Come on baby, you can do this. Focus sweetheart, control yourself."
I held my breath and counted the seconds.
The timer went off. Sandra carefully let go of my penis and smiled. It was clear that she really didn't want me to cum any more than I did.
Sandra laid down next to me and kissed my ear. "You could never have done that 6 months ago. Stevie, you're getting so much better. I want you to get your composure back. I want to give you a really long blow job." She stopped. "That is, unless you want to fuck me." She giggled, "Rules were made to be broken"
I pulled her on top of me, grabbed her nipples between my fingers and gave them a hard twist.
"Ow, that fucking hurts."
I laughed. "Do you think I don't know that?"
Sandra started laughing. "You little wimp, I'm going to get you for that."
She started tickling me. For the next several minutes we rolled around on the bed giggling while we tickled and pinched each other. Finally we collapsed in a ball of intertwined arms and legs. For a few moments we just laid on the bed and enjoyed the feel of each others naked bodies.
Finally Sandra got up and pushed me over on the bed. "Baby I am going to kneel along side of you while I suck your cock. I want you to be able to play with my body while I give you your blow job."
Sandra grabbed my erect penis with her fingers, leaned over and started to kiss it and lick it. Her ass and pussy were right next to my head. I reached over and started to play with her beautiful ass. This was the very first time that I had ever been allowed to freely fondle Sandra's body. I enjoyed it every bit as much as I enjoyed the blow job I was getting.
I only lasted a few minutes. When my orgasm started Sandra kept my penis in her mouth. When I was done ejaculating she turned around and kissed me. As she kissed me she passed my cum into my mouth. "Swallow it for me baby."
I happily did as I was told.
We cuddled together on the bed for a long time. Finally we both realized we were hungry. I got up and made us some dinner. After dinner we turned on the television and sat on the couch together like an old married couple.
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Wednesday morning Sandra and I were eating breakfast by the pool. The telephone rang. I looked at my watch. It was 9:15.
Sandra picked up the phone.
"Hello?"
"Hi Jules. How are you."
Sandra listened for a minute. "Slow down baby. You're way to excited."
Suddenly Sandra screamed. She took the telephone away from her ear. "Ricky asked Julie to marry him last night."
I looked at Sandra. "Well did she say yes?"
Sandra made a face at me. "Don't be silly, of course she said yes."
Sandra put the telephone back to her ear. "Yes we would love to have you come over. We're dying to meet Ricky. Come right away; we'll put the coffee on."
Sandra hung up the telephone and grinned at me. "Isn't this wonderful? Julie is getting married." She jumped up. "Stevie they're on their way over here; quick we have to pick up the house."
I smiled at Sandra. "Baby, Julie used to live with us. She knows how our house looks."
Sandra looked at me like I was an idiot. "Yes but Ricky doesn't. Hurry we want to make a good impression."
I laughed as I picked up the breakfast dishes and brought them into the house.
It was just after 10:00 when the doorbell rang. Sandra and I both got up.
Julie burst in as soon as Sandra opened the door. She hugged Sandra and they both jumped up and down screaming. They were excited. After a moment they settled down. Ricky was right behind Julie. He was about my size. He looked like he might be a little older than me, but not very much. He was nicely dressed in a pair of tan slacks and a golf shirt.
Julie gently took his arm and led him into our house. "Stevie and Sandra I would like you to meet my fiancée Dr. Richard Norman. Ricky these are my best friends Stevie and Sandra."
I stepped forward and extended my hand. "Hello Ricky, It's a pleasure to meet you."
He took my hand. "Stevie it is also a pleasure to meet you." He smiled. "Julie talks about you all the time. Your name is highly regarded in our house."
I looked at him. "I hope that's not a problem for you."
He shook his head. "No not at all. In fact I really appreciate everything you've done for her. Stevie If you hadn't pushed Julie to go to college we never would have met."
I smiled at Ricky. I liked this man. He was nice. Nice is a personality trait that is highly underrated as far as I am concerned. Smart, handsome, beautiful and witty are all very good but if someone is nice they're special. There simply aren't enough nice people in the world.
Sandra took Ricky's arm. "Come in, let's sit in the living room." She was being a hostess. It was a skill she learned from Roger.
Julie sat down on one end of the couch. When Ricky moved to sit next to her, Julie stopped him. "Excuse me, who gave you permission to sit on the couch?"
Ricky looked around. He was obviously embarrassed.
"Ricky, remember what I told you. We don't have any secrets in this house. These are friends who understand. It is perfectly okay to reveal our real relationship here." She smiled at him. "Now where is your proper place."
Ricky bowed his head. "At your feet Mistress."
"Very good Ricky, now get down on the floor."
Sandra laughed and clapped her hands when she saw Ricky kneeling at Julie's feet. "Julie honey this is wonderful. You have a little slaveboy and it appears that you are doing a marvelous job of training him."
Julie winked at Sandra and kicked off her shoes. She was wearing nylon stockings. "Footboy massage my feet."
Ricky reverently picked up Julie's right foot and obediently began to massage her toes.
Sandra turned to me. "Sissyboy get some coffee for Mistress Julie and me."
I bowed to Sandra. "Yes Mistress, right away."
Sandra was socially very adept. That little command was intended to put Ricky at ease. Sandra was letting him know that in this house it was perfectly okay to be a submissive male.
I went to the kitchen and poured two cups of coffee. I knew that both Sandra and Julie drank their coffee black so there was no need for cream and sugar. I put the two cups onto a silver tray and brought it into the living room.
I served Julie and Sandra their coffee. When I was done I set the tray down and stood in front of Sandra waiting for instructions. I was deliberately being very submissive.
Sandra nodded to me. "Sissyboy you may kneel at my feet."
I did as I was told. Ricky and I were both now kneeling at our Mistresses feet. Sandra was wonderful. She just orchestrated a very nice demonstration of our dominant submissive lifestyle for Ricky.
Julie took a sip of coffee. "The wedding is going to be held on Saturday evening July 21. We don't have much money so we're getting married at Ricky's house."
I waved my hand. "Julie, Sandra and I are your family. It's traditional that the brides family pays for the wedding, I think it's only proper that Sandra and I take care of your wedding expenses."
Julie leaned forward on the couch. "Would you really do that Stevie?"
I smiled. "Of course I would."
Ricky looked at me. "Can you afford that Stevie?"
I nodded. "Without any difficulty at all."
Julie was getting excited. "Stevie, we wanted to have the wedding at St. James Congregational Church and the reception at the Calvert Hotel."
"Is that where you'd like to have it?'
Julie smiled. "Oh yes."
"Are they available for that day?"
"Yes they are." Julie paused. "Well they were two hours ago."
"Go call right now."
Julie looked at me. "Are you sure Stevie?"
Sandra answered. "Yes he's sure Jules, come on lets go call the church."
The girls grabbed the telephone book and started looking up numbers. They were both giggling while they fought over the pages.
I turned to Ricky. "Hey Ricky, lets go out and sit by the pool."
We went outside and sat down.
Ricky shook his head. "This is really nice Stevie. Are you sure you can afford this? It's going to be expensive."
I smiled. "Don't worry, It's not going to be a problem."
"In that case, I want to say thank you; this is going to mean a lot to Julie."
"I know, that's why I want to do it. She hasn't had too many breaks in her life. She deserves to have a few good things happen to her."
Ricky nodded.
We didn't need to say anything else. We sat quietly for a few minutes. This made me like Ricky even more. There are people who are afraid of silence. Myself, I believe that if you don't have anything to say, there is nothing wrong with sitting quietly. Ricky seemed to understand that concept.
After a little while, Ricky said, "Julie tells me that Sandra sleeps with other men."
I smiled. This was a very direct question, but I didn't see any reason to be guarded with Ricky. "Yes, that's right."
"Does it bother you?"
"No actually it gets me excited."
He nodded. He seemed to understand. After a moment he said, "Julie says you're Sandra's cuckold."
I smiled. I loved Ricky's forthright approach. "Yes, that would be a true statement."
"I teach English Literature. I'm very familiar with the term." He looked at me. "It doesn't bother you when Sandra goes out with other men."
I shook my head. "No it doesn't. In fact, it's a central part of our dominant submissive relationship."
He thought for a moment. "That makes sense."
He leaned forward. "Julie's slept with a lot of different men. I get excited when she tells me about them."
I smiled at Ricky. "Do you want to be Julie's cuckold?"
He took a deep breath. "Yes, I think I do."
"Have you told her?"
He shook his head. "No, it's not exactly easy to tell your fiancée that you wouldn't mind if she has sex with other men."
I nodded. "Yes, I understand that very well."
We were both quiet. After a minute I said, "Would you like a suggestion?'
"Yes, very much."
"Tell her that it would be all right with you if she called Ray."
He smiled. "I know who Ray is."
I shrugged. "Let her go out on a date. That would be a good place to start."
"Stevie, would you ask her for me. I am very nervous about bringing this up. I've never been very smooth around women and this is very scary for me."
"All right. Everything is set. We have the church and the hotel."
Ricky and I both turned. It was Sandra. Julie was right behind her.
They sat down with us.
Julie looked at me. "Stevie, Sandra is going to be my maid of honor. Will you escort me down the aisle and give me away?"
I smiled. "Jules I would be honored."
Sandra grinned. "Okay, We have a wedding. The date is Saturday July 21 at St. James Congregational Church. The reception is going to be held at the Calvert Hotel. Jules can I help you send out the invitations?"
"Sandra, I would love that."
For the next hour we chatted about the wedding plans.
Finally Julie got up. "Ricky honey, we have to meet the minister at 2:30. We'd better be going."
We all walked to the front door. As we were saying goodbye I said. "Jules, Ricky and I were talking a little earlier. He'd like it if you called Ray."
Julie turned and stared at her fiancée. There was a long silence. Finally she asked, "Is that true baby?"
Ricky timidly answered, "Yes."
Julie slowly nodded her head. After a minute she smiled. "Well I might just have to do that."
Julie looked at Sandra and me. "This appears to have turned into a very interesting visit."
Sandra put her arms around Ricky. "Footboy, you are going to make a wonderful cuckold husband."
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On Thursday evening Sandra and I Went to Baxter's for our usual weekly dinner with Brenda, Maddie, April, Bobbi and Mark. We both knew that it would never be the same without Julie, but sometimes you just have to accept change and move on.
As we were getting dressed to go Sandra went to her dresser, took out my cock cage and brought it over to me. "I've decided that whenever you're in the presence of one of my lovers, your little toy wee wee should be properly caged."
I bowed my head. "I understand Mistress."
Sandra slipped the cage onto my cock and balls and locked it into place. "That's much better. Baxter's is filled with men. It's not a place where a little sissy wimp like you should be allowed to walk around with a free swinging dick."
At Baxter's we had a nice dinner with our friends. All of the women agreed that it was appropriate that my clittie was locked up. While we were eating dinner they decided that from now on Bobby, Mark and I must always be properly caged when we're at Baxter's.
After dinner Bobby, Mark and I retired to the bar while the girls picked their men for the evening.
Sandra picked a man standing at the bar not too far from the three of us. He appeared to be in his early 50's.
Of course to Sandra that's a big attraction, she loves older men. This gentleman, however, presented an additional attraction. He was huge. He must have been at least 6'6" tall and 300 lbs.. He wasn't fat. His 300 pounds were rock solid muscle. I smiled to myself. There was no way that my baby could resist this guy.
It only took Sandra a few seconds to catch his eye and she had him sitting next to her at the table within minutes.
I watched Sandra flirt. She really is quite amazing when she turns on her charm.
It wasn't long before they moved to the dance floor. Sandra's gentleman was more than a foot taller than she was. When he wrapped his long powerful arms around Sandra and held her close, she pressed her face against his massive chest and closed her eyes. Sandra was obviously enjoying the sensation of being enveloped by his huge muscular body.
I watched with longing as they slowly swayed to the easy rhythm of the romantic ballad that was playing in the background.
They danced like this for several minutes. Finally Sandra stood on her tip toes and pulled him down to her so she could whisper into his ear. After listening for a moment her gentleman smiled and nodded to her. It was obvious that Sandra just invited him to go out to the parking lot and fuck.
Sandra took him by the hand and led him into the bar.
They walked right up to me. Sandra was smiling. "Brad, this is my pussy husband Stevie. Stevie this is Brad. I need the keys to your car sissyboy. I am going to take Brad out to the parking lot and give him a blow job and then he's going to fuck me with his great big cock."
As she said this Brad shook his head, gave out a low whistle and exclaimed, "Holy fuckin shit."
Sandra turned to her new lover and laughed. "Don't worry baby, I party with lots of guys. The wimp here is used to it. He doesn't mind at all." She turned to me, "Isn't that right sissyboy."
I bowed my head and nodded. "You may do whatever pleases you Sandra."
Sandra laughed, "That's fucking right sweetheart." She turned and kissed Brad on the lips. "Right now, it pleases me to suck this big guy's dick." Sandra took Brad's hand. "Come on baby, let's go party."
Sandra was gone for over an hour. Apparently, her gentleman was good.
It was after 11:00 by the time they came back in the bar door. Once they were inside, Sandra stopped and kissed Brad. "Baby that was a lot of fun; I would love to see you again."
Brad smiled at her, "How about tomorrow evening? I am not leaving to go home until Saturday afternoon. We could spend the whole night playing in my hotel room."
Sandra grinned at him. "You have a date. What time should I be there?"
"How about 7:00? We can have room service bring us dinner."
Sandra laughed. "I hope they'll also bring us breakfast."
Brad kissed Sandra one more time and left.
As soon as he was gone, she came over to the bar and sat down next to me.
I ordered her a diet coke. We drank and chatted with the others for a little while. Finally we decided it was time to go home. We were both tired.
On the way home Sandra told me all about Brad. He was an insurance salesman. He was in town for a big conference put on by his company. He used to play professional football. When she told me his last name, I remembered him. He was a famous defensive end.
Sandra shrugged when I told her that. She really didn't care. He had a big cock and he knew how to use it. That was all that mattered to her.
When we got home, I undressed Sandra and gave her a quick bath. She took off my cock cage. We were both very tired. Neither of us felt like playing. Sandra gave me a quick hand job just to relieve any tension I might have been feeling. When she was done, I pulled the covers up over both of us. We snuggled up together and slept like babies.
At 5:00 Friday afternoon I made a nice snack for Sandra. I didn't want her to starve while she was waiting for her dinner with Brad. When she was done eating I helped her get ready for her date.
At 6:30 Sandra finished applying the last touches to her makeup and stood up. "Well I guess I am ready." She looked at me. "Only one last detail to take care of before we leave." She winked at me. "You know what that is don't you sissyboy?"
"Yes Mistress."
"You know where I keep it, fetch it for me."
I went to Sandra's dresser and retrieved my cock cage. As I handed it to Sandra she said, "Sissyboy, I really do think its better for you to be locked up while I am out on a date." She patted my head. "Baby while I am enjoying Brad's big cock tonight, I don't want to have to worry about whether or not you're controlling your urges while you're sitting at home." She laughed. "This way I know that all of your thoughts will be focused on imagining what Brad and I are doing in his hotel room."
Sandra slipped the chastity device onto my little penis and locked it into place. She smiled at me as she dropped the key into her purse.
"There, all set; pull your panties and your slacks back up and let's go."
I was of course, chauffeuring Sandra to the hotel for her date.
Sandra was obviously excited by the prospects of her evening with Brad. She raved about her lover during the entire trip downtown. By the time we pulled up to the front door of the hotel I was convinced that Brad was the sex king of the western world.
When I stopped the car, Sandra leaned over and kissed me. "Goodnight sweetheart. I'll call you when its time to come and get me in the morning."
"As she got out of the car I said, "I love you Sandra."
She stopped, looked at me and smiled. "I'm sorry Stevie. I'm kind of excited." She stared into my eyes. "I love you to baby."
Sandra threw me a kiss, closed the car door and hurried into the hotel.
I stopped on my way home and did some shopping. It was almost 9:00 by the time I got back to the house. I hadn't had any supper, so I made myself a sandwich and a bowl of soup.
I turned on the television and watched the end of a baseball game while I ate my dinner. After I finished eating I cleaned up my dishes and sat down to watch the 10:00 news.
The David Letterman Show was just starting when the telephone rang. I got up and answered it.
"Hello?"
"Could I speak to Sandra Monroe please." It was a woman's voice.
"May I ask who's calling?"
"This is her cousin Mary Anne. Is this Steven?"
"Yes."
"Hello Steven. We met at your housewarming party last January. Steven I am sorry for calling so late. I need to talk to Sandra."
I remembered her. Mary Anne and her husband Dale were a couple of real sticks. "Mary Anne, I'm sorry but Sandra's out for the evening."
There was a pause on the other end of the line. Finally Mary Anne spoke. "It's almost 11:00 on Friday night and you're at home and Sandra is out?"
I wasn't getting to like this woman any better. "Yes Mary Anne, Sandra is out with a friend."
"Oh I know Sandra very well. Steven, I am sure that it's a very good friend." She paused. "I'll never understand people like you."
I wanted to end this conversation. "Mary Anne what do you want?"
"My mother called me. Her brother, Sandra's father, just went into the hospital. My mother asked me to try to contact Sandra."
"Mary Anne, I can call Sandra on her cell phone. What's your telephone number? I'll have Sandra call you immediately."
"Yes, that would be fine, she can call me. I'm at home with my husband." Mary Anne paused. "That's where every decent woman belongs at this time of night." She gave me her telephone number. "We will be up for at least another hour."
"Thank you Mary Anne. I'll have Sandra call you right away."
I hung up the telephone and dialed Sandra's cell phone. It rang five times before she answered it. She was obviously preoccupied."
"Hello." Sandra was panting. I was pretty sure I knew what she was doing.
"Sandra this is Stevie."
"Hi honey. Hey this is really hot. I've never thought of talking to you on the telephone while I am with another guy. Baby I am fucking Brad right now. I am on top of him. Sweetheart his cock is so big; I can feel it way up in my tummy."
"Sandra listen to me. I didn't call to play around. Your cousin Mary Anne called. Your dad went into the hospital. You need to call Mary Anne right away."
"My daddy's in the hospital? What happened?"
"I don't know, you have to call Mary Anne. She didn't give me any details. I don't think she likes me very much."
Sandra laughed. "That doesn't surprise me, Mary Anne doesn't like me very much either."
"Sandra call Mary Anne and call me right back."
"Okay, Thanks Stevie." She hung up.
I turned on my computer. Sandra was probably going to want to go to Milwaukee. That's where her parents live. I started looking for early morning departures. I found a flight that left at 7:00 and got into Milwaukee at 8:05. I booked her a first class seat with an open ended return.
When I finished with the airline ticket I went to the Hertz web site and rented a car for Sandra. I got her a small SUV. I thought it would be better than a flashy convertible.
I was just printing her rental confirmation sheet when the telephone rang. It was Sandra. "Stevie, my daddy had a heart attack. He's in the hospital. They're going to do a by pass surgery tomorrow."
"I'll come down and get you."
"Okay, I'll just finish Brad off with a quick blow job. As soon as I am done I'll get dressed. By the time you get here, I'll be downstairs waiting for you.
I pulled up in front of the hotel. Sandra was standing on the front steps talking to the doorman. As soon as she saw me, she ran down to the sidewalk.
I parked by the curb. Sandra opened up the car door and jumped in.
"Stevie this is awful. "I don't want my Daddy to die."
I tried to reassure her. "Sandra he's in the hospital. I'm sure they're taking very good care of him. By pass surgery is a common procedure now. Your father is probably going to be just fine."
She looked at me. "Are you sure Stevie?'
I shook my head. "No baby I am not sure, but I think that's the most likely prognosis."
"I want to go see him."
"I thought you would. I've already bought you a first class ticket on the 7:00 am flight to Milwaukee tomorrow morning."
Sandra looked at me. "Stevie you're wonderful."
I smiled. "Anything for my baby."
Sandra snuggled up to me. We made the rest of the drive home in silence.
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We were up early the next morning. Sandra didn't want to take any chances on missing her flight. We left for the airport at 4:30 am.
Sandra was excited as we drove to the airport. "Stevie I haven't seen my mom and dad in seven years. I can't wait."
She stopped for a moment. "I hope my daddy's okay." She looked at me. "Stevie he's a very simple man. There are only a few things that are important to him."
She paused for a moment. "He's a devout Catholic. That's why he was so hurt when I had an abortion."
She smiled. "He's studied his family genealogy. He can trace his ancestors back to the first colonists who came to Maryland with Lord Baltimore. They arrived in 1634. When I was growing up he always told me that the first Monroe's came here to escape religious persecution in England. He's very proud of that."
She thought a little bit more. Stevie he's a cabinet maker. He's also very proud of the fact that his kitchen cabinets are in the finest homes in Milwaukee."
I looked at her. "He sounds like a wonderful man Sandra."
Sandra looked at me. "He is Stevie. I just wish..." She hesitated for a moment. "I just wish he would like me again." She shook her head. "Stevie I want to see him so badly."
We pulled up in front of the airport. I got out of the car with Sandra. I took her overnight bag out of the backseat and handed it to her. She hugged me. "Thanks baby, I'll call you this afternoon and let you know what's happening."
"Sandra your ticket has an open ended return. All you have to do is call the airlines and book a seat when you want to come home. If you want you can call me and I'll do that for you." I paused to think. "Oh I also rented a car for you. Go to the Hertz counter. It's in your name. Use your credit card. Don't buy the extra insurance, we have plenty."
"Thanks Stevie. I love you." Sandra kissed me.
"I love you to Sandra."
She picked up her bag and walked into the airport.
When I got back home it was still only 5:30 in the morning. I didn't feel like going back to bed so I did some house work.
At 12:00 I put on my bikini bottom and went out and laid by the pool. I feel asleep in the sun.
I woke up just after 2:00. It took me a moment to realize that the telephone was ringing.
I picked it up.
It was Sandra. She was crying. "Stevie, my mom and I just had an awful argument."
"Where are you now sweetheart?"
"I am in my car. I'm driving downtown. My daddy had his surgery at 7:00 this morning. He's going to be okay. My mom won't let me see him. She says that they're afraid I'll upset him. Stevie my mom called me some terrible names. I want to come home."
"Do you want me to call the airlines and get your return flight for you?"
"Oh yes please, I would like that very much."
"Sandra have you eaten any lunch?"
"No honey, I haven't had time."
"Listen, it's going to take me a few minutes to make all the arrangements. Find a cafe and get yourself a sandwich okay? I'll call you as soon as I've found you a seat on a flight home."
"Okay Stevie." Sandra paused. "Stevie, thank you; I don't know what I would do without you."
"Sweetheart, I don't know what I'd do without you either."
"Stevie I love you."
"I love you to babe, now go get yourself some lunch."
She hung up.
I logged onto the airlines web site. There was a flight home at 5:00 pm. There were two seats left in first class. I reserved one of them for Sandra.
I called her back.
She picked up her telephone on the first ring. "Hello?"
"Hi Sandra. You're on the 5:00 pm flight. Did you get some lunch?"
"I'm having a hamburger right now."
"Good, finish eating and go to the airport."
"I have to return the car Stevie."
"Just go back to the Hertz lot. They have a van that will take you to the airport."
"Okay Stevie."
"Sandra I'll keep my cell phone on. If you have any problems call me. You should be at home and in our house by seven o'clock tonight."
"Thanks Stevie. I love you. I'll see you soon."
"I love you to. I'll be at the airport waiting for you. Call me when your plane lands."
"Okay bye Stevie."
After Sandra hung up, I thought about our conversation. It dawned on me that Sandra has been on her own since she was 18. Until she met me she was just scraping by financially. I smiled as I realized that this was very likely the first time that Sandra has ever flown on an airplane. It was certainly the first time that she ever had to do it on her own. The little things like how to return a rental car were completely foreign to her.
I made a mental note to myself that as soon as her life settled down, we were going to take some nice vacations. It was time for Sandra and I to see the world.
Sandra's plane was due in just after 6:00 pm. The flight was on time.
Sandra stepped out onto the flight arrival pickup area just after 6:20. I pulled the Lincoln up next to her and got out.
As soon as Sandra saw me she ran over, set down her bag and threw her arms around my neck. She was crying. "Stevie it was so awful. My mother got angry the moment she saw me."
I took out my handkerchief and dried the tears off of her cheeks. "Come on baby, let's get into the car and go home."
I opened the passenger door for Sandra. She got in. I picked up her bag, opened the trunk and threw it in.
As soon as I got in on the drivers side, Sandra slid over and cuddled up next to me.
We drove home in silence. I think that Sandra just needed to feel the security of my presence for a little while.
When we got home we sat on the couch. Sandra told me about the confrontation with her mother. "Stevie, my mother was hateful to me. Mary Anne, her husband Dale and my aunt Julia were all there. They ganged up on me. It was awful." Sandra started crying. "Stevie my mother called me a whore."
I held Sandra in my arms and rocked her back and forth while she cried.
Finally her tears slowed down. She looked up at me. "Stevie I was really hoping that my mom and dad would forgive me." She started to cry again. "Now she hates me more than ever." She looked at me. "Stevie I want my family to love me. I feel awful."
I tried to soothe her. I told her over and over again that she had me. I kept telling her that I loved her and that she would always have me. I knew that it wasn't much consolation. I understood, I wanted my family back to, but I did finally get her to smile a little bit.
Sandra kissed me and laughed. "Stevie would you make me some dinner? I'm really hungry and I would love a glass of wine."
I smiled. It was good to hear her laugh. I stood up, took her hand and led her into the kitchen. I opened a bottle of merlot and prepared two steaks for the grill.
Sandra sat on the patio and sipped wine while I cooked the steaks.
After dinner we sat by the pool and talked quietly. It was midnight before we finally went to bed.
When we got into bed we took turns making oral love to each other. As soon as both of us had an orgasm we cuddled up together and fell asleep.
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The confrontation with her mother had a profound effect on Sandra. She became depressed.
Big Dick Jason called on Sunday morning and asked if he could come over in the afternoon. Sandra politely turned him down.
I called Jason back a little later and explained that Sandra's father was sick and she was very worried about him. Jason's a good guy, he understood.
On Monday Sandra and Julie went shopping for bridal gowns. This seemed to cheer her up a little bit, but after dinner she became very somber again.
Tuesday Morning I had to go into the office for my regular meeting with the partners. When I got home Sandra was just hanging up the telephone.
She walked over and kissed me. "Hi baby, how was your meeting?"
"It was fine. All the hot projects are on hold right now. We spent the time discussing new possibilities." I paused. "Who was on the telephone?"
"It was Roger. He has an important dinner on Friday night. He asked me if I would go with him."
I was looking through the morning mail while we talked. I absently said, "I assume you're going."
Sandra shook her head. "Stevie I don't want to go. I didn't know what to say to him. I said I wasn't sure. I made something up. I told him that you had an important dinner at work coming up and I was worried that it might be Friday night. I told him I had to make sure that you didn't need me with you that night. I promised Roger I'd call him back." Sandra took a deep breath. "Stevie I don't feel much like going out with other guys right now. I just want to be with you."
I turned to Sandra. "Baby Roger is a very good friend. Be honest with him. He'll understand. Tell him about the problem with your mom and dad. He likes you a lot. I'm certain that he will be very supportive." I paused. "Sandra I think that you should go out with him Friday night. If this is an important meeting for him he needs you. You're his friend, you need to support him. If you don't want to spend the night and have sex, just tell him that. If Roger knows about the emotional confrontation that you just had with your mother he'll understand."
Sandra looked at me. "Stevie you do understand me very well. I was feeling guilty about letting Roger down." She stopped. "Do you really think that I should tell him everything?"
I shrugged. "What do you think? You know him better than I do."
Sandra thought for a moment. "I think you're right. Roger is my friend. I should rely on him and he should be able to rely on me. I call him and talk to him."
Sandra hugged me. "Stevie you always know just what to do."
Sandra called Roger back. They talked for almost an hour. I spent the time cleaning the basement. When Sandra was done she came down to see me.
"You were right Stevie, Roger was very understanding. He listened to me for a long time. He was very sympathetic. Stevie he's a good friend. I am going to go to the dinner with him Friday night. He told me that if I want to go home right after the dinner rather than spend the night with him, He'd understand."
Sandra kissed me. "Stevie Wagner you are really quite a remarkable man. You have wonderful insight into other people."
The rest of the week was very quiet.
Thursday we went to dinner at Baxters. After dinner Sandra sat next to me in the bar with Bobby and Mark.
Several men approached us and tried to get Sandra to party with them. She had quite a reputation at Baxters.
She gave each guy the same response. She put her arm around me and said, "No thank you, tonight I'm staying with my man."
We left Baxters early. When we got home we went to bed and made love in our usual way.
Sandra and I spent most of the day Friday reading and relaxing by the pool. Every time I looked at Sandra I couldn't help noticing how beautiful and sexy she was. I was deeply in love with her.
The dinner party was scheduled to start at 7:30. Sandra told Roger that she would be at his apartment by 7:00. At 5:00 we went into the house so that we could start getting her ready for her evening out.
I gave Sandra a bath and dried her off. While she was getting dressed, I went into the kitchen and made her a bacon lettuce and tomato sandwich. I knew that the dinners at these parties often ended up being served quite late. I didn't want my baby to starve."
I brought Sandra's sandwich into the bedroom. She was just finished dressing. She looked beautiful but her outfit was a drastically different look for her. Usually she picked very sexy and revealing clothing. Tonight her outfit was very conservative.
Sandra sat down at her dressing table and ate her sandwich while she put on her makeup.
"Stevie, these things usually end at about 10:30 or 11:00. I should be home no later than 11:30."
"Would you like me to drive you tonight?"
"No I'll take my car. That way you can go to sleep if you want."
I laughed. "Sandra I guarantee you that I will be up waiting for you when you get home."
She looked at me and smiled. "You're a sweet guy."
Sandra looked at her watch. "Stevie it's time for me to go."
I smiled at her. "You're going out with a lover. Don't we have one more detail to take care of?"
Sandra looked at me. "Do you mean your cage?"
"Yes aren't you worried that I'll be overcome by my urges while you're gone?"
Sandra walked over to me and hugged me. "Baby ever since the confrontation with my mother, I don't really feel like partying with other guys. This isn't a date tonight. I am helping out a friend who needs me. Honey, the only cock I am going to suck tonight is yours." She kissed me. "When I get home, I guarantee you that I am going to do just that. Sweetheart, with that as a promise, I am pretty sure that you'll be able to control yourself until I come back to you."
I walked Sandra out to her car and kissed her good bye. She got into her car and drove off. I watched as she disappeared around the corner.
I went back into the house. I was concerned about Sandra. It was obvious that she wasn't herself.
The confrontation with her mother was tearing her apart. It was easy for me to understand why. Sandra, Julie and I had several long talks about our family backgrounds when we first got together. I knew that the strained relationship between Sandra and her parents was a major issue for her. She told both Julie and I that she desperately missed her mom and dad. One of her deepest wishes has always been to try to regain their good favor and rebuild a positive relationship with them.
I think that when she went to Milwaukee, Sandra hoped that this family emergency might be the opening that would allow her to rebuild a new bond with her mother and father. The confrontation with her mother crushed those hopes and left her disheartened and demoralized.
I went into the kitchen. I was hungry. I made myself some dinner. While I cooked, I continued to consider this problem.
My first concern was Sandra's emotional state. She was depressed, but I understood that Sandra was a strong person. Her mood would pass with time.
She also seemed to have lost interest in seeing other men. I shrugged to myself. That would most likely also pass with time. If it doesn't, that's her choice. I smiled to myself. At the beginning of our relationship I had to learn to accept Sandra's infidelity, now it was possible that I was going to have to learn to live without it.
I thought some more. My real concern was Sandra's long term well being. This conflict exposed a deep heartache in Sandra. I couldn't fix things with her family, but I could offer her the security and companionship that comes with being a part of a family.
As I sat down to eat my dinner, the answer suddenly became apparent to me. Sandra and I needed to get married.
I immediately got excited. Sandra and I had planned to get married a long time ago. When we formed our threesome with Julie, we tabled that plan. Now Julie was getting married. There was nothing to stop us from doing the same thing.
I was overjoyed as I ate my dinner. I was very happy that Sandra wasn't going to stay with Roger tonight. I couldn't wait until she got home so that I could propose to her.
I finished my dinner and looked at the clock. It was only 8:15. I needed something to keep me busy so the time would pass quickly. I decided to wash and wax the kitchen floor.
I got busy. Nothing passes time for me like hard work. I did a good job. It was almost 2 hours before I was done.
As I was putting away my mop and pail, the telephone rang.
I picked it up. "Hello?"
"Stevie, this is Sandra. Baby I have the most wonderful news."
I could hear a party going on in the background.
"Stevie, Roger was named Dean of the University Law School this evening. Isn't that wonderful? I am so happy for him."
"Sandra it sounds like there is a party going on there."
"Oh there is sweetheart. Roger called a group of his friends. We're at his apartment. Everyone is drinking champagne. I'm already a little tipsy."
There was a pause on the other end of the line. I could hear somone talking to Sandra.
"Hey Stevie, Roger told me to thank you. That dinner you put on for him was actually the final interview. He says the University President and the Regents were very impressed that night."
"Tell him he's welcome. Sandra how soon are you coming home?"
"Oh honey I'm sorry. I'm going to stay with Roger tonight. This is a really special night for him." She paused. "Stevie a little later on I am going to try to make it even more special for him." She started to giggle. "Baby tonight I am going to get to fuck the new Dean of The University Law School."
Suddenly I heard lots of cheering in the background.
"Stevie, Roger's going to make a speech. I have to go sweetheart. I'll see you in the morning."
Sandra broke the connection.
I sat down on the couch. Sandra seemed to be happy for the first time since the confrontation with her mother. This made me happy. The problem was, she was going to spend the night with Roger. This made me sad. I really wanted to see her tonight. I was so excited about proposing to her. I smiled to myself and shrugged. That's the disappointment that comes with being a cuckold.
I took a shower and got into bed. I was tired. Even though I was disappointed, I still managed to fall asleep immediately.
I was up by 7:00 on Saturday morning. I couldn't wait for Sandra to get home. I was so excited about proposing to her. I just knew this was going to make her very happy.
I made myself some breakfast and read the newspaper. I kept looking at the clock. Time was crawling along at a sluggish pace. I quickly realized that I had to get busy.
I started by dusting and vacuuming the living room. That helped. I looked at the clock. It was now almost 9:00. Sandra could be home at any time.
I went into the bathroom and scrubbed the bathtub and shower. When I was done, it was after 10:00. This was the usual time that Sandra would return from a night with Roger. I started to listen for her key in the door.
I changed the sheets on the bed. That took about 15 minutes. There was still no sign of Sandra.
I went into the kitchen and started to clean out the refrigerator. This was a good job. It kept me occupied, but I could still listen for Sandra.
At 11:05 I heard her key in the door.
I ran into the living room. Sandra came in the front door and stood still. There was a sad look on her face.
"Hi sweetheart, what's wrong?"
"Stevie, I have something I have to say to you."
"Sandra I have something I want to say to you to. Let me go first. I think it'll make you very happy."
Sandra shook her head. "No Stevie I have to say this right away."
"Okay baby. What's wrong? Did something bad happen?"
"Stevie please just listen to me for a minute."
"All right, you have my full attention."
"Stevie, Roger proposed to me this morning. He wants me to marry him."
"Oh baby, now I understand why you're so sad. What did you say to him? It must have made you feel awful when you turned him down."
I moved towards her. I tried to take Sandra in my arms and give her a hug.
She put her hands out and stopped me. "Stevie listen to me. I didn't turn him down. I accepted his proposal. I'm going to marry Roger."
I stopped and stared at Sandra. It felt like a dagger just got shoved into my chest.
"I don't understand. I thought you loved me."
"Stevie I do love you. I love you more than anyone in the entire world."
"Then how can you marry Roger?"
"Stevie Roger is going to be the Dean of the University Law School. If I marry him I become instantly respectable. My mom and dad will have to accept me." Sandra started to cry. "Stevie I want my daddy back."
"Sandra we'll go to your parents. I'll talk to them. We can make them understand that we're respectable."
"No Stevie we can't. They wouldn't even agree to see you. They think I'm a prostitute and they think you're my pimp."
"How?"
"Mary Anne told them. She saw our big house, our fancy cars, the expensive clothes and my jewelry. You don't appear to have to go to work. Mary Anne and I grew up together. She knows how much I like sex. She jumped to the conclusion that prostitution is the only way we could be financing a life style like this." Sandra buried here face in her hands. "Stevie, my daddy thinks I'm a whore."
I was speechless. I didn't know what to say.
For a moment we both silently stared at each other. Finally I swallowed hard and said. "Sandra, look me in the eyes and tell me that you love Roger more than you love me."
"Stevie I don't love Roger. I love you. Please understand that. I am going to have to learn to love him. Baby, I have to do this. It's my only choice. I want my family back."
She started to plead with me. "Please Stevie don't make this any harder than it already is." She stopped. Her voice got very quiet. "Roger is waiting for me in the car. I have to get some clean clothes. I am going to move in with him today."
I sat in the living room while Sandra packed a bag. I was too stunned to say or do anything.
She came out of the bedroom carrying a suitcase. "Stevie I'll come over on Tuesday while you're at work and get the rest of my things. I'll leave my car in the garage. I am already drafting the legal documents that return Julie's part of the house to you. I'll just add my name to those documents." She paused to think. "I'll tear up my credit cards. If you need me to sign any financial papers go through Julie. Roger doesn't want me to see you anymore."
I looked up at her. "Sandra, please keep the car. It was a gift from me."
"I don't know if Roger will let me keep it. I'll see. I would like to if I can. It would be nice if I could have one thing that came from you."
As Sandra opened the door to leave, she turned and looked at me. "Stevie, I love you. I wish that it didn't have to be this way."
I nodded. "I love you to Sandra."
She walked out the door.
When she was gone I buried my face in my hands and started to cry. I cried all afternoon and deep into the night.
To be continued...
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I was up early on Sunday morning. I felt pretty bad and just moped around the house.
At 9:00 the doorbell rang. I opened the front door. It was Julie.
"Stevie, Sandra called me last night and told me what happened. You must feel awful."
I laughed. "You know Jules, it's kind of funny. Three weeks ago I had two wives; now I don't have any."
Julie hugged me. "Oh baby, I am so sorry. I feel like I've deserted you when you really need me." She paused. "Would you like to live with Ricky and me? I could have two cuckolds. It would be just like it was when I lived with you and Sandra, only there would be two guys rather than two girls." She giggled. "You could lick my ass while Ricky kisses my feet."
I smiled. It was the first time I'd smiled since I saw Sandra yesterday. "Thank you Jules, that's a pretty attractive offer." I winked at her. "You have a very kissable ass."
She giggled some more. "I'm glad because I really like having it kissed."
I shook my head. "No Jules, your offer is very kind but you're about to have something that you've wanted all your life. You have a man who's crazy about you. You're about to become a married woman. I don't want to interfere with that. I want you to marry Ricky." I stopped. "I still get to escort you down the aisle and give you away don't I?"
Julie smiled. "Of course you do, I wouldn't dream of letting anyone else do that." She paused. "Will you be able to handle seeing Roger and Sandra together at the wedding?"
I thought for a moment. "That's a good point Julie. It will be tough." I thought some more and shrugged. "I'll just have to get through it; nothing is going to make me miss your wedding." I laughed. "After all I am paying for it." I paused. "I don't think I should be seated at the head table with them during the reception. Having to make conversation with Roger and Sandra will be too awkward for all three of us. Put me at a table with Brenda and Bobby."
Julie smiled. "That's a good idea."
"Hey Jules, did you go out with Ray?"
"Yes I did. It was wonderful. It felt so good to have a big cock in my pussy again." She smiled. "When I got home I made Ricky kneel on the floor and kiss and lick my feet while I described every detail to him. Stevie he got so excited that he actually came while he was kissing my toes."
"Congratulations Sweetheart, I think you have a cuckold husband."
She smiled. "I'm taking him to Baxter's on Thursday night. He's going to get his creamy kiss initiation." She stopped and frowned. "I wish that you and Sandra were still together so that you could be there to be part of it." She looked at me. "Why don't you come anyway, you could be Maddie's cuck."
"I sighed, maybe someday in the future; I am just not ready for that right now. You guys keep enjoying Baxter's. I need a little time to put my life back together."
I looked at Julie and started to cry. "Jules I just hurt really bad right now."
Julie sat down next to me and put her arms around me. I cried for a long time while she held me.
When I finally stopped crying, Julie kissed me.
I smiled at her. "Thank you, I needed to do that."
She held my hand. "Stevie are you going to be all right?"
"I nodded. "I may be a little wimp, but as you have so often pointed out, I'm one tough little wimp. I'll get through this."
Julie smiled. "Yes you will." She looked at the clock. "Baby I have to go. I'll come back to see you tomorrow."
I patted her hand. "Julie, you're a good friend, thanks for giving me a shoulder to cry on."
Just after Julie left, Big Dick Jason called. He was worried about how Sandra was doing. I told him what happened. We talked for a long time. Jason was very supportive. He was becoming a very close friend.
Brenda, Maddie, April, Mark and Bobby all took turns calling me during the afternoon. I suspect that Brenda orchestrated this. She had it set up so that I was talking to someone at least once an hour.
When you're hurting it's nice to have friends.
Sunday night was lonely and depressing. The house was now too big and filled with too many memories. I had to get out of there.
The first thing I did Monday morning was call Leon, my apartment building manager.
"Good morning Leon. I need an apartment and I need it quick. What have you got available for me?"
"Hi Stevie, what's up? I thought you and Sandra loved your big house."
"Leon we split up."
There was a pause, finally he said, "I'm sorry Stevie. I have one apartment that's vacant and ready to rent right now. It's in your old building."
"It's not my old apartment is it?"
"No that apartment is occupied. This one is a little larger. It's a two bedroom."
"Great Leon, how soon can I move in?'
"Like I said, it's ready to go. We were just going to start trying to rent it. You can move in this afternoon if you want."
"This afternoon might be a little quick, but I'll probably move in over the next two or three days. Which apartment is it?"
"Number 22"
"Leave the keys in the building office, I'll try to stop by and pick them up this afternoon."
My next task was to call Barry and put the house up for sale. My life had just taken a major change. During the middle of the night I decided that I needed to recognize that fact and take the necessary action to adapt to the changes. I might not be happy about what had just happened between Sandra and me, but I was wise enough to know that I couldn't change the situation. I had to move on or wallow in depression; moving on seemed to be a much better choice.
Monday afternoon I went to the Lincoln dealership and sold the Town Car. My Ford Escape would serve my personal needs very well. On my way home I stopped off at the apartment building. I picked up the keys for my new apartment and went in a looked at it. It would do just fine.
I got lots of telephone calls in the afternoon. Julie wanted to come over again. I knew that she was busy with the wedding and probably didn't have the time. I told her I was tired and wanted to take a nap.
The last thing I did Monday afternoon was call a mover. They were available Wednesday afternoon. That fit my schedule very nicely.
On Tuesday I went into work. I had my regular meeting with the partners. During the meeting, I told them that Sandra and I had split up and that I wanted to start coming into the office every day again. They agreed that it would be healthy for me to spend time around other people.
When I got home on Tuesday afternoon I saw that Sandra had come over to get the rest of her things.
She left me a note.
Dear Stevie,
I have everything that was mine. I left the jewelry. Roger decided that I could keep the car, but he won't let me have any jewelry that you bought for me.
I felt very sad as I packed up my things. We had such a good time in this house.
I called my brother Allen and told him about Roger and our marriage plans. My mother called me last night. It wasn't a very warm conversation, but we didn't yell at each other. I guess that's a positive step.
I will never understand why I have to sacrifice the only man I will ever love in order to get my family back. It doesn't seem right.
Stevie, I will always love you.
Sandra
I set the note back on the table, sat down and cried.
I moved into my new apartment on Wednesday afternoon.
Thursday Brenda called me. "Hi Stevie, how are you doing? We're all so worried about you."
"I'm doing okay Bren. How are you and Bobby doing?"
"Oh were great. Maddie is making Bobby's life a complete hell. He loves every minute of it."
I laughed. "Julie suggested that I call Maddie and ask her if I could be her cuck. I think I'm afraid of her."
"I think that you should be afraid; Maddie takes being dominant to a whole new level."
"Is Maddie still seeing Jamal?"
"Oh yes, he's become her steady cock. They really like each other. They're constantly joking about which of them is kinkier. Jamal is going with us to Baxter's tonight. We promised him that he could join us in the bar after his parking lot party is over. He and Maddie agreed that they will always pair up with different people at Baxter's. They both love lots of variety."
"Bren, Julie told me that she's bringing Ricky tonight."
"Yes and all of us are excited about it. We get to have another creamy kiss initiation ceremony. We can't wait." She paused. "Stevie, why don't you join us tonight; we would love to see you."
"Thanks Bren, but I am still a little too shaky to start doing that. I'm sure I eventually will join you, but I need some more time to heal before that happens."
"I heard that you put the house up for sale. That must have made you feel awful"
"Not really, it's just a house; losing Sandra is what makes me feel bad."
"I understand. Hey I hear you're sitting with us at the wedding reception. That will be fun. We're all looking forward to seeing you."
"I'm looking forward to seeing you guys to."
"Stevie I have to go. If there is anything we can do for you just let us know okay?"
"Brenda thanks for the call. I'll see you at the wedding."
For the next several weeks I immersed myself in work and golf. Every morning I got up and went to work. After work I went to the golf course. I played golf until it got too dark to see. When I was done playing golf I went home and went to bed.
It was a physically demanding schedule that kept me exhausted. It worked. I had very little time to feel sorry for myself.
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It was Saturday July 21st, Julie's wedding day. Julie was lucky, she was blessed with a warm and sunny summer day.
Julie wanted a formal wedding and Ricky and I wanted her to have everything she ever dreamed about. This wedding was going to be one time in Julie's life when she got the very best.
Ricky, his brother Jack and I all had to wear tuxedos. I picked mine up on Friday afternoon.
Saturday I got to the church at 4:00. The wedding ceremony was scheduled to begin at 5:00. Sandra and Julie were in one of the Sunday school rooms getting ready. I noticed Roger was sitting by himself in the corner of the church sanctuary. I very carefully avoided him.
I found Ricky. He introduced me to his brother Jack. He was just like Ricky. I liked him a lot. The three of us went outside, stood on the front steps of the church and talked.
While we were chatting, Brenda, Bobby, Maddie, April and Mark all arrived. The women went straight back to the Sunday school room to find Sandra and Julie. The guys stood on the steps with Ricky, Jack and me.
Mark and Bobby were the ushers. They didn't have a lot to do. There were only 20 guests. Julie and Ricky didn't have many relatives.
At 4:55 Brenda came to get me. She took me back to the Sunday school room. Julie was in there. She was gorgeous. She was wearing a beautiful white lace wedding dress.
Julie had actually worried about the fact that she wasn't supposed to wear white because she wasn't a virgin. I told her that if all brides actually followed that rule, they would only sell three white wedding dresses a year. I assured her that it would be perfectly okay with everyone at the wedding if she wore a white dress.
At 5:00 pm sharp Julie and I stood at the back of the church. The organist started to play. I offered Julie my arm. As she took it she said, "I love you Stevie." I smiled at her and said, "I love you to Julie and you are an absolutely beautiful bride."
She beamed at me as we started down the aisle.
Everyone stood as we entered the church sanctuary. Sandra, Ricky and Jack were all waiting at the altar. As I escorted Julie down the aisle I looked at Sandra. She turned away as soon as our eyes met.
When we reached the altar I gave Julie to Ricky and sat down next to Brenda.
The wedding ceremony was my favorite kind, short and sweet. When it was over we all cheered while Ricky lifted Julie's veil and gave her a long passionate kiss.
I know that many of you are probably disappointed that Julie's wedding was so very normal. I think it's important to understand that even dominant hot wives dream of weddings with beautiful white dresses, grooms in tuxedos, flowers and organ music.
Everything has its place. There are times for outrageous sex and there are times for dreams and formal weddings. On Saturday evening July 21st it was time for Julie Gordon to realize the dream that she's had ever since she was a young girl. She got married in a church. She wore a beautiful white dress and all of her closest friends were there to cheer for her.
The wedding reception was held in the ballroom of the Calvert Hotel. We didn't need that much space but Julie wanted to hold the reception there so we did.
Julie told me that when she was a teenager and things got really bad at home, she would take the bus downtown and go into the Calvert Hotel and walk around. She would pretend that she was a princess and the Calvert Hotel was her palace. It was like a fairy tale for her.
Once I heard that story I would have gotten her the entire hotel if she'd asked for it. On her wedding night, Julie Gordon was going to be a princess and the Calvert Hotel was going to become her palace.
The reception started at 6:30. We had an open bar and the liquor flowed freely. Everyone had a dinner choice of filet mignon or grilled salmon. The food was excellent.
Julie and Ricky were seated at a small round table with Sandra, Roger and Ricky's older brother Jack. I was seated at a big round table with Brenda, Bobbi, Maddie, Jamal, April and Mark.
After we finished dinner a DJ came out and started to play dance music.
The Baxter's group was making full use of the open bar. The girls were getting pretty loose. Brenda and Maddie kept clinking their glasses so that Julie and Ricky would have to stand up and kiss. At one point when they were kissing Brenda jumped up and yelled, "Ricky show us how you really kiss her."
Ricky dropped to his knees, picked up Julie's right foot, pulled her shoe off and kissed her toes. The whole party erupted into happy pandemonium. Everyone was cheering.
Maddie jumped up and started to yell, "Show us some other places you kiss......"
I grabbed Maddie and pulled her down into her chair. "Shhh, not everyone here is into our lifestyle"
Maddie laughed. "Sorry Stevie, I kind of got carried away."
I leaned over and kissed her. "Maddie I really like you when you get carried away.
Maddie grabbed me and gave me a long French kiss. When she was done she grinned at me. "Baby I would love to get carried away with you." She paused and looked into my eyes. "Stevie I would love to teach you the meaning of the word respect."
I laughed. "Maybe someday Maddie but not quite yet."
She giggled. "I was kind of hoping we could slip off to the coat room together and have our first lesson tonight." She grabbed Jamal. "I guess I'll just have to satisfy my lust by sucking his big hard cock instead."
Everyone at the table laughed. Suddenly Brenda stood up. "Excuse me, I have to go to the ladies room."
I looked at the head table. Sandra was gone. I turned. She was also making her way to the ladies room.
Brenda and Sandra were gone for about five minutes. When Brenda returned she sat down and looked at me. "Stevie in about two minutes I would like you to get up and go to the men's room. I'll meet you by the door."
I nodded. After two minutes I got up and made my way to the rest room. Brenda joined me a minute later.
"Stevie this is a letter from Sandra. Please take it into the men's room, go into a stall, sit down and read it. You'll understand why we're being so secretive when you read the letter."
I went into the lavatory and sat down in one of the stalls. I opened Sandra's letter and started to read it.
"Dear Stevie,
I know that you have been trying to catch my eye all evening. I have been deliberately avoiding you.
Roger has become insanely jealous of you. I have called out your name four times while he was fucking me. I suppose that he can also sense the depth of my love for you. He is watching me like a hawk. He has forbidden me to even look at you tonight.
I think that I am also avoiding your gaze because I feel so guilty about what I have done to you. If it is any consolation, I am probably more miserable than you are. Every night after Roger goes to sleep I lie in bed and cry. Baby I miss you so much.
We went to see my mother and father last weekend. We arrived Saturday afternoon and left early Sunday morning. All four of us were very nervous. I never really had a chance to talk with my mom or my dad, but we didn't fight. I guess that's a start.
I saw that the house is for sale. When I get really sad I drive over, park in front of it and dream. Julie told me that you moved back into your old apartment building. I understand. The house must be a very difficult place for you. I drive by your apartment building a lot. I guess I am just hoping that I might catch a glimpse of you.
Roger is going to announce our wedding date tonight. I tried to talk him out of doing it here in front of you. He wouldn't listen to me. I think he wants to try to make you miserable. I'm sorry sweetheart.
Stevie I miss you so much. You will always be the love of my life. I wish that I didn't have to give you up. Baby please believe me, I desperately wish that I could find another way to get my family back. I just can't think of one.
I imagine that you hate me now anyway. I don't blame you. I hate myself to.
Stevie please remember that I will always love you. I will always love you more than any other person in the entire world.
Sandra
I folded up Sandra's note and put it into my tuxedo pocket. I did not want to lose it. This note was going to be something that I would cherish for the rest of my life.
I took out a pen, tore a blank page from the back of my pocket calendar and started to write.
Dear Sandra
I once told you that my love for you is unconditional. I still mean that. Sandra I could never hate you. I will love you no matter what happens. Baby I will always love you.
Whenever you start to feel bad please remember that as long as I am alive, there is one person in this world who loves you.
I miss you to.
I am glad you were able to visit your mother and father. In the time since you left me I have thought about this a lot. If I was in your place and was suddenly presented with the opportunity to get my parents back, I might very well do exactly what you did. My mom and dad are both dead so it could never happen, still it helps me to understand the dilemma you are facing.
Sandra I truly do love you. I once said to you in one of our kinky little ceremonies that your pleasure was all that mattered.
I meant what I said then and I still mean it now. Knowing that you are repairing your relationship with your father and mother makes the pain that I am going through much easier.
Sandra please do not feel guilty about what you did to me. I have spent many hours thinking about this. If I could magically be transported back to that night we met at the party at Ty Cummings house, I would do exactly the same thing again. I would even do it with the full knowledge that I could only have you for ten months.
Sandra you gave me the best ten months of my life. I will be eternally grateful for the time we spent together.
This fall I plan to leave the country. I have never been to Europe. I would like to see London, Paris and Rome. I plan to be gone for several years.
If I am gone I believe it will make it easier for you to make the transition to loving Roger. Sandra I want you to be happy. If you are going to marry Roger, you must learn to love him and it is absolutely essential that you forget about me.
Love,
Stevie
I folded the note up into a small square and went back into the wedding reception.
Everyone was having a good time. I found Brenda. She was talking with Maddie and April. I sat down next to her and slipped the note into her hand.
She walked over to a spot near the bar, leaned against the wall and stared at Sandra. It wasn't long before she caught her eye. Neither of them made any sign of recognition. After a moment Sandra leaned over and whispered into Roger's ear. He nodded and she got up and walked to the lady's room. Roger glanced over at me. He was making sure that Sandra wasn't sneaking off to meet with me.
Out of the corner of my eye I noticed that Brenda was also making her way to the ladies room.
Brenda returned about five minutes later. She handed me a paper napkin. "Just set it on the table and read it."
I opened the napkin and placed it on the table in front of me. In big letters it said,
"Thank you so much,
Love Sandra."
A few minutes later there was a commotion at the head table. Sandra, Julie, Ricky and Roger seemed to be arguing.
Suddenly Roger stood up. "Everyone could I please have your attention."
The DJ stopped the music. The room gradually grew quiet.
"Most of you know that Sandra Monroe and I recently became engaged to be married. This evening I am proud to announce that we have set a date and a place for the wedding. The date is Saturday September 8th. The place is St. Jerome's Catholic Church on 25th Avenue. I would like all of you to know that on that day, in that church; Sandra Monroe will become my wife."
There was some polite applause. Roger nodded to everyone and sat down.
Brenda looked at me. "He's a real shit. He did that just to spite you."
I smiled. "Give him a break. I think he's also having a hard time with all of this." I smiled. "I can't blame him for being in love with Sandra. I think she's pretty easy to love."
Maddie laughed. "Stevie you're much too nice a guy. "
I looked at Maddie. "I consider that the highest compliment that one person can give to another person. Maddie when I die I hope my tombstone reads, "He was a nice guy."
She shook her head. "Stevie I think that's why everyone likes you so much."
I smiled at her.
The evening grew late. People started going home. My heart ached as I watched Sandra leave with Roger.
I walked over and sat with Julie and Ricky. "Did you guys have a good time?"
Julie was beaming. "Stevie it was every bit as wonderful as all of the weddings I ever imagined as a child."
Ricky looked at me. "Stevie thank you very much for doing this; it meant a lot to Julie and me."
"Hey I loved doing it. If you haven't noticed I am madly in love with your wife."
Ricky smiled at me. "That makes two of us."
I looked at both of them. "I am going to head home now. Julie you were a beautiful bride."
"Thanks Stevie. I'll call you this week."
"I would like that Jules, I always love talking to you."
On my way out I ran into Brenda and the gang.
"Stevie its only 11:00, were going to Baxter's for a nightcap. Want to join us?"
I laughed and looked at the girls. "Don't try to fool me. You three are going over there looking for a late night fuck."
April laughed. "You caught us Stevie." She grabbed my hand and took a more serious tone. "Stevie, its time for you to start rejoining the world. Why don't you come with us. You love sitting in the bar with Bobby and Mark." She gave me a wicked smile. "I'll take you into the ladies room and let you lick my ass."
I grinned at the three women. "I am getting some wonderful invitations tonight. All of you are really good friends."
I smiled at April. "Thank you for being concerned. I promise I'll join you in the very near future, but please excuse me tonight."
April, Maddie and Brenda all kissed me. We said good night and went our separate ways.
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I threw myself back into my daily regimen of work, golf and sleep. The time past quickly; I was slowly starting to heal.
In the middle of August Julie called me. "Hey Stevie, I talked to Sandra. I got the scoop on her wedding. Want to hear it?"
I laughed. "Sure Jules, what's the plan?"
Julie stopped. "Oh Stevie, I am sorry. Maybe I shouldn't be doing this. Is this going to make you feel bad?"
"No it's okay. I am pretty much resigned to the fact that Sandra's going to marry Roger." I paused. "Okay what's the scoop?"
"Stevie they're going to have a tiny church wedding without any reception at all. Roger figured out that if they started inviting guests he'd have to invite the entire law school faculty and most of the University administration." Julie started laughing. "When the cheap bastard started to figure out how much this might cost he panicked."
"No reception at all Julie?"
"Not really, what they are going to do is wait until a month after the wedding and have an afternoon tea at the University."
"I'll bet Sandra's disappointed."
"Stevie, she's already so unhappy that I don't think that this makes much difference to her. The only thing she thinks about is getting her mom and dad to accept her again."
"Are you and Ricky invited to the church wedding?"
"Yes, but were just about the only guests. Sandra's mom and dad and her brother and his wife will be there. Roger's parents will be there. His brother is going to be his best man. I'm going to be Sandra's maid of honor."
"I still can't believe there isn't going to be a reception."
"Well there is going to be something Roger is trying to pass off as a reception."
"What do you mean?"
"Roger is planning to take all of us out to dinner at a restaurant." Julie laughed. "Knowing him it will probably be an all you can eat buffet."
I laughed. It was easy for me to enjoy jokes about Roger.
"How's your life going Jules?"
"Stevie, I am so happy. Ricky is a wonderful husband." She paused. "How are you doing?"
"I'm good Jules. I am working hard and playing lots of golf. If you see Bobby and Mark tell them that I'm down to a scratch handicap."
"What does that mean Stevie?"
"I started laughing. "Jules it means that when I play someone for money I had better play my best golf or I'm going to lose."
She laughed. "That doesn't sound so good."
"Don't worry, it also means I am playing really good golf right now."
"Hey Stevie, Ricky has been taking golf lessons. Would you take him out to play sometime?"
"I would love to Jules. I really like Ricky."
"So do I. Hey Stevie I have to go. Take care of yourself okay. I love you."
"I love you to Jules."
The summer was ending. On Labor Day Brenda, Bobby and Maddie had everyone over for a picnic.
The following Saturday was September 8th. It was a day I was dreading. It was Sandra's wedding day.
The week passed very slowly. When Saturday morning finally arrived, I got up before dawn and went to the golf course. I played 36 holes. It took me almost ten hours. By 4:00 pm I was exhausted.
That was my plan. I wanted to wear myself out. I believed that it was the only way I was going to get through the day.
It was just after 4:30 when I left the golf course. I stopped at a liquor store on my way home and bought a bottle of Johnny Walker Black. I planned to go home and get good and drunk.
On my way home I realized that it was almost exactly a year since that wonderful night when I went to the party at Ty Cumming's town house. I will always remember the first time I saw Sandra. She was talking with a group of people on the other side of a crowded room. She was beautiful. I couldn't take my eyes off of her.
I wanted to crawl into a hole and hide when Sandra caught me staring at her, and I nearly went into shock when she walked up behind me and introduced herself.
That was the beginning of the most wonderful ten months of my life. Sandra, Julie and I had a magnificent time together.
I looked at my watch. It was 5:00 pm; Sandra's wedding would just be starting. In my mind I could see her standing at the back of the church waiting for the organist to start playing the wedding march. I was certain she was a gorgeous bride. She would be beaming with happiness because her father was there waiting to escort her down the church aisle.
I pulled into the parking lot of my apartment building and got out of my SUV. I grabbed my bottle of scotch and my golf bag from the back and went into the building. I was so preoccupied with my thoughts that I failed to notice the red Thunderbird convertible that was parked on the other side of the lot.
When I got to my apartment, I unlocked the door and stepped inside. It was dark. I'd left so early to go to the golf course that I'd neglected to open the curtains. I set my golf bag in the corner, put the scotch on the kitchen table and walked into the living room.
As I was opening the living room drapes I thought I heard a voice. It was very quiet. I stopped and listened. I heard it again. "Stevie", someone was very quietly calling my name.
I turned around and carefully searched the apartment with my eyes. I quickly found the source of the voice.
Sandra was huddled on the floor in the far corner of my dining room. She was crying.
I walked over, picked Sandra up and hugged her.
"Sweetheart, what are you doing here? You're supposed to be getting married right now. Where's your wedding dress?"
Sandra pressed her face against my shoulder. "I don't want to marry Roger. Stevie I want to marry you." She was sniffling as she talked.
I took Sandra's hand and led her to the couch. We sat down next to each other. I put my arm around her shoulder and she snuggled up to me.
I took out my handkerchief and gently wiped the tears from her cheeks. "Tell me what happened."
"I just couldn't do it. Stevie I don't love Roger, I love you."
"What about your parents?"
"I called them this morning and told them I was leaving Roger. They got mad at me and we argued."
She shook her head. "Stevie if I have to choose between my family and you, I'm going to choose you. You make me so happy. I was sad the whole time I was with Roger. Stevie I just want to be with you." She sighed. "Maybe together you and I can find some way to make my parents accept us."
She turned and looked at me. "Stevie do you hate me?"
I smiled at her. "No Sandra, I don't hate you. You always made it clear that you left me for Roger because you thought you had no other choice. I may not have liked the decision you made, but I always understood why you made it." I sighed. "I also just happen to be madly in love with you. Sandra, I've told you before and I'll say it again now, I could never hate you."
"Will you take me back?"
I started laughing out loud. "Of course I will. Sandra, this is my dream come true. The only thing I want in this world is to be with you."
Sandra threw her arms around my neck and kissed me. "Sweetheart thank you, I am so happy. I've missed you so very much."
"So tell me what happened with the wedding."
"I left Roger as soon as I got up this morning. Stevie I laid awake all last night. I knew that if I married Roger, I'd be miserable for the rest of my life. Stevie I was spending all of my time dreaming about you."
She started crying again. I picked up my handkerchief and dried her tears.
"Anyway, I got up really early this morning and wrote a long note to Roger while he was still asleep." She looked at me. "Stevie I was afraid of him. He has a mean temper. The other night he got so mad that he almost hit me." She paused to gather her thoughts. "In the note I told him that I didn't love him and I didn't want to marry him. I said I was sorry for leading him on, but I wasn't going to make a mistake that would ruin my life. I told him that he should cancel the wedding. I wasn't going to marry him, and I wouldn't be at the church at 5:00. I taped the note to the bathroom mirror and slipped out of the house. That was at 7:00 this morning."
"So what did you do?"
I started driving around. I tried to call you." she stopped. "Where were you today? I tried to call you every 15 minutes this morning."
I smiled at her. "I was playing golf."
She looked at me for a moment. Suddenly she balled her hand into a fist and punched me on my arm. "You son of a bitch! I needed you today in the worst way and you were playing golf?"
I laughed. "Well I was under the impression that you were going to be spending the day marrying another man."
She thought for a moment. "I suppose that is right."
I smiled. "All right, tell me what happened next."
"After the first time I tried calling you I called my parents. My dad answered. I told him that I didn't love Roger and I couldn't marry him. I told him that I was only marrying Roger so they would like me again. He asked me if I was going back to you. I told him that I wanted to. I told him that I was hoping you would take me back. He asked me why I wanted to go back to a pimp. I told him that you weren't a pimp; I told him that you were a stock broker. He said he didn't believe me. He told me he was very disappointed in me. Stevie, he hung up on me."
Sandra started to cry. "Baby my daddy still thinks I'm a whore."
I hugged her. "Listen, you at least got to tell him that I'm a stock broker. Maybe we can find some way to get him to believe us."
Sandra looked at me. "Do you really think we can?"
"I don't know, but I promise you that we're going to try."
She kissed me. "Stevie I am so glad that we're together again."
I looked into her eyes. "So am I Sandra."
"So how did you get here?"
I kept trying to call you, but you weren't home. I didn't want to go any where else. I just wanted to see you. I decided to drive over here and wait for you."
"How did you get in?"
"Leon your apartment manager let me in."
"Leon let you in?"
"Yes, last fall not long after Julie and I moved in with you, I was walking by the rental office. I saw Leon in there all by himself. I was feeling kind of horny and I didn't have anything better to do so I went in and gave him a blow job. When we were done he made me promise not to tell you. He was terrified that you were going to fire him. He really likes you Stevie."
"He likes me, but he was still willing to accept a blowjob from you."
Sandra laughed. "Give him a break baby. I came onto him pretty hard. He's a middle aged married man. I doubt he gets many blowjobs from young blondes." She paused. "Anyway ever since then he's done anything I asked him to do."
I smiled. "I'll bet he has." I paused for a moment. "Have you talked to Roger at all today?"
"No I am afraid to."
"You are going to have to call him. I'll be right next to you. It'll be okay." I looked at her. "You haven't eaten today have you?"
Sandra shook her head. "No I was too upset to think about food."
"I'll bet you're starving."
She smiled at me. "Will you make me something to eat?'
"I would love to."
I haven't even had breakfast yet. Would you make me some French toast? I have really missed waking up in the morning and having you make French toast for me."
"Sandra my dear, at this moment nothing would make me happier than making French toast for you." I stood up and took her hand. "Come into the kitchen with me. We can talk while I cook."
I was just taking the eggs out of the refrigerator when we heard an awful banging on the apartment door.
"Sandra, open the door. I know you're in there. I saw your car in the parking lot."
It was Roger. He sounded very angry.
Sandra looked at me. "Stevie don't let him in. He'll hurt us."
I smiled at Sandra, "No he won't. Don't worry I won't let him hurt you." I looked at her. "Sandra we're going to have to face him some time. We might as well get it over with right now."
I walked over to the door and opened it. Roger stormed in. "Get out of my way you little shit."
He brushed by me. "Come on bitch, you're leaving with me right now."
"Leave her alone!" It was my most commanding voice.
Roger turned to me. "What are you going to do about it?" He paused, "Sissyboy."
I looked at Sandra. "Pick up the telephone. Get ready to dial 911."
I turned back to Roger. "You probably are capable of beating me up, but I doubt you can do it before Sandra calls the police." I smiled at him. "When the police come I am going to be sure that the newspapers hear about it. Domestic disputes involving the new dean of the University law school make excellent front page news."
Roger stared at me. "You wouldn't dare?"
I smiled at him. "Try me."
He thought for a moment. "Okay, you stopped me, but Sandra can still leave with me if she wants to."
I nodded. "Absolutely, I've never stopped Sandra from doing anything she wants to do."
I turned to her. "Sandra, do you want to leave with Roger?"
She walked over to me and put her arm around my waist. "Roger I told you in my note that I'm sorry I led you on. I never should have agreed to marry you. I love Stevie. I'm going to stay with him."
Roger glared at her. "Listen to me bitch. I'm going to make you pay for this. I am going to sue you for breach of promise and I guarantee you that your chances of graduating from the law school are now nonexistent."
I stared at Roger. "I'm sure that you are a formidable lawyer and I am certain that you now wield substantial power at the law school, but I think you should consider how I'm going to respond before you decide to carry out your threats."
He looked at me, "What now wimp?"
"I'll start by calling Jason Mathews. He's my attorney."
Roger raised his eyebrows. "How do you have an attorney of the caliber of Jason Mathews?"
"He happens to be a close friend of both Sandra and me."
He laughed. "Do you have any idea how much an attorney like Jason Mathews costs?"
"Yes I do, and it doesn't matter to me. My accountant just told me that my current net worth is just slightly over 17 million dollars and I guarantee you that I am willing to spend every penny of it on this battle." I paused. "Roger I may be a little shit, but I am very good at making money."
He sneered at me. "I don't care. You'll waste a fortune. You don't have a legal leg to stand on."
"Really, is that a fact? I may not be a fancy legal expert like you, but I do know something about the sexual harassment laws in this state. Help me out Dr. Franklin. I think they clearly address the issue of people in positions of power, such as college professors, seducing people in subordinate positions, such as students."
Roger's face started to turn pale.
"Now we might not win the legal battle, but we will certainly create enough of a stink to insure that it gets into the newspapers. How do you think the University will feel when they discover their new law school dean is in the middle of a sordid sexual harassment suit?"
Roger was starting to sweat.
"By the time the newspapers get done with you, your reputation will be so smeared that the only job you'll be able to get in this town is working as a personal care assistant for a 500 lb. invalid who can't wipe his own ass."
It was now my turn to glare at Roger. "You are not going to file any legal action against either Sandra, myself or anyone connected with us in anyway. You are also not going to interfere with Sandra's law school education. If you do we are going to counter with our own legal action. Do you understand this?'
Roger was silent.
I raised my voice. "Do you understand this?"
Roger stared at me for a moment. Finally he nodded. "Yes."
I smiled. "Good, now you are going to apologize to Sandra for calling her a bitch."
Roger looked at me. There was pure venom in his eyes.
I turned to Sandra. "Baby hand me the telephone." I looked back at Roger. "You have one chance. It is offered now. It will never be offered again. You can apologize and leave. If you do not do it in the next minute, I am going to call Jason Mathews and bring the hounds of hell down on you." I paused. "Roger understand this, I am hoping that you refuse. Right now ruining you would give me a tremendous amount of personal satisfaction."
I started looking at my watch.
"You're bluffing."
"You have 45 seconds left."
Roger looked like he was going to explode.
"You have 30 seconds left."
Roger bit his lip. "Sandra I am sorry I called you a bitch."
Sandra looked at him. "Roger I once looked up to you, but living with you for two months taught me that you are a mean and cruel man." She smiled. "Get the fuck out of our house."
Roger turned to leave. As he was walking out I said, "Roger, I maybe a submissive little sissy, but I am one tough submissive little sissy. Nobody hurts my woman. Don't forget to close the door behind you when you leave."
After Roger left Sandra turned to me. "Stevie is Big Dick Jason really our attorney?"
I laughed. "Yes sweetheart, he most certainly is and he's also a very good friend."
We went back into the kitchen and I finished cooking our breakfast. It was actually now almost 7:30 in the evening, but Sandra still wanted breakfast so we were having breakfast.
We sat at the table and ate. While we were eating I thought back to that awful morning when Sandra told me she was leaving me for Roger.
"Sandra do you remember the morning you came home and told me that you were going to marry Roger?"
Sandra looked at me like a hurt puppy. "Baby I will never forgive myself for doing that to you. I don't know what was going through my head. Please forgive me."
I put up my hand. "You're already forgiven. That's water over the damn. No sweetheart, I'm wondering if you remember that I also had something I wanted to say to you?"
Sandra shook her head. "I am sorry baby, I really don't. I was so focused on myself at that time that I don't actually remember anything you said."
I smiled. "It's okay."
Sandra reached over and held my hand. "Stevie please tell me. I am listening now."
"I'm going to. I just have to build up my courage again." I took a deep breath. "Sandra will you marry me?"
Sandra set her fork down and stared at me, "Stevie do you really mean that?"
"Yes, of course I do."
"Even after the awful way I treated you?"
"I told you, you're already forgiven."
Sandra jumped up, ran around the table, grabbed me and started yelling, "Yes! Yes! Yes!"
Suddenly she paused and looked at me. Her voice got very quiet. "Stevie for the past month I was so miserable that I couldn't sleep at night. After Roger would go to sleep I would lie in bed and cry. The only way I could stop crying was to try to imagine how wonderful it would be if I was marrying you rather than Roger."
She sighed, "I'd feel good for a little while, then I'd remember that I not only wasn't marrying you, I'd probably never even get to see you again." She shook her head. "The tears would come right back."
Sandra stared into my eyes. "Steven Wagner marrying you would make me the happiest woman in the world." She kissed me and immediately started crying.
I pulled Sandra on to my lap, held her in my arms and let her cry. When she was done crying I took out my handkerchief, dried her tears and whispered to her, "Would you like a big wedding in a church like the one Julie had?"



She looked at me with big eyes and said, "Yes please, I would like that very much."
Sandra laid her head on my shoulder and closed her eyes. I gently stroked her hair. We sat like that for a long time.
Sandra finally sat up. "Stevie when can we get married?"
I grinned at her, "Whenever you want. Tomorrow you should call Julie and start making plans."
Sandra smiled. "I can't wait to tell her."
While we were cleaning up the dishes the telephone rang. I answered it. It was Julie.
"Hi Jules."
"Hi Stevie is Sandra with you?"
"She was here waiting for me when I got back from the golf course."
"Is she okay?"
"Yes Julie, she's just fine. She's safe and she's happy."
"That's a relief. Are you guys working things out?"
"Julie we're back together again."
I heard Julie scream and yell, "Hey Ricky, they really are back together again''. I waited until she calmed down.
"You can call everyone and give them the news."
"I will. Hey Stevie have you talked to Roger yet?"
"Oh yes, he was here about an hour ago. We had a nasty confrontation in my living room."
"Is he going to make trouble for you?"
"Let's just say we reached a nice agreement with him. If he doesn't bother us, we won't bother him."
Sandra laughed when she heard me say that.
I held the phone and looked at Sandra. "Do you want to talk Julie?"
She shook her head. "Tell her I'll call her in the morning."
I nodded and put the phone back to my ear. "Listen Jules were having a quiet reunion tonight."
"I understand, I'll let you go so you can be with Sandra."
"Thanks Jules, I thought you'd understand. Sandra will call you in the morning. She can tell you everything."
"Good night Stevie, Hey I am really glad that the two of you are back together again."
"Good night Jules. Thank you, were really happy to."
After I hung up the telephone we finished cleaning the kitchen. When we were done we went into the living room. I sat on the couch. Sandra sat on my lap, put her arms around my neck and hugged me.
While she was hugging me she asked, "Stevie would you fuck me tonight?"
I looked at her.
"You once promised me that you'd fuck me anytime I asked you. Well Stevie I am asking.
"Are you sure?"
"Yes I'm sure. Stevie when I was lying awake at night crying, one of the things that I cried about was that I never got to feel you inside of me." she paused. "I know that we put it off because of our sex game, but I don't care anymore. Stevie you could be killed in a car accident tomorrow. I don't want to spend the rest of my life wondering what it feels like to be fucked by the man I love."
Sandra stood up and took my hand. "Come on baby, we're going into the bedroom."
Sandra sat on the edge of the bed. "Stevie tonight you're my stud and I'm going to be your fuck toy. You can do anything you want to me."
She patted a spot next to her on the bed. "Baby sit down right here beside me."
As soon as I sat down Sandra picked up my hand and held it between both of her hands. "Stevie when I was lying awake in Roger's bed I would get so sad when I remembered that I let other men do things to me that I never let you do to me. That is never again going to be true. After tonight I want to know that you've enjoyed me in every way we can possibly imagine."
Sandra undressed me. She did it slowly and lovingly. When I was naked she fluffed up the pillows at the head of the bed. "Stevie, I want you to lie back and enjoy yourself.
I could tell that this was very important to Sandra. It was also apparent that she had this well planned. I decided to just go with the flow. I pushed myself back on the bed so my head was resting on the pillows and did my best to relax.
Sandra smiled. "That's right baby, I want you to get nice and comfortable so you can have a good time."
Sandra walked over to the CD player on my dresser. She quickly flipped through several CD's, selected one and put it into the player.
A rhythm and blues song started playing.
She looked at me. "When I'm with a special lover, I always like to begin by doing a slow strip tease for him.
Sandra started moving to the easy rhythm of the music. As I watched her, I remembered how envious I was the night I saw her dance for Roger. Now she was dancing for me.
I loved my role as a submissive masochistic cuckold. I savored the pain I felt when Sandra cruelly denied me the pleasures she freely gave other men. Deep inside me I understood that I was born to be Sandra's slave. There was no doubt in my mind that I wanted to return to that role; but as I watched Sandra dance I realized that tonight was going to be an experience I would remember forever.
Sandra methodically removed her jeans, tee shirt and panties.
As soon as she was naked, she climbed on top of me and straddled my hips. She picked up my hands and placed one on each of her breasts. "I want you to play with my nipples while I feel you entering me for the very first time. I know you're going to cum quickly. Don't worry sweetheart, it will be okay. I know exactly how to get you hard again. You're going to fuck me several times tonight. Each time you'll be able to last longer."
Sandra leered at me. "After Julie's wedding I stopped letting Roger fuck me. Stevie I haven't had any cock in over a month. I am so ready for you."
We both held our breath as Sandra lowered herself onto my tiny erection. When I was all the way inside her we looked at each other.
Sandra grinned at me. "Stevie I spent the last month dreaming about this moment. I didn't believe that it would ever really happen, but now it has. I don't think that I could ever be happier than I am right now."
She giggled. "Let's make you cum."
Sandra slowly started to rock back and forth on my cock.
I tried all of the tricks that Julie and Sandra taught me to delay my ejaculation, but none them worked. I was just too excited. I came immediately.
Sandra closed her eyes and smiled when she realized I was cumming inside her.
When I was done ejaculating Sandra leaned forward and kissed me. My tiny penis immediately slipped out of her cunt. I suspected that this was a miscalculation on her part. She was used to big cocked lovers who were capable of staying inside her when she leaned forward.
It was obvious that she didn't care. After she kissed me she smiled and said, "Stevie a wonderful dream just came true." She giggled. "And now I want to make it come true again and again and again."
I laughed. "I don't know if I have three more agains in me."
Sandra gave me a quick kiss. "Wanna bet?"
I slowly shook my head. "No way, that would be a bet I'd want to lose."
Sandra reached down to my crotch and started massaging my flaccid penis. "Time to get back to work studman."
I sat up, rolled Sandra on to her back and positioned myself between her legs.
When she realized I was getting ready to lick her pussy she protested. "No Stevie, not tonight. Tonight I'm going to do all the work and your going to get all the pleasure."
I shook my head. "No Sandra when you turn a submissive cuckold into a stud you get the universal lover."
She started laughing. "Are you telling me that you're the renaissance stud?"
I nodded. "That's exactly what I'm saying."
"Okay Leonardo, but turn around. I want to play with your cute little dick while you lick my pussy."
I turned around. Sandra immediately started massaging my crotch.
I leaned forward and kissed her pussy.
Sandra moaned with pleasure. "Stevie you cannot imagine how much I've missed this."
I laughed. "Oh yes I can, I've been completely celibate since you left."
"Well then, I guess we'd better get to work."
We fucked for almost three hours. I did manage to get four erections and cum four times that night. We lost track of the number of orgasms that Sandra had. After the first hour order completely broke down. Sandra sat on my face and I licked her asshole. She sucked my cock and licked my balls. She even tried to lick my ass. I stopped her. I eventually wanted her to go back to being a dominant hot wife. We had to keep something sacred."
We finally exhausted ourselves. We were both spent and worn out, but we weren't yet ready to sleep.
We got up. I found a tee shirt and a pair of panties for both of us. As soon as we had clothes on we went out to the living room and sat on the couch. I opened a bottle of red wine and made us a snack of cheese and crackers. We talked for the rest of the night. It was after 4:00 am by the time we finally went to bed.
We were together again. Both of us were very happy.



        Sandra and Stevie Ch. 53

        Stevie has a proposal for Julie and Ricky.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sandra-and-stevie-ch-53

Title: Sandra and Stevie Ch. 53

Author: Goodhusband

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Stevie has a proposal for Julie and Ricky.

Tags: submissive husband, hot wife, dominant wife, foot worship, cuckold, cuckold husband, humiliation

Series: Sandra and Stevie


Note: This story is the fifty-third installment in a series entitled "Sandra and Stevie". If you have not read the previous fifty-two episodes of this series, I encourage you do so before beginning this chapter.
This is a dominant wife humiliates submissive husband story. That is the kind of story I write. If you do not enjoy these types of stories, I strongly recommend that you look for something else to read.
*
Sunday morning we got up at 10:00. It wasn't enough sleep for either of us, but we were both so excited about being together again that neither of us wanted to waste time sleeping.
I made breakfast for us and we sat at the table eating and talking.
"Stevie Is the house sold?"
"I haven't seen any offers; so no it can't be."
"Could we move back there?"
"I would love that. I'll call Barry this morning and take it off the market."
Sandra looked at me. She was thinking about something.
"What's on your mind sweetheart?"
"Stevie it's a big house." She paused, "You remember when we first bought the house we liked it because it had two big fancy bedrooms?"
"Sure, one was going to be for us and one was going to be for Julie. When Julie started sleeping with us we decided we didn't need two separate bedrooms. That's why we turned one into the playpen."
Sandra gave me a sly little smile. "Baby it seems like a waste of a very nice bedroom doesn't it?"
I looked at Sandra. "I think I understand what you're thinking."
"Could they? It would be so much fun."
"We have to see if they want to."
"Julie will want to; I'm sure of it."
Of course Sandra was asking if Julie and Ricky could come and live with us in the house at 1211 Oak Grove Drive.
"Why don't you call Julie and Ricky and invite them to come over. I'm sure she's at home waiting to hear from you."
"I'll call her right now."
Sandra called Julie while I washed the breakfast dishes.
As I was finishing the dishes Sandra came into the kitchen.
"Put a fresh pot of coffee on and go get dressed. They're on their way over."
I made the coffee and went into the bedroom. Sandra was sitting on the bed. She had a gloomy look on her face.
"What's the matter baby?"
"Stevie almost all of my clothes are at Roger's. I only packed a little bag yesterday morning. All I have is some clean underwear and my family photo album."
"Is there anything in his apartment that you can't live without?"
"Not really. The only jewelry I care about are the pieces you gave me and Roger wouldn't let me take those." She looked at me. "Did you sell them?"
I smiled, "No sweetheart, I didn't. They're in my dresser drawer. I guess I was hoping that you would still get them some day."
She smiled at me. "You're so wonderful." She thought for a minute." There's nothing at Roger's that I absolutely have to have, but Stevie, I don't have any clothes."
I laughed. "I guess you'll just have to run around the house naked."
She jumped up and pushed me. "Oh you would just love that."
I leered at her. "Yes I would." I smiled. "Still we probably should find you something to wear. Why don't you and Julie take my credit card and go on a shopping spree this afternoon. Julie can buy three or four new outfits and you can buy a whole new wardrobe."
"Can we afford that?'
"Yes, the stock market was very good to us this past summer. Sandra we keep getting wealthier and wealthier."
"Really?"
"Yes the number I threw at Roger yesterday was a minimal estimate of our assets. I seem to have a real touch for finding lucrative investments and Bobby is an outstanding accountant. I make the money and he helps us hang on to it." I smiled. "I've also been investing money for Brenda and Bobby. Now they're also wealthy."
"Sandra laughed. "This is like a little fairy tale."
Just then the door bell rang.
Sandra opened the door. Julie rushed in, threw her arms around Sandra and hugged her. "I am so glad that you guys are back together."
Ricky walked up to me and patted my shoulder. "I'm really happy for you Stevie. I know how much you missed Sandra."
"Thanks Ricky. Hey everybody come in, let's sit at the dining room table. I'll get some coffee."
While everyone sat down I went into the kitchen and got the coffee pot and four cups.
As I poured the coffee for everyone, Julie said, "Okay tell me everything."
Sandra smiled. "Lets wait just a bit. Stevie and I have several things to talk to you guys about. Jules I am hoping that you and I will get to spend the afternoon shopping. We can do a lot of gossiping then."
Julie looked at Sandra with a puzzled expression. "Shopping? I don't understand."
Sandra leaned forward. "I don't have any clothes to wear. They're all at Roger's and I am not going back there. Stevie is giving us his credit card and sending us to the mall. I get to buy a whole new wardrobe and he says you can buy 4 or 5 new outfits for yourself."
I thought to myself that I was pretty sure I said 3 or 4 but that's Sandra. Actually it was just fine with me. Both of us loved Julie so much that we would give her anything.
Julie clapped her hands together. "A shopping trip where we get to buy lots of clothes; how could I possibly pass that up." She turned to Ricky. "What will you do this afternoon sweetheart? I don't want to leave you alone on Sunday afternoon."
I stepped in. "How about if Ricky and I spend the afternoon at the golf course?"
Julie looked at her husband. "Would you like that baby?'
Ricky nodded. "Yes I'd like that very much." He turned to me. "Are you sure you want to take me with you? I am just learning. I am pretty bad."
I laughed. "Yes I would love your company. We will just go out and knock the ball around a little bit, no pressure. It will be fun."
Sandra said, "Okay then that's settled. You guys are going to the golf course and Julie and I will go shopping."
She turned to me. "I think it's time for you to present our proposition"
I nodded and turned to Ricky and Julie. "None of us have much family. Julie and I don't have any family. Ricky you have one brother who lives in another state and we all know about Sandra's problems with her family." I paused to let that thought sink in. "When Jules lived with us, the three of us thought of ourselves as a family."
Julie nodded. "It was really nice. I miss it." She turned to Ricky. "Baby don't get me wrong, I really love living with you, but I also loved living with Sandra and Stevie."
"Well Julie how would the two of you feel about doing both?'
Julie looked at me. "I don't understand Stevie."
"We're moving back into the house tomorrow. We want the two of you to come and live with us. We'll remodel the playpen and turn it back into a bedroom for you."
Julie jumped up and screamed "Yes!" Suddenly she caught herself and looked at Ricky. "Baby what do you think?"
Ricky shook his head. "It sounds really interesting, but I'm not sure." He turned to me. "Stevie, a professor at a community college doesn't make much money. That's a really expensive house. I don't think Julie and I can afford our share."
I took a moment to think about how I was going to respond. This was going to be touchy. The last thing I wanted to do was hurt Ricky's feelings.
I looked at Ricky. "I'm very good at making money. Julie tells me that you excel at teaching young people to write. Would you be willing to let each of us do our jobs and take pride in what we do?
Ricky looked at me. "I am not sure I understand you."
"I've made a fortune in the last two years. You don't need to pay any money. You can live in the house for free. Ricky I don't want to injure your pride so I am trying to be careful about how I say this."
I paused. "I have enough money for all of us. We can all live together and be rich. I'll pay everyone's expenses. I kind of envision it as a four person commune. We all have jobs. Your job is to educate college students. Julie's job is to graduate from college. Sandra's job is to finish law school. My job is to do stock market research."
I shrugged. "It just so happens that my job is incredibly lucrative, but it's not as good for the world as yours is. I don't educate anyone. I just make rich people richer. If you let me support everyone financially it will give me a feeling of pride that I don't get from my job. I envy the satisfaction that you must get from seeing people like Julie blossom into scholars. It would really please me to know that in a small way I am helping you help college kids learn to write."
Ricky smiled at me. "You put that very nicely Stevie." He paused. "We might have to work at this a little bit, but I think it would be a lot of fun to try."
Julie and Sandra both screamed, "Yes!" and jumped up and hugged each other.
Ricky looked at me and laughed. "I guess that pretty much sums it all up right there. When can we start moving in?"
Sandra looked at Ricky. "There is one more detail that you might want to consider."
Ricky looked at her. "What's that?"
"In this household you and Stevie will be our slaves. The two of you will do all of the housework and cooking. Julie and I will be your Mistresses."
Ricky looked at Sandra and Julie and bowed his head. "Mistresses, how may I serve you?"
Both of them started laughing. Julie threw her arms around Ricky. "Baby, I love you so much."
Julie sat down again. "I have a request to make." She looked at Sandra. "Do you remember Dallas Long?"
"Yes, isn't he that over the road trucker you knew from the cafe?"
"That's right. He called me yesterday. He'll be in town tomorrow night."
Sandra smiled. "Wasn't he the guy who was so kinky?'
Julie smiled back. "Yes that's him. He's really fun to party with."
Sandra asked. "Are you going to see him?"
"You bet your sweet ass I am. He is almost as big as big dick Jason."
"Julie honey, you're going to have fun tomorrow night."
"I am, but I want Ricky to have a good time to."
Sandra looked puzzled. "What do you mean?"
Julie smiled at Ricky. "My baby loves hearing about all the wild things that you and I have done. His favorite story is the big orgy at the house at the beginning of the summer. It's not all the fucking that gets Ricky hot, it's what we did with the cucks at the beginning of the party."
She looked at her husband and pointed at the floor next to her chair. "Footboy, kneel."
Ricky got up and dropped to his knees at Julie's feet. Julie lifted her right foot, kicked her shoe off and pushed her toes into Ricky's face. "Footboy, kiss me while I talk with Mistress Sandra."
Julie looked at us. "He absolutely loves the part where we lead the cucks into the living room on their leashes. He really regrets missing that."
She leaned forward and patted Ricky on the head while he kissed her foot. "My little baby is such an obedient slave. I'd like to reward him." She smiled. "I told Dallas all about this fantasy. He went wild. He wants to act it out. He said he would love to fuck me in front of Ricky and we can play all the kinky games we want while he's doing it."
Sandra looked at Julie. "So how does this relate to us?"
"Sandra, you know very well that humiliation is so much more fun when there's an audience."
Sandra nodded. "This does sound like it will be fun." She looked at Ricky. "Footboy, is this what you want?"
Ricky grinned at Sandra. "Yes Mistress Sandra I would like it very much."
Sandra smiled at Julie. "We have a lot of planning to do this afternoon."
Ricky and I had a wonderful time at the golf course. Ricky wasn't very good, but neither of us really cared. It was just fun to be outside hitting a golf ball with a friend. We got back to my apartment about 5:30. The girls were already home when we got there.
They were in the bedroom trying on clothes. The girls were excited about their new outfits. Ricky and I were subjected to a mandatory thirty minute fashion show. We both enjoyed it, although we mostly enjoyed watching the girls run around in their underwear between changes. Ricky and I later agreed that both of us are destined to become lecherous old men.
The four of us had a nice dinner together. After dinner Sandra told Julie that she was exhausted. Julie picked up the hint, grabbed her husband and headed for home.
Sandra and I really were tired. The previous 24 hours had been emotionally very taxing. We decided to go to bed early.
As we were getting into bed Sandra looked at me. "Stevie, how much of our old life do you want to go back to?"
"I don't understand what you're asking me."
"Do you still want me to dominate you? She looked at the floor. "Stevie I am just really happy that you took me back. Baby you can have me any way you want me. Over the last month I started to realize just what a special man you are. If you want I'll try to be faithful to you. I'll even be your submissive wife. Just tell me what you want; I'll do anything to be with you."
I smiled at Sandra. "I want you to be who you are. I am in love with Sandra Monroe. I want you to be Sandra Monroe." I paused and looked at her. "Does the thought of dominating me still get you excited?"
Sandra blushed. "Yes, very much. I really like it a lot."
"Well I really like it when you are dominant. I guess your first question gets a big yes." I took a deep breath. "Do you really think that you can remain faithful to me?"
Sandra stared at me. After a moment she said, "I'm willing to try really hard if you want me to."
"Do you want to remain faithful to me?"
Sandra thought for a moment. "Stevie I am afraid to answer that question."
I was confused about what she was telling me. I decided to try to help her a little bit. "What if I tell you that I like it when you cuckold me? What if I were to ask you to cuckold me?"
"Would you really do that? After the way I treated you?"
Suddenly I understood what was bothering Sandra. "Sweetheart, do you feel like you have to give up partying with other men as a punishment because you left me for Roger?"
Sandra stared at the floor. "Sort of, I mean yes, I guess so."
I took her in my arms. "I want to go back to our old life. You don't need to be punished. I understand why you did what you did."
She looked at me. "Stevie somehow I have to make amends to you for what I did."
"You feel guilty right?"
Sandra started to cry. "I feel so guilty. I was so stupid to leave you for Roger."
"What if you just make it up to me by loving me for the rest of your life?" I smiled at her. "That's all I need from you."
"You already have that."
"I know. So I guess your debt is paid isn't it?"
Sandra started to talk. I stopped her. "When you're ready I want you to start partying with other guys again. Sandra I like being a cuckold."
Sandra kissed me. "Stevie I love you so much. I promise you that I will love you for the rest of my life." She grinned at me. "Want to go to Baxter's on Thursday?"
I hugged Sandra. "I can't imagine anything that would be more fun."
Sandra whispered into my ear. "Stevie will you fuck me again. I'll start denying it to you soon, but I really want to feel you inside me again tonight."
I kissed Sandra hard on the lips. As I kissed her I slipped my hand between her legs. She was already wet. Sandra moaned as I started to massage her pussy.
We fucked and sucked and licked each other for over an hour. When we were done we lay in the bed and quietly cuddled each other.
After a few moments, Sandra rolled on to her side and sat up. "Tomorrow night when Dallas is here do you just want to be an observer or do you want to be a cuck slave like Ricky?" She winked at me. "Julie and I have a very hot scene planned for him. We're going to be really nasty."
I thought for a moment. "This is his first time doing this. I think that it will be easier for him if he has a companion in pain and humiliation. I'll be a cuck slave." I kissed Sandra's cheek. "I am already looking forward to it."
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Monday morning I called Barry and took the house off of the market.
When I moved out and put the house up for sale, I left almost all of the furniture behind. That made it much easier for us to move back in.
Sandra and I each packed up a bag of clothes. We were at the house by 11:00. Julie and Ricky arrived just before noon.
The fall quarter for both the law school and at the community college didn't start until next Monday so we still had a little time to make the transition back to living in the house.
As soon as he walked in, Ricky walked up to me. "Congratulations Stevie, I understand that you're getting married next month."
I laughed. "Thank you Ricky, but it appears that you know more about this than I do."
I turned to Sandra.
She shook her head. "I'm sorry baby, I'm so focused on trying to repair our relationship that I'm forgetting to tell you some really important things." She walked over and hugged me. "I guess I am afraid to even believe that we're actually getting married."
I grinned at her. "It's okay, keep talking with Julie. Call Brenda and tell her. They'll get you excited and they'll help you with the planning. Just remember to tell me when I am supposed to show up at the church."
Sandra stared at me. "Stevie are you really going to marry me?:
I laughed. "Yes Sandra I am."
I looked at Julie. "You're friend over here is having some real problems with coping with the guilt she feels about leaving me. Talk some sense into her would you?"
Julie walked over and grabbed Sandra's hand. "Come on baby were going to see Brenda. She'll get you straightened out."
As they were leaving Julie turned to us. There was a big smile on her face. Julie loved Ricky and me so much that it was very hard for her to be ruthlessly dominant with us.
Still she was trying to put together a hot scene for her baby, so she did her best. "Slaves get this house cleaned up." She paused. "Dallas likes steak. He has a good appetite. I expect that he will be served a large porterhouse. Sandra and I will have filet mignon. We will be eating in the dining room. You will provide a full formal dinner. My lover will be here at 6:30. I expect that everything will be perfect. Mistakes will not be tolerated. Sandra and I will be back by 5:00. Stevie you will be responsible for bathing both of us. Ricky you will be giving each of us pedicures. We will be expecting special attention from both of you tonight."
She stopped, pulled down her shorts and bent over. "Boys come over here and give me a goodbye kiss."
Ricky dropped to his knees behind Julie, spread the cheeks of her ass and kissed her asshole. When he was done she stood up and turned to Ricky. "Very good, now go kiss Sandra good by."
Ricky and Sandra both looked at me. I smiled and nodded my approval. Sandra pulled her shorts down and bent over. Ricky again got on his knees. He was much more tentative when he kissed Sandra's ass.
Sandra giggled. "Come on Footboy, you can do better than that. I want to feel a little tongue back there."
We all laughed as we watched Ricky lick Sandra's asshole.
When he was done Julie looked at me. "Sissyboy, why are you still standing?" "
I turned to Ricky. He smiled and nodded in approval. I got on my knees and kissed Julie's ass. When I was done I went over and kissed Sandra's ass."
Julie is very smart. That one little interchange did more to relax and define the relationship between the four of us than anything else we might have done.
She was also right about taking Sandra to see Brenda. Brenda was the wise experienced woman of our group. She would know just what to say to Sandra and Sandra would listen to her.
Sandra and Julie returned home at 4:30. They immediately put us to work . It wasn't as though we'd wasted the afternoon. The house was clean and we'd put together an outstanding steak dinner. The girls both simply wanted personal slaves.
Julie looked at us. "Slaves strip, we want you naked when you serve us."
Ricky and I took our clothes off. When we were done we began attending to our mistresses.
I started by filling the bathtub and bathing Julie. This was of course something I'd done many times before and we both enjoyed it very much.
While I was giving Julie her bath I looked out into our bedroom. Sandra was sitting on our bed. She was naked. Ricky was on his knees kissing and licking her feet. They appeared to be having a lot of fun. It made me smile.
As soon as I finished bathing Julie, I dried her off. After she went into the bedroom I drew a fresh bath for Sandra.
While I was bathing Sandra I glanced at Ricky and Julie. He was on his knees holding her panties for her so she could step into them. I smiled to myself, life in our house was going to be a lot of fun.
When I finished bathing Sandra she stepped out of the tub. As soon as she was dry we went into the bedroom. Julie was sitting on the bed. Ricky was on his knees giving her a pedicure.
Ricky finished Julie's pedicure while I helped Sandra put on her lingerie.
When Ricky was done caring for Julies feet she stood up. Sandra took her place on the edge of the bed. Ricky started her pedicure while I attended to Julie as she finished dressing in a micro skirt and sheer blouse.
When Julie was dressed she patted my head. "Sissyboy go attend to the dinner preparations. Footboy can finish in here.
She sat down at her old dressing table and started to apply her makeup while Ricky finished attending to Sandra's feet.
I went out onto the patio and set three places at the table. Sandra, Julie and Julie's lover Dallas would be the only ones allowed to dine at the table this evening.
When the table was properly set I went into the kitchen and started making Caesar salads. I made five. Ricky and I might not be allowed to eat at the table but we would still get a very nice dinner. We'd just have to eat at the slaves table in the kitchen.
As I was seasoning the steaks, Sandra came into the kitchen. She put her arms around my waist and hugged me. "Are you having fun baby?"
I turned and looked at her. "Sandra in the last 48 hours you've come home to me, Julie and Ricky have moved in with us and we're about to spend the evening playing a wonderful sex game." I smiled at her. "My life couldn't get any better."
She held on to me. "I am so glad." She paused. "Is it okay that Ricky touches me?"
I smiled. "Yes In fact, I think you should make him eat your pussy and ass tonight."
She giggled, "Oh I like that plan." She stopped. "Are you sure your okay with that?"
"Yes I'm sure. I think that the four of us should be very open with each other."
Sandra smiled at me. "Baby I think that our life is about to become really fun." She kissed me and whispered into my ear. "It's time for you to get dressed."
Sandra took me by the hand and led me into the bedroom. Ricky was sitting on the bed. Julie was putting a cock cage on him.
"Hey Ricky, when did you get your cage?"
Julie looked up at me. "It was a wedding present from Maddie."
"Now why isn't that a surprise."
Sandra grabbed me and pushed me onto the bed. "Sit down little man. It's time to lock up your clittie."
Sandra slipped my cage into place and locked it. She put the key into her old dresser and pulled out my pale yellow cropped tee shirt and crotchless panties from the big summer orgy.
"Here you are Speedy. We want you in full uniform tonight."
I looked over at Ricky. He had a similar outfit, but his color was a very light violet.
We both put on our uniforms. When we were done, Sandra went back to her dresser and pulled out my dog collar and leash.
At the same time Julie reached into her travel bag and pulled out a similar dog collar and leash.
She turned to me. "This was also a wedding gift from Maddie." She giggled. "Would you like to see the other gift she gave us?"
I rolled my eyes. "I can't wait."
Sandra pinched me. " I already know what it is. I would be very careful with the sarcasm Mr. Sissyboy."
Julie pulled a riding crop out of her bag. It made a loud crack as she hit the headboard of the bed with it.
Sandra started laughing. "That looks like it would be a lot more fun than a hair brush." She leered at me. "Don't you agree Mr. Sissyboy?" She laughed some more. "I'll bet I could really turn your ass cheeks red with that little toy."
I shook my head. "Life just keeps getting better and better."
Sandra kissed me. At the same time she reached under my tee shirt, grabbed my nipple and gave it a vicious twist. "I hope that your still not being sarcastic. Sarcasm will be dealt with quickly and without mercy. Do you understand Speedy?"
I laughed. "Very clearly Mistress De Sade."
Sandra raised her eyebrows and turned to Julie. "Jules I think that was more sarcasm don't you?'
Julie nodded. "I do believe that was a most defiant act of sarcasm. Sandra it would appear to me that you have a slave who is testing your authority." She tossed Sandra the riding crop. "I think that Speedy is asking for a little correction."
Sandra set the riding crop on the bed and put my dog collar around my neck. She attached the leash to the collar, picked up the riding crop and gave the leash a firm tug. "Come Sissyboy."
I stood up.
Sandra snapped her fingers and pointed at the floor. "Sissyboy get on your knees!"
I got on all fours. Sandra gave the leash another tug. "Sissyboy heel."
Sandra was treating me like I was a pet dog.
She led me over to a large overstuffed chair. She pulled me up and shoved me over the arm of the chair so that my feet were on the floor and my face was in the seat of the chair. My ass was now in a most vulnerable position.
Sandra slowly walked around the chair. As she walked she lightly tapped the palm of her hand with the tip of the whip. "Sissyboy you will remain in this position until I'm done with you. If you attempt to get up or change your position in anyway it will simply increase the number of strokes that you will receive from the riding crop."
Both Julie and Ricky were watching. Julie pointed the to the floor next to her. "Footboy kneel down and kiss my feet while we watch Speedy receive his punishment."
As soon as Ricky was on his knees, Sandra stopped walking and stared at me. She was breathing very quickly. She was obviously excited. "Sissyboy you are being punished for taking a sarcastic tone with your Mistress. I gave you repeated warnings. You failed to heed them. You must be disciplined."
Sandra pulled my panties down to my knees and raised the riding crop.
I closed my eyes and waited.
Whack! Sandra hit my ass hard. I winced. It hurt. Whack! she hit me again.
"Ow! that hurts."
Julie laughed. "It's supposed to Speedy. You're being punished."
Whack! Sandra hit me again. This time after she hit me she asked, "Sissyboy do you promise to never again take a sarcastic tone with your Mistress?"
I remained silent.
Whack! Whack! Sandra hit me twice more.
On the second stroke Sandra hit me very hard. I grunted. The leather loop on the end of the riding crop inflicts excruciating pain when it strikes.
Whack! Whack! Sandra hit me two more times. Tears were running down my cheeks. I bit my lower lip. "Please Mistress don't hit me any more."
"Sissyboy swear that you will never again take a sarcastic tone with your Mistress."
"I swear Mistress."
"You swear what Sissyboy?"
I swear that I will never again take a Sarcastic tone with my Mistress."
Sandra smiled. "Very good Sissyboy." She tugged on my leash. "You may stand."
I stood.
"Pull up your panties."
I did as I was told.
"Sissyboy get on your knees." When I was my knees Sandra tugged on my leash. "Sissyboy heel."
Sandra led me out onto the patio and sat down on a chair and stared into my eyes. "Was it okay to do that Stevie. I didn't hurt you too badly did I?"
I smiled. "Baby it was wonderful." I laughed, "You understand that I did try to goad you into doing it." I shrugged. "Of course it hurt." I winked at her. "I think it's supposed to."
There was a look of relief on Sandra's face. "I know, that's why I was so rough." She took a deep breath. "Stevie that got me as hot as I've ever been. I'm really wet. I want you to eat my pussy right now."
She lifted her skirt, pulled her panties off and spread her legs.
Sandra tugged on the leash and pulled my face to her cunt. She was right, she was soaking wet. Sandra was as aroused as I've ever seen her. I placed my mouth on her clit and started sucking and licking it. There wasn't any need to waste time warming her up. She was ready for some serious stimulation. It only took a minute. Her orgasm was volcanic.
After she recovered, Sandra stood up and motioned for me to sit in the patio chair. As soon as I was seated she got on my lap and put her arms around me. "Baby I must really be a perv."
I laughed. "Sandra it's lucky we found each other then, because I'm just as big a perv as you are."
She laughed and kissed me on the lips.
Dallas long arrived promptly at 6:30. He parked the tractor for his semi truck in our driveway and walked up to the front door.
Julie opened the door for him, threw her arms around his neck and kissed him. "Hi Dallas, it's really good to see you again."
Dallas kissed Julie. "Baby I always look forward to visiting you. You're one of my favorite people."
Julie took him by the hand. "Come in."
Dallas was a slender black man in his mid thirties. His arms were covered with tattoos. He had a wonderful smile and seemed to constantly be on the verge of laughing. I immediately liked him.
Dallas smiled at Sandra. "Hi Sandra you get prettier every time I see you."
Sandra blushed.
He looked at Ricky and me. As soon as he noticed our outfits he started laughing. "Shit you guys really are kinky." He turned to Julie. "Baby which of these guys is your husband?"
Julie went over to Ricky. "This is my baby." She kissed her husband. "I love him so much."
Dallas grinned at him. "Ricky it's a pleasure to meet you." He got a wry little smile on his face. "You'd better take good care of my girlfriend here. She and I have been close friends for a very long time."
He extended his hand. "Seriously Ricky, congratulations; you married a wonderful woman."
Ricky shook Dallas's hand. "Thank you Dallas. It's a pleasure to meet you. Julie says wonderful things about you."
Dallas laughed. "She just likes my big black dick."
Ricky grinned. "That certainly is true, but she also says that you're a lot of fun to be around." He paused. "My first impression of you certainly reinforces that opinion."
Dallas nodded. "Thanks Ricky, it's kind of you to say that. I am looking forward to getting to know you."
He turned to me. "Sandra does this dog belong to you?"
Sandra laughed. "Yes Dallas that's my dog. I love my dog every bit as much as Julie loves her dog."
Dallas laughed and extended his hand to me. "Dallas Long, pleased to meet you."
I shook his hand. "Stevie Wagner and I am also pleased to meet you."
I paused. "Dallas you've been driving all day long. Julie told me you're a Budweiser man. I have a case on ice. Can we get you a cold beer in a frosted mug."
Dallas smiled, "Stevie I like you already. You understand a man's basic needs. I would love a cold beer and if you really do have a frosted mug that would even be better."
As he was answering me Dallas noticed our cock cages. "Shit what in hells name are those?"
Julie laughed. "Those are male chastity devices. Sandra and I believe that it would be improper to have our slaves running around the house with free swinging dicks."
Dallas shook his head. "Hell and damn, remind me to never get on the bad side of you two."
Julie turned to Ricky. "Footboy I believe that you were going to get my man a beer. Sandra and I will also have cocktails. Bring us each a martini. We'll have our cocktails on the patio.
As Ricky was getting the drinks Julie and Sandra took Dallas out to the patio.
When they were seated Julie explained the plans for the evening. "Dallas honey, I really appreciate what you're doing. You can see that we love playing some domination games with our boys. They're not our equals this evening; they're our slaves. They'll be addressing you as Sir Dallas or Master Long. Ricky's name for the evening is written on his tee shirt. He's Footboy. You should feel free to address him with that name. Stevie's name is Speedy. It is also written on his tee shirt. He also answers to Sissyboy. You should feel free to address him by either name. Don't worry about insulting them or hurting their feelings. They are both very excited about playing this game."
Dallas nodded. "Julie I'll follow your lead on this until I start to figure out the rules of the game." He smiled. "It sounds like we're going to have a one hell of a fun night."
All four of us laughed and said, "Oh yes!"
Dallas, Julie and Sandra sat out on the patio and drank and talked while Ricky waited on them. I missed much of the early conversation because I was in the kitchen cooking.
Footboy served them an appetizer of nacho chips, guacamole and queso. Dallas loved it. I was hoping that he would.
As soon as Dallas finished his third beer Ricky brought our Mistresses and their guest to the table and served the soup course. It was a seafood bisque that I thought turned our very nicely. Again Dallas was happy.
I came out to the patio to grill the steaks while Ricky was serving the salads. This was the first time that I actually had an opportunity to listen to the conversation.
My initial impression of Dallas was correct. He was a friendly man with an engaging personality. It was very easy to see why Julie liked him so much. As I listened to their conversation I realized that Dallas had a wonderful supply of very funny stories about the adventures he's had driving a semi truck across the United States.
I made a mental note to myself that the next time Dallas Long came to town we were taking him to the Kensington Grill for dinner. That way, Ricky and I could be equals. I wanted to be able to sit at the table and hear his stories.
Dallas loved his porterhouse steak. After dinner I served coffee, cognac and a crème Brule. By the time they finished their dessert it was starting to get dark.
Sandra took her cloth napkin off her lap, set it on the table and smiled at Julie and Dallas. "I think it's time for the games to begin."
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Julie and Dallas went into the living room and sat down on the couch.
Sandra brought Ricky into our bedroom.
I went into the kitchen and started cleaning up the dinner dishes. Fortunately my position in the kitchen allowed me to see what was happening in the living room.
Julie and Dallas started kissing on the living room couch. While they were kissing Sandra brought Ricky into the living room. Sandra was leading him on his leash. She was making him crawl on all fours.
Sandra led Ricky to Julie's feet and quietly said, "Footboy, sit."
Ricky obediently took his place on his knees in front of his wife and her lover.
Julie broke off her kiss with Dallas and smiled at him. "Hey baby look at what we have here. It's my pussy wimp husband."
She looked at Ricky. "Footboy I am sitting here kissing my lover. Why don't you come over here and make love to my feet while my stud gets me nice and hot."
Sandra handed Ricky's leash to Julie and sat down on the chair across from Julie and Dallas.
Julie tugged on Ricky's leash and pulled his face to her feet. At the same time she snuggled up to Dallas. "Baby why don't you play with my titties while the little wimp kisses my toes."
Dallas grinned as he slipped his hand inside Julie's blouse. "I love this game."
Julie leaned back and closed her eyes while Dallas fondled her breasts and Ricky kissed and licked her toes.
It was obvious that both Julie and Dallas were getting excited.
Julie gasped when she felt Dallas move his hand to the inside of her thigh.
Ricky stopped kissing Julie's feet and looked up. His attention was totally focused on Mr. Long's hand as he watched him pull his wife's panties aside and push a large black finger into her glistening cunt.
Julie's breathing was getting noticeably quicker. Dallas's cock was making a large tent in his trousers.
Julie tossed Ricky's leash towards Sandra. "Take the wimp."
Sandra leaned forward, picked up the leash and pulled Ricky away from Julie's feet."
Ricky obediently kneeled at Sandra's feet and watched while Dallas pushed a second finger into Julie's cunt.
Julie opened her eyes and gazed at her submissive husband. For a moment there was a look of pure adoration in her expression. Julie loved Ricky. That was an obvious truth.
Ricky noticed his wife's glance and winked at her.
Julie grinned, but her grin quickly turned to a smirk. Ricky and Julie loved each other, but tonight they were expressing their love by playing a game. It was a game that excited both of them and Julie knew the rules well. She was a very skilled player.
Julie stared at Ricky and gave him an order using a voice that dripped with unmitigated disdain. "Footboy, make yourself useful; undress me for my lover."
Sandra gave Ricky some slack so that he could stand and obey Julie's command.
Ricky quickly slipped Julie's unbuttoned blouse off of her shoulders.
Dallas grinned at him. "Thanks Footboy, I just love your wife's great big titties."
Julie stood up. Dallas kneaded her breasts with his massive fingers while Ricky unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor.
Julie stepped out of her skirt and sneered at her husband, "Make yourself useful wimp; pick my skirt up and lay it on the couch."
Dallas caressed Julie's body while Ricky folded her skirt and laid it across the arm of the couch. When Ricky was done he returned his attention to his wife and her lover and silently waited for Julie's next direction.
Julie stared at Ricky. "I'm still wearing my panties wimp."
Ricky obediently kneeled in front of his wife and ardently pulled her panties down to her ankles.
Julie stepped out of her panties, caught them on her toe and callously laughed as she flipped them into Ricky's face.
While Ricky was neatly placing his wife's panties on top of her folded skirt, Julie took Dallas's hand and lifted him up from his seat on the couch. As soon as he was standing, her lover wrapped his powerful arms around her naked body and gave Julie a long passionate kiss.
After a moment Julie broke off the kiss, turned to her waiting husband and crudely said, "Footboy, lick my ass while my lover kisses me."
Dallas pulled Julie's face back to his and started a long passionate kiss while Ricky kneeled behind his wife and obediently licked her asshole.
After several minutes of this ritual Julie turned to Sandra, "Take the wimp away. I want to be able to focus all of my attention on my man."
Sandra tugged on Ricky's leash and pulled him back to her chair. When he was kneeling next to her; Sandra lovingly patted his head and quietly whispered, "Footboy sit."
Ricky kneeled on the floor next to Sandra and watched his wife as she focused her complete attention on making love to another man.
I was now done cleaning the kitchen. I got down on my knees in the doorway between the kitchen and the living room and knocked on the door frame. "Mistress Sandra, I've completed my duties in the kitchen."
Sandra nodded to me. "Very good sissyboy. She thought for a moment and smiled. "Speedy, crawl into the bedroom and fetch Mistress Julie's riding crop. You may carry it in your mouth."
It took me several minutes to complete this task. Crawling is not a quick way to move around the house.
When I returned Julie was on her knees in front of Dallas. She was caressing the large tent in his trousers.
I crawled up to Sandra with the riding crop in my mouth. She placed her hand on it and in a firm tone of voice said, "Sissyboy give."
She took the riding crop from me, patted my head and in a much gentler voice said, "Good boy."
After praising me she pointed to the floor on the opposite side of her from Ricky and said, "Sit."
Julie glanced at Sandra and smiled when she saw the riding crop.
She turned to Ricky. "Footboy, Dallas has a magnificent cock. I really would like to take it out and look at it. Be a good husband and ask him for his permission. Ask him if it would be okay if your wife takes his big hard cock out of his pants so that she can play with it."
Ricky was speechless. I don't think he was exactly sure what he was supposed to say. It didn't really matter. He wasn't allowed any time for hesitation.
Whap! Sandra hit Ricky across his panty covered ass."
Ricky started to mumble.
Whap! Sandra hit him again. This time she also gave him a verbal prompt. "Say Sir Dallas would you please allow my wife to unzip your pants and take out your magnificent cock."
Ricky looked at Dallas. There was a tremor in his voice as he spoke. "Sir Dallas would you please allow my wife to unzip your pants and take out your cock."
Whap! Sandra smiled as the crop struck Ricky again. "You forgot to say magnificent. Try once more Footboy."
Ricky was nearly in tears as he said, "Sir Dallas would you please allow my wife to unzip your pants and take out your magnificent cock."
Sandra patted his head. "Very good Footboy."
Dallas smiled at Ricky. "Yes Footboy, please tell your wife that she has my permission to unzip my pants and take my cock out."
Ricky was about to speak when Julie nodded to Sandra.
Whap! Sandra hit Ricky with the riding crop again. The girls were being merciless. It was obvious that the two of them had orchestrated this part of the game in advance. "Beg her Footboy. Beg your wife to take her lovers cock out of his jeans."
"Please Mistress Julie, take Sir Dallas's magnificent cock out of his jeans. I beg you to do this."
Julie smiled at Ricky. "As you wish Footboy." She slowly unzipped Dallas's jeans, reached inside and pulled out his erect penis. As soon as it was freed from the confines of his pants, Dallas's cock jumped to attention. It really was magnificent.
Julie stared at Ricky while she stroked her lover's arching erection. "Footboy this is a man sized cock. It's not a little wee wee like yours. This is a cock that can truly satisfy a woman's lust."
Julie looked up at Dallas. "Sit down baby. I want you to be comfortable."
Dallas sat on the couch while Julie kneeled on the floor next to him. All of her attention was now focused on his huge black cock.
She started to stroke it. She was being slow and gentle. It was almost like she was a child playing with her favorite doll. Julie loved big cocks.
As she stroked her lover she started to smile and turned to Ricky. "Husband, would you be so kind as to ask Sir Dallas if he would allow your wife to suck his cock."
This time Ricky had a better understanding of what he was supposed to do. His response was quick. He obviously wanted to avoid the sting of the riding crop.
"Sir Dallas would it be okay with you if my wife sucks your cock?"
Dallas smiled and pretended to think for a moment. Finally he grinned, "Yeah, okay; tell your wife your to go ahead. She has my full permission to suck my big black dick."
Ricky looked at Julie. "Mistress your lover has given you permission to suck his cock."
Whap! Sandra struck with the riding crop. "I didn't hear you beg Footboy."
Ricky rubbed his sore backside. "Mistress Julie would you please suck you lover's cock. I beg you to do it."
Julie looked at Ricky. "Thank you Footboy. I can't tell you how much it pleases me that you're so understanding about my personal needs."
Dallas moaned as Julie put his cock into her mouth and started giving him a blow job.
Ricky was fascinated by the scene in front of him. As I watched him I reminded myself that this was his very first opportunity to see his wife with another man.
I glanced at Sandra. She was now being very gentle with Ricky. As she softly caressed his cheek she leaned over and whispered, "Your wife gives a very good blow job doesn't she?"
Ricky nodded his head in agreement. After a moment he turned and looked up at Sandra. "He has an awfully big cock and she can take all of it into her mouth. How does she do that?"
Sandra smiled at his question. "Julie really is very talented. She knows how to open her throat and swallow his cock.?"
"She doesn't have to do that with me."
Everyone in the room started to laugh. "Sandra grinned at him. "No baby she doesn't."
Dallas looked at us. There was a huge smile on his face. "How am I going to enjoy this blowjob if I have a mother fucking comedian in the room?"
Julie stood up, turned around and looked at us. She was laughing.
She took a deep breath and tried to be stern. "All right guys enough fun. This is supposed to be serious sex."
She sat down on Dallas's lap. She was straddling his hips. His erect cock was sticking out from between her legs. It almost looked like Julie had a penis of her own. She looked down and started laughing again. "Hey Ricky how would you like it if I had a big black dick."
Everyone broke up. The seriousness of the moment seemed to be lost. The problem was that we all really liked each other and it was hard not to have fun.
Dallas got us back on track. He looked at Ricky. "Don't you let Julie fool you Footboy. That's my big dick and I know a really good place to put it. I am going to slide it right into your wife's wet pussy. Watch me little boy. I am about to give your wife a proper fucking."
Julie lifted herself up and guided Dallas's erect penis into her cunt. She grimaced as his cock entered her. Dallas was big. He was obviously stretching her.
As soon as she had all of Dallas's cock inside her, Julie relaxed. She sat perfectly still for a moment. There was a huge smile on her face. She was obviously enjoying the pleasant sensation she got from having that monster inside her.
She looked at Ricky and sighed. "Baby this feel so good. Thank you for being such a good husband. It's so wonderful to be able to feel a great big cock inside me."
Julie kept her eyes focused on her husband as she started to rock back and forth on Dallas's erection.
She took a deep breath. "Baby watch me. I'm fucking another man."
She started to move faster. "Ricky honey, I love fucking big cocks."
Julie reached down and started rubbing her clit. "I hope you're enjoying this sweetheart because I intend to let lots and lots of men fuck me." Her voice was quaking as she spoke.
She increased the pace even more. Julie threw her head back and yelled, "This is wonderful!"
Her entire body started shaking. Suddenly Julie screamed as an orgasm erupted inside her.
Julie and Dallas both stopped moving while Julie enjoyed her climax.
As soon as she recovered from her orgasm, Julie climbed off of Dallas and lay back on the couch.
Dallas got on top of Julie and straddled her waist. Julie squeezed her breasts together and smiled at her lover. Dallas pushed his stiff cock in between them and started to fuck Julie's tits.
Once he got into a nice easy rhythm he looked over at Ricky. "Footboy your wife knows me really well. She remembers how much I like a little tittie fucking." He winked at Ricky. "This is really fun, you should try it."
He smirked and his expression changed to a mock frown. "Oh too bad for you. I'll bet your little dickie is too small to do this."
Sandra leaned over and whispered to Ricky. "Don't feel too bad baby. I can't do it either. My breasts are too small."
Ricky looked up at Sandra. "It does look like it's fun."
Sandra laughed and then she leaned over and kissed the top of Ricky's head. "Yes baby, it does."
Julie didn't hear any of this interchange. She was now so focused on Dallas and his cock that she was oblivious to everything else in the room.
Julie sat up and grabbed Dallas's cock, "Come on baby let's see this big snake of yours shoot its stuff. Its time for you to put on a show for these two little pussyboys." She put his erection in her mouth and started to suck on it.
Dallas closed his eyes. He was trying to concentrate.
Julie wrapped her hands around his big cock and started pumping it while she continued to suck on the mammoth head.
Suddenly Dallas arched his back and grunted. He grabbed hold of his cock, pulled it out of Julie's mouth and aimed it at her lips and nose. He closed eyes and vigorously pumped his stiff penis with both hands
Sandra, Ricky and I all watched in awe as Dallas started to shoot long spurts of milky cum all over Julie's face.
After several seconds the spurts of cum slowed to dribbles. Dallas rolled off of Julie and lay back on the couch.
Julie leaned forward, picked up Dallas's cock and gently milked the last drops of semen from him.
Julie turned and smiled at Ricky. Large globs of Dallas's cum were dripping from her nose and lips.
Sandra tugged on Ricky's leash. "Footboy go to your wife and lick her lovers cum off of her face."
Dallas watched in amazement as Ricky crawled over to Julie and licked up his semen.
"Shit you guys are the kinkiest people I've ever met." He smiled. "I love all four of you."
When Ricky was done cleaning Julie's face. She stood up, took Dallas's hand and pulled him up from the couch. "Come on baby it's time for you and me to party in private."
The three of us watched as Julie and Dallas walked to the playpen. When they got to the door Julie stopped and looked at her husband. "Ricky you get me back in the morning, but for the next several hours I belong to Dallas. Tonight I'm going to be his fuck toy." She turned to her lover and kissed him. "Baby you and I are about to have some serious fun."
They turned to go into the bedroom. They were about to close the door when I stopped them. "Hey Dallas, what do you want for breakfast in the morning?"
He smiled at me. "Thanks Stevie but I am going to be up and out of here by 5:00 am. I want to pick up my trailer and be across the city before rush hour starts. I'll be long gone by the time you guys get up."
I shook my head. "Hey buddy I get up early. Nobody leaves this house in the morning without a good meal. Now what's your favorite breakfast?"
Julie laughed. "I know exactly what it is. I served it to him for years in the cafe. It's eggs over easy, sausage links, hash browns and toast."
I smiled. "I have everything we need. Buddy show our girl a good time. I'll have breakfast for you in the morning before you go."
Dallas smiled. "Thanks Stevie that would be nice. I'll see you in the morning."
Julie grabbed her lovers hand. "Come on stud man, it's party time." She pulled Dallas into the playpen and closed the door behind them.
Ricky stood staring at the door. This was the first time he saw his wife take another man into a bedroom for a night of sex.
Sandra grabbed him. "Come on sweetie, you and Stevie get to party with me tonight."
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Sandra took both of us by the hand, "Come with me boys."
She led us into the bedroom. Once we were inside she kissed both of us on the cheek and whispered, "It's time to undress me."
Ricky stood perfectly still. He seemed a little nervous about what was happening.
Sandra picked up his hand and placed it on her breast. "Baby I want you to take my top off. It's okay, Julie knows. She wants you to do this."
Ricky nervously unbuttoned Sandra's blouse, slipped it off her shoulders and handed it to me.
While I was hanging her blouse in the closet, Sandra put Ricky's hand on her naked breast. "Stevie and Julie know each other very intimately. Now it's our turn to get to know each other."
Sandra stared into Ricky's eyes and gently guided his fingers to her nipple.
Ricky looked at me. I nodded to him. "It's okay."
He smiled and very tentatively started rolling Sandra's nipple in his fingertips.
Sandra gave me a subtle nod. I walked behind her, unzipped her skirt and pushed it to the floor.
Sandra whispered to Ricky. "Pull my panties down."
During the time that Sandra and I were separated Ricky and I had become very close friends. We spent a lot of time talking and I knew that he was very nervous around women.
I tried to reassure him. "Ricky, Sandra loves Julie. Julie loves you. Because of that, Sandra loves you."
Ricky game me a puzzled look.
Sandra hugged him. "Baby it's true, you can trust me. I won't ever do anything to hurt you unless it's part of our game and I know you want me to do it." She paused. "And even then I won't ever really hurt you."
She kissed his cheek. "Ricky I want to love you and I want you to love me."
"Are you sure Julie won't be mad?"
Sandra shook her head. "No honey, in fact she really wants this to happen. Tomorrow night after Dallas is gone, all four of us are going to play together. Sweetie it's okay you have Julie's full permission to play with me tonight."
Ricky took a deep breath and pulled her panties down.
Sandra kicked them off. While I picked them up she kissed Ricky and said, "Honey, go sit on the bed."
As soon as Ricky was sitting down Sandra walked over to me and put her arms around my neck. "Baby are you okay with this? Julie and I talked about it while we were at Brenda's and I guess we just assumed you'd be fine with it."
I smiled. "You assumed correctly."
Sandra took a deep breath. "Good, both Julie and I really want this to happen."
I nodded. "So do I."
Sandra kissed me. "Stevie, I love you so much."
"I know."
Sandra poked me in the stomach. "Be careful Speedy, arrogance carries the same punishment as sarcasm.'
Ricky laughed. "I'll go get the riding crop."
Sandra and I both started laughing.
I looked at Ricky. "I thought you were on my side."
He grinned. "I guess you can call me the Benedict Arnold of the bedroom."
Sandra shook her head and patted my butt. "Go sit next to your silly friend."
As I was sitting down she started to giggle. "Remind Benedict Arnold over there that the riding crop actually belongs to his wife and was meant to be used on him."
Ricky winked at Sandra. "Is that a threat or a promise?"
Sandra stared at Ricky. After a moment she shook her head. "Ricky honey, it's really easy to understand why Julie loves you so much."
Ricky blushed.
Sandra noticed it and smiled. "Baby, you're every bit as endearing as Stevie."
Sandra started laughing. "You two goofballs need to sit quietly for a moment or we won't ever get to the part where we have sex."
Sandra went to her dresser and got the keys for our chastity cages. As she was walking back to us I notice Ricky stealing covert glances at her naked body.
I leaned over and whispered to him. "She's really pretty isn't she."
Ricky nodded. "Yes, she really is."
Now it was Sandra's turn to blush. She wiggled between us and sat down. "You guys are getting me really horny."
She reached over and gently unlocked and removed Ricky's cock cage. As soon as she set it down she picked up his tiny penis. Ricky had an erection.
Sandra softly stroked his cock and said, "Tonight while your wife is entertaining her lover you're going to play with Stevie and me. Julie wants you to do this" Sandra smiled at Ricky. "Your wife loves you. She's worried that you're going to be sad tonight." She leaned over and kissed the tip of Ricky's cock. "It is my job to make sure you stay happy."
Sandra turned her attention to me. She quickly unlocked my cage, removed it and set it next to Ricky's.
She picked up my tiny cock and gave it a firm squeeze. She knew I liked that. "I am a very lucky girl, I get to have my two favorite men tonight." She kissed me and stood up. "Come on studmen were getting into the shower. The two of you are going to give me a bath."
The shower was fun. Ricky and I took turns washing Sandra. Both Sandra and I made sure that he got the job of washing Sandra's pussy and ass. We were both trying to show Ricky that it was perfectly okay for him to freely explore her body.
When we were done showering Ricky and I both dried Sandra with large soft bath towels. As we did this, I smiled to myself. Pampering Sandra was one of the true joys of my life.
When she was dry Sandra took both of us by the hand and led us to the bed.
She kissed Ricky on the cheek and said, "Sweetie lie down on your back."
As soon as Ricky was lying on the bed Sandra got on her knees between his legs. "Stevie I want you to lick my ass and my cunt while I suck Ricky's cock."
Sandra was being very directive. I think that this was a relief for both Ricky and me. This was the first time that I had ever been in bed with another man. To the best of my knowledge this was also true for Ricky. I think both of us were a little nervous about how this was going to work. I knew that Sandra had a lot of experience with making love to two men at the same time. I was more than willing to trust this experience and let her take the lead.
I got behind Sandra and spread the cheeks of her ass. As I was pushing my tongue into her asshole I heard her tell Ricky, "Relax baby. It's okay if you cum quickly. We're going to play for a long time. All three of us are going to have several orgasms."
I licked Sandra's ass and fondled her pussy while she gave Ricky a blow job.
Ricky did cum quickly. When he was done ejaculating Sandra turned, pulled me to her and kissed me. As she kissed me she pushed Ricky's cum into my mouth.
When she was done she smiled. "I want the two of you to get to know the taste of each other's semen." As I swallowed Ricky's cum Sandra kissed my forehead. "Now its your turn baby." She turned to Ricky. "I want you to make love to my feet while I suck Stevie's cock."
Basically Ricky and I traded places. Sandra gave me a wonderful blowjob while Ricky kissed and licked her toes. When I came Sandra kissed Ricky and passed my semen to him.
The evening settled into a wonderful routine. We were three very creative people. We tried a marvelous variety of positions. In all of them Sandra had a tiny cock in her mouth while one of us was licking her pussy, her ass or her toes. Once we settled into a routine, Sandra was able to let go and enjoy orgasm after orgasm.
After two hours of intense play we finally exhausted ourselves. Feeling fully satisfied, Sandra sandwiched herself between Ricky and me so that we could go to sleep.
As we quietly lay together in the bed Sandra sighed. "I can't think of anything that could ever make me happier than lying between the two of you."
I was born with an excellent internal alarm clock. I woke up promptly at 4:30 am. Sandra and Ricky were sound asleep. I quietly slipped out of bed, put on a pair of jeans and a tee shirt and went to the kitchen.
As I was frying hash browns and sausages I heard the door to the playpen open. It was Dallas.
He stopped and grinned at me. "Stevie you are astounding. Getting up at 4:30 in the morning and making breakfast for me goes way beyond good hospitality."
I poured Dallas a cup of coffee and motioned for him to sit at the dining room table. "Did you and Julie have fun last night?"
Dallas sighed. "It was wonderful. That girl is an absolutely outstanding fuck."
As I set his breakfast in front of him I smiled at Dallas. "Isn't life great?"
He laughed. "It sure seems that way in this household."
I nodded. "Yes, I think the four of us have found a very nice routine."
Dallas finished his breakfast and stood up. "Well Stevie it's time for me to hit the road. Thank you for your hospitality." He extended his hand. "I am glad that I got to meet you. You're a nice person."
I shook Dallas's hand. "Thank you for visiting us. I think your a pretty nice person to. Every time you come to this city you're welcome to stay here. We'll always have a hot dinner, a comfortable bed and beautiful woman waiting for you."
Dallas laughed. "That's an offer I'll never pass up."
I walked Dallas out to his truck and watched him get in and drive away.
After he disappeared around the corner I went back into the house and quietly entered the playpen. Julie was asleep on the bed. She was naked and her hair was a mess. She looked like she'd just finished a night of wild uninhibited sex.
I gently kissed her cheek and woke her up. As her eyes opened she looked up at me and smiled. "Hi Stevie."
I smiled back at her. "Come with me baby. I'm going to clean you up and put you to bed."
She rubbed her eyes and nodded. "Okay." She was too sleepy to disagree with anything.
I got her into a nice warm shower and washed her. Her pussy was stretched and raw and she was covered with Dallas's dried semen.
When she was nice and clean I helped her step out of the shower and dried her off. After she was warm and dry I kissed her and took her hand. "Come with me sweetheart."
I led her into the bedroom, set her on the bed next to Ricky and kissed her forehead. "Good night Baby, sweet dreams."
Julie lay back on the bed and looked up at me with her gorgeous blue eyes. "Thank you Stevie, I love you."
I smiled at her. "I love you too Julie."
Julie curled up next to her husband and immediately feel asleep.
For a moment I stood in the bedroom and watched Sandra, Ricky and Julie sleep. They were contentedly cuddled together in a big ball of arms and legs. As I looked at them I thought to myself. We don't need a second bedroom, we just have to buy a bigger bed.
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I stayed up after Dallas left. I like the solitude and quiet of the early morning. I sat on the patio, drank coffee and thought about the different things that had to be done to get our lives back in order.
It was only three days ago that Sandra came back to me. It was just two days ago that Julie and Ricky decided to live with us. It was just yesterday that we moved back into the house on Oak Grove Drive.
The visit from Dallas was a lot of fun, but it came at a time when we were very busy. I decided that it was time to get organized. We needed to make a list of things that had to get done.
I was getting a second cup of coffee and a legal pad and pen when I heard Ricky behind me.
"Morning Stevie."
"Hi Ricky want to help me, I am making a list of things to do so that we can get our lives in order."
"Sure, let me get a cup of coffee."
Ricky got his coffee and joined me on the patio. It was a warm September morning. The sun was just making its way up into the eastern sky. It was a pleasant time to be sitting outside.
Once Ricky was seated I started making the list. "I think our first priority is to arrange for movers to go to both of our old apartments and get our furniture and belongings"
Ricky nodded. "I agree." He turned and looked at me. "What should we do about the sleeping arrangements here?"
I smiled. "I think sleeping together is very pleasant. Can we all live in one bedroom?"
Ricky laughed. "I sure would like to try. I loved waking up between Julie and Sandra this morning."
I grinned. "Who wouldn't?" I paused. "I think we'd better discuss this with the girls."
I thought for a moment. "We need to get another Lincoln, especially now that there are four of us. We're going to need a big car that all of us can ride in comfortably."
I looked at Ricky. "We also need to do something about that old Chevrolet you drive. How many miles does it have on it anyway?"
Ricky shook his head. "167,000, it's been a very good car."
"I think has been is the correct description."
"I know Stevie, but I can't afford a new car."
"Yes you can."
"No you're not going to do that. You're doing too much already."
"Ricky, we're a family. We all have our roles remember. You teach young people to write, I'll make loads of money for us."
Ricky laughed. "Okay you win. You can buy me a new car." He smiled at me. "Don't laugh Stevie, I've never owned a new car. This will be a brand new experience for me."
"What would you like? You're about to buy your first one."
"I love your car. Could I have one of those?"
"My Escape? Sure, it even makes sense. We can get all our cars serviced at the same place."
I thought for a moment. "Will you take care of the cars today? I'll call the Lincoln Dealership and the Ford Dealership. They know me. I'll tell them you're representing me. I'll give you several signed blank checks. You can select both cars and make the down payments today."
I looked at Ricky. "When you buy the Lincoln, buy the top of the line. Price is not a factor. We'll want a luxurious car when we drive our wives to meet their dates."
"Stevie do you trust me to do this?"
"Of course I do." I thought for a moment. "Ricky, we have to tighten up our financial operation. All four of us have to go to the bank together. It'll have to be tomorrow. We need to set up a joint checking account and get credit cards for everyone."
"Stevie, I don't have...."
I cut Ricky off. "I'll supply the funding for the bank account and the credit cards. The last time that Sandra, Julie and I started living together we had to have a financial meeting to get everything organized. We need to do that again. I suggest we do it tonight."
I looked at my friend. "Ricky we decided to live as a family. I really want to do this. Up until I met Julie and Sandra I never really had a family, neither did Julie. The four of us are going to be a family and we're going to share equally in our assets. Ricky get used to it, you're rich now."
I paused. "Ricky I want to set things up so that you are going to have your own supply of money. I do not want a situation where you feel like you have to come crawling to me every time you want something."
Ricky smiled. "It's going to take a little time for me to get used to this. I come from a background where everyone makes it on their own."
"I understand, so do I; but we have a unique situation that gives us some freedom. I really am excited about the fact that in a very small way, I'll be helping you to teach college students."
"Well like I said, it'll take me some time to get used to it, but I will try." Ricky looked at me. "I'll take care of the car purchases today." He grinned. "I really am very excited about the idea of owning a new car."
"Good, I have to go to work soon. When the girls get up will you tell them that they're responsible for finding a mover and getting us out of our old apartments?"
"Yes, I'll take care of that."
"Also will you discuss the bedroom situation. My vote is to have all of us live in one bedroom and sleep in one bed. If we decide to do that they should talk about what to do with the playpen. Should we keep it like it is or do something else with it. As far as I am concerned the choice is theirs, the playpen is their sex room."
I went into work. It was Tuesday. I had my regular meeting with the partners. The meeting went well and I was able to get home by 4:00.
When I drove up to the house there was a moving van in the driveway. Four men were carrying furniture and clothing through the front door.
I parked and went inside. Sandra and Julie were directing traffic.
When Sandra saw me she smiled. "Hi Stevie."
I walked over an kissed her. "How is everything going?"
"Great, we're almost done. Both apartments are empty. I have a cleaning service working in each of our places right now. The movers have rearranged the furniture for us here. We're almost back to normal in this house."
"What are we doing about the bedroom situation?"
Sandra smiled. "If it's okay with you, we're all going to sleep in the master bedroom. We think our king size bed is big enough." Sandra looked at me. "Baby I love sleeping with Julie and Ricky."
I hugged her. "I do to. What are you planning to do with the playpen?"
"Were not going to do anything right now. It was really nice to have a sex room last night. You said you want me to start cuckolding you again. When I start it will be nice for Julie and I to have our own room." Sandra grabbed my nipple through my shirt and twisted it. "I did consider turning it into a dungeon. I think it might be fun to have a room devoted to punishment."
I kissed Sandra. "There's a room in the basement that's next to my golf club building room. I think it might work very nicely for that. We could make it sound proof. We could play some very fun games there."
Sandra looked into my eyes. "Fun for who?"
I laughed. "Both of us baby, both of us."
Sandra raised her eyebrows. "Oh really?" She started to giggle. "The three of us might have to have serious discussion about this a little later on tonight."
"The three of us?"
"Yes, you and I and Julie's riding crop."
"Is that a promise?"
Sandra laughed. "No baby, that's a threat."
I hugged Sandra. She hugged me back.
After a moment she stopped and looked at me. "Sweetheart I hope you don't mind, but when Julie and I woke up this morning we both made love to Ricky. I sucked his cock while Jules sat on his face."
I laughed. "Baby I may be a little envious, but I don't mind at all. I'm hoping that we'll be a very intimate foursome." I looked around. "Where is Ricky?"
"He's still out buying cars. He was a little nervous. He's never bought a new car before. He had to buy two of them today."
"Should we call him and see if he needs our help?"
"Baby we can't. He doesn't own a cell phone."
Another item just went on my to do list. We had to get Ricky a cell phone.
Just then the front door opened and Ricky walked in.
Julie ran to her husband and hugged him. It was fun to watch her. Julie really loved Ricky.
Both Sandra and I walked over to them.
I smiled. "How did the car buying go?"
"Great Stevie. I got a wonderful deal on a used Plymouth Voyageur minivan. It only has 139,000 miles on it. It seemed to me that it was a much wiser purchase than buying a new Lincoln."
I looked at Julie. "Where did you find this guy, in the Sunday comics?"
Julie hugged Ricky. She was being protective. "What's wrong with a used minivan?"
I laughed. "Nothing I guess. You and Sandra will be the ones using it in the parking lot at Baxter's."
A look of horror came over Julie's face. She turned to her husband. "Ricky what did you do?"
He laughed. "I bought a very nice black Lincoln Town Car. It's brand new and the top of the line. The back seat is huge and luxurious. I am sure that you and your lovers will find it more than adequate."
Julie kissed Ricky. "Oh baby, I can't wait to try it out."
Sandra looked at Ricky. "Will we have the car in time to drive it to Baxter's this coming Thursday?"
Ricky nodded. "I'm going to pick it up Thursday morning." He turned to me. "Stevie I'm going to need a cashiers check for $76,381.00. I paid $1,000.00 down. I think I got a good deal. The sticker price was $86,540.00. They knocked off almost ten grand."
"Ricky you made a very good deal. From now on, you're in charge of all car buying for the family." I smiled at him. "Did you buy a car for yourself?"
He nodded. "I have a navy blue Escape coming tomorrow. It has leather seats, a moon roof and a wonderful music system." He grinned at me. "They sold it to me for $26,300. That was $2,000 below list price."
I shook Ricky's hand. "Good job buddy."
He looked at me. "Thank you Stevie. I really am excited about this."
Sandra and Julie kept the movers busy until nearly 6:00. When they were done we all showered together, got dressed and went out to dinner.
We discussed our new life as a family over dinner. I took the opportunity to lay out my plans for how we were going to operate financially. The girls grasped the plan immediately. It was basically the same plan that Sandra, Julie and I used the first time we lived together.
The truth was that after 3 months of chaos, Julie, Sandra and I had returned to the life we were leading last spring. The only difference was that we'd added Ricky. As I got to know him I began to realize that Ricky was going to be a wonderful addition to the family.
As you get older you realize that all of life is an exciting adventure. Each moment, even the trying ones that test our strength of character, are experiences that should be savored and enjoyed. There are however some periods of life that are clearly outstanding moments of pleasure and happiness. These are times that are cherished and fondly remembered as we grow older. That night it appeared to me that the four of us were just beginning one of these periods of life.
The four of us had dinner at the Kensington Grill. It was a celebration. We were celebrating the beginning of our new life together.
We had two rounds of martini's before dinner, an outstanding bottle of merlot with our dinner and two large cognacs each after dinner.
As we drove home, all four of us were feeling very relaxed.
We were in my Escape. I was driving. Sandra was cuddled up next to me. Julie and Ricky were cuddled up together in the back seat.
"Hey Stevie you remember the night we met?" It was Julie speaking from the back seat.
I smiled at the memory. "How could I ever forget Jules. It was a magnificent night."
"Remember that fancy champagne you had?" She laughed, "That was really good stuff."
"You mean the Dom Perignon? It should have been really good, it cost a $135.00 a bottle."
Ricky choked. "No fucking shit?'
We all looked at him in shock. Ricky was an English Professor. He rarely used profanity.
Sandra grabbed my crotch and squeezed really hard. "Hey lover boy, how come you've never bought any wine for me that was that fancy."
I looked at her. "Do you want some?"
She playfully poked me in my ribs. "Fucking right I do."
No one was shocked by Sandra's use of profanity. She swore like a sailor.
She squeezed my crotch again. "Lets get some right now." She leered at me. "If you get me drunk you might just get lucky tonight."
Julie laughed. "When did a guy have to get you drunk to get lucky. Sandra when a guy takes you home it's a race to see which comes off first, the top of the booze bottle or your panties."
Sandra giggled. "Okay Miss Morality, that shows how much you know. I almost never wear panties on a date."
Everyone started laughing. In the midst of this silliness I switched my turn indicator on, slowed down and pulled into the parking lot of our local liquor store. It was just before 9:00 pm. They were still open."
Sandra looked at me. "Hey baby what's going on?'
"I'm going in to get two bottles of Dom Perignon." I gave Sandra a sly look. "I'm kind of hoping I might get lucky tonight."
Julie and Sandra cheered. All four of us got out of the car and went into the store. I went to the imported champagne section and picked out two bottles of Dom Perignon. They were $143.00 each.
Ricky Shook his head. "Stevie isn't this a little waste of money."
I laughed. "No Ricky, this is a colossal waste of money." I smiled at him. "We'll talk about this night for years to come. Sometimes it's fun to be a little wild."
Ricky chuckled. "I can see that life with the three of you is going to be very interesting."
I walked up to the counter and handed the clerk the two bottles of champagne and my credit card.
Sandra walked up next to me and looked at the clerk, "Put a pack of Marlboro Lights on there to."
I smiled to myself, It was going to be a very wild night. Julie and Sandra only smoke when they drink to excess. Both of them have that remarkable ability to smoke 10 cigarettes a month. There are people like that. They just aren't susceptible to nicotine addiction.
On the other hand, I started smoking when I was 15 and quit when I was 21. Kicking the habit was a major struggle for me. I'm certain that If I ever smoked another cigarette, I'd immediately be back to a pack a day. Nicotine addiction is a substantial issue for me.
I signed the credit card slip, grabbed the champagne and cigarettes and said, "Lets go home. It appears that we have some serious partying to do."
When we got home I put both bottles of champagne into buckets of ice and tossed the cigarettes to Sandra.
The champagne wasn't very cold. When I opened the first bottle the cork shot across the room and a geyser of champagne exploded from the bottle.
Everyone started laughing. While I held the bottle, Ricky grabbed four glasses and tried to catch as much of the champagne as possible. It took some effort, but we finally managed to get a full glass of wine for everyone.
As soon as we each had a glass I made a toast. "To our new family." The four of us clinked our glasses, cheered and drank some champagne.
As we were drinking I looked over at Sandra. There was a tear running down her cheek.
I put my arm around her. "What's the matter baby?"
She smiled at all of us. "I was just thinking about how close I came to throwing all of this away."
Julie kissed her cheek. "But you didn't honey. You're here and were together."
Sandra put her arm around my waist. "I know and I think I'm the luckiest girl in the world."
The first bottle went quickly. Sandra and I sat on the couch and, sipped our champagne. She smoked cigarettes. We both broke into giggles and poked each other every time one of us tried to say something.
Julie took most of her clothes off and ran around the living room in her panties smoking cigarettes and drinking champagne. Ricky sat on a chair and watched her. There was a silly smile on his face.
We were all getting very spiffed. The evening was quickly spiraling out of control.
Julie walked over to Ricky and rubbed her toes on his crotch. "Hey little wimp, want to play footsie with me?"
Ricky gasped. If you haven't already figured it out, he has a major foot fetish.
Julie pulled his shirttail out of his pants, reached under his shirt and grabbed his nipple. As she twisted it she stared into his eyes. "Take your clothes off limp dick. It's time to pay homage to your Mistresses feet."
Julie pushed Ricky to the floor. She took her panties off, shoved them into his mouth and stood naked over her him while he undressed. As soon as he was naked he groveled submissively at her feet.
I leaned over and whispered into Sandra's ear. "It appears that Ricky is getting lucky."
Sandra reached over, grabbed my chin and held it so she could look directly into my eyes. It was a very dominant gesture. "Why don't you show me that room in the basement that we talked about this afternoon."
A shiver of excitement rippled through me. Sandra was offering to explore one of my darkest fantasies with me. At the same time I got very nervous. Playing sadomasochistic games with a partner who had virtually no inhibitions seemed risky.
As I thought about this I relaxed. I knew Sandra. I trusted her completely. It wouldn't matter how much champagne she consumed, I was confident that she would never actually hurt me.
I took a deep breath and smiled at her. "That room might be kind of chilly tonight, but the recreation room would be an excellent place for us to play."
Sandra stood up and motioned for me to follow her. We went into the bedroom. Sandra stopped next to the bed and whispered in a very sultry voice. "Undress me Sissyboy."
I was suddenly overwhelmed with an uncontrollable desire to submit to Sandra.
Sandra smiled as I reverently removed her clothing. She sensed my acquiescence.
As I was carefully hanging her dress in the closet, Sandra looked at me with an arrogant sneer. "Sissyboy fetch me my black mesh nylon stockings and a pair of black lace panties."
A tingle of excitement rippled through me. This was an outfit that was exclusively reserved for her studs. The only time I ever got to see Sandra in this lingerie was when I was dressing her for a date.
I was so electrified that my stomach felt like it was doing somersaults as I dug through Sandra's lingerie drawer looking for her nylons and panties.
Sandra was sitting on the edge of the bed when I found them. She already had Julie's riding crop. She was nervously tapping the tip in the palm of her hand. Sandra was just as excited as I was.
I carried Sandra's lingerie to the bed like it was the royal mantle of a great king or queen.
When I got to the bed Sandra gave me a regal nod.
I bowed and kneeled at her feet.
Sandra extended each of her feet so that I could slip the stockings onto her and roll them up her legs. When I was done she stood and I held her panties for her so that she could step into them.
When she was dressed she tapped me with the tip of the riding crop. "Strip sissyboy. I want you naked."
Sandra sat down while I removed my clothes. When I was naked I stood in front of her and patiently waited for my next instruction.
"Fetch your cock cage from my dresser slave boy. I want you locked up tonight."
I retrieved my cock cage and sat on the bed. Sandra slipped the chastity device onto my cock and balls, put the padlock into it and snapped it closed.



She flashed me an arrogant smile as she strutted over to her dresser and put the key that confined my manhood into her jewelry box.
After closing her jewelry box she turned to me. "Fetch your collar and leash."
I found my collar and leash, brought them to Sandra and kneeled down at her feet.
Sandra leaned over, put the collar around my neck and attached my leash to the collar. When she was done she picked up the riding crop from the bed and gave me a light swat on the butt.
"Crawl sissyboy."
Sandra led me back into the living room.
Julie was sitting in a large arm chair. Ricky was kneeling on the floor in front of her. They were both naked. Julie's legs were spread. Ricky was kissing and licking her feet while she smoked a cigarette.
Julie was taunting her husband. "That's right footboy make love to my feet. Show me that you know how to properly worship your goddess."
Ricky was reverently kissing each of Julie's toes.
Julie took a long drag on her cigarette and exhaled the smoke in the direction of her submissive husband. She noticed that the ash on her cigarette was getting long. She looked at Ricky and snapped her fingers. "Ash tray slave."
Ricky picked up the ash tray that was next to him, got up on his knees and held it for Julie while she flicked the ashes off of the tip of her cigarette. When she was done she lay back in the chair an closed her eyes. "Slave, you may put the ash tray down and continue worshipping me."
Sandra led me across the living room. When we got to the door to the basement she stopped.
She gave me a quick swat with the riding crop. "Sissyboy, stand up."
I immediately complied. The riding crop was an excellent motivator.
We walked down the stairs. When we got to the bottom Sandra flicked me with the whip. "Sissyboy sit."
I immediately dropped to my knees.
This portion of our basement was a finished recreation room. It had a full wet bar, two pin ball machines and a pool table. The room was beautifully paneled with aged cedar. The floor was fully carpeted and there was a gas fireplace on the wall opposite the bar.
September evenings on the great plains of North America are chilly. This evening was no exception. Sandra walked over and flipped the switch on the gas fire place. It immediately roared to life and began sending a gentle wave of warm air wafting across the room.
Last winter Sandra frequently used this room to entertain lovers. She had a good understanding of the amenities offered by the room and how they worked.
Sandra snapped her fingers and pointed to a spot in front of the fireplace.
I started to stand.
Sandra cracked her whip against the wall. "No one gave you permission to stand slaveboy."
I quickly dropped back to my hands and knees and crawled to the fireplace. When I reached Sandra's feet I stopped and looked up.
Sandra stood over me with her hands on her hips. "Sissyboy I was very disappointed by your behavior last night."
I looked at her. I was puzzled. I tried to remember something that I might have done wrong.
"You had the audacity to speak to Julie and her lover as they were going into the playpen to fuck."
I remembered what she was talking about. I'd asked Dallas if he wanted breakfast in the morning. I smiled to myself. Sandra wasn't really mad at me, she just wanted an excuse to punish me. If it wasn't this she would have found something else.
She shook her head. "How dare you address one of our lovers without our permission. One would almost think that you considered yourself to be Dallas's equal."
I bowed my head. "I am sorry Mistress. I don't know what I was thinking of. I should have asked permission before I spoke to Master Long."
Sandra raised her eyebrows. "Sorry?" She shook her head. "Oh Sissyboy, a simple apology is inadequate. You humiliated both Julie and me with your insolence. You must be punished and the punishment must be severe."
I knew this was coming. Both of us were already getting excited as we anticipated my punishment.
I was impressed with Sandra's creativity. Just coming downstairs and whipping me is no where near as much fun as creating a punishment fantasy.
"Sissyboy I have considered this all day today and I have decided that your punishment must be something that you will not easily forget."
Sandra stared at me. "I have decided that you will be denied all forms of sexual contact and sexual release for a period of 48 days."
Her statement shocked me. I didn't expect this. I looked at Sandra, I was puzzled.
She slowly nodded. "That's correct sissyboy. It is a severe punishment. I believe that this is the only way I can be certain you will learn from this mistake and remember your place in the future."
Sandra started walking around me in a slow circle. "Your cock cage will stay on for the entire 48 days. That way I can be certain that you won't be led astray by temptation.
Sandra started tapping the tip of the whip in the palm of her hand. "Sissyboy I do not intend to suffer because of your insolence. Tomorrow I plan to start cuckolding you again. You can assume that I will have a lover every night during your period of abstinence."
I was mortified. This wasn't a sex game. This was madness.
I looked at Sandra. "Please Mistress, I beg you not to do this." I stopped. I realized that by our old rules I was telling Sandra that I was enjoying this insanity.
"No please Mistress. I want... " I stopped myself again. I really didn't know what to say. I just knew that I did not want this to happen."
Sandra smiled at me. "Cat got your tongue sissyboy?" She paused. "Yes, I am quite certain that you don't like this." She shrugged. "Well it's you own fault. You brought this on yourself with your insolence."
I bowed my head. "Please Mistress. I implore you, do not do this."
Sandra grabbed my hair and pulled my face up. "Would you prefer another form of punishment Sissyboy?"
Suddenly I understood. Sandra was offering me a choice that was so repugnant to me that she knew I couldn't possibly bear it.
"Please Mistress, I beg you; allow me to do my penance in any other way."
Sandra took a deep breath. She was excited. She picked up the riding crop and smiled. "Well Sissyboy there might just be another way."
She grabbed my leash and gave me a rough yank. "Crawl sissyboy."
She led me over to the pinball machine. "Standup Sissyboy."
I did as I was told.
Sandra gently bent me over the front of the pinball game. She took my leash off, wrapped it around my shoulders and the machine and tied it in an overhand knot. I was now loosely tied down. Sandra's knot wasn't very tight. I could have easily broken free, but there was no way I was going to do that. The leash was there for show. It was part of the fantasy.
My naked rear end was exposed and vulnerable. Sandra now had me in a perfect position to use Julie's riding crop.
Sandra brought two cigarettes and a pack of matches with her when we came down the stairs. She set one of the cigarettes on the bar and lit the other one. She took a long drag from her cigarette and exhaled the smoke.
"Sissyboy here is your other option. You may beg me to strike you with the riding crop. Every blow that you beg for and receive will reduce your period of penance by four days."
So this was it then. I was to receive 12 strokes from the riding crop.
I smiled to myself. Sandra was wonderfully innovative. She managed to create a scenario in which I was going to have to beg her to hit me with the riding crop. I loved it.
I turned my head so I could see Sandra. "Mistress I beg you to allow me do my penance at your hand. I choose the riding crop."
Sandra grinned. "Very well sissyboy. You may ask for your first stroke whenever you're ready."
I took a hard swallow. "I'm ready Mistress Sandra, please hit me with your whip."
Sandra took a long drag on her cigarette and exhaled. Her movements were slow and deliberate. She was savoring this. She set her cigarette in the ashtray and cocked her arm. The blow came quickly. It hurt. I bit my lower lip. That was just the first of twelve blows. I realized that this was going to be a trial of strength and endurance for me.
"Well Sissyboy, your period of penance is now down to 44 days. Shall we continue?"
"I slowly nodded. "Yes Mistress Sandra, please strike me again."
Sandra picked up her cigarette, took a long drag and exhaled. The cigarette was precariously perched on her lip as she pulled the crop back and delivered the next blow. Whap! It hurt.
Sandra smiled. "Your time is down to 40 days." She ran her fingernails down my back. "Are we done?"
"No Mistress. I beg you for another stroke."
Sandra nodded. She raised the crop and hit me again. She didn't hit me as hard this time. I smiled to myself. Sandra loved me. I could trust her. She was enjoying this. She was obviously very excited, but she would never injure me.
We continued this for what seemed to be an eternity. Sandra would deliver her blow. After she struck me she would watch as I winced in pain. Each stroke seemed to inflame her passion.
After the ninth blow Sandra pulled a bar stool over and sat down. She was obviously aroused. She unconsciously spread her legs and rubbed her wet cunt with the handle of the riding crop.
After a moment she asked, "Sissyboy are we done."
When she heard me ask for another stroke she took a deep breath. "As you wish sissyboy." She raised her arm and struck me again. She gasped when she saw me wince from the sting of the tenth blow.
Again Sandra asked. "Are we done sissyboy?" You're down to only eight days of penance. Certainly you can easily endure eight nights of abstinence."
I was lying on the pinball machine with my eyes closed. This was becoming a challenge for me. I took a deep breath. I knew that I could do this. I turned my head towards Sandra and opened my eyes. "Mistress I beg you, please strike me again."
Sandra's chest heaved. She paused for a moment, lit her second cigarette, took a long drag and slowly exhaled the smoke. "Very well sissyboy."
Sandra pulled the riding crop back. Out of the corner of my eye I could see it come forward. I braced myself. She hit me hard this time. I uttered a low cry in response to the pain. Sandra took a deep breath when she heard me. My cry obviously excited her. Sandra took a long drag on her cigarette and sat down on the stool again. She started to massage her cunt.
After a moment she got up and whispered into my ear. "You have one more stroke coming Sissyboy, this is your last one. I'm going to make it very special for you."
Sandra rubbed the leather loop at the tip of the riding crop in her pussy. After a moment she pulled it out of her cunt and showed it to me. It glistened with the moisture from her sex. "Stevie you've been a very good boy tonight. Here's a little treat for you." She rubbed the tip of the crop against my lips. "Kiss the end of my whip. Can you taste my pussy?" Sandra took a deep breath. "Beg me baby. Beg me to hit you one more time."
I looked at Sandra and whispered, "Hit me one more time Mistress. I beg you to do it. I want you to do it. Hit me hard."
Sandra licked my ear. "Baby I'm so hot." She ran her fingers over my cock cage. "You know that you belong to me. You're my plaything. You like that don't you. You like being my slave don't you Stevie."
I took a very deep breath. "Yes Sandra, I love being your slave. I believe that I was born to be your slave."
Sandra whispered. "That means that I must have been born to be your Mistress."
Sandra closed her eyes and pulled the riding crop back. The blow hit me hard. I screamed. This one hurt. Sandra gasped when she heard my cry.
It took me a moment to recover. We were done. I wasn't sure if I was happy or sad.
Sandra put the crop down and kissed my cheek. "Baby were done, let's go upstairs. You were wonderful. You're so very strong."
Sandra untied my leash and pulled it off of me. She very gently lifted me up, took my hand and led me back upstairs. When we got back into the living room Julie and Ricky were nowhere to be seen.
Sandra took me into the playpen and laid me face down on the bed.
She left the room. A few minutes later she returned with a basin of water, a bar of soap, a wash cloth and a tube of medicinal salve.
Sandra lovingly washed my bottom with soap and water. After washing me, she dried me with the towel and rubbed the salve over my bruised ass cheeks. When she was done she rolled me over and unlocked my cock cage. After she removed it, she gently washed my cock and balls and softly kissed me on my forehead.
While she was kissing me I looked up at her and grinned. "That was fun."
Sandra sat up and stared at me. After a moment she yelled, "You shit. I was worried that I went too far. Why didn't you say something? I thought I hurt you."
I laughed. "I was having too much fun."
Sandra grinned at me. "Okay sissyboy, now I'm going to have some fun." She climbed on top of me and sat down on my face. She was soaking wet. For the next hour she rode my face like I was a bucking bronco. I don't know how many orgasms she had, they were too numerous to count.
Sandra finished our game by lying next to me and giving me a gentle blow job. I came in her mouth. When I was done ejaculating she stared into my eyes and swallowed my semen.
I looked at her with a puzzled expression. Sandra always kisses me and passes my cum into my mouth when I'm done ejaculating.
Sandra giggled. "I don't want to share your cum any more. I want it all to myself."
I put my arms around Sandra and hugged her. She put her arms around me and hugged me back.
I really don't know how long we stayed like that. It didn't matter. We were in love, time was irrelevant.
When we finally got up, Sandra took my hand and led me into our bedroom. Ricky and Julie were sound asleep. Sandra cuddled up next to Ricky. I cuddled up next to her and pulled the blankets up over us.
We fell asleep quickly. We were at home. We were with our family. We were with people who we loved and who loved us. Life was very good.



        Sandra and Stevie Ch. 58

        The guys get the girls ready for a trip to Baxter's.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sandra-and-stevie-ch-58

Title: Sandra and Stevie Ch. 58

Author: Goodhusband

Category: Loving Wives

Description: The guys get the girls ready for a trip to Baxter's.

Tags: submissive husband, hot wife, dominant wife, cuckold husband, cuckold, humiliation, forced feminization, male chastity

Series: Sandra and Stevie


Note: This story is the fifty-eighth installment in a series entitled "Sandra and Stevie". If you have not read the previous fifty-seven episodes of this series, I encourage you do so before beginning this chapter.
This is a dominant wife humiliates submissive husband story. That is the kind of story I write. If you do not enjoy these types of stories, I strongly recommend that you look for something else to read.
*
Wednesday was a quiet day for all four of us. We were all a little tired and hung over from our excesses of the previous night.
We'd worked very hard over the past two days, but now our efforts were paying off. Our chores were nearly complete. All four of us were moved back into the house and our lives were in good order. We still had a couple of easy tasks to take care of this morning, but when they were done we knew that we could spend the rest of the day relaxing.
At 9:00 am Ricky and I went to the Ford Dealership and picked up his new car. He was beaming when he got into it and drove away. He reminded me of a little kid with a new toy.
When we got home we picked up the girls. We went to the bank and set up five checking accounts. We had one account for household business and each of us had our own personal account. I arranged for the bank to automatically deposit $2,000.00 each month into each of our personal accounts. We also applied for credit cards for each of us.
When were got home we spent the rest of the day reading on the patio. After dinner we watched a movie together and went to bed early.
Wednesday night was the first time that the four of us made love together. Ricky and I took turns licking Julie and Sandra and they took turns sucking each of our cocks. It was a wonderful way to finish a beautiful, relaxing day.
On Thursday I went into work and met with the partners. Julie, Sandra and Ricky went to the Lincoln Dealership and picked up our new Town Car.
I got home just after 5:00 pm. Julie was just getting out of the hot tub. Sandra was lying on our porch swing.
Ricky was in the dining room vacuuming the carpet. I walked up behind him and tapped him on the shoulder. He smiled at me and switched off the vacuum cleaner.
"Hi Stevie, we got the Lincoln. That is a fun car to drive."
"I'm glad you like it, you can drive to Baxters tonight if you want to."
"Thank you, I'd like that," He looked at his watch. "It looks like it's time for us to start getting the girls ready."
I nodded in agreement. "If you start running a bath for Julie, I'll call Sandra. You can bathe the girls while I make a quick snack so that they won't starve before we have dinner."
Ricky nodded and walked towards the bedroom. Julie was standing in the bedroom door.
Ricky smiled at his wife. "Hey baby it's time to start getting you dressed for your evening at Baxters. We want you to look beautiful for all those handsome studs there."
Julie kissed Ricky's cheek. Baby, I am looking forward to having a nice long fuck tonight." Julie walked over to her makeup table and leaned against it. She pulled her bathing suit bottom down and smiled at her husband. "Before you start my bath why don't you get down on your knees and give me a long passionate kiss. It'll help get me in the proper mood for the evening."
As I was leaving the living room Ricky was kneeling down behind his wife.
I walked out onto the patio. Sandra waved when saw me walking over to her.
"Hi baby, how was your meeting with the partners today?"
"It was very productive. There are two projects that are developing into potentially good opportunities. We're starting to outline an investment strategy for both companies." I smiled. "Hey, enough business talk. It's time for you to come into the house so Ricky and I can bathe you and get you dressed. We're due at Baxters in less than two hours."
Sandra sighed. "Stevie why don't we let Julie and Ricky go to Baxters tonight by themselves."
She stood up and pulled her shorts down to her ankles. "We could play some very entertaining games together at home tonight." She kicked her shorts off, pulled her panties down and leered at me. "Wouldn't you like to spend the evening kissing my sweet little pussy?"
I laughed. "You know me baby. I could spend the next month kissing that pussy." I paused. "Sandra, we haven't seen Brenda, Bobby, Maddie, April or Mark since we got back together. I know they're dying to see us. I think that we have to go."
Sandra shook her head. "Stevie I'm still not sure that I am ready to be with another guy."
I put my arms around her and hugged her. "You don't have to go out to the parking lot. We can just have dinner with our friends. After dinner, if you decide that you just want to sit with Ricky, Bobby, Mark and me in the bar that will be okay."
I kissed her. "Sandra, I want you to understand that you don't have to stop playing with other men out of guilt. If you see a guy at Baxter's tonight who you find attractive, you should feel free to party with him."
Sandra pressed her face against my chest. "Stevie I am so confused about everything. Whats wrong with me?" She stopped. "Why do I get so excited when I hit you with the riding crop? I love you more than anyone in the world. Why do I want to hurt you?"
I laughed. "Why do I like it when you hurt me. Why do I get excited when you put a dog collar and leash on me and humiliate me in front of a man who's about to fuck you?" I shook my head. "Honey I don't understand any of this. What I do know is that we compliment each other. We both get excited when you whip me. We both love it when you humilate me in front of your lovers. Sandra I am your ying and you're my yang. We love each other and accept each other for what we are."
I thought for a moment. "Sandra you didn't hurt me the other night. You could have, but you didn't. I would trust you with my life.
Sandra hugged me. "Stevie, you always make me feel better." She looked up at me. "I would love to go to dinner at Baxters. It will be fun to see the gang." She paused. "I won't guarantee that I'll party with another guy tonight, but if I do decide to do it, are you sure that it will be okay with you?"
I whispered into her ear. "I am not only okay with it, I would love it. It gets me very excited when I think about you giving another man a blow job."
Sandra grabbed my nipple through my shirt and gave it a vicious twist. "Stevie we both really are a couple of pervs."
I laughed. "Sandra my dear, I wouldn't have it any other way."
"Come on baby, let's go inside and get you cleaned up and dressed." I took Sandra's hand. We walked into the house together.
When we walked into the bedroom the bathroom door was open. Julie was stepping out of the bathtub. As soon as she was out, Ricky wrapped a towel around her and patted her dry.
When Julie was dry, Ricky called to me. "Stevie I'll start another tub while you get Sandra undressed. Julie's going to put on her makeup. You can make the girls a snack while I give Sandra her bath."
While I was undressing her, Sandra started giggling. "Hey Jules, what's better than having one slave in the house."
Julie laughed. "That's an easy question." She jumped up from her chair and ran over to Sandra.
They high fived each other and said in unison, "Having two slaves in the house."
I shook my head and patted Sandra's butt. "Go enjoy your bath. I'll make a snack for you and Jules."
Sandra kissed me and went into the bathroom. She and Julie were both still giggling when I left to go into the kitchen.
I made a snack of sliced apples and cheese sticks and set up four plates. I left two of them in the kitchen for Ricky and me. We weren't allowed to eat while we were serving our Mistresses. I brought the other two plates into the bedroom.
Julie was at her makeup table. I set a plate down next to her. "Here's a small snack for you Mistress Julie."
She smiled. "Thank you sissyboy, that's very thoughtful."
I set Sandra's plate on her makeup table. I looked into the bathroom. She was just stepping out of the tub. Ricky was wrapping a big towel around her. She smiled at me when she saw me looking at her. I smiled back at her.
She walked into the bedroom. "Sissyboy get me my new black miniskirt and white blouse." She thought for a moment. "I also want my red garter belt and nylons. I won't be wearing a brassiere tonight."
I smiled to myself, Sandra was asking me to lay out a very seductive outfit. She was clearly going to be ready in case she does find a handsome man she would enjoy partying with tonight.
I laid out Sandra's clothing while she ate her snack and applied her makeup. When I was done, I went to my dresser and took out a leather box. I brought it over to Sandra and opened it.
Sandra looked in the box and smiled at me. It was her jewelry. She took the box and bit her lower lip. "Thank you Stevie. Considering what I did to you, it means a lot to me that you kept these things. "She looked away from me. "I wouldn't have blamed you if you'd sold them."
I shook my head. "Sandra I would never sell this jewelry."
Sandra looked at me. "Really?"
"Really."
She dug through the box and picked out two pieces. "I forgot all about these." She studied them for a moment. "Do you realize that Julie and I never wore these?" She paused. "I really don't know why?" She held up the two ankle bracelets that we'd purchased almost a year ago. I remembered that the charm on each anklet bore the inscription, "BJ Queen."
I looked at Sandra. "Why don't the two of you wear them tonight."
Sandra stared at the jewelry. "Stevie I don't know."
I smiled. "They would look very sexy on you."
Julie grinned. "Ricky get mine from Sandra. I would love to wear it tonight. It'll make a wonderful conversation starter with some hot guy."
Sandra handed Ricky one of the ankle bracelets. He knelt down next to his wife, put it around her ankle and fastened the clasp. Julie held her leg up. It really did look sexy.
Sandra smiled. "Okay I agree that does look very hot." She handed the other ankle bracelet to me. I knelt down and placed it around her ankle. As I fastened it Sandra said, "Stevie you just might end up spending sometime alone in the bar tonight."
I kissed Sandra's feet. "Sweetheart, I certainly hope I do. " I winked at her. "I think a long slow fuck might be just what you need right now."
Sandra looked at me. "You're evil."
I laughed. "No just perverted."
Ricky and I finished dressing the girls.
When we were done Julie smiled at us. "Its time for the two of you to get dressed."
She looked at Sandra. "I want Ricky to wear a bra tonight." She laughed. "You and I aren't wearing one, someone should."
Sandra laughed. "I agree. I think that this evening our boy's outfits should accentuate their feminine sides. " She thought for a moment. "We bought Stevie a lot of cute outfits last winter. Why don't you take a look in his dresser. I'm sure you can find something frilly and feminine for our two little coquettes to wear tonight."
Julie went to my lingerie drawer. She pulled out two matching panty and bra sets. One set was pink. She handed that set to Sandra. The other set was bright red she kept that set for Ricky.
She kept looking through the drawer. She found a red garter belt and a pink garter belt. "This is what I need." She opened my stocking drawer and found a pair of pink nylons and a pair of red nylons." She giggled. "Sandra I think we have the basics for a very cute outfit for each of our boys."
Sandra stood up and went into my section of the closet. She dug through the clothes and selected two pairs of slacks and two golf shirts. The slacks were ivory and baby blue. Both pairs of slacks were obviously tailored for women. They both had elastic waist bands and zipped on the side. The golf shirts were pink and pale yellow. They each had a small flower embroidered on them. Ricky and I were going to look very feminine tonight.
Sandra laughed as she laid the clothes out on the bed. "If our boys are wearing these outfits tonight, we aren't going to have to worry about some hussy mistaking them for studs."
Julie started laughing. "I can't wait until the gang at Baxter's get a look at our little cuties."
Ricky and I looked at each other. This was going to be a very humiliating evening. We both smiled, we couldn't wait.
Sandra walked over to her dresser. She opened a drawer and took out my cock cage.
Julie saw what she was doing and turned to Ricky. "Footboy, fetch your cage from my dresser."
Sandra turned to me. "Get your clothes off Speedy. It's time to lock you up." She laughed. "We can't have you walking around Baxter's with a free swinging dick."
Sandra slipped my cage onto my cock and balls and snapped the lock shut. Julie was doing the same thing to Ricky.
Sandra handed me my lingerie. "It's time to get dressed sissyboy."
I quickly slipped on the panties, bra and garter belt. I had to sit down so I could put on the nylons. I'd just shaved my legs this morning before I went to work so they were nice and smooth. The nylons rolled on easily. I stood up and clipped the tops of my hose to my garter belt. When I was done I turned and faced Sandra.
"My aren't you cute." She giggled. "Sissyboy pink is a wonderful color for you." She picked up the ivory slacks and handed them to me. "These should look very nice on you."
I put them on and looked in the mirror. I shook my head. I would never be wearing these slacks to work.
Sandra handed me the pink golf shirt. "Sissyboy this shirt will look cute with those slacks."
I put the shirt on and turned back to the mirror. As I looked at my reflection I wished that the slacks had belt loops. A belt would really help make the outfit a little less feminine. Unfortunately the slacks didn't have belt loops. I was fairly certain that Sandra had selected them for exactly that reason.
Sandra laughed as I looked at myself. "Sissyboy you really are cute tonight."
She looked over at Ricky. He was just tucking his pale yellow golf shirt into his light blue slacks. "Jules our husbands are a pair of real cuties tonight. " She laughed. "One of these evenings we should dress them up as girls. We could make them wear lipstick, eye shadow, skirts, everything."
Julie laughed. "That would be fun Sandra. I'll bet they'd both look very sexy in a miniskirt."
Sandra looked at the clock and stood up. "Everyone get your shoes on. It's time to be going."
Ricky and I each put on a pair of thin soled Italian tassel loafers. They were technically men's shoes, but you would have had a hard time convincing me of that fact. Our slacks just barely reached the top of our loafers. You could easily see out nylon stockings. Tonight no one would be mistaking Ricky and I for a couple of studs.
Sandra and Julie each put on a pair of spike heeled pumps. They looked really hot in their short skirts, sexy shoes and ankle bracelets.
As we walked out to the car I tossed Ricky the keys for the Lincoln. "You driving tonight okay buddy?'
He caught the car keys and grinned. "I'd love to."
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It was just after 7:00 when we arrived at Baxter's. Everyone was glad to see us.
As we drove by the front entrance, Jerry the doorman stopped us and leaned into the car. "Hey Sandra and Stevie, welcome back! It's nice to see the two of you together and at Baxter's again."
Sandra leaned forward and grabbed Jerry's hand. Thanks, you're a sweetheart. It's nice to be back."
We drove into the back parking lot. Ricky pulled the Lincoln up next to the back fence and parked. He obviously knew the routine at Baxter's.
The four of us got out of the Lincoln and walked to the bar entrance. Phil the security guard looked up as we approached his shack. He smiled when he recognized us. "Hey Sandra and Stevie, this place hasn't been the same without you; welcome back."
Sandra leaned over and kissed Phil on the cheek. "Thanks baby, it's nice to be back."
Phil smiled. "I assume I'll be seeing the two of you a little later this evening."
Julie laughed. "You'll be seeing me for sure Phil. I'm in the mood to play."
Phil grinned at Julie. "I have never seen the two of you when you weren't in the mood to play."
As we walked in the door Phil tapped my shoulder. "Hey Stevie, nice socks."
I looked at him and laughed. "Life isn't always easy for a sissy cuckold wimp like me."
Phil grinned. "Those two ladies you guys are hooked up with are awfully sexy. I might be willing to trade places with you."
Sandra grabbed me and smiled at Phil. "Sorry sweetheart, Stevie is the only sissy cuckold wimp for me."
We all laughed and went inside.
As we walked into the bar Mike the bartender looked up. "Well look at what the cat dragged in. Hi Stevie, boy have we missed you. Welcome back buddy."
I walked over and shook his hand. "How have you been Mike? I've missed you to."
He smiled at me. "I'm doing okay. You know how it its. Sometimes life is good, sometimes life is not so good. It's the way of the world."
I smiled back at him. "Believe me I understand that very very well." I leaned over the bar. "Mike I'll be back to talk to you a little later. Right now we have to meet the rest of the group in the dining room."
Mike nodded. "I'll catch you a little later buddy."
We walked into the dining room. Everyone was there. When they noticed us coming in they stood up and cheered.
Brenda walked over and hugged me. "Stevie I am so glad that the two of you are back together again."
I hugged her back. "Thanks Brenda, you can't imagine how happy I am."
We all sat down. Dinner was wonderful. We ate drank and talked. As we were finishing our desserts, I noticed that it was almost 9:00. The bar was filling up with strong handsome men. I looked over at Brenda and April. They were both checking out the studs in the bar.
After a moment Brenda looked at Bobby. "Baby I think that the moment has come for all cucks to make themselves scarce." She smiled. "Its party time for the wives."
Bobby, Mark, Ricky and I got up and moved to a section of open stools not too far from the bar door. Jamal was with us for dinner. He and Maddie were a constant pair these days. He also got up from the table, but he didn't join us at our end of the bar. Instead he joined the group of studs that were drinking and talking at the other end of the bar.
All four of us watched our wives. Later when the girls were out in the parking lot, there would be time for more conversation. Right now all of us wanted to enjoy watching our girls as they selected and seduced their playmates for the evening.
It didn't take long. April was the first of the group to get her man. He was tall and had dark hair. He appeared to be in his mid 30's. He walked over to the table and whispered into her ear. She smiled at him and motioned for him to sit down.
Brenda found a guy next. He seemed to be in his late 40's. As soon as he sat down the two of them started laughing and talking like two newlyweds on their honeymoon.
Our old chairs at the table filled fast. Julie found a guy, so did Maddie. Soon the girls were all up dancing with their playmates for the evening.
Sandra now found herself alone at the table. She smiled at me, got up and walked into the bar. She kissed me on the cheek. "I guess I get to sit with my baby for the whole night tonight."
I pulled up a bar stool and as Sandra sat down, I turned to Mike. "I think we need one diet coke a little earlier than usual."
Mike laughed and looked at Sandra. "Welcome to the cuck stools my dear. Chatting with these four guys is always the high point of my week. I can well understand why you want to join us." He laughed some more. "Hot sex in the back seat of a car is way overrated."
We all laughed. Sandra hugged me. "Mike some things in this world are better than sex."
We all looked at her. Bobby stood up. "Someone dial 911, Sandra needs to go to the hospital."
As we laughed Julie and her stud for the evening walked up to Ricky. She gave her husband a kiss on the cheek and said, "Give me the keys for the Lincoln baby. It's time to break in the backseat."
Ricky tossed her the keys and smiled. "Have a good time."
Julie's lover put his arm around her. As they walked to the back door Julie kissed this strange man and said, "Come on big guy lets go party."
Sandra looked at us. "This must be the hardest part of the evening for you guys."
We all laughed. Bobby shook his head. "No Sandra this might actually be the hottest part of the evening for us."
Sandra leaned over and kissed his cheek. "How were all of us lucky enough to find each other."
Over the next five minutes Brenda, April, Maddie and their studs for the evening all walked by us on their way to the parking lot. April and Brenda both made it a point to acknowledge their husbands as they left the bar. Maddie smiled at all of us as she walked by. Jamal came a few minutes later. He had a tall, attractive, middle aged brunette on his arm. She appeared to be a professional woman. She was wearing a wedding ring on her left hand. We smiled. We all knew Jamal very well. She was in for a very good time and she probably deserved it.
Bobby, Mark, Ricky and I all new that we were on our own for the next hour. We relaxed. Mike brought us a second round of diet cokes. We started to talk football. Sandra fell right into the conversation. She loves the NFL.
While we were talking the bar door opened and Big Dick Jason walked in.
I looked up and nodded to him. He walked right over to me. "Hi Stevie, It's nice to see you." He turned to Sandra. "Its about time you came to your senses and got back to the guy who really loves you."
Sandra was amazed. She ignored Jason's comment and looked at me. "When did the two of you become such good friends?"
I smiled. "When you left me, Jason was one of my biggest supporters. For the first two weeks that you were gone he called me everyday just to make sure that I was okay." I laughed. "When I told Roger that Jason Mathews was my attorney I wasn't just blowing smoke."
Sandra looked at Jason. "Really? You took care of my baby when I was being so awful to him?"
Jason smiled at Sandra. "Your boy and I have become very close friends. He even takes me out to the golf course once a week just so he can take my money."
I laughed. "I offered to give you more strokes."
He grinned at me. "Fuck you."
We both laughed.
Sandra stared at Jason. "I guess I should be thanking you. I feel awful about what I did to Stevie. It's nice to hear that so many people were there to support him." Sandra shook her head. "I really don't know what to say."
I leaned over to Sandra and whispered into her ear. "Why don't you ask him if he'd like to dance."
Sandra looked at me. "Are you sure your okay with that?"
I laughed. "I am not only okay with it, I'd be disappointed if you didn't ask him to dance."
Sandra looked up at Jason. "Would you dance with me Jason?"
He smiled. "Sandra I would love to dance with you."
Jason extended his hand. Sandra took it. He led her to the dance floor. I watched as they started to dance. Jason was much taller than Sandra. As they danced Jason pulled Sandra closer to him. She pressed her head into his chest and closed her eyes.
They danced like this for several minutes. I watched as Jason slid his hand to Sandra's ass. She didn't stop him. Instead she put her hands around his neck and danced even closer to him. After a moment Sandra stood on her tiptoes and whispered into Jason's ear. He nodded. Sandra took his hand and led him over to me.
Sandra walked up and kissed my cheek. "Stevie you told me that if I found a hot guy that I wanted to party with tonight it would be okay with you."
I nodded. "Yes, I did say that."
Sandra stared at me. "Would it be okay with you if I partied with Jason?"
I smiled. "Sandra it would make me very happy if you partied with Jason."
"Are you sure?"
"Baby I am very sure."
Sandra smiled. "Thank you sweetheart."
She grabbed Jason's hand. "Come on big guy, we're about to have some serious sex."
As Sandra led Jason to the bar door he looked back at me. I smiled at him and winked.
Gradually the girls returned from the parking lot. One by one they came through the back door, kissed their lovers for the evening goodbye and joined us at the bar. As they sat down we ordered each of them a diet coke.
Jamal came in with his partner for the evening. She had a starry look in her eyes. We all smiled. We knew that our friend had shown her a very good time. Jamal kissed her goodnight. She left and Jamal pulled up a bar stool next to Maddie.
I smiled as I watched them greet each other. It was obvious that they were falling in love. I thought that it was ironic that the one woman in the group who truly wanted a submissive cuckold to dominate was going to end up married to a bull.
Brenda looked at me. "Stevie the group needs to get together to celebrate the fact that you and Sandra are back together."
I laughed. "Bren I'll celebrate that anytime."
She smiled at me. "The four of you have the biggest house. Stevie I am trying to get the rest of us invited over for dinner."
Julie, Ricky and I all started laughing.
I said, "Brenda you don't ever need an invitation to our house. All you ever have to do is show up at supper time."
She laughed. "I know that Sissyboy. I am trying to set up a social occasion."
I raised my eyebrows. I wasn't ready to get serious just yet. "Sissyboy? At this part of the evening at Baxter's I think that I should be addressed as Mr. Sissyboy."
Brenda stood up and walked over to me. She grabbed my nipple, gave it a vicious twist and laughed. "Stevie you will always just be Sissyboy when you're around me."
I grinned at her. "Be careful, if you keep sweet talking me like that I'm liable to get down on my knees and start licking your asshole right here."
Brenda giggled. "Promises promises."
We all started laughing. As we were laughing the bar door opened and Sandra and Jason walked in. Sandra had a very contented look in her eyes.
She walked straight to me, put her arms around my neck and gave me a long passionate kiss. When she was done she stepped back and smiled. "Hi baby."
I kissed her cheek and pulled up a bar stool. She sat down next to me. I turned to Mike. "We need another diet coke buddy."
Mike smiled. "Coming right up Stevie."
Jason turned to me. "Stevie I know the rules of this group, no studs at the bar after the parties. I'll take off now."
I stood up, found another bar stool and put it on the other side of Sandra. "Jason you're my friend. If you can't have a diet coke with this group, then we'll sit somewhere else and have a diet coke together."
Brenda nodded. "Jason please join us."
Jason thanked her and sat down.
Brenda turned to Sandra. "We want to have a little party to celebrate the fact that you and Stevie are back together. We want to hold it at your house, it's the biggest and nicest house. April and I will of course volunteer the assistance of our slaves to help get your house ready for the party."
Sandra clapped her hands. "What a wonderful idea. Let's do it Saturday. Come over early. Stevie will make us breakfast. The weather is still warm. We can make it an all day party. We'll sit by the pool while the slaves clean the house and make dinner." Sandra looked around. "Can everyone make it on Saturday?"
Every one nodded. Jason looked at us. "Does this invitation include me?"
I smiled at him. "Yes it most certainly does."
He looked at Sandra. "Where do I fit in here. Do I have to clean and cook with the slaves?'
Brenda laughed. "Jason, I think that Julie, Sandra, April, Maddie and I can think of a much better way for you to spend your time on Saturday afternoon."
Maddie hugged Jamal. "You guys can have Jason. If my baby can get away from the hospital on Saturday, I intend to spend the entire afternoon partying with him in your basement gameroom.
Jamal laughed. "Now that is what you would call an incentive." He stopped for a minute. "Sandra I have two very close friends that I would like to introduce to this group. I met them both in medical school. Jack is doing his residency in internal medicine. Brandy dropped out of medical school. She works as an escort now. They're both very nice people and I would like you guys to get to know them."
I smiled at Jamal. "Your friends are our friends."
Sandra looked at Jamal. "We'd love to meet them. Please tell them to come early. They can join us for breakfast and spend the day relaxing by the pool."
It was late. Everyone was tired. We all said our goodbyes. As we left everyone was talking about Saturday. We were all looking forward to a party.
Ricky wanted to drive home and I was more than willing to let him. Sandra and I got into the backseat and snuggled up together.
As we pulled out of the parking lot Sandra said, "It was really lucky that Jason showed up tonight."
I laughed. "Luck had nothing to do with it. I called him and asked him to be there."
Sandra looked at me. Suddenly she yelled, "You shit!" and hit me hard on my arm.
I winked at her. "Baby I just thought you needed a little push to help you get back to being your old self."
Sandra put her arms around me and kissed me. "Stevie Wagner you are the most wonderful man in the whole world."
I smiled. "Can I have that in writing?"
Sandra giggled. "Hell no."
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September in the north central part of the United States is a beautiful month. The daily high temperature is usually right around 80 degrees Fahrenheit. It's a dry time of the year. We get very little rain during September so the days are not only warm, they're also sunny. It's a wonderful month to be outside.
Saturday was a classic September day. The high temperature was projected to be 84 degrees. The sun was shining and the air was still. It was going to be a great day to party by the pool.
Our guests started arriving at 10:00. When they got into the house everyone quickly changed to bathing suits or shorts. This day was going to be more of a social occasion. We all knew that with this group there was going to be sex play and domination going on, but it wasn't the focus of the day. Today we were going to be a group of friends having a good time.
Bobby, Ricky, Mark and I were still slaves. We would be doing all of the work and acting as servants for everyone else, but we were wearing normal clothing and our chastity cages were put away.
Just after 10:00 am, Jamal arrived with Maddie and his two friends. Ricky greeted them at the front door and brought them out to the patio.
Jamal walked up to me and extended his hand. "Stevie thank you for having us over today. Both Jack and I have the day off. Being able to enjoy a beautiful day like this one sitting by your swimming pool is a rare treat for us. Believe me, we really appreciate being here.
I shook Jamal's hand. "Jamal, I am happy that you can be here and I understand very well how little free time you actually get. I want you to make yourself comfortable in our house. If there is anything that we can do to make your day off more enjoyable, please ask."
I turned to his friends. "How do you do, I'm Stevie."
Jamal shook his head, "I'm sorry. Stevie this is Jack and Brandy. Jack is an internal medicine resident at the University Hospital. Brandy used to be...."
Brandy interrupted. "I'm a professional escort. I trust you know what that means."
I smiled at Brandy. "Yes I know exactly what that means." I paused for a moment. I sensed that Brandy was a little defensive about her profession. "Brandy you're with the right people today. As you get to know us you'll find out that everyone here lives an unconventional life style. I hope that no one in this group will judge you based on a preconception about what you do."
Brandy looked at me. "What do you mean?"
I smiled at her. "This is a pretty deep conversation for an introduction."
She laughed. "Hi Stevie I'm Brandy. Now what do you mean?"
"People make many assumptions about women in your profession."
Brandy nodded. "Yes I understand. We're drug addicts, we were sexually abused as children, we're imprisoned in this profession by pimps."
"Yes those are the assumptions that I am thinking of." I paused to consider what I was going to say next. "What I am trying to say is that all of that may or may not be true. It doesn't matter. We still have to judge you as an individual and we can only do that by getting to know you. Brandy I'm a submissive cuckold wimp. I live as my fiancée's slave. My fiancée dominates me and openly sleeps with other men. There are many people in our society that are waiting in line to judge Sandra and me. My only request to those people is please get to know us as individuals before you judge us." I smiled at her. "What I am trying to explain to you is that in this household it is my most fervent desire that you will be offered that same courtesy."
Brandy looked at Jamal. "I can see why you wanted me to meet these people." She turned back to me. "Stevie I am sorry if I came off as having a chip on my shoulder. It's just that most people do judge me as soon as they learn what I do for a living. I like what I do. I could have stayed in medical school. I chose to become a full time escort. I don't have a pimp, I don't do drugs and I wasn't sexually abused. I enjoy sex and I have a job where I get paid to have sex."
She stared at me.
I smiled at her. "Do you have any strong feelings about eating breakfast?"
Brandy laughed. "It's my favorite meal of the day."
I offered her my arm. "Please allow me to escort you to the dining room table."
Brandy grinned at me. "Stevie you may be a cuckold wimp but you seem to be one very wise cuckold wimp."
I nodded to her. "Thank you, that's a very nice compliment. Brandy, welcome to our house."
Ricky and I had a very nice breakfast prepared. We served scrambled eggs, grilled sausages, whole fresh strawberries, fresh baked caramel rolls, orange juice, milk and coffee.
On this morning all of us; Mistresses, studs and slaves, sat together while we ate. As I said earlier, today we were a group of good friends getting together to have fun.
After breakfast the girls and Jason, Jack and Jamal went out to the pool.
Ricky, Bobby, Mark and I cleaned up the kitchen and set up a small bar on the patio with soft drinks, coffee, iced tea, beer and wine.
Maddie and Jamal found lounge chairs and relaxed in the sun.
April dangled her feet in the pool and read a mystery novel.
Julie put on her new pink bikini. She spent most of her time walking around trying to tease Ricky. Julie might sleep with other men, but she loved her husband and he was always the focus of her attention.
Brenda went into the living room and stripped to her panties and bra.
Brandy looked at her and asked, "Where's you bathing suit?"
Brenda laughed. "With this crowd why would you bother. Brandy every one of these girls is going to be running around naked within the next hour."
Sandra was of course the one who loosened up the party. She sat down in front of Big dick Jason, brazenly slipped the crotch of her bikini to one side and flashed her pussy at him.
Brandy looked out the patio doors and saw what Sandra was doing. She turned back to Brenda and laughed. "You seem to know this crowd very well." She shrugged. "I might as well join in the fun." She started stripping her clothes off.
I was standing in the kitchen door when Brandy took her clothes off. It was easy to see why she was a successful escort. She was a gorgeous red head with a large bust and a full round ass.
I walked across the living room and stepped out onto the patio.
When April saw what Sandra was doing she set her book down and immediately took her bathing suit off. The party was loosening up very quickly.
I think I may have mentioned in the past that Big Dick Jason is not a shy man. He is every bit as much an exhibitionist as Sandra. I'm not being critical. I suspect that if I had a twelve inch cock, I might also be an exhibitionist.
Jason looked at Sandra's exposed cunt and unzipped his shorts. He pulled his huge penis out and started stroking it.
Sandra grinned at him, pulled her bathing suit bottom off, spread her legs and posed for him while he slowly masturbated.
Brenda was watching all of this from the living room.
She turned to Brandy and smiled. "I guess its time to move things to the next level."
Brenda took off the rest of her clothes and stepped out onto the patio. She walked right up to Jamal's friend Jack and got down on her knees between his legs. Without saying a word she pulled his swimming trunks off and started giving him a blow job.
Jack smiled at everyone. "This is certainly a friendly group of people."
Sandra got up, took her bathing suit top off and walked over to Jason. She got on her knees in front of him and pulled his shorts off.
Jason winked at Sandra. "What's on your mind sweetheart?"
Sandra leered at him and grabbed his cock. "I want to lick this great big dick."
I smiled as I stood next to the bar and watched Sandra give Jason a blow job. She was slowly becoming her old self again.
Maddie moved over to Jamal's lounge chair. She unbuttoned his jeans, pulled them off and licked her lips. "I'm going to show these girls how to give a proper blow job."
Jamal laughed. "Maddie honey I am all yours."
Maddie kissed the head of Jamal's cock for a few seconds and then she lifted it up and started to lick his balls.
April looked at the situation and shook her head. "Hey this isn't fair. There aren't enough cocks to go around. Who came up with the guest list anyway?"
Brandy was standing right behind April. "It seems to me that there's still four unattached men walking around here."
Julie laughed. "Sorry Brandy, those are our cucks. They don't get to play." She giggled. "You might say they're our eunuchs."
Brandy looked at the four of us for a moment. "You mean to say that these four guys are not going to be allowed to have any sex this afternoon?"
April nodded. "If you want your pussy or your ass licked, feel free to grab one of them, but no one will be touching their cocks and they are not allowed to cum."
Brandy looked at us again. "I love this, this is really hot."
She turned back to April. "If that's a serious offer I am going to take advantage of it. I spend every afternoon and night of the week giving blow jobs. I'd love to have my pussy get a little oral attention for a change." She thought for a moment. "You said they also lick your asses?"
Sandra took Jason's cock out of her mouth. "My boy, the one over there." Sandra pointed at me. "He absolutely loves licking assholes. Help yourself. He answers to Sissyboy or Speedy. He's very well trained and has an energetic tongue. He'll give you a lot of pleasure." She paused." Actually they're all very well trained. Try all four if you like."
Brandy leered at us. "I think I'm going to have a wonderful time this afternoon."
Sandra looked at me. "Sissyboy take Mistress Brandy into the playpen and show her a good time."
She turned to Brandy. "If he fails to please you let me know. I'll give him a little taste of the riding crop and let him try again."
I walked over to Brandy. "Mistress may I escort you to our playpen?"
Brandy smiled at me. "Thank you sissyboy, I think that would be very nice."
When we got into the playpen Brandy sat down on the edge of the bed. "Stevie I spend everyday fulfilling other people's sexual fantasies. I enjoy my work, but this is my day off."
I kneeled at her feet. "Mistress let me try to fulfill your fantasies today."
Brandy took a deep breath. "Stevie I would love it if you would do that." She rolled over onto her stomach and sighed. "I love having my ass kissed and licked. It's something that doesn't happen for me very often in my professional life. Most of my gentleman want to play with my tits and get their cocks sucked." Brandy closed her eyes. "Stevie please lick my asshole."
I lay on the bed behind Brandy and spread the cheeks of her ass apart. She sighed as she felt my lips touch her puckered little anus.
At first I just kissed her. My kisses were soft and gentle.
When I felt Brandy start to relax I parted my lips and let the tip of my tongue explore the entrance to her dark tunnel.
Brandy shivered when she felt my tongue probing her.
"Stevie, that feels so nice. Push your tongue into me, I want to feel it deep inside my ass."
When she felt me pushing my tongue deeper into her asshole Brandy reached between her legs and started massaging her clit.
The time for relaxation and tender stimulation was over. Brandy was ready for some hot and dirty sex.
I started fucking her ass with my tongue while she rubbed her clit.
The tension built quickly. She screamed when she had her first orgasm.
After she regained her composure, Brandy took a moment to relax and then she sat up. "Stevie lie on your back. I want to ride your face."
When we were in position, Brandy sat down and planted her ass directly on my mouth and nose.
Once we were settled she said, "Stevie pat my hip if you're having trouble breathing. I don't want to suffocate you."
I nodded and started licking her asshole.
Brandy giggled with pleasure and started rubbing her clit again.
I almost did suffocate when she had her second orgasm. She lost control when the waves of pleasure started and pressed her ass into my face. I tried pushing her off of me, but I could not. She was positioned too securely. Fortunately, just when I thought I was going to black out her orgasm started to subside and she rolled off of my face.
For a moment we lay perfectly still. Brandy was enjoying the pleasant afterglow of her orgasm and I was gasping in an effort to get some oxygen back into my lungs.
When we were both fully recovered, she rolled onto her back and spread her legs. "Stevie, eat my pussy. I want you to make me cum one more time."
I buried my face in Brandy's cunt. She was sopping wet. I found her clit and started sucking on it. I knew that at this point there was no need to be gentle. Brandy's lust was in full flame. She wanted me to make her cum.
It didn't take long before she began panting. I felt her muscles tighten and the tension begin to build in her loins. Her eyes were closed. She started to moan. Her moans turned into cries and suddenly her cries turned into an ear shattering scream.
Brandy's body started to violently shake as the waves of orgasm rolled through her. I sat up and watched. It took several seconds before the convulsions finally started to subside. Gradually she relaxed.
She lay still for several minutes. Eventually she sat up and grinned at me. "Stevie that was wonderful."
I smiled at Brandy. "I am glad you enjoyed yourself."
Brandy and I walked back out to the patio. I found her a lounge chair. When she was seated I asked, "Mistress is there anything I can get for you?"
Brandy flashed me a contented smile. "Sissyboy I would love a glass of ice tea."
I went over to the bar and got Brandy's iced tea. I put it on a try and brought it to her. As I was walking over I looked at the scene on the patio.
Jack was sitting on the edge of the hot tub dangling his feet in the water. April was in the tub. She was sucking his cock.
Jamal was lying on a chaise lounge near the pool. Julie was on top of him. They were fucking.
I looked across the patio. Jason was sitting on a patio chair. Brenda was giving him a blow job.
I looked over by the patio door. Sandra was sitting by herself. She was naked, she looked gorgeous.
When she saw me looking at her she smiled at me.
I walked over to her. "Are you having a good time sweetheart?"
She laughed. "Apparently not as good a time as you. You were in the house with Brandy for over an hour."
I shrugged. "You told me to make sure she enjoyed herself."
"Did she?"
"I think so, she screamed pretty loud during her last orgasm."
I leaned over and kissed Sandra. "How have you been doing out here?"
She smiled at me and sighed. "Really good, Jason fucked me. I let him cum inside of me." She spread the lips of her cunt apart. "A lot of his semen ran down my thighs when I walked over here to sit down, but I think there's still quite a bit left in there. Can you see it?'
I got down on my knees and looked. "I'm not sure. Why don't I see if I can taste him."
Sandra closed her eyes. She sighed as I started eating her cunt. "Stevie I just love it when you lick another man's cum out of my pussy."
I pushed my tongue deep into Sandra's cunt and found a large deposit of Jason's semen. When he fucked Sandra it had been his first orgasm of the day. The quantity of cum he left inside her reflected that fact. I licked as much of it out of her as I possibly could.
My effort quickly rekindled Sandra's passion. As she started to get aroused, I turned my attention to her clitoris. Her excitement grew rapidly. It didn't take me long bring her to an orgasm.
When she finally relaxed she grinned at me. "Stevie I can't wait until we get married. You're going to be a wonderful husband."
When everyone else's sexual appetites were satisfied, The girls turned their attention to us. They finished the afternoon by giving Bobby, Mark, Ricky and me what they called a community blow job. I think Brenda came up with the idea.
The six women, Brandy even joined in this time, arranged their chairs in a circle. They each took a turn sucking one of us for thirty seconds. Jack kept track of the time on his watch. After the time was up we had to move on to the next woman.
It quickly turned into a contest. Everyone wanted to see which of us would cum first and who would be "The last cuck standing." Jason, Jack and Jamal organized a betting pool. Bobby became the favorite. The contest started. It was fun. Our women are all very good at sucking cocks.
Mark was the first to cum. He only lasted for three girls. In all fairness to Mark, he didn't have much of a chance. From what I've heard about the way April treats him, he has very little experience with blow jobs.
Of all of our Mistresses, April seems to get the most pleasure out of "the torture of orgasm denial." Mark is given very few opportunities to cum.
Maddie was the one who made him cum. A new contest developed. Which girl could make the most cucks cum. This was great for us. We were now the recipients of some very serious cock sucking.
Ricky came next. It wasn't really fair, Julie was the one who made him ejaculate. She knew exactly how to do it. After she made Ricky cum she realized what she'd done and felt bad. Ricky didn't care. He loved Julie so much that as far as he was concerned she could never do anything wrong. He just sat down at her feet, put his arm around one of her legs and hugged her for the rest of the contest.
It ended up as a head to head match between Bobby and me. It really wasn't much of a battle. I don't want to be accused of bragging, but I was inadvertently trained for this contest. You might remember that all of last winter I lived with Julie and Sandra. We made love nearly every night and our love making included my getting blow jobs from both of them. You may also remember that we spent a lot of time working on my ability to focus my attention so that I could keep from ejaculating until I was ready.
I was trained by experts. Bobby didn't have a chance. He lasted for three women. Brandy made him cum.
There were immediate protests that she should be disqualified because she was a professional. A very good natured argument started. We all turned to Big Dick Jason.
He made the final ruling. He was an attorney. Somehow it made sense to us that he should be the impartial arbiter.
He decided in favor of Brandy. When he "handed down" his decision he spoke in a deep authoritative voice. "If NBA players are allowed to participate in the Olympics than it only follows that a professional like Brandy should be eligible to participate in this contest."
Brandy grinned at Jason. "That deserves a small reward."
She got up, walked over to our impartial judge and kneeled down next to him. She pulled Jason's shorts down and winked at him. His huge cock sprang to attention as soon as it was freed. Brandy kissed the head, put it into her mouth and started sucking it.

Pandemonium erupted. Maddie and Julie argued that there was collusion between the Jason and Brandy.
Sandra, Brenda and April called for a new game.
Brandy and Jason ignored everything, they were busy.
I grabbed Ricky, Bobby and Mark. We ran to the bar, pulled out a bottle of vodka and a bottle of vermouth and started making Martini's.



Ricky and I made the drinks. Mark and Bobby shuttled them to Jamal, Jack and the girls. The strong cocktails seemed to settle everyone down.
Jamal and Jack started taking bets on how long it would take Brandy to make Jason cum.
Jason laughed. "I've been fucking and getting sucked all afternoon. I can go a very long time right now."
Brandy took his cock out of her mouth and flashed a very confident smile at us. "Two minutes; start the clock."
Jason shook his head. "No way."
Jack looked at his watch and said, "Go".
I walked over to the bar and whispered to Ricky, "Keep the booze flowing. I am going to start the steaks. We need to get these people fed."
I put the steaks on the grill.
There was chaos behind me. Everyone had a favorite. There was clapping, cheering and chorus of advice.
I heard Jack call, "20 seconds left." Then I heard him say "15 seconds."
Suddenly I heard Jason yell, "Oh shit."
I turned. Brandy still had his cock in her mouth, but Jason had the unmistakable look of a man who was in the process of ejaculating.
Brandy closed her eyes and started to milk Jason's erection with her right hand. After a moment Jason pulled his cock out of her mouth. There was a large deposit of fresh semen on Brandy's tongue and lips.
Brenda turned to Bobby. "Pussyboy go clean her up."
Brandy smiled at Bobby, stood up, walked over to him and gave him a long passionate kiss. When they broke apart, Jason's cum was running out of Bobby's mouth. Everyone cheered.
I called Ricky and Mark over. "You guys get the table set, put the salads out and call everyone into the dining room. I'll finish cooking the steaks." I called to Bobby, "Hey Bob, keep the booze flowing."
He wiped Jason's cum off of his lips and nodded. "I'll get right on it Stevie."
The dinner was a great success. The food was well received and we went through three bottles of red wine.
After dinner we all sat by the pool, drank coffee, looked at the stars and talked quietly. The party broke up at 8:00 pm. Everyone was tired. It was time to go home.
Later that evening I was down in my golf club room working on a set of irons I was building for Ricky. I heard a knock on the door. I turned, it was Sandra.
I smiled at her. "Come on in sweetheart."
She walked in and sat down. "Stevie, would you mind if I just sit with you and watch you work.?"
"No I wouldn't mind at all, in fact It would make me very happy. I always love it when you come down here."
We sat quietly for a few minutes. I was focused on cutting each of the club shafts to the proper length and flex.
Sandra suddenly said, "I don't like Brandy. I don't want her to come to our house anymore."
I stopped, set down the shaft I was measuring and looked at her. "What makes you say that?'
"She's a prostitute."
I thought about what Sandra just said for a moment and then I smiled at her. "There are a lot of people in this world that would be very quick to pass judgement on you and me because of our lifestyle."
"Are you saying that were the same as she is?'
"I don't know. I'm just saying that there are lots of people that would condemn us just because they don't approve of the life we lead."
"We choose not to associate with those people."
"How about your mother and father?"
Sandra looked at me. "Stevie, thats not fair."
"Why? Aren't your parents refusing to associate with you and me because of their perception of how we live?"
Sandra thought about this for a long time. I picked up the golf shaft again.
As I was measuring it she said, "I guess you're right, I'll try to look at Brandy as a person."
I set the golf shaft down again. "How about your mother and father?" I paused. "Particularly your mother."
Sandra gave me a puzzled look. "I don't understand."
"Eight years ago they judged and rejected you because you made a moral decision that they disagreed with. You're angry with them because of that aren't you?"
Sandra nodded. "Yes, I'm very angry with them."
"In many ways you've worked hard to be a good daughter since then haven't you?"
"Yes, and nothing I do seems to matter."
"I understand. You went to college on your own and graduated with honors. You got accepted to law school and you're on the Dean's list."
Sandra nodded. "Yes, and they still won't accept me."
"Your very angry with them about that aren't you?"
Sandra shrugged. "Stevie, I really am. No matter how hard I try they won't look at the good things I've done."
I stared at Sandra for a moment. "Sometimes Brandy must get awfully angry."
Sandra looked up at me and sighed.
"You told me that when you and Roger went to Milwaukee to visit your parents it was a very difficult weekend filled with tension and bitterness.
Sandra nodded. "It really was. I think everyone was relieved when Roger and I got up and left before church on Sunday morning."
"Do you think it was possible that your parents sensed your anger?"
Sandra looked at me for a very long time. Finally she said, "Stevie what should I do?"
I smiled. "Some day we're going to find a way to open a dialogue with your mother and father. When that happens you have to be ready to forgive them for condeming you for all these years." I paused. "I think that might make it much easier for them to forgive you."
"Stevie I'm confused."
"Sandra did your mother and father love you before you had your abortion?"
She smiled at me. "Yes very much, I am sure of that."
"Do you think it's possible that your mother and father feel guilty about how they've treated their daughter for the last eight years?"
Sandra just stared at me so I continued. "Sometimes I think that we try to justify behavior that makes us feel guilty by becoming even more dogmatic about our justification for that behavior."
Sandra shook her head. "You mean that when my parents start to feel guilty about how they've treated me, they deal with that guilt by becoming more angry with me for having my abortion in the first place."
I smiled. "I'm just a stock analyst, but I think that's a strong possibilty."
Sandra stared at me. "Its going to be hard to forgive them."
I smiled. "It must be hard for Brandy to forgive all the people who judge her just because of her profession."
Sandra thought for a minute. "If we're ever able to open up a dialogue with my mom and dad, I'll remember Brandy." Sandra smiled. "I think I understand now."
She thought for another minute. "Stevie, I think I'd like to invite Brandy to come to our house again."
"I think that would be a very nice thing to do."
Sandra sat quietly. After a moment she said, "Stevie You must have been very angry with me when I left you. Forgiving me must have been very difficult for you."
"I didn't have any other choice."
"What do you mean?"
"Sandra do you know the saying, Don't bite off your nose to spite your face?"
"Sure, it means don't destroy something that's important to you because you're angry." Suddenly she looked up at me and grinned.
I smiled at her. "Sandra I love you. The only thing I want in this world is to be with you. Being angry with you wouldn't have given me what I wanted. Forgiving you got me what I wanted."
Sandra sighed. "Stevie I love you so much."
"I know, that's why it really wasn't very difficult for me to forgive you."
I started working on my golf clubs again. Sandra silently watched me. When I was done working I straightened up my bench, stood up and held Sandra's hand. "Let's go upstairs."
As we walked through the basement, Sandra turned to me. "Stevie do you think that we'll ever be able to open up a dialogue with my mother and father?"
I kissed her cheek. "Sandra I guarantee you that we are going to try."
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Serendipity.
The Merriam Webster Online Dictionary defines the word as: the faculty or phenomenon of finding valuable or agreeable things not sought for; also: an instance of this.
In the past year serendipity has visited me on numerous occasions.
Just slightly over a year ago I went to a party at Ty Cummings townhouse and serendipity brought me Sandra Monroe.
Three weeks later serendipity brought me Bentine Pharmaceutical and I became a millionaire. That night serendipity brought me Julie Gordon and I was blessed with two wonderful women.
This past spring serendipity brought us Dr. Richard Norman, who you are more familiar with as Ricky. The four of us were able to become a family.
Last weekend, serendipity brought us Brandy. Brandy taught Sandra to forgive.
This week serendipity is going to bring us Father Tom.
The magical combination of a prostitute and a Catholic Priest ended up having miraculous impact on our lives.
Sandra and I have been the beneficiaries of good fortune on numerous occasions during the past year. On Tuesday September 18th we may have had our finest stroke of luck.
I was at work preparing for my weekly meeting with the partners when Avery Patterson called and asked me to come to his office.
I walked down the hall. His door was open. Avery was talking with an older gentleman wearing a dark suit and a clerical collar. He appeared to be a priest.
Avery stood up when he saw me. "Stevie please come in."
He turned to the man in the clerical collar. "Father Tom this is the wonder boy that you wanted to meet."
Father Tom stood up and Avery introduced us. "Father Thomas Delaney, this is Steven Wagner."
Father Delaney extended his hand. "I'm honored to meet you Mr. Wagner, Please call me Father Tom."
I shook Father Tom's hand. "Please call me Stevie."
Avery motioned for us to sit down. "Stevie, Father Tom and I went to college together. We became good friends at that time and have maintained a close friendship ever since. I'll let him explain everything else."
Father Tom smiled at me. "Stevie for years my calling in the church has been to work with homeless families on Chicago's west side. You may have heard of Barbarossa Commons. That notorious housing project is at the center of the neighborhood where I have my mission.
We have many needy families. Two years ago now a wealthy widow in one of Chicago's more affluent parishes passed away and left my mission $200,000." It was a generous gift.
The money came to us without any stipulations regarding its use. This allowed me to use half of it to fund our programs for homeless children and give the other half to Avery. I asked him to invest it wisely. Many children needed this money.
Avery took our money and held it until he found what he thought was a good investment. The investment opportunity that he finally selected for us was Bentine Pharmaceutical. He purchased 10,000 shares of Bentine stock for us during the initial issue and held it until the day that it received FDA approval."
He smiled at me. "I gather that you are very familiar with this part of my story."
I nodded. "Yes, I am very familiar with that part of the story."
"I gather that you are the man who is responsible for our good fortune."
I started to answer but Avery jumped in. "Father Tom, Stevie is always way too modest about this. He discovered Bentine and mapped out the investment strategy that we used. He is the man behind your financial success."
Father Tom looked at me. "Stevie, in my case it wasn't my financial success. It was a financial success for hundreds of poor families in one of Chicago's worst neighborhoods. Your efforts on our behalf have allowed us to feed and clothe another thousand children during this past year."
I smiled at Father Tom. "Thank you, It means a lot to me to hear that. Sometimes it bothers me that all that I do with my life is make money for myself and other wealthy people."
Father Tom laughed. "It's nice to meet a stock broker with a sense of moral responsibility." He laughed some more and turned to Avery. "Of course my buddy Avery over here has always been conscious of his responsibility to his community. He's a big contributor to my mission." He paused. "Stevie I just wanted to have a chance to meet you and let you know how much good your little Bentine Pharmaceutical discovery has done. I am forever in your debt. If there is ever anything that I can do for you, please ask."
I thought for a moment. I knew that I wasn't really supposed to ask Father Tom for a favor, but I suddenly realized that this was our opportunity to reach Sandra's father.
I took a deep breath and spoke. "Father Tom there is something you could do for me."
"What might that be?"
"Would you be willing to tell a priest in Milwaukee and two of his parishioners what you just told me?"
Avery stepped in. "Stevie, Father Tom is a very busy man."
Father Tom put his hand up and stopped Avery. "No this must be very important to this boy. Let's hear a little more."
"It would help us clear up a major misunderstanding between my fiancée and her father. I would be very willing to make a significant donation to your mission in Chicago."
He turned to Avery. "See it's already getting more interesting."
"Father Tom if you would be willing to do this I would make a $200,000 donation to your programs. Avery knows a little about my financial situation. He can verify the fact that the sum is easily within my financial capabilities."
Father Tom looked at Avery. Avery nodded to him. Father Tom looked back at me. "It's a very attractive offer Stevie, but I don't have the time. I have to be back in Chicago tomorrow evening. I'm taking the morning Greyhound Bus." He smiled. "Priests who work in missions for the poor don't get to travel lavishly."
I smiled. "Father Tom you could travel lavishly tomorrow. I'm willing to buy you a first class airline ticket to Milwaukee. I'll have a limousine pick you up at the airport and take you to meet with the parish priest and his parishioners. I'll have that limousine wait and take you back to the airport where you will have a first class seat on an airplane to Chicago. When you arrive in Chicago I'll have another limousine meet you at the airport and take you to your home."
Father Tom stared at me. "This must be very important to you Stevie?"
"It is."
Father Tom looked at Avery. "I think that this boy and I should speak in private."
Avery looked at me. "Stevie why don't you take Father Tom to your office."
I got up. "Father Tom will you please come with me."
Father Tom followed me to my office. When we were both seated he said, "All right Stevie, tell me what this is all about."
"Father Tom, when Sandra was eighteen." I stopped. "Sandra is my girl friend. We live together now and plan to get married in two weeks." He nodded. I continued. "When Sandra was eighteen she had an abortion."
Father Tom shook his head. "Stevie you understand the Church's position on that."
"Yes, very well. That's the heart of our problem. Sandra's father is a devout Catholic. He threw Sandra out of the house when it happened. "
Father Tom sighed. "I see."
I continued. "Until recently Sandra has not had any communication with her mother or her father and it weighs heavily on her. This past summer her father had a heart attack. When Sandra went to visit him, her mother stopped her. She accused Sandra of being a prostitute and me of being her pimp."
"What would cause her mother come to that conclusion?"
"Before Sandra met me she was pretty wild. She developed a bad reputation."
"Was there ever any truth to her parents suspicions?'
"Are you asking if Sandra was ever a prostitute?"
Father Tom nodded. "If I'm going to plead your case for you, I need to know the facts."
I smiled. "No Sandra has never been a prostitute. Father Tom, she graduated from the University with honors. She got accepted to law school and has completed her first two years with a 3.75 grade point average. She has done all of this without any parental support. She earned scholarships and worked at menial jobs. She has never been a prostitute."
Father Tom smiled. "You're very proud of her aren't you Stevie."
"Yes Father Tom, I am." I paused. "I also love her very much. Sandra desperately wants be accepted by her parents. She even left me for another man last summer because she thought his professional position would convince her parents to accept her."
"Really, What happened?"
"Her parents allowed her to visit them, but she realized that she didn't love this man so she broke off her engagement and came back to me."
"Because you have asked for my help in this matter, I assume that her parents rejected her again when she returned to you. Is that true?"
"Yes."
"Why do they dislike you so much Stevie?"
"Father Tom my investments have made me a very wealthy man. Sandra and I do not live a lavish life style, but we live well. The nature of my job makes it difficult for many people to understand what I do. I frequently work from home.
Sandra has a cousin who lives here. When she came to visit us, she saw our house and cars and Sandra's clothing and jewelry. She noticed that I didn't appear to have to go to work and she knew about Sandra's wild past. She put two and two together and unfortunately got 5. She drew a false conclusion from her observations and reported this false conclusion to Sandra's parents."
Father Tom nodded his head in understanding. "You need me to give Sandra's parents a creditable explanation for how you acquired your wealth.
I smiled. "Father Tom that is exactly what I am asking you to do. I am not asking you to provide character references or speak on our behalf. I just want Sandra's parents to understand how I earn my income."
"If I do this you say that you will make a $200,000 donation to my mission?"
"Yes, I will give you more if I need to."
Father Tom laughed. "No Stevie that amount is generous enough." He smiled at me. "I've never flown first class."
I looked at Father Tom. "Does that mean that you'll do this?"
"Yes Stevie, I'll do this."
"Thank you very much Father Tom."
He laughed. "Stevie your $200,000 donation is more than enough thanks." He stopped to think. "Stevie we might need something to get the parish priest and Sandra's parents to agree to meet me tomorrow."
I smiled. "Would it help if I offered to make a $50,000 donation to the their church?"
He nodded. "I do believe that will get their attention." He paused. "Can you get me the name of the church?"
"Yes, but I have to make a telephone call. Why don't you want to go back and continue your visit with Avery while I make the necessary arrangements?"
"Thank you Stevie, I'll do that."
"How much longer will you be here?"
"Avery and I are planning to go out for a long lunch after his meeting with you. I'll come back here after lunch. I should be around at least until 3:00 pm."
I smiled. I'll have everything ready by 3:00."
"Stevie, get me the parish priests name and telephone number before your meeting with Avery. I should try to set up our meeting as quickly as possible."
"I'll call Sandra right now."
Father Tom went back to Avery's office. I sat down at my desk and looked at my watch. It was just after 9:15. Sandra should be at the law school. She told me that her first class was at 10:00. I called her cell phone.
"Hello?"
"Hi Sandra.
"Hi Stevie is everything okay?"
"Everything is fine. Listen sweetheart I am starting a campaign to reopen the lines of communication with your parents."
"Really, What's your plan Stevie?"
"Its pretty basic right now. I am just going to send a $50,000 donation to their church. It will be in our two names."
Sandra was quiet for a moment. "Stevie that's a really good idea. It just might work."
"Well let's not get our hopes up, but it is worth a try. Listen Sandra, I need the name of your mom and dad's church."
"Oh sure. It's St. Stephens Catholic Church on North 17th Street. Its not in Milwaukee. It's in the suburb of Lakeview. Lakeview is just north of Milwaukee."
"That's what I needed to know from you. I can find everything else I need on my own. Sandra I'm going to have a busy afternoon. I probably won't be home until supper time."
"All right baby. Thanks for letting me know." She laughed. "Jules, Ricky and I will make supper tonight."
I laughed. "Now this is something to look forward to."
"Hey that's not fair, we can cook." Sandra paused. "Stevie your not being sarcastic again are you?"
I laughed some more. "What's going to happen if I am."
"I think we might have to have another session with the riding crop when you get home."
"Is that a promise."
"No sissyboy, that's a threat and I'm getting wet just thinking about it."
"Sandra, now we both have something to look forward to at the end of the day. Listen baby, I have to go. I'll see you at suppertime."
"By Stevie, I love you."
"I love you to sweetheart."
I hung the telephone up and went out to see Jeanne the receptionist.
She smiled when she saw me. "Hi Stevie, did you come out here to keep me company?"
"Sorry Jeanne, I came out to ask a favor."
"Sure honey what can I do for you?"
"Would you set up some travel arrangements for me?"
"I'd be glad to, where are you going?"
I smiled. "Jeanne they're not for me. They're for Father Tom, the priest who's visiting with Avery right now."
Jeanne nodded. "Okay where is he going and what's his full name."
I explained the arrangements that I wanted. Jeanne listened carefully and made some notes.
When I was done with my explanation she smiled. "This is easy enough, just leave it to me Stevie. I'll get this trip set up right away."
"Thanks Jeanne, I appreciate this."
"No problem Stevie."
When I turned to walk down to Avery's office Jeanne was already reaching for her computer mouse.
Avery's office door was open. When he saw me he said, "Come in."
As I walked in Avery laughed. "I understand that Father Tom is going to Milwaukee on your behalf tomorrow."
I smiled. "Yes, Jeanne is making the travel arrangements right now."
Father Tom grinned at us. "I can't wait to sit in that first class seat."
Avery looked at his watch. "Stevie its almost 10:00. Let's go down to the conference room. It's time for our meeting."
He looked at Father Tom. "Can you make yourself comfortable here for the next 1/2 hour?"
Father Tom smiled, "Easily." He turned to me. "Stevie do you have some information for me?
"Yes, It's St. Stephens Catholic Church on North 17th Street in Lakeview, Wisconsin. Lakeview is a suburb of Milwaukee."
"What are Sandra's parent's names?"
"Edward and Patricia Monroe."
"I have your okay to offer the $50,000 donation to the church, correct?"
I nodded. "Yes you do." I stopped to think. "Why don't I give you a check before you go today. You can give it to them at the beginning of the meeting."
"That's a good idea Stevie." Father Tom looked at Avery. "Can I sit at your desk and make a couple of long distance telephone calls?"
Avery smiled. "Please help yourself."
When we left for the conference room, Father Tom was getting seated behind Avery's desk.
The meeting was brief and very businesslike. Avery wanted to get back to visiting with his friend and I wanted to find out if Father Tom was able to set up a meeting.
When we got back to Avery's office, Father Tom was sitting on Avery's leather couch reading the Wall Street Journal.
He looked up at us as we walked into the room. "This is always a fun newspaper to read."
He set the paper down and looked at me. "Stevie the priest at St. Stephens is Father William Henry. I called Father Henry and briefly explained who I was and told him about your donation to the church. He was very excited. They're in the midst of a major fund raising program. They want to remodel the church. He told me that he knew Edward and Patricia Monroe very well. He was curious about why I wanted to meet them. I told him that I would explain that at our meeting."
Father Tom crossed his legs and leaned back. "Father Henry agreed to call them. I told him that I would call him back in ten minutes. When I called back, he told me that he had been able to talk with both of the Monroes. They were also curious about what was going on, but they'd heard of me and my work in Chicago. They were excited about the chance to meet me. They were also excited by the opportunity to get a large donation for their church."
Father Tom gave me a big smile. "Stevie I'm scheduled to meet them at St. Stephens Church at 11:00 am tomorrow morning."
I smiled back. "Thank you Father Tom. I don't know what I can ever do to repay this favor."
"Stevie the $200,000 donation for my mission will be more than adequate."
Avery stood up. "Thomas, I do believe it is time for us to go to lunch. I know of an excellent restaurant not too far from here that has an outstanding variety of imported beers on tap."
Father Tom stood up. "Avery I'm in the mood to sample several of them."
As they were walking out the door Father Tom turned to me. "Stevie, I trust that I'll see you when we get back later this afternoon."
"I'll be here Father Tom and I'll have everything ready for you."
I spent the next several hours organizing two projects that I was working on.
Jeanne had completed all of Father Tom's travel arrangements. Everything was neatly organized. His tickets and his itinerary were in a nice portfolio. Jeanne was very good at her job.
Avery and Father Tom returned about 3:00. They were both in excellent spirits.
Father Tom walked into my office. "Stevie my boy, is everything ready?"
I smiled at Father Tom. It was hard not to, he was a very appealing person. "Yes everything is ready." I handed him Jeanne's portfolio. "This contains your itinerary and tickets for tomorrow. It also contains a personal check from me made out to St. Stephens Catholic Church."
Father Tom opened the itinerary and looked at it. "This should do very nicely Stevie." He smiled. "I'm looking forward to tomorrow. It will be fun to travel in luxury."
"Father Tom, I understand that you're staying with the monks at The Angels of St. Michaels Academy tonight."
"Yes Stevie, they have a dormitory there."
"Father Tom I took the liberty of getting you a suite at the Calvert Hotel. It's our cities oldest and most luxurious hotel. I would really like it if you stayed there tonight as my guest."
Father Tom looked at me. "You don't need to do that Stevie. You've already been more than generous with me."
"I would like to do it Father Tom."
He smiled at me. "Thank you, it would be a real treat for me. I would love to stay there."
"Good they have an excellent restaurant. I hope that you will choose to dine there and also put that on my bill."
Father Tom shook his head. "I'm planning on dining with another priest tonight. He's an old friend from the seminary."
"Please invite him to dine with you at the Calvert." I paused. "Father Tom, I will never be able to completely repay you for what you are doing for Sandra and me. Please allow me to provide a nice luxurious evening for you and your friend." I smiled at him. "The Calvert is reported to have the finest wine cellar in the city. It is my hope that you and your friend will share a very nice bottle with your dinner."



Father Tom smiled at me. "Thank you Stevie, Father Louis lives a very austere life. This will be a wonderful treat for both of us."
"Good, by the way if you look at your itinerary, a limousine will also be taking you from the hotel to the airport in the morning."
"Thanks Stevie, this is certainly going to be a memorable 24 hours for this old priest."
He extended his hand. "Stevie thank you for your hospitality. I will call you tomorrow night when I get home and tell you about the meeting. Now if you will excuse me I am going to go say goodbye to Avery and go downtown and check into this fancy hotel you're providing for me."
I laughed. "Thank you Father Tom, I hope you have a wonderful evening."
"I will Stevie."
Father Tom turned and walked out of my office.
As soon as he was gone, I cleared my desk and left for the day. As I was driving home I decided to not saying anything about Father Tom to Sandra. I still wasn't sure that this plan was going to work and I didn't want to raise false hopes.
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Tuesday evening was pleasant and relaxing. Everyone was tired. We'd all had full days. The four of us went to bed early, made quiet love for an hour and went to sleep cuddled together.
Wednesday morning Father Tom called me from the airport. I'd given him my cell phone number.
"Stevie the hotel was magnificent, thank you very much. Father Louis and I had a wonderful dinner last night. Stevie you gave two old priests an evening that we'll remember for a long time."
"I'm glad you enjoyed yourself Father Tom."
"Stevie, I'll call you from the Milwaukee airport after the meeting today. I am sure you'll be very excited to hear how things went. According to the itinerary that you gave me, you should be hearing from me around 1:00 pm."
"Thanks Father Tom. You're right, I am very excited to hear how things turn out."
"I'll call you as soon as I know anything. I have to go now Stevie, they're loading my airplane."
He hung up.
I tried to keep busy, but It was difficult. I kept looking at the clock. At 11:00 I thought to myself that the meeting should just be starting.
At noon I guessed that the meeting was over or would soon be ending. I couldn't help wondering how things had turned out.
As the time approached 1:00 pm I was so nervous that I couldn't bear to stay seated. I got up and started to pace the room. I watched the clock. 1:00 pm came and there was no telephone call. I continued to wait. Five minutes passed, then ten more minutes passed. I was just starting to worry that something had gone wrong when my cell phone rang.
I picked it up. "Hello?"
"Hello Stevie. This is Father Tom. I am in the limousine on my way to the airport. We're hurrying. The meeting ran a little longer than I'd planned. Sandra's parents wanted to hear about my work in Chicago."
"Father Tom how did they react to your message."
"Stevie they were quite impressed by your ability to invest money. They were also impressed by the endorsement that your boss Avery gave to you." He paused. "Stevie, the Monroes should be at home by now. They would like you to call them. This is their telephone number. Do you have a pencil and paper?"
"Yes Father Tom I do, please go ahead. I'm ready."
Father Tom gave me the Monroe's telephone number. I wrote it down.
When he was done reading me the telephone number Father Tom said, "I am going to let you go so that you can call them now. Good luck Stevie, I'll pray for you."
"Thank you Father Tom." I was going to hang up but I suddenly stopped. "Father Tom wait."
"Yes Stevie what is it?"
"I am going to give your $200,000 to Avery. I have another possible investment opportunity that's developing. I suggest you let Avery hang on to your money for a little while."
Father Tom laughed. "Thank you Stevie, I trust your judgment. Tell Avery to invest my money when you decide that the time is right. Goodbye now Stevie, good luck with the Monroes."
"Goodbye Father Tom."
I smiled as I hung up the telephone. Good things happen to all of us, but Sandra and I have maybe been luckier than most people. Serendipity has visited us many times in this past year. The sudden appearance of Father Tom was the latest instance.
I sat down at my desk, took a deep breath and dialed the Monroes.'
On the second ring a woman answered. "Hello?"
"Hello Mrs. Monroe, this is Steven Wagner."
"Just a moment Steven." I could hear Mrs. Monroe yell, "Ed pick up the telephone, It's Steven Wagner."
She came back. "Steven, my husband is going to pick up the extension phone so that we can both be part of this conversation."
"That's a good idea Mrs. Monroe."
"Hello", It was a man's voice.
"Mr. Monroe this is Steven Wagner."
"Hello Mr. Wagner, you certainly know how to get someone's attention."
"Sir, I consider this to be a very important discussion."
"So do we Mr. Wagner." He paused. "Mr. Wagner let me begin by thanking you for your very generous donation to our church."
"Mr. Monroe, I would give your church every penny I have if you will just agree to talk to Sandra for 5 minutes today."
Ed Monroe laughed. "From what Father Tom told us, that's a very considerable sum of money."
"It would be worth every penny to me."
"Steven. "He paused. "May I call you Steven?"
"Most people call me Stevie, Stevie would be my preference."
"Very well Stevie, please call me Ed."
"Thank you Ed."
"Stevie, I was going to tell you that I don't think an additional donation will be necessary. We miss our daughter very much. That last man that she almost married gave us an excuse to see her again."
"You mean Roger?"
"Yes, Roger. Stevie we got together with Sandra, but we never really addressed the problems we've had. We just sort of pretended that they didn't happen. It wasn't a very healthy reunion."
Mrs. Monroe interrupted. "Stevie why didn't Sandra marry Roger?"
"Mrs. Monroe I will....."
"Please call me Pat."
"Thank you Pat. I would encourage you to ask your daughter that question. My answer is that she didn't love Roger. She was marrying Roger because she thought she'd earn instant respectability with you if she married a man of his stature."
Ed said, "That's what we thought Stevie. When they came to visit us they didn't really act like two people that were about to get married. It seemed to us that they were barely able to tolerate each other."
"Stevie we were actually relieved when she decided not to marry that man." It was Mrs. Monroe. She paused for a moment. "Stevie we seem to have misjudged you. My niece apparently gave us some very inaccurate information. I am rather embarrassed that we even considered believing it. I guess that for along time now we've been willing to believe the worst about Sandra."
"Mrs. Monroe your daughter is a wonderful woman. She graduated from college with honors and paid her own way the entire time. That is a very difficult thing for anyone to do. She's now in her third year of law school and has a 3.75 grade point average. You should be very proud of her."
Ed Monroe said, "Stevie Pat and I are both ashamed because we made her do that on her own. We're both just a little bit afraid to talk to her. I think that's why we avoided all conversation about the past when she was here with Roger."
"Ed and Pat, your daughter loves you both so much. If you agree to talk to her, I think that there will be a lot of forgiving going on."
Pat asked me; "Stevie, Sandra left you for Roger. Why did you take her back?'
"Pat I love your daughter." I paused. "We're getting married a week from Saturday."
There was silence on the other end of the line. After a moment Ed said, "If Sandra refused to let us attend the wedding I could understand why, but I know that I would be willing to give anything to be able to be there."
"Ed there is nothing that would make Sandra happier than to have the two of you at the wedding and to have you escort her down the aisle."
"Do you really mean that Stevie?"
"Yes Ed I do." I paused. "Listen, I think that the time has come for the two of you to stop talking to me. We have many years ahead of us in which we can get to know each other. I'm going to call Sandra and meet her at home. Will the two of you stay where you are so that we can call you?"
Pat Monroe jumped in. "Yes Stevie please, I want to talk to my daughter so very badly."
"Pat she wants to talk to the two of you also. I am going to hang up now. I'll call you back in one hour. I am at work and Sandra is at school. It will take us a little time to get together."
"Stevie." It was Ed Monroe. "I've just talked to you for a few minutes but I already like you much better than I liked Roger. I am very sorry that we so stupidly misjudged you."
"Thank you Ed, it's nice of you to say that. I'm just happy that we've managed to have this conversation. Now I'm going to hang up and call Sandra. You'll hear from us in one hour."
Sandra's mother said, "Goodbye Stevie, thank you very much ."
I hung up the telephone and dialed Sandra.
"Hello?"
"Sandra, this is Stevie. I need you to meet me at home right away."
"Why, what's the matter Stevie? Are you alright?"
"I'm fine baby. Please just do this for me, come home right away."
"Stevie I can't, I have a class in ten minutes."
"Sandra please skip it. This is very important to me."
"Stevie what's going on?"
"Please Sandra don't ask questions right now. Everyone is okay, I just need you to come home."
"Stevie you're scaring me."
"Sandra there is nothing to be worried about. Everyone is all right, just humor me and come home right now. Please do this for me."
"Okay Stevie, I'm on my way. I'll see you in 20 minutes."
"Thanks sweetheart, I'll meet you at home.
We both hung up. I grabbed my sport coat and left the office. It took me 15 minutes to drive home. I parked in the driveway. Sandra's car wasn't there. She wasn't home yet.
I went inside the house and waited. It was only a few seconds before I heard Sandra's car door close. I went to the front entrance and opened the door.
As Sandra walked up the steps she said, "Okay what's the big mystery?"
I smiled. "Sandra I just spent 30 minutes talking on the telephone with your mother and father."
Sandra stopped in the doorway and stared at me for several seconds. "Stevie what did you just say?"
"I just got off of the telephone with your mother and father. They're waiting at their house for you to call."
"Stevie, I don't understand. Is this about the donation from the other day."
"Kind of, I'll explain later. Right now I want you to call them. They want to talk to you."
"Really? They really do?"
"Yes they really do."
Sandra sat down on the couch. "I am not sure I know exactly what to say."
"Sandra, remember Brandy. Tell them that you love them. I told them that we're getting married. Your father is afraid that you won't let him attend the wedding."
Sandra looked at me. "Stevie, I'm afraid that they won't come to the wedding."
"Sandra it's time for the three of you to forgive each other and start being a mother, father and daughter again."
I picked up the telephone, dialed the Monroe's number and handed it to Sandra.
Sandra took the phone and held it to her ear. After a moment she said, "Mom?" She was silent for a second then she said "Hi daddy." After a moment she said, "I love you to Daddy."
Sandra started crying. "Mom and dad, I'm so sorry. I miss you so much. Please forgive me for everything I've done."
There was a pause. "Oh yes, I forgive both of you. I love you two so much. I just want us to be together again."
Sandra stopped crying and started to smile. "Yes he is wonderful. I really love him."
"Yes I want both of you to be at the wedding. Daddy I want you to give me away. Yes I really do. Daddy it's okay, we were both awful to each other. That's over now. I just want to love you, that would be so wonderful."
I sat down on the chair opposite the couch. I enjoyed watching Sandra as she carried on her conversation with her mom and dad. She was obviously very happy. Sometimes she cried, sometimes she laughed, sometimes she talked and sometimes she just listened.
The conversation lasted for over two hours. Finally I heard Sandra say, "I suppose we should hang up pretty soon." She paused and listened. "I love you to mom. Mom can I call you again tomorrow?" She laughed. "Yes mom I'd like to talk to you every day to." Sandra listened for a minute. "Yes the wedding is a week from Saturday. I'll call you tomorrow and tell you all about it."
She listened. "No don't drive, Stevie will get you airline tickets. You can use one of our cars. Daddy can drive our Lincoln."
"Mom I'll call you tomorrow. I have a break between classes at 11:00, can I call you then?"
"Okay, I love both of you to. Yes he is wonderful. I'm really glad he called to. Bye mom, bye dad."
Sandra hung up the telephone, took a deep breath and started to cry.
I stood up and walked over to her. As soon as I was next to her she looked up at me, rubbed the tears from her eyes and grinned. Sandra threw her arms around my neck and hugged me. "Stevie Wagner, you are the most wonderful man in the entire world."
Sandra hugged me for several minutes. Finally she kissed my cheek and stepped back. "Okay, fill me in. I want to know how all of this happened."
We sat down. I told her all about Father Tom and everything that happened during the last two days.
When I was done Sandra shook her head. "Stevie we might be the two luckiest people in the world."
I laughed. "Sandra I won the jackpot just over a year ago. I was at a party at Ty Cummings house and I saw this beautiful blonde."
Sandra kissed me. "And that beautiful blonde saw this cute little guy with a wonderful smile."
Sandra stood up and grabbed my hand. "Come on stud man, we're going into the playpen. I want you to fuck me and I want you to do it right now."
I laughed. "At this moment I can't think of anything in this world I would rather do." I got up and let Sandra lead me into the playpen. We spent the rest of the afternoon making love."
Later after we were done Sandra fell asleep with her head on my shoulder. As I laid in bed cuddled up with her I thought about the events of the past several weeks.
Prior to today, the one thing that both of us wanted was to find a way to reunite Sandra with her parents. Who would ever have thought that the answer would be provided by the magical intervention of a prostitute and a priest.
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Julie and Ricky got home from school while Sandra and I were making love in the playpen.
When we finally got up it was almost 6:30. We walked into the living room holding hands. We were naked and both of us had a satisfied look on our faces. Julie and Ricky were sitting on the couch watching "Wheel of Fortune".
Julie looked up and laughed. "So what was up with you two sex fiends this afternoon?"
Sandra tried to look nonchalant. "Oh nothing, I just spent the afternoon talking on the telephone with my mom and dad."
Julie jumped up and yelled, "No fucking way!"
Sandra screamed "Yes!"
They started jumping up and down and hugging.
After a few seconds they calmed down.
Julie said "So tell us everything."
"Come into the bedroom. I'll tell you all about it while Stevie gives me a bath."
We all went into the bedroom. I undressed Sandra and got her into the bathtub. While I was bathing her she told Julie the story. From time to time they both asked me to fill in more details about Father Tom.
While I was finishing giving Sandra her bath, Ricky was undressing Julie. When Sandra got out of the tub he drew a fresh bath for his wife.
Sandra continued her story while Ricky bathed Julie. After Julie was finished with her bath, Ricky and I took turns taking a quick shower while the girls continued talking.
When Ricky and I were done showering we all put on robes and went into the kitchen. I opened a bottle of red wine and we drank and talked while I cooked dinner.
As we ate, the topic of conversation shifted from Sandra's reunion with her parents to the wedding. After dinner I opened a second bottle of wine.
The girls went into the living room and drank and talked while Ricky and I cleaned up the kitchen. When we were done we joined the girls in the living room. All four of us sat together drinking and talking. At 10:00 we turned on the news. When the news was over we went into our bedroom.
Ricky and I lay on the bed. Sandra and Julie sat on our faces and continued talking about the wedding while we made oral love to them.
Both of our girls had several orgasms while they talked. When they were both fully satisfied they rolled off of us. They gave both Ricky and me a quick blow job. When they were done the four of us cuddled up together and went to sleep.
Who says being a cuckold wimp is a hard life.
Thursday was of course Baxter's night. Ricky drove. He loved to drive the Lincoln. We arrived promptly at 7:00. Everyone was there.
The first thing Sandra said was, "My parents are coming to the wedding."
Everyone stood up and cheered. Brenda grabbed Sandra and said, "Tell us what happened."
For the next half hour, we told the story of Father Tom.
When that story was finished, Brenda looked at Sandra. "Okay let's hear about the wedding plans."
Sandra smiled. "The wedding is going to be held at 5:00 pm next Saturday at the Conservatory in the Eloise Thompson Botanical Gardens."
Maddie looked at Sandra. "How the fuck did you get that at such short notice? That place is booked for months in advance."
Sandra grinned. "I called on Monday, someone had just cancelled."
April shook her head. "That's amazing."
"All right, so tell us more." Brenda was not going to let this conversation get side tracked."
"The reception is going to be held at the Calvert Hotel."
Brenda nodded. "Okay just like Julie's wedding. That will be very nice, so what else?"
"All of you are in the wedding party."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean that this weekend we're all going to the mall to buy dresses."
Brenda laughed. "You're not going to get me to dress up in some ruffled clown suit."
Julie shook her head. "No Bren, we're all wearing basic black cocktail dresses. They're going to be short, low cut and very sexy. We're going to Nolan's to get them."
Brenda smiled and looked at me. "Nolan's, Stevie you do like to go first class don't you?'
I laughed. "Absolutely, we're only going to have the best for you girls."
Brenda looked at Sandra. "Okay so you're going to have all of us as bridesmaids. What about the guys?'
Sandra smiled. "Well Big Dick Jason is going to be my best man."
Everyone laughed. Brenda looked at Sandra. "Your best man?"
Sandra nodded. "This is going to be a cuckold wedding. My parents are going to be there. We're going to have to be very subtle about it, but it is going to be a cuckold wedding. Jason is my favorite fuck right now. Can you think of a more appropriate best man?"
The girls all stared at Sandra. Maddie smiled. "Sandra Monroe, you are wicked."
Sandra giggled. "Coming from you Maddie that is a real compliment."
Brenda steered the conversation back on track. "Okay tell us more."
"We want all of the cucks to be standing up with Stevie. Stevie and your husbands will wear white tuxedos. Jason will be wearing a black one."
Julie laughed. "Stevie and the cucks will all be caged. Jason will be the only guy allowed to stand at the altar with a free swinging dick."
April smiled. "Sandra this is really a hot idea. If you don't know what's going on, it will just be kind of confusing. If you do know", She paused. "Well it will be really hot." She stopped to think. "What will you say to your mom and dad if they ask why Jason is the only guy wearing a black tuxedo?"
"Jason's a big man. He's much bigger than any of your husbands or Stevie. We'll just say that we couldn't find a white tux in his size."
"That should work."
Brenda leaned forward. "What about your marriage vows?"
Sandra smiled. "I'm writing both sets of vows this weekend." She laughed. "I'll tell you this much, Stevie's vows will be the only ones that contain the words faithful and obey."
"We are going to be having the groom's dinner at the Kensington Grill on Friday night. All of you are invited."
Jamal looked at Sandra. "I'm not in the wedding party. Am I included in the invitation to the Groom's dinner?"
Sandra smiled at him. "Of course you are. You're part of our group now. If nothing else you'll be there as Maddie's date." She looked at Maddie, "Right Mad?"
Maddie put her arm around Jamal. "I'm not going to any dinner any where without my big stud here."
Sandra shrugged. "Jamal we'd put you in the wedding party, but we don't know where to fit you in. I already have a best man and I don't think you want to be standing with the cucks."
Jamal smiled. "It's okay Sandra." He thought for a moment. "Maybe I could be the flower boy?"
Everyone laughed. Sandra winked at him. "If you want the job you can have it."
He shook his head. "No I think I'll be content to just be part of the audience."
Brenda looked at everyone. "Okay, so the stag party has to be next Thursday. We'll have to skip our usual Thursday night dinner here, but it should be worth it."
Sandra stared at Brenda. "I'm not letting Stevie have a stag party."
Brenda smiled. "Sandra honey the stag party is going to be for you." She thought for a moment and smiled. "Maybe we can have a bridal shower for Stevie."
The girls all cheered.
Maddie laughed. "We can dress the cucks up in little ruffled party dresses and make them play parlor games."
Brenda rolled her eyes at her friend. "You go ahead and plan that if you want to, but right now I want to finish talking about the stag party. Let's discuss the guest list. We want to be sure we invite some really hot guys."
Jamal raised his hand. "I know that it will be tough work, but I'll volunteer to help out wherever I can." He smiled. "For example, if one of you happens to need a big black dick to suck on, I'll be more than willing to make mine available."
The girls all groaned.
Maddie punched Jamal in the ribs. "Be nice or I'll turn you into a cuck and get you a pair of pink panties and a cock cage."
Jamal laughed. "No thanks, I'll pass."
Brenda smiled at Jamal. "Sweetheart you're always on the guest list for our parties. She looked at the girls. "Okay we now have one guy. Who else should we invite?"
Julie said, "Big Dick Jason for sure."
Brenda smiled, "Absolutely!" She looked at Sandra. "Does he know that he's going to be your best man?'
April laughed. "I just love that. I think it's so hot."
Sandra giggled. "Yes I made Stevie call and ask him."
April clapped her hands. "That's even hotter. This is wonderful, the groom has to call his wife's favorite lover and ask him to be the best man at the wedding." She shook her head. "This wedding just keeps getting better and better."
Sandra looked at me. "Baby tomorrow I want you to call Jason and invite him to my stag party." She winked at me. "Be sure to tell him that I can't wait to get his big hard dick into my mouth."
I smiled at Sandra, I tried to sound particularly submissive. "I'll call Jason in the morning sweetheart." I looked around the table. The girls were all smirking about this.
Brenda said, "Okay now we have two guests. Who else should we invite?"
April interjected, "How about some of the guys that attended the summer party. They understand the games we like to play and they were all really good fucks."
Julie nodded, "April that's an excellent idea." She pointed to the bar. "If you look in there, five of the guys from the party are standing at the bar right now." She looked at the girls. "Ladies, I think that we've found our playmates for the evening. Let's go to work girls. We can each take one of them, have a little fun tonight and invite them to another wild sex orgy next Thursday."
Brenda grinned. "Julie you have an amazing ability to solve problems." She looked at us. "Okay boys, I think it's time for you retire to the bar."
As we were getting up to leave Julie was saying, "I'll take Michael. He's cute."
Brenda jumped in. "I'll take Dave. He has a really nice cock."
April smiled. "I want James. He can fuck for a very long time and I'm feeling really horny right now."
Maddie looked at me. "Sandra who do you want, Tony or Rick?"
Sandra smiled. "Take your pick Mad, I'm guessing that next Thursday night I'll get a chance to enjoy all of them."
Maddie winked at Sandra. "You aren't the only one with that idea." She looked at the bar. "Sandra I'll Take Rick tonight."
Sandra nodded. "That's fine with me. Tony is a very hot guy."
Mark, Bobby, Ricky and I took our customary places in the bar and watched our girls go to work.
As usual they were impressive with their ability to ensnare their designated targets. All five of them had their respective men sitting with them within minutes of the time that they started their wordless seductions.
It should be noted that their task was not a difficult one. Their targets were willing victims. Our girls were all beautiful women and had well earned reputations at Baxters.
We continued to watch with rapt attention as they sat at the table and engaged their playmates in a saucy dialogue of teasing and titillating insinuation.
It wasn't long before their confident studs were standing up, offering a courtly hand and leading our women to the dance floor. All four of us were silent while we watched our goddesses hug and caress their macho stallions as they danced to the suggestive rhythm of the romantc music.
Bobby watched with rapt attention as Dave leaned over and whispered into Brenda's ear. She smiled at him and nodded yes. He took her hand and led her into the bar.
Brenda stared at her husband as she walked towards him hand in hand with her muscular playmate. When they got to the bar door Brenda stopped, let go of her stud and walked over to her husband.
She kissed Bobby on the cheek and said in a voice loud enough for all of the men at the other end of the bar to hear, "Bobby honey, Dave is taking me out to the parking lot so he can fuck me." She playfully patted his head. "You don't mind do you sweetheart?"
We could all hear the quiet snickering from the other end of the bar as Brenda deliberately humiliated her husband.
Bobby's face turned beet red as he quietly whispered "You may do whatever pleases you dear."
Brenda laughed. "fuckin right I'll do whatever pleases me."
She turned and walked back to Dave who was standing by the door with a smug look on his face. She took his hand and said, "Come on studman let's go party."
April was next. James had his arm around her as they both walked right up to Mark.
April smiled at her husband. "James you remember my husband Wimpboy from the party don't you?"
James grinned at Mark while he brazenly cupped April's right breast. "Sure I do, it's nice to see you again wimpboy."
As April and her man disappeared out the bar door Julie and Michael walked up to Ricky.
Julie kissed her husband on the cheek and said, "Baby give Michael the keys to the Lincoln." She laughed. "You won't need them for awhile. I think that my lover boy and I are going to be out in the parking for quite some time." She leered at her husband. "I'm feeling really horny right now."
Ricky handed the car keys to his wife's lover. As Julie and Michael walked out the bar door everyone noticed that Michael had his hand on Julie's ass.
Maddie walked by with Rick. She ignored us. She was totally focused on her lover as they left for the parking lot.
I looked over at the dance floor. Tony was just taking Sandra's hand and leading her into the bar. As they approached the bar door Sandra pulled Tony's ear to her face and whispered to him. He looked at me and chuckled. They turned and walked over to me.
Sandra put her arm around her big studs waist and said in a very loud voice, "Sissyboy you remember Tony don't you? You watched him fuck me on our patio last summer."
I smiled. "Yes I remember Tony." I looked at him. "It's nice to see you again."
Sandra looked around the bar to make sure everyone in the room was watching. When she was certain that she had everyone's attention she said, "Why sissyboy, where are you manners? You forgot to say sir."
My face turned red. For some reason Sandra had decided to humiliate me tonight.
I hesitated. Sandra looked at me. "Sissyboy don't make me take you across my knee and spank you right here if front of all these people."
I took a deep breath and bowed my head. "It's nice to see you again sir."
Sandra smirked at me. "That's much better Sissyboy."
She turned to Tony and took his hand. "Come on baby lets go fuck."
The men at the other end of the bar were all laughing as Sandra and her stud left for the parking lot.
It was over an hour before all of our girls were done with their parking lot parties. When everyone was finally back we sat in the bar, sipped our diet cokes and chatted for awhile.
All of the studs had eagerly accepted their invitations to Sandra's stag party. The guest list was now complete. There would be plenty of hot guys there to satisfy all of the women.
The girls discussed some party games that we might play. Some of them were pretty kinky.
Ricky, Mark and Bobby were going to be the party slaves. They would be in uniform and caged. I was going to be accorded a special status for the evening. I shook my head when I heard this. Knowing these girls; I was certain that I was going to be subjected to an extraordinary evening of humiliation and pain.
At 10:30 we all agreed that it was time to call it an evening. The four of us got into the Lincoln. Ricky drove. Sandra cuddled up next to me in the back seat.
As Ricky drove us home, I kissed Sandra on the cheek. "Did you have a good time tonight baby?"
Sandra smiled at me. "Oh yes." She sighed. "Tony is a really good fuck." She giggled. "I let him cum in my pussy. It felt really nice." She kissed me. "I'm really messy down there right now. When we get home you have a lot of semen to lick out of my cunt."
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The entire weekend was devoted to making wedding arrangements. Saturday Sandra and Julie met Brenda, Maddie and April at the mall. The girls spent the whole day shopping. They had to buy dresses, shoes, lingerie, stag party toys and many other things. Their shopping list was nearly endless. It took Ricky and I twenty minutes just to carry all the packages in when they got home.
While Sandra and Julie were at the mall, Ricky and I spent the day cleaning the house.
Sunday Mark and Bobby came over with Brenda, Maddie and April. The four of us spent the day in the basement recreation room watching football while the girls were upstairs making wedding plans.
On Monday life got even busier. In addition to trying to make wedding arrangements we had to take care of the daily business of life. I had to go to work, Ricky had to teach and Sandra and Julie had classes to attend. All four of us were very busy.
Sandra talks to her mother every day now. She's very happy. Her parents are coming on Friday morning. We reserved a suite for them at the Calvert Hotel.
Sandra talked to her mother about whether or not they should stay with us at the house. They both agreed that this weekend was going to be so busy that it would be better if they stayed at a Hotel.
On Thursday morning I had my scheduled meeting with the partners. When the meeting was over I cleared my desk and left for the weekend. I was taking Thursday afternoon and Friday off.
When I got home Sandra and Julie were already there. They were both skipping their Thursday and Friday classes. Brenda and Maddie arrived shortly after I got home. April got there just after three. The house became a beehive of activity.
Ricky's last class ended at 4:00. He walked in the door just after 4:15. I was in the kitchen making snack trays for the stag party. As soon as he walked in Julie gave him a quick kiss and handed him his apron. "Go change your clothes and start vacuuming the living room and dining room."
Mark and Bobby arrived just after 5:00 pm. I immediately put them to work stocking the bar. This was a stag party, the girls and their studs would be thirsty.
It was 6:30. The party was scheduled to start at 7:00. The doorbell rang. Ricky answered the door. It was Big Dick Jason.
He walked in and looked around. "Hi Ricky, I know I'm early, but I got done at the office sooner than I expected and I thought you guys might like some help getting everything ready."
Sandra walked in to the living room. She smiled when she saw Jason. "Hi baby, nice to see you."
Jason kissed her cheek. "Sandra you look beautiful tonight."
Sandra laughed and grabbed Jason's cock. "You flatterer, you're just fishing for an early blow job."
Jason laughed. "It never hurts to try."
I was standing in the kitchen doorway. I waved, "Hi Jason."
He looked over at me and smiled. "Hi Stevie, I got done at the office a little early. Is there anything I can do to help you guys?"
I laughed. "Yes I have a very important job for you. Go over to the bar, throw some ice cubes in a glass and pour some scotch over them. I want you to make sure the ice properly melts when it's exposed to whiskey."
Jason grinned. "Buddy that's a job I think I can handle right now."
Jason may have been Sandra's lover, but he was also one of my best friends. He was a very nice person and I knew exactly why he arrived early. He wanted to be with us."
Julie walked in with a stack of shorts and sweatshirts in her arms. When she saw Jason she set the clothes down on a chair, walked over and kissed him. "Hi Jason, it's nice to see you." As she kissed him she reached down, squeezed his cock and giggled. "I just love feeling that big monster of yours."
Jason took a sip of his scotch and winked at her. "Julie my dear you're always welcome to both look and touch."
Brenda walked in. "Jason if you're going to be here you are going to go to work."
Jason shook his head. "Bren you are one hard task master. Bobby's life must be hell."
Bobbi yelled from the bar. "It's about time someone figured out how badly I'm abused."
Brenda stared at Jason. There was a look of mock indignation on her face and a twinkle in her eye. "Honey are you trying to start a slave revolt?"
Jason laughed, "Absolutely not! If these guys ever revolted they might try to stop you girls from giving me blow jobs."
Julie giggled. "All right Jason, that's enough of your silliness. I have a job for you. We have outfits for the studs tonight. All of you are getting a nice pair of shorts and a sweatshirt to wear. We think you will be much more comfortable; you won't have to get dressed every time you're done playing with one of us."
Jason nodded. "That's a good idea Julie. What do you want me to do?"
"I'd like you to get changed right now. Ricky will take your clothes and hang them up in the playpen. When the other studs arrive, I want you to you give them their clothes and have them get changed. Ricky will stay with you. He'll take care of their street clothes."
Jason smiled and patted Ricky on the back. "Between us we have a law degree and a PHD in English Literature. I think we can handle this."
Brenda looked at Jason. "I know that you're really good friends with all of our cucks, but Jason please remember, when the party starts tonight they have to call you sir and we want you treat them like slaves."
Jason nodded. "Don't worry Bren. I know the routine with you guys." He looked at Ricky. "At 7:00 pm I'll become one mean son of a bitch and I'll stay that way during the whole party." He smiled at Ricky. "But when the party's over, you're going to sit down and I'm going to serve you a drink."
Julie smiled. "Jason honey, that's why we all love you so much."
Jason looked at Julie. "Sweetheart that might very well be the nicest thing anyone has ever said to me. If my wife ever decides to leave me, will you guys let me move in with you?"
I laughed. "Sure Jas, but give us some warning because we're going to have to buy a bigger bed."
Jason stared at us. "All four of you really do sleep together don't you?"
Ricky grinned. "Yes and it really is wonderful."
Jason shook his head. "I envy the four of you. You seem to have life pretty well figured out."
Maddie walked out of our bedroom with Julie's riding crop in her hand. She was dressed in some very sexy lingerie. This was obviously her outfit for the party. She looked at all of us. "It's 6:45, everyone should be getting dressed or undressed."
She walked over and gave Jason a hard swat on the butt. "As for you Mister Lawyer, enough idle talk; get that suit off and get your shorts and sweatshirt on."
Jason bowed his head. "Yes Mistress Maddie, right away."
Maddie raised her eyebrows. "Oh my, I love the way that sounds." She looked at the rest of us. "Imagine having a submissive cuck with a twelve inch dick."
Jason took off his suit coat. As he handed it to Ricky, he winked at Maddie. "In that situation my dear you really would have to worry about a slave revolt."
Sandra grabbed me. "Come on baby its time for us to get ready."
We walked into our bedroom. Mark, Bobby and Ricky were already in there. They were dressed in their panties and tee shirts. April, Brenda and Julie were putting their cock cages on them.
When the girls were done locking the cages they handed the keys to Julie. She put them in her dresser.
As she put them away she said, "Slaves our guests will be arriving soon. We expect you to greet them and serve them drinks as soon as they're here. Now go to your stations."
I looked at Sandra. Bobby had bathed her while I was preparing the food. Her hair and her makeup were perfect. She was wearing her sexiest lingerie. She was gorgeous. The studs were really in for a treat tonight.
Sandra took out my cock cage. As she was putting it on me I said, "You look really gorgeous tonight sweetheart."
She smiled at me. "Stevie, I tried really hard to look pretty for you this evening. I want you to be thinking about how beautiful and sexy I am while you watch all those handsome men fuck me tonight
Sandra locked my cock cage into place and kissed me. "Stevie were both going to have a lot of fun during this party." She winked at me. "I'm planning on being very dominant.
I got down on my knees, turned Sandra around and pulled her panties down. She leaned against her makeup table and I spread the cheeks of her ass and submissively kissed her asshole.
"Sandra I am your slave. I freely acknowledge that I belong to you. I am your possession. You may do anything to me you want this evening."
She whispered. "Baby I am going to humiliate you without mercy tonight." She took a deep breath. "I plan to whip you in front of all of those men."
I kissed her ass again. "I'm already excited. I can't wait."
She giggled as I licked her asshole. "I'm going to try to push the limits a little further tonight Sissyboy."
I bowed; it was intended as a clear demonstration of submission. "I trust you Sandra. I know that you'll never really hurt me."
Sandra cooed as I closed my eyes and made love to her ass.
The doorbell rang while I was pleasuring Sandra. Once it started ringing, it rang repeatedly for the next several minutes. The men were arriving.
Sandra stood up, went to her dresser, got my dog collar and leash and fastened the collar around my neck. "Tonight you will be naked except for your cock cage and your collar. You will kneel at my feet at all times unless you're directed to do other wise. This evening I expect you to be at my feet worshipping me while I'm making love to other men. Do you understand?"
"Yes Mistress Sandra, I understand."
"You will not speak unless you are spoken to. All women will be addressed as Mistress and all of the men will be addressed as Sir of Master. Is that clear?"
The bedroom door opened. Mistress Brenda came in. "Everyone is here. It's time for the two of you to come into the living room."
Sandra kissed me. "Stevie I love you so very much."
I smiled. "I love you to Sandra."
Sandra attached my leash to my collar and gave it a firm tug. "Sissyboy crawl."
We walked to the bedroom door. At the door Brenda handed Sandra a new riding crop. "Here Sandra, this is a gift from all of us to you."
Sandra smiled. "Thank you Brenda."
She turned and struck me firmly across my bare buttocks. "How do you like our new toy Sissyboy?"
Everyone stood and applauded when we entered the room. Sandra led me over to the big easy chair in the corner. She sat down in the chair and pointed to a spot on the floor. "Sissyboy sit."
I kneeled at her feet.
I looked around. The five guys from Baxters were all here. Jason was seated near us.
Our eyes made contact. We smiled at each other. Jamal was seated next to him. Jason and Jamal had become good friends.
Ricky was carrying a tray of snacks around. Mark and Bobby were filling drink orders. Julie and April were standing at the front of the room. Maddie and Brenda were standing by the kitchen door.
Julie walked into the middle of the room and smiled at everyone. "Please excuse me. A year ago I was a waitress in a coffee shop. I'm not used to talking to groups of people." She smiled, "Even if it's a group of hot guys who are about to take turns fucking me."
Everyone laughed. Julie relaxed. "Welcome to Sandra Monroe's stag party. Sandra and Stevie are my best friends." She shook her head. "No they're more than friends, they're my family. I love both of them."
She looked at us. Sandra and I smiled at her.
Julie continued. "I just told you that a year ago I was a waitress in a coffee shop. Today I'm a college student and I'm married to the most wonderful man in the world. I owe all of that to Stevie Wagner. My husband is the slave serving you snacks right now. April's husband is the slave getting your drinks. Tonight Sandra, April, Maddie, Brenda and I are going to be partying with all of you. We are also going to be playing domination games with our husbands. We want you to help us with those games, but we also want you to understand...."
Jason stood up and walked over to Julie. He kissed her on the cheek. "Julie honey, let me help you with this part."
He turned to the other men. "What Julie is trying to say to you is that tonight we are going to abuse and humiliate these four men. We are going to do it because they enjoy it. We are asking for your help in doing it. For the next several hours we are going to treat them with arrogance and disdain while we fuck their wives. We want you to treat them like slaves."
Jason paused. "But understand this. These men are my close friends. When the evening is over I am going to get each of them the cocktail of their choice and I am going to serve it to them on a tray. Next Tuesday afternoon Stevie, Mark and Bobby are going to be my golf partners in a charity golf tournament at the Oak Grove Country Club." He smiled. "What I am trying to say is that this is a game. Please remember that. Be dominant, be arrogant but be careful."
Julie kissed him, "Thank you Jason." Suddenly she punched him on his right arm.
"Ow!" Jason looked at Julie. "What was that for?"
"How come my baby isn't getting to play in your golf tournament?"
Jason laughed. "Julie your husband already has an invitation to come to the tournament. He's going to drive one of the carts and spend the day with us. Jamal is going to drive the other cart." He smiled at her. "Both your baby and Jamal are just learning to play golf. Stevie can probably beat 99 percent of the golfers in this city. Mark is almost as good and Bobby is right behind them." He laughed. "I have three ringers. We're going to win this tournament."
Sandra looked at me. "Are you really that good?"
I looked up at her. "While you were with Roger I played every day." I shrugged. "Yes right now I'm that good."
Sandra looked at me. There was admiration in her eyes. "Stevie is there anything in this world that you can't do?"
I smiled at her. "Be a stud I guess."
She whispered to me. "Stevie you will always be my first choice as a stud. Say the word and I'll ask all of these men to leave right now and I'll happily spend the rest of the night fucking just you."
I looked at her. She was serious. "Sandra both of us are here right now because we want to be. I love you and I know you love me. I want to be your submissive cuckold husband more than anything in the world. Let's get this party going."
Sandra laughed and smacked me across my back with the riding crop. "You asked for it Speedy; let's play."
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Julie looked at the guys seated around the room and smiled. "I think it is time to get this party going.
She grinned at Jason. "Since you're going to be Sandra's best man at the wedding I think it would be appropriate for you to get the first blowjob from our guest of honor."
Jason walked over to Sandra and dropped his shorts. His huge cock jumped to attention as soon as it was released from his pants.
Jason winked at Sandra. "Mademoiselle may I have the first dance?"
Sandra smiled at him, "Certainly kind sir". She looked up into his eyes, lovingly put his huge cock into her mouth, closed her eyes and started giving him a blow job.
I kneeled at Sandra's feet and watched while she sucked Jason's huge cock. I smiled to myself. My future wife certainly deserved the title, BJ Queen.
Julie looked at the guys and lowered her teddy. "Who wants to play with my tits?"
Hands shot up all over the room.
Julie walked over to James. "Sweetheart, you're the lucky winner."
James grinned as he started kneading Julie's beautiful breasts.
I glanced at Ricky out of the corner of my eye. He was standing perfectly still. There was an unmistakable look of envy in his eyes. I understood exactly how he felt.
April walked over to Dave. "Sweetheart if you take your shorts off I'll suck your cock."
Dave shook his head and pulled his shorts off. "That's the nicest thing anyone has said to me in weeks."
April wrapped her hand around Dave's erect cock. "Let me show you just how nice I can be."
She kneeled down next to him and put his cock into her mouth.
Dave sighed as April started giving him a blow job..
Julie dropped to her knees and slipped James's shorts off. She grabbed hold of his cock, looked over at Ricky, smiled and mouthed the words "Watch this baby."
Julie put just the head of James's cock into her mouth. This was one of her favorite ways to give a blowjob. She loved to suck on the end of a guys penis while she tickled the sensitive spot under the head with the tip of her tongue.
I have seen her make several guys cum by just doing that.
James lay back in his chair and closed his eyes. He was obviously enjoying Julie's little trick.
Michael, Rick, Tony and Jamal were drinking beer and talking quietly. Occasionally they would glance over and watch Sandra, Julie and April giving blowjobs.
Brenda walked over to Michael. She reached out and pulled him up from his chair. "It's time someone paid a little bit of attention to you."
Brenda got down on her knees in front of Michael. His huge cock nearly hit her in the face as she pulled his shorts down. She stared at it for a moment then put it into her mouth and started to suck on it."
Maddie walked over to Jamal and kneeled down between his legs.
"Baby I didn't bring you here so that you could drink beer and talk about football."
She pulled his shorts down, grabbed his cock and started giving him a blowjob.
I was kneeling next to Sandra while she sucked Jason's cock. Giving blow jobs was my future bride's favorite past time. When Sandra was sucking a guy's cock it was almost like she went into a hypnotic trance. She really wasn't aware of anything else in the room. It was just her, her lover and his big hard penis.
I glanced over at Mark. He was watching his wife. I knew that April mostly went out on dates and rarely brought her lovers home. Mark had very few opportunities to see his wife with other men. He was obviously enjoying this opportunity to watch April suck another man's cock.
Sandra took Jason's big cock out of her mouth and looked at him. "Baby I want you to fuck me. I want to feel that big hard dick of yours in my pussy."
Jason looked at me and smiled. "Hey sissyboy, you mind if I fuck your bride? My cock is a lot bigger than that pathetic little wee wee of yours. I'm probably going to stretch her cunt out so much that she won't even be able to feel you when you try to fuck her on your wedding night."
I smiled to myself. Jason was playing the game now. He was good. This was going to be a fun night.
Sandra laughed. "Whoever said that I was going to let the little wimp fuck me on our wedding night?" She stared at me. Her taunt was for my benefit. "I'd be better off ordering a fuck film on pay per view and getting myself off with my middle finger." She held up her middle finger. She was flipping me off as she spoke. "See that wimp, that finger is bigger than your pathetic little pee pee."
Jason laughed and rolled her over. "Come on baby its time for you to enjoy a man sized cock."
As Jason was preparing to enter Sandra she looked over at Rick and waved. "Hey studman, come over here."
Rick stood up and walked over to Sandra.
She smiled at him. "Take your shorts off and let me suck that big dick of yours while Jason fucks me."
Sandra put Rick's monstrous erection in her mouth while Jason slid his cock into her moist pussy.
April took Dave's cock out of her mouth and kissed it. "Dave honey, I want you to fuck me.
Dave was a big strong man. He smiled at April, picked her up and set her on his lap so that her back was against his chest. She spread her legs, grabbed his cock and started rubbing it between the lips of her wet cunt.
While she was doing this, April called to Tony. "You look lonely baby. Why don't you come over here; you can play with us."
Tony got up and walked over to April.
She leered at Tony while she brazenly kept rubbing the head of Dave's cock in her wet pussy. "Take your shorts off sweetheart. I want to suck your beautiful penis while Big Dave fucks my cunt."
Tony quickly pulled his shorts and shirt off.
April slipped Dave's cock into her wet pussy and wrapped her fingers around Tony's penis. As she kissed the tip of Tony's cock she looked at her husband and started giggling, "Come over here and kneel at my feet Wimpboy. I want you to watch while these two men make love to me."
Dave knew how our game was played. He snickered and started taunting Mark. "Wimpboy your wife has a nice tight pussy. She's a great fuck. I really appreciate you letting us party with her like this."
April, Dave and Tony all started laughing.
For the next ninety minutes the party turned into wanton orgy of sexual excess.
I watched Jason fuck Sandra. It was easy to see why she enjoyed him so much. He was slow and deliberate in his motions. With each push he used the full length of his enormous weapon. Every time she felt Jason begin a new thrust into her, Sandra would stop sucking Rick's cock for a second. When this happened her breathing would catch as she felt Jason's massive organ penetrate the depths of her womb.
Once he had penetrated Sandra with the full length of his cock, Jason would stop and wait. I really wasn't sure if he was enjoying the sensation of being completely inside of Sandra, or if he was just teasing her. It was probably a combination of the two. In either case, he was in control, he was taking his time and he was enjoying himself.
As soon as she could feel that Jason was lying still inside her, Sandra would start sucking on Rick's cock again. After a moment Jason would very slowly pull his cock back out of Sandra. When he did this I was certain I could hear a soft sigh of regret coming from her.
Both Jason and Sandra seemed to enjoy this little game of thrust and parry. They were becoming quite experienced with each other as lovers and I suspected that this game was a regular part of their love making.
It was obvious that Sandra was having a wonderful time. As I watched Jason make love to my bride I felt a twinge of envy. I wished that I had the equipment to give Sandra the pleasure that Jason was giving her at this moment."
I turned my attention to the blowjob that she was giving Rick. I've watched Sandra suck a number of cocks in the past year. She prides herself on her ability to bring a guy to the brink of orgasm and then pull him back again. As I watched her suck Rick's cock I realized that she was just trying to get him off. She wanted him to cum. I suspected that she wanted to finish him so that she could focus her full attention on the fucking she was getting from Jason.
Rick was a good lover and he was obviously trying to last as long as he could. I smiled to myself. The poor bastard didn't have a chance. When my baby started to work her magic with her mouth and her hands; there wasn't a guy alive who could keep from cumming.
I watched Rick. I smiled when he stopped moving and closed his eyes. Suddenly he gasped. Sandra pulled his ejaculating penis out of her mouth. His cock pumped out two spurts of semen. The first one hit Sandra's nose and the second one hit her cheek.
Jason was good. Rick's orgasm didn't disrupt his tempo at all. He maintained a nice slow rhythmic fuck during the entire time Rick was ejaculating.
Sandra spent a minute milking Rick's cock for every last drop of cum he could produce. When she was done he leaned over, kissed her forehead and grinned. "Thank you that was a nice way to start the party."
Sandra giggled. "I hope you come back a little later for another blow job. I love the taste of your cock."
Rick laughed. "That's an offer that only a fool would pass up."
As Rick pulled his shorts and sweatshirt back on, Sandra looked at me and wiggled her finger. Gobs of cum were dripping from her cheeks and lips. "Come here Sissyboy, you have a mess to clean up."
I stood up. Sandra grabbed my leash and yanked me over to her. "Lick all of Rick's cum off of me Speedy. I want to be nice and clean for my next lover."
Jason laughed as I licked Rick's semen off of Sandra's face. "Sandra, I'm going to leave a nice deposit of cum in your pussy. I want to make sure your groom is well fed this evening."
Sandra winked at Jason. "I guarantee you that this little pussy wimp is going to bed with a belly full of semen tonight."
When I was done licking Rick's cum off of Sandra's face, She pointed to the floor by her side. "Kneel down right next to me cuckboy. I want you to watch a man give a woman a proper fucking."
As I kneeled down next to Sandra, Jason looked at me. "Hey cuckboy, maybe your getting to watch your bride and me make a baby." He laughed. "Wouldn't that be funny if your sweetheart already had my son or daughter growing inside of her as she walked down the aisle to marry you on Saturday."
Now I knew that this was a game. Sandra and I had discussed this issue on numerous occasions. She was adamant about the fact that the only children she would ever bear would be mine. She was also determined to take every precaution necessary to be sure that one of her studs would never get her pregnant. Her previous choice to get an abortion had been emotionally devastating for her. She never wanted to be forced into having to make that decision again. Jason was a very close friend to both Sandra and me. He fully understood and respected our feelings on this issue. When he had bareback sex with Sandra he was confident that she had taken every reasonable precaution to avoid becoming pregnant. Both Jason and I knew that Sandra was obsessive about her birth control efforts.
Knowing that, the subject became the grounds for a wonderful fantasy game. Sandra and Jason were using this issue as a way to humiliate and torment me and I loved every second of it.
I looked at Sandra. Jason was on top of her pumping his cock in and out of her cunt. She was grinning at me.
"That's not a possibility is it?'
Sandra winked at me and then shifted her expression to an icy stare. Between Jason's thrusts she snarled. "Shut up wimp! My birth control practices are none of your pussy ass business. If I want my stud to knock me up, that's my concern." She smirked. "As my cuckold husband, your only job is to kiss my ass and raise my stud's children."
Jason picked up the pace of his thrusts. As he did this he said, "Sandra honey I am going to shoot my sperm so deep inside of you that Sissyboy over there can't possibly lick it all out of you."
Sandra wrapped her legs around Jason and started to meet his thrusts with hip thrusts of her own. "Fuck me studman. Give me your baby."
Jason started fucking Sandra even faster. I looked around the room. Everyone had stopped what they were doing to watch. Brenda, Maddie, April and Julie were all getting fucked and they all took a break so they could watch the unfolding drama.
Julie was of course the only one who actually knew this was only a make believe game.
Even though it was just a game, it still inflamed Jason and Sandra's passion. All sense of artistry disappeared between them. They were overcome by lust. They weren't making love anymore, they were mating.
Both of them were thrusting at each other with unbridled passion. I knew my sweetheart. I watched the tension building in her body. I could see that she was on the verge of a volcanic orgasm
Suddenly Sandra started screaming. Jason took three long slow thrusts into her. On his third thrust he pushed his cock as deeply inside of her as he possibly could. It was obvious that at that moment, my friend was ejaculating his baby seed into my bride.
When he was finished, Jason lay motionless on top of Sandra. After a minute he pulled his softening cock out of her swollen cunt. As the head of his cock popped out of Sandra's pussy a big glob of cum came with it.
Sandra leered at me. "Lie down on the floor Sissyboy."
I lay down. Sandra got up from her chair and sat down on my face. As she sat down she spread the lips of her cunt. A large stream of Jason's freshly deposited semen ran into my open mouth.
"Lick it up cuckboy, lick every drop of my stud's cum out of my pussy." She laughed. "That's your only hope for keeping his baby out of my belly.
Sandra rubbed her pussy into my face while I sucked as much of Jason's semen out of her as I possibly could.
When she was confident that I had been given an ample opportunity to get her pussy nice and clean, Sandra leaned forward. "Suck on my clit pussy boy; get me nice and hot for my next lover."
While Sandra was leaning forward. I had a brief opportunity to catch my breath and look around the room.
Tony and Dave were both done playing with April. They were sitting with Jason. Bobby was bringing them drinks.
April was sitting on a chair with her legs spread. You could see Dave's cum dripping out of her cunt. Mark was kneeling at her feet. He was getting ready to lick up Dave's semen.
Suddenly I heard Maddie start to scream.
Both Sandra and I turned to look. She was on the floor. Jamal was on top of her fucking her as hard as he could. Maddie was in the middle of a very vocal orgasm.
Just before Sandra sat down on my face again, I had a quick opportunity to look at Julie and Brenda.
Julie was lying on her back on one of the couches. James was on top of her. He was fucking her. Ricky was kneeling on the floor at the end of the couch. He was kissing Julie's feet.
Brenda was on her hands and knees on another couch. Michael was fucking her from behind. I noticed that Bobby was watching Brenda and Michael while he poured Tony's beer into a glass.
As I sucked and licked Sandra's clit, she reached down and started to twist my nipples. She was aroused and not the least bit concerned about being gentle. She twisted hard. The pain was intense. It felt like she was trying to rip my nipples off of my chest. I grimaced. Sandra giggled and slid back so that her ass was over my face. "Lick my asshole sissyboy. Lick it really good or I'll tear your nipples off your chest."
I pushed my tongue as far up Sandra's ass as I possibly could. She was holding me down. I was helpless. The pain she was inflicting to my nipples was nearly unbearable. I also realized that I couldn't breath.
Just when I was beginning to get scared that I was going to suffocate, Sandra jumped up and stood over me. She shoved one of her dainty, pedicured feet into my face and jammed her toes into my mouth. "Speedy you insulted my lover while he was fucking me."
I looked up at Sandra. Her sadistic streak had been awakened and she was creating a reason to punish me.
I just stared at her; I didn't know what to say.
She glared at me. "You have absolutely no business questioning Jason's right to impregnate me. The decision to have his baby is mine and mine alone. You're nothing but a lowly slave." She smirked. "You don't even get to fuck me."
Sandra shook her head. "Sissyboy your impudence just now is unforgivable. You must be punished."
She pulled her foot away from my face. "Get up on your knees!"
I got up off of the floor. As I rose to my knees I looked around. It was actually a very bizarre scene. Everyone had stopped what they were doing so they could watch us.
Michael and James were still fucking Brenda and Julie, but they both stopped when they heard the commotion. All four of them were staring at us. Michael's cock was still inside Brenda. James and Julie were both sitting up. James's erect cock was obscenely sticking straight up. It glistened with the moisture from Julie's cunt.
Ricky was still kneeling at his wife's feet, but he was now watching us.
Mark was eating April's cunt while she watched us.
Maddie and Jamal had finished fucking and they were sitting on one of the couches cuddling with each other. Their attention was also focused on us.
David, Tony and Jason were sitting in chairs on one side of the room. Jason had a scotch in his hand. Dave and Tony were drinking beer. All three of them were staring at Sandra and me.
Bobby was standing by the door to the dining room. He was also watching us
I looked up at Sandra. "I'm sorry Mistress. I meant no offense."
"Silence Sissyboy, your pathetic apologies are meaningless. You must be punished."
Sandra grabbed my leash and yanked me up. "Lay over the arm of the chair."
She pushed me down. I suddenly found myself sprawled across the arm of her easy chair.
Sandra turned to Dave. "Come here baby."
Dave got up and walked over to Sandra. "How can I help you sweetheart?"
Sandra kissed Dave on the lips. "I have to punish my naughty slaveboy. You can comfort me while I do it."
Sandra dropped to her knees. Dave's large erection popped up as she pulled his shorts to the floor. Sandra put Dave's cock in her mouth and sucked him while I lay on my stomach waiting to be punished.
After a moment she stood, pulled his sweatshirt over his head and threw it to Bobby.
She kissed Dave again and rubbed his muscular chest. "Your body gets me so hot." She took his hand and placed it between her legs. "Rub my pussy baby, feel how wet you make me."
Dave started to rub Sandra's cunt. After a moment she placed her finger to his lips. "Give me a minute." She walked over, picked up her riding crop and stood over me. As she drew the whip back she said, "Sissyboy here is your first stroke."
Whap! The whip hit my ass hard. It hurt. I heard several people behind me gasp.
Maddie grinned. "Very good Sandra, that's the way to properly train him."
Whap! Whap! Sandra hit me twice more. I grimaced from the pain.
Sandra turned back to Dave and kissed him again. As she kissed him she grabbed his hand and put it back between her legs. Sandra closed her eyes while Dave massaged her cunt.
After a minute Sandra stepped away and turned back to me. She rubbed the leather loop at the end of her whip between the lips of her wet pussy and held it to my mouth. "Kiss the tip of my whip Sissyboy."



I did as I was told.
Sandra smiled. "Now lick it?"
Sandra leered at me while I licked the leather loop at the end of the riding crop. "Can you taste me sissyboy? Can you taste how hot I'm getting?"
She pulled the riding crop away from my face and drew it back.
Whap! Whap! Whap! She hit me three times across my buttocks.
"Ahhhh." On the last stroke I let out a cry. I tried to squelch it, but she hit me really hard.
Sandra turned to Dave. "Fuck me baby; just for a minute or two."
She bent over the arm of the chair that was opposite the one I was lying across. She shuddered as Dave entered her from behind.
When he started pushing his cock in and out of her cunt Sandra whispered, "Sissyboy whipping you while another man is fucking me is the most exciting thing I've ever done."
I bit my lower lip and whispered to Sandra. "Mistress I want you to enjoy yourself."
Sandra took a deep breath and smiled. It was a wicked smile. "I'm going to Sissyboy; believe me I am going to."
Sandra closed her eyes and took a moment to enjoy the slow regular rhythm of Dave's cock as it slid in and out of her wet cunt. I thought she might cum right then, but she stopped herself. Sandra was on a sexual high. She didn't want to end it just yet.
She reached back and patted Dave's leg. "That's enough for now baby."
Dave pulled his mammoth erection out of Sandra. He was fully aroused. His cock glistened from the moisture of Sandra's pussy as it proudly stood at attention waiting to go back into her womb.
Sandra straightened up, grabbed her whip and walked around behind me. She was giggling like a school girl. It wasn't because anything was funny, she was just very excited.
She held her breath and slowly drew her whip back.
Whap! I grunted. She hit me hard.
She drew the whip back again. Her eyes were closed. Sandra was overcome with sadistic lust.
Whap! I cried out in pain. Sandra stopped and examined me. She seemed to be trying to decide just how far she could push me."
I knew that I could easily take more pain and I could tell that Sandra didn't want to stop. I winked at her. "Mistress I beg you please don't hit me again."
If you've been following this story from the beginning you know that I just invited Sandra to keep hitting me.
Sandra's expression turned to an evil smile. She leaned over and whispered into my ear, "Be careful what you ask for Sissyboy. You just might get it."
She turned to Dave, kissed him and put his hand back between her legs. "Rub my clit baby. Get me really hot."
Dave laughed and pressed his fingers into Sandra's cunt. "You got it baby."
Sandra turned to face me. Dave pulled his hand from her crotch. She turned. "No sweetheart, please keep rubbing me."
Dave was standing behind Sandra. He put one hand around her waist and one hand between her legs. I could see him slide two fingers into her wet pussy.
As Dave masturbated Sandra she started flipping the tip of her whip across my nose. "Sissyboy are you sorry for insulting my lover and me?"
I looked at Sandra. "Yes Mistress. I am very sorry. I meant no offense."
"You don't sound sorry. I haven't heard you beg me to forgive you yet." She paused, she seemed to lose her breath for a second. Dave's fingers were keeping her very aroused. She regained her composure. "I think you need a little more correction."
Sandra turned to Dave and kissed him. "Just a moment lover, I have to attend to my slave again."
Sandra took a step towards me and raised the riding crop. Whap! She smiled as she hit me. Whap! She hit me again. I grimaced. Whap! She hit me harder. I grunted. The pain from the whip was excruciating. Whap! She stung my buttocks again. I started to cry.
Sandra saw my tears and paused. She watched me as I lay on the arm of the chair whimpering. She took a deep breath and drew the whip back again. Whap! I cried out in pain.
Sandra rubbed her cunt with the tip of the whip. "Sissyboy, are you sorry now for insulting my lover and me?"
"Yes Mistress, I am....."
Whap! Whap!
I shrieked in pain.
"You're not begging to be forgiven Sissyboy."
I started to sob. Between cries I said, "Mistress Sandra I beg you to forgive me for insulting you and your lover."
Sandra smiled. "That's better Sissyboy."
She set her whip down and picked up my leash. "Speedy it is very important that you understand your proper place in our marriage."
"Yes Mistress."
"What is you place Sissyboy."
"To serve, honor and obey my Mistress at all times."
"Very good Sissyboy", Sandra smiled at me. "Come here and demonstrate your love for your Mistress." Sandra bent over the arm of the chair and presented her ass to me.
Everyone in the room watched in silence as I crawled behind my future bride, reverently spread her ass cheeks and kissed her asshole.
After a minute of this Sandra stood and turned to me. "Sissyboy, punishing you has gotten me very excited. I need a man. Find me one and beg him to fuck me."
I crawled over to Dave. "Master Dave my Mistress is aroused and would like the pleasure of your big cock. I beg you to satisfy her."
Dave grinned at me. "I would be more than happy to accommodate you sissyboy."
Dave walked over to Sandra, assertively picked her up, carried her over to the red leather couch and laid her down. He got on top of her, spread her legs and pushed his erection into her wet cunt. Sandra gasped as Dave's cock penetrated her.
When Sandra had all of Dave's cock inside her she turned and winked at me. I winked back at her. She grinned, turned back to Dave, wrapped her arms around his back and kissed him. As soon as she kissed him Dave started fucking her.
I kneeled on the floor and watched Dave fuck Sandra. Sandra was already wildly excited from our punishment session. It wasn't long before she started to moan. Her moans quickly became cries. Suddenly her cries turned into a shrill shriek and her whole body started to shake. Her orgasm was so intense that it almost looked like she was going into convulsions.
As the waves of pleasure rippled through Sandra's body Dave increased the pace of his thrusts. Suddenly he arched his back, pushed his cock all the way into her and gave out a low grunt. While Sandra was enjoying her orgasm Dave was ejaculating his semen deep into her womb. .
They both collapsed in unison. Gradually Dave's softening cock slipped from Sandra's cunt. As it slipped out a river of fresh semen followed it.
Sandra gave Dave a quick kiss and giggled. "Thankyou sweetheart, that was really fun."
Dave grinned as he stood up. "It was my pleasure Sandra. That's my favorite way to kiss a bride."
They both laughed as he walked over to the bar. Ricky was waiting for him with a cold beer.
Sandra turned to me. "Sissyboy, I'm really messy. You need to come over and clean me up."
Sandra sat up on the couch and spread her legs. There was a stream of cum oozing from her cunt. It immediately started to pool up on the couch cushion underneath her.
I kneeled between Sandra's legs. First I lapped up the pool of semen on the couch cushion. When I was done doing that I started to lick Dave's cum out of Sandra's pussy.
As I was licking her, I realized that Sandra was getting excited again. I quickly lapped up the rest of Dave's semen and turned my attention to her clitoris. It was only seconds before I felt Sandra's muscles tighten. This orgasm wasn't as intense as her last one but she still seemed to enjoy it.
As she relaxed Sandra leaned over and whispered into my ear. "I hope you are having fun sweetheart, because I'm having an absolutely wonderful time." She laughed. "I never realized that a stag party could be this much fun."
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I sat at Sandra's feet, put my arm around her legs and cuddled up to her. I was having every bit as much fun as she was.
Tonight she was my dominant Mistress and I was her slave. This was my fantasy and the two of us we were playing it out in front of a group of ten other men and four other women. I was having the time of my life.
As I sat cuddled up to Sandra, she started to pet me like I was her dog. I smiled to myself, the fantasy just kept getting better and better.
I looked around the room. Brenda and Tony were on the couch. Tony was playing with Brenda's tits. I laughed to myself. I'd had a chance to observe Tony at several of our parties. He was definitely a tit man.
Out of the corner of my eye I saw Bobby watching another man fondle his wife's breasts. In his own way, Bobby was having just as much fun as Tony
I heard a grunt on the other side of the room. Maddie was on her knees in front of Jason. She'd been giving him a blow job. Jason was ejaculating into her mouth.
My buddy Jason loved to fuck, but for him there was absolutely nothing that could compare to a good blow job. I assumed that was the reason he liked to party with Sandra so much. Sandra was proud of her ability to suck cocks. I guess they were a natural pair.
I smiled as Maddie slowly coaxed the last drops of semen from his cock. Jason seemed pretty happy. Maddie was also very skilled at giving blow jobs.
When he was done ejaculating Jason smiled at Maddie. "Thank you my dear that was magnificent."
Maddie smiled back at him. "Jason, it's always a pleasure to play with that big dick of yours."
He laughed. "I'd give you a kiss but I think Pussyboy is on his way over here to do the honors."
Bobby walked up to Maddie and bowed. "Mistress may I be allowed to clean you up?"
Maddie stood up and put her arms around Bobby. "Come here Sweetie."
Maddie gave Bobby a long passionate kiss on the mouth. When they broke apart Jason's cum was dripping from his lips.
Maddie went back over and sat down on the couch next to Jamal. April was sitting on the other side of him. They'd been sitting next to each other the entire time Maddie was sucking Jason's cock.
April grabbed Jamal's hand. "Come on baby. Watching Sandra and Maddie just got me very excited. I need a serious fucking."
Jamal laughed. "April, you've picked the right guy. There's a reason they call me Dr. Feelgood."
Maddie yelled at him. "Who calls you Dr. Feelgood?"
Jamal grinned. "Ignore the woman with the dark hair. She suffers from delusions."
Maddie laughed. "Dr. Feelgood? And you say I suffer from delusions?"
Jamal took his shorts and shirt off, sat down in an overstuffed chair, picked up April and lowered her onto his cock.
As they started fucking April turned to Maddie. "I don't know, he's a doctor and he sure is making me feel good right now."
Jamal yelled to Maddie. "Did you hear that?"
Maddie yelled back, "No I am too busy having delusions."
I looked up at Sandra. "Maddie and Jamal are falling in love aren't they?"
Sandra smiled. "It sure looks that way to me."
Jason walked over to Sandra and me. "Do you mind if I join the two of you."
Sandra patted the couch next to her. "Please sit down."
Jason smiled. "If you don't mind, I'm done being dominant for the night. I want to sit on the floor with my buddy." He smiled at me. "Stevie how about letting me have one of Sandra's legs to hug."
I laughed. "Have a seat and help yourself. Her legs are really quite huggable and if you're lucky she'll pat your head from time to time."
Sandra giggled. "Sissyboy are you being sarcastic?"
I rubbed my sore butt, "Absolutely not."
Sandra laughed. "Good because my arm is sore."
I hugged Sandra's leg. As I was hugging her I heard a loud moan from across the room. All three of us looked up.
Tony was fucking Brenda and Brenda was having a very vocal orgasm.
Gradually Brenda's orgasm subsided. When she regained her composure she started to smile. Tony was still fucking her.
Brenda looked around the room for her husband. As soon as she spotted him she wiggled her finger. "Pussyboy come here."
Bobby scurried over to his wife.
"Pussyboy Tony is cumming right now." She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. "Baby, feeling him shooting his stuff inside of me is such a wonderful sensation." She paused for a moment, she was obviously enjoying herself.
After a several seconds passed, Brenda smiled at Bobby. "Sweetheart, I think he is done now. I want you to get down on your knees. When Tony's cock starts to get soft it's going to slip out of me. When it does, a big glob of his cum is going to come out with it." She took another deep breath. "I want you to lick up all of that semen up when it pops out. Okay baby? Remember, try not to waste any."
We all watched. Bobby didn't lose a drop.
"Shit you are Dr. Feelgood!"
We all turned. April was bouncing up and down on Jamal's cock. Her back was arched and her eyes were closed. She was in the midst of a sexual frenzy.
Jamal picked her up, laid her on the chair on her hands and knees and started to fuck her from behind.
April went wild. She started screaming. "Give it to me! Give me that big black cock!"
As April screamed I looked over at Mark. He was watching the scene in front of him. His wife was bent over on a chair. A large group of people were watching her scream in ecstasy while another man was fucking her.
Mark tried to catch his wife's eye. April ignored him. She was overcome by lust. At that moment she was only able to react to the carnal sensations that were building in her body.
Jamal picked up the pace. His thrusts were fast and deep.
April's eyes were closed. She seemed to have fallen into a trance. She was so excited that she was having trouble catching her breath. She was panting like a long distance runner nearing the end of a race.
Suddenly she threw her head back and screamed as an orgasm exploded inside her.
Jamal kept fucking April as her body shook from the waves of pleasure that were rippling through her. Gradually she relaxed. Jamal still kept on fucking her, but the tension was gone now.
She looked over at Mark and winked at him.
Suddenly Jamal pulled his cock out of her cunt. April rolled over. Jamal aimed his huge organ at her mouth and started stroking himself. A large spurt of semen shot from the end of his cock and hit April's lips.
Jamal continued stoking his cock. He pumped out three more spurts of cum. He kept stroking his cock. The spurts turned into dribbles and gradually Jamal's penis started to get soft.
He leaned over and kissed April on the forehead. "Thank you, I enjoyed that."
She looked at him and giggled. "Not as much as I did."
Jamal went back over to Maddie and sat down. She kissed him on the lips and laughed. "I guess you are Dr. Feelgood."
Jamal kissed her back. "And you get me anytime you want me."
April looked at Mark and smiled. "Hi honey, come over here."
Mark walked over to his wife. She grinned and pulled him to her. "Lick Jamal's cum off of me."
Mark did as he was told. When he was done April pulled him onto her lap, put her arms around him and hugged him. As she held him she said, "Markie I love you so very very much."
I looked at the clock on the fireplace mantel. It was just after 11:00. We were all getting tired.
James, Dave and Rick walked up to us, "Sandra thank you for inviting us. It's getting late. We're heading home."
Sandra smiled at them. "Thanks for coming guys. I hope were sending you home happy."
All three of them laughed and said in unison, "We're very happy!"
Sandra, Jason and I all grinned.
Michael and Tony came over next. They already had their street clothes on.
Michael said, "Thanks guys. Were going to head out also. Will we see you next Thursday at Baxters?"
Sandra nodded. "We'll be there, thank you for coming."
They looked at me. "Congratulations Stevie you're marrying a wonderful woman." They both laughed. "Believe us, we know."
I smiled at them, "Thank you gentleman."
As soon they were gone Sandra shook her head. "Will the two of you please get up on the couch and sit with me."
Jason rubbed his back. "I thought you'd never ask. I'm getting too old for this sitting on the floor stuff."
Jason and I got up on the couch. We sat on each side of Sandra.
Julie and Ricky came out of our bedroom and walked over to us. Ricky was wearing the same blue shorts and sweatshirt that the studs had worn all evening. He was carrying three more pairs of shorts and three more sweatshirts. Julie was carrying three hot wet towels.
They walked up to us. Julie sat down next to me. "Hi baby, can I unlock you?"
I kissed her cheek. "I would love that." I stopped and looked at Sandra. "Mistress do I have your permission to be unlocked?"
Sandra hit my arm. "Stop it. You know the game is over." She paused, leaned over and kissed me hard on the lips. "Yes baby I want you to be unlocked. I want your cock to be free now."
She turned to Julie. "Jules unlock him and let me have the towel." She turned to Jason. "Honey there's some medicinal salve on the table next to our bed. Would you get it for me?"
Jason smiled and stood up. "Sandra I would be happy to get that for you."
As Jason walked to our bedroom Julie unlocked my cock cage and took it off. She handed Sandra one of the hot towels and got up and walked over to Brenda and Bobby.
Ricky tossed me a pair of shorts and a sweatshirt. "These are for you buddy."
I looked at my good friend and smiled. "Thanks Ricky."
He nodded and followed Julie.
Sandra started wiping my cock and balls with the hot towel. It felt really good.
Jason came back and handed Sandra a tube of salve. "Is this what you wanted?"
She smiled at him. "Yes, Thanks Jason." She turned to me. "Baby lay across my lap. Let me look at your butt."
When I was stretched out across her, Sandra inspected my rear. "Poor baby, I was pretty rough on you tonight. You have some pretty big welts back here."
I smiled as Sandra started to rub my ass with the hot towel. "It was worth it, it was really exciting when you were whipping me."
Sandra's breathing caught for a moment. "Baby it was so hot. I've never been that excited in my entire life." She started to rub the salve onto my ass. It felt good.
Jason turned to me. "Stevie I am going to make myself another scotch. While I'm up, I'll get drinks for everyone. What would you like?"
"A scotch would be great." I thought for a moment. "Jas if you look in the bar refrigerator you'll find a bottle of Dom Perignon champagne. Open it up and give a glass to each of the girls"
He smiled. "You're a class act Stevie." He turned to Jamal. "Come give me a hand will you."
Jamal stood up. "Sure Jason."
Jason and Jamal went to the bar. When Ricky had given both Bobby and Mark their sweatshirts and shorts he went over to give them a hand."
While Jason was opening the champagne, Jamal yelled at Bobby and Mark. "Is scotch okay for you guys or do you want something else?"
I called to Jamal. "There is a bottle of 18 year old Chivas on the shelf under the bar. Let's crack that open."
Jason and Jamal both started laughing. Jamal said, "I think we can do that Stevie."
Mark and Bobby were both getting cleaned up by their wives. They smiled. Bobby laughed, "I could force down some 18 year old chivas." Mark nodded. "I think I could to."
Maddie looked at me. "Stevie is the scotch only for the boys?"
I smiled. "Of course not Mad."
She turned to Jamal. "Baby, skip the champagne for me. I want some of that good scotch."
Ricky set a tray up with four champagne glasses. Jason popped the bottle of Dom Perignon open and poured. At the same time Jamal set up seven glasses on a tray and filled each of them with straight scotch.
When Ricky picked up the tray of champagne glasses, Jason stopped him. "Good buddy, go sit down by your lovely wife. Jamal and I are going to serve the drinks to you."
Ricky smiled at Jason and sat down next to Julie. She put her arm around him and hugged him.
Jamal picked up the tray of scotch.
Jason stopped him. "If it is okay with you Jamal, I'd like to serve my friends their drinks."
Jamal smiled at him. "Jason they're my friends to; we're going to have to share this duty." He handed him the tray. "You can do this round, I'll do the next one."
Jason smiled as he took the tray from Jamal. "That sounds like a good plan to me."
The two studs served the drinks. It was a nice gesture. Jason and Jamal were good friends.
When Sandra was finished rubbing the salve onto my sore butt I slipped the shorts and sweatshirt on and sat next to her.
As relaxed, I realized that I was grateful for the sweatshirt and shorts. It was the beginning of October. It was late at night and it was chilly. It dawned on me that all of our girls were still naked. They had to be cold.
I got up.
Sandra looked at me. "Where are you going baby?"
"I am going to get you something to keep you warm."
Sandra smiled. "That would be really nice, Why don't you bring out some terry cloth robes."
I nodded. "Sweetheart you're reading my mind."
I went to our bedroom. We spend a lot of time naked at our house. Because of that, Julie and Sandra have put together a wonderful collection of very soft and thick terry cloth robes.
I grabbed five of them and went back into the living room.
"Stevie this champagne is wonderful." It was April. All of the girls except Maddie had a glass in their hands. Maddie was sipping a glass of straight scotch.
I tossed each of the girls a robe. Julie smiled. "Thanks Stevie I was cold."
Brenda stood up. After she put her robe on, she held up her glass of champagne. "I wish to propose a toast to the marriage of Sandra and Stevie. May they always be happy as slave and mistress."
Everyone stood, held up their glasses and said, "To Sandra and Stevie."
Julie stood and held her glass up; "To my friends the future Mrs. and Mr. Sandra Monroe."
Everyone held up their glasses and cheered.
Jason looked at me. "Is that really going to be your name?"
I nodded. "I guess so, no one ever asked me."
We sat and drank and talked for a little while. Finally Brenda yawned and said, "Bobby its time for us to go home."
Everyone else agreed that it was late. They all quickly got dressed and left.
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Jason was the last one to leave.
As Sandra and I were walking him to the door I said, "Jason, why don't you spend the night?"
He stopped, thought for a moment and shook his head. "No, I'm sure that Evelyn is already worried about me. I can't stay out all night."
"I'll call her and tell her that you're too drunk to drive. I'll say you're passed out on our couch and I'll promise to get you home safely in the morning."
He considered what I said. After a moment he nodded. "That would work."
I smiled. "You said you wanted to sleep with us. This is your chance."
Sandra tugged on my sweatshirt. "Baby this is your time. This is always when I make love to you. You don't want a stud here now."
I kissed Sandra. "Thank you sweetheart." I hugged her. "We have our whole life to make love. This is a chance for Jason to realize a little fantasy he has. He won't have many chances to do this."
I reached into her robe and rubbed her pussy. "I'll bet that both you and Jules would love another taste of Jason's big cock." I whispered to her. "It would also mean you could have a wakeup fuck in the morning. you know how much you like that."
Sandra put her arms around my waist. "I would like all of that, but I don't want to cheat you out of your time."
I hugged her. "Don't worry Sandra, I'm sure that Ricky and I can find a way to have some fun with this." I paused. "Maybe we can play some more domination games."
Sandra looked at me. "Aren't you too tired?"
"No and we don't have to get up early tomorrow morning."
I reached back into her robe and started rubbing her pussy again. She was already getting wet.
I opened Sandra's robe, grabbed Jason's hand and put it between Sandra's legs.
"Master Jason why don't you play with my bride's pussy while I make the necessary arrangements for you to spend the night."
They both grinned at me.
I walked back into the living room. Julie was seated in an easy chair. Ricky was on his knees in front of her kissing and licking her feet.
"Do either of you mind if Jason sleeps with us tonight?"
They both looked up at me.
I smiled at Ricky. "I'll bet that he'd be willing to cum on Julie's toes."
They both looked at each other and nodded.
Julie smiled at me. "Sure Stevie it's fine with us." She paused. "Stevie do you really think he'd be willing to cum on my feet?"
"I am sure he'd be more than happy to do it."
Julie leaned over and kissed her husband. "Ricky you'd really like to lick a studs cum off of my feet wouldn't you?"
Ricky looked at Julie. He didn't say anything, he just nodded and grinned.
Jason and Sandra came into the room. Sandra's robe was wide open. Jason was fondling her breasts as they walked.
I turned to them. "Jas when you cum tonight would you do it on Julie's toes."
Jason looked at Ricky. "Would you like that Ricky?"
Ricky nodded, "Yes, very much."
Jason grinned at him. "Ricky I'd love to do it. You should have said something earlier. I would have been doing it all evening for you."
Julie smiled at Jason. "I'll try to find a way to properly thank you tonight."
Jason laughed. "You know that little thing you do where you just suck on the head of a guys cock while you lick the little spot underneath?"
Julie laughed. "I know that little thing very well. Do you like that?"
He nodded. "Yes very much."
Julie stood up.
I held up my hand. "We have one little detail to take care of first. I have to call Evelyn."
I went to the telephone and dialed Jason's number. As I dialed I noticed it was midnight.
The telephone only rang three times. Jason was right, his wife was up."
"Hello?"
"Hi Evelyn this is Stevie Wagner. I'm sorry I'm calling so late."
"Stevie is everything okay. Is Jason all right?"
"Yes Evelyn he's fine. Actually the problem is he's a little too fine. He's had a little too much scotch tonight. Right now he's passed out on my couch."
"Stevie can he just sleep at your house? I worry so much about him driving when he's drunk."
"That's why I am calling you Evelyn. I agree, I think that it's better if he sleeps here tonight. I'll get him home in the morning."
"Thank you Stevie, you're a good friend." She paused. "Stevie, Jason really likes you. Most people just want to be around my husband because of his successful law practice. He says you're the first man that he's met in years that just likes him because of who he is." She paused again. "Thank you Stevie. I think that Jason really enjoys having a close friend."
"Evelyn the feeling is mutual. Jason is a close friend."
"Stevie I hope you don't mind that I am not coming to your wedding. I just hate going places where I don't know anyone."
I laughed. "Evelyn, I understand. I don't like doing that either. Maybe the four of us can get together some evening for dinner. That would be a nice way for us to get acquainted."
"I would like that Stevie. Maybe we could go to that place that Jason likes so much. What is it called?" She thought for a moment. "Baxter's, yes that's it, it's called Baxter's. Do you know the place?"
"Yes I know the place. I'll talk to Jason about it. Listen Evelyn it's late. You should go to bed. I'll throw a blanket on Jason. He'll be just fine on my couch tonight."
"Thank you Stevie. I can got to bed and sleep soundly now. Congratulate your bride for me okay?"
"I will Evelyn, Goodnight."
"Goodnight Stevie."
We both hung up.
I turned to Jason. "It looks like were meeting you and your wife for dinner at Baxter's."
Jason laughed. "No Stevie we'll be dining at the Kensington Grill. You can write that in stone."
I hung up the telephone and turned to everyone. "Let's go into the bedroom, it's playtime."
As soon as we were all in the bedroom Julie turned to Ricky and me. "Wimps, get those fucking shirts and shorts off. You have absolutely no business wearing men's clothing in front of our stud."
She turned to Jason and started to rub his chest. "Baby please forgive our husbands. They sometimes forget their place when they're in front of a real man."
Jason opened Julie's robe and fondled her large breasts. "That's okay sweetheart, your slaves mean nothing to me."
I turned to Ricky and winked at him. He winked back at me. Our wives and our friend were well aware that this was our time. They were going out of their way to play out a memorable scene for us.
Sandra walked up behind Jason and put her arms around his waist. She unzipped his pants and took his cock out.
She looked at Ricky and me as she started stroking him. "Wimps, look at this beautiful cock. This is a man's cock."
Julie smirked. "Now look down at those pathetic little worms that the two of you call penises. You look like little boys compared to our stud."
Julie walked over and picked up her riding crop.
Sandra looked at me. "Sissyboy go to the living room and fetch my whip."
I started to walk out of the room.
"Stop!"
I turned.
"Who the fuck told you that you could walk around like a man. Get down on your knees and crawl. When you bring me my whip I want to see you carrying it in your teeth."
I crawled into the living room and got Sandra's riding crop. When I crawled back into the bedroom Jason was sitting on the bed. Ricky was on his knees in front of him. Sandra and Julie were on each side of Jason."
Julie was giving orders to her husband. "Beg Master Jason to let me suck his cock."
Ricky hesitated. Julie picked him up by his hair and gave him a hard swat across the butt with her whip."
She let him go. "Beg him Footboy."
Ricky fell to his knees. "Master Jason I beg you to allow my Mistress to suck your cock."
Jason smiled at Ricky. "Very well Footboy, but someone needs to undress me first. Why don't you ask your wife to do it."
Ricky turned to Julie. "Mistress will you please undress Master Jason."
Julie stared into Ricky's eyes. She was very good at playing domination games. "I will Footboy, but do you really want your wife undressing other men?"
Ricky submissively bowed to Julie. "Yes Mistress, I do."
Julie raised her eyebrows. "Tell me why Footboy."
"Because it pleases you Mistress."
Julie patted Ricky on the head. "Yes it does."
Julie quickly undressed Jason and neatly laid his clothes on the bed.
I crawled up to Sandra with her whip in my mouth. Now it was my turn to be patted on the head. "Very good Sissyboy."
Sandra took her whip from me. She set it on the bed and leaned over and kissed my cheek. "Are you enjoying this Stevie?"
I nodded. "Yes, very much."
Julie leaned over and kissed Ricky. "How about you baby? Are you having fun?"
Ricky looked up at his wife and smiled. "Julie, I'm having the time of my life."
Julie turned to Jason. "How are you doing with this?'
Jason smiled. "I always enjoy myself when I'm with the four of you."
Sandra grinned at everyone, "Let's keep playing."
She stared at me. "Speedy take Master Jason's clothes to the closet and hang them up."
I picked up Jason's clothes. I had both his trousers and sport coat in my hands. I was worried that if I tried to crawl to the closet I'd wrinkle them. This wasn't a dominant submissive thing; Jason was my friend, I didn't want to mess up his nice clothes.
I turned to Sandra. "Mistress may I have permission to stand so that I can safely bring Master Jason's clothes to the closet and hang them up?"
Sandra immediately grasped my concern. "Yes Sissyboy you have my permission to stand for that chore, but as soon as you're done I want you back on your knees. There's a man in the room. You must remember your place as a slave at all times."
When I was done hanging up Jason's clothes I got down on my knees and crawled back to Sandra.
Jason was lying on his back in the middle of our bed like a king in his castle. His head was propped up by several pillows. His huge cock was sticking straight up in the air. It looked like an obscene tower of lust.
Julie was on her knees next to Jason.
She looked at Ricky. "Wimp, get behind me and lick my asshole while I suck this beautiful studs cock." As Julie slid herself between Jason's legs, Ricky got behind her and buried his face between her ass cheeks.
Julie got right up next to Jason's huge erection, kissed it and started laughing. "Sandra I can never get used to how fucking huge this thing is."
Sandra smiled. "It really is one of the great wonders of the world isn't it Jules."
All of us started giggling.
Julie looked at Ricky and me. "Do you think the two of you could adopt the appropriate demeanor? You're making it very difficult for Sandra and me to properly humiliate you."
I turned to my buddy Ricky. "Dr. Norman, you're an excellent teacher. Your mistress has become a very eloquent speaker."
Ricky nodded to me. "Thank you Speedman, that was a very kind observation."
Sandra looked at Ricky. "Speedman?"
"Yes, it's the formal form of Speedy."
Both Sandra and Julie broke into laughter.
Jason shook his head. "I was on the verge of getting a really good blow job."
I turned to Ricky. "Our friend would like us to be serious."
Sandra put her arms around me and giggled. "Speedman, I would like to point out that if you and your professorial sidekick would be willing to focus on the current task, we could all have some serious fun."
I looked at Ricky. "Senor Foot Fancier..."
Julie jumped up. "Senor Foot Fancier? You guys have completely lost it..."
Ricky looked at Julie and spoke in a very deep voice. "Yes my dear it is true, while you have known me only as the meek and mild Ricky, I am in fact the notorious Senor Foot Fancier."
Julie buried her hands in her face. "Sandra why did you let me get married?"
Sandra started laughing. "Because you had a chance to marry every woman's secret heart throb, the notorious Senor Foot Fancier."
Jason shook his head. "If I'd gone home, Evelyn would be making me a grilled cheese sandwich right now."
I grabbed my buddy. "Senor FF, let's focus for a few minutes. "
Sandra grabbed me and pushed down on the bed. "Mr. Speedman lie down. I'm going to sit on your face and you're going to lick my ass."
I winked at Ricky. "Senor FF, listen to the women; they have some very creative ideas."
I lay back on the bed. Sandra climbed on top of me and sat down on my face.
At the same time Julie slipped back between Jason's legs, grasped his huge cock and kissed the head. She giggled as she was doing this. "Senor FF, kiss my toes while I lick this magnificent penis."
Ricky lay at his wife's feet and reverently kissed and licked her toes.
As Julie was putting the head of Jason's huge cock in her mouth she laughed. "Senor FF really is a super hero."
All of us quieted down and let Julie work her magic.
She started by licking the head of Jason's mammoth erection. At the same time, she stroked his shaft. As Julie worked on him, Jason became increasingly aroused.
When Julie felt that Jason was reaching a nice level of sexual excitement, she slipped the head of his cock into her mouth and started to tongue flick the sensitive spot directly under the tip of his penis.
This was the blowjob that Jason had requested. This was the blowjob that Julie was famous for at Baxter's.
Julie worked on Jason's cock. He steadily became more and more excited. Suddenly he reached down and stopped her. "Honey it's time. You lie back on the bed and hold your feet out. I'll stand next to you.
Julie rolled over on her back and held her feet up. Jason stood up next to her and started stroking his cock. He reached down with his spare hand and pulled Ricky up onto the bed. "Senor FF, get right up here next to your wife's feet."
Ricky face was right next to Julie's feet when the first spurt of semen hit her toes and instep.
As Jason pumped semen onto Julie's feet he grinned. "Senor FF, kiss your wife's toes while I finish ejaculating on them." He smiled. "It's okay, I'll make sure we don't touch each other."
Sandra rolled off of my face. We lay together and hugged while we watched Jason fulfill Ricky's fantasy.
Jason shot three nice spurts of semen onto Julie's feet. After that, he kept stroking his cock. A steady stream of cum continued oozing out of the head. Jason made sure that all of it fell on Julie's feet.
When his penis finally started to get soft he sat down on the edge of the bed next to us. Sandra sat up, put her arms around his neck and kissed him. "Jason honey thank you, that was a really nice thing to do."
We all turned our attention to Julie and Ricky.
Using a very assertive voice Julie quietly said, "Footboy, my lover made a mess on my feet. Clean it up!"
Ricky grinned at Julie, closed his eyes and carefully licked every bit of Jason's semen off of his wife's feet.
As soon as Ricky was finished cleaning her feet, Julie sat up and hugged Jason. "Thank you, my baby and I both enjoyed that." She paused for a moment and then kissed Jason on the forehead. "Honey you've become a very important person in our lives."
Jason smiled at Julie. "I really like both of you. I want..." He stopped and closed his eyes. After a moment he shook his head. "No that's not what I want to say."
We all looked at him.
He stared at the floor. After a moment he took a deep breath. "I'm not sure I'll ever understand how my relationship with the four of you got to where it is now."
Sandra looked at him. "What do you mean baby?"
Jason grinned at Sandra. "Obviously it started out with you and me being lovers, but that's changed."
He stared at Julie and Sandra. "I love having sex with the two of you, I hope we keep doing it forever." He took another deep breath. "But if tomorrow you told me we could never have sex again I would still want to come to this house every day."
He shook his head. "The four of you are the best friends I've ever had." He stared at the floor. "I cancelled two appointments so I could get here this afternoon before the party started. I didn't come over early looking for sex, I came over early because I wanted to be with you guys."
He looked up. "Julie, earlier you asked me if was enjoying myself." He laughed. "I have the exact same answer as my buddy Ricky. Julie I'm having the time of my life. I'll always play any games you guys ask me to play."
He leaned forward. "You four are the most sexually liberated, creative and secure human beings I've ever met." He smiled at Sandra and Julie. "You two have this amazing ability to be incredibly cruel to your two boys without ever hurting them."
He looked at me. "Stevie when Sandra was whipping you this afternoon she was about to stop and then you started begging her not to hit you anymore. I know your code. You were really giving her permission to keep going.
I grinned at him. "You caught me."
"Yes and it just makes me like you even more."
He stopped to think for a moment and then he said, "I have to say this. It's very important to me."
He looked at Ricky and me. "I want the two of you know that you don't ever have to worry about me trying to steal your wives."
There was a twinkle in his eye. "Evelyn really is the love of my life." He shrugged. "But she's kind of the opposite of Sandra and Julie. She has a very low sex drive. As you have observed, I have a very powerful sex drive. "
He stared at the floor. "That almost tore our marriage apart. I tried being faithful, but I couldn't endure the frustration. I was actually considering asking Evelyn for a divorce when I heard about Baxter's. I felt guilty about it, but I finally decided that an occasional trip to Baxter's was the only way to save our marriage.'
He sighed. "Sometimes I still feel guilty about it, but I have always been very discreet. I work very hard to avoid throwing my infidelity in Evelyn's face."
Jason got very quiet. "Before I met you, my life was extremely mundane. I worked hard at my law practice, I had nice suburban home life and when I wanted some sex I went to Baxter's"
He looked at the four of us. "And then it got very exciting. I met Sandra. Right after I met Sandra, I got to know Julie and Stevie
Jason smiled. "Sometime during all of this I realized that I'd fallen madly in love with all four of you." He looked at us. "Please don't misunderstand that statement. I'm not gay. I'm not talking about sexual love here."
Sandra kissed his cheek. "Don't worry baby, we understand. I'm pretty sure I can speak for all four of us when I say we love you to."
Julie, Ricky and I all nodded.
"For some reason you two guys and Mark and Bobby have chosen to let your women sleep with other men. I can't say that I fully understand that, but I am not sure I need to. It's clear that your love for your women and your women's love for you is not in the least bit diminished by it. I actually envy you guys because you live a life totally free of jealousy."
I shook my head. "No Jason we get jealous and envious. I'm incredibly envious every time I see the pleasure that Sandra gets from sucking your huge cock."
Sandra grabbed my arm. "Baby you should never be jealous. I like Jason. He's become a very close friend for both of us." She thought for a moment. "Maybe I'm even starting to love him, but that's the same kind of love I already feel for Ricky and Julie. My love for you is very special. I will always love you more than any other person in the world." She laughed. "It's the reason I can be so mean to you. When I'm humiliating you or hurting you with my whip I am very aware that you are the one man I truly love. I would never dream of really hurting you or doing anything to you that you didn't want me to do."



She smiled. "I won't whip Ricky. Julie has to whip Ricky. I love Ricky but not like I love you."
I squeezed Sandra's hand. "Thanks Baby. I know how much you love me and you know I love you to." I paused. "Still I can be jealous and envious when I watch you with Jason or any other man. I wish that I had the equipment to give you the pleasure that you're getting from him." I smiled. "But that's central to the whole cuckolding concept for Ricky and me. We're both submissive masochists. We enjoy being whipped, we get excited when you humiliate us and we savor those painful pangs of jealousy we feel when we see you in the arms of other men."
"You and Julie are dominant sadists. You love us, but you also love hurting us." I laughed. "Luckily we like being hurt so it works."
Ricky nodded. "It's pretty complicated, but I think Stevie is right." He paused. "What I am not sure I understand is how Jason fits into the puzzle." He stopped and looked at Jason. "Please don't misunderstand me. I know that you do fit into the puzzle. I appreciate the fact that you are becoming much more than a stud to us. I know that part of it is that we're becoming very close friends." He looked at Jason. "But there is more to it that that. I am very glad that you're sharing our bed tonight." He held up his hand. "Please that didn't sound right. That wasn't meant as a sexually oriented comment."
Jason smiled. "Don't worry Ricky I understand. Believe me I am more excited about sharing your bed than any of you are. We've already had wonderful sex. I kind of suspect that you and Stevie are still in for a little more. No it's the intimacy that I am looking forward to."
He thought for a moment. "That's maybe how I fit into the puzzle. I long for intimacy. The four of you have it. When Julie or Sandra give a guy at Baxter's a blow job it's not an intimate act. When Julie and I worked in tandem so that you could lick my cum off of her feet I think that was an intimate act. We created something because we both love you and we wanted you to enjoy it."
He thought for a moment. "For some reason the four of you have chosen to include me in your games." He looked at Ricky. "You're not the only one who's confused about how I fit in." He smiled. "Maybe I'm the resident stud. I understand your games and I know the rules. I can participate in the humiliation and domination and do it in a tender and loving manner. Ricky I can cum on your wife's feet for you. Stevie I can tease you about getting Sandra pregnant even though we both know it would never happen. When we're done we still get to respect and love each other as men and women."
He shrugged. "I suppose the next question is what do I get out of your games? Two things for sure, intimacy and love." He laughed. "And I also get blow jobs. I love blowjobs. Stevie I love blowjobs just as much as you love licking Sandra's ass and Ricky loves kissing Julie's feet. I don't care if I never get to fuck another woman for as long as I live, just let me have blowjobs." He grinned. "You two guys happen to be married to two women who are absolute artists at giving them."
Sandra smiled at Jason. "How are you at watching them. Julie and I always finish our sex games by giving our boys a blow job." She smiled. "It's time."
Jason winked at her. "I guess I'll just have to lie back and be a voyeur for a little while.
Sandra and Julie gave Ricky and me our blowjobs. We loved getting them. Sandra and Julie loved giving them. Jason even seemed to enjoy watching them.
When we were done I got up to get extra blankets. When I returned I grinned at him. "You get to sleep in the middle. Ricky and I usually alternate. Tonight It's my turn and I am giving it to you."
Jason looked at all of us. "I don't understand."
Julie laughed. "Jason you get to sleep in between Sandra and me tonight."
Jason's face lit up. "Now I understand."
Everyone got into bed. I spread out the extra blankets and made sure everyone had plenty of covers. When I was positive everyone was comfortable I crawled under the covers and cuddled up to Sandra.
We all went to sleep in a big ball of naked bodies and blankets.
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The next morning Ricky and I rose early. I was making breakfast and Ricky was cleaning up after the party when we heard noises coming from the bedroom. We listened for a minute. We both smiled as we recognized the familiar sound of our girls having sex.
We walked over to the open bedroom door. Julie was on the bed on her knees. Jason was fucking her doggie style. Sandra was lying on her back in front of Julie. Julie was eating Sandra's pussy.
Ricky and I smiled at each other. Our girls were creative.
I laughed. "Ricky, we need to keep Jason around here. Sandra and Julie are going to have much better dispositions in the morning if they keep starting their day like this."
Ricky shook his head. "Don't ever let them hear that we think there might be something wrong with their dispositions in the morning."
I smiled at him. "You're right, my mistake."
We went back to our chores. The sounds from the bedroom got louder. We both laughed. The girls were having orgasms.
It suddenly got silent. We looked at each other. I said, "It sounds to me like they're done. I guess we had better pour some coffee and bring it into the bedroom."
As we were pouring three cups of coffee we heard Sandra's and Julie's voices. "Calling Senor FF, you have an important mission. Ricky come in here we need you."
Ricky looked at me and shrugged. "What now?"
"I think you'd better go find out."
I followed Ricky into the bedroom. When I walked in I started laughing. Sandra was lying on the end of the bed naked. She was holding her feet up. Jason's semen was dripping from her toes. Julie was lying on the bed next to her. Jason was holding her feet and ejaculating the last of his semen onto her toes.
Sandra was giggling. "Hi Ricky it's cleanup time."
I patted my friend on the back.. "You realize that you've created a monster."
Ricky grinned at me. "Yes isn't life wonderful."
Julie wiggled her finger at her husband. "Come here sweetheart. We have breakfast for you. Do Sandra's cute little toes first; you get to finish with my toes."
Ricky got on his knees in front of Sandra, closed his eyes and started his morning cleanup chore.
While he was working; I walked over to the linen closet, grabbed a clean towel for Jason and tossed it to him. "Unless you want to wait around while we give our girls their baths, I suggest you get into the shower right now."
Jason stared at me. After a moment he started laughing. "Give your girls their baths?" He shook his head. "Damn you guys know how to have fun around here."
I nodded. "Yes Jason, we do; we most certainly do."
Jason grabbed a quick shower. I brought him a cup of coffee while he was dressing.
"Do you want breakfast before you go?"
"No I'd better get home to Evelyn. She'll have a very nice breakfast waiting for me."
Sandra and Julie threw on robes and all four of us walked Jason to his car.
As he was getting in he smiled at all of us. "Thank you, I really enjoyed last night. The four of you are very good friends."
Julie kissed him on the cheek and giggled "You slept in our bed last night. You can be part of our family now."
Sandra walked up and took her turn kissing him. "Jason, the bed is just big enough for five; please come and spend the night with us again."
Jason grinned at us as he got into his car. "That's something I'm always going to look forward to doing."
Jason backed out of the driveway and drove down the street. When his car disappeared around the corner we turned to go into the house. As we turned Sandra stopped. "Hey Stevie, the house next door has a for sale sign on it."
She grabbed my arm. "We could afford to buy it couldn't we?"
I nodded. "I imagine we could do it quite easily."
Julie grabbed Sandra's hand. "Let's go call Brenda right now. Maybe they can come over and look at it this morning."
The girls ran into the house.
As we walked back into the house I smiled at Ricky. "Life just keeps getting more and more interesting."
Ricky laughed. "Yes, it really is wonderful."
Julie was already on the telephone when Ricky and I walked into the house.
"Hi Bren it's Jules. Honey guess what'"
"No now just listen; the house next door just went up for sale."
"Yes that's right the big brick one. Stevie said we can buy it."
I looked at Ricky. He winked at me. "That's my girl."
I nodded. "Yeah I love her to." We went back to listening to the telephone call.
"No honey not for Ricky and me. We don't want to move, we love living with Sandra and Stevie. It would be for you guys silly."
"Yes I'm serious."
"Oh you know Stevie and Bobby; they can make any financial deal work."
Ricky looked at me. "You did know you were superman didn't you."
I held my finger up to my lips. "Shhhhh, let's listen to the rest of Julie's plan.
"When can you come over and look at it?"
"Yes I know that both of you have the day off; how about Maddie and April?"
"Oh honey this is a really big house; there's plenty of room for everybody."
I looked at Ricky. "It sounds to me like were putting together a little cuckold commune."
He smiled. "Let's keep listening; this is getting better by the minute.
"We already have a good realtor. Yes silly, you do know him. Honey he fucked you on our patio last June."
"Yes that's right Barry. Brenda how many other guys have you fucked on our patio?"
"Well yes now that you mention it I guess there have been quite a few."
"Of course he's a good realtor; he found us our house didn't he?"
"Okay, I'll call him. You guys could come over anytime this morning or early afternoon right?'
"Yes that's right the dinner at the Kensington Grill isn't until 7:00."
"You go talk to Bobby; I'll call Barry right now."
Sandra walked over to me and put her arm around my waist. "Stevie, are we moving too quickly on this?"
I smiled at Sandra. "No sweetheart if the house is in good condition and it's priced reasonably, I'm sure that Bobby and I can find a way to make it work."
Sandra kissed me. "You know you really are superman."
While Sandra was kissing me we heard Julie on the telephone.
"Hi Barry, it's Julie Gordon.
"No hon we're not having another party."
"Yes we'll be sure to remember you if we do."
"Barry, the house next door to us just went up for sale. We're interested in looking at it."
"No were not going to sell our current house, we want to buy this one for some friends."
"Yes you do know them they're Brenda, Maddie and April."
"Yes Barry they were all at the party."
"Yes I am sure you did."
"Who's the realtor?" I don't know."
"On the sign? Just a minute."
Julie covered the telephone and looked at Ricky. "Ricky honey run out and get the name of the realtor from the for sale sign."
Ricky nodded, grabbed a pen and pad of paper and ran out the door.
"Barry, Ricky just went out to look."
"Ricky is my husband. Yes I got married since you last talked to me."
Julie laughed. "That's not the way I would have put it, but yes he's also a cuckold wimp."
"Yes honey you and I can still get together and fuck."
Ricky walked back in the front door.
"Barry, Ricky is back."
Ricky handed Julie the pad of paper.
"Barry the company is Gorman Realty. The realtor is Gerald Rainey."
"Oh you know him, that's good."
"You already have his telephone number?"
"Will you call us right back?"
"Thanks Barry, were really excited about this."
Julie hung up the telephone. "Barry is going to see if he can show us the house this morning."
Ricky walked over and hugged Julie. "Baby, maybe you should have talked to Stevie a little more before you started making telephone calls."
Julie looked at me. Suddenly she looked crushed. "Oh Stevie, I'm sorry. I guess I got kind of carried away. Please forgive me."
I walked over and hugged her. "Hey its okay. We can go look at the house without making any commitment." I kissed her. "Jules honey your enthusiasm is one of the things about you that I love. I don't ever want you to change that. I could have stopped you if I was concerned." I laughed. "I think that this might actually be a pretty good idea."
Julie looked at me. "Really?"
I kissed her. "Yes Really."
Sandra came over to Julie and me. "Stevie it really would be fun to have the rest of the gang living next door to us."
I put my arms around both Sandra and Julie. I hugged both of them and said, "I agree. It would be very nice if we can pull it off."
Ricky yelled. "Hey I want in on this hug."
Julie reached out to him. "Come on baby doll, I have a place for you right here."
Julie opened her robe and pulled Ricky into her naked body. As his wife rubbed her large breasts against his face Ricky looked at me and winked."
I turned to Sandra. "How about some of that for me."
She laughed, opened her robe and pulled me to her. I purred like a cat as I rubbed my face against her small breasts."
The telephone rang. Sandra and I both said, "Julie you have to answer it."
Julie picked up the telephone.
"Hello? Hi Barry."
"11:30, okay that gives us 90 minutes. I'll call our friends right now. Thank you honey, we'll be there." She paused. "Barry maybe we can play a little bit this afternoon, would you like that?"
"Good so would I."
"Okay we will see you at 11:30."
Julie hung up. She looked at us. "Barry will be at the house at 11:30. I'm going to call Brenda."
Julie dialed the telephone.
"Brenda we can look at the house at 11:30."
"You and Bobby will be there? Good. Maddie's coming to. That's wonderful. Yes I'm excited to. Come to our house first okay? Great Bren, we'll see you at 11:30."
Julie hung up.
As soon as she hung up she grabbed Ricky. "Baby that little stunt inside my robe got me feeling kind of frisky. I think it's time for you to eat a little pussy."
She pulled Ricky to the bedroom. When she got to the bedroom door she turned to Sandra and me. "Are you guys going to join us?"
Sandra kissed me. "Want to eat my pussy?"
I laughed, "I thought you'd never ask."
Sandra grabbed my hand. "Come on Speedman my clit needs some serious attention."
Brenda, Bobby and Maddie got to our house at 10:45. Julie was already bathed and dressed. Sandra was just stepping out of the tub.
I threw a towel around her and dried her off while Ricky got coffee for our friends.
As I dressed Sandra, we could hear the conversation from the other room.
"I called April. She's at school."
It was Brenda. I knew that April was a high school English teacher. Her schedule was the least flexible.
"She was very excited. She called Mark. He's coming over as quickly as he can."
Mark was a loan officer at a local bank. Between Bobby's skill as an accountant, Mark's knowledge of the lending industry and my financial reserves, I was confident that we could easily work this deal out if we wanted to.
"I called Jamal. There's no way that he is going to get away from the hospital. He was just going into surgery, but he's also very excited."
Sandra and I were just walking into the room. It was Maddie.
She looked at us and smiled. "Hi guys; guess what. When we got home last night Jamal asked me to marry him."
Julie screamed, threw her arms around Maddie and hugged her. "Oh Yessss!"
Sandra looked at Maddie. "What did you say?"
Maddie laughed. "I thought about it for maybe one second and said yes."
I looked at Maddie. "Congratulations sweetheart."
Maddie hugged me. "Thank you Stevie. I'm really happy about this."
Sandra looked at her. "I guess you'll never get to have a cuck."
Maddie shrugged. "I know, but I love Jamal. We'll have a wide open marriage. Both of us will still get to fuck a lot." She laughed. "Maybe you'll let me borrow Stevie from time to time."
Everyone laughed. Brenda kissed Maddie on the cheek. "You and Jamal are wonderful together. We have plenty of slaves for the group. You need to marry the man you love. That's what we did."
Maddie smiled. "I really do love him. He's all I think about anymore."
Sandra grinned. "Maddie you'd better marry him."
Julie was at the window. "Hey guys, Barry's here. Let's go see if this house is big enough for six people."
As we walked across our front yard Sandra and I looked at the house. We'd lived next door to it for an entire year. Neither of us had ever paid much attention to it. Now we looked at it from a new perspective.
It was a huge two story brick colonial house.
Sandra was walking with her arm around my waist. "Honey this house is a lot bigger than ours."
I nodded. "It might just be big enough to work."
Barry was waiting at the front door. Julie walked up to him and kissed his cheek. "Hi Barry, you remember everyone don't you."
He smiled and waved to all of us. "Of course I do. I really had a lot of fun with you guys that day last summer."
He turned to Ricky. "I don't believe I've ever met you."
Julie put Her arm around Ricky. "This is Ricky; he's my baby."
Ricky put out his hand. "Hi it's nice to meet you Barry."
Barry shook Ricky's hand. "It's nice to meet you Ricky."
Mark drove up while Ricky and Barry were shaking hands. He parked his car in our driveway. As he walked over he looked at the house and said, "This place is huge."
Bobby, Ricky and I walked over to meet him. Everyone else went into the house. The four of us stopped in the front yard to talk for a moment.
I looked at all of them. "I suppose the first question is do you guys want to live together."
Mark laughed. "No Stevie the first question is do our wives want to live together." He smiled. "As far as my wife is concerned, that's a big yes."
Bobby shook his head. "On the way over here, Brenda and Maddie were already talking about buying new furniture."
I nodded. "We may already be beyond the question of if. It looks like the only thing the three of us are going to have to address is how."
As we walked into the house, Bobby said, "Stevie I keep track of your books. Right now you could spend $3,000,000 and not even know it."
"Okay, what do we have to do to make it a sound financial deal?"
Mark said, "Lets look at the house."
We walked into an enormous formal living room with dark oak paneling. To the left was a library. to our right was a set of patio doors. We looked outside.
Mark whistled. "That pool is bigger than yours Stevie."
Bobby smiled. "If we took down the fence between the patio's, we would have an amazing outdoor area."
We walked straight ahead and entered the formal dining room. In the center was a dining room table large enough to seat 20 people.
As we walked into the kitchen I looked at the others. "This is pretty amazing."
We found Sandra in the kitchen. "Hey sweetheart where's Barry?"
"He's upstairs with Brenda, Julie and Maddie."
"Are they still looking at the house or is he getting a 3 way blow job."
Sandra punched my arm. "They're looking at the house wise guy."
I turned to the guys. "Lets go upstairs and find Barry." I grabbed Sandra's hand. As we walked up the stairs I asked, "What do you think?"
Sandra looked at me. "Stevie this house is a mansion. How can we even dream of being able to afford this?"
I smiled at her. "Lets find out how much it's going to cost."
We found Barry and the women walking through the bedrooms.
Julie ran up to me. "Stevie this house is beautiful. All of us are in love with it. Can we buy it?"
Ricky put his arm around his wife. "Slow down Julie. We have to find out how much it costs."
Julie hugged her husband. "Sorry sweetheart. You know how easily I get carried away."
We walked through the upstairs. There were five bedrooms. Each of them had a full private bathroom.
I looked at Bobby. "It certainly seems to meet our needs." I paused. "I guess it's time to ask the key question." I turned to Barry. "How much are they asking?"
"$2,625,000."
Mark asked. "How solid is that price?"
Barry shook his head. "I got the impression that the owners would like to sell."
Mark looked at him. "You're saying that you think they might be willing to come down."
"I certainly think you should try to get them to come down. It's definitely a buyers market right now."
I looked at everyone. "Let's go back to our house so we can talk."
When we got back to our house I started a pot of coffee while Ricky got everyone seated around the dining room table.
Once the coffee was brewing I walked into the dining room and sat down. I looked at everyone. "Okay let's hear some comments."
Brenda spoke first. "Stevie that house is magnificent. We love it."
I looked at her. "Do you want to live with Maddie and April?"
She smiled at me. "In a house that big? Yes, it would be wonderful." She paused. "Stevie the key is that there's enough room for all of us."
I turned to Maddie. She grinned. "Stevie I would love to live in that house."
"How about Jamal?"
"Honey if Sandra wanted to live under a bridge what would you do?"
I laughed. "I get your point. I'd be out looking for bridges."
Maddie nodded. "As a surgical resident, Jamal's life is hell right now. That house is the perfect home for him. It's big enough so we can be by ourselves when he gets time off, but he can be at the hospital for days and know that I'm never alone." She smiled. "My baby is really worried about that. He'll love this house."
I looked at Mark. He was on his cell phone. He was talking to April. When he saw me looking at him he turned to Brenda. "April wants to talk to you."
Brenda took Mark's cell phone.
"Hi April, the house is amazing. You should see the dining room."
"Yes, you and Mark will have your own bedroom and a private bath."
"I am voting yes. I love the house."
"Okay, I'll tell them."
She handed the telephone back to Mark and looked at me. "April's in."
I looked at Mark. He was talking to his wife. He stopped when he saw me looking at him and laughed, "Stevie you know who wears the panties in our house. If April wants to live in this house, that's where were going to live."
I smiled and looked at everyone. "I guess that settles it." I turned to Bobby. "The money isn't an issue?"
He smiled. "You won't even notice it."
I looked at Brenda and Maddie. "Are you sure you want to live together in this house?"
They stared at me. Brenda asked, "Stevie are you really serious?"
"I am very serious." I repeated my question. "Are you sure?"
Brenda looked at Maddie. They both turned to me and said in unison, "Yes!"
I looked at Barry. "I don't have time to dicker right now and I don't want to risk having the house bought by someone else. We'll pay the asking price. Is ten percent enough for a down payment?"
He nodded. "Stevie I am sure that will be more than adequate."
Brenda stared at me. "Stevie are you really buying this house for us?"
I smiled. "Yes Brenda I am."
I turned to Bobby, Mark and Ricky. "I am getting married this weekend. Will you guys take care of the details. Sandra would normally handle the legal documents, but I want her to be able to concentrate on being a bride. Let's use Jason Mathews as our attorney. Bobby get with Mark and work out a sound plan for buying the house okay? I trust your judgment. Let's try to maximize any possible tax advantages."



Maddie bit her lip and looked at the floor. "Stevie, Jamal and I don't make very much money right now. I don't think we can afford to live in this house."
I smiled. "Maddie I am buying this house. It won't cost any of you a dime to live there. Talk to Julie and Ricky. I intend to include you guys in our financial family. They can explain how it works."
Brenda looked at me. "Stevie, why are you doing this?"
I laughed. "Because I can."
Barry reached into his briefcase and found the necessary papers for making a formal offer. As he finished filling out each one, he handed it to Sandra so that she could examine it.
When she was done reading all of them she handed them to me. "These are all pretty standard, go ahead and sign them."
I signed the papers. When I was done Barry said, "A check for $1000 is all the earnest money I should need."
I wrote him a check. As I handed it to Barry he said, "I'll call Gerald Rainey and tell him what's happening."
Barry got up from the table, took out his cell phone and walked into the living room.
He was back in less than two minutes. "I am going to take the paperwork to Gerald now. He's going to bring it to the owners this evening. Since you're offering to pay their asking price, neither of us can imagine that your offer won't be accepted."
I stood up and offered my hand. "Thank you Barry."
Barry took my hand and smiled. "Your welcome Stevie." He laughed. "I love doing business with you guys."
Barry turned to leave, but Julie stopped him. "Not so fast Mister. We haven't had a chance to give you a proper thank you."
She grabbed his hand. "Come on baby, let's go into the playpen and have a little more intimate conversation."
Brenda grabbed Barry's other hand. "Hey that's not fair. I'm the one who'll be living in the house. I get to be part of this party."
Maddie grabbed Barry's crotch. "You guys aren't leaving me out of this party." She laughed. "Come on Barry were going to gangbang you."
As they disappeared into the playpen Barry looked over his shoulder. "Like I just told you, I love doing business with you guys."
After the playpen door closed Ricky looked at me and shook his head. "That's my girl."
I nodded and turned to Sandra. "Don't you want to get in on Barry's gangbang?"
She put her arm around me. "Not on your life Buster. I'm not letting you out of my sight until after were married. Some cute little chippy might just swoop in and snap you up while I'm not looking."



        Sandra and Stevie Ch. 69

        Sandra and her parents meet at the groom's dinner.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sandra-and-stevie-ch-69

Title: Sandra and Stevie Ch. 69

Author: Goodhusband

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Sandra and her parents meet at the groom's dinner.

Tags: submissive husband, love, hot wife, dominant wife, cuckold husband, cuckold, femdom, msub

Series: Sandra and Stevie


Note: This story is the sixty-ninth installment in a series entitled "Sandra and Stevie". If you have not read the previous sixty-eight episodes of this series, I encourage you do so before beginning this chapter.
This is a dominant wife humiliates submissive husband story. That is the kind of story I write. If you do not enjoy these types of stories, I strongly recommend that you look for something else to read.
Ricky looked at the clock. It was 12:30. "Stevie I have to run. I have two classes to teach this afternoon. I should be home by 4:30. The dinner at the Kensington Grill is at 7:00 correct?"
Sandra answered, She had clearly taken charge of the day's activities. "Yes, and Ricky we should be leaving here no later that 6:30." There was a tone to her voice that suggested that being late would not be tolerated.
Ricky nodded as he went out the door. "I'll be ready."
Mark turned to me. "Stevie, I have to get back to the bank." He paused. "I really don't know how to thank you for what you're doing."
I smiled at him. "Just being my friend is enough thanks for me."
Mark smiled back at me. "That's pretty easy to do Stevie." He turned to go out the door. As he was leaving he said, "April and I will see you at the restaurant tonight."
As soon as Mark was gone I turned to Sandra. "We have some free time; do you have anything planned for the afternoon?"
Sandra shrugged. "Nothing important; I'm not going to class today." She laughed. "I'm too excited about the wedding and seeing my mom and dad; I couldn't even begin to concentrate." She looked at me. "You're not going to work are you?"
I shook my head. "No I wouldn't be able to get anything done either."
She turned to Bobby. "Are you going into your office?"
He grinned. "Nope, that's one of the beauties of being a maverick tax accountant. I only work when I have work to do. Right now I happen to be standing next to my biggest client."
"Why don't the two of you go to the golf course?"
I looked at Sandra, "That's a nice offer, but I don't want to leave you alone this afternoon. What will you do?"
"When the gangbang girls are done with Barry I intend to take them to the mall and buy each of them a new dress to wear to the groom's dinner tonight. April is going to meet us there as soon as her last class ends this afternoon."
I looked at Bobby. "It sounds to me like we get to play guilt free golf."
Sandra took both of our hands. There was a look of unquestionable authority in her eyes. "You two have to promise me on thing."
"What's that?"
"We have to leave here no later than 6:30. At 5:00 you have to promise to pick up your golf balls and quit. You might not get to finish the entire18 hole round. Stevie you have to be back here by 5:30 and Bobby you have to be at your house by 5:30"
I smiled. "No problem."
Sandra stared at me. "Listen to me Steven Michael Wagner; that means no gambling. You two can't try to fleece the poor wretches you get paired up with this afternoon. You don't have time. You're going to have to walk off the golf course at 5:00 pm sharp. Do you two understand me?"
We both nodded our heads and said in unison, "Yes Ms. Monroe, we understand."
Sandra glared at the two of us. "If either of you guys are late getting home today, Brenda and I are going to chain both of you to a bed and leave you alone with Maddie for an entire afternoon."
Bobby took Brenda's car when he left. Sandra was taking the girls shopping in the Lincoln. They all wanted to ride together so they could gossip.
Bobby and I had a very pleasant game of golf. We also followed Sandra's instructions to the letter, although it did hurt a little. The two guys we were paired with were obnoxiously arrogant about their golf games. They would have been easy to fleece. It took some effort on our part, but we resisted temptation. They wanted to play a $300 nassau. That would have been a $100 bet on the front nine, a $100 bet on the back nine and a $100 bet on the total 18 hole score. Once we saw them play we wanted to cry. It would have been like taking candy from a baby. Bobby and I made sure we each missed a couple of putts and sliced a couple of drives just in case we were lucky enough to run into them again in the future.
We walked off of the golf course at 5:00 pm sharp. I got back to the house at 5:25. When I arrived, Ricky was the only one at home.
He was shaving. As I was getting ready to take my shower I asked him. "Have you heard from the girls?"
"Not a word. Do you know where they are?"
"They went shopping for new dresses with Brenda, Maddie and April."
Ricky laughed. "That group might not even be home in time for the wedding tomorrow."
I smiled. "They'll be here. This is an important night for Sandra. She's going to get to see her parents."
Ricky turned to me. "How come were not picking them up at the airport?"
"We were afraid it was going to be kind of busy around here. I arranged for a limousine service to take them from the airport to the hotel and from the hotel to the restaurant tonight. Pat and Ed, were excited about riding in the limo. It also gives them a little time to unwind and freshen up in their hotel before they see us."
When I finished my shower, I started to shave. As I was shaving I heard Sandra and Julie come into the house. I looked at the clock, it was nearly 6:00 pm.
As I was wiping the excess shave cream off of my face Sandra burst into the bedroom and threw her arms around me. "Hi baby, I'm so excited; sorry were late, shopping for four new dresses is never easy."
Julie came into the bedroom dragging Ricky behind her. "Sweetheart, come look at my new outfit."
I finished wiping my face off with a towel, kissed Sandra, walked into the bathroom and started drawing a bath.
As the tub was filling I turned to the girls. "Get your clothes off and get ready to get into the tub. We don't have much time. You're getting your baths together tonight."
Sandra turned to Julie. "Listen to Mr. Boss man over there. Maybe I need to get the whip and teach him exactly who's running this show."
Julie laughed. "No I like his plan. I just want to know if we get to do a lesbian bathtub scene while were in there."
I looked at the clock, it was already 5 minutes past 6:00. We needed to hurry. I had to put my foot down. "Girls no more shenanigans. You have exactly one minute to get your cute butts into that bathtub. If you don't I am going to cancel your credit cards."
Sandra was taking her clothes off. As she pulled her panties down she said, "Will you two promise to kiss our cute butts when we get out of that tub."
I laughed. "Baby that's a deal."
Sandra ran to the tub. She was naked. I looked at her, I could never get over how cute Sandra's body was.
Both Julie and Sandra were so excited about tonight's dinner that giving them a bath was like trying to wash two kittens in the kitchen sink. They refused to sit still. After much effort, Ricky and I finally managed to get our girls washed and toweled off.
We put on our suits and tied our neckties while they applied their makeup and got dressed. When they were done they both stood up and modeled their new outfits.
Sandra looked at me as she twirled around. "You like?"
I smiled at her. "Sweetheart you are absolutely beautiful."
It was 6:45 when we walked out our front door and got into the Lincoln. Ricky drove.
On the way over Sandra said, "Father Manuel Romero is going to be at the dinner. He's the priest who's going to marry us. I know him from the University. Stevie, I really like him a lot. He's Nicaraguan. He fought in the revolution there in the 1980's. She paused. "Honey now he works with the homeless here. He knows Father Tom." Sandra looked at me. "Stevie when the wedding is over can we donate some money to his church?"
I smiled at Sandra. "Of course we can."
Sandra grinned at me. "Thank you sweetheart. I think you'll really like him. He's very open minded. He marries gay couples. He'll be a good priest for our wedding because he's not going to be too worried about our marriage vows."
I squeezed Sandra's hand. "I am looking forward to meeting him tonight."
The four of us walked into the Kensington Grill at 7:05. The Maitre D led us to the private dining room. As we followed him down a long hallway, I realized that Sandra and I had been in this room before. It was the evening after we met at Ty Cummings party. We were on our first real date. After we finished our dinner Sandra led me back to this room and made get on my knees and lick her pussy.
I tapped Sandra on the shoulder. "We've been here before."
She winked at me. "Sweetheart, I remember it very well."
We turned a corner and entered the dining room. Our friends were all seated at one big table. There were going to be fourteen of us. There were four empty chairs. One of the empty chairs was at the head of the table and another one was just to the right of the head of the table. Sandra's mom and dad were seated in the first chairs to the left of the head of the table. Next to them were two empty chairs. Jason Mathews was seated across from Sandra's father. His wife Evelyn was also invited, but as you heard earlier, she had declined the invitation. Father Manuel Romero was seated next to Jason. Father Romero, as you just learned, was the priest who was going to marry us. Maddie and Jamal were seated next to Father Romero. Brenda and Bobby were seated across from them. April was seated next to Jamal and Mark was seated at the end of the table.
Sandra stopped as we entered the room. She grabbed my arm and whispered. "Stevie my mom and dad are really here."
I smiled at her. "Yes, that was the plan."
She took a deep breath. "I didn't really dare believe it would happen."
I hugged her. "I think you can start believing it now."
Sandra's father was the first to notice us. Ed Monroe looked up and smiled when he recognized his daughter. He tapped his wife on the shoulder and pointed at us. Patricia Monroe stared at us for a moment and then she started smiling. Sandra's father stood up and walked towards us. His wife got up and followed him.
When they realized what was happening, everyone at the table stopped talking and started watching us.
Sandra walked slowly towards her father. When they were two feet apart they stood and stared at each other. Time seemed to stand still in the room. Everyone was watching.
Sandra's father shook his head. "Baby I'm so sorry for what we did to you."
Sandra threw her arms around her dad and hugged him. "It's okay daddy. I understand why you did it. I did awful things to. Let's just agree to forgive each other and move on. I just want to be with you and mom. I love you so much daddy."
Sandra's mother put her arms around Sandra . "Sweetheart we love you to. We've always loved you. "
Sandra looked at her mother. "I know momma." She started to cry. "I know."
The three of them hugged. Everyone watched silently. There wasn't a dry eye in the room.
Finally Sandra stepped back. "Mom and dad this is Stevie."
Ed Monroe put his hand out. "Hello Stevie, I feel like we've already met. Welcome to our family."
Pat Monroe smiled and extended her hand. "Hello Stevie; I'm Pat."
I shook their hands. "It's nice to meet both of you." I looked around. "Let's go sit down. I think we have a wonderful evening in front of us."
I moved to pull the chair at the head of the table out for Sandra. She put her hand on my wrist and stopped me. "No baby, you're the head of this family. You brought us together and you hold us together. The chair at the head of the table will always be reserved for you."
I looked at Ricky and Julie. They were both smiling and nodding in agreement. I sat down; I was a little uncomfortable. I never wanted to be the head of a family; I just wanted to be a member of a family.
The waitress came over and took our drink orders. When she was gone Pat Monroe turned to her daughter. "Sandra I just love your friends. Brenda, Madeline and April seem like such interesting women. Did you meet that at the law school?"
Sandra smiled at her mom. "No all of us belong to a women's rights group. Julie is also part of the group. We normally meet every Thursday evening at a restaurant on the north side of the city." She paused "That's how Stevie and I got to know Jason. He came to speak to one of our meetings."
Sandra's mother looked at Jason. "What do you do Mr. Mathews?"
"I'm an attorney."
"Oh I see."
Brenda leaned forward. "Jason is a very moving speaker. If I remember that evening correctly, Sandra was particularly aroused by his message." She smiled. "But since that evening, Mr. Mathews has touched all of us."
Pat Monroe turned back to Jason. "What do you talk about Mr. Mathews?"
Jason was just taking a sip of scotch. He set his drink down and leaned forward. "Generally I tell motivational stories. I try to arouse my listeners. I rely a lot on what I learned from my past experiences with other people."
Sandra's mother thought for a moment. "If you're ever in Milwaukee Mr. Mathews, maybe you could come and speak to the women's group at our church?"
Jason nodded, "Pat If I'm ever in Milwaukee I would love to do that."
As I listened to this conversation I had to work very hard to keep the image of Big Dick Jason and the women's group at St. Stephens out of my mind. I laughed to myself, Jason had not heard the last of this. It was most certainly going to be brought up again the next time we were on the golf course. I also couldn't wait to get home and discuss "the women's rights group" with Sandra and Julie.
The dinner was excellent. We have come to expect that from the Kensington Grill. Sandra spent most of the meal telling her mother about the wedding, our house, law school and all the other details of her life.
While Sandra spoke with her mother I talked with her father. I heard about his family tree, cabinet making and his love for salmon fishing on Lake Michigan. He insisted that next spring I was going to have to meet him in Milwaukee so that he could take me fishing on the lake. I was actually excited about this. My father died before I was old enough to go fishing with him. The idea of having a father to take me fishing was pretty exciting to me.
After dinner we got into our cars and everyone went over to our house. Ricky drove the Lincoln. Ed and Sandra sat in the front. Julie, Pat and I sat in the back. I told Ed that he would be using the Lincoln as his car for the weekend. He loved the idea. We also offered him Sandra's Thunderbird, but he preferred the Lincoln.
When we got to our house Sandra took her mom and dad on a tour. We knew that they would be coming over, so earlier in the day Ricky and I had made the playpen look like Julie and Ricky's bedroom.
Pat loved the house. After the tour I broke open several bottles of champagne and we all sat in the living room talking until quite late. Several times I smiled to myself when I thought about how different tonight's gathering was from last nights gathering.
Just after midnight everyone left to go home. Pat and Ed took the Lincoln and went to the Calvert Hotel.
When they were gone I turned to Sandra and started laughing "A women's rights group? Jason Mathews was a guest lecturer?"
Sandra giggled. "Honey it was the best story I could come up with on such short notice."
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*
The end of September is still a beautiful time of year in the north central part of the United States. It doesn't rain much. The skies are clear and blue. The sun shines almost every day. The cold blustery winds that herald the coming of winter haven't arrived yet. The days are more like cool summer days. The normal high temperatures are generally in the 70's. The nights are cooler. Women generally bring a light sweater or wrap of some kind when they go out for the evening.
When I got up on the morning of Saturday September 29th I was greeted by the beginning of a beautiful fall day. I walked out onto the patio. The sky was clear and blue. It was early in the morning. The previous night had left behind a slight chill that still hung in the air. The warm sun was just starting to peek over our back fence. I smiled, the rising sun would quickly chase the chill away.
I looked at my watch. It was almost 7:00 am. Sandra's parents and the wedding party were due to arrive in three hours. We were going to have a quick wedding rehearsal. When that was done we were all going to sit down to brunch.
I went into the kitchen and started preparing the food for the brunch. I was just putting a large ham into the oven when I heard a sound behind me. I turned it was Ricky.
He had a big smile on his face. "Good morning Stevie, happy wedding day."
"Thanks Ricky." I poured him a cup of coffee. "What's happening with our two sleeping beauties in the bedroom?"
Sandra and Julie strolled into the kitchen. Sandra grinned at me. "We're up and ready for action."
Sandra walked up to me, put her arms around my neck and gave me a kiss. "Good morning sweet groom."
I laughed. "Good morning beautiful bride."
Sandra giggled. "Tonight you get to become my submissive cuckold husband."
I grinned at Sandra. "I can't wait."
Julie came over and hugged me. "Stevie I am so happy that you and Sandra are getting married today. I love both of you so much."
I kissed Julie. "I know Jules; I love you to."
She smiled at me. "Do you love me enough to get me a cup of coffee?"
We all started laughing. Ricky grabbed the coffee pot. "Come on let's go out on the patio. It's a beautiful morning."
As they walked outside I ran into the bedroom and grabbed two robes for the girls. The morning sun still hadn't won it's battle with the chill of the night.
When I got outside Sandra and Julie were already sitting down. I draped a robe over each of their shoulders. Julie smiled at me. "Thanks Stevie. It's just a little cool out here."
I sat down and asked, "Did Barry ever call and let us know what happened with the house next door?"
Ricky set his coffee mug down and shook his head. "Sorry, he left a message on the answering machine. They accepted the offer. We're now the proud owners of the house next door."
Julie and Sandra clapped their hands.
"I guess we'll have to call Barry on Monday and make arrangements to fill out the formal purchase agreement and set up a closing."
Sandra looked at me. "Won't Bobby and Jason help you with that?"
"They will, but since I am probably going to be the buyer I have to sign the papers." I paused. "My schedule next week is going to be pretty easy. I'll have the time to take care of the house business." I smiled. "The following week is going to be a different situation."
Sandra tilted her head. "What's happening then?"
"Remember that company in Atlanta that I told you about?"
She nodded. "Sure the company that's making the drug to enhance sexual desire in women." She laughed. "The drug that you said Julie and I could never even touch."
I smiled. "That's the one. They should be hearing from the FDA in about a week. If they get approval to start manufacturing the drug, things are going to get pretty wild."
Julie tapped my knee. "Stevie are we going to make a lot of money from this deal?"
I grabbed Julie's hand. "Sweetheart if everything works out, we are going to make more money than you can possibly imagine."
Sandra set her coffee cup down. "Exactly how much is that Stevie?"
"Right now we have about 5 million dollars invested in the company. If they get FDA approval their stock should triple in value. Adding in our other assets, our net worth will increase to about 35 million dollars." I laughed. "Once we have that much money there's no stopping us. Between my ability to find places to invest money and Bobby's ability to manage money, we could be billionaires within the next ten years."
Sandra, Julie and Ricky just stared at me.
I decided that it was time to drop the next bomb. I looked at the three of them. "Jules, you and Ricky never got a honeymoon. Sandra and I aren't going to get one either. All three of you get time off at Christmas, so does April. I kind of thought it might be fun if all of us spent this coming Christmas in a warm climate. Hawaii or Jamaica would be nice. We could take a cruise if you like. Maybe you want to go to one of those sex resorts in Mexico." I smiled at Julie and Sandra. "You get the picture. A nice place where there will be lots of hot guys for you to play with."
Sandra looked at me. "You're planning on taking everybody right?"
I nodded. "Yes, the four of us, Brenda, Bobby, Maddie, Jamal, April and Mark. I would also love it if Jason could go, but that sort of depends on Evelyn." I paused. " I think that Bobby, Mark, Ricky and I would like it if we went somewhere where there was a golf course. It would give us something to do while you girls and Jamal are busy partying."
Julie grinned at Sandra and turned to me. "Stevie you have certainly just given us something to talk about at the reception tonight."
Sandra leaned over and looked at my watch, it was just after 8:00. "Oh dear, we have to start getting ready. We have lots of company coming in less than two hours." She jumped up. "Come on boys, it's bath time."
Julie stood up. "Sandra and I had so much fun in the tub yesterday that we decided we always want to take our baths together."
Sandra started giggling. "Come on Sissy groom. It's time to bathe your Mistress bride."
Sandra grabbed my hand, pulled me out of my chair and led me into our bedroom. Julie grabbed Ricky and followed on our heels.
When we got into the bedroom both girls threw their robes on the bed.
Sandra got a wicked grin on her face and said, "Stevie get down on your knees."
It was an order. I did as I was told.
Sandra pulled her shorts down. "Cuckboy look at my cute little pussy. You love this pussy don't you?"
I nodded, "Yes."
"Most men consider their wife's pussy to be their private playground. In our culture exclusive access to his wife's body is generally thought to be a husband's marital right."
Sandra smirked at me. "That won't be true in your case will it Sissy Cuck. You understand that I am going to freely give your marital right to my cunt to any man I choose."
Sandra laughed. "Sissy Cuck I guarantee you that even though we're husband and wife, I intend to let lots and lots of men play with my cute little pussy."
Sandra took her top off. "You like my cute little titties to don't you Stevie." She smiled at me. "Think of all the guys that are going to get to fondle these titties." Sandra started laughing. "Sissyboy just imagine about how hot all those guys are going to get while they're playing with your wife's nipples."
Julie decided that she wanted to join in the fun. She leered at Ricky. "Footboy you can join Stevie; get down on you knees!"
Ricky fell to his knees. Julie started a slow strip. As she removed her top and exposed her large breasts she said, "Footboy you love my breasts don't you."
Ricky nodded.
"But you never get to play with them do you?"
He shook his head.
"That's because my breasts are reserved for real men. Wimps like you just get to suck on my toes."
Julie pulled her panties down and showed Ricky her cunt. "Footboy when was the last time you got to fuck this pussy."
Ricky hung his head in shame. He just barely whispered his answer. "On our wedding night."
Julie leaned forward. "Speak up footboy, I didn't hear you. When was the last time you got to fuck me?"
Ricky looked up. "On our wedding night."
Julie shook her head. "Poor little boy, lots of other guys have fucked me since then, but not you." Julie patted Ricky's head. "That's so very sad"; and then she started laughing, "But you do get to lick my asshole and jack off don't you?"
Ricky smiled. "Yes Mistress Julie and I am very grateful that you allow me that privilege."
Sandra looked at Julie. "You're not fooling us, we live with you guys. This is just a game."
Julie laughed. "It sure is and it's a game we both love to play." She reached down and grabbed Ricky. "Come here baby." Julie pulled Ricky up to his feet. She put her arm around him, pulled his face to her breast and slipped one of her nipples into his mouth. "My baby loves to suck on my tits."
Sandra reached out and grabbed my shoulder. "Come here sweetheart." She pulled me to my feet and led me to the bed. As we sat down she said, "Jules let's let our boys fuck us right now."
I looked at Sandra. "Shouldn't we wait until tonight?"
Sandra giggled. "Stevie I don't know how to break this to you, but I'm not going to be a virgin bride."
I stared into Sandra's eyes. "My dear I am crushed by this news. When did this happen? Who was responsible?"
Julie started laughing. "Stevie I think it was six years ago and it was the entire male student body at the University."
Sandra winked at Julie. "That's not true Jules and you know it. There were at least five guys at the University that never got to fuck me." She giggled. "But it was okay because you took care of them."
Julie grinned at Sandra. "We did get around didn't we."
Sandra turned to me. "Stevie I want you to fuck me right now." She took my hand. "You can fuck me again tonight but I want to feel you inside me right now. Please baby, it's important to me."
"Okay, but why?"
Sandra squeezed my hand. "Stevie I plan to let several guys fuck me today. I intend to cuckold you all evening. By the time we get to the hotel room my pussy is going to be pretty stretched out. I am sorry baby but your cock is so small that I won't be able to feel you fucking me tonight. Right now I'm nice and tight. I'll be able to enjoy you this morning." She started giggling. "Also it is our wedding day. You really should be the first guy that gets to fuck me today."
Sandra pulled my t shirt over my head. "Come on sweet boy, let's get your clothes off."
Julie sat down next to us and pulled Ricky down on top of her. "Let's get your clothes off to baby doll. Sandra's not the only one with a nice tight pussy this morning."
I got on top of Sandra and Ricky got on top of Julie. As we were fucking our girls Sandra grinned at Julie. "This really brings back memories doesn't it Jules."
Julie laughed. "I was just thinking the same thing Sandra."
Sandra looked up at me. "Julie and I lived in a studio apartment for two years. It was all we could afford. There was one double bed in the living room. We spent a lot of nights lying on our backs side by side just like this."
Sandra and Julie had spent a lot of time training Ricky and me. We were both able to last a long time. I came first. When I was done ejaculating into Sandra I started to slide down her body to do my cleanup chores.
She stopped me. "Wait just a minute sweetheart."
Seconds later Ricky started cumming. When he was done, Sandra said, "I want the two of you to clean up after each other this morning." She grabbed Ricky's hand. "Come here baby." Sandra pulled Ricky to her and gently pushed his face to her crotch."
I slid over to Julie. I was starting to go down on her when she stopped me. "Stevie lie down on your back." I rolled over. Julie got up and mounted my face. As she pressed her cunt against my lips she said, "Lick my baby's cum out of my cunt Stevie."
Sandra looked at Julie and me. "Ricky we should be doing that, lie down baby."
Ricky lay down. Sandra got on top of him and sat on his face.
For the next twenty minutes our girls rode us. Julie would lean forward so that her cunt was over my mouth then she would lean back so that I could lick her asshole. I knew that Sandra was doing the same thing with Ricky.
Both girls had several orgasms. After her last orgasm Julie rolled off of me and cuddled up to my shoulder.
As we lay together we watched Ricky lick Sandra to one more orgasm. When they were done Sandra rolled off of him, lay in his arms and started to giggle. "What a wonderful way to begin a wedding day."
Sandra looked at the clock. "Oh no, look at the time; it's almost 9:00. Our company will be arriving in one hour. Stevie you attend to the brunch while Ricky gives us our bath."
We all jumped into action. As I pulled on a pair of shorts and went into the kitchen I laughed to myself. Sandra and Julie had gotten so used to having Ricky and me as their body slaves that it didn't even occur to them anymore that they could actually bathe themselves.
I worked quickly once I got into the kitchen. In a matter of minutes I had everything cooking.
Just as I was finishing Ricky came into the kitchen. "You need any help?"
I turned to him. "Are they out of the bathtub?"
Ricky laughed. "Yes they understood we were in a hurry. They were actually pretty cooperative this time." He shook his head. "They did have to take a minute to play lesbian bath scene." He smiled. "That's becoming their favorite bathtub game."
I winked at Ricky. "You know if we could sneak a video camera into the bathroom and film them playing that game, we could get rich."
Ricky grinned at me. "I don't know how to break this to you Stevie but we're already rich."
I laughed. "So we are Ricky, so we are."
I took a quick survey of the food preparations and turned back to Ricky. "When the timer goes off take the cinnamon rolls out of the oven. I'm going to grab a quick shower and a shave. I'll be right back."
The girls were just finishing dressing when I passed through the bedroom on my way to the bathroom.
As I walked through Sandra asked "How can we help Stevie?"
"Why don't you guys put a table cloth on the big patio table and get out plates and silverware. Oh and we need to put coffee mugs and cream and sugar out on the bar. Everyone is going to want coffee when they get here."
By the time I got done showering and dressing Ricky and the girls had everything well in hand. The preparations were all complete when the doorbell started to ring at 10:00.
The wedding rehearsal was quick. Our ceremony was short and simple. The only thing we had to go over was when each of us had to walk in and where we were supposed to stand. Brenda ran the rehearsal. She's an extraordinarily organized woman. The whole operation was very smooth.
The brunch was outstanding. It was a beautiful day. We all sat on the patio and ate.
Sandra's parents couldn't get over how beautiful our house was in the light of day. They were completely amazed when we took them into the front yard and told them that we had just purchased the house next door for Brenda, Bobby, Maddie, Jamal, April and Mark.
After everyone else went back inside, April stood silently in the front yard and stared at the house. It was the first time that she'd had an opportunity to look at it with the knowledge that she would soon be living there.
I walked over to her. "What do you think of the house April?"
She smiled at me. "Stevie it's magnificent. It looks like something out of a romance novel. I can't believe that I am actually going to get to live there."
"April I think that life is about to get really good for all of us."
April took my hand. "Stevie we were all incredibly lucky to get to know each other. All of you are absolutely wonderful friends."
"I feel the same way April."
"Stevie why do you think we were so blessed with luck."
"Serendipity April; we've all been visited by serendipity."
April looked at me. "Stevie I am a high school English teacher. I know all about Horace Wahlpole and the Three Princes of Serendip."
I laughed. "April you already know a lot more that I do.
She smiled. "Then allow me to teach you. Wahlpole was an Englishman who resurrected an old Persian tale about three princes who went on an exotic journey. While they were on this adventure they demonstrated this amazing ability to stumble across wonderful treasures that they weren't actually seeking. Wahlpole called it serendipity.
April smiled at me. "You're right Stevie. I went to Baxter's one night hoping to get laid and found all of you by accident. Becoming friends with you guys was a wonderful treasure that I never imagined before I met you. Finding all of you was definitely an instance of serendipity.
Suddenly April's mood changed. She stared at the ground and sighed. I looked at her. There was a tear running down her cheek.
I put my arm around her. "What's the matter sweetheart?"
She looked at me and smiled. "I'm sorry Stevie, my life right now is wonderful; but several years ago I went through a very difficult time. I'm still not fully recovered."
"Tell me about it."
She shook her head. "No not today. It's a long story and this is your wedding day." She put her arm around my waist. "Today just having you as my friend is all I need. Someday when the time is right, I'll tell everyone."
For a moment April and I just stood and silently held each other. When two people are close friends there are times when that's all that's necessary.
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After we finished brunch Sandra and the other women piled into the Lincoln. Sandra had booked a three hour session at an upscale beauty spa for all six of them.
They were due back at 3:30. We planned to leave here to go to the Eloise Thompson Botanical Gardens at 4:15. It wasn't far away. It was probably going to take less than fifteen minutes to drive there.
We spent the afternoon watching college football. If Sandra's father hadn't been with us, we might have tried to play nine holes of golf, but we didn't want to desert him.
At 3:30 the women returned from the spa. The money and time was well spent. All of the women were gorgeous.
Everyone brought their wedding clothes with them when they came over this morning. For the next 45 minutes the house was a beehive of activity as we all got dressed for the wedding. The women used our bedroom as a dressing room. The men used the playpen (currently billed as Julie and Ricky's bedroom).
We were all walking out the door at 4:15 sharp. Everyone drove their own cars. They all had to be able to get home after the reception. Sandra's parents took the Lincoln. Sandra rode with them. I drove over in my car.
Sandra and I were not planning on coming home after the reception. We had secretly reserved a suite at the Calvert Hotel.
The Eloise Thompson Botanical Gardens occupy almost two acres of land in the middle of a large park in the center of the city.
The well manicured grounds feature a number of ornate fountains and pools artfully placed amongst an array of immaculately groomed flower gardens. The conservatory stands at the center of these grounds. Built in 1924, the conservatory is a landmark for the city. It is in constant demand as a site for weddings and formal receptions. The center of this structure is a large glass dome that resembles our nations capitol. Enormous glass wings extend out from three sides of this domed central building.
We arrived at 4:30. When you walk into the conservatory you realize that the building is actually a large greenhouse. The wedding chapel is located under the central dome. This part of the conservatory also serves as the administrative section of the building. The lavatories are located here. There are also several lounges and two small rooms that are available for use by the wedding party.
As we walked in an overweight middle aged man with a jovial expression stepped forward and extended his hand. He was wearing overalls. "Good afternoon, I'm Al Taney. I'm the weekend caretaker for the conservatory. If you need anything I'm the guy to ask."
I shook his hand. "Thank you Al. Where will we find you if we need you?"
"My office is right over there." He pointed to his left. "The bride and the bridesmaids can use the lounge on the right. There's an additional ladies room in there. The men should use the lounge on the left. There's another men's room in there. I'll be here until after your ceremony is over and everyone is gone."
He turned and walked to his office. As soon as he was gone, Sandra walked in with her mom and dad. Brenda and Bobby were right behind them.
I pointed to the lounge on the right. "You and the other girls can use the lounge over there. The men are going to use the one on the left."
The women all disappeared into the lady's lounge.
Jason, Ed, Bobby, Ricky, Mark and I all hung out on the front steps. We greeted the guests as they arrived. We all kind of doubled as ushers. Father Romero joined us on the steps when he arrived.
Bill and Cindy Johansen were invited, along with several people from my office including all three partners. Sandra had a couple of friends from the law school coming. Several of the guys from Baxter's were invited with the proviso that they needed to be on their best behavior. Our wedding was not going to become an orgy."
At about 10 minutes to 5:00 April walked up to us and grabbed Jason. "Sweetheart, come with me for a minute would you?"
Jason smiled. "I would never turn down an offer from a beautiful woman."
We all laughed as April led Jason into one of the greenhouse wings.
As soon as Jason disappeared Brenda, Julie and Maddie came for Ricky, Bobby, Mark and me. They brought us into one of the small side rooms and locked the door.
As soon as we were inside, Brenda grinned at us. "Boy's take off your pants and your panties."
While they were shopping yesterday the girls had bought us each a pair of full cut white lace panties to wear under our white tuxedos. Maddie passed them out.
At the same time, Julie opened an athletic bag and took out our cock cages. She giggled as she laid them on the table. "There will be no cucks with free swinging dicks at this wedding."
Maddie, Brenda and Julie quickly put our cages on us and locked them into place. As soon as they were done we put our new panties and trousers on and went back out into the foyer of the conservatory.
I looked around, Jason was still missing.
At 4:55 the organist started to play. All of the guests went into the chapel and sat down. Brenda started lining up the wedding party at the chapel entrance.
Jamal was wearing a black tuxedo. So was Ed. Jamal's job was to escort Pat Monroe into the chapel and show her to her seat.
At 2 minutes to 5:00 I looked around. Everyone was here except for Jason and Sandra. I assumed that Sandra was still in the women's lounge.
At one minute to 5:00 Jamal escorted Pat Monroe to her seat and sat down behind her.
At 5:00 Jason was still not here. Father Romero walked down the aisle by himself.
We were starting. April took Mark's arm and they started to walk in. Brenda and Bobby followed them. Maddie and Ricky were next. Julie and Jason were supposed to follow them. I was starting to get anxious. Suddenly Jason ran into the room. He was tucking his shirt in as he ran.
I smiled. "You were getting us worried buddy."
He nodded, "I was taking care of an important detail."
Julie looked at me and giggled as Jason took her arm. "He most certainly was."
Just then Sandra walked into the room. She was beautiful. I smiled at her and turned into the chapel. As I followed Julie and Jason down the aisle I looked at the altar area. Ricky, Bobby and Mark were lined up on the right. Jason and the girls were lined up on the left.
I smiled to myself, we were definitely going to get some questions about why Jason was standing on Sandra's side of the altar.
I looked at the bridesmaids as they stood by the altar. This afternoons visit to the beauty spa really was time well spent. The women were gorgeous. I don't believe I had ever seen April, Maddie, Brenda and Julie looking so beautiful.
Suddenly the organist started to play the traditional wedding march. Sandra took her fathers arm and began her walk to the altar. As is the tradition, everyone stood as they entered the chapel.
Sandra was beaming. I was so happy for her. The one thing that she had truly wanted on this day was to have her father escort her down the aisle. Her modest dream was coming true at this very moment.
I looked at her mother. Pat Monroe was every bit as happy as I was.
I smiled as I watched Sandra and her mother. It was easy to see where Sandra had acquired her beauty. Pat Monroe was a very attractive woman.
Ed Monroe escorted his daughter to the altar. Sandra took my arm and her father sat down next to his wife.
As we turned to face Father Romero, Sandra leaned over and whispered into my ear. "Jason just fucked me. His cum is running down my leg right now."
I looked at Jason. He winked at me. He knew exactly what Sandra had just told me.
I chuckled as Father Romero started the ceremony. This was now a cuckold wedding. While Sandra's maid of honor was locking my cock into my chastity cage, our best man was fucking my bride.
The ceremony was short. A soloist sang one song. Father Romero gave a very short sermon about learning to live together. When he was done it was time for the marriage vows.
Father Romero nodded to Sandra. She turned to me. There was a huge smile on her face. "Stevie I vow to love and cherish you through good times and bad times, through sickness and health. I promise to treat you with kindness and compassion at all times and to be a loving guide to you throughout our lives.
He nodded to me. I took a deep breath and smiled at Sandra. "Sandra I vow to love and cherish you through good times and bad times, through sickness and health. I promise to honor and obey you and remain faithful to you at all times and to be a loving servant to you throughout our lives.
Father Romero looked at Sandra. "Do you Sandra Monroe take Steven Wagner to be your lawfully wedded husband?"
Sandra beamed at me. "I do."
Father Romero turned to me. "Do you Steven Wagner take Sandra Monroe to be your lawfully wedded wife?'
I grinned at Sandra. "I do."
Father Romero smiled at us. "I now pronounce you man and wife." He looked at me. "You may kiss your bride."
I took Sandra in my arms and gave her a long passionate kiss. Everyone cheered.
There weren't a lot of spectators at the wedding, so it didn't take very long for everyone to go through the receiving line.
Several people asked why Jason was in a Black tuxedo. The explanation that we couldn't find a white one in his size seemed to satisfy everyone.
One person asked why Jason was standing on Sandra's side of the altar. Sandra just shrugged and said, "Jason is a close friend of both of us. We did it to symbolize that fact."
Again everyone was satisfied.
Sandra's mother asked about the wedding vows. Sandra just shook her head. "We each wrote them on our own. We agreed on the phrasing before hand, but the exact word choices were made individually. I thought that both of our vows were beautiful, didn't you?"
Sandra's mother nodded, "Well they were certainly different, but yes dear I also thought that they were beautiful."
As I listened to that exchange I thought to myself that Sandra was going to be a fabulous lawyer.
Jason and Bobby started clapping their hands to get everyone's attention. When everyone was quiet and looking at him Jason gestured to me. "I would like to introduce my good friend, Mr. Steven Monroe."
He turned and winked at me. Everyone laughed. They all thought that he was just teasing me. We both knew he wasn't.
He continued. "My good friend Stevie has put together a magnificent reception in the Calvert Hotel Ballroom. The bar will open as soon as I get there." He laughed. "I intend to leave immediately and drive fast."
Everyone started laughing again. Jason held up his hand. "A filet mignon dinner is being served at 7:30, so let's all hurry and get there. We have to try to drink as much of Stevie's booze as we can before the dinner is served." He laughed some more. "Don't worry folks the bars not going to close at dinner time. We're going to drink the rest of his booze after dinner."
A mass migration started. Everyone was heading for the Calvert Hotel.
I found Sandra. "Come on sweetheart, we have a party to go to."
She took my hand. "Okay husband, let's go."
I stopped and looked at Sandra. "I love hearing you call me that." I kissed her. "Baby you are a magnificent wife."
Sandra laughed. "I'd better be, I'm married to a magnificent husband."
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As we walked into the ballroom of the Calvert Hotel I turned to Sandra and said, "Do you remember the last time we were here."
Sandra grabbed my arm. "Stevie that was such a painful night. Roger was being so awful to me and when I saw you I just wanted to die. I had to sit with this man who was being so horrible while the man that I loved was sitting just three tables away."
Sandra squeezed me. "Your wonderful, wonderful note was the only thing that saved me. You were so kind and understanding." She stopped me and stared into my eyes. As she looked at me she started to recite the contents of my note from memory:
"Dear Sandra
I once told you that my love for you is unconditional. I still mean that. Sandra I could never hate you. I will love you no matter what happens. Baby I will always love you.
Whenever you start to feel bad please remember that as long as I am alive, there is one person in this world who loves you.
I miss you to.
I am glad you were able to visit your mother and father. In the time since you left me I have thought about this a lot. If I was in your place and was suddenly presented with the opportunity to get my parents back, I might very well do exactly what you did. My mom and dad are both dead so it could never happen, still it helps me to understand the dilemma you are facing.
Sandra I truly do love you. I once said to you in one of our kinky little ceremonies that your pleasure was all that mattered.
I meant what I said then and I still mean it now. Knowing that you are repairing your relationship with your father and mother makes the pain that I am going through much easier.
Sandra please do not feel guilty about what you did to me. I have spent many hours thinking about this. If I could magically be transported back to that night we met at the party at Ty Cummings house, I would do exactly the same thing again. I would even do it with the full knowledge that I could only have you for ten months.
Sandra you gave me the best ten months of my life. I will be eternally grateful for the time we spent together.
This fall I plan to leave the country. I have never been to Europe. I would like to see London, Paris and Rome. I plan to be gone for several years.
If I am gone I believe it will make it easier for you to make the transition to loving Roger. Sandra I want you to be happy. If you are going to marry Roger, you must learn to love him and it is absolutely essential that you forget about me.
Love,
Stevie"
Sandra sighed. "Stevie during the final weeks I was with Roger I constantly read and reread your note. It was my only escape from misery. As you can see I committed it to memory. Baby you loved me so much that you were willing to give me up so that I could be happy."
Sandra threw her arms around my waist and hugged me. "Stevie I won't ever leave you again. I promise you that I'll stay with you forever. You have to promise me the same thing. You can't ever leave me. I don't think I could bear to live without you. I tried it one time, It was horrible."
I put my arms around Sandra and squeezed her. "That's really easy for me. Sandra I promise to always stay with you. I won't ever leave you."
Sandra held on to me. "You can't even die."
I laughed. "How about if I promise to stay alive as long as I can."
Sandra started to giggle while she hugged me. "I guess that will have to be okay."
Suddenly I had a funny thought. "Sandra we may owe Roger a huge debt."
Sandra stepped back and looked at me. "What do you mean Stevie?"
"If he hadn't been so mean to you, you might have tried to stay with him. We might never have gotten back together. We might never have met Brandy and Father Tom. You might never have been able to take the necessary steps to really heal the rift between you and your parents."
"But Stevie he was so awful."
"I know sweetheart. It was a really hard time for both of us, but look how strong our love has become because of it." I paused. "What's the Nietzsche quote that all of the comic books like to cite? 'That which doesn't kill you makes you stronger.'" I smiled at Sandra, "We survived Roger and look at how strong we are now."
I took Sandra in my arms and gave her a long passionate kiss. "Its time for us to go to a party." I winked at her. "It's also time for you to find a couple of guys and slip away for a little while. Unless you're holding something back from me you've only been fucked one time so far during our wedding and that had to be a quickie." I leaned over and whispered into her ear. "I understand that Jason and some of the guys from Baxter's have rented a suite upstairs to use as a fuck room tonight. I think you'd better check it out."
Sandra leaned over to me and whispered into my ear. "The rumor going around is that you rented it for them."
I shrugged. "A good cuckold groom has to provide a little playground for his bride and her friends doesn't he? I still think you'd better check it out."
Sandra giggled. "Sissyboy I intend to do exactly that at my first opportunity."
Everyone cheered as we walked into the reception. We quickly found our places at the head table. We were sitting with Julie, Ricky, Sandra's mom and dad and Jason. Sandra sat between Jason and me.
As soon as we were seated, Sandra's mother turned to Sandra. "Sweetheart, the cake is creating a bit of a controversy."
Sandra looked at her mother with a very innocent smile. "I don't know why it should?"
Pat Monroe raised her eyebrows. "Honey have you seen it?"
Sandra nodded. "Mom I designed it."
I looked at Jason. "I think I have to go and take a look at this."
He laughed. "I'll go with you."
Sandra's mother stood up. "I'm going to."
All of us got up and walked over to look at the cake. This mass movement from the head table drew a lot of attention. The entire room grew silent as everyone watched us.
When we got there I started laughing. On the top of the cake there were three wedding figures, a bride and two men. One of the men was much taller than the bride and was wearing a black tuxedo. This man and the bride were holding hands. The other man was wearing a white tuxedo. He was on his knees behind the bride. From my perspective it looked like the figure in the white tuxedo was about to kiss the bride's ass."
Sandra looked at her mother. "I don't see the problem. I'm the bride. The man in the white tuxedo is Stevie on his knees proposing to me. The man in the black tuxedo is Jason. We're holding hands to symbolize our friendship. Jason actually was with Stevie and me when Stevie proposed. Mother this is just the recreation of Stevie's proposal to me. The only inaccuracy is that we're wearing wedding clothes and Jason and I are holding hands. That's just for symbolism. Mother, I really do think that it makes a very nice wedding cake."
Pat Monroe gave Sandra a peck on the cheek. "I see sweetheart." She smiled. "I must say that you have been very creative with this wedding."
"Thanks mom; Brenda, April, Maddie and Julie helped a lot."
I turned to everyone. "As long as we're up why don't I get us a round of drinks."
Sandra smiled at me. "What a good idea Stevie. I'll have a martini."
Sandra's mother's eyes lit up. "I love martini's." She hesitated. "Maybe I'd better not, sometimes they make me a little silly."
Sandra hugged her mother. "Who cares mom, it's your daughters wedding reception. You have every right to get a little silly."
Pat Monroe thought for a moment and grinned at me. "Why not. Okay Stevie, I'd love a martini."
I turned for the bar.
Jason tapped my shoulder. "I'll join you Stevie."
Ricky followed us. "I'm coming to."
Jason shook his head as we walked to the bar. "Sandra's pretty quick on her feet."
I nodded. "Yes she's one smooth talker."
The dinner was excellent. We had the same menu we had for Julie's wedding. Everyone had their choice of a filet mignon or a grilled salmon steak.
As we ate I looked around at some of the guests. Our friends were of course all seated at the table right next to us. During the cocktail hour Sandra, Julie and Pat traded places with Bobby, Mark and Jamal so that they could sit with Brenda, Maddie and April and drink and gab. Jason, Ricky and I kept making trips to the bar for them. By the time dinner was served, they were a very jovial group of women.
There were two tables made up of people I worked with. All three partners were here and I happily noted that the entire group was making full use of the open bar.
There was a table of our favorite Baxter's men. I smiled to myself, they hadn't brought their wives. I suspected that once dinner was over they would be taking turns escorting our wives to the upstairs suite.
Just beyond the Baxter's men, there was a table of Sandra's friends from law school. There were several guys at the table. As I looked at them I wondered how many of them had slept with Sandra. I suspected that I knew the answer, all of them.
After dinner a Disc jockey set up his equipment so that the dancing could start. When the music began to play everyone looked at Sandra and me and started clapping in rhythm to the music. I stood up, turned to my bride and offered her my hand. "My dear shall we dance."
Sandra took my hand and stood up. "By all means kind sir."
Everyone cheered as we walked out on the floor and started to dance.
Ricky and Julie, Jamal and Maddie, Brenda and Bobby, April and Mark and Sandra's parents all quickly joined us. Soon others followed and the dance floor was full.
When the first number ended Jason came over to Sandra and me and asked, "May I cut in?'
I smiled at him. "Of course."
The Baxter's men quickly followed Jason's lead and started to dance with Brenda, April and Julie.
Bobby, Ricky, Mark and I all sat back down at our table and watched the festivities.
After the second song April and Michael, I am sure you remember him from our parties, came over to Mark. They were holding hands. April leaned over and whispered into Mark's ear. Mark smiled at her and stood up. Michael led April out of the Ballroom with her husband following at a respectful distance.
As they were leaving Tony cut in on Jason and started to dance with Sandra.
Jason came over and sat down next to us. As soon as he was seated I leaned over to him and said, "I think the recreational suite is getting its first players."
Jason grinned at me. "I think you and I should walk upstairs and check out this suite that you rented."
I looked at him. "April and Michael are going to be in there."
Jason laughed. "I don't think that matters. We can still check out the suite. I suspect that the room is going to be in steady use for the rest of the evening. This maybe our best chance to actually take a look at it."
"Do you think April and Michael will mind if we walk in there while they're using the room?"
Jason shook his head. "Good buddy you're the smartest man I know, but sometimes you sure can be naive. How many times in the past six months have you seen April and Michael fucking? I don't necessarily mean with each other, I mean just fucking." He paused. "Stevie neither one of them is particularly shy."
I laughed. "Sorry Jas, I guess I got confused for a minute. Let's go upstairs."
We took the elevator to the fourth floor. The suite was number 417. We got off the elevator and walked down the hall.
When I arranged for the room I had four pass cards made. I kept one of them. Jason had one, Brenda had one and Sandra had one. April was using Sandra's.
When we got to 417 I opened the door and Jason and I went in.
The suite was two rooms. Jason and I were standing in a spacious sitting area furnished with a couch and two overstuffed chairs. An open double door led into a large bedroom with two queen size beds.
April and Michael were sitting on one of the beds. Mark was submissively kneeling on the floor next to the bed. He was wearing only his white lace panties.
April was in her lingerie. She was undressing Michael. We watched as she took his shirt off and pulled his trousers down.
While she was freeing Michael's massive cock April noticed Jason and me. She smiled at both of us. "Jason you're welcome to sit in the chair over there and watch. Sissyboy you may be the groom at this wedding, but you're still a cuck and in this hotel room you're going to have to get down on your knees if you want to stay and watch."
April was making it clear that in this room the game was on. Jason immediately slipped into his role as a stud.
As soon as he sat down in his chair he turned to me. "Speedy, you heard Mistress April. You'd better get down on your knees."
I followed the rules of our game and quickly obeyed my superiors.
April nodded and turned her attention back to Michael. He sighed as she leaned over and licked the stiff shaft of his massive erection. After a moment she parted her lips and put the huge head of his cock into her mouth and started sucking him.
Michael winked at Mark and lay back on the bed while April gave him what all our wives call a long slow sloppy blow job.
He spent several minutes enjoying April's efforts and then sat up and pulled her up next to him. He fluffed up two pillows for her and said, "Lie back and relax."
April lay back on the pillows, spread her legs and smiled when Michael began massaging her panty covered pussy. After a moment he pulled the crotch of her thong aside and slipped two fingers into her moist cunt.
While he was fondling April, Michael turned to Mark and grinned at him. "Tiny you don't mind if I play with your wife's pussy do you?"
Mark bit his lower lip, shook his head and said, "No sir."
Michael understood our games very well. He always made an effort to include us when he played with our wives.
April looked up her lover. "Baby I want you to fuck me."
Michael smirked as he removed April's brassiere and panties and tossed them to Mark. "Wimpboy, hold your wife's underwear for me."
Jason and I looked at each other and smiled. Michael was doing a very creative job of taunting Mark. This scene was a submissive cuckold's wet dream.
As soon as she was undressed, April lay on her side, grabbed Michaels erection and stared at her husband. "Tiny look at Michael's big dick. It's going to feel so good to have a real man's cock inside me."
April raised her leg and offered Michael free access to her cunt. She sighed when he gently rubbed the head of his erect penis between the lips of her slippery pussy.
April gasped and bit her lower lip as Michael slowly pushed his thick erection into her cunt. Once she'd taken his entire length he lay still for a moment and then he started a leisurely in and out motion.
April stared into her husbands eyes while her lover fondled her small breasts and fucked her with a slow relaxed rhythm. She easily fell into tempo with Michael and nimbly rotated her hips in harmony with his long smooth thrusts.
Suddenly Michael rolled April onto her back and increased the intensity of his efforts. She wrapped her legs around his thighs and started bucking her hips as Michael aggressively pumped his cock in and out of her steaming cunt.
I watched the two of them in awe. I'd heard from Jamal that April had at one time been both a very talented basketball player and a professional dancer. Now as I watched her make love to Michael I had to believe that those stories were true. There was a grace and flow to her movement that suggested an incredible ability to control her body.
As Michael and April continued fucking their lust gradually overcame them. They lost all sense of decorum and turned into two savage animals fighting to satisfy their own carnal desires.
A few moments earlier April was staring at her husband. Now her eyes were closed. She was no longer concerned with anything but her own physical gratification. Suddenly an orgasm exploded inside her. She screamed in ecstasy as spasms of pleasure ripped through her body.
Michael ignored her screams and continued fucking her. He was focused on his own satisfaction.
When April's tremors started to subside, Michael pulled his cock out of her cunt and stood up. April got on her knees. Michael pointed his engorged penis at her mouth and stroked himself. It only took three quick strokes before the first spurt of semen burst from the tiny mouth at the tip of his cock. Michael continued stroking himself as he pumped spurt after spurt of thick white cum onto April's mouth and nose.
Gradually the spurts subsided to a dribble. Michael sat down and April lay back on the bed.
Michael extended his hand to Mark. "Tiny come up here." He winked at him. "You have a mess to clean up." He gently pulled Mark up onto the bed.
April grabbed her husband's arm and pulled him down on the bed next to her. "Honey I want you to lick up all of Michael's semen."
Jason stood up and grabbed me. "Come on buddy, I think it's time for us to leave."
As Jason and I walked to the hotel room door, Mark was licking Michael's cum off of his wife's face."
Jason and I got on the elevator. As we rode down I said, "April appears to be very good at fucking."
Jason smiled. "Yes, she certainly is."
"Among our wives is she the best?"
Jason thought for a moment. "You understand that this is dangerous territory for both of us."
"I understand, I'll treat this conversation like it was a state secret. "
He nodded. "When it comes to fucking, April is probably the best of your wives . She is certainly the most athletic. Maddie is a close second because she's so aggressive."
I chuckled. "I don't think I'll ever be given the opportunity to find that out first hand."
Jason laughed. "I think we can bet on that."
He smiled at me. "Julie and your wife give the best blow jobs. You do have first hand knowledge of that."
I grinned at him. "Yes, I do. They really are talented aren't they."
"They're the best I've ever had."
We arrived at the first floor. When the elevator doors opened we met Brenda, Tony and Bobby. They got on the elevator as we got off.
As the elevator doors started to close I waved at them and said, "Have fun."
Jason and I walked back into the ballroom. The party was in full swing. I looked around. Sandra was dancing with Jonathon Wright. Jonathon was one of the three partners in the firm. As I watched them dance I realized that Sandra was flirting with Jonathon. Jonathon was a very handsome man in his late 50's. I was suddenly very aware of Sandra's fondness for older men.
I sat down at our table. Jonathon was a tall man. When the song ended Sandra stood on her toes and kissed him on the lips. The kiss lasted just a little bit longer than it should have. After they were done kissing Sandra whispered something into Jonathon's ear. He smiled at her and nodded. It appeared as though they had just agreed on something.
Sandra turned and looked at the table. When she saw me she smiled and walked towards me. I stood up and went to meet her.
"Hi baby, I missed you. Where did you disappear to?"
"Jason and I took a look at the upstairs suite."
"Was April up there?"
"Yes."
"So my two boys were a couple of voyeurs."
I laughed. "Jason made me do it."
Sandra punched my shoulder. "Come dance with me pervert boy."
I offered Sandra my arm. "My lady, it would be an honor to dance with you."



Sandra took my arm and we walked out to the dance floor. As we started dancing I said, "You were dancing with Jonathon Wright."
Sandra stopped for a moment. "He knows Stevie."
"What do you mean?"
"He asked me to dance. While we were dancing he told me that he really liked our marriage vows. I politely thanked him. He said that he liked the cake to. I was trying to be coy. I thanked him again. Finally he told me that the rumor around the office was that I slept around and you didn't care."
I looked at Sandra. "What did you say?"
"Baby I told him it was true."
I stared at her for a moment. "Sweetheart, how could you do that?"
Sandra smiled at me. "Sissyboy, you know about my fondness for older men. Jonathon is a really hot guy." She laughed. "Baby you are my cuckold husband. You'd better get used to the fact that I am going to cuckold you with any guy I please."
"Sandra, what about my job?"
"Honey they'll accept you no matter what happens. You make way too much money for them." She shook her head. "The fact is you really don't need them anymore. I know that you and Bobby and Mark are planning to go into business for yourselves.
I shrugged. "That may be right, but I'll still be humiliated at work."
Sandra giggled. "Oh I hope so."
I took a deep breath. I was starting to get excited about this. "Are you going to go out with Jonathon?"
"Yes, we have a date for this coming Wednesday evening." She smiled at me. "That way you'll have to face him the next morning at your Thursday meeting." Sandra took me in her arms and whispered into my ear. "Your humiliation is going to be exquisite. I'll bet that if you weren't wearing your cock cage right now, your little clitty would be sticking straight out."
I smiled at my wife. "I hate to admit it, but you're absolutely right."
Sandra laughed and grabbed my hand. "Come on sweetheart, let's go sit down."
As we walked over to our table I noticed that April and Mark were back. April was sitting on Mark's lap. She might have just let another man fuck her, but she loved her husband.
As Sandra and I sat down, Jamal came over. "Stevie I haven't had a chance to kiss your bride tonight. Would you mind if I escorted her up to the suite and took care of that little detail."
Sandra laughed. "What are you asking him for? He hasn't got anything to say about it." Sandra stood up. "Come on baby let's go play." She turned to me. "I guess I'll see you a little later."
It's a very interesting feeling to watch your new bride leave the wedding reception with another man so they can go to a hotel room upstairs and fuck.
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For the next half hour I sat at the table and chatted with people who came over to congratulate me. Jason and Ricky sat with me. Julie and Brenda were missing, so were several of the guys from the Baxter's table. I was pretty certain that suite 417 was now the site of a full blown orgy.
Sandra's mom and dad were spending most of their time on the dance floor. They obviously loved to dance.
April, Mark and Maddie were talking quietly at their table. As I watched them, I heard Maddie's cell phone ring. She picked it up. As she talked she looked over at Jason and smiled. The conversation only lasted a few seconds. Maddie put her phone back into her purse, stood up and walked over to our table. She put her hands on Jason's shoulder and said, "Jamal's done, she wants you to come up."
Jason stood up and grinned at me. "Got to leave you buddy, your bride is asking for me."
I smiled at Jason. "Show her a good time."
He laughed. "Oh I plan to Stevie. Your wife is about to get my very best effort."
As Jason turned to leave I grabbed his hand. "Jason tell Sandra that you have to be the last guy. It's getting late. People are going to be starting to leave. She needs to be down here to say goodbye to our guests."
Jason nodded. "I understand Stevie. I won't waste any time and I'll make sure she comes back down here with me when were done."
"Thanks Jason."
As Jason walked away Sandra's mom and dad returned. As they approached the table they looked around. After a moment Pat asked, "Where's Sandra?"
I laughed. "I'm pretty sure that Julie, Brenda and Jamal kidnapped her."
Pat nodded. "That does seem to be a game that people play at weddings these days." She paused. "I do hope that she won't be gone too long. Ed is starting to get tired. We need to think about calling it a night and going upstairs to our room."
I smiled at them. "You two have been working out on the dance floor nonstop for the last two hours. Why don't you sit down and take a break. I'll go over to the bar and get each of us a shot of brandy. We can sit here and sip our brandy and wait for Sandra to get back."
Pat looked at her husband. "Is that okay with you Ed? "
Ed nodded. "That sounds like a wonderful idea."
Ricky and I went to the bar for the brandies. As we were walking to the bar I turned to Ricky. "Do me a favor, find a house phone and call room 417. Make sure a message gets passed around that Sandra was kidnapped by Brenda, Julie and Jamal."
Ricky smiled at me. "I'll take care of it Stevie."
I want all of you to know that entertaining the parents of your newlywed wife while she's upstairs fucking other men is a relatively stressful activity.
I got the drinks and brought them back to the table. Maddie and April, bless their souls, were engaged in a conversation with Pat. Mark was chatting with Ed.
As I set the drinks on the table Maddie looked at me. "I understand that my Jamal has involved himself in the kidnapping of your bride."
I chuckled. "Maddie I do believe that the report is correct."
She shook her head. "Just wait until I get a hold of him."
Pat patted Maddie on the arm. "Oh now don't worry, it's just a little childish fun. It's not like they're out there having sex."
As I set the drinks down, Maddie looked at me. "Stevie those look really good. What's the chance that you might get some more for the rest of us?"
I kissed Maddie on the cheek. "Maddie tell me what you want and I'll search the western hemisphere until I find it for you."
She laughed. "Stevie, you must not love me."
I looked at her and asked, "Why?"
"If you really loved me you'd search both hemispheres."
I shook my head. "Maddie my dear, Jamal has a very difficult life in front of him."
Pat Monroe started laughing. "The way that you people carry on it's obvious that you're very good friends."
I nodded. "Pat, Sandra and I are very lucky, we have some wonderful friends."
Sandra's mother nodded . "Yes you are." She smiled at Maddie and April. "Friends like these are very hard to find."
"I know, both Sandra and I are very aware of just how lucky we are." I laughed. "I just promised one of these good friends a drink so everyone please excuse me while I go back to the bar for some more brandies." I winked at Maddie. "It's fortunate for you that the bar's in the western hemisphere."
Maddie laughed. "Stevie you're pressing your luck."
I nodded in agreement. "I think I'd better go find those drinks."
Ricky rejoined me as I was walking to the bar. "Mission accomplished Stevie."
"Thanks Ricky, this is becoming a difficult balancing act."
Ricky tapped me on the shoulder and pointed. "We'd better get a couple extra brandies."
I looked, Jamal, Brenda and Bobby were walking into the ballroom.
Ricky and I got an entire tray full of brandies and carried them back to the table. When we got there Brenda, Bobby and Jamal were already seated.
As Ricky and I passed out the drinks I looked at Brenda and asked, "Okay what have you guys done with my wife?"
Brenda laughed. "It was all Julie's fault. She was the mastermind behind the kidnapping."
Ricky nodded. "That's my girl."
I smiled at Brenda. "Okay, so where are Julie and Sandra right now?"
Now all of you are aware of the fact that I knew perfectly well where Sandra was at that moment. She was upstairs fucking Jason Mathews. I was just trying to maintain a credible cover story for Sandra's parents.
Brenda shrugged. "I am not really sure. She and Julie wandered off. I think that they probably went to the ladies room to freshen up." She paused and winked at me. "Or maybe they ran off with a couple of hot guys."
Pat Monroe laughed. "Brenda you're so funny."
We all sat at the table and talked. After a few minutes I looked up and saw Sandra, Julie, Jason and David from Baxter's walk into the ballroom.
I turned to Pat and Ed. "There's your daughter now."
I stood up and walked over to greet her. When Sandra saw me approaching her she grinned, ran up to me, threw her arms around my neck and kissed me. As she kissed me she said, "Hi baby, I missed you."
I hugged her and laughed. "I'll bet you didn't miss me too much while you were sucking Jason's great big cock."
Sandra leered at me. "Oh yes I did. I would have loved to have been sitting on your face while I sucked his great big dick."
I took a deep breath. "I think that one evening next week we're going to have to invite Jason over for dinner. After dinner I would love to revisit that little fantasy."
Sandra giggled and whispered into my ear. "Does it get you hot to think about licking your wife's asshole while she sucks another man's dick?"
I kissed Sandra's cheek. "If I wasn't wearing my cock cage right now, my little clittie would be sticking straight up."
Sandra winked at me. "Baby let's go visit with our guests. Maybe we can encourage them to go home. I'm kind of excited to get upstairs to the bridal suite we rented. I want to get that cage off of your little cocklet. It's time for you and me to start playing some fun wedding night games."
Sandra took my hand and led me to the table. As we walked she whispered to me, "Jamal and Jason left a huge mess in my pussy. When we get upstairs you have some serious cleaning to do."
I patted Sandra's butt. "I'm just the man for the job."
Sandra and I sat down at our table. For the next hour we said goodbye to our guests as they left to go home.
At 11:00 Sandra's mom and dad stood up. Pat looked at Sandra. "Honey we're worn out. It was a wonderful evening. Your dad and I are going up to our room. It's time for us to go to bed."
I stood up. "Pat, Ed it was wonderful to have you here tonight."
Ed put his hand on my shoulder. "Stevie can I talk to you alone for a moment?"
"Sure Ed."
We walked over to a quiet corner of the ballroom. Ed stared at me. "Stevie I'm sorry, we badly misjudged you. You are obviously a wonderful husband for my daughter." He shook his head. "I'm so glad that Sandra ended up marrying you rather than that other guy."
I smiled at Sandra's dad. "So am I Ed."
He laughed. "Yes I imagine you are Stevie." He got a serious look on his face. "Stevie listen to me for a minute."
I looked at him.
"I'm really proud to have you as a son-in- law."
I reached out and shook Ed's hand. "Thank you that means a lot to me."
Ed patted me on the back. "We'll see you tomorrow right?"
"Yeah you will, 12:00 at the house."
He turned and waved to his wife. "Pat it's bed time for us old folks."
Pat walked over to me and kissed me on my cheek. "Goodnight Stevie. It was a wonderful wedding. My daughter is really lucky to have found you." She paused. "Stevie I also want to thank you for bringing us back together." Pat put her arms around me and gave me a hug. "You gave us back our daughter. I'll love you forever for doing that."
I hugged Pat. We didn't say anything. We didn't have to.
The rest or the guests left quickly. By 11:30 the only people left were Jason, Brenda, Bobby, Ricky, Julie, Maddie, Jamal, April, Mark and several of the guys from Baxter's.
I had just finished saying goodbye to several friends from my office when Ricky and Jason walked over to me. Ricky grabbed my arm. "Stevie some of us are going to go up to 417 to have a little party. Why don't you and Sandra join us."
I walked over to Sandra. She was talking to Brenda. I put my arm around her waist and said, "Our friends are going up to 417 to have a little party, should we join them?"
Sandra turned to me. "No sweetheart. We have lots of nights to party with our friends. I want to spend the rest of tonight alone with you." She paused and looked at me. "Is that okay with you baby?"
I hugged Sandra. "Tonight I can't imagine anything I'd like better."
Sandra kissed my cheek. "Honey, I want to talk to Brenda for a minute; then let's go up to the bridal suite."
I turned back to Jason, Ricky and Jamal. "Ricky I want you to be the host in 417. Make it a lavish affair. Spend some money. Use room service. Order some champagne. Get some expensive scotch and maybe some cognac. Order lots of food. Please do not worry about the cost. I want everyone to remember tonight. If people are too drunk to drive at the end of tonight, get some more rooms.
Ricky nodded to me. "I understand Stevie. I'll make sure it's a party that none of us will ever forget."
I looked at Jamal and Jason. "I want everyone to have fun." I put my arm around Ricky. "Jason, Ricky is shy; make sure that when the guys are fucking Julie they cum on her feet."
Jason put his arm around Ricky's shoulder. "Buddy I am going to make it my number one priority to see that you have one hell of a night.
Jamal patted Ricky on the back. "Footboy I'm personally going to make sure that you lick my semen off the feet of every woman in the room."
I turned to Sandra. "Baby how soon are you ready to go upstairs?"
Sandra grabbed my arm. "I'm ready now Stevie."
We said good night to everyone and left the ballroom.



        Sandra and Stevie Ch. 74

        Sandra and Stevie retire to the bridal suite for the night

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sandra-and-stevie-ch-74

Title: Sandra and Stevie Ch. 74

Author: Goodhusband

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Sandra and Stevie retire to the bridal suite for the night

Tags: love, romance, submissive husband, ass licking, hot wife, dominant wife, cuckold husband, face sitting, cream pies, anal sex

Series: Sandra and Stevie


Note: This story is the seventy-fourth episode in a series entitled "Sandra and Stevie". If you have not read the previous seventy-three episodes of this series, I encourage you do so before beginning this chapter.
This is a dominant wife humiliates submissive husband story. That is the kind of story I write. If you do not enjoy these types of stories, I strongly recommend that you look for something else to read.
*
The bridal suite was on the fifteenth floor of the hotel. When we got to the room I opened the door. This suite was basically the same layout as room 417, it was just a little bit more lavishly decorated.
There was an outer sitting room with a couch and two large chairs. Our overnight bags were sitting next to the couch. Bobby brought them up here for us before the reception. At the far end of the sitting room a double door led to an ornate bedroom that featured a king size bed.
When I opened the door, Sandra stepped in, surveyed the room and grinned at me. "Oh yes, this will do very nicely." She grabbed my hand. "Come on Stevie, let's go into the bedroom."
Sandra dragged me into the plush boudoir. Once we were in there she kissed me and said, "Sweetheart, take my wedding dress off."
I unzipped the back of Sandra's wedding dress and held it for her as she stepped out of it. I noticed that she wasn't wearing any panties.
"What happened to your panties?"
Sandra giggled. "I lost those when Jason fucked me just before the ceremony. I think they're lying on a potting bench in the conservatory."
I was laughing to myself as I took her wedding dress into the sitting room and laid it across the couch.
When I walked back into the bedroom Sandra was in the bathroom. The door was wide open. She was sitting on the toilet peeing.
"Do you remember the first time I saw you doing that?"
Sandra giggled. "Of course I do. It was the night we met. We were at your apartment."
"Do you have any idea how disconcerted that made me?"
She giggled. "That was the idea baby doll." Sandra pulled several squares of tissue from the roll. "Come wipe my pussy."
As I dabbed off the lips of Sandra's pussy she winked at me. "Think how disconcerted you would have been that night if I'd made you do that."
She stood up. I shook my head as I dropped the tissue into the bowl and flushed the toilet. "I would have died on the spot."
Sandra gave me a peck on the cheek. "It's a good thing I didn't do it. I like having you around. Come on sweetheart let's get your clothes off."
I took my tuxedo jacket off and laid it next to Sandra's wedding dress in the sitting room. When I stepped back into the bedroom Sandra met me, took my tie off and started to unbutton my shirt.
"Are you going to undress me tonight?"
Sandra nodded. "Yes I am."
When she took my trousers off she looked at my white lace panties and giggled. "I didn't know about these. They must be Julie's work."
"Yes, she had a pair for each of us. She had us put them on when they locked us into our cock cages at the conservatory."
Sandra started laughing. "Julie certainly can be a busy girl can't she."
I nodded. "It's the reason we both love her so much."
Sandra smiled. "It's certainly one of the reasons."
I took my underwear and socks off while Sandra went to her purse and got the key for my cock cage. When she found the key she went into the bathroom and got a warm damp wash cloth, a bar of soap and a towel.
She brought everything into the bedroom, laid it on the bed, sat down and patted the spot next to her. "Come lie down Stevie."
As soon as I was lying on the bed Sandra unlocked my chastity cage and set it on the night stand. She put a small amount of soap on one end of the damp cloth and started to clean my cock and balls. I got an erection while she was cleaning me.
Sandra giggled. "Look at Mr. Fun, he's decided to stand up for me." She put two fingers right under the head of my penis and squeezed me. I took a deep breath. Sandra smiled. "That feels good doesn't it sweetheart. Jason taught me to do it." She laughed. "I have to use more than the tips of my fingers when I do it for him."
Sandra put the washcloth and towel on the floor next to the bed and turned to me. "Take my lingerie off Stevie. I want to be naked tonight."
As soon as I took the rest of Sandra's clothes off she spread her legs, looked down at her pussy and shook her head. "Look at my cunt. Jamal and Jason really stretched it out when they fucked me this evening. I don't think its going to be too much fun for you tonight. I am afraid your little thing will just get lost in there if you try to fuck me."
I looked at Sandra's cunt. It was stretched out. Her pussy lips were raw and swollen. The insides of her thighs were caked with dried semen.
She lay back on the bed. "Stevie go down on me. As you can see, Jamal and Jason left a real mess. Be a good husband, clean me up with your tongue."
Sandra spread her legs wider. I lay on my stomach and positioned myself between her thighs. I looked up at her. She was smiling. I pressed my lips against her cunt. Sandra winced. She was a little tender. It was easy to understand why. Jamal and Jason have very big cocks and they can both last for a long time.
I changed my approach and gently kissed the lips of her pussy. As I kissed her Sandra relaxed and cooed. "Stevie that feel so nice."
I continued kissing her, I noticed that she was getting moist. This meant that she was starting to get aroused. I applied a little more pressure with my kisses. At the same time, I gently probed her with the tip of my tongue. Sandra sighed as she felt my touch. I was still trying to be very gentle. I was using my tongue to both soothe her and stimulate her at the same time.
Sandra closed her eyes and started taking long slow breaths, so I responded by licking her cunt. I worked slowly. With each pass my tongue worked its way from the base of her pussy to her clitoris. When I reached her clit I would give her a gentle kiss and go back to the base of her cunt and start over again.
Each time I returned to the base of her cunt I let my tongue linger there a little longer. While I was there I teased Sandra by licking the area between her pussy and her asshole.
When Sandra realized what I was doing she started to giggle. "Stevie do you remember the first time you did that to me?"
I stopped licking her and looked up. I grinned and said, "Yes very well."
Sandra sighed. "I'll never forget it. It was the morning after our first night together. You were licking my pussy from the bottom to the top just like you are now. Every time your tongue moved back to the base of my cunt you moved a little closer to my asshole." She shook her head. "I'd slept with a lot of guys but none of them had ever licked me there. As you were eating me I realized that I really wanted to feel your tongue in my ass." Sandra giggled. "You kept coming closer and closer, but you wouldn't actually do it. I was going crazy. I can't remember ever being as turned on as I was at that moment. You were driving me mad."
I laughed. "You pulled your knees up and pushed your hips forward so that your asshole was right in front of me and said, 'Go ahead, do it, you know you want to. I want you to do it.' That was all the encouragement I needed. I pushed my tongue into you and tasted your asshole for the very first time. As soon as I did it I knew that I wanted to spend the rest of my life licking your ass."
Sandra sat up and looked at me. "Really? Stevie you never told me that last part." She laughed. "It's kind of kinky, but incredibly romantic."
Sandra pulled me up to her and kissed me on my lips. "Baby I love you so much."
Sandra and I hugged each other for several minutes. Finally she started giggling and pushed me away. "Okay enough romance. You just got me really worked up." She pushed me back down between her legs. "Get back to work Sissyboy, you have some serious ass licking to do."
I really don't know how long I kissed my wife's pussy and ass. I lost track of the time. I was enjoying myself, so was Sandra. I brought her to two orgasms while I was eating her.
When she recovered from her second orgasm she pulled me up so that I was lying next to her. Sandra looked at me with that wonderful smile she has and said, "Stevie I want you to fuck me."
I started to climb on top of her. Sandra reached out and stopped me. "Not that way Stevie, tonight I want you to fuck my ass."
I stopped and stared at her. I wasn't sure what to do or say. This was something that Sandra had always reserved for her studs. This was a pleasure that I was never allowed. One of Sandra's favorite taunts was: Men get to fuck my ass, wimps like you have to lick my ass.
We didn't even do this on that wild night when Sandra came back to me after being with Roger. I do think that was probably more of an oversight than a deliberate denial. That night Sandra was so focused on feeling my cock in her cunt that neither of us even considered the idea of fucking her ass. If we had, we probably would have done it. Nevertheless, we didn't do it.
Sandra could see my confusion. We both sat up.
She smiled at me. "Stevie I want to do this for two reasons. First of all, tonight it will be more fun for both of us if you fuck me in my ass rather than my pussy. Remember what I told you when you fucked me in my cunt this morning? I said I wanted you to be the first one to fuck me today. I wanted to enjoy you and have you enjoy me while I was still nice and tight."
Sandra picked up my hand and held it. "Since then I've been fucked by two really big cocks. I'm not going to be tight again for a day or two. Stevie I won't be able to feel you if you try to fuck my pussy right now." She leaned over and whispered into my ear. "Baby nobody has fucked my ass in weeks. I'm nice and tight there. I'll be able to feel you and you'll really enjoy it."
Sandra paused. "Stevie that's reason enough for us to do it, but there's a more important reason for me. Honey other men have fucked my ass, but you haven't. You're the man I love. I don't like the idea that other men have enjoyed my body in a way that you haven't. This is very important to me."
Sandra stared at me. "Stevie I know that denial games are an important part of our sex life. I enjoy them every bit as much as you do. We can still play them. I'll still taunt you by saying men get to fuck my ass, wimps like you have to lick my ass." She kissed my cheek. 'But honey I want you to always know that you've had me in every way that my stud lovers get to have me."
Sandra got very quiet. "There is one more reason. It may sound silly to you but it really bothers me. It might be the most important reason of all."
I looked at Sandra. "What is it baby?"
"Roger has fucked me in my ass many times. You never have. That knowledge is unbearable for me."
I took Sandra in my arms and kissed her. As we kissed I gently rolled her over onto her stomach.
She looked back a me. "Lick me again, get me nice and wet." She giggled. "My studs would use some lotion, but you and I have a better way to get me nice and moist back there."
I went down on Sandra and licked her again. When she was nice and wet I pulled myself up until I was lying on top of her.
Sandra sighed as she felt me press the tip of my cock against her asshole.
"Baby it's not like fucking my pussy, you have to push hard for a moment before it'll go in. Don't worry, you won't hurt me. Remember Jason has fucked me back there."
I pushed harder, suddenly my little cocklet popped into Sandra's ass.
She started to giggle again. "Baby that feels so good."
I started to fuck her. I moved slowly at first. Sandra was right, it really did feel wonderful.
Sandra kept giggling. "Stevie your little cock is perfect for fucking my ass. I could become addicted to doing this." She laughed. "Stevie I think I might just become your ass whore."
While I fucked her Sandra reached back and began masturbating her pussy.
It wasn't long before she started to get excited. "Stevie pull on my nipples while you fuck my ass."
I reached around and rolled Sandra's nipples back and forth in my finger tips.
"Oh baby yes, that feels so good. Pull on them Stevie, pinch my nipples while you fuck me in my ass."
I twisted Sandra's nipples. She squealed with pleasure. I started fucking her faster. Sandra started panting. I tried to fuck her even faster. There was nothing rhythmical about what we were doing. It was just frenzied lust.
Sandra started screaming. She was having an orgasm. I let myself go. I felt the tension build in my body. Suddenly I felt that wonderful sensation of pleasure as I started to ejaculate into Sandra's asshole.
When I was done cumming we both collapsed on the bed. For several minutes I lay still on top of Sandra. When my softening cock finally slipped out of her ass, she rolled me onto my side and grinned at me. "Stevie that was wonderful."
I kissed her. "Yes it was."
Sandra started giggling again. Suddenly she rolled me on my back, got on top of me and pinned me to the bed. "You made a mess Sissyboy. You're going to have to clean it up."
Sandra turned around so that she was facing my feet. She straddled my head, pushed her legs out in front of her and sat down with her full weight on my face. Her cum filled asshole was directly over my mouth.
I put my hands on the cheeks of her ass and lifted her up just a little. I took a breath, let her down again, pushed my tongue into her and started to lick my semen out her asshole.
For the next half hour Sandra rocked back and forth on my face so that I was alternately licking her ass and then her cunt and then her ass again. She had either two or three orgasms while she was doing this. It was hard to be positive about the number. We were both so excited that it was difficult to keep track.
After her last orgasm Sandra rolled off of me and lay quietly next to me. After a moment she whispered into my ear, "Would my stud husband like a blow job before we go to sleep?"
I grinned at her. "Only a fool would pass up a blow job from Sandra Monroe."
Sandra giggled. "I didn't marry a fool did I."
I shook my head. "No you certainly did not."
I lay on my back and closed my eyes while Sandra sucked my cock. It didn't take her long to make me cum. I wasn't trying to last a long time. We were both tired. Sandra was just giving me one last orgasm before we ended our lovemaking and went to sleep.
When we were done Sandra snuggled up next to me. I pulled the covers up over us. Sandra fell asleep immediately. It had been a very long day. My sweet wife was tired.
I lay awake for a long time after Sandra fell asleep. I guess I didn't really want the day to end.
As I lay in bed I thought back to that wonderful evening when I went to the party at Ty Cummings house. It was over a year ago now. I was tired that night; I almost didn't go.
I'm so glad that I did go. If I hadn't, I never would have seen that beautiful dishwater blonde standing on Ty's patio.
I'll always remember her first words to me. "You're kind of shy aren't you." I think that was the moment I fell in love with Sandra Monroe.
This is the end of my story. Wonderful things have happened to me in the past year. I made a fortune and met a group of people who became very close friends
Most people would consider either of those occurrences to be the high point of their lives. For me, neither of them even come close. The high point of my life will always be meeting Sandra.
When I went to Ty Cummings house that night, I wasn't looking for a girlfriend. It was a Friday night, I just wanted to have a glass of wine with some friends and relax. What I didn't realize when I walked into that party was that I was about to be visited by serendipity.
Sandra, Julie, Ricky and I would like to thank all of you for reading our story.
Goodhusband has asked us to tell you that he's going to take about a month off, but sometime near the end of March we'll be back.
In the next story you'll meet our new friends, Roxanne and Willie. They'll take the first part of their story to tell you how they met and got married. They'll also introduce you to their wonderful friend Sammy.
About halfway through "Roxanne and Willie" all of us: Sandra, Julie, Brenda, Maddie, April, Jamal, Big Dick Jason, Bobby, Mark, Ricky and me will be back to help tell the rest of the story.
When Roxanne and Willie are done telling their story, April will sit down and tell her story. "April's Story" is the final part of our tale.
Goodhusband also asked me to thank all the nice people that sent us supportive emails while he was posting this story. He loved hearing from all the people who enjoyed our story and wants all of you to know that he appreciated your many wonderful comments.
"Stevie who are you talking to?"
I looked over my shoulder. Sandra was sitting up.
I smiled at her. "The people who are reading this story."
She yawned and stretched her arms. "Sweetheart it's our wedding night, ask them to call Julie and Ricky in the morning."
Sandra leaned forward and grabbed my arm. "Come on baby, lie down."
She giggled and clutched my penis as I got back into bed. "I'll bet I can coax little Stevie into standing up one more time."
I grinned.
If my close friend Ricky was here I'm certain he'd say, "Life sure is good."
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I was working on my PhD in economics at the University. To pick up some extra cash I took a job tutoring students at Maple Hills Community College. My tutoring sessions were set up through the Academic Assistance Office. I worked by appointment only.
Maple Hills was about two weeks into their fall quarter. It was a Thursday afternoon. I had a three o'clock appointment. I was supposed to meet a woman named Roxanne Mitchell in the student lounge. She needed help with her algebra.
I pulled into the parking lot outside the Maple Hills Student Center at about 2:45. It was a warm fall day. The sun was shining and the temperature was in the low 80's. September is a beautiful month in the north central part of the United States.
When I got out of my car I stopped for a moment and let the warm sun beat down on my face. It felt good. It was a wonderful day to be outside. I suddenly regretted my decision to take this job. This would have been a very nice afternoon to play golf.
After a moment I came to my senses. I needed this job, I had to pay my rent. Don't get me wrong, I wasn't poor. I had a nice nest egg. It was money I recently inherited it from my uncle, but that money had a purpose. It was going to get me started once I finished my PhD. I didn't want to squander it, so I reluctantly focused my attention and headed towards the student center.
When I walked into the lounge I looked around. The room was nearly empty. There were four young men playing bridge at a table in the corner.
There was one person on the other side of the room. She was sitting at a table staring at a text book. She was a little older than your average college student, but it wasn't her age that caught my attention. She was a gorgeous blonde dressed in a pair of skin tight white slacks and a low cut flower print blouse that just barely concealed an enormous pair of beautiful breasts.
I immediately lost my composure. I'm not good at talking to attractive women. They terrify me. I've never been a ladies man. It's easy to understand why; at 5'6" and 135 lbs I'm not the muscular athlete that most women find attractive.
The truth is I'm a 31 year old virgin. The one time that I almost had intercourse I ejaculated as the girl was unzipping my pants. It was humiliating. Since then I've avoided women. Internet pornography and my right hand are my only current sex partners.
I was pretty sure that this woman was Roxanne Mitchell. I had no choice, I had to talk to her. I took a deep breath, built up my courage and walked across the room.
The woman looked up at me and smiled as I approached her.
I stiffly walked up to her and in my most official voice said, "Are you Roxanne Mitchell?"
Her smile disappeared. She stood up and quietly answered. "Yes I'm Roxanne Mitchell."
"I'm William Oliver. I'm your algebra tutor."
I knew I was being brusque. I didn't know what else to do. I was so nervous that it was the only way I could manage to talk to this beautiful woman.
I sat down at the table. "Will you please show me what your working on?"
She opened her book. I looked at it for a moment. She was learning to multiply polynomials."
I took out my notebook and wrote out some easier problems. I wanted to find out if she had all of the skills necessary to do these problems.
"Ms. Mitchell can you do this problem?"
Roxanne put her pencil down and stared at me. "Mr. Oliver have I offended you in some way?"
I hesitated for a moment. I was starting to get very nervous. "No Ms. Mitchell you have not."
"Then why are you being so short with me? Do you think I am stupid? I'm sorry that algebra is difficult for me. I suppose that it's very easy for you. Still that's no reason for you to be condescending. I am paying you to teach me."
My facade collapsed. I stared at the floor. It was all I could do.
After a moment I managed to stammer out, "I am sorry Ms. Mitchell. I did not mean to offend you. Please understand, I am not trying to be condescending." My voice got very quiet. "It's just that I get very nervous when I'm around an attractive woman."
Roxanne Mitchell started to laugh. "Aren't we a pair. You can't talk to girls and I automatically assume everyone thinks I'm stupid."
She gently picked up my hand and in a very soft voice said, "Let's start over. I promise not to hurt you. My name is Roxanne."
I smiled and started to relax. "Hello Roxanne, I'm William."
Roxanne smiled back at me. "William, will you help me with my algebra?"
I grinned at her. "Roxanne I would love to help you."
I handed her a problem to solve. It was a simple equation. She worked slowly, but she knew what to do. When she was done I gave her a more difficult problem. After she solved it, I smiled and said, "That was well done, you understand this very well."
Roxanne beamed with pride.
I wrote out several problems from her current assignment. I took a moment and explained the FOIL system for multiplying polynomials. We did one problem together. After we solved it I quietly said, "Now you do this one."
Roxanne hesitated for a moment. I whispered, "Remember first, outer, inner and last. Start with the first."
She nodded and began multiplying the terms. She worked very slowly, but she was doing it correctly
I whispered to her, "Very nice, keep going."
When she finished the problem she looked at me. I patted the back of her wrist and said, "That was excellent. You picked it up very quickly."
Roxanne grinned at me. "William you're a wonderful teacher."
Suddenly I realized that I was touching her. I started to get nervous and quickly pulled my hand away from her wrist.
Roxanne smiled at me, picked up my hand and put it back on her arm. "I liked it when you were touching me." She paused, "William I like you." She looked at her watch. "I know our hour is over, but would you let me buy you a cup of coffee?"
I stared at her. I desperately wanted to say yes, but I was terrified. Roxanne read the look of panic in my eyes. She giggled and squeezed my hand. "I promise I won't hurt you."
This woman had an amazing ability to put me at ease. I took a deep breath and said, "I would love to have a cup of coffee with you."
We went to the snack bar. I got us two coffees. As I was paying for them Roxanne said, "William I offered to buy you a cup of coffee."
I started to stutter. "I ah I I'm sorry." I was panicking. Roxanne put her hand on my hand. "You are so shy." She smiled. "I think it's really sweet. It's okay, you can buy the coffee William."
We sat down and started to talk. We talked for over two hours.
Roxanne was a cocktail waitress. She'd been married twice. Both marriages ended in divorce. When I asked her what happened she just shrugged and said, "I don't know, they just didn't work out."
She told me she was excited about going to college. She really wanted to earn a bachelors degree.
I told her about my work to earn a PhD in economics. We talked about my shyness with women. I told her about my goals in life.
At 5:30 Roxanne looked at her watch. "William, I have to go to work." She shook her head. "I wish I didn't, I'm having a wonderful time. I really like you. Could we go to dinner tomorrow night? I know a nice little bar that makes wonderful hamburgers. It would be a cheap evening. We could go Dutch treat."
I swallowed hard. "Roxanne I would love to have dinner with you tomorrow night. What time?"
"Will you pick me up?"
"Of course."
"How about 7:00."
"I'll be there."
We left together. I walked Roxanne to her car. She gave me her address and telephone number. When I got to my car I was whistling. I was already in love.
The next day was the longest day of my life. At 5:30 I showered and changed clothes. At 6:30 I left for Roxanne's apartment. I drove slowly. At 6:50 I found her building. I parked the car and waited. At two minutes to seven I walked to the apartment building door and rang her bell.
Roxanne buzzed me in. I went up to her apartment. Her door was open.
"William come in. I'm almost ready."
I walked in and stopped dead in my tracks. Roxanne was wearing a pair of blue slacks and a light green top. She looked absolutely stunning. I stood in her living room and stared at her like a complete fool.
She saw me and laughed. "That's the effect I was hoping to have on you."
She grabbed my hand. "Lets go have some dinner." She giggled. "Maybe after dinner we can come back here. I would love to show you what's under this outfit."
The bar with the great hamburgers was called Sammy's. It was on 14th Street.
When we walked in the bartender yelled out, "Hey Roxie, Where you been keepin yourself?"
Roxanne yelled back, "I've been tryin to stay out of dives like this one Sammy."
Sammy held up his hands in mock dismay. "How can a classy dame like you be so confused about good places to eat?"
We walked over to the bar. Sammy was a small slender man in his mid to late 50's. His weathered face, gray hair and tattoo covered arms suggested that he'd lived a hard life.
Roxanne smiled at him. "I'm going to college now Sammy. I just started two weeks ago. I'm spending my nights at home studying."
Sammy shook his head. "We all miss you Roxie." He looked at me. "Whose your friend?"
"Sammy this is William Oliver. William this is Samuel Jamieson."
Sammy threw his hand across the bar. "Pleased to meet you William." He turned to Roxanne. "Roxie, what's all this formal shit. Has college turned you into a snob?" He looked back at me and laughed. "William my name aint Samuel, the nuns at St. Theresa's Grade School were the only ones ever called me Samuel. I'm Sammy and if its okay with you, when you're in my place you're gonna be Willie."
I smiled. "Sammy nothing would make me happier than to be called Willie."
Sammy turned to Roxanne. "See that, aint life a whole lot easier when everyone puts a y on the end of their name." He started laughing again. Sammy Jamieson was one of those people that made you smile.
Roxanne grinned at him. "Tell that to Abraham Lincoln."
Sammy looked at Roxanne. "Yeah so what's your point? If he comes into my bar, I'm gonna call him Abby."
Roxanne laughed. "Sammy you don't even know who Abraham Lincoln was do you?"
Sammy thought for a minute and then he winked at me. "I sure as fuck do. He was the guy what invented them logs that the kids use to build stuff."
Roxanne shook her head. "Sammy I don't know why I ever questioned your knowledge."
Sammy grabbed Roxanne's hand. "Hey kid I missed you. You're the only one who really knows how to insult me. What would you and your gentleman friend like?"
Roxanne turned to me. "Do you like beer?"
I nodded. "Beer would be great."
Roxanne turned back to Sammy. "Mr. Jamieson, give us a pitcher of your finest."
Sammy's was a place where the crowd was friendly and everyone enjoyed themselves. Roxanne knew everyone and everyone knew "Roxy". I'll bet that during the course of the evening at least two dozen men stopped by to chat with her. Roxanne introduced me to all of them.
We sat at the bar the entire time we were there. The hamburgers were excellent. The French fries and onion rings were even better.
Roxanne and I drank two pitchers of beer. By 10:30 both of us were spiffed. Roxanne leaned over. "I have to go pee. When I get back I want to take you home." She leaned over and nibbled my ear. "I plan to seduce my shy little Willie boy tonight."
Roxanne got up and went to the bathroom. As she walked away I noticed that the eyes of every man in the room were fixed on her sumptuous rear end.
I decided that I'd better go to. Beer has that effect on you.
I hurried off to the men's room. When I returned Roxanne was already back at the bar. There was a large middle aged man sitting next to her. They were talking quietly. When Roxanne spotted me she stood up.
As I approached the bar she said, "Willie let's go." It was almost as if she didn't want me to talk to the guy next to her.
As we were leaving she turned to the man at the bar and said, "Rudy call me. You've got my number."
We walked to the car. As we were getting in I asked. "Who was that guy in there?"
Roxanne looked at me. She hesitated for a moment. It was almost like she wasn't sure what to say. Finally she shrugged. "He's just a guy I know; don't worry about it."
When we got back to Roxanne's apartment she kissed my cheek and said, "Why don't you make yourself at home. I'm going to go change into something a little more comfortable."
This was a phrase that a woman had never said to me before. I started getting nervous. I knew what it meant.
Roxanne disappeared into the bedroom. She was only gone for a minute or two. When she returned she was dressed in the sexiest lingerie outfit that I could possibly imagine.
Roxanne walked into the room and flashed me a lascivious smile. She took a quick turn so that I could see all of her and asked. "Willie do you think I am sexy?"
It took every bit of self control that I could muster to stammer out a quiet, "Yes."
Roxanne grinned at me. "Willie you're so shy, I just love it."
Suddenly she got a mischievous look in her eyes and started to giggle. "Willie I have really big tits. Guys love to play with them. Would you like to see my tits Willie?" Roxanne was trying to relax me by teasing me.
It didn't help I was still so flummoxed that I was incapable of speech. I continued to stand in front of Roxanne like a complete idiot.
She smiled at me and gently stroked my cheek. "Willie I'll show you my big beautiful breasts but you have to ask to see them. Can you do that for me baby. Can you ask Roxie to show you her big titties."
I mustered all of my courage and managed to stammer out. "Roxanne may I please be allowed to see your beautiful breasts."
Roxanne stared at me. For a moment she didn't say anything. Finally she shook her head. "That wasn't asking Willie, that was more like begging." She paused. "But I kind of liked it. Let me hear you do it again, but get down on your knees this time."
I got down on my knees. I would have done anything she told me to do. The combination of sexual excitement and anxiety had turned me into a zombie. I was more than happy to take direction.
Roxanne smiled. "Oh my, you can be very obedient. I really like that. Willie this is getting me very hot." She giggled. "Beg Willie, beg to see my tits."
"Roxanne will you please take pity on me and allow me to see your beautiful breasts."
Roxanne laughed. "That was pretty good." She paused and pretended to think. She was still teasing me. "Maybe I'll show you just one of them."
She lowered her top and exposed her left breast.
I kneeled in front of her staring at it.
"A good little boy would say thank you."
At this point I belonged to Roxanne. I would have done anything she told me to do.
"Roxanne, thank you for showing me your beautiful breast."
She giggled some more. She was obviously enjoying this. "Want to see the other one?"
"Oh yes please. I would like that very very much."
"You know what to do."
"Roxanne I beg you, please show me your other breast."
She smiled. "Oh that was very good." She lowered her top and exposed both of her breasts. They were beautiful.
Roxanne stood up and made a big production about stretching. As she stretched she said, "They are beautiful aren't they." She leered at me. "If you're really well behaved I might let you touch them."
She thought for a moment. Finally she said, "But not just yet. I want to play a little bit more."
Roxanne turned around and got on her knees on the couch. Her big beautiful ass was right in front of me.
"Willie do you like my ass?"
"Yes maam."
Roxanne stopped. She slowly turned and looked at me for a moment. "Say that again."
"What?"
"What you just said."
"You mean, Yes maam."
She grinned. "Yes, that's exactly what I meant." She winked at me. "I liked that."
I smiled. I liked it to. I've always had fantasies about dominant women. I was getting very excited about the direction the evening was taking. I mustered up my courage and said, "I liked it to."
Roxanne stared at me for a moment. Finally she smiled and turned around again.
"Willie would you like to kiss my beautiful ass?"
I swallowed hard and quietly answered, "Yes maam."
She giggled. "I think it's a privilege that requires more begging."
"Mistress Roxanne..." I stopped in horror. That was an accident. It just sort of slipped out.
Roxanne snapped around and stared at me. She could see my humiliation. She appeared to think for a moment. Finally she said, "It's okay Willie. You can call me that. I think I might kind of like it." She paused. "Say it again."
I started again. I was very tentative. "Mistress Roxanne." I paused to look at Roxanne.
She smiled at me. "Keep going, you're doing fine."
"Mistress Roxanne may I please be allowed to kiss your beautiful ass."
"Yes my little slave." She giggled. "If I'm your Mistress, you must be my slave." Her expression became very serious. "You have my permission. You may kiss my ass."
I kneeled behind Roxanne and gently kissed the cheeks of her ass. Part of me wanted to pull those gorgeous cheeks apart so I could bury my face in the crack of her ass, but I didn't. I was afraid. I was afraid Roxanne would think I was a pervert. Even more, I was afraid to do anything without first getting Roxanne's permission.
After a moment Roxanne turned. She leaned forward and stroked my hair. "Willie, you make a wonderful little slave." She smiled. "I'm really enjoying this, I hope you are to."
I grinned at Roxanne. She started to laugh before I could say anything. "Baby doll you don't have to say a word, that smile says it all." She leaned over and kissed my forehead. "Willie I think you and I are going to become very good friends."
Roxanne winked at me. "It's time for us to play a little more isn't it."
I enthusiastically nodded my head up and down.
She laughed. "I'll take that as a big yes."
Roxanne laid back on the couch and spread her legs apart. She pulled her panties aside and exposed her cunt.
I was still kneeling on the floor in front of her.
"Willie Look at my pussy." She stared at me. "You've never been this close to a woman's cunt before have you Willie."
"No Maam I haven't."
"It's beautiful isn't it Willie."
"Yes Maam."
"Would you like to kiss it?"
"Very much Maam."
"You know that you'll have to beg for my permission."
"Yes Mistress. I understand that."
For some reason it was much easier for me to talk to Roxanne when I was in the role of a slave. I suppose there was a sense of security for me when I surrendered power to this woman.
She smiled at me. "Slave, don't keep your Mistress waiting."
I looked up at my goddess. "Mistress Roxanne may I please be allowed to kiss your pussy."
Roxanne giggled. "Yes slave, you have my permission." She paused and waved her finger at me. "Just kissing, no licking."



I leaned forward and kissed Roxanne's cunt. She was wet. I knew enough to understand that this meant that she was aroused. I licked my lips and tasted her. This was the first time in my life that I ever tasted a woman's sex. I liked it.
Roxanne moaned as I planted soft kisses up and down the length of her cunt.
I read lots of porn on the internet. I knew where her clit was and I knew its significance. I placed my lips on that sensitive spot. First I kissed it and then I put my lips around it and started gently sucking it. Roxanne gasped and closed her eyes.
After a moment I pulled my lips away from her cunt. I heard a soft sigh of disappointment from Roxanne.
I looked up at her. "Mistress I beg you for permission to lick your cunt. I beg to be allowed to pleasure you with my tongue."
Roxanne laughed. It was more a laugh of giddy excitement than a response to something that was funny.
This time she answered very quickly . "Yes! Lick my cunt slave. Kiss it and lick it; make me cum."
I moved slowly. I was about to be allowed to do something that I have dreamed of doing since I was a teenager. I was going to get to lick a woman's pussy. I wanted to be able to savor this moment.
Roxanne whimpered as she felt my lips make contact with her sex. She was dripping wet now. I carefully pushed my tongue into that secret space between the lips of her cunt. I was moving very slowly and I was being very gentle.
She was delicious. Roxanne moaned as she felt me licking her. I was still working slowly. I licked her from the base of her cunt to her clitoris. When I reached her clit I stopped and made little swirls around her engorged love button with tip of my tongue. I was trying to tease her.
Roxanne started panting. Her response got me even more excited. I buried my face between her thighs and pushed my tongue into her pussy. I licked her and then I sucked on her clit. I wasn't being gentle anymore. I was eating her cunt now.
Roxanne gasped every time my lips touched her clit. I decided to focus all of my attention there. I sucked her clit into my mouth and flicked it with my tongue.
Roxanne wrapped her legs around the back of my head, pulled my face into her sopping wet pussy and started fucking my mouth.
Suddenly her entire body went ridged. For a moment there was a pause. It was like the stillness that precedes a violent thunderstorm and then the storm broke. Roxanne started screaming. Tremors seemed to be ripping her body apart. I got scared but I was powerless to do anything. Roxanne's legs were holding my face locked against her sopping cunt.
After what seemed like an eternity but was probably only seconds Roxanne's violent storm of pleasure started to subside. I felt her legs slowly relax their hold on me. Roxanne sighed and collapsed. As she collapsed she reached down and pulled me up on the couch. "Come lie next to me sweet baby".
We quietly lay together. After a few moments Roxanne rolled onto her side and kissed me. "Now it's your turn. Be a good little slave and undress for your Mistress."
I stood up next to the couch and quickly took my socks and shirt off. When I got to my pants I hesitated. I have a small penis. The truth is, I have a penis that's so small it's laughable. My little dick is just barely 3 1/2 inches long when it's fully erect.
I didn't want to take my pants off. I was terrified that Roxanne would start laughing and make me leave the moment she saw my pathetic equipment.
As I considered that possibility, the strangest thing occurred. I started to get excited. I cannot begin to explain it. I knew that I didn't really want it to happen. Still I could not deny it. The idea of being completely humiliated in front of Roxanne was incredibly erotic for me.
I unbuckled my belt and dropped my jeans with very mixed emotions. My tiny little dick gave my excitement away. As soon as I pulled my underpants down it sprang to attention .
Roxanne stared at my tiny penis. She was obviously amazed. Actually, she was speechless.
After a moment she started to laugh. "William that is absolutely the smallest penis that I've ever seen in my entire life." She tried to stop laughing, but she couldn't. "Shit Willie. I didn't know that they came that small." She started to giggle. "Baby my clit is almost as big as your dick."
Suddenly Roxanne stopped. She got very quiet. After a moment she said, "I'm sorry Willie, that was really rude of me." She shook her head. "Please forgive me." She sighed. "I imagine that's one of the reasons your so shy with girls."
I finished taking off my underpants, got down on my knees and bowed my head. I don't really know why I did it, It just seemed like my only choice at the moment. I guess that I was retreating into my internet based submissive fantasies.
I looked up at Roxanne. "I'm sorry that I disappointed you Mistress."
Roxanne stared at my face for a moment, then she looked at my crotch. My penis was sticking straight out. She tilted her head. She was thinking. After a moment she said, "Willie are you turned on by what I said to you." She paused to think some more. Finally she asked, "Do you like it when I abuse you?"
I kept my head bowed. There was no point in trying to retreat. I was committed. Either I was going to start acting out my submissive fantasies with Roxanne or she was going to throw me out in disgust.
I took a deep breath and answered. "It's my Mistresses right to treat me any way that she pleases. I am her slave."
Roxanne looked at me, there was a stern edge to her voice. "William that's a cope out. I asked you a question. Please answer it. Do you like it when I verbally abuse you."
I took another deep breath. "Yes Mistress Roxanne I do."
Roxanne was silent for a long time. I started to get nervous. Finally she looked at me. "William get up and sit on the couch next to me."
I did as I was told. As I sat down next to Roxanne she grabbed my penis and started to stroke it. As she stroked me she said, "I think that I am going to call you Wee Willie." She giggled. "Its a good name for you."
As she was talking I suddenly realized that I was about to cum. I tried to stop myself, but I wasn't able to. I nearly cried as I started to ejaculate all over Roxanne's hand.
When I was done Roxanne glanced at my semen dripping from her fingers. She looked up and stared into my eyes. She shook her head. "Willie you not only have a pathetically tiny cock, but you cum prematurely." She shrugged. "You are absolutely useless as a lover."
I could not explain it, but I was wildly excited. For some reason I loved it when Roxanne abused me. I slipped off of the couch, got back on my knees and bowed my head. "I'm sorry that I am a disappointment to you Mistress."
Roxanne shook her head. "Sweetheart, nothing could be further from the truth." She laughed. It was a warm pleasant laugh. "Willie honey, you might be a lousy traditional lover, but you are an absolutely magnificent pussy licking slave." She smiled. "Sweet baby if you really do enjoy this, you might be the best sex partner that I've ever had."
I looked up at Roxanne. "Really?"
She giggled and said, "Really."
After a moment she added. "You're also an incredibly sweet man. Willie I love spending time with you." She pulled me back up on the couch. "Stay with me tonight Willie; please sleep with me." We wrapped our arms around each other and kissed. That night I slept with a woman for the very first time in my life.
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I was awake early on Saturday morning. It's difficult for me to sleep in a strange bed. For a little while I just lay still and watched Roxanne sleep. She was beautiful.
Nature finally forced me to get up. I quietly slipped into the bathroom and relieved myself. I found some toothpaste and wished I had a tooth brush. I considered using Roxanne's but I was afraid to do that. Instead I used my finger to brush my teeth.
I went into the kitchen and found a coffee pot and some coffee. Once the coffee was brewing I looked around for something to make for breakfast. In the refrigerator I found some eggs, butter, milk and cheese. It was just what I needed to make a cheese omelet for Roxanne and myself.
I dug around in the cupboard and found a fry pan.
I was looking for some bread to make toast when I heard Roxanne get up and go into the bathroom.
As I was mixing the eggs and milk in a bowl I heard the toilet flush. I put the fry pan on the stove so it could heat up. As I was doing this I could hear water running in the bathroom sink.
A moment later Roxanne walked into the kitchen. She was wearing a tiny little dress that was so short it just barely covered her beautiful ass.
I was naked. I suddenly felt very self conscious about the fact that she was dressed and I was not.
She hopped up on the counter and spread her legs. She wasn't wearing any panties.
I poured Roxanne a cup of coffee. As I handed it to her I smiled and said "Good morning."
Roxanne took a sip of coffee. "That tastes good, thank you."
There was a feeling of awkwardness in the air. It seemed that both of us were a little unsure of how things stood after last night.
I tried just talking. "I hope you don't mind that I took the liberty of making us some breakfast."
Roxanne smiled., "No I am glad you did." She laughed. "Most guys are usually gone by the time I wake up."
Just as I was about to pour the omelet mixture into the hot fry pan I stopped. For a moment I stood perfectly still. Suddenly I was afraid that I'd committed a faux pas. I turned to Roxanne, "I'm sorry, would you like me to leave?"
Roxanne shook her head. "No, I'm really happy that you're still here." She paused. "I am sorry William. I guess I didn't say that right." She looked at me. "I had a wonderful time with you last night. William I really like you a lot. Coming in here and finding you cooking breakfast was the most wonderful thing that could have happened this morning."
I poured the egg and milk mixture into the hot fry pan. As it started to cook I looked at Roxanne. "I also had a wonderful time last night." I took a deep breath. "I really like you a lot to Roxanne."
Roxanne grinned at me. "I'm glad William."
She watched me sprinkle some cheese onto the omelet. As it started to melt she asked, "William was last night just a game?"
I looked at Roxanne. Suddenly I froze up. I was speechless. I was afraid to answer.
She pushed the issue. "Was that you talking last night or was it the pitcher of beer?"
I found a spatula and took the omelet out of the fry pan. As I put it on a plate and cut it in half, I thought about Roxanne's question. Being a slave to a dominant woman has been my ultimate sexual fantasy since I was 18. All of my favorite internet sites dealt with dominant women.
Last night I enjoyed sex with a woman. It may not have been the sex that most men dream of, but it was sex that I could excel at. It was sex that made me happy.
I took a deep breath. It was time to stand up and express my desires. I knew exactly what I wanted. I wanted to be Roxanne's sex slave.
I set the spatula down. "Roxanne I was very serious last night. I meant everything I said."
Roxanne looked at me. "Everything?'
I nodded. "Everything."
Roxanne smiled and lowered her top. Her breasts were so beautiful. She spread her legs wider and pointed to her cunt. "Well Wee Willie, I think that its time for you to give your mistress a proper good morning kiss."
I got on my knees.
Roxanne closed her eyes and sighed as she felt me kiss her. "Little slaveboy this is wonderful way to start the day." She giggled. "Of course you'll never know that because you're always going to be the on who's giving pleasure."
I looked up at Roxanne. "Mistress this is a wonderful way to start the day. I can't think of anything I would rather do than give you pleasure."
Roxanne jumped down from the counter and grabbed me. She gave me a big hug and kissed me. "William you're the most wonderful man I've ever met."
I laughed, "Roxanne, I think you're the most wonderful woman I've ever met."
Roxanne kissed me again and then she smiled at me. "Lets eat that omelet you made before it gets too cold."
We sat down at the kitchen table. Both of us were hungry. For a moment we focused on eating our breakfast.
When she'd finished about half of her omelet Roxanne stopped eating. She appeared to be thinking. After a moment she set her fork down and looked at me. "Willie, I don't want you to be my slave all the time. You're a very smart and very funny man. I want to be able to enjoy you as a person."
I set my fork down and thought about what Roxanne had just said. Finally I nodded and answered her. "I agree, but I think that will work itself out. Right now maybe we can just call it our game. We can decide when we're playing and when we're not."
"I like that Willie." She paused. "Willie can we spend the day together?"
"I have to go home for a little bit. I need to clean up and do some work. I have to organize some research that I've just recently completed."
"Could I go with you. I'll bring my school work. We could study together." She paused. "No I suppose that falls into the area of tutoring. That's your job. We can do that during our scheduled times when I am paying you."
I stared at Roxanne. "Silly girl, I am not your tutor anymore. You don't need a tutor. You now have a friend who will help you with all of your school work whenever you ask for it."
"You'd do that for me?"
"Yes of course I would." I stared at Roxanne for a moment. "Roxanne you're not used to men being nice to you are you."
She frowned. "Willie most guys just want to get into my panties. They're pretty much done with me after that."
I got up and walked over to Roxanne. I put my arms around her and whispered into her ear. "I will never be done with you. I will always be there for you. That's a promise and it's written in stone."
"Really?"
"Really." I laughed. "I take this slave shit seriously." I kissed her. "I'll clean up the kitchen while you go get dressed." I stopped. "No I am your slave. Mistress please excuse me while I draw your bath."
Roxanne followed me into the bathroom. "Willie what do you think you are doing."
I smiled at Roxanne. "I am going to give you a bath. When I am done I am going to clean up the kitchen while you get dressed."
Roxanne giggled. "Are you serious?"
"Of course I am. Like I said, I take this slave shit seriously."
Roxanne laughed. Then she thought for a moment. "We're going to have to talk more about this. I want to find out just how much power you're surrendering to me."
I looked at her. "All of it. When you decide we're playing, my surrender will be total."
Roxanne stared at me. "I am not sure I understand what that means."
I smiled. "I guess that we're just going to have to start playing. We're both smart people, we'll figure it out."
I am quite certain that giving Roxanne a bath was the most fun thing I've ever done in my entire life. It took every bit of concentration that I could muster to keep from cumming while I washed her gorgeous body.
When we were done I dried her off. When she was dry I quickly put my clothes on and cleaned the kitchen while Roxanne got dressed and applied her makeup.
When she was ready she came into the kitchen. I smiled when I saw her. "Roxanne you're gorgeous."
She giggled. "Thank you kind sir, you're very sweet."
I finished wiping the counter and rinsed out the sponge I was using. When I was done I turned to Roxanne. "'Grab your books, let's go."
She looked at me. "Willie are you really going to let me study with you?"
I nodded, "Yes of course I am. I think it would be wonderful.
"But your so much smarter than I am."
I smiled and walked over to Roxanne. "Sweetheart, I don't think that's true. I think you're very smart. You just don't have much confidence in your ability to learn right now." I laughed. "We're quite a pair aren't we. Both of us have some major insecurities."
Roxanne stared at me for a minute. I looked at her. "What's the matter?"
She smiled. "You just called me sweetheart."
I bowed my head. "I'm sorry Roxanne. It just slipped out. Please don't be mad. I promise to never let it happen again."
She shook her head. "Now your the silly one. I'm not mad. I loved it. I want you to call me sweetheart." She paused. "Unless of course we're playing our game." She laughed. "You cannot possibly imagine the pain and degradation you'll have to endure if you call me sweetheart during playtime."
I winked at her. "I can try."
Roxanne punched my arm. "You pervert."
I grinned and nodded my head up and down in agreement. "That's me, your little pervert slave."
Roxanne laughed. After a moment her expression became more serious. She put her arms around me. "Willie I don't know how all of this is going to work out, but right now I'm hoping that we become sweethearts."
I hugged her. "Roxanne I would like that more than anything in the world."
When we got to my apartment Roxanne sat down at my dining room table. She took out her books and started to study while I took a shower and changed my clothes.
When I was done cleaning up I grabbed my brief case and joined her.
We studied all afternoon. We took several breaks. One of them was a lunch break. I made a sandwich for each of us. We talked while we ate.
"Roxanne, if you're a cocktail waitress how come you don't have to work on Saturday night?"
"Willie, I work in the bar at the Calvert Hotel. Their bar trade comes almost exclusively from businessmen and conventions. They start arriving on Sunday night and they all leave on Thursday night. The bar is empty on the weekends." She laughed. "I also get to go home at 10:00 pm. Business men go to bed early. The bar at the Calvert is very quiet after 10:00."
She put her hand on my shoulder. "We have tonight to ourselves. How would you like to go to Sammy's for dinner? It's spaghetti night." She smiled. "Sammy makes great spaghetti. After we eat maybe we can hang out for awhile." She winked at me. "Then we can go back to my place and start to work out the rules of our game." She leaned over and whispered into my ear. "My imagination has been working overtime all day today." She giggled. "I have a whole list of really nasty things I want to do to you."
I took a deep breath. I was already getting excited. "How long do we have to stay at Sammy's?"
Roxanne started to laugh. "It all depends on you. If you're a really devoted and obedient boyfriend I might be willing to leave a little earlier. If you're not," She poked me in the ribs. "Then I might just decide to spend the whole night at Sammy's flirting with other guys."
I was suddenly speechless. Roxanne had just said something that totally overwhelmed me.
Roxanne stared at me. "Willie, what's wrong? Did I say something that upset you?"
I shook my head. "No, not at all. Roxanne you just called me your boyfriend."
She smiled at me. "I'm sorry Willie. Now I guess I am the one that let something just slip out."
I gazed at her. "No Roxanne if you really meant it I would love to be your boyfriend."
She grinned at me. "Really?"
"Yes."
Roxanne got up and walked over to me. As she sat down on my lap she laughed and said. "What a great weekend. On Thursday morning I was all alone. By Saturday afternoon I have both a slave and a boyfriend."
We kissed for a long time. When we stopped kissing we just hugged.
Finally Roxanne got off my lap. "We should study a little more." She returned to her chair.
As she sat down I continued staring at her.
She looked at me. "Is there something else Willie?"
I nodded. "You said you were going to flirt with other guys at Sammy's."
Roxanne shrugged. "Oh sweetie, you're so insecure. I was just teasing you." She stopped. I was still staring. Roxanne studied me for the longest time. She was obviously thinking. Finally she tilted her head and asked, "Willie does the idea of my flirting with other guys get you excited?"
I slowly nodded my head up and down. "Yes it does."
"Oh my." Roxanne was silent for a long time. Finally she smiled at me. "Willie I want to learn more about this." She paused. "I want to learn a lot more about this."
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We left my apartment at about 6:00. At Roxanne's suggestion I brought an overnight bag. It contained my shaving kit, a clean shirt, a change of socks and some clean underwear.
Next we stopped at Roxanne's so she could freshen up.
It was after 7:30 when we finally arrived at Sammy's. The place was already crowded. Apparently Sammy's spaghetti really was neighborhood attraction.
I followed Roxanne as she wove her way to the bar. There were two empty stools near one end. As we sat down we heard Sammy's booming voice.
"Hey it's my favorite girl and her new boyfriend."
A number of heads turned to see who Sammy was talking about. Several men stared at me.
Sammy went to the tap and poured a pitcher of beer. He set the pitcher in front of us and grabbed two glasses. As he set the glasses down he said, "Roxie and Willie it's nice to see you again." He looked at Roxanne. "Honey I don't think I've ever seen you show up with the same guy two nights in a row. This must be serious."
Roxanne hugged me and grinned. "Sammy, I think I have a sweetheart."
Sammy smiled. "Congratulations baby, nobody deserves it more than you do." He paused and looked at me. "Willie you're going to make a lot of guys here unhappy. Roxie was a favorite playmate in this bar."
Roxanne put her fingers to her lips. "Hush Sammy, Willie doesn't need to know about all of that."
Sammy grabbed Roxanne's hand. "Sorry kid, I didn't mean to cause no trouble." He turned to me. "Hey Willie forget what I just said. I guess I've been drinking too much of my own suds."
Sammy smiled at both of us; "Hey, how about some spaghetti?"
Roxanne smiled back. "Now you're talking Sammy; bring us two big plates and some of your famous garlic bread."
Roxanne poured a glass of beer for each of us. When she set the pitcher down I asked, "What was Sammy talking about?"
Roxanne shook her head. "Oh nothing, that's just Sammy. He loves to talk. Just forget about it sweetheart, its nothing." She slid a glass of beer over to me and picked up her own glass; "Hey how about a toast."
I smiled and picked up my glass. Roxanne raised hers and said, "To us."
As we clinked our glasses I also said, "To us."
Sammy brought us our dinners. Roxanne was right, his spaghetti was excellent. When we finished our first pitcher of beer, Sammy brought us another one.
By 8:30 we were well into the second pitcher. Sammy had cleared our dishes away and we were both sitting at the bar feeling very relaxed.
Suddenly, Roxanne leaned over and whispered to me. "Willie, there are some very hot guys in here tonight. Were you serious when you said that it might turn you on to see me flirting with another man?"
The first pitcher of beer had pretty much eliminated any inhibitions that I might have had. I turned to Roxanne and said, "Mistress, it's your right to flirt with any man you might choose."
Roxanne looked at me for the longest time. Finally she said, "Willie, are you sure?"
"You're just talking about flirting right?"
Roxanne smiled. "That's right, just a little harmless flirting." She paused. "I might ignore you for awhile. Can you handle that?"
I nodded. "That's kind of the point. I am going to have to handle it."
Roxanne giggled. "I promise you that when we get back to my apartment I'll pay alot of attention to you."
"I can't wait."
Roxanne leaned over and whispered into my ear. "Now you're going to have to wait. For a little while it's going to be playtime for me. My poor little baby is just going to have to sit and watch and feel all left out."
She picked up her beer glass, emptied it and set it down again. "Well here goes."
She turned towards a tall, muscular man with short black hair. This incredibly handsome man was standing about twelve feet away talking to several other men.
Roxanne winked at me. "I have to go potty. I'll be right back."
She got up and walked towards her target. As she passed by, she "accidentally" bumped into him. As soon as she made contact Roxanne stopped, put one hand over her mouth in dismay and gripped his arm with her other hand. "Please excuse me, I'm so clumsy."
He smiled at her. "No harm done." As he spoke his attention shifted to Roxanne's cleavage. She was leaning forward. He was looking right down the front of her blouse.
She patted his arm. "Thank you for understanding." She giggled a little and wrinkled her nose. "You're a real gentleman, but you're going to have to excuse me; I have to get to the ladies room before I wet my panties."
He laughed. "I certainly wouldn't want to be responsible for that."
Roxanne disappeared. A few minutes later I saw her coming back. Her return path brought her right by her handsome gentleman. As she passed him she gave him a big smile.
He winked at her "Please to bump into me again; I really enjoyed it last time."
Roxanne giggled. "Oh my, well I certainly wouldn't want to slight a handsome man like you." She backed up and walked by him again. This time she bumped into his side. As she bumped into him she made a big show of rubbing her tits against his arm
He laughed. "You can do that to me anytime you like."
Roxanne smiled at him. "I don't know you well enough." She paused and then added, "yet."
He smiled. "Well let's try to rectify that situation." He extended his hand. "I'm Ted Jordan."
Roxanne took his hand. "Hi Ted, I'm Roxanne Mitchell."
Ted smiled, "A pretty name for a pretty girl."
Roxanne rubbed his wrist with her fingertips. "Aren't you sweet?" She giggled. "A little flattery will get you a long way."
Ted raised his eyebrows. "I am not going to let you go after that comment. Roxanne can I buy you a beer?"
Roxanne shook her head. "No I have pitcher over here, bring your glass. I'll fill it up."
"That's an offer I'll never refuse."
Roxanne took Ted's hand and led him over to our spot. "Ted this is my friend William. William this is Ted."
Ted looked at me and turned to Roxanne. "I am sorry, I didn't realize that you were with someone. I think I'll just excuse myself."
Roxanne squeezed his hand. "Ted you don't have to worry about him. Willie won't care if we spend a little time getting to know each other." She turned to me. "Will you Willie?"
I looked at the floor. This was incredibly humiliating. It was also intensely exciting. I mumbled, "Whatever pleases you dear."
Both Roxanne and Ted looked at me. Finally Roxanne gave me a wicked smile and said, "Willie where are your manners. Ted has an empty glass, fill it for him."
I looked at Ted, slowly extended my hand and whispered, "May I fill you glass for you sir."
Ted stared at me for the longest time, finally he smiled, handed me his glass and said, "Sure Willie that would be real nice."
I filled Ted's glass and handed it back to him. He smiled at me and said, "Thanks pal."
Roxanne patted the stool on the opposite side of her from me and said, "Sit down Ted, you and I need to get to know each other."
Ted sat down. Roxanne turned so that she was facing Ted and her back was towards me. "Tell me all about yourself."
For the next half hour they chatted and giggled. When their beer glasses were empty Roxanne turned, grabbed the pitcher and poured more beer for the two of them. She ignored my glass.
When the pitcher was empty she turned to face me. This was the first time in the past 45 minutes that she had acknowledged my presence. "Willie be a dear and refill this for us." She turned and continued talking with Ted. She was deliberately ignoring me.
I was pretty sure that this was a test to see how much passive abuse I would accept.
I got them more beer. I refilled my glass and placed the pitcher in front of Ted. Roxanne smiled at me. They went back to talking. They were now whispering to each other like lovers.
After another 10 minutes they stood up. Roxanne turned to me. "Willie, Ted and I are going to the back room to play a little pool. I'll be back in a little bit."
"Could I join you?'
She patted my face like a mother would pat a five year olds face. "No sweetie I think it would be better if you stayed here."
As she said this Ted was staring at me. There was a sneer on face. Roxanne turned to him. "Come on big man lets go shoot some pool." Ted put his arm around my new girlfriend and led her to the back room. As they passed through the doorway Ted's hand slipped to Roxanne's ass. Roxanne didn't remove it.
I sat at the bar. I was in a state of complete confusion. My new girlfriend had just walked into the backroom with a handsome man who she'd been flirting with for the past hour.
I knew how I was supposed to react. I was supposed to be irate, but I wasn't.
I was humiliated and shamed. Most of the regulars in the bar had been watching our little show all evening. They were all well aware that I was here with Roxanne. They also all saw how easily Ted moved in and took my place. I shook my head as I thought about this. For some strange reason these feelings of humiliation and shame were extremely erotic to me.
I knew I was envious of Ted. I would have loved to be in his place. I could only imagine what he and my girlfriend were doing in the backroom.
Most of all I was aroused. I cannot begin to explain why the idea of seeing my girlfriend in the arms of another man was exciting to me, but it was.
I was dying to see what was happening in the back room. Roxanne had told me to wait at the bar. I didn't want to be disobedient, but I really did want to see what she and Ted were doing.
I saw the door to the men's room. I had an idea. I had to pee. I would have to pass by the entrance to the backroom on my way to the lavatory. Roxanne couldn't possibly fault me for peeking into the backroom as I walked to the rest room.
I got up. I was so excited I was shaking. As I approached the entrance to the backroom I slowed down.
I peeked in. Roxanne and Ted were the only two people in the backroom. Ted had his arms around Roxanne. His back was turned toward me. Roxanne was facing me. Her eyes were closed. Ted was kissing her neck. His right hand appeared to be massaging her ass.
Roxanne opened her eyes. Maybe she sensed my presence, I'm not really sure. In any case, she looked up and saw me standing in the doorway.
She stared at me. I think that she was trying to gauge my reaction to what I was witnessing.
At first there was an expression of concern on her face. She studied me for a moment, when she realized I wasn't going to create a scene she relaxed. When I continued to do nothing but passively watch, she smiled and became even more audacious.
Roxanne took Ted's hand from her ass and placed it on her left breast. At the same time she leaned back, pulled Ted's face to her face and kissed him on the lips.
I would have liked to continue watching, but I started to get nervous that Roxanne would become angry with me.
I took one last look before I continued my trip to the restroom. When I left, Ted had his hand under Roxanne's blouse. He was fondling her breast while they continued their passionate embrace.
On my return from the men's room, I again passed the entrance to the back room. Ted and Roxanne were gone. I looked at the bar. They'd returned to their stools. I noticed that someone else now occupied my stool. I no longer had a place to sit.
I returned to the bar. It was a very awkward situation. Ted was snickering. He seemed to be enjoying my obvious discomfort. Roxanne was sitting very close to him. Her arm was around his neck.
As I approached them Roxanne stood. "Willie you can have my stool."
I looked at Roxanne. I was puzzled.
She smiled. "Ted wants to go outside for a smoke. I am going to go out with him." She looked up at the television. It was tuned to a baseball game. "I want you to be a good little boy and stay here and watch the game. I won't be gone very long."
Before I had a chance to say anything Roxanne turned to Ted and said, "Come on big man lets go outside. You can show me your new car."
There was a smug look on Ted's face as he took Roxanne's hand and led her out the front door of the bar.
Sammy walked over to me. "Willie buddy, I think Roxanne might be more woman than you can handle."
I looked at him. "What do you mean Sammy?"
He laughed. "Willie, just how naive are you? Your girlfriend is not going outside to look at that guy's new car." He chuckled. "If I know Roxie, and believe me I do know her; that guy is getting one hell of a good blowjob right now." Sammy shook his head. "Buddy your girlfriend is the BJ queen of this bar."
"I don't understand."
Sammy threw his arms up. "Why are the smart ones always so fuckin stupid." He stared at me. "Willie your girlfriend is easy; she puts out."
Suddenly Sammy stopped. He studied me for a long time. Finally he said, "Maybe I'm the one who's fuckin stupid. Willie, are you one of those guys who doesn't care if his woman messes around a little?"
I grinned at him. The beer was making me uncharacteristically bold. "Sammy I think that might be true."
Sammy shook his head. "Willie I don't understand you, but it sure aint none of my business." He laughed. "I guess it takes all kinds." Finally he looked at me and smiled, "Buddy if that's true, you've sure found the right girl."
Sammy grabbed my empty beer glass and refilled it. "This one's on the house. Willie if it really is true that you don't care if Roxie fools around, we're going to become very good friends. Buddy you're going to be spending a lot of time sitting at this bar while she's outside with other guys lookin at their new cars."
Willie moved down the bar to wait on some other customers. I sipped my beer and tried to watch the baseball game, but I couldn't keep my attention focused. All I could think about was Roxanne and Ted in the parking lot. I couldn't help wondering if Sammy was right? Was she really out there giving him a blow job?"
I did not understand why. This was all very confusing to me, but I knew that deep down inside I hoped Sammy was right.
About twenty minutes later Roxanne came back into the bar. She was alone. She walked up to me, gave me a kiss on the lips and said "Let's go home sweetheart."
As I stood up I asked. "Where is Ted?'
"He had to get home. He's married. His wife will start wondering where he is if he stays out any later."
I turned and found Sammy. "Good night Sammy."
He waved. "Hey Roxie and Willie, thanks for comin in. Don't be strangers."
I smiled. "Don't worry, we won't."
During the trip to Roxanne's apartment both of us were uncharacteristically silent. When we arrived, I parallel parked my car on the street in front of her building. As soon as I shut the engine off, Roxanne turned to me and asked; "Do you still want to come up?"
I looked at Roxanne. I was puzzled by her manner. She seemed almost angry. I started to get worried that she was mad. I wasn't sure what to say. I sort of stammered out the words, "Yes please."
Roxanne sighed with relief, picked up my hand and squeezed it. "Thank you very much."
I'm not the most intuitive guy in the world, but it was obvious that something was bothering Roxanne.
When we got inside the apartment Roxanne said, "Willie come sit with me." She sat down on the couch and patted the spot next to her.
I sat down. For a moment we both stared at the floor. Neither of us said anything. It was an uncomfortable silence.
Finally Roxanne looked at me. "Willie I am so sorry. Things kind of got out of hand tonight. Please believe me, I only meant to flirt with Ted." She shook her head. "Maybe it was the beer. I don't know." She closed her eyes. "He's a very handsome man, Willie I just got carried away."
I silently stared at her. I wasn't angry. I simply didn't know what to say."
Roxanne's voice got very quiet. "When Ted and I were in the backroom I was pretty turned on. I saw you watching us while Ted was kissing me. When you just stood there and didn't do anything, I got even more turned on. I guess I took it as a sign that it was okay with you."
I looked at the floor. I was terrible at serious conversations with girls. I knew that I was supposed to say something, but I was tongue tied.
Roxanne looked at me. I think that she was trying to gauge my reaction to what she was saying. After a moment she continued. "Willie I think I am falling in love with you. I can't begin to explain why I treated you the way I did in the bar." She paused. "Part of it was our game, but that wasn't all of it. Baby I got off on flirting with Ted in front of you. It got me really hot."
My heart fluttered when I heard her say the words, I think I am falling in love with you.
I turned and looked at her.
"Willie I guess I'm just a slut. I love sex. I love sex with lots of different men. I always have." She sighed. "Remember how I told you that I've been married and divorced twice?"
I nodded and said, "Yes."
"Well both of my husbands caught me cheating on them. My second husband caught me with another guy while we were on our honeymoon. We were in the Bahamas. We had to come home on separate airplanes."
Roxanne picked up my hand and held it. "Willie I want to make it work with you so badly. You're the sweetest, kindest man I've ever been with." She smiled. "I was hoping that maybe I could try to be good." She sighed. "I was just fooling myself."
Roxanne took a deep breath. "I gave Ted a blowjob in the parking lot tonight." She shook her head. "Willie I am so sorry. I just got carried away."
Roxanne stared at me. Finally she said, "If you want to get up and walk out right now I'll understand."
I stared back at Roxanne. She buried her face in her hands. She was crying. I still didn't know what to say, but I knew I had to say something.
I mustered all of my courage and said, "I don't want to walk out."
Roxanne stopped crying and looked up at me.
"I'm falling in love with you to."
Roxanne tilted her head. She was listening.
I swallowed hard. "Roxanne, it was okay with me when you were flirting with Ted. You were right; it did get me really turned on."
I'd started now. There was no turning back. "While the two of you were out in the parking lot I was having fantasies about what you were doing. I was trying to imagine you sucking Ted's cock."
Roxanne looked at me for the longest time. Finally she said, "Really?"
I nodded, "Really." I laughed. "Roxanne my tiny little dick was rock hard the whole time you were outside with Ted."
Roxanne suddenly turned and hit me on my arm. "You shit! Why didn't you tell me that earlier?"
"Ow that hurt!"
"It was supposed to."
We both started to laugh. It was a hearty laugh. More than anything, I think we were releasing tension.
When we settled down I looked at Roxanne. "It was really hard for me to tell you that".
She nodded. "I understand Willie." She paused. "I think that we have a lot of talking to do."
I smiled. "I agree."
Roxanne put her arm around me. We sat on the couch and cuddled. It was nice. As we sat there I had a nasty little thought. It got me really excited.
I turned to Roxanne. "I think I just thought of something to say that might help a whole lot."
Roxanne looked at me and said, "Go ahead."
I smiled at her, slipped off of the couch and kneeled down at her feet.
When I was on my knees I looked up at Roxanne and said "Mistress, it is your right and privilege to seek pleasure with any man you choose. As your humble slave it is my duty to remain faithful to you and serve you to the best of my abilities."



I picked up Roxanne's right foot and removed her shoe. As I started to kiss each of her toes Roxanne sighed and said, "Willie, I think that this is going to turn into a very fun night."
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As she watched me kiss her toes Roxanne said, "It gets you excited when I humiliate you doesn't it Willie?"
I looked up at her and smiled. "Yes Mistress it does."
She got an evil grin on her face. "Willie," she stopped in mid sentence and thought for a moment. "Willie is such a dull name for you. I'm sure that I can come up with something better. Let me see." Roxanne seemed to consider this problem for a moment. Finally she smiled and started listing names, "How about Itty bitty or Peewee? Pint-sized would be nice and so would Teenie Weenie." She giggled. "So many names to choose from; how can a girl possibly decide?" She put a finger to her cheek. She was pretending to think. "I know, I'll use them all. Let's see, tonight I think I'll start with Peewee."
She winked at me, "Hey Peewee." I looked up at her. Roxanne laughed. "My my what a smart little pet you are. You already know your name."
Roxanne closed her eyes. "Peewee, Ted is such a sexy man." She looked down at me. "You saw him; he really is handsome isn't he."
I looked up at Roxanne. "Yes Mistress, he's very handsome."
"Did you see his arms Peewee? Ted has some serious muscles."
Roxanne sighed. "Peewee I'm getting hot just thinking about him. Undress me; I want to be naked."
I stood up and carefully removed Roxanne's clothing. When I started to remove her panties she stopped me. "Peewee, leave those on for the time being." She paused. "Now take off your own clothes. A good slave should never be wearing more clothing than his Mistress."
When I finished undressing Roxanne she looked at me and said, "Where were we Peewee? Oh yes, you were on your knees kissing my feet and I was fantasizing about my stud lover." She snapped her fingers and pointed at the floor. "Well what are you waiting for, let's continue."
As I got on my knees and picked up her left foot Roxanne said, "I think I was telling you about Ted's muscles."
She looked down at me. "Ted must spend a lot of time in the gym. His body is really well developed. She laughed. "He's not a skinny little runt like you."
Roxanne started to smile. "Peewee, do you remember when you saw us in the backroom at Sammy's?"
"Yes Mistress."
"I was rubbing Ted's chest while he was kissing my neck." Roxanne giggled. "His pecs are really well developed." She closed her eyes. "Peewee my pussy got wet when I was rubbing his chest." She paused. "That was when I decided that I had to feel his cock. After you left"; she stopped and looked down at me. "I assume you were on your way to the powder room."
"Yes Mistress. I was going to the bathroom."
"Well anyway, after you left, I reached down and rubbed Ted's cock. Of course he had an erection. Peewee I've felt a lot of cocks in my life, but Ted's was something special." She laughed. "Ted's cock was fucking huge." Roxanne shook her head. "Well after I felt that great big cock, there was no way that I wasn't going to give Ted a blow job."
Roxanne closed her eyes, pulled her panties aside and started to massage her pussy. I looked up. She was already wet.
As she rubbed her cunt Roxanne sighed and said, "Peewee, there is nothing in this world that is a much fun as sucking a great big hard cock."
Roxanne was aroused now. She closed her eyes as she continued massaging her cunt.
"Peewee, as soon as we got outside the bar Ted grabbed me and pulled me around the side of the building. He found a dark corner and pushed me up against the wall. He wasn't gentle."
Roxanne looked down at me as I was licking her toes. "Ted's not a wimp like you, he's a real man. When he wants something he takes it." She sighed. "He kissed me hard on the lips and pulled my blouse up. I wasn't wearing a bra. He started to play with my breasts. He told me that he'd been waiting all night to get his hands on my tits. It was so hot."
Roxanne was rubbing herself harder now. "Right there next to the building I dropped to my knees and unzipped his pants. Peewee his cock was magnificent. It must have been at least nine or ten inches long. It curved up like a giant menacing snake arrogantly challenging me to try to tame it."
Roxanne took a deep breath. "Peewee, I had to have it. I had to feel it in my mouth. I started sucking it." Roxanne shook her head. "Peewee, at that moment I belonged to Ted." She laughed. "No, that's not true; at that moment I belonged to Ted's cock."
Roxanne closed her eyes again. She was silent for a few seconds. She was concentrating as she masturbated. I could tell that she was starting to lose her composure.
Roxanne's massive breasts were heaving as she continued. "Peewee I sucked Ted's cock. I gave him my best blow job. I stroked his rigid shaft with my hands and sucked and licked his magnificent cockhead until I felt him shooting his cum into the back of my throat."
Roxanne was rubbing her clit with a fury. The tension had been building in her body for the past several minutes. Suddenly she screamed as the storm of pleasure erupted inside her.
I laid Roxanne's foot down and watched as her orgasm rolled through her. Finally the storm began to subside and Roxanne slowly collapsed into the couch with a contented smile on her face.
I continued to kneel at Roxanne's feet while she recovered from her orgasm. I was content to just gaze at her naked body. She was so beautiful.
Frankly I was also terrified to disturb her. Roxanne had me under her thumb.
I really don't know how much time passed. It was probably only a few minutes. Roxanne finally opened her eyes and smiled at me. "Peewee, that was so hot."
I smiled back at her. "Yes Mistress Roxanne it was."
Roxanne raised her eyebrows. "Mistress Roxanne?" She paused. "My my, it would appear that my little Peewee would like to keep our game going a little longer."
I smiled.
Roxanne thought for a moment then leaned forward and grabbed my face. "Peewee you said that you would grant me total power over you when we played this game."
I looked into Roxanne's eyes and nodded. "yes Mistress."
"Prove it."
"How Mistress?"
"Lick my ass."
A jolt of electricity shot through my nerves. This was one of my fondest fantasies. I'd spent many nights masturbating to internet pictures of submissive men licking the asses of dominant women.
Roxanne rolled over onto her stomach.
In my mind this was no longer sexual play. This was now a ceremony. I was about to make the ultimate demonstration of my submission to the will of my goddess.
I looked at the soft cheeks of Roxanne's ass. As I spread those gorgeous mounds, Roxanne picked up on my excitement. She turned around, sat up and looked at me.
After a moment she said, "Peewee, I think that you are going to have to earn this privilege." She was silent for several seconds. Finally she smiled. It was a wicked smile. "Peewee if I allow you to lick my ass, what will you do for me?"
I was on my knees at the feet of my dominant mistress. We were acting out my ultimate sexual fantasy. I was incredibly excited. My penis was directing my brain. At that moment I would have said and done anything to be given the privilege of licking Roxanne's ass.
I smiled at Roxanne. "Mistress I will make you my goddess. I will worship you. I will totally submit to your will. I will sacrifice everything to see that you are happy."
Roxanne giggled. "That's a lot." She stared at me. "Peewee, earlier this evening you told me that it would be all right with you if I partied with other men. Will you swear to me that you will willingly give me that right?"
I nodded. "Yes Mistress."
This was easy. Over the past several hours I had already accepted the fact that I was going to become Roxanne's cuckold.
As I knelt in front of her, I realized that this was the moment of truth. This was the moment to tell this to Roxanne. I swallowed hard and said, "Mistress I am very willing to become your cuckold."
Roxanne looked at me. There was a puzzled look on her face. "Peewee, I'm not familiar with that word, please explain it."
"Mistress, a cuckold is a man whose wife openly sleeps with other men while he remains faithful to her."
Roxanne smiled. "Peewee, are you saying that as part of your submission to me you will give me the freedom to party with other men? You are telling me that you will become my cuckold?"
"Yes Mistress."
"And you will remain faithful to me?"
Yes, Mistress at all times."
"While I openly cheat on you?"
"Yes Mistress."
Roxanne sighed. "Peewee, if this is true, you've just made me a very happy woman."
"Mistress, making you a happy woman is my ultimate desire."
Roxanne rolled over onto her stomach. "Peewee you have my permission to kiss my ass."
"Thank you Mistress."
I reverently spread the soft round cheeks of Roxanne's gorgeous ass. For several seconds I just gazed at her puckered little anus. The anticipation of what was to come was maddening. I was very excited. My nerves felt like they were supercharged with electricity.
I slowly lowered my lips to Roxanne's ass. I was trying to savor this moment. She sighed as she felt me make contact. At first I just kissed her. My kisses were soft and reverent. My passion was running wild. It took every bit of self control that I had to keep from ejaculating.
Roxanne moaned. "Oh yes, make love to me Peewee. Kiss me. Kiss my ass."
I was moving very slowly now. I closed my eyes and gently pushed the tip of my tongue into Roxanne's dark tunnel. I tasted her asshole for the very first time.
Roxanne gasped, That's right, use your tongue. Be my slave. French kiss my asshole." Roxanne's voice was getting rough and raspy. She was aroused.
I wrapped my arms arouund Roxanne's thighs and pushed my tongue as deep into my goddess as I could. I was making oral love to her ass.
Roxanne let me continue for several minutes. Finally she pushed me away and turned over. She grabbed her breasts and started pulling on her nipples. "How would my little asskissing slave feel about licking my pussy?"
I nodded. "He would love it."
Roxanne sighed. "Peewee, life certainly has gotten more interesting since I met you." She reached down and pulled my face to her crotch and giggled. "Pleasure me slave."
I continued to move slowly. I placed my lips against the lips of Roxannes pussy. She was already very wet. I started kissing her sex. I became more passionate with each kiss. Soon my lips were tightly pressed against Roxanne's cunt. She wrapped her legs around my head and forced me to rub my face into her cunt.
She started to smother me. Suddenly I realized that I couldn't breathe. Roxanne didn't notice. At this point her only concern was the satisfaction of her own lust.
I began to panic. I patted Roxanne's thigh. After a few moments she realized what was happening and released me from her hold. I took a second as I gasped for air.
When I finally caught my breath my own lust took over again. I found Roxanne's clitoris. I put my lips on it and started to suck. As I sucked her I imagined that I was giving her a blow job much like the one she gave Ted outside the bar.
I felt Roxanne's hands grab my head. She started rubbing her cunt against my face. I continued sucking on her clit. I could feel the tension building in her body. I sucked harder on her clit. Roxanne started to shake. Suddenly she screamed. As she screamed she pushed my head away from her cunt and fell back against the couch.
Her orgasm was so violent that for a moment it looked like she was going into convulsions. Finally the torrent of pleasure started to subside. Roxanne's muscles slowly relaxed and she collapsed onto the couch.
I studied Roxanne for a moment. Her eyes were closed, her breathing had slowed down. There was a serene expression on her face. She was relaxed, she might have even been sleeping. I wasn't sure.
I sat down on the floor next to her, put my arms around her right leg and hugged Roxanne. I was content. I was at the feet of my goddess. I closed my eyes and thought about all of the wonderful things that had transpired this evening. I smiled to myself. I was living in my sexual paradise.
I felt a hand stroke the top of my head. I looked up. Roxanne's eyes were open. She was leaning forward and smiling at me. She patted the couch next to her. "Willie, come sit by me."
I got up and sat next to Roxanne. She kissed me. "That was a wonderful game." She gazed at me for a moment. "Willie you're a magnificent lover."
My heart soared with pride.
Roxanne kissed me again. "Tomorrow we have to talk about some of the things we said to each other tonight. I want to be sure that it wasn't just our lust talking." She took a deep breath and smiled. "But that's for tomorrow. Right now I want my new boyfriend to sample one of my special blow jobs." Roxanne kissed my forehead. "Lie back baby and try to last as long as you can."
As I lay on the couch the words "new boyfriend" reverberated through my brain. I was the happiest man in the world.
Suddenly I felt Roxanne's fingers on my penis. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. I tried to think about other things. I concentrated on remembering the figures from my most recent research project.
I felt her lean over. Suddenly my penis was in her mouth. I opened my eyes and looked down. Roxanne was sucking my tiny cock.
It felt wonderful. I tried to keep from cumming but I didn't really have a chance. I felt the pleasure quickly building in my loins. Suddenly my cock was spurting its little driblet of semen.
Roxanne kept me in her mouth and continued to suck me while I ejaculated. When I was done she sat up, pulled me to her and gave me a very passionate kiss. As she kissed me she pushed my small deposit of semen from her mouth to mine.
I started to gag. It was the first time that I'd ever tasted semen. The consistency and flavor definitely make it an acquired taste.
She giggled as she broke off her kiss. "Swallow it for me baby, swallow all of it. Peewee, as my little cuckold, you are going to have to get used to the taste of cum." She giggled some more. "At first it will be just yours, but eventually it's also going to be my lovers."
Roxanne and I slept together that night.
In the morning I made breakfast for her and served it to her in bed. After she finished her breakfast I gave her a bath. Roxanne loved being pampered and I loved pampering her.
We studied together for several hours on Sunday. In the late afternoon Roxanne stood up and walked into the bedroom. She started to undress. As she took her clothes off she said, "It's time for me to put on my waitress uniform and go to work."
"Roxanne, could I drive you to work tonight?'
Roxanne stared at me. "Willie would you really do that?"
I shook my head. "Roxanne, aren't we a pair. We're both so insecure." I smiled at her. "Of course I would. I want to take you to work. I want to do it because I like you. I want to be with you. If I take you to work I get to pick you up after work. Roxanne I want to be involved in your life."
Roxanne got up, walked over to me and kissed me. As she kissed me she said, "Willie I think I might be the luckiest girl in the world. I would love it if you took me to work. If you like we can stop at Sammy's for a beer on the way home." She stopped. "What do you have to do tomorrow?
"You know that I'm a graduate assistant at the University. I have to teach an Intro to Economics class at 10:00. I also have to work on my dissertation. I have another Intro to Economics class at 4:15."
Roxanne sat down at her makeup table. As she applied her eye shadow she said, "So you don't have to get up early in the morning, is that right?"
"No I don't. I also plan to go to the library and do some research after I take you to work. I can get a lot done this afternoon. I plan to stay at the library until Its time to pick you up. That will make tomorrow much easier for me."
Roxanne smiled. "Why don't you stop at home and get some more clothes so you can spend the night again. Willie I really like sleeping with you." She giggled. "We could play more games."
She stood up and walked over to me. She reached under my shirt and twisted my nipple. As she twisted it she whispered in my ear, "I'll let you lick my asshole again tonight
I winced from the pain she inflicted on my nipple. "That hurt!"
Roxanne licked my ear. "It was supposed to." She reached down to my crotch. I had an erection. Roxanne giggled. "You liked it when I hurt you didn't you?"
I smiled. "Yes Mistress, I did."
"Peewee, would you like to lick my asshole again tonight?"
"Yes Mistress, I really would."
Roxanne smiled. "Then you'd better stop at home and get some more clothes. We can have a lot of fun before we go to sleep."
She grabbed her purse. "Come on Willie, it's time to go."
Roxanne was quiet as we were driving to the Calvert Hotel. She was obviously thinking. Finally she said, "Willie are you sure that it won't bother you if I sleep with other men?" She paused and looked at me. "I don't want to lose you."
I thought for a moment. "Yes it will bother me. I'll be both jealous and envious of the men you date." I stopped for a second to collect my thoughts. "But that's kind of the point. It's like when you twisted my nipple earlier. It hurt, but the pain got me excited." I shrugged. "I don't understand it Roxanne, but the idea of you being with other men gets me really excited. I guess its all hooked up with my masochism."
Roxanne looked into my eyes. "Willie, I would love to play with other men but I won't do it if you don't want me to."
"Roxanne, I want you to. I am getting excited right now just thinking about it."
Roxanne took a deep breath. "Willie one night this week I'm going to test this. I'll probably go out on a date after work. How much will you want to know about it?"
I laughed, "Everything."
Roxanne looked at me. There was a wicked smile on her face. "Will you pick me up after my date and drive me home?"
I grinned at Roxanne. "I would love to."
We pulled up in front of the Calvert Hotel.
When I put the car into park Roxanne leaned over and kissed me. "I'll see you at ten."
"I'll be right here waiting for you."
Roxanne got out of the car and disappeared into the hotel.
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I pulled up in front of the Calvert Hotel at 10:00 pm sharp.
I sat in front and waited. At 10:05 the doorman opened the front door. Roxanne stepped out. She stopped on the front steps and looked around. When she saw my car she smiled.
She ran down the front steps of the hotel. As she opened the front door and got in she said, "You really came."
I looked at her. "Of course I did. I told you I'd be here. Nothing would ever stop me from coming to get you."
Roxanne stared at me for a moment then she leaned over and kissed me. "Willie you're a wonderful man."
As I pulled away from the curb I glanced over a Roxanne. She was still staring at me. "Roxanne, is everything okay?"
She nodded. "Yes Willie, in fact everything is great." She paused. "Willie would you mind if we skipped Sammy's tonight? Maybe we could just stop and buy some beer on the way to my apartment."
I smiled at Roxanne. "I would think that would be very nice. I love being alone with you."
Roxanne just looked at me and sighed.
The liquor stores were closed so I stopped at an all night grocery and bought a twelve pack of Budwieser. I also picked up some tortilla chips, some queso, some guacamole and some salsa. I thought that a snack might be nice.
When we got to Roxanne's apartment she said, "I could use a shower."
I winked at her. "I would love to give you a bath."
Roxanne giggled. "Willie, I love it when you bathe me. You make me feel like a queen." She paused. "But not tonight, okay sweetheart."
I looked at Roxanne. There was something on her mind. I was also disappointed. I guess my face must have reflected that feeling.
Roxanne took my hand. "Come on loverboy, get your clothes off. Tonight we shower together."
We were both naked in seconds.
Roxanne ran into the bathroom and turned on the shower. "Come on sweetheart, I can't wait to wash that little dick of yours."
When we finished our showers, we took turns drying each other off. When we were dry we both put on big fleecy sweatshirts and gym shorts. It was late at night. We wanted to be comfortable.
As soon as we were dressed I turned to Roxanne; "How about a beer and some tortilla chips."
She smiled. "That would be wonderful, let me help you."
I looked at Roxanne. We were obviously not playing our domination game tonight.
Roxanne poured us each a beer while I set the chips and dips on a tray. We carried everything into the living room and set it all on the coffee table. When everything was set, we sat down on the couch. I put my arm around Roxanne and she snuggled up next to me.
Roxanne laid her head against my chest and said, "Willie you were on my mind the entire time I was at work this evening. Honey, I can't think about anything but you. You're the sweetest man I've ever been with."
I kissed her forehead. "I thought about you all day to."
She looked at me, "Really?"
"Yes, really."
"Willie you make me feel good. You're funny, you make me laugh. You treat me like a lady." She stopped. "I'm not talking about when we play our domination game. You treat me like a lady all the time; Willie that really means a lot to me."
I kissed her again. "You are a lady."
"See that's what I mean. You say nice things to me. You treat me like I'm smart. You teach me things." She stopped again. "I don't mean when you're tutoring me." She smiled, "Although you're really making algebra easy for me to understand." She tilted her head. "Willie you talk to me about the news and classical music. You listen to my opinions. You make me feel important."
"Roxanne you are important to me."
"I know. I can tell. That's the problem."
"Why is it a problem?"
"Because I'm starting to fall in love with you Willie."
We stared at each other for a moment. Finally I shook my head and said "Roxanne, that's not a problem." I swallowed hard. "Roxanne I'm falling in love with you to."
Roxanne didn't say anything. She just laid her head against my chest and hugged me. After a moment she said, "Willie I'm afraid."
"Why?"
"Willie, men have never been very nice to me." She laughed. "Well they have when they wanted to get into my panties, but that's usually the only time."
Roxanne sat up. She took a sip of beer and set her glass down again. "Willie I never knew my father. My mom got pregnant with me when she was seventeen. I don't think my dad was even around when I was born."
Roxanne obviously wanted to tell me her story. I sat back and listened.
"My grandparents wanted my mom to get an abortion. When she decided to have me, they threw her out of the house. My mom had to quit high school and get a job."
Roxanne took a deep breath. This was obviously a painful story.
"My mom tried really hard, but raising a child is a tough job for two parents. For one young woman who also has to support herself, it's an almost insurmountable task."
I smiled at Roxanne. "It must have been tough growing up."
"It was. By the time I started school my mom was working at two jobs. I spent most nights at home alone. My suppers were generally cereal and milk. Cartoons on television were my only company."
I held Roxanne's hand.
She looked at me and smiled. "You can imagine that school was difficult for me. My clothes weren't very nice and the school work was really hard." She shook her head. "Willie there was never anyone at home to help me with my homework. There was never anyone at home to tell me to do my homework."
Roxanne sighed. "The pressures of life got to my mother. She started drinking a lot. I imagine she was really lonely." Roxanne squeezed my hand. "Willie so was I."
I kept holding her hand as she continued.
"When I was twelve, my body started to blossom." Roxanne laughed. "By the time I was in the seventh grade I had big tits." She looked at me. "Willie, that's a dangerous thing for a young girl who's starved for attention." She stared at the floor. "By the time I was sixteen I was the school whore." She shook her head. "All the guys wanted to take me out, but none of them wanted me as a person. They just wanted my body."
Roxanne's voice got really quiet. "Willie the guy that took me to the prom got me drunk and brought me to a hotel room. My date and five of his buddies took turns fucking me all night. We never went to the dance." She looked at me. "How's that for an eighteen year old girl's Senior Prom memory."
Roxanne stopped and held up her hand. "Don't get me wrong. I learned to love sex during that time." She shook her head. "Willie it was the one thing I could do well. I was a bust in the classroom, but I was great in the back seat of a car. I had something that I could excel at and I did excel at it." She smiled at me. "I had a date every night of the week. I wasn't lonely anymore. I learned to love sex. I learned to love to fuck. I learned to love giving blow jobs." Roxanne giggled. "I still absolutely love all of that. I don't think I'll ever get tired of sex."
Roxanne took another sip of her beer. "After I graduated from high school I kept right on fucking and sucking. I was the secretary that was banging the boss. I was the cashier giving blow jobs in the stock room." She laughed. "All the guys loved playing with my tits, but none of them wanted to have a conversation with me."
She sighed. "I told you the other night that I've been married twice. One of the marriages only lasted three days, but we bought a license and had a ceremony so I think it counts. I cheated on both of those guys. Willie my second husband caught me cheating on him on our honeymoon." Roxanne shook her head. "The truth is that neither of those guys cared one bit about me. They both loved my big tits. They both thought I was sexy. They liked being seen with me. They both looked at me like I was a fancy sports car and nothing else."
Roxanne looked at the floor for a moment. "I turned thirty last year. I decided that I wanted to try to have a real relationship with a guy. That was when I decided to try to go back to school. I kind of figured that if I had a college degree, guys might think I was more than a bimbo."
Roxanne looked at me and smiled. "My plan worked."
"What do you mean?"
She giggled. "I met you didn't I?"
I laughed. "Roxanne, I don't think that I was much of a catch."
Roxanne looked at me. "Willie you were an amazing catch." She smiled. "Willie you are an amazing man."
"No Roxanne, I was that little squirt science nerd you ignored when you were in high school." I shook my head. "I was so shy that I couldn't even raise my hand to answer a question in class."
I laughed. "Do you know what I did during my senior prom?"
"No what?"
"I sat in my bedroom and watched television. I couldn't get a date. Three girls turned me down. The last one laughed at me when I asked her." I paused. "How's that for an eighteen year old boy's Senior Prom memory."
Roxanne hugged me. "Life sure can be mean can't it?"
I looked at Roxanne. "I didn't go out on an actual date until I was a sophomore in college." I smiled. "I was a real Don Juan that year. I went out with three different girls. The last girl I went out with was actually going to let me fuck her." I stared at the floor. "Guess what happened."
Roxanne took my hand. "You came as soon as she touched your cock didn't you?"
I hung my head. "Yes." I looked up at Roxanne. "She got dressed and called me a pathetic little worm as she walked out of my dorm room." I buried my hands in my face. "She went back to her dorm and told the story to every girl that was there. Sweetheart I was the laughing stock of the school. I was humiliated." I looked up at Roxanne. "That was the last time I went out with a girl."
I smiled. "That is, until I met you."
Roxanne put her arms around me. "Willie I love you."
I looked up at Roxanne. "Now I'm afraid. What does a gorgeous woman like you want with a tiny dicked wimp like me?"
"Willie you're not a tiny dicked wimp, you're a brilliant man who knows how to make me feel like an important woman. Willie you are a wonderful man. I love your tiny dick. Willie you have a beautiful tiny dick." Roxanne smiled. "Willie I love everything about you."
Roxanne gently put her hands each side of my head and held me so that we were looking into each others eyes. "Willie, listen to me very carefully. I love dominating you and I really do hope that you will let me cuckold you." She smiled. "That would make my life nearly perfect."
Roxanne's voice became more serious again. "But Willie, that's not why I am falling in love with you."
She sighed. "Willie I love you as a person." She took a deep breath. "I don't know if this is going to work out. We're just getting to know each other, but I want it to work Willie. I really do."
I looked at Roxanne. "I want it to work to. I love being with you Roxanne." I shook my head. "I'm still kind of amazed that you'll have anything to do with me, but I sure am enjoying it."
We both started to laugh. After a moment Roxanne put her arms around me and kissed me. It was a long drawn out passionate kiss. It was a kiss fueled by new love.
Roxanne finally broke off the kiss, but still held me in her arms. "Willie I want you to fuck me tonight."
I immediately panicked. Roxanne saw the fear in my eyes.
She softly stroked my hair and said, "It's okay, I won't be upset if you fail. It will be fine. I'll still love you."
She paused to think for a minute. "Willie I want you to try. It's very important to me. I love you. If I'm going to start sleeping with other men I want you to be confident that anytime you ask, you can have me the same way they do. I think that will make it easier for me to dominate you and play games with you."
I nodded. "I understand Roxanne, but I don't know if I can......"
Roxanne put her finger to my lips. "Willie I have a plan." She smiled. "Most guys cum quickly the first time." She laughed. "That's why I like to give a guy a blow job when we're getting started."
Roxanne kissed my cheek. "I hope that some day you'll get to see me with another man." She winked at me. "You'd like that wouldn't you Willie."
I nodded and said, "Yes."
"Well when you do, you'll see me go down on him right away. I like to get that first quick orgasm out of the way so we can get down to some serious fucking." Roxanne squeezed my hand. "Willie honey you've never had a second chance." She giggled. "You're going to get one tonight."
Roxanne quickly took her shirt and shorts off. When she was naked she took my shirt off and pulled my shorts to my ankles. I kicked them off.
My tiny cock was standing at attention. I sheepishly looked at Roxanne. "It's not big enough to give you much satisfaction."
Roxanne smiled. "Willie when I start to party with other men my cunt will get stretched out by their big cocks. When that happens I probably won't let you fuck me." She giggled. "That's when I'll be taking full advantage of your skills as a pussy and ass licker. She paused. "But tonight I'm nice and tight. I haven't let another man fuck me for almost a week now. Your little cock is going to feel very nice in my pussy."
Roxanne looked at me and smiled. "It's time studman. Just relax and enjoy this. Cum as quickly as you want to. We're just getting started."
She leaned down and put my cock in her mouth. She did the same thing to me last night, so I knew what to expect. It was marvelous. Roxanne knew how to give a blow job. I came almost immediately.
Roxanne let me cum in her mouth. She kept sucking me while I was ejaculating. That also felt very nice.
When I was done cumming Roxanne sat up and pulled me to her. "You know the house rules don't you babydoll."
I smiled. "Yes I know them very well now."
Roxanne kissed me. As she kissed me she used her tongue to push my semen onto my tongue. I didn't gag this time. I knew what to expect.
Roxanne whispered to me. "Swallow it baby. Swallow all of it. Don't waste any." She giggled. "I never do."
I did as I was told. When I was done, Roxanne laughed. "Well now we have some time to kill while we wait for you to recover." She put her finger to her cheek and said, "MY my how might we spend that time." She laughed some more. "I know, you can lick my pussy."
Roxanne reclined on the couch, looked into my eyes and spread her legs.
I spent the next 15 minutes eating Roxanne's cunt. At one point I tried to lick her ass but she stopped me.
"Not tonight studman. My asshole is reserved exclusively for my slave Peewee and he isn't going to make his next appearance until tomorrow night."
We both laughed. Roxanne was obviously very much at home when she was making love. She was comfortable. She could play and make jokes. She was in an area where she knew she excelled.
I went back to eating Roxanne's pussy. I brought her to two orgasms.
When she finished recovering from the second one she smiled at me and said, "Stand up big boy."
I stood up. We both looked at my cock. It was sticking straight out.
Roxanne laughed. "It looks like somebody is ready for action again."
Roxanne stood up, grabbed my erect penis and used it as a handle to pull me into the bedroom. "Come with me Buck. I want you to fuck me properly. I want to be lying on my back in a bed"
Roxanne pulled the bedspread off the bed, lay down and started fondling her large breasts. As she played with them she said, "Come here Romeo". She smiled at me. "I want you to play with my big titties for as long as you want. When you're done doing that I want you to fuck me until I beg you to stop."
Roxanne pulled me down on top of her. "Come on studman, it's play time. You have a hot slut lying on this bed who will do anything for you. Go for it big boy."
I was nervous. This was Roxanne's area of expertise. It wasn't mine. I honestly have to say that I really wasn't sure how to take a woman even when she was offering herself to me.
Roxanne noticed my sense of awkwardness. She smiled at me. "It's okay Willie. You can't screw up. All you have to do is play with my body. That's all those big tough guys are doing. They're just playing with my body."
She put my hand on her breast. "Grab my nipple sweetie. Roll it in your fingers."
I started playing with Roxanne's nipple. She giggled. "That's kind of fun isn't it?"
I nodded.
"I have great big tits Willie. You have my permission to play with them. You're my stud. I'm your fuck toy. You can do anything you want to me."
I started to knead Roxanne's breasts. They were so soft. They felt wonderful in my hands.
Roxanne closed her eyes. "Baby I love that." She giggled. "Suck on them sweetheart. Suck on my great big titties. See if you can give me a hickey."
Roxanne closed her eyes while I sucked on her tits. We had fun. I sucked on each of her nipples. She laughed when I tried to push her breasts together and suck on both of her nipples at the same time.
I tried everything. I even pushed my face between her tits and rubbed them against my cheeks.
Finally I decided that it was time to move on. I was feeling bold now. I spread Roxanne's legs apart and got on top of her. The tip of my cock was rubbing against the lips of her cunt.
She looked up at me and smiled. "I love you Willie. I want this more than anything in the world."
Roxanne giggled as I pushed my cock into her. She was already aroused. Her pussy was wet. My tiny cock slid into her easily.
For a moment I lay perfectly still. I didn't want to move, I just wanted to enjoy the moment. My penis was inside a woman's cunt. I'd come to believe that this would never happen to me. Now it was happening. Roxanne was like a magical Genie. She kept making dream after dream come true.
I started to move. At first, I was a little clumsy. This was foreign territory for me. I was nervous and feeling very tentative; but as I moved I discovered something, moving felt really good. I laughed to myself, this was why fucking was so popular.
I quickly learned that the faster I went, the better it felt. Now you guys out there are all probably laughing at me right now, but the truth is that I really didn't know much about this wonderful thing called fucking.
As I increased the speed of my movement I felt Roxanne responding. I laughed to myself again. Willie you self centered son of a bitch. There's another person involved here. You're not just jacking off. You have a partner. It's important to try to please her.
I shook my head. How the fuck do I do that?
I started varying the speed that I pushed my cock in and out of Roxanne. She picked up on it right away and started to thrust her hips in time to my movement. This was a big success.
I started to exaggerate the idea. I moved really slow, then I gradually sped up until I was fucking Roxanne really fast, then I moved slowly again.
I followed this pattern three times. When I slowed down for the fourth time Roxanne screamed at me. "No fuck me! Fuck me hard you son of a bitch!"
I laughed and fucked her as hard and fast as I could. Roxanne started bucking in response to my thrusts. Suddenly I felt her muscles tighten and she started to scream. Her orgasm erupted with the force of an early summer thunderstorm.
As she was cumming I felt my own muscles start to tighten. Suddenly I was ejaculating into Roxanne.
For a brief moment we shared the mutual pleasure of our simultaneous orgasms. Eventually the waves of pleasure subsided and we both gradually relaxed.



We lay together in silence. I had my arms around Roxanne. I was the happiest man in the world.
Finally Roxanne kissed my cheek. "Sweetheart that was wonderful."
I was bursting with pride. I'd just fucked my woman. For a moment I was cocky and then I remembered who brought me to this point. I hugged Roxanne. I was still proud, but now I was also grateful. As we held each other I said, "That was magnificent. Roxanne you make me strong."
Roxanne laughed. "Willie you do the same thing for me."
We lay cuddled in each others arms for a long time. Finally I said, "I still want to be Peewee tomorrow night."
Roxanne giggled. "Thank goodness. I was worried that I might have created a monster." She kissed me. "I can't wait until tomorrow night. I love my little slave."
I pulled the covers over us. We wrapped our arms around each other in a tight embrace. As we fell asleep we both knew that nothing in the world could ever hurt either of us again. We had each other. We were strong.
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On Monday I got up and went to the University. I taught my morning Economics class and did some work in my cubicle.
At 2:00 I left and went to Roxanne's apartment. When I arrived she was dressed and ready to go to work. As we walked to the car I noticed that she was carrying a small gym bag.
I was curious so I asked, "What's in the bag?"
Roxanne smiled. "Just a little outfit for me to change into after you pick me up from work tonight. I was hoping you might take me to Sammy's for a beer." She giggled. "I want to look really sexy." She leered at me. "I thought I might do a little flirting tonight."
As we got into the car I grinned at Roxanne. "I can't wait."
She laughed. "You pervert."
I didn't say anything I just nodded in agreement.
I dropped Roxanne off at the Calvert Hotel and went back to the University. The hours passed slowly. I couldn't wait until it was time to pick her up again. I taught my afternoon class. After my class I tried to concentrate on my research project. I didn't get much work done. My thoughts kept returning to Roxanne.
At 9:30 I finally cleared my desk and went to my car.
Roxanne came running out of the Calvert Hotel just after I pulled up in front. She jumped into the car and kissed me. "Hi baby, it seemed like my shift would never end."
She opened her gym bag and pulled out a sexy top and a denim mini skirt. As she took her waitress uniform off she said, "Let's go to Sammy's; I'm feeling really naughty right now."
We walked into Sammy's. There was a pretty good crowd. The Monday Night Football game was just ending.
Roxanne found a place at the bar. Sammy saw us and yelled, "Hey Roxie and Willie welcome home. We missed you guys last night."
We laughed. Roxanne yelled back; "Thanks Sammy, how about a pitcher of your finest."
"Anything for you doll." Sammy brought us a pitcher of beer and two glasses. As he set them down he smiled at both of us and said. "Look down the bar."
We both looked. Ted was standing there. He was smiling at Roxanne.
Sammy laughed. "Looks to me like you guys might have a chance for little repeat of the other night if you want it."
Roxanne looked at Sammy and raised her eyebrows. "My aren't you the observant one these days."
Roxanne turned to me. "Are you up for a little repeat babydoll?"
I blushed and said, "Yes."
Roxanne giggled. "Well I guess we might have a little more than flirting on the agenda for tonight."
Sammy leaned over the bar. "The football game is almost over. The crowd will clear out pretty quickly. The back room will be a very private place."
"Sammy!" Roxanne sounded shocked.
Sammy laughed. "Hey Honey, aint no one knows you better than me." He smiled. "I know how much you like playing with the guys." He nodded towards me. "I also know that Willie here gets off on it."
"Samm......"
Sammy put up his hand and stopped Roxanne in mid word. "Hey sweetheart I been thinking a lot about this since last week. This might be the only way you can have a serious relationship with a guy." He smiled at us. "Roxie honey, I love you. I want you to be happy. I've never seen you happier than you are right now. I'm your friend. I'll do anything I can to make this work between you and Willie."
Roxanne looked at Sammy for the longest time. Finally she said, "Sammy you're wonderful."
He laughed. "Thanks baby." He turned to me. "Willie are you sure your still cool with this?"
I nodded. "Yes Sammy. I'm very sure."
Roxanne looked at me and repeated Sammy's question. "Willie are you sure?"
I looked at both of them. "I can't explain why, but yes I am very sure."
Roxanne leaned over to Sammy. "Sammy I would like you to meet Peewee."
Sammy looked at me. "Willie is that what you want to be called."
I slowly nodded. "Yes sir."
Sammy smiled. "Okay you guys, I'll play your game with you." He looked at me. "Willie in this bar you are now known as Peewee."
Suddenly there was a voice behind us. "Hey Roxie you're looking hot and sexy tonight."
We both turned. It was Ted.
Roxanne smiled at him. "I was hoping you'd be here tonight."
Ted looked at me and grinned. Actually it wasn't so much a grin as it was a sneer. He snickered for a moment and then he turned back to Roxanne. "I was hoping to see you to."
Roxanne turned to me. "Peewee grab the pitcher of beer and a third glass for Ted. There's an open booth in the back corner of the bar. Let's go sit down."
Roxanne grabbed Ted's arm and put it around her waist. "Come on baby let's go chat for a little while."
As they walked towards the booth Ted let his hand slip down to Roxanne's ass. I obediently picked up the beer and three glasses and followed them like a little puppy.
When we got to the booth Roxanne slid in and patted the spot next to her. "Come sit next to me Ted." She looked at me as I was setting the beer on the table. "Peewee pour a glass of beer for my friend and sit on the other side of the booth."
As Ted sat down next to Roxanne he looked at me and raised his eyebrows. "Peewee?"
Roxanne laughed. "I think its a fitting name for him, don't you?"
Ted looked at me. This time there was no doubt that his expression was a sneer. "Yeah, I think the name fits him really well."
I poured a glass of beer for Ted. As I sat down he turned back to Roxanne. "Baby you're even more gorgeous tonight than you were last week."
Roxanne giggled. "If you keep flattering me like that, we might have to go out and look at your car again."
"Roxie, that sounds like a wonderful idea."
Suddenly the crowd in the bar started to scream and shout. The noise was a mixture of cheers and groans. I looked at one of the television sets. The Chiefs had just beaten the Chargers with a last second field goal.
Ted and Roxanne didn't even look up. They were completely absorbed in each other.
Ted was telling Roxanne about his days as a college football player. As I sat in the booth and listened to him, I felt like the proverbial third wheel.
Roxanne snuggled up to Ted and gazed into his eyes. Her hands were all over him. Pangs of jealousy tore me apart as I watched my girlfriend fawn over this handsome man. Her fingertips drew soft circles around his massive biceps while she listened to him brag about his prowess as an athlete. Envy replaced jealousy as I watched Roxanne's left hand disappear under the table. I knew exactly what she was doing
As Ted and Roxanne talked I realized that the bar was now quiet. The crowd had left as soon as the game was over. It was a week night and it was late. Everyone wanted to get home.
Roxanne also noticed that the bar was nearly empty. She turned to her paramour and said, "Ted the bar is very quiet now. Why don't we see what kind of mischief we can get into in the backroom." She turned to me. "I am sure that Peewee will guard the door for us, won't you Peewee."
It was more of a command than a question, but I still answered. "Yes Roxanne, I'll guard the door for you."
Ted laughed as Roxanne reached across the table and patted my head. "You're such a good little boy."
Ted stood up. I smiled to myself. His massive erection was making a huge tent in his pants.
Roxanne noticed it to. "My my, I think we'd better hurry. It looks like someone needs some serious attention."
My stomach churned as I watched Ted take my girlfriend's hand and lead her into Sammy's back room.
I submissively followed Roxanne and Ted at a discreet distance.
As soon as they got inside the door Roxanne turned and kissed Ted full on the lips. As Ted returned her kiss he slipped his hand under her top and started to play with her breasts.
As I watched them I remembered Roxanne's comment from last night. "My studs love to play with my body. I'm their fuck toy."
At this moment it was clear that Roxanne was well on her way to becoming Ted's fuck toy.
Suddenly Roxanne broke off their kiss and looked at me. "What the fuck are you doing in here wimp?"
Ted started laughing.
Roxanne stared at me. "This room is for men only. Pussy wimps like you have to stand in the doorway. Now go do your job Peewee. I'll call you when my stud is done with me."
I timidly bowed my head and shuffled out of the room. I stood in the bar for a moment before I got the courage to peek in and see what they were doing.
Roxanne had removed her top. They were kissing. As I watched them, Ted broke off the kiss and cupped one of Roxanne's breasts.
Roxanne stood up and slipped her skirt off. She laid it over the arm of a chair and started to unbutton Ted's shirt. As she slipped it off of him she said, "Baby I want to suck your big beautiful cock."
Ted unbuckled his pants and let them drop to the floor. As he pulled his underwear down his cock sprang to attention in front of him. I could see why Roxanne lusted after this man. His cock was much bigger than mine.
Roxanne dropped to her knees and wrapped her right hand around Ted's erection. She looked over and saw me standing in the doorway. Roxanne winked at me as she started to lick the head of Ted's cock.
She closed her eyes and licked her lover's erection for several minutes. It was obvious to me that Roxanne loved giving blow jobs. She licked this man's cock like it was a huge stick of candy.
After several minutes Roxanne lifted up Ted's erection and turned her attention to his huge balls. She looked at me and flashed a lascivious grin as she put her lips around his testicles and started sucking on them.
Roxanne turned and smiled at me one more time, then she turned back and planted a kiss on the head of Ted's cock. As she kissed him she closed her eyes and put his massive organ into her mouth.
I smiled as I suddenly realized that everything to this point had been foreplay. Roxanne was now sucking Ted's cock. This was the real blowjob. Both Roxanne and Ted had their eyes closed. They were totally absorbed in the pleasure of the moment.
Roxanne was good. She had her hands wrapped around the shaft of Ted's penis. Her mouth engulfed the massive head. Her hands and mouth worked in tandem as she sucked and stroked her lover in an almost musical rhythm. She varied her tempo as she worked. She started by moving very slowly and then she gradually increased her pace until Ted was dangerously close to cumming. When he was just about to ejaculate, she would stop and let him compose himself before she started again.
Three times Roxanne brought Ted to the brink of orgasm. Three times she pulled him back just as he was about to lose control and start ejaculating.
Roxanne turned and winked at me as she started to bring her lover to the edge of orgasm for the fourth time. I watched as her tempo gradually increased. I saw Ted close his eyes as the pleasure he was feeling steadily became more and more intense.
It wasn't long before Ted was again on the brink of ejaculating, only this time Roxanne didn't stop. Instead she pulled her lover's cock out of her mouth and started to stroke him with both hands.
Ted's entire body grew taut and he took a deep breath. Suddenly a huge spurt of semen shot from the tip of his cock and hit Roxanne's lips.
Roxanne let go of Ted's cock. He grabbed it and kept on stroking himself as he continued to ejaculate large spurts of semen onto Roxanne's mouth and chin.
Gradually the intensity of his ejaculation started to diminish and his cock drooped.
Roxanne turned to me and grinned. Ted's cum was dripping from her face. "Peewee come here."
I walked into the room.
Roxanne stood up. "Kiss me."
As I kissed Roxanne she said, "Lick up Ted's cum. Lick up all of it baby. Clean my lover's fresh semen off of my face."
As I cleaned Roxanne's face I heard Ted say, "Holy shit, now I've seen everything."
When I was done cleaning Roxanne's face she picked up Ted's shirt. As she handed it to him she said, "That was fun sweetheart. I hope we can get together again in the future."
Ted looked at her and shook his head. "No baby, you got this all wrong. We aren't done yet. I'm just getting started. "
Roxanne stared at him. "No, we're done." She paused. "Ted I gave you a nice blowjob. Now it's time for you to go home to your Wife."
Ted's face got ugly. He glared at Roxanne. "No bitch, this aint over until I say its over. Now lie down on the pool table. I'm going to give you the fucking of your life."
I'm not a tough man. I'm not even a courageous man, but I loved Roxanne. Nobody was going to do anything to her without her permission. I stared at Ted. "She said you're done, go home."
Ted turned and glared at me. After a moment he started laughing. "What you gonna do about it wimpboy? I can kick your ass with one hand tied behind my back."
I stood my ground. "That might be true, but you're going to have to do it." I paused and glared back at Ted. "And when you're done beating me up you're going to be wide open to a rape charge if you touch Roxanne."
Ted raised his fists and stepped towards me. I continued to stand my ground. "Go ahead, I'll bet your wife is going to love bailing you out of jail tonight."
Ted sneered at me. "You're bluffing Peewee."
"No I'm not bluffing, and I want you to be certain about one thing. You can hurt me as bad as you want, but If you lay a hand on Roxanne without her permission you're going to spend the rest of your life registering as a sex offender."
"And if you touch my buddy Willie you're going to feel the full impact of my Louisville Slugger."
We all turned. Sammy was right behind me. He was holding an old wooden baseball bat.
Ted looked at the three of us and realized that he wasn't going to be able to bully us. He put his shirt on and stormed out. As he left he yelled, "Fuck all of you assholes."
Sammy yelled back. "I don't ever want to see you in this bar again you son of a bitch."
After we heard the front door of the bar slam shut we all looked at each other.
I took a deep breath and said, "Thanks Sammy."
He laughed. "Don't mention it kid. Like I said earlier, I really like you guys."
We turned to Roxanne. She was crying. Sammy and I both went to her and put our arms around her.
I whispered "It's okay baby, he's gone. He won't ever hurt you."
Roxanne sniffled and said, "No one has ever stood up for me before. You two are wonderful."
I smiled at Roxanne. "You're my baby. No one is ever going to hurt you."
Roxanne kissed my forehead. "Willie I love you so much."
Sammy suddenly realized that his cheek was pressed against Roxanne's naked breast. He got nervous and quickly stood up. He was blushing as he said, "Sorry honey, I didn't mean to take no liberties."
Roxanne laughed. "Sammy you can take all the liberties you want." She giggled. "You just stepped in and backed up my baby. Honey if you want to you can play to your hearts content."
Sammy blushed. "Thanks for the offer Roxie, but Mrs. Sammy is the only one I take liberties with."
Roxanne laughed. "Mrs. Sammy is a very lucky woman."
Sammy smiled. "Yeah and she knows it."
Roxanne put her clothes back on and the three of us went to the bar. Sammy poured a glass of beer for each of us. Our adrenalin was flowing furiously. We all needed a few moments to calm down.
We talked together quietly. We were very close friends now. Physical confrontations tend to create tight bonds.
When we finished our beers, Roxanne looked at Sammy. "It's time for you to go home to Mrs. Sammy and it's time for my baby and me to go to our apartment."
As she stood up, Roxanne looked at Sammy. She took his hand, and said, "Sammy you and Willie are the first two men who have ever stood up for me. I'll never ever forget that."
Sammy smiled. "It was the kid here who stood up for you. I just showed up to back him up."
Roxanne nodded. "Well thanks for being there for us." She leaned over and kissed Sammy's forehead. "There will always be a warm spot in my heart for you."
Sammy grinned at us. "Thanks Roxie."
Roxanne grabbed my hand. "Come on baby, we're going home." As we walked to the door she looked back and said, "Goodnight Sammy."
Sammy laughed. "Goodnight friends. I hope I see you soon."
I opened the door for Roxanne. As she went out, I looked back and said, "You will Sammy; believe me, you will."
When we got into my car Roxanne cuddled up to me. We made the trip home in silence. We didn't need to talk.
When we got to Roxanne's apartment she looked at me. "Willie do you mind if we don't play our domination game tonight."
I smiled. "Not at all."
I started to say something more, but Roxanne stopped me. "Willie I just want to love you tonight."
I beamed at Roxanne. "That sounds like a pretty nice way to end the evening."
We got into bed and made very quiet love. When we were done we cuddled together and went to sleep.
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On Tuesday morning Roxanne and I got up early. We sat at her kitchen table, drank our morning coffee and started reading the newspaper. After a few minutes Roxanne set the front page down and stared at me while I read the sports section.
When I looked up and noticed her staring, I set my section of the paper down and smiled at her. "What's on your mind sweetheart?"
"Last night turned into kind of a disaster."
I smiled. "Yes it certainly did. Ted turned out to be a real asshole."
Roxanne laughed. "Yes but he did have a nice big cock."
I started laughing with her. "Yes and you took full advantage of it. You seemed to really enjoy sucking it."
She giggled. "I did." Roxanne gave me a lascivious look. "Did you enjoy watching?"
I nodded my head up and down. "Yes, very much. Up until the time Ted started to act like a jerk I thought it was one of the hottest scenes I'd ever witnessed."
Roxanne sighed. It was a sigh of relief. "Good, I was worried that last night might have soured you on the idea of my being with other men."
I shook my head. "Absolutely not, after you went to sleep last night I lay awake for another hour visualizing you with Ted's cock in your mouth. I'm still excited about it."
Roxanne giggled. "My my aren't you a horny little pussyboy." She got up, walked over to me, leaned over and licked my ear. "Peewee, I promise you that at my first opportunity I'm going to have another little adventure just so you can have something more to fantasize about."
Roxanne reached inside my shirt, grabbed my right nipple and gave it a vicious twist.
When I gasped from the pain Roxanne didn't relinquish her vise like grip. Instead she dug her nails in and twisted even harder. As I grimaced she said, "If you thought it was hot thinking about me having another man's cock in my mouth, imagine how hot it will be when you know I've had another man's cock in my cunt."
The pain was excruciating, but I was beginning to get used to it.
She kept twisting. "Will that turn you on baby? Will it make you hot when you find out another man is fucking me?
Roxanne started giggling and let go of my nipple. "Remember I told you that when I start letting other men fuck me, I am going to stop letting you fuck me. That's a promise Peewee. It's going to be a long time before that worthless little pecker of yours feels the inside of my sweet pussy again."
Roxanne reached down and rubbed my crotch. She smiled at me when she felt my erection. "That gets you hot doesn't it babydoll?'
I nodded. "Yes Mistress Roxanne, it does."
"That's good, because it gets me hot to."
Roxanne pulled me off my chair and forced me to my knees. She quickly pulled her jeans off, kicked them aside and sat on the chair I had been occupying. As soon as she was seated Roxanne spread her legs, ruthlessly grabbed me by my hair and pulled my face to her cunt. "Eat me pussyboy; give your Mistress the pleasure she deserves."
I licked Roxanne to an orgasm. When she recovered she pulled me up, unzipped my pants, took out my little dick and jacked me off. As I was licking my semen from Roxanne's fingers she said, "That was fun Willie, did you enjoy it to?"
I laughed. "Roxanne that was a wonderful way to start the day."
I looked at my watch. It was 9:15. I had a 10:00 am Introduction To Economics class to teach. I jumped up and ran into the bathroom.
I was just starting to wash my face when Roxanne stopped me. "No Peewee I want you to teach your class this morning with the scent of my pussy on your lips and cheeks."
I smiled at her. My tiny cock was getting hard again. "Yes Mistress, whatever you say Mistress."
Roxanne giggled. Suddenly she stopped and stared at me. After a moment she started to giggle again. She turned and went into her bedroom. She quickly returned carrying a pair of lace panties.
"Peewee, take your pants off."
I looked at her with a questioning expression on my face. Suddenly Roxanne pulled her hand back and slapped me hard across the face. "Wimpboy I said, Take your pants off!"
I quickly pulled my trousers down and kicked them off.
"Get rid of those boxer shorts!"
Roxanne's slap had taught me a hard lesson. This time I didn't hesitate to obey.
Roxanne giggled and handed me the panties. "Put these on, boxer shorts are for men with real cocks. Pussyboys like you who have little clitties between their legs should wear panties."
My heart raced as I took the panties and put them on. This was one of my most carefully guarded fantasies. I am not sure how Roxanne knew this. She must have sensed something. Maybe there was a special communication between lovers. In any case I was wildly aroused as I pulled her panties on.
Roxanne smiled. "Model them for me Sissyboy."
I made a quick turn. Roxanne nodded in approval. "Perfect, just perfect; this is what every little pussyboy should be wearing."
I quickly pulled my trousers back up. I was late for class, I had to run.
I taught my 10:00 AM class and spent the rest of the morning working in my office. I was back at Roxanne's apartment at 2:00. When I arrived, she was dressed and ready to go to work.
We got into my car. As I was driving her to work, Roxanne winked at me. "How do you like your new panties Peewee."
I blushed and quietly answered, "I like them, they help me to remember my place in this world."
Roxanne raised her eyebrows. "And what is that place Peewee?"
I stared at the road ahead. "At my Mistress's feet."
Roxanne laughed and laid her head on my shoulder. "Willie you are absolutely wonderful."
I grinned and took a quick glance at her. "You're pretty wonderful to Roxanne."
"Promise you'll never leave me Willie."
"I promise Roxanne. I swear I'll never leave you."
I dropped Roxanne at the Calvert Hotel, went back to the University and taught my afternoon class. After class I did more work in my office. I worked all afternoon and all evening. As I worked, I kept looking at the clock. The time passed slowly, I couldn't wait until 9:30. Roxanne was now the center of my Universe.
At 9:00 my cell phone rang. I answered it. It was Roxanne.
"Hi Willie, It's Roxie. Honey I am going to be a little late."
I was puzzled. "I don't understand."
"Sweetie the bar was unusually quiet tonight, there was only one customer."
I could hear Roxanne take a deep breath. "Baby he is so sexy."
Roxanne paused for a moment. She was obviously very excited. "His name is Charles. He's about 40 and very handsome. Listen honey we really hit it off. He invited me to go up to his room with him after my shift ends."
Roxanne took a deep breath. "Willie I accepted his invitation." Her voice changed to a whisper. "Baby, I'm going to let him fuck me tonight."
She took another deep breath. "Willie I'm sorry. I know you were looking forward to seeing me right after work, but I really am excited about this." She paused, "Baby, I sat down at his table for a minute. I felt his cock. It's very big. I can't wait to feel it inside my pussy."
I swallowed hard. This was of course my fantasy coming true, but there was now a lump in my throat. Fantasies can sometimes be difficult when they suddenly become realities.
I took a deep breath and collected my wits. "Roxanne, have a good time." I paused. "Do you still want me to pick you up tonight?"
"Willie it might be kind of late before were done. I'll take a cab if you want me to."
"No sweetie, I'll come and get you. Call me when you're done. I don't care how late it is."
"Thank you honey, I really would like it if you picked me up."
There was a long pause on the telephone. "Willie are you going to be okay with this? If you don't want me to party with Charles just say the word. I'll tell him that I have to get home. It will be okay,"
"No Roxanne, this is what we've talked about. I'll be okay. Have a good time. I want you to have fun with Charles. Call me when you're done."
"Thanks baby. I am glad your still cool with this. I think I'm going to have a wonderful time. I'll call you when Charles is finished fucking me." Roxanne paused. After a moment she whispered. "Peewee when we get home, I'll tell you all about it while you're licking his cum out of my pussy."
I laughed. "Roxanne I can't wait."
"Honey I have to go. Charles is waiting for me. He's getting a little impatient. He wants me to come sit with him at his table. He's the only one in the bar, so I can do that. We'll go up to his room right after my shift ends. I'll call you later."
The line went dead. I set my telephone down on my desk and looked at the clock on my office wall. It was 9:05. I had some time to kill.
The University Economics building closed at 9:30. I decided that I'd better find something to do. I cleaned off my desk and packed up my brief case.
As I walked to my car I began to grasp one of the difficulties with being a cuckold. Charles really didn't care about me or my time schedule. He was going to play with my girlfriend for as long as he wanted to. He would be done with her when he was ready to be done with her. It might be midnight and it might be 5:00 am.
Since I didn't know how much time I had to kill, I decided that this was a good opportunity to run over to my apartment and take care of some domestic chores.
When I got into my car I looked at my watch. It was just 9:30. Roxanne was probably still sitting with Charles at his table.
I'd recently watched her playing with Ted. Roxanne was a skilled flirt. I was certain she was now using those same skills on Charles. I felt pangs of jealousy as I imagined Roxanne listening intently to everything he said while she fawned over him like a teenage girl on her first date with the captain of the football team.
I checked my watch again when I arrived at my apartment building. It was just before ten. Roxanne's shift would be ending in a few short minutes.
I walked into the building lobby, picked up my mail and took the elevator to my apartment.
As soon as I was inside my apartment I set everything on the kitchen table. As I sorted my letters and bills I glanced at the clock on the wall. It was now after 10:00. Charles and Roxanne would be on their way up to his hotel room. I wondered if they were being discreet and going up separately. I shook my head, knowing Roxanne they were flaunting their affair. I imagined Charles walking through the lobby with his arm around her waist.
I was certain Charles would start kissing Roxanne as soon as they got into the elevator. I was equally certain that he would take this opportunity to slip his hand under her blouse. For a brief moment I imagined Charles unfastening Roxanne's brassiere so he could fondle her bare breast.
Suddenly I realized that I hadn't had any supper. I quickly made a sandwich. As I sat down to eat I visualized what would happen as soon as they got inside Charles' hotel room.
I knew Roxanne. She would be desperate to get her hands on that big cock she'd told me about. I was certain she would open Charles' trousers and pull his huge penis out as soon as she could
Charles would most likely take Roxanne's blouse and bra off right away. He would want to suck on her large breasts while she toyed with his erection.
I sat down at my desk and started working on the bibliography for my dissertation. I didn't get much accomplished. No matter how hard I tried I couldn't focus my attention, I kept remembering Roxanne telling me how horny she was.
She said she loved my little peepee, but she also made it clear that she longed to feel a big hard dick stretching her cunt.
I smiled as I imagined how excited Roxanne must have been when she first slipped the head of Charles' huge cock into her tight pussy.
The image of another man pushing his cock into my girlfriends cunt created some very mixed emotions for me. I wanted Roxanne to enjoy herself and get the sexual satisfaction that she deserved, but I also remembered what she'd told me. When she started letting other men fuck her, she was going to stop letting me do it.
Roxanne was my dominant mistress. I knew it would give her a sadistic thrill to torment me by freely giving other men a pleasure that she was going to deliberately withhold from me. The masochistic slaveboy in me tingled with excitement when I thought about this
Still, the knowledge that the pleasure Charles was enjoying at this very moment signaled the end of my opportunity to enjoy that same pleasure caused a tinge of sadness to creep into me.
I sat at my desk with my hands buried in my face. The image of Charles grinning with delight as he pumped his cock in and out of my girlfriend's cunt overwhelmed me with envy, but at the same time I also had to admit that it gave me a very stiff erection.
The time passed slowly. It was late, I was getting tired. I closed my eyes for a moment.
I couldn't explain how it happened, but somehow, I found myself on top of Roxanne. She was crying with joy as I pushed my huge cock in and out of her slippery cunt. Her legs were wrapped around my thighs. Her eyes were closed. She was totally lost in the lust of the moment as she dug her fingernails into my back and begged me to keep fucking her.
Suddenly I could hear the distant sound of a ringing cell phone. Someone was trying to call us. It didn't make sense. Why would someone be calling us at this hour. I tried to ignore it, but the phone kept ringing.
I sat up in my chair. Suddenly I realized that I'd fallen asleep at my desk. My cell phone was sitting next to a stack of papers. It was still ringing.
I picked it up. "Hello."
It was Roxanne. She was whispering. "Oh baby I'm sorry, I woke you."
I thought to myself that I must have sounded groggy. "It's okay, I just dozed off for a moment."
"Sweetheart Charles and I are all done, but I can take a cab. Why don't you go to bed."
"No Roxanne, I really want to see you tonight. I want to come and get you."
"You do?"
"Yes, Of course I do."
"I would really like that."
"Why are you whispering?"
"Charles is asleep. I don't want to wake him."
"Did you have fun?"
"Honey, I had a wonderful time. Listen, I have to get dressed. I'll wait in the hotel lobby. Call me when you get here."
I grabbed my things and went to my car. I looked at my watch as I pulled away from the curb. It was 12:30.
The streets are very quiet at 12:30 on Tuesday nights. It was a quick drive to the Calvert Hotel. I called Roxanne as I pulled up to the main entrance. "Sweetheart, I'm here."
"I'll be right out."
The doorman opened the front door. Roxanne came out, ran down the steps and jumped into my car.
As I put the car into gear, Roxanne leaned over and kissed my cheek. "Thanks for coming to get me." She got quiet for a moment and then she asked. "Did you feel bad?"
I looked over at her.
She rephrased her question. "I had a good time tonight, but I'm worried about you. Willie, did you feel bad being at home alone knowing I was with another man?"
I smiled at Roxanne. "Of course I did. I missed you, and at times I was very jealous." I laughed. "I was also really envious of Charles. I would have loved to have been in his place."
Roxanne patted my thigh. "Baby I'm so sorry."
"No, you shouldn't be sorry. I had a good time. I spent a lot of the evening fantasizing about what you were doing. I got really turned on. I kept contemplating the fact that you were making me a cuckold tonight."
Roxanne laughed. "Peewee you are so right about that. You are now officially my cuckold." She leaned over and nibbled my ear. "Charles and I made you a cuckold three times tonight."
Roxanne reached down and rubbed my crotch. I had an erection. She could feel it. "My, my, someone certainly seems to be excited. Peewee when we get home you're going to lick my well fucked pussy while I tell you all about the wonderful time I had with my stud lover."
As soon as we walked through her apartment door Roxanne grabbed me. "Peewee get your clothes off." She paused. "And you had better be wearing those fucking panties that I gave you this morning."
I bowed my head and started to strip. "Yes Mistress."
When I pulled my trousers down and exposed my panties Roxanne patted my head. "Good boy."
She giggled for a moment and lifted her skirt. "Peewee it's a good thing you're wearing your panties because I seem to have lost mine." She put a finger to her cheek. "I wonder what happened to them?"
She started laughing. "Oh I know, my lover Charles took them off of me just before I started sucking his cock."
Roxanne was teasing me now.
She looked at me. Her expression slowly turned to a dominant sneer. "Peewee I let another man fuck me tonight." She stared at me. "If you were a real man you'd be upset." She laughed. "But your not a real man are you pussyboy?
"No mistress I'm not."
"What are you Peewee?"
"Mistress, I'm your little cuckold pussy wimp."
This interchange made Roxanne bolder. She walked over to me, grabbed my nipple and twisted it. As I grimaced from the pain she was inflicting she said, "I just let another man fuck me. What are you going to do about it pussyboy?"
Roxanne stared at me for a moment. I was standing in front of her wearing nothing but her panties. I was so excited that I could barely talk. My tiny pecker was sticking straight out. It was making a nice little tent in the front of those pink lace panties.
Roxanne looked down at my erection and grinned. She could tell that I was enjoying her abuse.
Her smile became even more malevolent. "You're not going to do anything are you pussyboy." She laughed. "You know why?"
I shook my head. "No Mistress.'
"Because your a little pussy wimp, that's why."
"Yes Mistress."
"Yes Mistress what?'
"Yes Mistress. I'm a little pussy wimp."
Roxanne laughed. "Very good Peewee." She paused. "But you are going to do something pussyboy." She looked at me. "Do you know what it is?"
"No Mistress."
"Let me help you pussyboy. You're going to get down on your knees and lick my asshole." She stared at me, after a moment her voice became very stern. "Peewee, get down on your knees!"
I did as I was told.
As soon as I was kneeling at her feet Roxanne turned around. "Peewee, tonight I partied with another man. This is my right as your dominant girlfriend. Now I want you to demonstrate your acknowledgement of this fact. " Roxanne lifted her skirt. "Peewee, lick my asshole!"
I reverently pulled the cheeks of Roxanne's magnificent ass apart. She sighed as she felt my lips make contact with her puckered hole. I wrapped my arms around her thighs, closed my eyes and pulled her to me. I kissed her passionately. It was like a movie kiss, except I wasn't kissing Roxanne's face.
Roxanne finally broke the kiss off and stepped away from me. She quickly removed her blouse and brassiere. She leaned forward, rested her arms on the back of the chair in front of her and again presented her luscious ass to me.
"Lick me Peewee. Lick your Mistress' asshole."
As I pushed my tongue into her, Roxanne's breathing started to get faster. Her level of excitement was rapidly rising.
"That's right pussyboy humble yourself. Worship my ass. Show me that I am your goddess." Her voice now had a rough raspy quality to it. It was another sign that she was wildly aroused.



Roxanne reached back between her legs and started to rub her clit. I pushed my tongue as deep into her ass as I could. Suddenly she stood up and screamed as an orgasm burst inside of her.
After a moment Roxanne's screams quieted. She leaned forward on the chair for support. Her loud cries became soft whimpers, but she continued to shake while the lingering waves of pleasure kept on pulsing through her body.
Finally her muscles relaxed. She sighed as she turned and sat down on her chair. Roxanne looked at me as I knelt at her feet. There was a huge smile on her face.
"Willie are you enjoying this?"
"Yes, very much."
"Want to hear about my date?"
"Yes please."
"Will you lick my pussy while I tell you about it?"
"I would love that Roxanne."
She giggled. "So would I."
Roxanne spread her legs. "Peewee, look at my pussy. It's been fucked by a really big cock tonight. Can you see how Charles stretched me." She laughed "It feels so much different now than it does after you fuck me. Your little wee wee is so tiny that it doesn't stretch me at all."
I smiled to myself. The game wasn't over, Roxanne was still taunting me."
"Peewee, my pussy is so sore from being fucked by Charles' big dick. Kiss it for me would you baby. Kiss it and lick it, make it feel better."
I leaned forward and planted a soft kiss on the lips of Roxanne's cunt.
As I did it she sighed. "Baby that feels so nice."
She closed her eyes. "Peewee Charles was so handsome. He was at least 6'2" tall. He had long brown hair and blue eyes." Roxanne sighed. "Baby I am a sucker for guys with blue eyes."
My lips were pressed against Roxanne's cunt as she told me her story.
"Billy the bartender, Charles and I were the only ones in the bar so Charles and I sat together at his table and talked until my shift ended." Roxanne paused. "Sweetheart Charles is such an interesting man. He's an engineer for a huge construction company. His job takes him all over the world."
"Well anyway, as soon as it was 10:00 Charles stood up and extended his hand. Baby he was such a gentleman. He pulled me up out of my chair. When I was standing he put his arm around my waist and escorted me out of the bar. He walked me right through the hotel lobby to the elevator."
She grinned at me. "As soon as the elevator doors closed Charles turned into an animal. He pushed me up against the wall and kissed me hard on the lips. At the same time he unbuttoned my blouse, reached behind me and unclasped my brassiere."
Roxanne sighed. "Peewee it was so hot. Charles kissed me and fondled my naked breasts the whole time we rode in the elevator." She giggled. "I was kind of scared the elevator would stop and someone would get on and see me with my tits hanging out of my blouse."
She shook her head. "Luckily the elevator didn't stop. We went right to Charles' floor. When we stepped out of the elevator I tried to button my blouse, but Charles stopped me. Baby he was very dominant. He made me walk down the hall to his room with my breasts exposed. Honey it was so hot, just thinking about it gets my pussy wet."
This was the first time I realized that while Roxanne loved dominating me, she also enjoyed submitting to a dominant male.
"As soon as we got into his room Charles sat down on his bed and ordered me to do a strip tease for him." Honey, Charles was so masculine. I was putty in his hands. I would have done anything he asked."
Roxanne reached down and pulled my face into her cunt. "Peewee, I get so turned on when I think about Charles." Her voice turned into a whisper. "Lick my cunt wimp boy. I'm so hot right now."
Roxanne closed her eyes and enjoyed the attention of my tongue. After a few moments she continued. "When I was completely naked Charles pulled me down on the bed next to him and started to play with my tits." Roxanne laughed. "He was definitely a breast man."
She sighed. "I started rubbing his cock through his trousers while he played with my tits. Baby his cock was so big. I had to unzip his pants so I could see it."
Roxanne shook her head. "When I got it out I started to laugh. Honey it was a fucking monster. It was so big and so hard."
Roxanne paused. "I started playing with that big toy of his. Charles quit playing with my tits and lay back on the bed. I took a moment to undress him and then I went down on him. Peewee I had to have that big dick in my mouth."
Roxanne grabbed my hair and pulled my face up so that I was looking at her. "Slave boy, it's so much fun to suck a really big cock."
She laughed and pushed my face back into her cunt. "When he was ready, I let Charles cum in my mouth. You would have been proud of me baby, I swallowed all of his semen."
Roxanne closed her eyes and took a deep breath while she enjoyed the pleasure I was giving her with my tongue. After a few moments she continued her story.
"After I gave him his blow job, Charles and I lay on his bed together while we waited for him to recover. Honey it was only a few minutes before he started to play with my tits again. I reached down and felt his cock. Peewee, it was already getting hard. Charles was a fucking superstud."
She smiled at me. "I stroked him until he was fully erect, then he climbed on top of me." Roxanne took a deep breath. "It felt so good when he pushed that big monster into my cunt." She looked down at me. "Peewee, you're the only guy I've been fucking lately. I love you honey, but that little thing of yours really doesn't do much for my pussy." Roxanne closed her eyes and started to play with her nipples. "Sweetheart, Charles's cock filled me up. He was a real man."
Roxanne was quiet for a few moments. Her eyes were closed. She seemed to be reliving the fucking she got from Charles.
"Peewee he gave me a nice long fuck. I came three times while he was doing me. When he finally came I let him shoot his stuff inside me." She paused. "Baby I hope your not mad because I let Charles cum inside me. I know I should have made him wear a condom, but I didn't. He was married. I think he was pretty safe."
She stopped. "Oh and sweetheart, I don't think you have to worry, I'm on the pill. I am pretty sure he didn't give me a baby."
I was really aroused now. I was sucking on Roxanne's clit. She closed her eyes again so that she could enjoy my efforts.
After a few minutes she started telling more of her story. "Peewee, Charles still wasn't done. After we lay together for a little bit he pushed my head down to his crotch and made me suck him one more time. It only took me a minute or two before I got him hard again."
Roxanne took a deep breath. "Peewee, Charles' second fuck lasted for a really long time. I came two more times while he did me. When he came for the third time he still had lots of his stuff left to shoot into my pussy. Like I said Baby, Charles was a stud."
Roxanne closed her eyes. "Eat me Peewee. I'm ready to cum now."
I sucked and licked Roxanne's clit. She was fully aroused. It didn't take long to get her off. When it erupted, her orgasm lasted for several minutes.
After her orgasm she relaxed while I continued to kneel at her feet. When she was finally ready, she reached down and pulled me up to her. She made me sit on her lap like I was a little boy. While I sat on her lap, Roxanne pulled my panties down and jacked me off. When I came she made me lick my cum off of her fingers.
Roxanne and I stood up. I carefully removed the rest of her clothing and carried it all into her bedroom while she went into the bathroom.
As soon as her clothing was properly put away I joined Roxanne in the bathroom and started drawing a bath for her.
As the water was running into the tub Roxanne smiled at me. "Peewee, I'm hungry."
That was all she had to say. I was her slave. My servitude was completely voluntary. There was no other role in this world that I wanted more. At this moment I longed to be this beautiful woman's servant.
I quickly went to the kitchen and a made Roxanne a snack of cheese, crackers and a sliced apple. I put it all on a tray with a glass of milk and set it up next to the bathtub.
My goddess ate while I bathed her.
When I was done bathing Roxanne she stood up. As she stepped out of the tub I wrapped her in a large bath towel and dried her off. Tonight it was not possible for me to pamper my mistress enough.
We went to bed. It was late. As I pulled the blankets up around us I looked at the clock. It was 4:00 am. Morning was going to come very quickly.
As we lay in bed Roxanne said, "Willie do you understand why I didn't let you fuck me tonight?"
"Yes Mistress. Tonight you had a superior man's cock. You had the cock of an alpha male. You didn't need my pathetic little clittie."
Roxanne laughed. "I think you've been reading to many stories on that internet site you like so much." She paused and thought for a moment, finally she said, "I suppose that is one way to put it, although those aren't the words I would have chosen." She smiled at me. "Willie after having Charles, I wouldn't have felt you inside me." She paused. "I suppose you're right. I guess it also does have a lot to do with our domination game."
She rolled over onto her side and looked at me. "I feel like I should have given you more than just a handjob tonight. Willie, between you and Charles I had at least ten orgasms. All I did for you was jerk you off one time. It doesn't seem fair."
I kissed Roxanne. "I love you so much. Thank you for saying that to me. It means a lot to me that you care."
She poked me in the ribs. "Of course I care."
"No, what I mean is that its nice to know that even when you're being dominant like you were tonight, you still care about my welfare."
"Willie, I love you. Your welfare is always important to me."
"I know Roxanne. I guess that's why I am willing to let you dominate me."
"Willie would you like to fuck me right now."
"Thank you for the offer, it also means a lot to me." I paused. "No Roxanne, I think we had it right. I got to cum. That was enough. I find it very exciting that tonight your pussy was reserved for a superior man...."
Roxanne stopped me. "No Willie, no man will ever be superior to you. Tonight my pussy was reserved for a man with a bigger cock and maybe a man with a more aggressive attitude about sex than the attitude that you have." She smiled at me. "Willie, Charles will never be the man you are."
I smiled at Roxanne. "Thank you, I had a wonderful night. The handjob was the perfect way to end it for me. I feel really good right now. We can fuck on other nights, but on nights that you take lovers, your pussy should be off limits to me."
Roxanne giggled. "We really are a couple of pervs aren't we Willie."
I kissed Roxanne. "I wouldn't have it any other way."
"I love you Willie."
"I love you to Roxanne."
Roxanne cuddled up to my shoulder and we fell asleep in each others arms.
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I slept until 8:00 am. I had to teach my Introduction to Economics class at 10:00. I didn't want to rush into the lecture hall at the last moment so I sacrificed extra sleep for time to properly prepare.
I looked in at Roxanne before I left. She was still sleeping. I gently kissed her forehead. I didn't see any reason to wake her.
I was young, getting by on four hours of sleep was not a major problem. My lecture went smoothly. When I was done I went back to the apartment.
Roxanne was just getting dressed when I walked in the door. She smiled at me. "Hi baby how was your lecture."
I smiled. "It was just fine, I'm very comfortable with the topic I had to talk about today."
It was lunch time. I made a tuna fish sandwich for both of us. As we sat down at the table to eat Roxanne looked at me. "Willie are you still okay with last night?"
I nodded. "Yes I've been fantasizing about it all morning. I keep picturing Charles fucking you." I paused and took a deep breath. "He was really good wasn't he."
Roxanne laughed. "Willie he was magnificent. My pussy is still sore from his big cock." She looked at me for a moment. "Willie I'm hoping his business here develops some complications so he has to stay an extra day. If he's still at the hotel tonight I am going to party with him again. Are you going to be okay with that?"
I smiled at Roxanne. "Just thinking about you and Charles is getting me hard again. Yes. I am fine with it."
Roxanne started giggling. "You perv."
I grinned at her. "You slut."
We both burst out laughing. Roxanne jumped up, ran over to me, sat in my lap and kissed me hard on the lips.
When she was done kissing me she just sat quietly on my lap and hugged me. We didn't need to say anything more, we were in love.
At 2:30 we left the apartment. I dropped Roxanne off at the Calvert Hotel and went back to the University.
I turned off my cell phone as I walked into the lecture hall to begin teaching my 4:00 PM class. At 4:55 the class ended and I turned my cell phone back on. I noticed that I had a message.
I immediately retrieved it. The message was from Roxanne. "Willie I know you're in class, but please call me as soon as you get this message. I need you to come and pick me up at the Hotel. Willie I just got fired from my job. Baby this is awful, I don't know what I am going to do. Please call me as soon as you can."
I erased the message and dialed Roxanne. She answered her cell phone on the first ring. "Hello."
"Roxanne, this is Willie."
"Oh baby I am so glad you called. I got fired. This is awful. Honey what am I going to do? I have to have a job."
It sounded like Roxanne was in tears. "Roxanne where are you? I'll come and get you right now."
"I am in the coffee shop on the corner of 5th Street and 3rd Avenue. They made me leave the hotel right after they fired me."
"Stay where you are, don't go anywhere else. Roxanne I'm leaving right now. I'll be there as quickly as I can."
"Willie please hurry, I need you so badly."
"Stay put, don't go anywhere. I'm coming. Leave your cell phone on, I'll call you when I'm almost there."
I ran to my office, grabbed my briefcase and went to my car. When I got downtown I turned onto 3rd Avenue and dialed Roxanne's cell phone.
"Willie?"
"Roxanne, come out to 3rd Avenue. I am almost there."
Roxanne was standing in front of the coffee shop as I pulled up to the curb.
She jumped into my car, leaned over and kissed me. She was crying. "Thank you for coming to get me. Willie I lost my job. What am I going to do?"
I picked up her hand and held it. "Don't worry, you'll find another job. I have some money saved up. I'll support both of us until you're back on your feet."
Roxanne looked at me. "You'd do that?"
I smiled. "Of course I would, I love you Roxanne."
I took out my handkerchief and wiped her tears away. "Let's go home."
As I pulled away from the curb Roxanne snuggled up to me and laid her head against my shoulder.
On the way home I asked. "What happened? How did you get fired?"
Roxanne sat up. "Remember how I told you that Charles opened my blouse and played with my tits on the elevator?"
"Yes."
"There's a security camera on the elevator. This morning the hotel security men reviewed the tape and saw everything. They also have a camera in every hallway." Roxanne started crying again. "Willie they have a tape of me walking down the hallway with my blouse open."
Roxanne took a deep breath. "As soon as I walked into the hotel I was told to go to the manager's office. He showed me the two tapes and fired me on the spot."
Roxanne shook her head. "Willie how could I have been so stupid. All I had to do was send Charles up to his room by himself and follow him up a few minutes later." Roxanne buried her face in her hands. "I feel like such a fool."
We drove along in silence for a few minutes. Roxanne was crying. I was trying to think of something to say to her.
I suddenly realized what I wanted to say. I rejected it immediately. It was stupid. It was imprudent. It was unwise. I tried to get the idea out of my mind. I couldn't. The more I thought about it, the more I wanted to say it.
All of my life I have been conservative, timid and shy. I have never told anyone what I wanted. I've always gone through life wishing for things that I was afraid to ask for.
I swallowed hard. I knew it was stupid, but I had to say it. I pulled the car over to the curb and put it in park.
I turned towards Roxanne and stared at her.
Roxanne looked at me. "Willie what's wrong?"
I kept staring at her. I was trying to muster enough courage to actually say what I so desperately wanted to say.
"Willie you're scaring me. What's the matter? Why did we stop? Why are you staring at me?"
I took one more deep breath and bit my lower lip. I mustered all of my courage and spoke. Actually I blurted it out. "Marry me Roxanne."
"What? What did you say Willie?"
"Marry me Roxanne."
"Willie we can't get married. We've only known each other for a week."
"I don't care. I love you. I think you love me. Marry me Roxanne."
"Willie I can't marry you. I just lost my job. We don't have any money. We can't get married."
"I don't care, we'll get by. Marry me Roxanne."
I paused. "Roxanne if you tell me you don't love me. If you tell me you don't want to marry me, I'll be quiet and never bring it up again." I shook my head. "I don't think you can say that. I don't think you want to say that and until you say it, I'm going to keep asking you."
I stared at her. "Marry me Roxanne."
"Willie, I've been married twice before. Both times were disasters. I can't get married again."
"I'm not either of those guys. I love you. Marry me Roxanne."
"Willie I'm a tramp. I'll constantly cheat on you. I can't marry you."
"I don't care Roxanne, you can cheat on me all you want. Marry me Roxanne."
Roxanne stared at me for a minute. "Finally she said, "This is crazy."
I shrugged. "I don't care. Marry me Roxanne."
Roxanne looked into my eyes. Finally she smiled and then she started laughing. As she laughed, tears started running down her cheeks. She was laughing and crying at the same time. "Willie I would love to marry you.
She shook her head. "Yes Willie, Yes, Yes, Yes. I will marry you Willie. Willie I want to marry you. I want to marry you more than anything in the entire world."
I took Roxanne into my arms. We closed our eyes and kissed. When we were done kissing we hugged. We hugged each other for a long time. We were parked on a busy street in the middle of the city. We didn't care. We loved each other, that was all that mattered.
Finally Roxanne sighed and said, "Okay what now?"
I grinned at her. "Let's go to Sammy's."
Roxanne laughed. "What a wonderful idea. It's nice to know that I am going to marry a brilliant man."
I put the car into gear and headed for the bar.
It was almost 6:00 pm when we walked into Sammy's. The stop for a beer after work crowd was beginning to clear out. The dinner crowd was there in full force. The special tonight was sloppy Joes. They were obviously as popular as Sammy's spaghetti.
We found two open stools and sat down at the bar. Sammy's face lit up with a smile when he noticed us. "Hey it's Roxie and Peewee, my two favorite people." He looked up at the clock. "Whoa, it's too early for you guys to be here. What's up?'
Sammy started pouring a pitcher of beer. He didn't ask us what we wanted, he didn't have to. As he set the pitcher and two glasses in front of us Roxanne shook her head. "I got fired today Sammy."
Sammy's face got very serious. "That's terrible doll. What happened?"
Roxanne got really quiet. Her voice was a barely audible whisper. "You know me Sammy. I kind of played around with one of the hotel guests after my shift ended last night. The manager found out and sacked me when I came in this afternoon."
Sammy shook his head. "Roxie, Roxie, Roxie you know better than that."
Roxanne nodded. "Yeah Sammy, I'm really embarrassed about it. I didn't use very good judgment."
"So what are you going to do honey?"
"Find another job I guess."
"Have you got enough money saved up to tide you over." He paused. "I can float you a loan if you need one sweetheart."
"Thanks Sammy, but Willie is going to take care of me."
Sammy turned to me. "Peewee you're a good guy." He stopped. "Peewee is right isn't it? Isn't that what we decided you'd be called the last time you were in here?"
I smiled. "Yes Sammy, you got it right. Peewee works really well for me in here."
Sammy shook his head. "Man I am sure glad I didn't screw that one up." He looked at me. "I like you Willie. You know I'd never intentionally insult you."
"Thanks Sammy. Hey listen, we have some really good news."
Roxanne jumped in. "I want to tell him."
I laughed. "Go ahead sweetheart."
"Willie asked me to marry him. I said yes."
Sammy looked at the two of us. Finally he said, "Are you guys sure? This is kind of quick isn't it.?"
I shook my head. "Sammy I've never been so sure of anything in my life. I'm a very conservative man. Acting rashly is totally out of character for me. This may be a quick decision on our part, but I'm pretty certain it's the correct decision."
Sammy grinned at us. "Well I'm really happy for you guys. You're two wonderful people. I'm glad you're getting together, you make a great couple." He leaned on the bar. "So when are you actually going to tie the knot?"
We looked at each other and laughed. Roxanne shrugged. "We don't know. We haven't discussed that yet."
"My understanding is that in this state you have a five day waiting period after you buy your license. If we buy a license tomorrow, we could get married as early as next Tuesday."
Roxanne looked at me. "We haven't even discussed how we would get married yet."
I smiled at Roxanne. "What would you like for a wedding?"
She laughed. "This is my third try. I've done the big church ceremony. It didn't work very well. A visit to a Justice of the Peace would be fine with me."
I nodded, "That will be just fine with me." I stopped to think for a moment. "But we will need two witnesses."
Roxanne turned to Sammy. "Sweetie you're my best friend. Would you and Mrs. Sammy be willing to be our witnesses?"
"Roxie, Janice and I would be delighted." He paused. "But it will kind of depend on when you have your ceremony. I aint got no one to cover the bar. If you want us, your wedding is going to have to be in the morning."
I looked at both of them. "How about next Tuesday morning?"
"That's fine Willie, but what about your morning class?"
"I can get Mark Rawlins to cover it. He owes me. I've covered several of his classes for him."
Roxanne looked at both of us. "That settles it. We're getting married next Tuesday morning. I'll find a Justice of the Peace tomorrow. Sammy, we'll stop in here tomorrow night and give you the exact time."
Sammy smiled at us. "I'll tell Janice. She'll be thrilled to be a witness at your wedding." He laughed. "This is really exciting."
Roxanne giggled. "Sammy, we couldn't agree more."
We sipped our beer while Sammy waited on a couple of customers. When he returned he said, "Hey how about a couple of my sloppy Joes." He smiled. "They're really good tonight."
Roxanne smiled back at him and looked at me. "I don't know about you honey, but I'm starved. Sammy I'd love a sloppy Joe."
I nodded to Sammy. "Make that two."
Sammy went back into the kitchen. After a minute he returned with our sandwiches. As he set them down in front of us he asked, "So Roxie, what are you going to do about a job?"
"I don't know Sammy. I guess I'll just have to start looking." Roxanne paused. "Its complicated by the fact that I am going to school. I need a job that has some flexible hours."
I smiled at Roxanne. "I haven't wanted to say anything, but I have noticed that you've missed a couple of classes lately."
Roxanne frowned at me. "Be careful wise guy." "She leaned over and kissed me on my cheek. "I've had a little distraction in my life during the last few days."
I grinned at her. "I know, maybe once were married we can settle into a routine and get back to the day to day business of living normal lives."
Roxanne hugged me. "Sweetheart, the idea of living a normal day to day life with you is really appealing." She paused. "But I still have to find a job. Willie what am I going to do?"
Sammy looked at us. "Hey I can maybe help you guys out."
We both looked at Sammy.
"I can call Bob Overton for you. He's always looking for attractive women to work as receptionists."
Roxanne wrinkled her forehead. "Who's Bob Overton?"
Sammy laughed. "You ever hear of Bob's Auto Ranch?"
I nodded. "Sure, he's that guy that owns all those new car dealerships. He's the guy on television who says come on down to my ranch, we'll rope you into the best new car deal in town."
Sammy smiled. "That's Bob."
Roxanne looked at Sammy. "How do you know him Sammy?"
"We went to high school together. We played on the same football team. We've been friends for years. He still comes into the bar every once in a while."
"Do you really think he'd hire me?"
"Honey I am sure he would hire you."
Roxanne tilted her head. "Why are you so sure?"
Sammy smiled. "Let's see, how can I put this so I don't embarrass anyone. " He paused to think. "You might say that Bob appreciates young women with certain attributes. Attributes you're well endowed with Roxie." As he said this, Sammy nodded towards Roxanne's ample chest."
Roxanne laughed. "You mean he's a breast man."
Sammy nodded. "He sure is honey."
Roxanne shook her head. "Sammy there are lots of girls out there that have figures like mine. That won't guarantee me a job."
"Your right Roxie, but I know something else about Bob."
"What's that Sammy."
Sammy took a deep breath. "Boy I really have to be careful about how I say this." He stopped to think, finally he looked at both of us. "Listen, I know you guys pretty well." He turned to Roxanne. "Roxie you and I have been friends for a very long time."
Roxanne nodded. "That's true Sammy, you're one of my best friends."
"Well Roxie I've observed that you kind of like...." He paused. "How can I say this. You kind of like using your mouth to take care of a guy. You know what I mean?"
Roxanne blushed. "Sammy!"
Sammy laughed. "Honey your reputation aint exactly a secret in this place. Your blowjobs are famous around here." He turned to me. "And I've had enough talks with Peewee here to know that he aint all that upset about your having a little extracurricular fun once in a while."
Roxanne shrugged her shoulders. "Okay, you're right. All of that is true. What's this got to do with my getting a job?"
Sammy laughed. "Roxanne, let's just say that Bob is well known for appreciating a little special attention from his young female employees."
"Sammy are you saying that if I get a job at this place, I am going to be expected to suck some cocks while I'm at work?"
Sammy put his hands up. "Hey Roxie, I'm sorry. I was just trying to help. I didn't mean to offend nobody."
Roxanne smiled at Sammy. "Hey its all right sweetheart, I'm not offended. I know you're trying to help." She paused and thought for a moment. "Does he pay well?"
I looked at Roxanne. "Honey your not really considering this are you?"
Roxanne shrugged. "I don't know." She looked at me. "Willie I really do need a job and..." She stopped and giggled. "Sammy is right, I do have a thing for sucking cocks."
She thought for a moment and sighed. "Sweetheart this might be a great job for me. I think I should at least check it out." She turned back to Sammy. "Does he pay well?"
Sammy nodded his head. "Roxie, Bob is a very generous man."
Roxanne took a deep breath. "That settles it then. Sammy I would appreciate it if you gave him a call."
"You got it doll. I'll go call him right now."
Sammy walked over and picked up his telephone. While he was making the call Roxanne turned and looked at me.
I was shaking my head.
Roxanne laughed. "Peewee, just think about all of the fun you're going to have fantasizing about what I'm doing while I'm at work." She leaned over and licked my ear. At the same time she whispered. "I really hope it turns out to be more than a fantasy. I'm getting wet just thinking about having a job where I get to suck my bosses big dick every day."
Sammy hung up the telephone and walked back over to us. "Bob is very interested in interviewing you. He said that he has openings for two receptionists right now. There is one problem. He's leaving town in the morning and won't be back until next Wednesday, so the interview won't take place until then." He smiled at Roxanne. "You have an appointment at his main office at 9:00 AM next Wednesday. Can you make that Roxie?"
Roxanne leaned over the bar and kissed Sammy. "Baby you can bet you sweet ass I'll be there." She turned to me. "Peewee, I fully intend to give Bob a personal demonstration of my cock sucking skills during the interview."
I looked at Roxanne, shook my head and turned to Sammy, "Sammy my friend I think you may have created a monster."
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Roxanne and I were enjoying a quiet engagement celebration at Sammy's when suddenly we heard a booming voice behind us.
"Roxie Mitchell!"
Both Roxanne and I turned. Roxanne's face lit up. "Vic Roberts, long time no see."
Vic walked over to us. At about 6'2", he was a very handsome middle aged man. His blonde hair, dark tan and well muscled athletic body drew the attention of every woman in the bar.
He grabbed Roxanne and kissed her on the mouth. She kissed him back. There was no hesitation on Roxanne's part. She was obviously very excited to see Vic.
When they finally broke off their kiss Roxanne said, "So Vic where've you been keeping yourself? I haven't seen you in over a year."
Vic laughed. "Roxie, didn't you hear? I got married. It was almost a year ago today."
"Well that explains where you've been." She paused and looked at Vic. "How come your out tonight?"
Vic laughed some more. "Hey baby, you know how it is. You keep looking at the same woman night after night, you start getting a little bored. Sometimes you need to go out looking for a little variety."
Roxanne thought for a moment, finally she raised her eyebrows and said, "Really."
Vic nodded. "Really."
They stared at each other for a moment. You could actually feel the electricity in the air.
Finally Roxanne broke the spell. She turned to me. "Vic this is my fiancé, Peewee." Roxanne said Peewee very slowly. It was almost as though she was trying to make the name even more demeaning that it already was.
Vic looked at me and grinned. "Peewee?" He gave me a smug look. "Nice name." After a moment, He put out his hand. "Nice to meet you.......Peewee."
Vic turned back to Roxanne. "You said fiancé, right? I guess that means you're out of circulation."
Roxanne smiled. "Not at all honey. Peewee doesn't mind if I party with other guys." She turned to me. "Isn't that right Peewee."
I was embarrassed. I couldn't make eye contact with Vic. I kind of mumbled. "That's right dear."
Vic laughed. "Well isn't this an interesting situation." He eyed me for a second or two and then he said, "Peewee, I gotta say that you're a real generous guy."
The bar stool on the other side of Roxanne was empty. She patted it. "Sit down big guy, let's catch up on old times.?"
Roxanne leaned over and whispered into my ear. "Baby I'm feeling really horny tonight. Do you mind if I have a party with Vic?"
I smiled at Roxanne. I knew what I should say. I knew that I should tell her, Yes I do mind. We just got engaged. You should spend the night partying with me. Sadly, I couldn't do that. The fact was, I didn't want to do that. I was getting excited. The thrill from the humiliation of having my fiancé make love to another man on the night that I proposed to her was almost intoxicating.
So instead of objecting I meekly hung my head and said, "Roxanne it's your right to have a party with any man you choose at any time you choose."
Roxanne stared at me. "That was an interesting answer. It sounds to me like want to play our game." She paused for a moment and then she said, "I think I would enjoy doing that. Peewee is that what you want? Do you want to play our game tonight?"
I nodded and quietly answered, "Yes Mistress Roxanne."
Roxanne took a deep breath. "Oh Peewee I think this might be a lot of fun. I'm feeling really kinky right now. The thought of making you my little sissy bitch on the night you proposed to me is getting me really excited." She laughed. " I think I might have to be just a little extra nasty to you tonight."
Suddenly Roxanne stopped. She leaned over and kissed my cheek. "Don't forget that this is just a game okay baby?' I love you more than anyone in the world, please remember that."
Roxanne thought for a moment. "Baby if I get too excited and get carried away," she paused, "you know what I mean, if I get a little too cruel, here's what I want you to do. I want you to call me Roxie. If you call me Roxie I'll stop and we can talk about what's going on. If Vic is there, "She giggled, "Get ready sweetheart, I'm going to humiliate you in front of another man tonight. If Vic is there, we can go into the other room and talk. Okay baby?"
I nodded.
She looked at me. "Pussyboy are you excited about this?"
I took a deep breath. "Yes Mistress Roxanne, I'm very excited."
Roxanne giggled. "Peewee this is going to be so much fun." She whispered into my ear. "I am going to flirt with Vic and ignore you for a while. I want you to suffer a little pussyboy."
Roxanne turned her back to me and started to chat with her old friend. Both of them ignored me completely while they brazenly flirted with each other.
I timidly sat on my bar stool and tried to watch Vic and Roxanne out of the corner of me eye. I was afraid to look directly at them. I didn't want them to think I was trying to intrude on their conversation.
They continued to openly flirt with each other. As I watched them I had a sad thought. If someone was trying to pick out the couple in the bar who had just become engaged to be married, they probably would have picked Vic and Roxanne rather than Roxanne and me.
I sighed, this was the life I was choosing. This was what life with Roxanne was going to be like. When I proposed to Roxanne, she told me that she wouldn't be willing or able to remain faithful to me. Now just one hour after my proposal she was giving me a full demonstration of that fact.
I kept trying to steal covert glances at Roxanne as she fawned over her newest lover. My fiancé loved men. She loved sex. She obviously loved the chase. Roxanne was not only a chronic slut, she was a chronic flirt.
Roxanne and Vic's conversation became increasingly intimate. They started giggling like two lovers sharing a secret. As that thought occurred to me I smiled. That was probably exactly what was happening.
Roxanne leaned over and whispered into Vic's ear. He laughed, looked over her shoulder at me and scrutinized me with his eyes. He was appraising me, sizing me up. He was measuring my masculinity. I wondered if Roxanne had told him that I was wearing a pair of women's panties. I shook my head. If she hadn't already told him, I was certain it was only a matter of time until she did tell him.
Vic stared at me. He was trying to get me to make eye contact with him. This was clearly the last part of his test. There was a time in my life when a challenge from a virile stud like Vic would have destroyed me.
It was different now. I was a much stronger person than I used to be. I knew that part of my growth was due to my academic success in college; but that wasn't the main reason. The real source of my new strength was Roxanne. She inspired me. She made me confident about who I was. We fed on each other. We nurtured each other. We made each other stronger.
As I contemplated Vic's challenge I knew I could easily meet his stare, but I realized that I didn't want to. In this situation, being a man was not the appropriate role for me. In this situation, my role was to be a wimp. I was Roxanne's wimp. This was her moment to shine. It was her moment to be strong and dominant. It was my turn to be a submissive sissy who allows other men to take his fiancé for their own personal pleasure.
I looked into Vic's eyes and immediately shrank from his challenge. I became a pathetic wimp. I quietly surrendered to the will of this macho stud who was taking my woman.
I've been a pussy all my life. I understand the role very well. I timidly sat next to my fiancé as she openly flirted with this man. When he challenged me with his stare, I wilted. I did what Roxanne expected me to do. I looked away in shame.
Vic smiled when he saw me staring at the floor. He now understood that I would never be a challenge to him. He now knew that he could have Roxanne whenever he wanted her.
Vic chose to test his power immediately. He leaned over and kissed Roxanne. Roxanne opened her mouth and kissed him back. It was obvious that they were using their tongues.
This was the type of public display of lust that is often embarrassing to others. It was the kind of performance that causes people to make jokes like "Get a room".
After several seconds Roxanne and Vic broke off their kiss. Roxanne whispered into Vic's ear. He nodded and they stood up. As they stood, Vic put his arm around Roxanne. He was removing any doubt about who her partner was for the rest of this night.
Roxanne turned to me. Her lipstick was smeared and her hair was mussed. She smiled at me. "Vic and I are going back to our apartment for a little party. You want to come along?" She laughed. "We could use someone to serve us drinks."
She said this last part in a voice loud enough so that most of the people in the bar could hear her.
Suddenly I noticed that the entire bar was silent. I looked around. Everyone was watching us. Roxanne glanced around and noticed the same thing. She smiled at me. As she smiled I realized that I was about to be publicly humiliated.
"Peewee, pay the bill. I'll be riding with Vic. On your way home, you'd better stop and buy some more beer." She turned to Vic. "You drink Budweiser don't you baby?"
Vic nodded. "That's my favorite."
"Peewee, be sure you buy Bud." Roxanne paused, "You'd better buy a twelve pack, I suspect my stud and I are going to be working up a big thirst."
She turned and kissed Vic.
As this interchange was taking place both Roxanne and I understood that we were establishing a new reputation at Sammy's. Roxanne was going to be a married woman who was freely available to other men. I was going to be her pussy husband who allowed her to party with other men.
I don't know if Roxanne had planned this, or if this was just a fortunate outcome of tonight's game. In either case it made Sammy's a place that Roxanne could now easily continue to use as a source for future lovers.
Roxanne grabbed Vic's hand. "Come on baby, it's party time for you and me."
They started for the door. Suddenly Roxanne stopped and turned back to me. "Peewee, I'm out of condoms. Would you be a sweetheart and stop at the drug store and pick up a package on your way home." She looked at Vic. "Peewee, Vic's a real man, you'd better get magnums."
Roxanne was about to turn and leave, but she stopped. There was now an evil grin on her face. "Peewee, you should buy some condoms for yourself to." Who knows, maybe someday I'll let you get lucky. " She winked at me. "You'd better get your own, Vic's magnums will be way too big for you." She giggled. "You need to buy some petites."
The entire bar erupted into laughter. Roxanne grabbed Vic and left. I turned to Sammy and paid the bill as quickly as I could. I was humiliated. I couldn't get out of there fast enough.
As I approached my car I looked over at Roxanne and Vic. Vic had Roxanne pressed up against the side of his truck. They were locked in a passionate embrace. Vic had his hand inside of Roxanne's blouse.
I got into my car and started it up. Roxanne and Vic broke off their kiss and got into Vic's truck. As I drove out of Sammy's parking lot I noticed that Roxanne's head had already disappeared from view.
I stopped at the drugstore on my way to Roxanne's apartment. When I got inside I was horrified to see that there was a very attractive 18 year old girl behind the counter.
I walked up to her. "I need to buy two dozen condoms. I need a dozen magnums and a dozen petites."
The clerk started to laugh. "Well, we have the magnums right over here." She paused, "Are Trojan's okay?"
I nodded. "They'll be just fine."
She giggled. "I've never heard of petites."
Her next comment was as embarrassing to me as anything I could possibly imagine. She looked me right in the eyes and said, "I assume the petites are for you."
I was totally disarmed by her comment. I didn't know what to say. To my absolute horror I heard myself answering, "Yes they are."
The clerk shook her head. "We have regulars, will they be too big?"
At this point I was completely humiliated. I just barely managed to stammer out an answer. "Those will be fine."
I paid for the condoms. The clerk put them into a bag and I fled from the store as quickly as I could.
As I got into my car I realized that Roxanne and Vic had set me up. I was quite certain that petite condoms didn't exist. As I drove to Roxanne's apartment I remembered that she told me she was going to be extra nasty to me tonight.
After leaving the drugstore I stopped at a liquor store and bought two twelve packs of Budweiser. I thought that I might as well stock up. Roxanne and I both liked beer. I also thought it was possible that Vic might become a regular guest at our apartment.
I pulled into the parking lot of Roxanne's building. As I got out of my car I realized that I should start calling it our building. Habits change slowly for me.
I grabbed the two twelve packs of Bud and headed into to our apartment. When I got to the door I found that it was locked, so I set the beer down, pulled out my key and let myself in.
I picked up the beer and entered the apartment. Roxanne and Vic were standing in the middle of the living room kissing. Vic's hand was under Roxanne's blouse. He was fondling her breast. Roxanne was massaging Vic's crotch.
Roxanne broke off the kiss and turned to me. She was furious. "Who the fuck gave you permission to come in?"
Roxanne's reaction caught me by surprise. I started to stammer. "I live here. I ah....."
Roxanne walked over and slapped me hard across the face. "Pussyboy, you know very well that I'm entertaining. When I'm entertaining you must always knock and wait for me to give you permission to enter." She shook her head. "For goodness sake, you might walk in while I'm sucking my lover's cock. You're rude intrusion could destroy our mood."
I stared at the floor. "I'm sorry Mistress. I didn't mean to be rude."
Roxanne smiled. "I understand Peewee. Everyone makes mistakes. I'll give you another chance. Go outside and try again"
I looked at her. I had a puzzled expression on my face.
She put her hands on her hips. "Peewee, are you stupid? I shouldn't have to fucking repeat myself, should I? Now go outside and try again."
Vic was quietly chuckling as I opened the door and went back out.
Roxanne yelled, "Close the door behind you."
As soon as the door closed I knocked.
I heard Roxanne say, "Yes, who is it?"
I shook my head. It was definitely game time. "It's me, Willie."
Roxanne called back, "Go away, I don't know anyone named Willie."
I heard laughter on the other side of the door."
I stood for a moment. I didn't know what to do. Finally I knocked again.
"Who is it?"
"It's me, Peewee."
There was more laughter on the other side of the door.
"What do you want?"
"I would like to come in."
There was a pause. I could hear whispering. Finally Roxanne said, "Why should we let you in?" She was laughing so hard she could barely speak.
"I live here."
"That's not a good enough reason. What will you do for us if we let you in?"
I shook my head. I felt like a little kid being kept out of the neighborhood clubhouse. I knew what to say. Roxanne was going to make me debase myself before she let me back in.
"I will wait on you and be your slave."
"Beg"
"I don't understand."
"Sure you do, Beg."
Roxanne and Vic were having fun.
"Roxanne, Please let me come in."
"Roxanne? isn't that awfully familiar?"
"Mistress Roxanne, please let me come in."
"What will you do for us?"
"Anything you ask."
"Anything?'
"Yes Anything."
The door opened. "Peewee, you may enter."
Vic and Roxanne were giggling as I picked up the beer and walked into the kitchen.
Roxanne called to me while I was putting the beer in the refrigerator. "Pussyboy strip down to your panties. I want my lover to see you in all your sissy glory. When you're properly attired, pour two beers into glasses and serve them to us on a tray."
When I finished putting the beer in the refrigerator I went into the bedroom and stripped down to my panties. As I was taking off my trousers, I thought to myself that being made to wear women's underpants in front of a man who is about to fuck the woman you love might be one of the most humiliating things a person could possibly be required to do.
I shook my head as I walked back into the kitchen. I wasn't embarrassed. In fact, at this moment I was as sexually excited as I've ever been in my entire life. I didn't understand why I reacted this way, but it really didn't matter. Roxanne, Vic and I all seemed to be having a good time. If other people wanted to judge us and call us perverts, that's their problem. We're not hurting anyone.
I opened the refrigerator and took out three beers. I set three glasses on a tray and started to open the bottles.
Suddenly I felt Roxanne put her arms around me and kiss my cheek. "Is everything going okay sweetheart?"
I turned. "She kissed me on the mouth. It was a long passionate kiss. When Roxanne was done she said, "Willie I love you so much."
I smiled. "I love you to Roxanne."
"Sorry about the door thing. I think it might have gotten a little out of hand."
I laughed. "No, I thought it was pretty creative. I enjoyed it." I paused. "Where's Vic?"
"He's in the bathroom. He had to pee." She looked at me. "Willie, are you having fun?"
I nodded. "I was just thinking about that. Yes Roxanne, I can't understand why, but I am having a wonderful time."
Roxanne sighed. "Baby so am I. Here feel me." She took my hand and put it between her legs under her skirt. "Pull my panties aside; feel my pussy."
I slipped my fingers under her panties. She was soaking wet.
She looked down at my panties. My little clittie was making a tent. Roxanne laughed. "You're just as turned on as I am."
I grinned. "Sweetheart, were just a couple of pervs."
Roxanne kissed me. "Its a good thing we found each other." She looked at the three glasses on the try. "Don't bring out a beer for yourself. I am not going to let you drink in front of my lover." She kissed me again. "If you want a beer just keep it in the kitchen."
I looked at her for a moment. "What will happen if I do bring a beer out for myself?"
Roxanne raised her eyebrows. "I guess I'd have to spank you."
"Really? Is that a promise."
"Peewee, do you want me to spank you?'
"Sounds like fun to me."
"Be careful, if I spank you I am going to use Vic's belt and I am going to hit you hard."
I took a deep breath. "I'll bet you can't make me call you Roxie."
Roxanne's mouth dropped open. "Peewee, is that a challenge?"
I nodded. There was a big grin on my face as I answered her. "I think it is."
"Hey Roxie, Where are you?" It was Vic calling from the living room.
Roxanne kissed my forehead and said, "My stud calls. I' better get back to him." As she left she giggled. "Baby this is so much fun."
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I opened two bottles of beer and poured each of them into a glass, one for Vic and one for Roxanne. When I was done I looked at the third bottle and glass. After a moment I decided to go ahead and also pour it. Getting spanked by Roxanne while her lover watched seemed like a pretty hot idea to me.
I set up the tray and walked into the living room. Vic and Roxanne were sitting on the couch making out. Roxanne looked up at me as I approached . When she saw the tray with three glasses of beer she smiled.
I set the tray on the coffee table in front of Roxanne and Vic. As I set it down, Roxanne said, "Peewee I count three glasses. One is for me and one is for my stud, Vic. Who is the other beer intended for?"
"It's for me mistress."
Roxanne laughed. "For you? What would make you think that it would be okay for a pussy wimp like you to drink beer with a man like Vic?"
I played my role. I became nervous and started to stammer. "I ah I don't know mistress. I guess I just thought it would be okay."
"Well it's not okay, and who the fuck gave you permission to think?" Roxanne shook her head. "Peewee your arrogance is intolerable. You have to be punished."
Roxanne stood up. She turned to Vic. "Baby can I borrow your belt."
Vic looked at Roxanne. "What for?"
"Peewee has insulted us. He needs to be spanked."
Vic laughed. "No fucking shit? You're really going to spank him?'
"It's the only way he'll learn to behave properly."
Vic stood up and took off his belt. "I gotta see this."
Roxanne took Vic's belt and doubled it up. She walked over to a large stuffed chair, turned to me and wiggled her finger. "Peewee come her."
I was starting to get nervous. I realized that I might have been just a little bit too cocky. Roxanne could hurt me with Vic's belt. I took a deep breath and very timidly walked over to Roxanne."
"Pull your panties down and lay across the arm of the chair."
I did as I was told, but I was now intimidated. Actually, I was afraid. As I lay across the arm of the chair I looked over at Vic. He was fascinated as he watched this scene unfold in front of him.
Roxanne slapped my naked butt. "Nice tush Peewee." She laughed. "I'm going to turn it bright red."
Roxanne slowly walked around the chair. "Peewee, why are you being punished?"
"I don't know mistress."
She stopped and looked at me. "Yes you do." Suddenly she turned and pulled her arm back. Whap! She hit my ass with Vic's belt. She'd obviously held back. This first stroke really didn't hurt very much.
Vic laughed. "This is fucking great. Come on Roxie you can hit the wimp harder than that."
Roxanne took a deep breath and pulled her arm back again. Whap! I winced. She did hit me harder, a lot harder. This one hurt.
Roxanne saw my reaction to the pain. A half smile formed on her lips. She was enjoying this.
She walked over and pulled Vic off the couch. "Kiss me baby."
As they kissed Roxanne placed Vic's hand under her skirt between her legs.
Vic laughed as he felt Roxanne's wet pussy. "Baby you are hot."
"Rub me sweetheart. Get me even hotter."
They kissed and fondled each other for several minutes while I lay on the chair with my panties around my knees waiting for more punishment.
Finally Roxanne stepped away from Vic and turned to me. "Why are you being punished pussyboy?" There was a breathless quality to Roxanne's voice. She was obviously very aroused.
I was intimidated and I was scared, but I was also excited. I still wanted more.
"I don't know Mistress."
Roxanne smiled. "I think you do Peewee. I think you're just being difficult. It's time that I show you what happens to little pussyboys who are difficult." There was an edge to Roxanne's voice that I'd never heard before. As I lay across the chair, I realized that her lust wasn't the only passion that was inflamed. She also had a sadistic streak that was now fully awake."
Roxanne pulled her arm back. I braced my self for the coming blow. Roxanne struck. I grunted as the belt hit me. It hurt. Roxanne pulled the belt back and hit me again. Each blow was becoming increasingly painful.
Vic egged her on. "Come on Roxie, you can hit him harder than that."
Roxanne struck me three more times. Each stroke was more powerful than the previous one.
I was in pain. I started to whimper. Roxanne heard me and smiled. "Well pussyboy maybe now you're ready to tell me why you're being punished."
As I looked up at Roxanne I realized that there were tears running down my cheeks.
Vic saw them and started laughing. "The little wimp is crying. Nice work Roxie."
Roxanne repeated her question. "Peewee, tell me why you're being punished."
"Because I was arrogant and forgot my place."
"What is your place Peewee?"
"Serving you and your stud."
Roxanne smiled. "That's a good boy." She reached down and picked me up. "Peewee I don't like to have to punish you. When I do, it's for your own good. Now pull up your panties and go wash your face."
As I was pulling up my panties Roxanne said, "Oh and take this third glass of beer away." She shook her head. "Peewee, a slave must always remember his proper place."
I carried my beer into the kitchen. I drank it as soon as the door was closed. After that ordeal I needed a beer. The punishment was fun, but having Vic there cheering Roxanne on while she was spanking me with his belt was pretty humiliating. The entire scene fell into that, be careful what you ask for because you might just get it category.
After I drank the beer I went into the bathroom and quickly washed my face. When I was done I returned to the living room.
Roxanne was on her knees. Vic was standing in front of her. His shirt and pants were lying across the arm of the chair that had just recently served as the platform for my punishment.
Roxanne was pulling his cock out of his underwear. When she heard me come in she said, "Peewee I am glad your back. You can straighten Vic's shirt and pants so they don't get wrinkled. Oh and baby, you should watch us. This is a good chance for you to see what a real man's dick looks like."
I picked up Vic's trousers and fixed them so that they were folded along the crease. As I was doing this Roxanne took Vic's cock out of his boxer shorts. It was still soft.
She grinned at me and laughed. "Peewee, Vic's dick isn't even hard yet and it's already three times bigger than yours is when it's fully erect."
Roxanne started to play with Vic's cock. As she played with it started to grow.
She giggled. "Peewee, penises are such wonderful inventions. When you don't need them they get little so that they can be easily stored. When you want to use them all you have to do is stroke them a little and they get nice and big and fun to play with."
When I was done folding Vic's clothes Roxanne slipped the strap of her blouse down, exposed her left breast and looked at me. "Peewee Vic loves my big tits."
Roxanne thought for a moment then she asked me "Peewee, I think Vic might like it if I rubbed the head of his cock on my tits." She grinned at me. "Why don't you ask him."
I stood there like an idiot. I was speechless. I wasn't exactly sure what to do.
Roxanne raised her voice. "I don't want to have to get the belt again. Ask my lover if he would like to have me rub the head of his beautiful cock on my tits."
I very quietly said, "Would you like to have Roxanne...."
Roxanne jumped on me. "Who the fuck do you think you're talking to? Vic is my stud, address him properly."
I started again. "Vic......."
"That is not the proper way to address him. Try again Peewee."
Vic was starting to laugh.
I suddenly realized what Roxanne wanted. I tried again. "Master Vic..."
Roxanne smiled at me. "Much better Peewee. Now speak up so we can hear you."
I started over again. "Master Vic, would you like to have my Mistress rub the head of your cock on her breasts."
"Beautiful cock Peewee. Be specific, say beautiful cock. Now try again,"
"Master Vic would you like to have my Mistress rub the head of your beautiful cock on her breasts."
"You must think my breasts are ugly, try again."
"Master Vic would you like to have my Mistress rub the head of your beautiful cock on her beautiful breasts."
Vic was laughing so hard that he could barely answer me. Finally he managed to say, "Yea Peewee, I would love that. Tell her to go ahead."
I looked at Roxanne. "Mistress, Master Vic says he would like it if you rubbed the head of his beautiful cock on your beautiful breasts."
Roxanne smiled at me. "Thank you Peewee. I think I'll do that."
Vic looked at me and smiled while Roxanne rubbed the engorged head of his erect penis on her nipples.
As Roxanne rubbed Vic's cock on her breasts it started to arch upward. Vic was indeed a breast man.
Roxanne started to giggle. "Peewee, look at Vic's cock. It's getting even harder." She started to stroke it faster. Vic's eyes were closed. He was enjoying himself.
My attention was riveted on Roxanne. She was mesmerized by this huge penis. I was envious as I watched the two of them enjoy each other. I wished that I had a cock like Vic's. I longed to be able to get Roxanne that excited.
Vic's breathing started to get quicker. He was moving his hips in rhythm with Roxanne's hands.
Roxanne aimed his cock at her face. She was trying to make him cum.
Suddenly Vic stopped moving and gasped. A huge spurt of semen shot from the tip of his penis and hit Roxanne's lips. Roxanne kept stroking him. Vic continued to ejaculate. Several more spurts of cum hit Roxanne's chin and chest.
Gradually the intensity of his ejaculation diminished, but Roxanne continued milking him anyway. As she milked him, large drops of semen oozed from the tiny mouth in the head Vic's softening cock. Roxanne lasciviously leaned forward and licked up all of the dripping cum.
When she was done, Roxanne turned and faced me. Vic's semen was dripping from her mouth and chin. There were also several large streaks on her breasts.
I knew what was coming. I'd already tasted Ted's cum. I was about to taste Vic's.
Roxanne smiled at me. "Peewee come here. "
I walked over to Roxanne.
"Peewee you know what you have to do now don't you."
"Yes Mistress."
I leaned forward and started to lick Vic's cum off of Roxanne's chin.
Vic stared in awe. Finally he shook his head and said; "Holy shit, that's fucking amazing."
Roxanne made me lick up every drop of Vic's cum. I smiled to myself as I realized that I was starting to get used to the taste and consistency of semen.
When I was done Roxanne turned to Vic. "Baby sit on the couch and watch television for a few minutes. Peewee will get you another beer." She turned to me and snapped her fingers.
As I was going into the kitchen I heard her continue.
"I'm going to go into the bedroom. I want to slip into something a little sexier for you. When I'm done changing, Peewee will come and get you."
While I was in the kitchen Vic and Roxanne got quiet. I assumed that they were kissing. After a moment I heard Roxanne's voice again. "Honey when you come into the bedroom I'm going to suck that big cock of yours. When It is nice and hard I am going to let you fuck me and cum in my pussy."
As I heard this, I wondered why I had to stop and buy condoms on my way home.
When I brought Vic's beer into the living room Roxanne was already in the bedroom. I set the glass on the table next to him. It's a very unsettling feeling to wait on your fiancé's naked lover when she's not in the room.
I stayed in character. It was important. "Here's your beer Master Vic."
He laughed. "Thanks Peewee."
I walked over to the television and turned it on. I found a college football game. "Master Vic, will this be okay?"
"Yea Peewee, that will be great."
"Is there anything else I can get for you?"
"No, I'm fine."
"Then if you will excuse me I am going to join Mistress Roxanne in the bedroom."
Vic took a sip of his beer and smiled. "Yea Peewee you go do that."
I walked into the bedroom. Roxanne already had her top off.
"Peewee this is so hot. I'm having so much fun." She looked at me. "Honey I hope you are to." She paused for a minute. "Did I hurt you when I spanked you?"
I laughed. "Yes you did."
Roxanne frowned. "Oh baby I'm so sorry."
I shook my head. "you don't have to be sorry. I think hurting me was the idea. It was kind of tough at the time, but when I think about it now, it's pretty erotic."
Roxanne smiled. "Peewee I am so glad you feel that way. I got really excited when I was doing it." She paused. "I want to do it again sometime, can I?"
"I laughed. Yes, but not tonight."
Roxanne giggled. "That's okay. I think Vic is going to keep me pretty busy for the rest of the night."
Roxanne stopped and looked at me. Then she got up on her hands and knees and pulled her skirt up. "Peewee we have a few minutes while Vic is recovering. It would really feel nice if you'd make love to my ass with your tongue"
As I took Roxanne's panties off I said, "Mistress that's an order you won't have to repeat."
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I was only allowed to lick Roxanne's ass for a few precious moments. Just when we were both starting to get excited she stopped me. "Peewee we mustn't forget our guest."
She got up, went to her dresser, pulled out a lacey black slip and held it up. "Peewee do you think Vic will find this sexy?"
I smiled. "Yes, Mistress. I think your lover will find that very sexy."
Roxanne looked at me. "Peewee do you want me to look sexy for Vic?"
I nodded. "Yes Mistress, I do."
Roxanne smiled and patted me on the head. "You're such a good boy."
Roxanne put on her sexy little slip. As she straightened it she said, "Peewee go and get Vic. I'm ready for some serious partying."
I went into the living room. Vic was watching the football game.
"Excuse me sir, my Mistress is ready for you."
Vic stood up. His cock was in that half erect state. It looked very imposing to me.
I followed him into the bedroom.
Roxanne was lying across the bed with her feet on the floor. As Vic entered the bedroom she patted the bed in front of her and said, "Baby come here and get on the bed. It's time that I gave that big cock of yours a little more attention."
As Vic was getting on our bed Roxanne turned to me. "Peewee kneel on the floor at the foot of the bed and watch how a real man takes a woman."
Vic knelt on the bed next to Roxanne's face and held up his cock. "Here Roxie, I think this needs a nice long kiss."
Roxanne smiled, looked at both Vic me and gave his cock one long slow lick. When she was done she smiled at each of us again and said "Big cocks are a girls best friend"
Both Vic and I started laughing. Roxanne giggled, put Vic's cock into her mouth and started sucking it.
Vic stopped laughing, took a deep breath and closed his eyes. He was obviously enjoying Roxanne's blowjob.
Roxanne worked slowly. She wasn't in a hurry. All of her attention was focused on giving Vic pleasure. She used the same technique I saw her use with Ted. Her hands and mouth worked in tandem. Sometimes she stroked the shaft of Vic's cock, sometimes she fondled his balls.
As I watched I envied Vic. Roxanne was obviously enamored with his huge cock. As she sucked him she was so completely absorbed in what she was doing that it almost seemed that she was bewitched by Vic's magnificent penis.
Suddenly Roxanne sat up. "Vic honey I want to feel this big cock inside my pussy." She gently pushed him down onto the bed and climbed on top of him.
I watched awe as Roxanne straddled Vic and slowly lowered herself onto his erect penis. She was aroused. Her cunt was very wet. She had no trouble taking all of his enormous erection.
Once Vic was completely inside her, Roxanne stopped. She was obviously taking a moment to enjoy the sensation of having that huge penis buried inside her.
Her first movement was a nearly imperceptible rocking motion. As she rocked back and forth the range of her motion slowly grew. Soon she added an up and down movement and she was fucking Vic in earnest.
Roxanne's eyes were closed. She was enjoying this. It was clear that my fiancé loved to fuck.
As I watched Roxanne mate with Vic, pangs of jealousy stabbed me deep in my gut.
It was one thing to see the woman you love giving another man a blow job. Seeing Roxanne being fucked by another man was something all together different. This was biological. Roxanne was giving something away that was meant to be exclusively reserved for me.
As I submissively kneeled at the foot of the bed I began to fully comprehend what cuckolding was all about. It was painful, but it was also incredibly exciting. I was wildly aroused. This was the ultimate masochism.
The tempo of Roxanne's movement increased. What had started as a slow waltz was now becoming a fast tango. Suddenly Vic picked Roxanne up. In one powerful motion he gently rolled her off of him and placed her on her knees. He got up his knees and mounted her from behind. He didn't ask permission. Vic was a stud. He took what he wanted. Roxanne didn't object. Her only response was to sigh as she felt him reenter her.
Vic was now in control. This was what he wanted. He started fucking my fiancé with a savage fury. He was like a magnificent stallion taking a mare. Roxanne was loving it. She squealed with pleasure each time Vic thrust his massive dick into her wet cunt.
Vic fucked Roxanne faster and faster. He was rough. Roxanne was crazed with pleasure. As Vic fucked her I could see her level of excitement rising. Her eyes were closed. She started panting.
Suddenly she yelled at Vic. "Fuck me you son of a bitch! Fuck me hard!"
Vic kept fucking her.
Roxanne started to moan. Her moans quickly became cries. Suddenly she screamed as an orgasm exploded inside her. Vic didn't stop fucking her. He knew that her screams were cries of pleasure rather than cries of pain.
Roxanne's body stated to shake as the wave of pleasure ripped through her. Vic didn't care. He just kept fucking her.
Gradually Roxanne's orgasm started to subside. Vic still didn't care, he just kept fucking her. I watched him in awe. He was like a machine as he kept thrusting that massive dick of his in and out of Roxanne's pussy.
Soon Roxanne started to moan again. I was amazed, she was building to another orgasm. I smiled to myself. I was in the presence of a true artist. Vic was a bona fide stud. It was easy to see why Roxanne loved fucking him so much.
Roxanne's had her second orgasm. As it was starting to subside I noticed that Vic was beginning to increase the pace of his thrusts. Suddenly he started fucking Roxanne with an animal frenzy. It was almost as if he'd shifted to another gear.
Roxanne laid her head on the mattress and bit her lip while her lover savagely pounded his cock in and out of her cunt.
I was just beginning to worry that Vic might be hurting Roxanne when he gasped, took one long powerful thrust and buried his cock deep into Roxanne's cunt and then he stopped moving. His entire body was ridged as he ejaculated his semen into my fiancé's fertile womb. As I watched Vic cum inside Roxanne I realized that at this moment I was becoming a true cuckold.
Roxanne collapsed on the bed and Vic collapsed on top of her. Vic's cock was still buried in Roxanne's cunt. They lay together silently for several minutes. They were two lovers enjoying the afterglow of their sex.
I continued to obediently kneel at the foot of the bed. I didn't dare move. I was afraid that I might disturb them.
Vic gradually lost his erection. As his penis softened, it started to slip out of Roxanne.
Roxanne finally took a deep breath and rolled over onto her side. As she moved she rolled Vic off of her back. As soon as he shifted position the head of his cock popped out of Roxanne's cunt. When it slipped out a big glob of semen came with it.
Both of them rolled onto their backs. Vic put his arm around Roxanne. She laid her head on his shoulder and snuggled up to him.
Pangs of jealousy rolled through me as I watched Vic gently hold my fiancé in his arms. I found it interesting that watching Roxanne and Vic cuddle was more painful than watching them fuck.
For several minutes Roxanne and Vic lay together side by side and enjoyed the feel of their warm naked bodies pressing against each other.
Roxanne finally broke the silence. She sat up, kissed Vic on his forehead and said, "Big boy, it's time for you to go home to your wife."
Vic smiled at her and rolled over on his side. He put his arms around Roxanne and gave her a long passionate kiss. When they finally broke apart he turned and sat up on the side of the bed.
I looked at Roxanne. There was a big grin on her face. She was lying on the bed with her legs spread apart. Vic's semen was dripping from her stretched pussy.
Roxanne turned to me. "Peewee fetch Master Vic's clothes."
I immediately got up, ran into the living room and retrieved Vic's clothing. When I returned to the bedroom I neatly laid them on the foot of the bed for him.
Vic stood up and started getting dressed.
Roxanne smiled at me. "Very good Peewee. Now you should thank Master Vic for fucking me."
I turned to Vic. "Thank you sir for fuck......"
Roxanne cut me off. "Peewee you're standing up. I don't think that's the proper way for you to show respect to one of my lovers. Get down on your knees and try again."
I did as I was told and got down on my knees. "Master Vic I wish to thank you for fucking Roxanne."
Vic looked at me. There was a smile on his face. "Peewee, it was my pleasure."
Vic put on his shirt. As he was buttoning it Roxanne said, "Vic that was fun. You've always been a magnificent lover."
Vic fastened the last button on his shirt, leaned over and kissed Roxanne. "Thank you for a wonderful time. I hope we can have another one of these parties in the very near future."
Roxanne smiled. "I'd love that."
She turned to me. "Peewee see Master Vic to the door. Before he leaves write my telephone number on a piece of paper and give it to him."
She turned back to Vic. "Call me sweetheart."
Vic nodded. "I definitely will.
As Vic was going out the door she said, "Vic thank you for letting me include Peewee.
Vic smiled and nodded to Roxanne. "No problem."
Vic and I walked into the living room. I found a note pad and pen by the telephone and wrote down both our apartment telephone number and Roxanne's cell phone number. When I was done, I handed the slip of paper to Vic and said, "This has both our apartment number and Roxanne's cell phone number."
Vic took the paper. "Thanks Peewee."
He turned to leave. As he was about to open the door he stopped and turned back to me. "Your real name is Willie right?"
I nodded, "Yes that's right."
"Willie I don't exactly understand what happened here tonight." He shrugged. "I guess it really doesn't matter. I got to have sex with Roxanne. I suppose that should be enough for me." He paused for a moment. Finally he said, "Willie this is none of my business and you can certainly tell me to fuck off, but I'm curious, did you have fun tonight?"
I laughed. "Yes Vic, I had a very good time tonight."
Vic smiled. "I glad. I was kind of worried that there were a couple of times where I might have offended you. I really wasn't sure how I was supposed to act."
I grinned at him. "You did just fine and you didn't offend me at all."
"Roxanne was pretty rough on you tonight. I am guessing that you like that."
"Yeah, I do. I don't really understand it, but..."
Vic put up a hand. "There's no need to explain buddy. I'm pretty open minded."
"Thanks."
"Hey listen, I hope we do this again and if we do maybe we can spend a few minutes talking before we start so I can try to make things a little more fun for you."
"I'd like that Vic." I laughed. "But I have to admit that Roxanne and I are both new at this stuff. We're kind of making it up as we go along."
"Yeah I understand." He shrugged. "I just want you to know that I am open to taking a more active role in your game. You just have to tell me what to do."
"Thanks Vic I appreciate that."
Vic put out his hand. "It was nice to meet you Willie. You seem like a nice guy. I hope we can become friends."
I shook Vic's hand. "Thanks, it was nice to meet you to. I'd like to become friends."
Vic nodded and walked out the door. I closed it when he was gone.
I walked back into the bedroom. Roxanne was lying on the bed. Her legs were lasciviously spread wide open. Vic's cum was still dripping from her cunt. There was a pool of semen on the sheet underneath her.
She gave me a lewd smile. "Peewee its time for you to show me just what a good little cuckboy you really are." Roxanne laughed. "My stud left a big mess between my legs. It's time for my little cleanup boy to go to work."
I didn't say anything. I didn't have to. My tiny clittie was making a tent in the front of my panties. Roxanne could see that I was excited.
I crawled between her legs.
"Peewee I want you to start by licking up the mess on the sheet."
I took a deep breath. It's one thing to lick up some streaks of cum on Roxanne's breasts. A pool of semen is much more difficult task.
I closed my eyes and started. I lapped up a large glob of the cum. I fought the desire to gag as the slimy goo hit my throat. The taste of Vic's semen wasn't the issue. It was actually quite bland. The problem was the consistency.
Somehow I managed to swallow the first tongue full. Once that was down I licked up another glob. The second mouthful was easier than the first.
Roxanne watched me as I lapped up Vic's mess. "Baby you're going to make a wonderful cuckold husband." She giggled. "I intend to give you lots and lots of messes like this to clean up."
I continued licking the sheet. When I was done I looked up at Roxanne. "Mistress, your bed linens are clean."
She smiled. "Very good Peewee, now lick my pussy clean. I want you to lick every drop of Vic's cum out of my cunt."
I closed my eyes and worked slowly. I wanted to savor this. Licking semen from Roxanne's well fucked cunt was incredibly erotic for me. I nearly came while I was licking her.
Roxanne suddenly sat up, pushed me down onto the bed and straddled my face. As she lowered her cunt onto my mouth she said, "Vic has a big cock. He shot his stuff deep inside me. This should help get some more of it out." She giggled. "Peewee you had better get all of Vic's cum. You wouldn't want me to be pregnant with his baby when we get married next Tuesday."
Roxanne sat on my face. A steady stream of Vic's semen trickled out of her. I swallowed it as fast as I could.
Gradually the trickle of cum turned into drips . As the drips slowed I turned my attention from licking up semen to pleasuring Roxanne.
Roxanne gasped as she felt my tongue touch her clit. "Yes Peewee, that's a good boy. It's time for you to make me cum."
As I licked her engorged clitoris, Roxanne started to rotate her hips. "Sweetheart, that feels so good."
Her voice was getting that raspy edge to it. I've learned to recognize that as one of the signs that Roxanne was getting excited.
"Peewee, it's so hot that you're licking my cunt after another man just finished fucking me. Promise me you will do this every time I have a lover."
Roxanne's breathing was getting faster. It was getting harder for her to talk.
"Promise me baby! Prom......" Suddenly she screamed.
Roxanne mashed her cunt into my face as her orgasm exploded inside her. She locked her thighs in an iron grip around my head. Her body shook and she cried, but she didn't release me from her vise like hold.
Suddenly I realized that I couldn't breathe. I started to get scared. Roxanne was still convulsing above me. She was completely unaware of my plight. I started pushing at her, trying to lift her up so that I could take a breath, but she was completely focused on the pleasure from her orgasm. Her grip held firm. I couldn't move her.
Just when I thought my lungs were going to burst I felt Roxanne's muscles relax. She slumped forward and released me from the grip of her thighs. I took a deep breath.
We both lay still for several minutes, Finally Roxanne got up, turned around and cuddled up next to me.
As we lay together Roxanne said, "Willie I had a wonderful evening. Did you enjoy yourself?"
I laughed. "Yes very much."
Roxanne kissed me. "I'm so glad. It's important to me. I want you to be able to enjoy this to." She paused. "It was nice of Vic to let you stay in the room. A lot of guys wouldn't do that."
"Yes, he was nice, I liked him. We talked for a minute before he left."
"Really? What did you talk about?"
"He asked me if I enjoyed the evening."
"What did you tell him?"
"The truth, I told him I had a wonderful time."
"What did he say to that?"
"He said he didn't understand, but it didn't really matter. He told me he was an open minded guy. He said that if he gets to fuck you that should be all that matters to him."
Roxanne nodded her head. "That's interesting."
"He told me that if we had another party like the one tonight, he'd like to get together and talk first. He wanted to know what to do to make it more fun for me."
"Would you like that?"
"Yes, I think I would like it very much."
Roxanne smiled. "Life just keeps getting more and more interesting."
I laughed. "Yes it does."
We lay quietly. We were enjoying being next to each other. We were enjoying the touch of our bodies.
Finally Roxanne whispered "Peewee, were not done yet. We have one more detail to attend to. I won't let you fuck me tonight. Vic's big cock has my cunt pretty stretched out, so this will have to do.
Roxanne slid down my body and pulled my panties down. My little cocklet was standing at attention. She started by kissing and licking it. I sighed, it was wonderful.
A thrill went through me when I felt Roxanne take my penis into her mouth. I concentrated as hard as I could to keep from cumming. I was learning to love being sucked.
The pleasure built rapidly. I tried as hard as I could to delay it, but my orgasm still came quickly. It was very intense. Roxanne kept my cock in her mouth while I ejaculated. When I was done she slid back up to my face and kissed me. We shared my semen.
Afterwards I put my arm around Roxanne. She laid her head on my shoulder and cuddIed up to me.
I took a deep breath and said, "Thank you, that was wonderful."
Roxanne kissed me. "I enjoyed it to. Giving you blowjobs is becoming one of my favorite things." She kissed me again. "Willie, I love you so much. I am so happy that we're getting married." She sighed, "You're going to be a wonderful husband."
I hugged Roxanne. "I love you to sweetheart. I'm glad were getting married. I don't think I could ever imagine a better wife."
We fell asleep in each others arms. It was a wonderful way to end a magnificent day.
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Thursday morning my alarm clock woke me at 6:00 am. It was a work day. Roxanne and I both had a lot to do. I got up, went into the kitchen and started a pot of coffee. While the coffee was brewing I went into the bathroom and showered and shaved.
When I was done shaving I went into the bedroom. Roxanne was still sleeping. I opened the curtains. The sun was just coming up. The soft early morning light bathed the room as I walked over to Roxanne's side of the bed and gently kissed her forehead.
Her eyes slowly opened. She took a moment while the sleep cleared from them and then she stretched her arms and smiled at me. "Good morning Willie."
I smiled back. "Good Morning Roxanne. It's a beautiful morning and a wonderful day to be alive."
Roxanne got out of bed. She was naked. She giggled as she ran into the bathroom. "Everyday is a wonderful day when I am with you baby doll."
I went into the kitchen and poured each of us a cup of coffee. I brought Roxanne's into the bedroom, set it on her makeup table and looked into the bathroom. Roxanne was just stepping out of the shower.
"Sweetheart, I put a cup of coffee on your makeup table. I'll go start breakfast."
Roxanne smiled at me "Thanks Willie, an English Muffin and a glass of orange juice will be plenty for me."
When I heard Roxanne sit down at her makeup table I grabbed my coffee, went into the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed. I slowly sipped my coffee while she put on her makeup and combed out her hair.
"You have classes today at Maple Hills don't you?"
She turned to me and nodded. "Yes I do." She laughed. "I suppose your going to make me go aren't you?"
I looked at her with a serious expression. "Yes, I am." I paused. "Roxanne you're a very smart woman. I'm going to do everything I can to encourage you to finish college."
Roxanne stared at me for a moment. She was silent. Finally she got up and walked over to me. There was a tear running down her cheek. "Promise me you'll never leave me Willie."
I laughed. "Roxanne you don't ever have to worry about that."
She looked into my eyes. "I don't care. Say it, promise me you'll never leave me."
I realized that this was serious. "Roxanne, I promise that I will never leave you." After I said it, I smiled at her. "Now tell me what this is all about."
She stood up and hugged me. "Willie you're the only person I've ever known who really believes in me." She kissed my cheek. "Willie I love you so much."
I laughed. "Then it's a good thing were getting married"
Roxanne looked at me. "Willie are you okay about last night? Is this going to work for us?"
I grabbed Roxanne's hand. "Let's go have some breakfast. We can talk while we eat."
As soon as we got into the kitchen I pushed the toaster down for the English Muffins. While they were toasting I poured two glasses of orange juice and set out the jam and butter. When the muffins popped up I set them on two plates and put one plate down in front of Roxanne and took the other plate for myself.
As we ate I said, "You asked me if last night bothered me. Of course it did." I smiled. "As I've said before, that's the idea." I took a deep breath. "Roxanne I had a wonderful time last night. I'll fantasize about parts of the evening for a very long time. I told you last night that Vic and I talked before he left. I liked him. I told him that as far as I was concerned he was welcome to come back again."
Roxanne looked at me. "Did you really mean that Willie?"
"Yes I did." I paused. "Do you want him to come back?"
"Roxanne giggled. "Hell yes! Vic is a wonderful fuck." She stopped. "But not at the risk of losing you."
"Roxanne, you have told me repeatedly that you don't think you can ever be faithful to one man. If that's true, then you're risking losing me either way. If you cheat on me behind my back, if you lie to me, if you deceive me; you have a much greater chance of losing me. I think we have a better chance of making this work if we are open and honest about your infidelity." I smiled. "Roxanne, the key for us is to communicate, to pay attention to each others feelings, to constantly talk to each other."
"Do you think we can really do that?"
I laughed. "May I quote you?"
Roxanne nodded.
"Hell yes!"
We both laughed.
"I asked you to marry me yesterday didn't I?"
Roxanne kissed me. "And I accepted your proposal."
"All right, is that settled for the time being?"
Roxanne nodded and started giggling. " Yes sir."
"Okay, back to the key question, do you have a class today?"
Roxanne grinned. "Yes boss man. I have an English Class at 10:00 and an algebra class at 1:00. I used to have a physics class at 11:00, but my bossy boyfriend told me I could drop it."
I laughed "That bossy boyfriend of yours must really care about you."
Roxanne stared at me for a moment. Finally she said, "Yes I believe he does. I think I am a very lucky girl to have found him."
"Well lucky girl, how about this for a deal? If you go to your English class and your algebra class, your bossy boyfriend will meet you back here after he teaches his afternoon economics class."
"What will happen then?"
"He'll take you downtown to Smithson's Jewelry Store and buy you and engagement ring and a wedding band.
Roxanne stared at me for a moment then she jumped up, ran around the table and hugged me. "Willie that would be wonderful."
Suddenly Roxanne's expression changed. "Willie we can't afford that. I just lost my job. We don't have any money."
I looked at Roxanne and smiled. "Whoever told you that we don't have any money. Baby we have lots of money."
"What do you mean Willie?"
"I told you that my mom and dad died in a car accident when I was seven."
"Yes."
"Well my dad had a large life insurance policy and I also got money from the other driver's insurance company. I ended up getting almost $150,000.00."
I got very quiet. The death of my parents was still a difficult topic for me. "I went to live with my dad's bachelor brother Albert in Cedar Rapids, Iowa. He raised me. He also invested my money for me. He gave it to Patterson, Wright and Turner. They're a big investment firm in this city."
I smiled at Roxanne. "When I turned 18 the money was mine to use as I pleased, but I really didn't need it so I left it alone. My uncle Al was a frugal man who taught me to be careful with money. I started working when I was 16. I used my wages to buy the things I needed. My uncle also made me apply myself in school. My grades were excellent. I earned a scholarship that paid all my college expenses.
I took a deep breath. "When I was 19, my uncle passed away. He left me everything he had including his farm. I sold the farm to the neighbors and also invested that money."
Roxanne pursed her lips for a moment and asked, "Willie how much money do you have?"
I grinned at Roxanne and held up my hand. "Just a minute, I'm not done yet."
"What do you mean?"
"Roxanne, be patient. Just listen."
"Okay."
"My investment firm has a whiz kid by the name of Steven Wagner. He specializes in finding new companies with lots of potential for success. Two years ago he invested some of my money in a company called Bentine Pharmaceutical."
I started to chuckle, this was the fun part of the story. "It was a huge success. The stock price went through the roof. I made a lot of money."
"Willie, please tell me, just how much money do you have?"
"No Roxanne, your question should be just how much money do we have. We're getting married. Everything I have is also going to be yours."
"Okay Willie, how much money do we have?"
"Just over three million dollars."
Roxanne jumped up. "No fucking way."
I laughed. "No I'm not kidding. We have just over three million dollars."
Roxanne thought for a minute and then she said, "Willie were rich."
I smiled. "Yes Roxanne, we are."
Roxanne looked a me for a moment. "Willie if you have so much money how come you drive that old Toyota and live in that tiny apartment."
I laughed. "I told you my uncle taught me to be frugal." I shrugged. "Roxanne, material things don't mean much to me. That old Toyota is just fine. I also have a plan."
"What's your plan?"
"In today's economy three million dollars really isn't a lot of money."
"Willie that's not true. Three million dollars is a huge amount of money."
"It's a good start, but its just a start. My plan is to work hard and be frugal for the next few years. If we invest wisely, by the time we're thirty-five we can be very wealthy."
"Can't we spend just a little bit of the money?"
I laughed. "Of course we can." I smiled at Roxanne. "Let's go to Sammy's tonight for dinner. We can start talking about things we'd like to buy." I paused. "It might be smart to start with a house."
Roxanne got very quiet, after a moment she said, "Willie, what did you just say?"
"I think it might be smart to buy a house."
"Willie are you serious?"
"Yes, I am very serious. It would be a good tax break for us."
Roxanne laughed, "Listen to you. It would be a good tax break. Willie, living with you in a home of our own is my fantasy."
I smiled. "I think that fantasy can easily become a reality."
Roxanne stared at the floor. She seemed to be thinking. "Willie if we're going to be rich why do I have to keep going to college?"
"Because education is good for you. It's building your self confidence. It will also help you get a job that will allow you to use your mind."
"But if we're going to be rich why do I need a job?"
"We both need too work. Work is what gives life meaning." I laughed. "Besides, it's a good way for you to meet men."
Roxanne smiled.
I smiled back. "You can to go to school full time. That can be your job." I took her hand. "I think it's important that both of us have something meaningful to do every day. Everyone has to have a reason to get out of bed in the morning. Everyone needs something that defines their role as a human being."
Roxanne sighed. "I guess you're right." She looked at me. "Willie, would you be upset if I keep going to school part time?"
"No, but then you should work part time."
She laughed. "I thought you'd probably say that." Roxanne shrugged. "But I guess I do agree with you. It's healthier to be busy." She started to giggle. "I am also kind of interested in learning more about the job requirements at Bob's Auto Ranch."
Now it was my turn to laugh. "I thought that might be in the back of your mind."
We finished our breakfast and left for the day. Roxanne went to her English class at Maple Hills and I went to the University to teach my Economics classes.
At 5:30 I returned to our apartment. When I walked in Roxanne was sitting in the kitchen madly typing on her lap top computer. Notebooks, books and papers were strewn all over the table.
I walked over to Roxanne and kissed her on the cheek. "Hi sweetheart, what's going on?"
Roxanne looked up at me. There was a frown on her face. "Willie I kind of forgot something important."
"What would that be?"
"I have a five page paper due in my English Class tomorrow." She buried her head in her hands. "I've been enjoying being with you so much that I forgot all about my school work. Willie I'm just getting started. I don't know how I am going to get this done."
"You could ask your professor for an extension, that might help."
"Can you do that?"
"Yes, students do it all the time."
"What do I have to do?"
"Let's start by trying to call your professor."
"Dr. Norman is really nice. He might give me an extension." She paused. "But Willie I don't know how to get a hold of him."
"Do you have a course syllabus?"
"Yes, it's right here."
Roxanne opened her backpack and pulled out a yellow folder. She removed the course syllabus and handed it to me. On the front page it listed Dr. Norman's office telephone number and his home telephone number. Next to the telephone numbers it said, "If you are having difficulty with this class, please feel free to call me."
I pointed to the telephone number and showed Roxanne the accompanying invitation to call for assistance. "I think this is a situation where you're having difficulty with the class."
"You don't think he'll mind if I call?"
"No it appears to me that if you're having a problem he's inviting you to call." I nodded towards the telephone. "Go ahead, call him." I looked at my watch. "It's almost 6:30 you'd better call him at home."
Roxanne picked up the telephone and looked at me. "You're sure this is okay?"
I smiled. "I'm pretty sure. If I'm wrong you just have to apologize." I paused. "I think you might want to do that anyway. You know, something like Dr. Norman I'm sorry to bother you at home."
Roxanne nodded and dialed the telephone. After a moment she said, "Hello, may I please speak to Dr. Richard Norman. This is Roxanne Mitchell. I'm a student in his English 101 class at Maple Hills." She paused for a moment then she said, "Thank you."
Roxanne waited for a minute and then she said, "Hello Dr. Norman, this is Roxanne Mitchell. I am student in your English 101 class. Dr. Norman I'm sorry to bother you at home."
"Thank you that's very kind."
"Dr. Norman I've had some personal issues to deal with over the past several days. I haven't had as much time as I would like to work on my paper. I was wondering if I could have a short extension."
"Bring it to your house on Saturday. Dr. Norman that would be wonderful, another day is all I need."
"Yes I understand."
"Thank you Dr. Norman; thank you very much."
Roxanne hung up the telephone and looked at me. "Willie, you're so smart. Dr. Norman said he won't be grading the papers until Sunday morning. He told me that I can bring the paper to his house on Saturday afternoon. He's going to be out playing golf, but he said I can leave the paper with his wife, Julie."
Roxanne kissed my cheek. "I have to get busy." She sat down in front of her computer. She was about to start typing again when she stopped. "Willie can we postpone our trip to the jewelry store until Saturday afternoon? I really do want to finish this paper."
I smiled. "Yes Roxanne, there's no hurry. Can I help you with your paper?"
"No I can do it. I've done all the reading. I just have to do the writing."
"What's the paper about?"
I had to pick a character from a book and explain why I think he's a hero."
"Who did you pick."
"Atticus Finch from Harper Lee's, "To Kill a Mockingbird."
"That's a very good choice. He's one of my favorite characters from literature."
"Mine to." Roxanne smiled at me. "Willie, he reminds me of you."
I laughed. "Roxanne that's a very nice compliment."
I set up my laptop computer on the table next to Roxanne. We spent Thursday night working. I organized my notes for my doctoral thesis while Roxanne wrote her paper.
At suppertime, I went out to a Chinese restaurant and got us some Kung Pao chicken. We continued working while we ate.
Friday morning we both went to school. When I got home Roxanne was back at the table typing on her computer. We again spent the evening working together. It was nice.
Saturday morning Roxanne was up early. She finished her paper at 10:30. When she was done printing it she handed me a copy.
I sat down and read it. When I was finished I looked up at her. "This is very good. You're an excellent writer."
Roxanne stared at me for a moment. Finally she smiled and said, "That's the first time that anyone has ever complimented me for anything but giving blow jobs."
I laughed. "Well you are very good at those, but you do have other skills. Writing seems to be one of them."
Roxanne threw her arms around me. "Willie you make me feel so good."
I kissed her. "Lets go turn this paper in, we have a date to go to the jewelers."
Roxanne giggled. "This is turning into a wonderful day."
Roxanne picked up the telephone and dialed Dr. Norman's number.
"Hello, This is Roxanne Mitchell. Dr. Norman said that I could drop a paper off at his house today. I was wondering if I could come over now."
"Oh good, what's your address."
"1211 Oak Grove Drive, yes I know where that is.
"Thank you we'll be there in about twenty minutes."
Roxanne hung up the telephone. "That was his wife, Julie. She's expecting us."
We got into my car and drove to Dr. Norman's house. As we pulled up in front Roxanne looked around and said, "Dr, Norman lives in a very fancy neighborhood."
We walked up to the front door and rang the bell. After a moment a slender blonde wearing a terry cloth bathrobe answered the door.
Roxanne greeted her, "Hi I'm Roxanne Mitchell. This is my boyfriend Willie Oliver. I hope were not disturbing you."
The slender blonde smiled at us. It was a warm inviting smile. "Don't worry, Julie and I are just doing a little entertaining while our husband's are out playing golf. We were expecting you. I'm Sandra, please come in."
As we walked in Sandra turned towards a closed door and yelled. "Julie, that student from Ricky's class is here."
Sandra turned back to us. "If you'll excuse me, I'm entertaining a guest in the other room."
Roxanne smiled. "It was nice to meet you Sandra."
Sandra smiled back at us and walked across the living room to another door. As she opened it and went in we could hear a man's voice. "Who was that Sandra?
"Just a student dropping a paper off for Julie's husband."
Sandra closed the door behind her. As she closed the door another door across the room opened. A busty blonde walked out. She was just closing her bathrobe.
She walked up to us. "Hi I'm Julie, we talked on the telephone."
Roxanne nodded, "Julie, I am sorry if I'm disturbing you. Here's the paper for Dr. Norman."
Julie took the paper. At that moment, a handsome middle aged man appeared in the doorway that Julie had just come out of. He was only wearing a pair of boxer shorts. He had a very large erection.
"What's going on Julie?"
Julie turned. "Mike, it's just a student from my husbands class dropping off a paper. Go back into the bedroom and wait for me. I'll be right there."
Mike disappeared. Julie smiled at us. "Please excuse me if I don't ask you to stay. As you can see both Sandra and I are entertaining guests."
Roxanne smiled. "Its okay, we understand. Thank you for letting me bring the paper over. It was nice to meet you Julie."
Julie smiled. "It was nice to meet you to Roxanne."
We opened the front door and left.
As we walked to the car I said, "That was a little awkward."
Roxanne laughed. "It appears that both Dr. Norman's wife and her friend have a little something going on the side."
I nodded. "I agree, but something seems strange to me."
Roxanne looked at me. "What's that Willie?"
"They weren't trying to conceal what they were doing. It almost appeared as though their husbands knew they were partying with two men."
As we got into the car Roxanne looked at me and said. "You're right." She smiled. "Isn't that interesting."
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We drove to Smithson's Jewelry store. Roxanne selected a beautiful diamond engagement ring and a gold wedding band. She also picked out a gold wedding band for me.
When she picked out my wedding band Roxanne said in a very loud voice. "Believe me Peewee you're going to be wearing a wedding ring whether you like it or not. I want every woman in the world to know you're off the market. In our marriage I'm the only one whose going to be partying on the side."
When Roxanne said that every person in the store turned to look at me. I was mortified. I wanted to crawl under a rock. My baby knows how to have fun.
After buying the rings we went to Sammy's. As soon as Sammy noticed us he yelled, "Hey its my favorite couple. Where you two guys been?"
Roxanne leaned over the bar. "I had a big project to finish for school." She giggled. "Hey Sammy guess what."
"What doll?"
"Willie just took me to Smithson's Jewelers and bought me an engagement ring and a wedding band."
"Hey Roxie that's great." He looked at me. "Smithsons is a high class joint. Peewee you're a top notch guy." He looked back at Roxanne. "Okay Roxie baby, lets see 'em."
Roxanne shook her head. "Sorry Sammy, they're being engraved. We won't be able to pick them up until Monday afternoon.
"Yeah, well you guys gotta come by the place and have dinner Monday. I wanna see those high class rings."
I laughed. "Sammy this will be our first stop."
He smiled at us, "So you two must still be planning to get married on Tuesday."
Roxanne grinned. "We are Sammy. Will you and Janice still be our witnesses?"
"We wouldn't miss it for the world."
"Good, we're all set. We have an appointment with Justice of the Peace Wilbur Peterson at 10:00 am on Tuesday. His office is downtown in the Abrogast Bank Building. Here's the address." Roxanne pulled a slip of paper out of her purse and handed it to Sammy.
Sammy took the paper. "I know where the Abrogast Bank building is. I won't have no trouble finding this place. Janice and I will be there by 9:45."
Roxanne smiled. "Thanks Sammy. Willie and I want to take you and Janice to lunch at the Kensington Grill after the ceremony."
"The Kensington Grill? That's a hotsy totsy place. You two are going first class. Janice will love it."
We had dinner at Sammy's and went home early. We were both tired. We made quiet love and went to sleep.
On Monday, after I finished teaching my second class, Roxanne and I met with a Realtor. His name was Barry Dunlap. He seemed like a nice enough guy. He gave us a list of homes to look at.
After our meeting with Barry, we went to Smithson's Jewelers and picked up our rings. Roxanne loved hers. After we left the jewelers we spent some time driving by some of the houses on Barry's list. We were both excited.
We got to Sammy's just after 6:30. The special was meatloaf. It was great. Sammy loved our rings.
We went to bed early on Monday night. Tuesday was going to be a big day. We were getting married.
We both woke early on Tuesday morning. We were excited.
The day started with me giving Roxanne a bath. On most mornings Roxanne showered while I fixed breakfast. This morning was different. This morning there was an unstated attitude of domination in the air. Today I was going to become Roxanne's submissive cuckold husband and she was going to become my dominant hot wife. We were both elated.
That said, we were also friends and lovers. We were getting married because we truly enjoyed being with each other.
Breakfast reflected this. I made eggs Benedict. We ate and read the morning paper together. We laughed at the comics. We shook our heads over our mutual belief that the people running the local NFL team were idiots. We were quiet when we read about the sixteen year old gang member who shot and killed another sixteen year old because he was wearing the wrong colored tee shirt.
Roxanne and I loved each other. We were excited about our adventurous sex life, but that wasn't the real cause of our happiness. The real cause of our happiness was that today we were about to make a commitment to stay with each other for the rest of our lives. Today we were agreeing to read the morning paper together for ever and ever.
We took our time getting dressed. I wore my suit. Roxanne wore a beautiful new red dress. She looked incredibly sexy.
I laughed when I thought about this. Roxanne wasn't capable of not looking sexy.
At 9:00 am we were getting ready to leave. Roxanne started asking me questions.
"Do you have the license?"
"Yes dear."
"Do you have the wedding bands?"
"Yes dear."
"Do you have your check book so that you can pay Mr. Peterson?'
"Yes dear."
I was starting to grasp the concept that there were going to be many questions in my future that would get "Yes dear" answers. These questions had nothing to do with cuckolding or domination. These would be the every day questions of married life.
Roxanne opened her mouth to ask another question. Before she had a chance to say anything I said "Yes dear."
I realized immediately that I'd blundered.
Roxanne raised her eyebrows and stared at me. "Peewee are you being sarcastic?"
"No dear."
"I think you are."
"No dear" was obviously nowhere near as effective a response as "yes dear'
Roxanne glanced at her watch. It was 9:05. She looked up at me and smiled. "I think we need to set a better tone for this day. Peewee take off your suit coat and belt and pull down your pants."
I did as I was told. I stood in front of Roxanne with my trousers around my ankles. I was wearing a pair of pink lace panties that she had recently purchased for me.
"Give me your belt, pull down your panties and lean over the chair."
I again did as I was told.
As I lay there waiting for the first blow I heard Roxanne say "Peewee, you must never be sarcastic with your wife. Do you understand that?"
"Yes maam."
"This will help you remember."
Whack! The first blow hit my ass. I gasped. It hurt. Whack! Whack! Two more blows hit me. Roxanne was not holding back. These strokes were painful.
"Peewee you must never forget who wears the pants in this family. You must always honor and respect me. Is that clear?'
"Yes Mistress."
"Good. Here is one more stroke just to make sure you remember."
Whack! This one was the hardest of all.
Roxanne reached over and picked me up. There were tears running down my face. I also had an erection.
Roxanne saw my erection. She giggled "That got us both excited. Too bad we don't have time to do anything about it." She paused and smiled. "We do have time for one thing. Peewee show me that you have learned your lesson. Show me that you fully understand who the boss is in this marriage."
Roxanne turned around and pulled up her skirt. "Get on you knees and give me a kiss sweetheart. You know where."
I got on my knees and pulled the thong of Roxanne's panties aside. She sighed when she felt my lips touch her asshole."
Roxanne and I got to Wilbur Peterson's office at 9:45. Sammy and Janice were already there. Janice was a very attractive middle aged woman.
Sammy stood up when we walked in. "Here's the bride and groom now." He turned to his wife. "Janice I want you to meet my good friends Roxanne and Willie."
Janice stood up. She extended her hand. "I am pleased to meet you. Sammy has told me so much about the two of you. He really likes both of you."
Roxanne shook Janice's hand. "It's nice to meet you Janice. Thank you so much for joining us this morning."
Janice smiled. "It's my pleasure; weddings are very special occasions."
A telephone rang on the receptionist's desk. She answered it and stood up. "Mr. Peterson is ready for you. Will you please follow me."
We followed the receptionist down a short hallway to a conference room. As we walked in, a door on the other side of the room opened and a short stocky bald headed man in his early sixties came out. He was holding a folder.
He smiled at us. "Hello, I am Wilbur Peterson. Which of you are the happy couple?"
I put my arm around Roxanne. "That would be us. I'm William Oliver and this is Roxanne Mitchell."
He sat down at the table, opened the folder and started filling out a form. As he was writing he said. "Do you have the license?"
I took an envelope out of my suit coat and handed it to him. He took out the license and started copying down numbers. After a minute he looked at Sammy and Janice. "Are you the witnesses?"
Sammy smiled and said "That's us."
Mr. Peterson nodded. "Names please."
"Samuel and Janice Klutarsky."
Roxanne smiled "Sammy I've known you for six years now. This is the first time I have ever heard your last name."
He smiled back and said. "No jokes Roxie. It's a good Polish name. My family came here after World War I."
Janice stepped in. She was laughing. "Honey this is not the time for a lesson about your family history."
"Yea okay."
Mr. Peterson stood up. "All right, I think we can get started." He looked at Roxanne and me. "The two of you can stand over here." He turned to Sammy and Janice. "Mr. and Mrs. Klutarsky would you please stand over here."
The ceremony was brief and to the point. We said our vows and exchanged rings. When it was over Mr. Peterson pronounced Roxanne and me man and wife and I kissed Roxanne.
All four of us had to sign a form. When that was done I paid Mr. Peterson. He thanked us, wished us well and disappeared back into is office.
As soon as he was gone, the receptionist smiled at us and said, "Please follow me." She led us back into the reception area.
I glanced at my watch. It was 11:00 am. Our reservation at the Kensington Grill was for 11:30. I looked at everyone. "Lets go to lunch. The Kensington Grill opens at 11:00. I'll bet they can seat us as soon as we get there."
The lunch at the Kensington Grill was magnificent. None of us had ever been there before. We were all very pleased. It was fun too get to know Janice Klutarsky. Sammy was one of the nicest people I had ever met and his wife was even nicer than he was.
We drank champagne, ate prime rib and shared exotic desserts. After dinner we drank coffee and talked for almost two hours.
Finally Sammy said, "I hate to break this party up, but it's time for me to open the bar." He looked at us. "Roxie and Willie I am really happy you found each other. You make a wonderful couple."
I paid the bill and we walked out with Sammy and Janice.
When we got to the parking lot Roxanne hugged Sammy. "Thank you so much for coming today. Sammy you're a wonderful friend."
Sammy blushed. "So are you doll."
We got into our cars. As Roxanne and I drove out of the parking lot I smiled and said "Were married."
Roxanne cuddled up to me and giggled. "Yes we are."
I looked at my watch. "Its just 2:30. What would you like to do for the rest of the afternoon?"
"Lets go look at some more houses."
I smiled at Roxanne. "That's a wonderful idea."
We got back to the apartment at about 7:00. I sat down on the couch. Roxanne went into the bathroom. When she came out she had a wicked grin on her face.
"Peewee, I think that it's time for our second wedding ceremony.'
I looked at Roxanne. I was puzzled.
She smiled. "The wedding with Justice Peterson didn't even come close to properly defining our relationship. I think that another ceremony is necessary so that you fully understand your place in our marriage."
I took a deep breath and nodded. This was going to be fun. "Yes Mistress Roxanne. I would never dream of questioning your right to have a second ceremony."
Roxanne nodded in approval. "Very good Peewee." There was a very stern tone to her voice. Her next words were an unmistakable command. "Strip down to your panties."
I of course did exactly as I was told. When I was done I stood in front of Roxanne with my head bowed.
"Very good Peewee. Now I want you to get on your knees."
I again did as I was told. When I was on my knees Roxanne lifted her skirt.
"You are not only my husband you are also my slave. Is that correct Peewee?'
"Yes Mistress."
"Say it Peewee. Tell me what you are."
"Roxanne, I am not only your husband I am also your slave."
"Do you accept this role willingly Peewee?"
"Very willingly Mistress.'
Roxanne smiled. "Very good, but Peewee, you are not just my slave, you are my cuckold slave. Tell me what that means."
"It means that you are free to enjoy the pleasure of other men."
Roxanne raised her skirt higher and exposed her panties. "Are you saying that it will be okay if other men take these panties off of me?"
"Yes Mistress."
"Are you saying that I have the right to fuck other men?"
"Yes Mistress."
"Peewee, do you have the the right to play with other women?"
"No Mistress."
"Why is that Peewee?" Roxanne smiled. "It doesn't seem fair."
"Fairness doesn't matter Mistress. I freely submit to your will. Your pleasure is all that matters. My pleasure is secondary."
Roxanne smiled. "Very good Peewee,"
My new wife stared into my eyes. "Peewee repeat after me." She paused for a moment and then she started. "I Peewee."
"I Peewee"
"Promise to honor, obey and faithfully serve Roxanne Mitchell."
I looked up at Roxanne took a deep breath and repeated her words with conviction. "Promise to honor, obey and faithfully serve Roxanne Mitchell."
She looked down at me and smiled. "Peewee, I Roxanne Mitchell promise to treat you with kindness and concern as you faithfully serve me. When I discipline you or toy with you I promise to do it with loving care."
Roxanne turned around and raised her skirt. "You may give me a proper kiss."
For the second time today I pulled the thong of Roxanne's panties aside and kissed and licked her asshole.
As I kissed and licked her, Roxanne became increasingly excited. Suddenly she stepped away from me and took off her dress. She set her dress on the chair next to her, turned around and removed her brassiere.
For a moment she stood over me while I looked up at her beautiful body. Finally she smiled at me. "Peewee, would you like me to remove my panties?"
"Yes Mistress, I would like that very much."
"What will you do for me if I take them off."
"Anything that you demand Mistress."
"Anything?"
"Yes, anything."
Roxanne giggled. "I think that tonight we might just have to explore the full meaning of the word anything."
Roxanne took off her panties and sat down in a chair. She spread her legs and said, "Eat my cunt slave. Give me pleasure."
I got down on my knees between Roxanne's legs and started to kiss and lick her pussy. We were both excited. It didn't take long for me to bring her to an orgasm. After she came she rested for a few minutes. When she was done resting she stood up, reached down and offered me a hand. As she helped me to my feet she said, "Come on sweetheart let's go into the bedroom. It's playtime."
We spent the next several hours engaged in a two person orgy. I ate Roxanne's pussy and ass. She sucked my cock and let me fuck her. I fucked her twice. The second time I actually lasted almost ten minutes before I came.
When we were done we cuddled for a few minutes and then we jumped into the shower together and took turns bathing each other. We we were finished we dried each other off and got back into bed. We cuddled up together and enjoyed the feel of our naked bodies as we went to sleep. It was the perfect ending to a magnificent wedding night.
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On Wednesday morning Roxanne was up at 6:00. She had a job interview at 9:00 with Bob Overton of Bob's auto Ranch. Roxanne actually woke up before I did. That was a pretty good indicator of how excited she was about this job opportunity.
As soon as she was out of the bed she grabbed my hand and pulled me up. "Come on Peewee. This is a big morning for me. It's time for my little slave boy to go to work. Draw me a bath while I figure out what I'm going to wear."
I was still half asleep as I got up and walked into the bathroom. As soon as I had the water running into the bathtub I lifted the toilet seat and relieved myself.
Roxanne walked into the bathroom while I was urinating. She took one look at me and said, "Peewee what in the hell do you think you're doing?"
I laughed. "Taking a leak, why?"
Roxanne shook her head. "No! no! no! Men stand while they pee. They have cocks. Little sissy wimps like you sit down. You have a tiny clittie. From now on you will always sit down when you pee. Is that clear Peewee?"
I smiled. "Yes Mistress. I am sorry Mistress. I won't let it happen again."
"Very good Peewee. I'm glad that's settled." Roxanne looked at the tub. "Is my bath ready?"
"Yes Mistress."
My new wife stepped into the tub and sat down. I spent the next ten minutes bathing her. When I was done she stood up. As she stepped out, I wrapped a huge towel around her and dried her off.
As soon as she was dry Roxanne walked into the bedroom, snapped her fingers and said, "Slave, my robe."
I grabbed her bathrobe from the closet and held it for her while she slipped her arms into the sleeves.
Once she was wearing her robe Roxanne sat down at her makeup table. She picked up her hair brush and handed it to me. "Peewee, brush my hair for me."
I stood behind Roxanne. As I was brushing her hair, I realized that while Roxanne was now wearing her robe, I was still naked. I started to get excited. Serving a beautiful woman who is wearing clothes while you're naked is incredibly erotic.
Roxanne noticed that I had an erection. She giggled and said, "My my it seems as though my little Peewee is enjoying his role as my slave this morning."
"Yes Mistress, I am."
Roxanne reached back and grabbed hold of my tiny cock. As she squeezed it she said "Well think about this Peewee. I am hoping that I get to make you a cuckold husband today. I am hoping that my job interview will include a comprehensive assessment of my sucking and fucking abilities." She laughed. "Peewee, while you're teaching your classes today I want you to remember that I plan to be on my knees sucking Bob Overton's cock."
I closed my eyes. At that moment, it was everything I could do to keep from cumming.
Roxanne noticed my plight. She gave my penis a hard slap. "Don't you dare let your little clittie spit right now. I want you nice and horny when I get home from this interview." She looked at me. "Peewee, this evening were going to play our game. You're going to spend tonight serving me as my cuckold slave.
Roxanne smiled at me, gave my little cock another squeeze and said, "Go put on your panties. You can toast an English muffin for me while I put on my makeup and get dressed."
I put on a clean pair of panties, went into the kitchen and started making Roxanne's breakfast. She walked into the kitchen while I was pouring a glass of orange juice for her. When I saw her, I nearly dropped the carton.
Her outfit wasn't designed for a job interview, it was intended for a seduction. Her tiny purple dress was just barely able to contain her ample bosom. The skirt was so short that when she turned around you could see the cheeks of her gorgeous ass.
Roxanne giggled when she saw my reaction. "Slave, do you like my outfit?" She laughed. "You don't think its too daring do you?"
I smiled at Roxanne. "I think you achieved the effect you were looking for."
"Fucking right I did Peewee. I want to get laid this morning and I am pretty sure this dress will give the guys at Bob's Auto Ranch a little motivation to make a pass at me."
I laughed. "There's something wrong with those guys if that dress doesn't motivate them."
Roxanne sat down at the kitchen table. I placed her breakfast in front of her and pulled out a chair to sit down with her. She waved a finger at me and shook her head. "Peewee, I am going to meet men. Right now, I don't think its appropriate for you to sit at the table with me like you're an equal.
"Yes Mistress. I understand." I stepped away from the chair."
Roxanne smiled. "Peewee, this weekend we'll go to a children's store and get you a little kiddie chair so that you have a place to sit when I am going out on dates." She giggled. "It might also be fun to make you sit in your kiddie chair when I have men over for dinner." She thought about that for a moment and said, "Of course you'll be so busy waiting on us that you probably won't have time to sit down."
As I listened to Roxanne I couldn't think of anything to say other than, "Thank you Mistress, that would be very kind."
Roxanne took a sip of her orange juice. "Peewee I think I'd better be prepared for this interview. Those condoms you bought me the other night are on my dresser. Put some in my purse." She paused for a moment. "I hope I'll only be needing the magnums, but I really don't know much about these guys. You had better put several regular sized ones in to.
I went into the bedroom and found the condoms. I took four of each size and returned to the kitchen. As I was putting them into my wife's purse she said, "Peewee, I am so excited about this job. I really hope I get it."
Roxanne finished her English muffin and drank the rest of her orange juice. When she was done she stood up. "Well It's time for me to go. I don't want to be late for my interview."
She smiled at me, turned around and lifted her skirt. "Come give your wife a kiss Peewee."
Roxanne bent over. She sighed as I got down on my knees behind her and kissed and licked her asshole. After a moment of enjoyment, Roxanne stepped away and turned around.
I got back up on my feet and said, "Knock em dead in your interview sweetheart."
Roxanne smiled. "I intend to." She giggled "Just remember, when you're starting your 10:00 Economics class I want you to be thinking about what I'm doing with Bob Overton."
I laughed. "It might make it a little difficult to concentrate on my lecture, but I'll try."
Roxanne gave me a quick kiss on the cheek. "I'll give you a blow by blow account when I get home tonight."
As she walked out the door I laughed at Roxanne's choice of words.
I closed the door behind her and looked at my watch. It was just 8:30. Roxanne had given me some chores to complete before I went to the University. My first class started at 10:00. I needed to leave by 9:30. I had to hurry. I only had an hour. I gathered up Roxanne's dirty clothes and separated them into piles. I put a load of blouses into the washing machine. While the clothes were washing I showered, shaved and ate a quick breakfast.
As I was washing the breakfast dishes, I looked at my watch. It was 9:00. Roxanne should just be starting her interview with Bob Overton. I smiled as I thought about Roxanne's outfit. I suspected that it was creating quite a sensation.
I went into the bathroom and hand washed Roxanne's pantyhose in the sink. After hanging her hosiery over the shower curtain rod, I took her blouses out of the dryer. I hung each of them on a hanger and put them in her closet.
When I was done I looked at my watch. It was 9:30, time to go to the University. As I was walking to my car I wondered if Roxanne was still wearing her dress.
I taught my morning class. After that my time was less structured. I sat in my office. Time moved slowly. I kept looking at the clock and wondering what was happening with Roxanne.
My imagination was running wild. At first I pictured her on her knees sucking Bob Overton's cock. Later I visualized her bent over Bob's desk. He was standing behind her thrusting his huge penis in and out of her wet cunt. I wondered if she was really making him use a condom or if she was letting him fuck her bareback.
Four o'clock finally arrived. I taught my second Economics class. As soon as my lecture was completed I dismissed my students and left for home.
On the way home I stopped at the grocery store and bought two chicken breasts, a head of lettuce, a tomato and an avocado. Roxanne was going to want supper.
When I got to our apartment I was disappointed to find that Roxanne wasn't home. I changed from my sport coat and slacks to a pair of jeans and a tee shirt and started doing the rest of her laundry.
I had just finished washing her panties and brassieres when I heard her key in the lock.
Roxanne walked through the door. She smiled when saw me. "Peewee, I had one hell of a day."
I looked at her. Her hair was mussed, her lipstick was smeared and her dress was wrinkled. When she sat down, I noticed that she wasn't wearing her panties. From the looks of things, my new wife had a pretty hot day at Bob's Auto Ranch. I didn't say a word about her appearance. Instead I said, "It looks like you lost your panties."
Roxanne smiled. "Peewee, I lost those during my first interview."
"Your first interview? How many interviews did you have today?"
"Oh I lost count." Roxanne giggled. "Peewee, those guys at Bob's Auto Ranch really know how to ask some hard probing questions."
"Did you get the job?"
Roxanne laughed. "Damn right I did." She giggled. "I spent the entire afternoon getting to know the chief execs at the company."
I smiled. "I see, I can't wait to hear about it."
"Peewee, I can't wait to tell you about it." She paused. "Baby I missed you today. Playing with all those big cocks was lots of fun, but what I really want right now is to feel your tongue in my ass."
Roxanne rolled over on the couch and pulled up her skirt. I got down on my knees behind her, spread her cheeks and kissed her. My wife cooed as she felt me push my tongue into her little puckered hole.
After a moment Roxanne reached back, pushed my face away and rolled over so she was sitting on the couch again. "Why don't you get a beer for each of us." She leered at me. "You can kneel between my legs, sip your beer and kiss my pussy while I tell you about my day."
As I left to get the beers Roxanne called after me. "Honey I am hungry. Do you think you can find us a little snack to have with our beer?"
I sliced some cheese and put some crackers on a plate. I grabbed two glasses and two bottles of Budweiser and put everything on a tray. I carried the tray into the living room and set it on the table next to Roxanne. I poured the bottles of beer into the glasses. I left Roxanne's beer on the table and set mine on the floor at Roxanne's feet."
As I knelt between her legs Roxanne picked up her glass and took a sip of beer. She sighed and set the glass back on the table. "Peewee it was an incredible day."
I looked up at my wife. Her legs were spread. Her pussy was stretched and raw. She'd clearly spent the day fucking. I couldn't resist the opportunity to taste her. I leaned up and kissed her cunt.
Roxanne took a deep breath when she felt my lips touch her pussy.
I started licking her cunt. As I licked her I said, "I hope I can make it a really exciting evening."
Roxanne closed her eyes and enjoyed my tongue. After a moment she reached down, pushed my face away and put her hand over her pussy. "Don't interrupt me now. You'll get me distracted. I want to tell you about my day." She paused. "Let me start at the beginning."
I grinned at her. "Sorry, I'll try to be good."
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* "Well let me see, where should I start?" Roxanne paused to think. "Bob was really nice. We met in his office. His secretary Melanie and Vince Reinhardt, his chief executive officer were both there."
"Bob started the interview with some easy questions like where did I grow up and where did I go to high school."
I took a sip of my beer and kissed Roxanne's cunt. She let out a little gasp and slapped my head. "Be careful, I'll get too turned on. I won't be able to tell you what happened."
I smiled. "Sorry Mistress."
"Well don't let it happen again." She paused and laughed, "At least not in the next ten seconds."
I picked up her foot and kissed her toes. Roxanne sighed. "Oh that's nice. Keep doing that."
She took a moment to enjoy the attention I was giving her feet. Finally she continued. "So the next question Bob asked was what happened with my last job." She smiled at me. "Peewee, I'd already decided to tell the truth so that's what I told him."
"What exactly did you say?"
"I told him that I was working in the bar at the Calvert Hotel. A customer invited me up to his room for a little party after my shift. He was a hot guy so of course I said yes."
"I'll bet that got their attention."
Roxanne smiled. "It sure did."
"So anyway, I told them that as soon as the guy got me into the elevator things got pretty hot. He had my blouse unbuttoned and my brassiere unhooked in a flash. The next thing I knew, were making out and he was playing with my bare tits while were still in the elevator."
Roxanne looked down at me and smiled. "All three of them were pretty quiet at this point." She laughed. "I had their attention."
I gave Roxanne's cunt a light kiss and said, "I'll bet you did."
When I kissed her Roxanne sighed for a moment and then she continued her story. "The next part really blew old Bob away. I looked right at him and explained that when we got out of the elevator I tried to cover myself up, but the guy stopped me. He wanted me to walk down the hall with my tits hanging out." Roxanne shrugged. "I told them that the idea really me turned on, so I did it. We walked the whole way down the hall with my tits exposed. When we got to his room we actually stopped before we went in so that he could kiss and lick my nipples."
Roxanne grinned at me. "Bob was pretty amazed. He took a moment to think about what I'd just told him and then he asked me how I lost my job."
My wife shook her head. "Peewee, I was so upset about this last week, but now the whole thing seems kind of funny to me. " She shrugged. "Anyway, I started laughing and I told them that there were security cameras in the elevator and hallway. The whole thing was recorded on tape."
"All three of them started laughing when they heard that." Roxanne smiled at me. "Peewee, they were fun people."
"We all laughed for a while and then Bob stopped and asked me if it was okay for him to call me Roxie. Peewee, he was a really nice man. I think that was the first time anyone has ever asked me that."
Roxanne shrugged, "Of course I told him that I would like that very much."
My wife leaned forward. "So anyway, Bob smiled at me and told me that he thought I had big beautiful breasts and that he'd love to be able to see that tape.'
"What did you say when he said that?"
"I thanked him for the compliment and then I told him that I suspected that the security staff at the Calvert has probably made a number of copies. He could most likely buy one on the internet.'
I started laughing, "What did he say to that?"
"He asked me if that bothered me."
"What did you tell him?"
"I said that I was proud of my breasts." She giggled, "And then I asked him if he'd like to see them." Roxanne smiled at me. "Peewee, I thought that would shock all three of them, but it didn't. Old Bob is very smooth. He just stared at me and told me that he would love that."
I was starting to get very excited. I took a deep breath and asked, "What did you do?"
My wife leered at me. "I looked Bob right in the eyes, lowered the top of my dress and showed him my tits."
I looked up at Roxanne. I could tell that she was also getting excited. I quickly asked her, "What did he do?"
Roxanne laughed. "Bob may be old, but he's a man. He looked at them for a moment and then he told me that I was right they are beautiful. After that, he stood up, walked around so that he was standing directly behind me and asked if I would mind if he touched them."
"What did you say?"
Roxanne grinned at me. "I did a lot more than talk, I reached back, took his left hand, placed it on my left breast and told him that I didn't mind at all."
I gasped. I know I should have had better control, but I was just learning about being a cuckold. This was a new experience for me.
Roxanne noticed my excitement and smiled. "Want to hear what happened next cuckboy?"
I nodded my head and said, "Yes please."
My wife smirked at me. "I don't think a little cuckboy should be wearing clothes when his wife tells him about the fun she had playing with a big man. Strip down to your panties!"
I quickly took my clothes off. When I started folding my trousers Roxanne stopped me. "Cuckboy I don't have all night. You can do that later. Now kneel down at my feet so I can continue telling my story."
I immediately got back on my knees.
Roxanne nodded approvingly. "That's a good little boy." She stared at me for a moment and then she said, "Pull your panties down. I want to be able to see your cute little peepee."
I did as I was told. My erect penis sprang to attention as soon as it was exposed.
My wife giggled when she saw it. "Peewee, I love it. When other men play with me, you get just as excited as I do."
I submissively bowed my head. "Yes Mistress Roxanne."
Roxanne smiled at me. "Peewee, I want you to enjoy my story, so I give you permission to stroke yourself while I'm telling it." She paused for a moment and then she glared at me. "But do not dare to allow your little toy to spit. If you do you will be severely punished."
I took a deep breath and said, "Yes Mistress Roxanne. I understand. I will be very careful." There was something about my wifes expression that told me that I should take her threat very seriously.
Roxanne stared at me. After a moment a very subtle smile appeared at the corners of her mouth. I think she was just beginning to comprehend the full extent of the power she held over me. She brazenly spread her legs and started rubbing her clit. This knowledge was obviously very exciting for her.
After pleasuring herself for a few seconds she closed her eyes, bit her lower lip and sighed. She took another second to pull herself together and then she sat up and said, "Let's get back to my story."
Roxanne looked at me. "Peewee, Bob cupped my right breast with his other hand so that he could play with both of my tits at the same time."
She leaned forward. "Now here's the best part, While he was playing with my titties he said that he heard I got married yesterday."
I closed my eyes. I knew what was coming next. This scene was about to become incredibly humiliating. A little thrill rippled through me as I realized I was in the middle of a masochistic cuckold's wet dream.
Roxanne took a deep breath and slowly smiled. She knew exactly what was she was doing. She got a sadistic thrill out of humiliating me.
"I told him that he'd heard correctly. I said that I married a wonderful man named Willie Oliver. I told him that you were the sweetest person in the whole world.'"
Roxanne looked down at me and grinned. I grinned back.
Roxanne continued. "Bob asked me how I explained the loss of my job to you."
"What did you tell him?"
Roxanne winked at me. "I told him the truth."
"Really?"
She giggled. "Yes, really."
"Exactly what did you say?"
Roxanne thought for a moment. "Well, he asked a lot of questions. He was very curious once he understood that you knew I partied with other guys."
"So, what kinds of things did you tell him?"
Roxanne laughed. "Honey, I told him everything. I told him that I called you Peewee. I told him that you liked being my slave. I told him that it gets you off when I party with other guys." She smiled. "He loved hearing about the night that we spent with Vic. He really laughed when I told him how I made you stand in the hallway and beg to come into the apartment. He was totally amazed when I told him that I spanked you in front of Vic."
I shook my head. "You really told him all of that?"
Roxanne nodded. "Yes I really did." She smiled. "He would like to meet you. He wants to play around with me while your watching. I think he gets off on being dominant."
I took a deep breath. My life was changing very quickly.
"Okay, so you told him all about our relationship. What else happened? I know that wasn't the end of the interview."
Roxanne laughed. "Oh hell no. The interview went on all day." She paused. "Right after we got done talking about you, Bob asked me what I thought my best skills were."
"What did you tell him?"
"I had to think for a minute." Roxanne smiled. "You know me Peewee. I'm not very good at telling people about my strengths."
I nodded. "I know, but I'm working on that."
Roxanne reached down and patted my head. "I know you are. It's one of the eight million reasons that I'm madly in love with you."
I laughed. "Only eight million? I thought there would be more."
Roxanne cuffed me on the back of my head.
"Ow! That hurt."
"Damn right it did wimpboy. That will teach you to tease your mistress."
I winked at Roxanne. "What will happen if I tease her again?"
Roxanne giggled. "Be careful Peewee, your going to wake up my sadistic streak."
"Promises, promises."
"Oh really? Okay slaveboy, when I'm done telling you about my day, were going to review this part of tonights conversation."
I smiled at Roxanne. "I can't wait."
"Keep on being sassy and you won't have to wait." Roxanne pushed her foot into my mouth. "Now shut up and start kissing my feet."
As I started licking her toes, I looked up at Roxanne and smiled. She smiled back.
"Are your ready to hear more about my day?"
I nodded.
"Okay, Bob asked me what I thought my best skills were. I thought for a minute and told him that I was really good at giving blow jobs."
I looked up at Roxanne. "You didn't really say that."
"Oh yes I did."
"What did he say?"
"For a minute or two he didn't say anything."
"I'll bet he didn't."
"Finally he looked at Vince and told him he thought I was a very forthright young lady. Next he leaned over, kissed my cheek and told me that he liked me. He said that I wasn't afraid to express myself. Then he let go of my breasts and walked around my chair so that he was facing me and asked me if I wanted to demonstrate my skill. I looked over at Vince and Melanie. They were both smiling. There was apparently a very relaxed attitude about sex at Bob's Auto Ranch. I turned back to Bob and told him that I would be delighted."
"So what happened?"
"Bob smiled at me and unzipped his pants. Shit Peewee he took out the biggest dick I've seen in a long time and it was rock hard. Bob may have been an old guy but he was ready to rock and roll."
"So what did you do?"
"Hell and damn Peewee. What do you think I did. I got down on my knees and sucked that beautiful cock." Roxanne leaned forward. "Guess what happened next."
"What?"
"Melanie, Bob's middle aged secretary got down on her knees in front of Vince. She unzipped his pants, took his dick out and started giving him a blow job."
"No shit?'
"No shit."
"So after I sucked Bob's dick for a few minutes he asked me if I had any other skills. I took his cock out of my mouth for a moment and told him that I was a pretty good fuck."
"What did he say when you told him that."
"He told me he was hoping I'd say that."
Roxanne grinned at me. "So I stood up and got one of those condoms you put into my purse this morning." She leered at me. "Bob needed a magnum. As soon as I had it, I opened the package and rolled it onto his big cock. "
"What happened next?"
"What do you think happened next. Bob's a real man, not a little pussyboy like you. He bent me over his desk, lifted my dress up to my waist and pushed my panties down to my ankles. Then he started playing with my cunt. I could feel him putting first one, then two fingers into me. Peewee, it felt so good."
She sighed. "After a few minutes Bob got behind me. I kicked my panties off." Roxanne giggled. "That was when I lost them. I never saw them again."
Roxanne's left hand moved to her pussy. She started to massage herself. My wife was getting very excited.
After a moment she continued. "So Bob had me bent over his desk. I felt him take his fingers out of my cunt. My heart started racing when I felt the head of his cock rubbing against the lips of my pussy." Roxanne sighed. "Peewee I just love the way it feels when a guy starts pushing his cock into me.
She shook her head. "Bob's cock was really big. It felt wonderful when he started fucking me. He lasted for a really long time. Older men are sometimes like that Peewee. They can be really fun to fuck because it takes them a long time to cum."
Roxanne paused for a moment. She was thinking about something. Finally she said, "I had an orgasm while Bob fucked me. It felt strange to cum while other people were watching me. It made me feel really wicked. Peewee, I think I could really get to like fucking in front of other people."
Roxanne closed her eyes. She was getting more and more aroused as she told her story. After a short pause she took a deep breath and continued. "While Bob was fucking me I noticed that Melanie was rolling a condom onto Vince's cock. When she was done, Vince came over and started playing with my tits. Bob kept fucking me. He was like that battery Bunny. He just kept going and going. Peewee it was so hot. Suddenly Bob stopped fucking me. He had the condom on so I couldn't feel it, but I knew he was cumming. When he was done he pulled his cock out of me and turned to Melanie. She took his condom off."
"Really?"
Roxanne laughed. "Yes, it seems like she's a full service secretary."
I smiled and nodded in agreement.
"Anyway, while she was doing this Bob asked me if it would be all right if Vince interviewed me next."
"Peewee, I started laughing. Lots of guys have asked if they could fuck me, but this was the first time anyone ever called it an interview."
I looked up at Roxanne. "Did you let Vince interview you?"
"Of course I did." She winked at me. "He was a pretty fuckin good interviewer to."
Both Roxanne and I started laughing.
"Vince is a much younger man. He came alot quicker than Bob did. When he was finished, Melanie showed me where the ladies room was so that I could clean up. When I was done she led me back to Bob's office.
"He was sitting behind his desk. Vince was still with him. As soon as I was seated Bob smiled at me and told me they thought I was just the person they were looking for to fill the receptionist position in their fleet sales department. He explained that the hours would be 9:00 to 5:00 Monday through Friday and asked if I was interested."
"What did you tell him?'
"I hesitated for a moment and then I said that I had a bit of a problem. Bob looked at me and asked what it was. He was obviously a bit taken back by my hesitation."
"What did you say?"
"I told him that I was going to college part time, so I could only work afternoons."
I smiled at Roxanne and said, "Good girl."
She grinned at me. Roxanne might have been my dominant mistress, but she was also my wife and my best friend.
"What did Bob say when you told him that?"
"He looked at Vince and asked if they had any part time opportunities. Vince thought for a moment and told him that they did. He said that they could put me to work in used car sales. Bob nodded his head and told Vince that was an excellent idea. He said that Pete Jefferson was always looking for late afternoon and evening help. He thought my schedule would fit perfectly there."
Roxanne looked down at me. "So guess what Peewee."
"What?"
Bob turned back to me and asked if I could work from 2:00 until 6:00 every afternoon.'"
"What did you tell him?"
"Of course I said yes. Peewee, that's the perfect part time job for me."
"I kissed the sole of Roxanne's foot and smiled. "Yes it certainly seems to be." And then I asked, "What happened next?"
"Bob told Vince to take me to see Pete Jefferson. As soon as he told him that Vince stood up, extended his hand and told me to come with him. As I stood up to leave Bob smiled at me and said that visiting with me had been a real pleasure and he hoped that there would be many more opportunities to have visits like this one in the future."
"So basically he told you that he wants to keep fucking you."
Roxanne smiled. "Yes thats exactly what he was telling me."
"What did you say to him."
Roxanne giggled. "I told him that I looked forward to visiting him as often as possible in the future."
"You didn't"
"Of course I did. Peewee, Bob might me a little older, but he has a really big cock and he knows how to use it. I loved fucking him."
Roxanne picked up her glass and drank the rest of her beer. When she was done she stood up and said, "Peewee, get us each another beer while I go potty."
As soon as Roxanne returned from the bathroom she sat down in her chair, spread her legs and said, "Peewee kiss my pussy."
I eagerly knelt between her legs and pressed my lips against her cunt. Roxanne was wet, very wet. She was obviously excited. As I kissed her she whispered, "Use your tongue baby. I want you to lick me."
Roxanne cooed with delight when she felt me push my tongue into her pussy and start licking her. She was already aroused so it didn't take very long for her to start moaning. Those moans quickly turned into cries and her cries suddenly erupted into screams of joy as an orgasm exploded inside her.
I patiently waited at her feet while her body shook with pleasure. When her cries finally quieted and her body relaxed she lay back in the her chair and smiled at me. "Thanks sweetheart that was nice." She giggled. "I think you were born to give me head."
I hugged Roxanne's legs. I was deeply in love with her.
After a moment she was ready to continue telling her story.
"So anyway Vince took me to his office and called Pete Jefferson. They talked on the telephone for a few minutes. When Vince hung up he told me to come with him. We were going to meet my new boss."
Roxanne shook her head. "At this point I was just going with the flow so I followed Vince. We walked to the front door of the building and went out into the parking lot. Vince got into what looked like a very fancy golf cart, patted the seat next to him and told me to get in."
Roxanne giggled. "Bob's Auto Ranch is a big place. Vince told me all about it while we were riding in the golf cart. Honey it's an old 140 acre farm. He said they sell virtually every make of car made in the world on their grounds."
I nodded. "I knew they were a big company, but I didn't know they were that big."
My wife shook her head. "Peewee, the place is huge."




She paused for a moment and then she continued her story. "When we got to the far side of the property we came to a huge neon sign that said, 'The Used Car Corral'. We pulled up in front of a small office building, got out of the golf cart and went inside. Pete Jefferson was waiting for us at the front desk."
Roxanne looked at me. "Peewee, he's a really hot guy". She closed her eyes and sighed, "He's about 6'1' with big broad shoulders. He obviously works out." She paused. "But I don't have to describe him to you, you're going to meet him tomorrow night."
I looked up at Roxanne. "What do you mean?"
"He's taking us out to dinner. He wants to meet you. I'll tell you all about it in minute."
Roxanne took a moment to collect her thoughts. "Anyway Vince introduced us and left. As soon as he was gone we went into Pete's office so we could talk for a few minutes." Roxanne started to giggle. "Peewee, Pete's a pretty smooth talker. Before I knew what was happening he was interviewing me."
I shook my head. "You mean in the same way that Bob and Vince interviewed you?"
Roxanne grinned at me. "Damn right." She winked at me. "And he is a very well equipped interviewer." She giggled. "Its a good thing you put eight condoms in my purse this morning. I had to do a lot of interviewing today."
"Roxanne just how many interviews did you have today?"
"Just one more."
"So four different guys fucked you today?"
Roxanne giggled. "Yes sweetheart I had a wonderful time."
I smiled at my wife. "Okay, lets hear about the rest of the day."
"Pete was the first guy who actually took my dress off. When we got done fucking he had me sit on his lap. I was completely naked. He got on his telephone; called his assistant manager, Dave Roberts and asked him to come to his office. When Dave walked in Pete was fondling my breasts with one hand and finger fucking me with his other hand. He smiled at Dave, introduced me and told him I was going to be their new afternoon receptionist."
Roxanne shook her head. "Peewee, Dave was smooth, he just smiled back and greeted me. I was pretty turned on, so I had a little trouble talking. I just kind of nodded back to him."
I laughed. "Considering what was happening to you, I think you can be excused."
Roxanne smiled at me. "Thank you sweetheart, that's very kind of you."
She took a deep breath and continued. "Pete told Dave that I'd just given him a pretty good blow job and explained that since I was going to be working for both of them he thought he might like a chance to get to know me a little bit better."
Roxanne sighed. "Peewee, Pete had me lie across his desk while Dave took his cock out. Honey it was huge." She shook her head. "I don't know what it is about these car salesmen, but they all seem to have really big dicks." She paused. "So I started sucking Dave's cock. Pete was behind me finger fucking me at the same time. Honey, you can just imagine how hot I was getting. I actually had an orgasm while I was giving Dave his blow job."
Roxanne took another deep breath. "Anyway, Dave ended up interviewing me to."
I smiled. This was the woman I married. Life was going to be very interesting with Roxanne. I looked up at her. "I guess I'd better put some more condoms in your purse."
She laughed. "I think that would be a very good idea."
"So what happened after Dave finished interviewing you?"
"The three of us were sitting in Pete's office talking. They were actually telling me what I would be doing in my job."
"You mean besides sucking their cocks and letting them fuck you."
"Now Peewee, don't start getting sarcastic." Roxanne stopped and smiled at me. "Unless of course you want me to punish you."
I laughed. "No I'll take a pass on that right now. I want to hear about the rest of your day."
"Okay, but no sarcasm."
I chuckled, "All right, no sarcasm."
"Okay, so Pete, Dave and I were sitting in Pete's office talking. They're dressed, but I was still naked. I was sitting on Pete's lap again."
I shook my head. "Honey you had an amazing day."
Roxanne laughed. "Yes I did and its still going on." She held up her foot. "Start kissing my toes again cuckboy."
I smiled at Roxanne, cradled her right foot in my hands and started licking the spaces between her toes."
"Anyway, I was sitting there naked with Pete and Dave. All of the sudden I looked up and there were three guys coming into Pete's office." Roxanne took a deep breath. "Baby one of the guys was maybe the sexiest man I've ever seen in my entire life."
I looked up. That was the first time I'd ever heard Roxanne make a sweeping comment like that.
She took a deep breath. "Peewee he was maybe 6'4" or 6'5" tall. He had broad shoulders and a narrow waist." She smiled. "He was a stud. My pussy started get wet again from just looking at him. Pete introduced me to all three of the guys. They were very interested in meeting me." She giggled. "I suppose the fact that I was naked had a lot to do with that."
"Yes I imagine it did."
Roxanne reached down and cuffed me across the back of my head. "No comments from the peanut gallery."
I obediently bowed my head and said, "Sorry Mistress."
Roxanne smiled at me and said, "I forgive you, just don't let it happen again." She leaned forward and patted the top of my head. "Now act like a good little boy and be polite while I tell you the rest of my story."
I nodded.
Roxanne winked at me and I grinned at her. We were learning to enjoy each other.
Roxanne took a moment to collect her thoughts. Finally she started again. "So anyway, Pete was introducing me to these three guys. The really hot guy's name was Damon Bradley. The other two guys were Jimmy Reynolds and Ray Maxwell. They were good looking to, but nothing like Damon. Baby he was so hot.
"So did Damon get to interview you?"
"No as soon as Pete was done making the introductions they had to leave. It was the middle of the afternoon. They were needed on the sales lot."
"Did anything else happen?"
"Not really. Pete and Dave told me a little about Bob's Auto ranch and we discussed the details of my job."
"What are those?"
"I'm a receptionist. I'll be answering the telephone and greeting customers when they come into the sales office."
"That sounds pretty normal. Are there any other duties?"
"Yes. They told me that once in a while they might want me to entertain a few really good customers. She giggled. "Peewee, I think I'm going to be the company slut."
"I thought that might be their plan. How do you feel about that?"
"Baby I am so excited that I can hardly wait until I start working on Monday."
"That's your starting day?"
"Yes, they asked if I could come in at 9:00 on Monday morning. It will be the only morning I have to come in. They want to give me an orientation before they get busy in the afternoon."
I nodded. "That makes sense. You'll have to cut your Monday classes, but that shouldn't matter for one day."
"Oh there is one more thing."
"What's that."
"Remember I mentioned that Pete wants to take us to dinner tomorrow night?"
"Yes, I do remember, but why both of us? I can understand why he wants to take you out to dinner, but why does he want me along?"
"I know."
"Okay, tell me."
"They all want to know if the things I told them about you are really true. I'm certain that Bob asked him to do it. Baby they want to know if you really are my cuckold slave."
Roxanne smiled at me. "Peewee, tomorrow night could be a really exciting night for both of us. I'm going to be Pete's date at the restaurant. You're going to sit and watch the two of us flirt with each other. I intend to treat you like my cuckold slave all evening long." Roxanne leered at me. "Peewee I'm going to make sure that everyone in the restaurant knows you're my husband and Pete is my date." She started giggling. "By the end of our dinner, everyone is going to be well aware of the fact that Pete's going to get to fuck me and you're not."
I took a deep breath I was starting to get excited. "Okay, where are we going for this dinner?"
"Pete wants us to meet him at a place on the north side of the city. Its called Baxter's. I guess he goes there a lot. Pete's married, but I get the idea that he likes to have a little fun on the side."
"Well he had a little fun with you today."
Roxanne giggled. "He sure did, and I'm really hoping that we can find a way for him to have a little more fun with me tomorrow night."
I smiled at Roxanne. "Sweetheart, this has been a pretty exciting day. How about taking a break while I make you some dinner?"
Roxanne reached down and pulled me up next to her. "Honey I'm starving. I would love some dinner."
I went into the kitchen and started sautéing the chicken breasts. Roxanne came into the kitchen, sat down at the kitchen table and casually said, "Peewee, my glass is empty."
I obediently went to the refrigerator, took out a fresh bottle of beer, poured it into Roxanne's glass, placed it in front of her and went back to cooking."
Roxanne took a sip of her beer and sighed, "I love having a slave."
She sat quietly and watched me cook. After a few moments she said, "Peewee. I'm feeling so hot right now. I'm really excited about going out to dinner with Pete tomorrow night." She started to giggle. "I'm trying to think of different ways that I can humiliate you in front of him."
When the chicken was done cooking I cut it up, tossed a salad and mixed the chicken and salad together.
We ate quickly. Both of us were still aroused.
As soon as we were both finished eating Roxanne stood up and said, "Wash the dishes, when you're done meet me in the bedroom."
I cleaned the kitchen quickly. When I was done, I went into the bedroom. Roxanne had her laptop computer set up on her makeup table. I looked over her shoulder. She was reading a story on our favorite cuckold web site.
Roxanne looked up at me. "Sweetheart, did you know they make chastity cages for men?"
My heart sank. I did know, but I wasn't sure I wanted Roxanne to know.
I smiled, "Yes dear, I was aware of that."
"Why didn't you tell me?"
"I didn't think they were relevant to us."
Roxanne giggled. "Peewee you are so wrong. I think they are very relevant to us."
I was about to object, but Roxanne held up her index finger and waved it at me. "Peewee, not another word about this. I'm going to go shopping tomorrow." She smiled at me. "You're going to be locked up at dinner tomorrow night." She paused. "And Pete is going to know it."
Roxanne shut her computer down and stood up. "Peewee it is time for my bath. Take your panties off, I want you naked when you serve me."
I pulled my panties down and kicked them off. When I was naked I turned to Roxanne and got on my knees. "Mistress I'm ready to serve you."
Roxanne looked down. My little cock was standing at attention. She smiled. "You are enjoying this aren't you Peewee?"
"Yes Mistress I really am."
"I'm glad." She patted my head. "Now Go draw my bath."
I went into the bathroom and started running the water into the bathtub. When I was satisfied that the temperature was correct I returned to the bedroom.
Roxanne was sitting on the bed. When she heard me coming in she stood up. "Undress me."
I removed Roxanne's clothing and hung it neatly in her closet. When I was done she took my hand and led me into the bathroom.
I spent the next 20 minutes giving my wife a luxurious bath. When I was finished she stood up and stepped out of the tub.
After I dried her with a large bath towel she said, "Come with me Peewee". We went into the bedroom. Roxanne lay down on the bed, spread her legs and said, "Peewee, eat my pussy."
I got onto the bed between my wifes legs and licked her to another orgasm. It must have been her eighth or ninth of the day.
When she was done with her climax, Roxanne lay quietly on the bed while I knelt obediently at her feet.
After several minutes she smiled and pulled me up next to her.
She kissed my cheek, reached down and grabbed my erect penis. I started to get very excited. I knew my wife. It was now going to be my turn.
Roxanne squeezed my little cocklet one time and let it go. After she let it go she whispered into my ear. "None for you tonight cuckboy. I want you really horny when my lover takes us to dinner tomorrow night." She giggled, "Tonight you get to suffer. I want you to lay awake and think about the fun I am going to have with Pete tomorrow night."
My wife laid her head on her pillow and closed her eyes.
My heart sank as I realized that tonight I was going to have to go to sleep unsatisfied.
Roxanne fell asleep immediately. She'd had a full day and was well satisfied. I lay awake for a long time before I finally went to sleep. As I lay in bed trying to sleep, I thought about the fact that four different men had fucked my new wife today. I had strong premonition that with the introduction of Bob's Auto Ranch, our life was falling into an out of control spiral.
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I spent the next day in excited anticipation of the impending evening. My nerves were on edge. The events of the previous night had been incredibly stimulating. Being sent to bed without relief had left me in a state of sexual agitation. Contemplating the thrill of spending the evening dining with Roxanne while she flirted with one of her new lovers fanned those flames. I felt like I was in heat.
My late night premonition about the potential peril presented by Bob's Auto Ranch also continued to haunt me. I couldn't explain why, but it was definitely casting a subtle shadow of foreboding on my mood.
The clock moved slowly. It seemed like the day would never end. When I finally completed the lecture for my afternoon economics class, I raced for the parking lot.
By the time I got home it was almost 6:00. Roxanne was in the bedroom. She was sitting at her makeup table brushing her long blonde hair. She was naked. For a moment I stood still and stared at her. I loved looking at Roxanne's beautiful body.
She turned. When she saw me staring at her she smiled. "Hi baby, how was your day?"
I laughed and said, "Long."
Roxanne grinned at me. "Mine to." Her expression became very serious. "Peewee, hurry up, we have to leave by 6:30 if we're going to meet Pete for dinner at 7:00."
I got out of my suit and quickly showered. While I was drying myself off, Roxanne called to me. "I picked up a new outfit for you to wear tonight. It's all laid out on the bed."
I smiled when I saw what she'd purchased. A new golf shirt was lying on top of a pair of tan slacks. The shirt was pink and had a little teddy bear embroidered on the left breast. A pair of pink lace panties, a matching pink garter belt and a pair of pink nylon stockings were laying neatly folded next to the slacks and shirt.
As I looked at the outfit Roxanne said, "You can wear your tassel loafers. They'll look cute with this ensemble." She giggled. "Peewee, I hope you like your attire for this occasion. This evening, I want it to be very clear to everyone in the restaurant that Pete is the only man dining at our table."
I got dressed while Roxanne finished putting on her makeup. When she was done she stood up and put on a black garter belt and a pair of nylons. "I don't think that I am going to need panties or a brassiere tonight. I think that they'll just get in the way."
I looked at Roxanne. She was gorgeous. I was already envious of Pete. He was going to get to enjoy her body tonight. I was reasonably certain that I was not.
Roxanne put on a see through white cotton blouse that buttoned in the front. It did very little to conceal her beautiful breasts. As she fastened the buttons she said. "Peewee, I think this is the right choice. A blouse that buttons in the front should make it easier for Pete to play with me tonight." She started giggling. "Plus as the evening progresses, I can start leaving more buttons unbuttoned."
Roxanne looked in the mirror and smiled. She obviously liked the effect she was creating.
She turned to me, pointed at her skirt and snapped her fingers.
I picked up her skirt, knelt at her feet and held it for her. She stepped into it and I pulled it up to her hips. As I fastened the zipper I realized how short it was. I laughed and said, "Honey wearing this skirt without underpants could get you arrested."
"Peewee, don't be a worry wart." Roxanne started giggling. "I promise to be very careful about who I flash."
My wife looked at the clock. It was almost 6:30. "Peewee, its time to leave, but we have one more thing to take care of before we go."
Roxanne went to her dresser and pulled out a small box. My heart sank when I saw the words, CB 2000 on it.
"Peewee, I went to Sex Land this afternoon. What a marvelous store. I bought several fun toys while I was there. I'll show them to you this weekend."
She opened the box. As she read the directions she said, "They told me that this model was the best choice for men who were..."She paused, "How did they put it? Oh yes, insufficiently endowed." She started laughing. "That's a pretty good description of you isn't it Peewee."
Roxanne slipped the cock cage into place and snapped the padlock closed. "There now my insufficiently endowed husband is all safe and secure so his naughty wife can relax and not worry about him while she plays with her big friend."
She put the key on a gold chain necklace and handed it to me. "Put this on me Peewee."
I put the necklace around Roxanne's neck. I noticed that the key nestled nicely in her cleavage. As I fastened the clasp she said, "This should make for some fun conversation at the dinner table tonight."
Roxanne looked at her watch and picked up her purse. "Time to get going Peewee; we don't want to keep Pete waiting."
Suddenly she stopped. "Oh there is one more thing that we have to do." Roxanne opened her purse and took out a small wooden box. Carved into the top of the lid was the silhouette of a man and a woman. They were naked and locked in an intimate embrace. "I bought this today." She opened the box. There were four condoms inside. She smiled at me. "Isn't this just the perfect little box for my condoms?"
She paused. "Oh my, Peewee look; there are only four in here." Roxanne looked up at me and stared into my eyes. "Cuckboy it is now your duty to keep this box full. From now on whenever I open it I expect to find eight condoms inside. Four should be magnums and four should be regular sized. Checking this box and replenishing it will be one of your first duties whenever I come home."
Roxanne's voice took on a menacing tone. "Peewee if I open this box and find that you have neglected your duty I will whip you." She glared at me, "Do you understand?"
"I looked at the floor."Yes Mistress, I understand."
Roxanne waited for a moment and then said, "Peewee do I have to whip you right now? What are you waiting for? Fill the box!"
I looked in the box. There was one magnum and three regulars left. I quickly went to my dresser and got three more magnums and one more regular and brought them to Roxanne.
As I held them out she said, "No Peewee, filling the box is your job, not mine."
I obediently opened Roxanne's purse, took the box out, put the condoms into it and put the box back into her purse.
As soon as I was done Roxanne picked up her purse and started for the front door. "Come Peewee, we don't want to be late."
When we were in the hallway outside our apartment, I stopped to lock the door. When the door was locked I put my keys away and ran to catch up to Roxanne. As soon as I was next to her she stopped and stared at me. "Peewee, what do you think you're doing?"
I hesitated. I wasn't sure what to say. I just stared at Roxanne.
"You're forgetting your place. You're not my equal, you're my slave. A slave does not walk next to his Mistress. He walks two paces behind her." She paused for a moment to think. "If I am walking with another man you should stay three paces behind us. We might not want you listening to our conversation."
As I walked behind Roxanne I was able to look at her outfit. I had never seen her dressed this provocatively. Her skirt was so short that it didn't cover the tops of her nylons and the clasps of her garter belt. The stiletto heels of her shoes were so high that I couldn't imagine how she could possibly walk in them. Her blouse was nearly transparent. My wife was dressed for sex.
As soon as we got into the car Roxanne turned to me. "Peewee I expect you to be on your best behavior tonight. That includes showing the proper respect to my lover. Tonight you will address Pete as either Mr. Jefferson or Sir. Is that clear?"
"Yes Roxanne, I understand."
Roxanne held up here hand. "And I will be addressed as Ms Mitchell or Mistress."
"Yes Mistress."
Roxanne smiled. "Peewee, if you're well behaved and respectful tonight; I'll take your cage off and allow you to lick my asshole when we get home." Roxanne smiled at me. "Here is the best part sweetheart. If you'd like to I'll let you masturbate while you're licking my ass."
My heart sank when I heard this. I was hoping for a nice blowjob when we got home.
Roxanne must have noticed my disappointment." She laughed. "Peewee, sometimes you are so cute." She shook her head. "Honey now that I am working at Bob's I have lots of men to choose from for lovers. Why would I want to put that pathetic little thing of yours in my mouth or my pussy? No sweetheart, just be thankful if I allow you to masturbate once in a while."
Pete Jefferson had given Roxanne excellent directions. It was a good thing. Baxters was not an easy place to find. It was on the northern outskirts of the city.
We started out on the interstate. That was the simple part. It got more complicated when we got off the freeway. We had to take an old two lane blacktop highway that wound its way around several lakes. Eventually we turned onto a narrow county road. After we traveled about a half mile we saw the huge neon sign on the right. It read, "Baxter's Dining and Dancing".
There was a driveway on the left side of the building. We pulled in. The main entrance was located along this side of the restaurant. On the left side of the driveway there was a tall chain link fence. It was impossible to enter Baxter's parking lot without going down the driveway.
As we approached the main entrance, a door man stepped out into the driveway. Apparently it was his job to check everyone who drove into the parking lot. I found this interesting. For some reason Baxter's found it necessary to guard their grounds.
The doorman walked up to Roxanne's side of the car. She opened her window. He leaned in and asked, "Are the two you of you here for dinner tonight?"
Roxanne smiled at him. "Yes, we have a 7:00 o'clock reservation."
He looked at me. "You should park over there." He pointed to a group of cars that were parked about fifty feet from the door." I nodded to him and he turned to Roxanne. As he opened her car door he said, "My name is Jerry, Why don't you come into the restaurant while your husband parks the car."
When Roxanne stepped out of the car I noticed that she gave Jerry a pretty good show. After flashing him she smiled and said, "Hi Jerry, I'm Roxanne. That's my husband Peewee. We're meeting a close friend of mine for dinner. His name is Pete Jefferson. Do you know if he's arrived?"
"Yes, Mr. Jefferson arrived about five minutes ago. I believe he is already seated in the dining room. Come with me, I will show you the way."
Roxanne nodded graciously. "Thank you Jerry that would be very kind." She took his arm and the two of them disappeared into the restaurant.
I parked the car in the area that Jerry pointed out. As I got out of my car I noticed that there was a narrow lane leading to another parking lot. I could just see several cars parked along the back fence of that lot. As I walked into the restaurant, I wondered why Baxter's had two parking lots.
Jerry was waiting for me when I got to the door. "Sir your wife is seated with Mr. Jefferson in the dining room."
"I smiled. "Thank you Jerry, I appreciate your assistance." As I walked by him I slipped $5.00 into his hand.
He nodded and said, "Thank you sir, you're very generous."
I walked up to the Maitre d. "Hello I'm William Oliver. I believe my wife just came in. We're meeting Mr. Pete Jefferson."
"Oh, you must be Mr. Peewee. Yes, your wife is sitting with Mr. Jefferson.""
I stared at him.
He shook his head, "I am sorry sir, but your wife gave me $10.00 and asked me to call you that."
I laughed. Roxanne was being very creative tonight. I nodded to the maitre d. "It's okay. If Roxanne wants you to call me Peewee, then it's just fine with me."
"Thank you Mr. Peewee. Let me show you to Mr. Jefferson's table."
I followed the maitre d into the dining room. Roxanne and Pete had their chairs pushed next to each other. Pete had his arm around my wife. They were talking quietly.
As I approached the table Roxanne looked up and smiled at me, "Hi Peewee." She turned to Pete. "Baby, this is my husband, Peewee."
Pete didn't stand up. He merely waved a hand at me and said, "Hi Peewee, nice to meet you."
I smiled and said "Thank you sir, It's very nice to meet you to."
Pete smiled when he heard the submissive tone in my voice. He stared at me for a moment and then said, "Sit down Peewee."
As I sat down I said, "Thank you Mr. Jefferson."
Roxanne gave me an approving nod. I was playing my role very well.
The waiter arrived at the table and set what appeared to be a bourbon on the rocks in front of Pete and a bottle of Budweiser in front of Roxanne.
As he poured Roxanne's beer into a glass he looked at me and said, "Can I bring you anything from the bar sir?"
I was about to order a bottle of beer when Roxanne interrupted, "Does your bartender make kiddie cocktails? My husband has difficulty handling anything stronger." She put her arm around Pete and kissed his cheek. "My boyfriend and I will be the only ones drinking alcohol at this table tonight."
The waiter looked at me for a moment. It was almost as if he was studying me. Finally he turned to Roxanne with a knowing smile and said, "Yes maam, our bartender makes a very good Shirley Temple."
Roxanne laughed. "That sounds like the perfect drink for the little wimp."
The waiter smiled. "Very good maam. I will have the bartender make one for your little man right away."
The waiter set a menu down in front of each of us and left.
As the waiter was leaving Pete smirked and said, "Little man? Well Peewee from what Roxanne has told me, he seems to have sized you up very nicely."
Both of them started laughing. Pete leaned over and gave my wife a long lingering kiss. After they broke it off Pete turned to me and stared into my eyes. He seemed to be challenging me. He was daring me to object to what he'd just done.
I looked at the floor. I knew my role for the evening. I was to submit to Pete.
When Pete saw me avoid his stare he smiled. It was a condescending smile.
There was a moment of silence. Roxanne broke it. "Peewee, when you came in, Pete was admiring my necklace. He was curious about the key. I told him that this key was very important for you. He wants to know why. Honey I told him that you would explain it."
I looked at Roxanne. I was horrified.
She smiled at me. "Go on tell him, there's nothing to be ashamed of."
We both knew that wasn't true. This was going to be very humiliating. That was the reason Roxanne was making me do it.
At that moment I suddenly grasped the real purpose of my chastity belt. This onslaught of humiliation that I was being subjected to was having its usual effect on me. I was getting excited. As I became aroused I realized that the cock cage was preventing me from getting an erection. I smiled to myself, life was certainly becoming very interesting.
Roxanne tapped her finger on the table. "Peewee, we're waiting." She glared at me. "Behave and do as you're told, otherwise I'll have to pull your panties down in the middle of this restaurant and spank the living daylights out of you." She paused to catch her breath. "And don't think that's just an idle threat little boy."
Pete was nearly bursting as he tried to control his laughter.
I bowed my head. "Yes Ms. Mitchell. I understand. I promise to try to be good."
Roxanne reached out and squeezed my hand. "I know you will baby. Now go ahead and tell Mr. Jefferson about the key."
I took a deep breath and stared at the floor. My voice was barely audible as I said, "It's the key for my chastity cage."
Roxanne leaned towards me. "We couldn't hear you. Peewee you have to speak up. Now try it again."
My voice was louder this time. "It's the key for my chastity cage."
"Louder Peewee. Mr. Jefferson still can't hear you."
"It's the key for my chastity cage!" I was almost yelling. Everyone in the restaurant turned to look at me. They'd all heard what I said. This was one of the most embarrassing moment that I'd ever endured."
Pete started laughing and turned to Roxanne. "What the fuck is a chastity cage?"
Roxanne giggled. "Peewee's weewee is locked in a plastic sleeve so that he can't play with it. Its also supposed to keep him from getting an erection." She turned to me. "Is it working Peewee?"
I nodded, "Yes Mistress it is."
Pete Jefferson shook his head. "Roxie I didn't even know they made stuff like that."
Roxanne leaned over and kissed Pete. "Well I for one am glad that they do make them." Roxanne licked Pete's ear. "Later on tonight, when you and I are enjoying each other I want to know that my little sissy isn't off in the corner playing with himself."
Pete grinned. "I see what you mean." He thought for a moment and said, "You are going to take it off tonight so he can have slippery seconds when you get home?"
Roxanne laughed. "If he's really well behaved I'll take it off when we get home, but he's not getting slippery seconds. Baby your the only one who is going to get to fuck my pussy tonight."
Pete laughed. "So the little wimp has to go to sleep with blue balls?"
Roxanne smiled. "No if he's good he gets a reward."
"Oh yeah, whats that?"
Roxanne looked at me. "Tell him Peewee."
I hesitated.
Roxanne held up her index finger and waved it at me. "Peewee, don't keep Pete waiting."
I hung my head and quietly said, "My mistress has promised me that I can lick her asshole when we get home."
Pete started laughing. "Thats all you need Peewee?"
"Well she might give me permission to masturbate while I do it."
Pete shook his head. "Now I know I've heard everything." He paused and looked at me. "Will that do it for you Peewee?"
I continued to stare at the floor. "It will have to sir. It's all that I am going to be allowed. I'm not as lucky as you are sir."
Roxanne laughed. "Lucks got nothing to do with it cuckboy." Roxanne leaned over and kissed Pete on the lips. The kiss turned into a short makeout session. When they were finally done Roxanne took a deep breath, looked at me and said, "Pete's a man, Peewee, you're just a little ass kissing wimp. Men like Pete know how to get what they want." She sighed. "They take it." She sneered at me. "Wimps like you get the leftovers when men like Pete are done." She laughed. "And Peewee, you'd better be happy with the leftovers because that's all your going to get."
As Roxanne was talking, Pete put his arm around my wife and cupped her breast.
The waiter returned and set my "cocktail" down in front of me. When he was done he turned to Pete. "Sir, Are you ready to order?"
Pete looked at Roxanne. She nodded.
He turned back to the waiter. "Yes we're ready."
He nodded to Roxanne, "Madam?"
Roxanne smiled and said, "I'll have the small filet with garlic mashed potatoes and I'll start with a Caesar salad."
He turned to Pete. Pete took a quick glance at the menu and said, "I'll have the prime rib, garlic mashed potatoes and I'll also start with a Caesar salad."
When he looked at me Roxanne interrupted. "I'll order for the wimp." She looked at the waiter. "Can we order from the kiddie menu? Peewee would prefer that."
The waiter smiled and nodded to Roxanne. "Yes madam, of course you can."
Roxanne looked at the menu. "He'll have a hot dog." She looked up at the waiter. "Is that a small wiener?" She broke out laughing, leaned over and kissed Pete. "That's what he's most familiar with."



The waiter nodded. "Yes Maam. It's a small wiener."
"Good, bring him some French fries and...". My wife paused. "Do you have some red Jello so he can have a salad?"
"I can get all of that for you."
Roxanne nodded, handed him the menu and said, "Thank you very much."
As the waiter walked away I started to wonder. He accepted that little interchange way too easily. I was beginning to suspect that Baxters was more than just a restaurant.
As soon as the waiter was gone, Roxanne and Pete focused their attention on themselves. I was completely ignored while they teased and flirted with each other like two high school kids on their first date.
Roxanne whispered into Pete's ear. He laughed and squeezed her breast.
Pete whispered something to Roxanne. She pulled away in mock indignation and gave him a pretend slap across the face.
Pete laughed, pulled Roxanne to him and gave her a long passionate kiss.
While they were kissing, I heard a commotion behind me. I turned, two women were entering the restaurant from the bar. They were greeting three couples who were already seated at a large table in the dining room. They were obviously joining them for dinner.
As I looked at the two women I realized that I recognized them.
I turned back to Roxanne and Pete. They were still kissing. I knew that I wasn't supposed to interrupt them, but this seemed to be important.
I tentatively said, "Mistress."
I was ignored. I said it again only louder, "Mistress."
Roxanne broke off her kiss and glared at me. She was annoyed. "Peewee, can't you see that Pete and I are busy? This had better be pretty fucking important."
I nodded. "I think it is. Look at the two women who are sitting down at that table over there. Isn't that Dr. Norman's wife? I paused. "I think her name was Julie, and I'm pretty sure the other woman is the friend who was at her house. If I remember correctly, her name was Sandra."
Roxanne studied them for a moment and then said, "Peewee I think you're right." Suddenly she gasped. "Peewee, there's Dr. Norman."
Two men were walking into the restaurant behind Sandra and Julie. Roxanne was gesturing towards the first man.
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Roxanne and I watched Dr. Norman and his friend join Julie and Sandra at the big table. Everyone greeted them.
After a moment Roxanne turned to me. "Willie, what should I do about this?"
I found it interesting that I was suddenly Willie again.
Pete looked at us. "Roxie what the fuck is going on here?"
Roxie kissed Pete's cheek. "I'm sorry baby. That's my English Professor. I'm in kind of an awkward situation right now. Please give me a few minutes."
For the first time tonight Pete showed me a flash of something that resembled kindness. He nodded and smiled at Roxanne. "I understand. Why don't the two of you work this out. I'll relax here and have a drink."
Roxanne kissed him and rubbed his crotch. "Thanks baby, I'll get this figured out right away and then we can play again."
Roxanne looked back at me. "Willie what should I do? Look how I'm dressed."
I smiled. "Roxanne, look at Dr. Norman. Look at how he's dressed."
Roxanne stared at him, after a moment she said, "Willie he's wearing a bra under his shirt."
I smiled. "Yes he is. Roxanne, I think these people are playing the same game we're playing. Remember that Saturday at Dr. Norman's house?"
"Yes, his wife and her friend were entertaining two guys."
"That's right, guys in their underwear. Remember how we noticed that they didn't seem to be hiding it?"
Roxanne nodded.
"Honey did you notice that the waiter wasn't the least bit shocked about the way you've been treating me? He's used to it. He's seen it before."
Roxanne turned to Pete. "Do people come here to play sex games?"
He nodded. "Yes, this is what makes Baxter's special. Anything goes here." He paused. "Especially after nine o'clock."
Roxanne looked at me. "Willie what should we do?"
I smiled. "First of all, I'm still Peewee."
Pete looked at me and smiled.
Roxanne stared at me.
I looked at her. "I think this is a moment to be truthful. It seems to me that all of us are here for the same reason. Roxanne we might actually find that we become friends with these people."
I stood up and extended my hand. "Come on sweetheart, let's go over and say hello"
Roxanne took my hand and stood up.
As she stood I said, "Remember just tell the truth. You're here having dinner with your boyfriend and your pussy wimp husband."
As we started to walk over Roxanne grabbed my arm and stopped me. "Willie this is really awkward. I'm not sure what to say. Look at how I'm dressed."
I kissed her cheek. "Relax; this is every bit as awkward for Dr. Norman as it is for you. Look at how he's dressed. Sweetheart, I'm pretty sure this is going to work out. Just be yourself. You have wonderful social skills."
Roxanne looked at me. "Do you really think so?"
I smiled. "Yes my dear, you have a charming personality. It's one of your many strengths."
Roxanne grabbed my hand and squeezed it. "Willie you make me feel so good." She stopped, after a moment she said, "Baby am I being too mean to you tonight?"
I shook my head. "Well I am going to be having a hot dog for dinner." I smiled. "No sweetheart, so far this is a pretty exciting evening."
She grinned at me. "Good because I think it's really hot."
I patted Roxanne's butt. "We'd better get going before your stud starts getting impatient. You go ahead. I am going to walk two paces behind you. Be sure you introduce me as Peewee."
Roxanne took a deep breath. "Okay, here goes."
She walked over to Dr. Norman's table. As she approached, Dr. Norman looked up. I could tell from his expression that he recognized Roxanne right away. There seemed to be a moment where he was unsure about what to do.
To his credit he recovered quickly. He smiled, stood up, extended his hand and said, "Roxanne Mitchell, how nice to see you."
After Roxanne shook his hand, he turned to his wife. "Julie this is one of my students."
Julie looked at Roxanne. "Oh yes, we met last Saturday. You were the woman who dropped her paper off at our house." She smiled. "I am sorry that we weren't more hospitable. Sandra and I were entertaining company when you arrived."
One of the other women at the table laughed. "That's a very polite way to put that."
The woman who I remembered as Sandra looked at the woman and said, "Brenda, be nice."
Dr. Norman stepped in. "Roxanne, it's my understanding that you were planning on getting married this week."
Roxanne nodded. "Yes, I got married on Tuesday morning." Roxanne turned to me. "This is my husband, Peewee."
Julie raised her eyebrows. "Peewee?"
Roxanne grinned. "That's my pet name for him. His real name is William."
The woman who Sandra had just called Brenda said, "Jules aren't you going to introduce us. Roxanne is starting to sound like a very interesting person."
Julie blushed. "I'm sorry." She looked at everyone. "Roxanne Mitchell this is Brenda Adams and her husband Bobby Franklin. Next to her are Madeline Conrad and her fiancé Jamal Wright. Maddie and Jamal are getting married in two weeks. April Hansen and her husband Mark Peters are next to Jamal. You've already met Sandra Monroe. That's her husband, Stevie Wagner next to her."
Everyone waved or nodded as they were introduced. I was very curious when I heard that Sandra Monroe's husband was named Stevie Wagner. I wondered if he was the wiz kid who worked for Patterson, Wright and Turner Investments.
Maddie looked at Roxanne. "Roxanne, I must say that your outfit for this evening gives you a rather slutty appearance."
Brenda shook her head. "Roxanne please don't be offended by my friend. In this group, being called a slut is a compliment. Honey all of us are sluts."
Sandra laughed. "Brenda is right Roxanne." She paused. "Is it okay for us to call you Roxanne?"
"Sure, but everyone but my husband calls me Roxie."
Sandra smiled. "Roxie it is." She stopped. "What does your husband call you?"
Roxanne giggled. "It depends on my mood. Most of the time I let him call me Roxanne, but sometimes it's Ms. Mitchell or Mistress."
Maddie looked around the table. "I am definitely getting to like this girl."
Brenda laughed. "Roxie it does sound like we might have a lot in common. Would you and Peewee care to join us?"
Roxanne smiled "Thank you very much, but my date for the evening is waiting over at our table."
Sandra looked at Roxanne. "Let me understand this, you just got married the day before yesterday and tonight you're here with a date?"
Roxanne nodded. "Yes he's one of the guys I work for. He's really hot."
I laughed to myself. She was doing it.
Brenda started laughing. "Honey you are our kind of girl."
Roxanne looked over at our table. Pete was beginning to show signs of impatience. She smiled at everyone. "It was a pleasure to meet all of you. I hope you will excuse us, Peewee and I had better get back to our table. I think we're trying my lover's patience."
Julie looked at Pete. "Roxie, we understand. Your lover is a hot guy. You'd better get back to him."
As we turned to leave Brenda said, "It was nice to meet you Roxie. I hope we get to talk again in the very near future."
When we got back to our table Roxanne walked right up to Pete and said, "I'm sorry that took so long. Baby, I promise I'll make it up to you tonight."
Pete took a sip of his scotch and said, "How do you plan to do that Roxie?"
Roxanne sat down next to Pete and hugged him. As she hugged him she said, "Let me see. How could I make this up to you?" She looked at me. "Peewee, do have any thoughts about how I might make amends to Pete?"
As I sat down I kind of mumbled, "I don't know."
Roxanne laughed. "Oh sure you do Peewee. Think harder. What could I possibly do for this big stud that would give him pleasure? I need your help on this one Peewee."
I stared at the floor. "You know Mistress."
"No Peewee I don't know. That's why I'm asking for your opinion. What can I do that might make a man like Pete happy." She paused. "Peewee, if you don't know I am going to have to ask the couple at the next table."
I looked at Roxanne in horror.
She took a big sip of her beer and said, "I'm not joking Peewee."
I believed her. There was no doubt in my mind that Roxanne would carry out her threat. I swallowed hard and mumbled, "Suck his cock."
Roxanne smiled. It was an mischievous smile. "What was that Peewee? You need to speak up."
"Suck his cock." It was much louder this time. As I said it, I was worried that everyone at the neighboring tables heard me.
"Oh my Peewee, You're my husband. Do you really want me to do that to Pete?"
I hung my head.
"Answer me Peewee. Do you really want your wife to suck another man's cock?"
"Yes mistress." My voice was barely audible.
Roxanne giggled. She was enjoying this. "Peewee, that's really nasty. You'd better ask Pete just to be sure he really wants me to do that to him."
I looked at Pete and took a deep breath. I was on fire. This was the most humiliating thing that Roxanne had ever made me do. "Mr. Jefferson would you like to have my wife suck your cock?"
Pete shook his head. "Roxie, I don't believe you." He laughed. "You two are totally out of control. This is really hot." He looked back at me. "Yes Peewee, I would love to have your wife suck my cock."
Pete paused. He was obviously thinking. After a moment he started to smile. "Peewee, the two of you were gone for a really long time. I think your wife should let me fuck her to. Its only seems fair to me. Don't you agree?."
I stared at the floor and mumbled, "Whatever Ms. Mitchell wants."
Roxanne giggled. "What was that Peewee? We couldn't hear you. Do you think I should let Pete fuck me tonight?"
"Yes Ms Mitchell, if it would please you."
Roxanne laughed. "Damn right it would please me."
Pete was grinning. He obviously loved being an alpha male.
Our waiter appeared with our food. Roxanne and Pete talked quietly and ate huge Caesar salads while I silently watched them and picked at my bowl of red jello.
When we were done, the waiter cleared our salad plates and brought our entrees. As he set an exquisitely prepared filet mignon in front of Roxanne, the waiter smiled at Pete and said, "For your lady."
Next he set an enormous slice of prime rib in front of Pete and said, "For you sir."
Finally he placed my hot dog and French fries in front of me. As he set them down he nodded to Pete and said, "For the little guy."
After dinner the waiter cleared our dishes. Pete and Roxanne's portions were so large that neither of them were able to finish their meal. As the waiter was taking their plates he looked at Pete and asked, "Can I box the leftovers for you sir?"
Pete started to say no, but Roxanne put her hand on his arm and stopped him.
"I'll take them. Peewee didn't get much dinner tonight." She turned to the waiter. "Put everything into one box and mix it together." She turned back to Pete and started to giggle. "When we get home I'll put it all into a big bowl for him and set it on the floor." She leaned over and licked Pete's ear. "Baby, I love the idea of making him eat your leftovers."
Pete shook his head. "You're going to make him eat leftovers from a bowl on the floor." He started laughing. "You're treating him like he's your pet dog." He looked at Roxanne. "You love tormenting the little wimp don't you?"
Roxanne started giggling. "I really do. I bought the little guy some presents today. He hasn't seen them yet. One of my presents for him is a very nice leather collar and leash set."
Pete laughed. "You're joking aren't you?"
Roxanne smiled and shook her head. "Fuck no, I intend to start training him. I want to teach him to sit up, roll over and beg for treats."
Pete chuckled. "Roxie, you are wicked."
Roxanne started giggling. "Yes I am and being wicked really gets me hot."
She leaned over and kissed Pete on the mouth. "Baby, the music has started. People are dancing. Why don't you take me out to the dance floor so I can show you just how wicked I can be."
Pete leaned over, kissed Roxanne and put his hand on her breast. "Why don't we warm up at the table first?"
Roxanne closed her eyes and sighed. "What a good idea."
While Roxanne and Pete were making out at the table, I looked around the restaurant. The character of the place had changed. The lights were lower. A sound system was playing romantic dance music. Some couples were kissing at their table just like Pete and Roxanne. Others were on the dance floor. Their bodies were pressed tightly against each other while they slowly swayed to the erotic rhythm of the music.
My earlier suspicion was correct. Baxters was a little haven for illicit rendezvous.
"If the two of you don't settle down a little the fire department is going to have to come in here and turn a hose on you."
I turned around. It was Sandra Monroe.
She was smiling at Pete and Roxanne. "It looks like you two are just about ready for the parking lot."
Roxanne broke off her kiss with Pete and looked at Sandra. "What's this about the parking lot? I don't understand."
Sandra started laughing. "I'll bet that guy you're kissing knows about the parking lot at Baxter's."
A light bulb went on in my brain. Suddenly I understood the reason for all of the security surrounding the parking area. As I thought more about it, I also understood why they had that secluded back parking lot. That area was used as a safe place to fuck in your car.
Pete nodded at Sandra. "I sure do and I drove a Lincoln Navigator tonight.'"
Sandra grinned at Roxanne. "Honey, you're a lucky girl. This evening you're going to be playing in spacious luxury."
Roxanne looked at Sandra with a puzzled expression.
Sandra laughed some more. "Don't worry sweetheart, you're about to be very pleasantly surprised." Sandra paused. "Listen honey, the gang sent me over to talk to you. We come here for the same reason you do. Our husbands are cucks just like your husband."
Roxanne smiled, "We kind of thought that was the situation."
"We're going to send our husbands to the bar right now. After dinner our table is exclusively reserved for entertaining our studs. She turned and motioned towards the bar. "You might notice that the cocktail lounge is well stocked tonight."
We all looked into the bar. It was filled with handsome middle aged men.
Sandra continued. "The reason I am here is to ask you if would be okay to invite Peewee to join our husbands while you entertain your stud?"
Roxanne turned to me. "Would you like to do that Peewee?"
I smiled. "Yes Ms. Mitchell. I would like that very much."
"Very well then, you have my permission."
As I stood up Roxanne waved a finger at me. "Peewee remember, tonight alcohol is reserved for men only."
Sandra laughed. "Don't worry, we don't let our cucks drink at Baxters either. Diet coke is all he is going to be served in this bar."
Roxanne looked at Sandra. "Thank you for inviting him. That was very considerate. Peewee will enjoy it."
"You're welcome Roxie." She paused. "There is one more thing."
"What's that?"
Sandra looked at Pete. "Are you married Pete?" She stopped. "Please understand I'm not trying to be nosey. Almost all of the men we party with here are married." She paused, "I'm only asking because if you're married you're probably going to want to go home right after you and Roxie are done in the parking lot."
Pete nodded. "That is true; my wife is at home waiting for me."
"Roxie, we have a little tradition. When we're done with our parties, we like to sit in the bar with our husbands and have a Diet Coke before we all go home. It's just a time for relaxed conversation with our favorite men. We would love it if you would join us after Pete leaves."
Roxanne smiled. "Thank you Sandra, that would be very nice."
"Please understand, we do have a rule that no studs can sit with us in the bar. This is time for us to be with our husbands."
Pete kissed Roxie. "Don't worry babe. That will work out great for me. I really do have to get home right after we're done."
Roxie looked at Sandra. "That sounds wonderful to me."
Sandra smiled. "Excellent, we're all looking forward to getting to know the two of you." She thought for a moment and then she started to giggle. "We do have one more tradition that you might be interested in." She leaned over and whispered into Roxanne's ear.
Roxie laughed out loud and said, "I love it. Yes tell the girls to please go ahead."
Sandra turned to me, smiled and extended her hand. "Peewee, come with me. It's time for you to get to know your fellow cucks."
As this beautiful blonde escorted me to the bar I thought to myself that I had just met one of the nicest women in the entire world.
Sandra led me into the bar. All of the guys from the table were there. They were seated at one end well away from the crowd of middle aged men. It was obvious that there was an area for studs and an area for cucks. I noticed that Maddie's fiancé, Jamal was now standing with the studs.
She brought me to Stevie and patted my butt. "Here you go Peewee. These boys will take good care of you while your wife is playing with her man."
She turned to her husband and kissed him on the cheek. "I'll see you later."
As she started back to the dining room, Stevie called to her, "Have fun sweetheart."
Sandra stopped and turned. After a moment she grinned at her husband. "I intend to honey. I've already picked out the guy I want. He's really handsome. I think you'll agree when you see him." She started to giggle. "I have to go now. I'm starting to get really horny."
We all watched Sandra walk back into the dining room and sit down with the other wives.
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After Sandra sat down, Stevie Wagner turned to me. "Let's do introductions again. I'm Stevie Wagner." He patted Dr. Norman's shoulder, "This specimen of savage masculinity is Ricky Norman."
Ricky laughed. "Be careful Sissyboy or I'll tell Sandra that you're being sarcastic again." He winked at his friend. "We both know what she does when she thinks you're being sarcastic."
Stevie smiled at Ricky. "Just remember, my wife isn't the only one who owns a horsewhip."
Ricky grinned at Stevie and said, "Touché"
Stevie turned back to me. "Ricky is the brains of this outfit."
"That sure isn't saying very much."
Stevie turned to the source of the remark. "The stand up comedian over there is Bobby Franklin. Bobby is our accountant. He keeps us out of the jaws of poverty."
Bobby laughed. "I just try to keep things under control so that our wives can continue to live in the opulent luxury that they demand."
He patted the man sitting next to him on the back. "If I don't do my job properly, we'll have to visit our friend Mark here just to keep our wives happy."
Stevie laughed. "Mark Peters, our friend sitting next to Bobby, is a loan officer for the Wellington Bank."
He walked over and patted Bobby on the back. I think our friend exaggerates our need to keep our wives living in extravagance. They might even be more frugal than we are. They tend to be much more conservative during our family business meetings."
Stevie turned to me. "Now you know who we are, but we don't know much about you." He smiled. "I assume that Peewee is not the name on your birth certificate."
I laughed. "No Roxanne gave me that name. My parents named me Willie Oliver."
Ricky stood up and extended his hand. "It's nice to meet you Willie Oliver."
I shook his hand. "The pleasure is mine Ricky."
"Hey everyone!" It was Markie, he was standing up. "I think the girls are getting ready to make their selections."
Stevie turned to me. "I suppose it's kind of lame, but I guess we're all true cuckolds. We enjoy watching our wives select and seduce their lovers for the evening."
I laughed. "I can understand it very well. I guess I must be a true cuckold to. Mind if I watch with you."
Stevie smiled. "Not at all buddy. Pull up a stool. It's a pretty good show."
Bobby turned to Mark, "All right, who is April going to pick?"
Mark shook his head and laughed. "Bobby has there ever been any doubt?"
Bobby shook his head. "No I guess not. The big guy in the blue blazer is a lock for April."
We all looked. The guy in the blue blazer was at least 6' 6" tall and must have weighed 250 lbs. He had a physique that suggested he could have been a professional football player.
Ricky turned to me. "Mark's wife has a real thing for big men."
Bobby started chuckling. "So why did she marry Mark over here?"
Bobby's question was a good one. None of us were over 5' 8" tall.
Mark grinned at Bobby. "Because she's also a ruthless dominatrix and she has just as big a thing for little pussy wimps like me."
Ricky started laughing. "I think that might apply to all of us."
Mark turned to Bobby. "Okay numbers, who's Brenda going to pick?"
Bobby smiled. "Brenda's just as easy as April to predict."
Mark laughed. "I think you could leave the to predict off of that sentence and still be right."
Bobby nodded, "You mean Brenda's just as easy as April."
Ricky shook his head. "Again I think that might also apply to all of our wives. They're all easy. Its one of the reasons we love them."
Everyone nodded in general agreement.
Mark turned back to Bobby. "So tell us, who will it be?"
"See the young blonde haired stud over there. He's about 6'2", well muscled and just barely 21. You know Brenda. She loves young athletic college guys. I am sure she's drooling over him right now."
We all looked at Brenda and started laughing. She was looking directly at the guy Bobby had pointed out.
Mark smiled, "Okay Bobby and I know our wives. He turned to Stevie. "Who is Sandra going to pick?"
Stevie laughed. "That's easy; just find the oldest guy in here."
They all laughed. A very distinguished looking gentleman in his late 40's was standing at the bar. Sandra was staring directly at him.
Mark turned to Ricky. "Okay Prof, tell us who your wife is going to pick."
Ricky smiled. "Julie is just as easy to predict as your wives. See the stocky guy with the shaved head. He has that rough construction worker look that Julie loves. Right now I am betting that she's hoping he has tattoos all over his arms."
Stevie laughed. "That's our Jules."
Bobby looked at Ricky. "So Ricky, when are you going to get your tattoo?"
"Don't laugh. I actually asked Julie for permission to get my arms tattooed."
Mark looked at Ricky. "What did she say?"
"She laughed and told me I had to have biceps before I could get tattoos on my arms."
We all smiled.
"She did tell me she wanted me to get a tattoo somewhere else"
Stevie looked at Ricky; "Really, where?"
Ricky grinned. "On my dick; she wants it to say, 'The exclusive property of Julie Gordon'."
Stevie smiled and asked, "Why haven't you gotten it done?"
"We can't find a tattoo artist that can write that small."
We all broke out laughing.
Mark raised his hand. "Gentlemen back to serious questions. We still have one woman left to predict, Maddie."
Bobby shook his head. "That question's not even worthy of consideration."
Mark looked at him. "Oh yeah? All right Numbers, enlighten us. Who will it be?"
"Jamal"
"Jamal? She lives with Jamal."
"Yes but they're so much in love right now that they don't care."
Stevie smiled. "It makes sense to me. Jamal spends so much time on call at the hospital that they almost never get to see each other."
Mark nodded. "You're right, it does make sense. Both of them have been with so many other partners that it's probably fun to be monogamous for a while."
Ricky thought for a moment. "It might be hard for us to understand them. They aren't a hot wife - cuckold couple. They're more like a hot wife - hot husband couple. Maddie loves Jamal's big cock."
Stevie put his hand up. "All right gentlemen, the predictions are in. Let's watch and see what happens."
The first response came from Sandra's middle aged man. He was really quite sophisticated as he walked up to Sandra, leaned over and whispered into her ear. Sandra smiled, kissed his cheek and patted the chair next to her.
Julie's macho man was next. He wasn't quite as smooth as Sandra's gentleman, but it didn't matter. He was preselected. He didn't have to impress Julie with his gift of gab. He'd already impressed her with his muscular body and rough demeanor. As soon as he sat down he leaned over and kissed Julie on the mouth. While he was kissing her he boldly cupped her breast with his right hand.
Ricky laughed. "Gentlemen, If you're going to try to seduce my wife, that is the perfect way to do it. Julie loves aggressive men."
April's big guy was the next man to make his move. He didn't have to work too hard. When he was half way to the table April got up and walked over to him. She stood on her toes, whispered something into his ear and kissed his cheek. He smiled at her, took her hand and led her to the dance floor.
While this was going on Jamal walked over to Maddie and asked her to dance. She smiled at him and stood up. Jamal led her to the dance floor where he took her into his arms and held her close to him. The music was irrelevant to them. They just wanted to hold each other.
Brenda was now the only wife who had not yet hooked up. Her problem was one that she frequently encountered, younger guys can be shy.
As we watched her Bobby said, "Don't worry she has this under control."
While Bobby was telling us this, Brenda tilted her head, smiled and pointed her index finger at her young man.
We looked across the bar. The young studs eyes bugged out in surprise. He pointed at himself and mouthed the word, "me?"
We looked back at Brenda. She was smiling as she nodded her head and mouthed the word,"yes".
The young man's demeanor immediately changed. He morphed into his image of a suave, debonair gentleman. It was kind of silly but Brenda didn't care. She wasn't interested in his ability to converse. He walked up to her table and asked her to dance. Brenda smiled and stood up. When they got to the dance floor he took her into his arms. As they started to dance Brenda slipped her hand down to his crotch.
She was facing us at the time. She grinned and winked at Bobby.
Bobby laughed. "He's got a big one."
We all started laughing. While we were laughing Ricky said, "Hey Willie, have you checked out your wife and her stud lately?"
All of us turned. Pete and Roxanne were on the dance floor. Both of Roxanne's hands were wrapped around her lover's neck. Pete's left hand was holding Roxanne in a close dance position It was his right hand that drew our attention. It was on my wife's ass. Only he had pulled the hem of her skirt up to her waist.
If you remember when we were dressing for tonight's dinner Roxanne had decided not to wear underwear. At this moment, everyone in the restaurant was getting a pretty good show. My wife was so overcome with lust that she didn't care.
We were quiet now. The genial banter between us had ceased. All of us were intent on watching our wives as the men they had just selected started seducing them. I suppose you could argue with my choice of verb. These men didn't really have to do too much seducing. Our wives were very willing victims.
Roxanne was of course already seduced and she and Pete were the first to go. While they were dancing Pete leaned over and whispered something into her ear. Roxanne just smiled at him and nodded. Pete took her by the hand and led her off the dance floor. When they passed through the bar on their way to the parking lot door, Roxanne didn't bother to acknowledge my presence. I wasn't hurt. I was a cuckold. I knew that at this moment my wife belonged to another man. She was going to be his plaything for the next hour. I would get her back when he was done.
When I looked back into the dining room, Sandra and Julie were now on the dance floor with their men.
As I watched everyone dance I noticed Brenda whisper into her young man's ear. He smiled and took her hand. As he led Brenda through the bar to the door, Brenda flashed Bobby a big smile and mouthed the words "See you later."
Jamal and Maddie followed Brenda and her stud out the door. They didn't pay any attention to anyone. They were in a world of their own.
Julie came next. Her macho stud had his arm around her shoulder in a show of possessiveness. He was telling the world that for the next hour this woman was his. From the expression on Julie's face, it was clear that she agreed. At this moment Ricky's wife did indeed belong to this other man.
Sandra and her gentleman followed Julie and her stud out the door. They came through the bar casually holding hands and talking. Sandra winked at her husband as she walked passed him with her lover.
April and her lover came last. As they walked by her big man had her wrapped up in his massive arms. April was tightly pressed against him. She was obviously enjoying the feel of his mountainous body.
As soon as Mark's wife and her lover disappeared out the door we all turned to each other and smiled. We now had a common bond. At this moment all of our wives were in the arms of other men.
Stevie turned to me. "Well Willie we have some time to kill. Why don't you tell us a little bit about yourself."
"All right." I thought for a moment. "I'm just finishing up the work for a PhD in economics at the University."
Bobby interrupted me. "What did you say?"
I looked at him and repeated what I said. "I'm just finishing up the work for my PhD in economics at the University."
Stevie smiled at me. "Willie how are your skills at predicting long term economic trends?"
"That's an interesting question. You guys are into some pretty sophisticated small talk."
Stevie laughed. "I'm sorry, let me give you a little background about why were asking about this." He paused to think. "Willie I'm a stock broker." He stopped. 'Actually I'm more of a stock analyst.
"Do you work for Patterson, Wright and Turner Investments.?"
"Yes."
"I'm well acquainted with your reputation. In fact I recently made a great deal of money because of you. Your firm handles a trust fund that my old uncle set up for me before he died. They invested a large sum of my money in a company called...."
"Bentine Pharmaceutical"
I turned, It was Ricky. He was laughing.
"Willie we encounter this with some frequency. Our friend made a lot of money for a lot of people with that deal." Ricky grinned. "His investment skill has also improved our lives."
"What do you mean?"
"Our friend has used some of the money he earned from his investments to set up a cooperative. We all live together."
"Really?"
Bobby nodded. "Yes really, we live together as one big family."
I shook my head. "So that's what you were talking about when you were mentioning your family financial meetings earlier."
Stevie said, "All right enough about us. I want to hear more about Willie and his PhD in economics."
I shrugged. "What do you want to know?"
"Let me repeat my earlier question. How is your ability to predict long term economic trends?"
I laughed. "The title of my PhD thesis is, 'An analysis of the affect of energy shortages on the global economy during the first half of the 21st Century."
Ricky shook his head. "It doesn't exactly sound like light reading."
Stevie turned to Bobby, "Robert, I think we need to learn a little more about our new friend."
Stevie turned back to me. "Bobby and I are planning to put together our own investment company, He's a crackerjack accountant, Mark has a thorough understanding of the mortgage industry and I have a good reputation as a stock analyst. What we need is someone to help us factor in the effects of long term economic trends."
I smiled at him. "I've spent the past eight years training to do that."
Bobby laughed. "Now all we need to do is find out what his golf handicap is."
"I'm a five."
Stevie looked at me. "Is that true?"
"Yeah, when I play a lot I can get it down to three, but its never been lower than that. What's your handicap?"
"I'm a one right now. Bobby is a three. Mark ranges between four and five. Ricky and Jamal are both eighteens. They just started about a year ago."
Bobby laughed. "Mr. Oliver I do believe that we have just discovered the foundation for a solid friendship."
I was about to comment on Bobby's statement when his wife walked through the bar door. Brenda walked directly to me, put her arms around my head, pulled my mouth to her lips and kissed me. As she kissed me she pushed a large glob of slippery goo into my mouth. I immediately recognized it as semen.
As soon as she passed it all into my mouth Brenda broke off her kiss and said, "Swallow it baby, swallow all of it. As I swallowed the load of cum Brenda smiled at me and said, "Peewee honey, welcome to our Baxter's group."
I laughed. "That's quite an initiation."
Brenda chuckled. "Sweetheart, you're not even close to being done."
Just then Julie and her stud walked in. He waited at the door while she walked right up to me and kissed me. Julie's kiss was just as creamy as Brenda's. When she passed all of her lover's semen into my mouth she giggled and said, "Swallow it Peewee. Show us that you're a really good cuck."
I smiled at her and swallowed all of the semen.
Julie patted my head and said, "Good boy." Then she turned to Ricky. "Honey lend me your handkerchief."
Ricky handed Julie his handkerchief. She wiped the remaining specs of semen off of her lips and walked back to her lover. She kissed him on the mouth and said; "Gene, thank you for a very nice time tonight. You're a wonderful lover."
Gene smiled. "I enjoyed it to baby."
Julie hugged him. "Now you'd better go home to your wife." She patted his butt. Gene gave her a quick peck on the cheek and walked out the bar door.
As soon as Gene was gone Julie walked over to her husband and kissed him. "Hi honey, I had fun but I missed you."
Ricky kissed her back and said, "How about a diet coke?"
Julie giggled and said, "I thought you'd never ask."
Ricky turned to the bartender. "Hey Mike."
Mike yelled back, "I'm on it Rick. Brenda you want one to?'
"Brenda yelled back, "I sure do Mike, that kid had a thing about getting sucked. I just spent the last hour with his cock in my mouth."
Mike was about to say something when April walked in. She was alone. She walked right up to me. I was ready for her. When she kissed me I opened my mouth and let her push the glob of cum onto my tongue. As soon as she was done she giggled and said. "Roxie has you well trained."
She patted my cheek and walked over to her husband. He smiled at her and said, "Sweetheart, did you have a good time?"
April winked at him. "Oh yes, he was very good. I'll tell you all about it when we get home."
Mark laughed. "I can't wait."
April winked at him. "Neither can I."
Mark was just turning to Mike the bartender to order a soda for April when Sandra walked in with her gentleman.
He stood at the door while Sandra walked up to me. When she was about a foot away she stopped and smiled at me. She knew that I knew what was coming. I spread my arms in a welcoming gesture. Sandra gave me a wink and kissed me. I opened my mouth and let her push her load of semen onto my tongue. When she was done she stepped back and patted my cheek. "You're a good boy Peewee."
For some reason Sandra's approval made me feel proud.
Sandra walked back to her lover and kissed his cheek. "Jerome, thank you for a wonderful evening."
He smiled. "Sandra it was my pleasure. I hope that we can see each other again."
Sandra smiled at him. "I would like that very much." She turned to her husband. "Honey give Jerome my telephone number."
Stevie opened his wallet, took out a business card and walked over to his wife's lover. As he handed him the card he said, "Sandra's cell phone number is on the top. Our home telephone number is on the bottom. You should feel free to call either number."
Jerome shook his head. "I guess I should say thank you. I certainly enjoyed your wife this evening. I really would enjoy seeing her again." He nodded to both Sandra and Stevie and walked out the bar door.
As soon as he was gone Sandra walked up to Stevie and kissed him. "Thank you sweetheart, he really was very good." She put her arm around her husband's shoulder and said, "I'm dying for a soda."
Stevie turned to Mike. As he was ordering Sandra's Diet Coke, Roxanne walked through the door.
Her blouse was unbuttoned. Her breasts were fully exposed. She walked straight over to me and kissed me. I was ready for the ball of semen. When I swallowed it she giggled. "Pete's cum tastes really good doesn't it baby."
As I buttoned the front of her blouse, Roxanne continued talking. She was very excited. "Peewee, Pete's a wonderful lover. He's maybe the best fuck I've ever had. I want him to be my boyfriend. I want to keep having him over and over again."



I felt real pangs of jealousy when Roxanne said this.
Just then Maddie and Jamal walked in. Jamal called out, "Where's the new cuck?"
Everyone pointed at me. Maddie walked up to me and kissed me. As she passed Jamal's cum into my mouth he laughed and said, "Welcome to our group Peewee."
Everyone started clapping. Roxanne kissed me and said, "Peewee honey, you've just completed your creamy kiss initiation. The other wives told me that every cuck goes through it."
We all sat in the bar, drank Diet Coke and talked quietly. There was very little discussion of lovers or cuckolding. The descriptions of tonights lovemaking would come later when we were at home submissively kneeling at our wives feet.
The bar party didn't last long. I gathered that it never did. We were all too excited about getting home.
As we were leaving Stevie said, "Willie we have two tee times at Oak hollows Golf course Saturday morning at 8:00 am. We still have some space. Would you like to join us?"
I turned to Roxanne.
She smiled at me. "Go ahead baby. You haven't been able to play much golf lately, it will be fun for you."
"But what will you do?"
"She can go shopping with us." It was Brenda. "We're going to the mall."
Roxanne smiled at Brenda. "Thank you, I would love that." She turned back to me. "Now you have to play golf on Saturday morning so I can go shopping."
I laughed. "Okay, but only if you order me to play."
Julie turned to Sandra. "Why don't we invite them to date night Saturday night?"
Brenda nodded in agreement. "That's a good idea Jules."
Roxanne looked at Julie. "What's date night?"
Julie grinned at her. "Each of us gets a date for dinner. Our cucks act as our slaves. They prepare the meal and serve it while we relax and enjoy the company of our guests. After dinner the cucks clean up while we sit in the living room with our studs and have coffee and dessert. When the kitchen is clean we take our dates to a nice secluded spot in the house and fuck while our little cuckboys kneel at our feet and watch." She giggled. "It's a really fun night."
Roxanne shook her head. "It does sound like a fun evening, but I don't have a steady boyfriend. I suppose I could ask Pete, but he's married. It might be hard for him to get out of the house on a Saturday night."
Sandra leaned forward on her barstool. "If you're willing to trust us we'll get you a date. We know lots of guys who are handsome and dying for an invitation to one of our parties."
Roxanne grinned. "That would be wonderful."
Sandra nodded. "Great, do you have any preferences?"
Roxanne thought for a moment and laughed. "Do you mean other than having a big hard dick?"
The wives all laughed. As they quieted down Julie said, "That's a basic qualification for all of our studs." She smiled. "Don't worry, Sandra and I will find you a really hot guy."
She turned to Ricky and pulled him off his bar stool. "Come on baby it's getting late, it's time for us to get home. My feet need some serious attention."
As soon as Ricky was standing the rest of us followed his lead and stood up. It was very late; we were all tired. It was time to go home."
As Roxanne and I were going out the door our waiter stopped us. He had the box with Pete's leftovers from dinner. He tried to hand it to Roxanne, but she nodded towards me. "Give it to my slave. It's his supper. He can carry it."
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As soon as we got home Roxanne walked into the living room, set her purse on the end table and sat down on the couch.
I went into the kitchen and put the leftovers box into the refrigerator. When I returned to the living room I walked over to Roxanne's purse and took out her condom box. I Remembered her orders from earlier in the day. I opened it and saw that there were still eight condoms inside.
I looked at Roxanne. She was staring at me. We both knew what this meant.
She smirked at me. "Yes that's right cuckboy. I let Pete fuck me bareback. He came three times while we were out in the parking lot. The first two times he came in my pussy. The last time he came in my mouth. That was the load of semen you tasted when I came back into the bar.
Roxanne kicked her shoes off, put her feet up on the coffee table and spread her legs. Her skirt was so short that her cunt was brazenly on display.
"Pete's my lover now. He gets to fuck me bareback whenever he wants. He's the best fuck I've ever had." Roxanne closed her eyes and sighed. "I wish that I could bring him to date night on Saturday night." She giggled. "I almost feel like I'm cheating on him if I see another guy."
She looked up at me. "Peewee, get your fucking clothes off. It's time for you to serve me and I want you naked."
I undressed quickly. I was aroused. The events of the evening had left me very excited and feeling very submissive. At this moment I was loving the attitude of sneering dominance that Roxanne was displaying.
As soon as I was naked Roxanne looked at me and laughed. "I love seeing your little dick locked up in that cage." She lay back on the couch and smiled. "Earlier I promised you that I would take it off when we got home, but now I'm not so sure. I think I like having you locked up." She thought for a moment. "Lets see how well behaved you can be. If you're really good I might consider taking your cage off a little later. Now come over here and undress me."
I removed Roxanne's skirt and blouse and carefully hung them in her closet. When I returned she said, "This is good. I'll keep my garter belt and nylons. Peewee, this is how I looked when Pete fucked me. I love looking sexy for him."
I gazed at my wife. Her legs were spread. I could see her cunt. Streaks of dried semen glistened on the insides of Roxanne's thighs.
Roxanne saw me looking at her. She smiled at me. "Yes Pete fucked me really hard. Baby it felt so good." She sat up.. "Peewee, all that fucking made me hungry. Go fix me a sandwich and fetch me a beer."
I went into the kitchen, found some sliced ham and made Roxanne a ham and cheese sandwich. I put it on a tray with a bottle of beer and a glass. I was smart enough not to bring a beer for myself. I was reasonably certain that I wasn't going to be allowed to drink with Roxanne this evening.
I carried the tray into the living room, set it on the table next to my wife and poured the beer into the glass for her. As soon as I was done I submissively kneeled at her feet.
Roxanne picked up her sandwich. She was about to take a bite when she suddenly stopped. "Peewee, how thoughtless of me. I'll bet you're starving. Fetch the leftovers box from the restaurant. Oh and bring a mixing bowl and a large spoon."
I went to the kitchen. I knew what was coming.
I returned with the leftovers, the bowl and the spoon. I gave everything to Roxanne. She opened the box, dumped the contents into the bowl and mixed it together with the spoon.
Roxanne grinned at me as she set the bowl on the floor. "It was very considerate of Pete to leave you some scraps from his dinner." She laughed. "You'll have to be sure to thank him for them the next time you see him."
I stared at my wife. I wasn't sure what she wanted me to do.
She leaned over and patted the floor next to the bowl. "Come Peewee. Be a good boy and eat your dinner."
I looked up at Roxanne. I could tell by the expression on her face that I wasn't going to be allowed to use the spoon.
I was just getting on my knees to start eating when Roxanne stopped me. "Peewee, I'm sorry. You don't have anything to drink." She paused for a moment. She was obviously thinking. Finally she said, "You have been a very well behaved little boy tonight. You deserve a treat. Go to the refrigerator and get a bottle of beer.
As I got up to go to the kitchen, Roxanne called to me, "Bring another bowl Peewee."
When I returned I handed the bottle of beer and the bowl to Roxanne. She opened the beer, poured it into the bowl and set it on the floor next to my dinner. "There you are baby, enjoy your beer."
As I put my face into the bowl and started to eat the cold leftovers Roxanne patted my head and said, "Peewee, your such a good little pet."
Roxanne relaxed and ate her sandwich while I ate my dinner and lapped up the beer.
When I was done eating I looked up at my wife. She giggled. "You really were a hungry little guy. You ate up all of your dinner. Go take our dishes out to the kitchen and wash them. When you get back I have a little surprise for you." Roxanne lewdly spread her legs and started to finger her cunt. "Pete left you some dessert."
As I was picking up the dishes Roxanne stopped me. "Peewee put that movie we just bought into the DVD player before you go."
I found the movie. We bought it last week. It was called "Cheating Wives". Roxanne loved it. I put it into the DVD player and turned on the television.
As soon as the movie started playing I went into the kitchen and washed the dishes. When I returned to the living room Roxanne was watching the movie and fingering her pussy. On the screen a naked woman was on her knees sucking a guys cock. The guy was very well endowed.
As I watched my wife masturbate, I thought to myself that since her interview at Bob's Auto Ranch Roxanne's sexual appetite had become virtually insatiable.
Roxanne saw me watching her. She giggled and said, "I'm imagining that's me sucking Pete's cock." She sighed. "Peewee, I just love sucking his big hard dick."
She snapped her fingers and pointed to her feet. "Kiss and lick my toes while I watch my video."
I did as I was told and worshipped my wife's feet while she continued masturbating.
After several minutes Roxanne stopped. "Peewee, I almost forgot. I have a present for you. Go to my bedroom and get the package on my dresser."
As I walked into the bedroom I thought about what Roxanne had just said. Our bedroom had somehow just become her bedroom.
I found the package and brought it to Roxanne.. I already knew what it was. She opened it and took out a dog collar and leash.
"Kneel down Peewee."
I obeyed. As soon as I was on my knees Roxanne leaned forward and fastened the collar around my neck. As she did it she said, "It has a tag. It reads 'My name is Peewee. I belong to Roxanne Mitchell'."
When the collar was secured Roxanne attached the leash and stood up. "Let's try it out Peewee." She tugged on the leash; said, "Heel." and started walking around the apartment. I crawled after her. As we walked Roxanne giggled. "It would be really fun to bring you to work and keep you on your leash all day long. You could kneel next to my desk while I worked."
Roxanne led me back to the couch. As she sat down she said, "Peewee, sit." I got on my knees. I assumed that was the proper sitting position. It was. Roxanne patted my head and said, "Good boy."
My wife relaxed for a moment and then she spread her legs, tugged on the leash and pulled my face to her cunt. "Peewee, Pete came in my pussy two times tonight. Lick me clean."
I did as I was told. As I licked her cunt Roxanne sighed and said, "Cuckboy I hope that you like the taste of Pete's semen because you're going to be licking up a lot of it in the future."
My wife closed her eyes and enjoyed the pleasure I was giving her. It didn't take long for me to bring her to an orgasm. It was the first one that she'd had with me today. I suspected that she'd had several more with Pete while they were in the parking lot at Baxter's.
I kneeled at my wife's feet for several minutes while she enjoyed the afterglow of her orgasm. Finally she stood up and tugged on my leash. "Peewee Heel."
She led me into the bedroom and sat on the bed. "Undo the clasp on my necklace."
I unfastened the gold chain that held the key to my chastity cage and gave it to Roxanne. She opened the lock on my cage. As she freed my cock she said, "Peewee you've been a very good boy tonight. You deserve a reward."
Roxanne rolled over onto her stomach. "You have my permission to lick my asshole."
Roxanne sighed as she felt me spread the cheeks of her gorgeous ass. As I kissed and licked her I thought to myself that our life had taken a major turn in the past 48 hours. Suddenly even my rewards involved giving my wife pleasure.
Still it was a reward and I was enjoying it. As I pushed my tongue deep into her asshole Roxanne cooed and said, "Peewee, feel free to pleasure yourself."
I was very aroused. I had been all day. I immediately started stroking my tiny penis. I wasn't going to miss this opportunity for relief.
As I jacked off I realized how humiliating this was. We were newly weds. My bride had been fucked by four different men in the last 48 hours. My reward was being allowed to masturbate.
Roxanne heard me when I ejaculated. She rolled over and said, "Lick it all up. Don't get any cum on the sheets or you'll have to change them before we go to sleep. I don't want to spend the night rolling around in your mess."
Roxanne watched me. When she was certain that my fingers were completely clean she stood up and said, "Draw me a bath."
I spent the next half hour bathing my wife. When we were done she got into bed while I showered.
When I walked into the bedroom Roxanne was laying in bed. She smiled at me. "Did you have fun tonight Peewee?"
I thought for a moment. This was an answer that required serious consideration. After a moment I very tentatively said, "Yes, I guess I did'
I was about to qualify my answer when Roxanne interrupted me. "Good, because I had the most exciting night of my life." She looked at me. "Peewee, I don't know why it excites me so much, but I just love humiliating you." She kissed my forehead. "I'm glad you love it to." Roxanne yawned. "Baby, It's been a big day. I'm really tired. I have to go to sleep."
Roxanne kissed me and rolled over. As she feel asleep she said, "Peewee, I love you so much."
I kissed the back of Roxanne's shoulder and said, "Good night sweetheart". She didn't respond. She was already sound asleep.
I had a much more difficult time falling asleep. As I lay in bed I couldn't stop thinking about the events of the last two days. It was true that the degradation and humiliation that I had been forced to endure this evening had been wildly exciting. My deepest and darkest fantasies of submission and humiliation were coming true, but I was worried. Our sex life seemed to be rocketing out of control. Roxanne was becoming obsessed with her role as a dominatrix. Her infatuation with Pete was also a concern. I felt like we were hurtling down a steep mountain road in a car that didn't have any brakes. It was a thrilling ride, but disaster could very well be lurking around every curve.
I didn't know what to do. The people we met tonight seemed so happy. I was very envious of their life. But I also realized they were an emotionally stable group of individuals who were always there to support each other.
I loved my wife very much and she had many wonderful qualities, but Roxanne's difficult childhood had taken it's toll and I knew that emotional stability was not one of her strengths.
I finally managed to fall asleep, but it was a restless sleep and a premonition of disaster nagged at my subconscious for the entire night.
I woke early on Friday. When I opened the living room curtains the bright morning sun seemed to wash the fears of the previous night away.
I went into the kitchen and started a pot of coffee. As I was searching the refrigerator for something to make for breakfast I heard Roxanne walk up behind me. She put her arms around my waist and kissed my neck. "Good morning Peewee."
I turned. "Good morning Ms. Mitchell. How are you on this beautiful morning?
Roxanne laughed and hugged me. "I'm happy because I'm with my favorite little cuckold wimp." She kissed me. "Baby I love you so much."
I looked at Roxanne. "More than you love Pete?" I just blurted it out.
Roxanne stared at me for a minute. "Peewee are you jealous of Pete?"
I paused to think. After a moment I said, "Yes I think I am."
Roxanne giggled and said, "Good. I want you to be jealous. It will cause you pain."
She paused. After a moment she rubbed my crotch and said, "Peewee I'm always going to have a lover. It will always be a really hot masculine guy that I lust after. But honey, understand this. They're going to come and go. I'm am always going to love you. You're my number one man. You always will be."
Roxanne stopped to consider what she was going to say next. "Peewee, please understand this. We play a dangerous game. You let me fuck other men. Sometimes I am going to become infatuated with them. Right now I am infatuated with Pete. But listen to me sweetheart. My attraction to Pete is purely physical. I'll eventually get bored with him. I love you. I'll never get bored with you. Peewee, I don't love Pete, I just like fucking him."
I sighed. "I know but sometimes it's hard to hear you talk about him the way you do."
Roxanne smiled at me and patted my head. "Poor little guy, I imagine being a cuckold is a hard life." She giggled. "You know that I say some of the things I say just to torment you. It gets me so hot when I know your in anguish."
She paused and thought. After a moment she started to smile. "I know just what my little cuck boy needs. Peewee, Sit down over here. Roxanne is going to make you all better."
Roxanne pushed me down into a chair and unzipped my pants. She proceeded to give me an absolutely glorious blow job. When I came she kept my little penis in her mouth. When I was done ejaculating she stood up, pulled me out of my chair and kissed me. As she kissed me she pushed all of my cum from her mouth into my mouth.
When the entire ball of semen was in my mouth Roxanne whispered into my ear. "Swallow it baby. Be a really good boy and swallow all of it."
As I swallowed my semen Roxanne smiled at me and said, "Is that better now? Poor baby, you were feeling bad because Roxie was having so much fun with her big man. You just needed a little attention."
She was of course absolutely right.
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We sat at the kitchen table, ate breakfast, drank coffee and read the newspaper. It was a wonderful way to start the day. I absolutely loved being married. I think Roxanne did to. At 7:30, we both left for school. As Roxanne got into her car she said, "Let's go to Sammy's for supper tonight."
I yelled back, "I'd love that."
As I drove to the University I was so happy that I started whistling.
At 9:30 my cell phone rang. It was Roxanne. "Hi baby, I just ran into Julie at school. She and Ricky are meeting Sandra for lunch at 11:30. They invited me to join them. We're going to meet Sandra at a little cafe near the University. It's called Jojo's coffee shop. Do you want to join us?"
I smiled. "Yes, I would love to join you. I know where Jojo's is. They have excellent food."
"Great, I'll see you at 11:30."
I finished teaching my first class at 11:00. After class I killed a few minutes reading my email. At 11:20 I left to go to lunch. Jojo's was just four blocks from my office. I decided to walk.
I arrived at the coffee shop at 11:30 sharp. Ricky, Julie and Roxanne were already there. When I walked up to the table Roxanne stood up and kissed me. "Hi honey, It's so nice to see you. Come sit down."
As I was sitting down Sandra showed up. Just as she sat down Stevie, Bobby and Mark walked in. Sandra stood up and kissed her husband. "Hi baby this is a nice surprise."
Stevie smiled. "Julie called us. She told me we were having a big lunch get together at Jojo's today."
Everyone turned and looked at Julie. She giggled. "Okay, so I exaggerated a little." She grinned at all of us. "It really is fun to have lunch with most of the gang."
Stevie walked over to Julie and hugged her. "Jules one of the best things that's ever happened to me is meeting you."
Julie smiled at him and said, "You'd better believe it cuck boy."
We all started laughing.
While we were laughing Brenda walked in. As she sat down she shook her head and said, "I'm getting so sick and tired of giving those damn lawyers blow jobs. I've been sucking those same damn cocks every fucking day for two years now."
Stevie looked at Brenda. "Bren I think you might need a little change in your life."
Brenda glared at Stevie. She wasn't in a good mood. "Okay Mr. Mother fucking fortune Teller, enlighten me."
Stevie looked at Bobby. "How should I respond to this?"
Bobby laughed. "If I were you, I'd hide."
Stevie turned back to Brenda. "Sweetheart, why don't you quit working at the law office and go to college?"
She shook her head. "Stevie I can't do that. I'm too old."
Julie looked at her. "Honey you just turned 34. You are not too old."
Sandra smiled at her. "Stevie's right Bren. You hate your job. College would be perfect for you right now."
Brenda stared at us. "We can't afford to have me go to college."
Bobby looked at his wife. "Brenda honey, you know that's not true. You are very well aware of our financial situation. Money is not an issue."
Brenda shook her head. "I know baby. I'm just afraid I'm not smart enough to go to college."
"I'm going to college."
We all turned. It was Roxanne.
"If I can go to college you can to. I was a terrible student in high school." Roxanne looked around. Everyone was staring at her. "Willie is a wonderful tutor, he makes everything easy." Roxanne looked at me. "you'll help Brenda won't you baby?"
I smiled. "Of course I will."
Brenda looked at me. "Willie would you really help me?'
I nodded. "Yes, absolutely. I'll work with you every day."
"We all will Brenda." It was Sandra.
Brenda stared at us. "You know if I quit my job and go to college, Maddie is going to want to do the same thing."
Stevie nodded. "Yes and it would be about time. She hates her job even more than you hate yours."
Brenda looked at her husband. "Bobby honey, are you okay with this?'
Bobby smiled. "Bren I am more than okay with it. I want you to do it."
Brenda looked around the table. "I love all of you."
The waitress came to our table. We ordered our lunch.
As she was walking away, Sandra turned to Roxanne. "We got you a date for tomorrow night."
Julie smiled. "Roxie, we think you'll like him. He's very handsome."
Sandra nodded. "All of us have gone out with him. He's a really sweet guy."
"And he's wonderful in bed. He has a great big cock." Julie was giggling.
Brenda looked at them. "Okay, let's end the suspense. Who is it?"
Sandra smiled. "Brett Ryman."
"I thought he moved to Boston?"
"He did Bren, but he's back. He called Julie yesterday. He wanted to go out with her tomorrow night. She told him about our dinner plans."
Sandra turned to Roxanne. "He's really excited about meeting you Roxie."
Brenda laughed. "Roxie, I'm a little jealous. Brett really is hot."
Roxanne shrugged. "Brenda you can have him. It's okay. I've never met him."
Brenda shook her head. "No honey, thank you but tomorrow night Brett is all yours. You'll enjoy him." She winked at all of us. "I already have a hot date for tomorrow night."
Julie looked at Brenda. "Who are you bringing?"
"Jimmy Wheeler."
Julie nodded. "Nice, who is April bringing?"
"Mike Turner. He's a Baxter's guy. You know him. He's been to several of our parties. I think she's been seeing him a lot lately."
We all turned and looked at Mark. He smiled and said, "She's been seeing him at least once a week for the last month."
Sandra raised her eyebrows. "Really?" She paused to think. After a moment she said, "I remember him. He's really big isn't he?"
Brenda laughed. "Thats true in more than one way."
Julie grinned. "Yes I remember him to." She giggled. "He was a lot of fun. I gave him a blow job by the pool last summer. I think it was during our 4th of July party." She paused. "And he really is tall. He's just April's type. I can understand why she might be seeing a lot of him."
Just then our food arrived.
The girls kept talking about men while we ate. It seemed to be their favorite topic of conversation.
The lunch hour was way too short. Both Roxanne and I really liked these people. We were having a wonderful time. Sadly we all had to get back to school or work.
As we left Sandra turned to Roxanne. "You're still going shopping with us in the morning right?"
Roxanne nodded. "I'd really like to, am I still invited?"
Brenda smiled at her. "Of course you are."
Sandra turned to Julie. "Let's take the Lincoln. That way we can all ride together. It will be more fun."
Julie nodded. "What a great idea." She turned to Roxanne. "We'll pick you up. I'll get your address when we get back to school."
Brenda turned to Bobby and Stevie. "Were you guys really serious when you said I could go to college?"
Bobby smiled at his wife. "Yes baby. It would make all of us very happy if you decided to go back to school."
"Can I go to Maple Hills like Julie and Roxie."
"If thats what you want."
"Can Maddie go to?"
"If she wants to."
Brenda turned to Julie and Roxie. "Maddie and I are going to go to college with you."
Julie screamed and threw her arms around Brenda. "Bren you're going to love it there." She turned to Roxanne. "Won't it be fun when all four of us are going to school together."
I looked at Roxanne. She was quietly smiling. I knew what she was thinking. This was a dream coming true for her.
That evening Roxanne and I went to dinner at Sammy's. Sammy saw us as soon as we walked in the front door.
"Hey its my two favorite people in the whole world."
Roxanne laughed. "Hi Sammy. How about fixing us up with a pitcher of your finest."
He laughed. "The two of you would never get anything else."
We chatted with Sammy and drank beer while we waited for our dinner. When it arrived Sammy set it in front of us and said, "It's so nice to see the two of you together. You make a wonderful couple."
We smiled at Sammy. He was our friend.
It was Friday night. The special was deep fried cod. It was delightfully greasy. Both Roxanne and I loved it.
While we were finishing our dinner Roxanne looked at me. "Willie I really enjoyed lunch today." She smiled. "I have never really had any women friends." She stopped. After a moment she started to laugh. "What am I talking about. I've never really had any friends at all." She looked at me. "Willie I had a wonderful time today. I love those people."
She took my hand. "Baby since I met you my life has become absolutely wonderful. Willie you're the best thing that's ever happened to me." Roxanne stared into my eyes. "Baby, I love you so much. I can't bear to think of living life without you."
I squeezed her hand. For a moment we just stared into each others eyes. Finally I leaned over and kissed her softly on the lips. "I love you Roxanne."
She smiled at me. "Willie that was the perfect thing to say."
As soon as we were done eating we said goodbye to Sammy and went home.
When we got home Roxanne set her purse on the dining room table. I remembered my assigned duty. I was fairly certain that I was wasting my time, but Roxanne had given me an order and I was her willing slave.
I opened her purse and took out her condom box. When I opened it I found three magnums and four regular sized condoms. One magnum was missing. I looked at Roxanne.
Roxanne saw me staring at her. She smiled. "I'm sorry baby, with all the excitement of lunch, the shopping trip and tomorrow nights party I kind of forgot to mention something."
I walked into the bedroom and got another magnum from my dresser and returned to the living room. I put the new condom into Roxanne's box and put the box back into her purse.
As soon as I was done I turned to her and said, "It's a good thing I checked. You might have had to whip me."
Roxanne smiled. "Would you like to hear about it."
"Yes, very much."
"Come kneel at my feet."
When I was on my knees Roxanne said, "Take off my shoes Peewee. I've been on my feet all day long. I want you to kiss and lick my toes while I tell you what happened."
As I took off Roxanne's shoes, I noted that I had suddenly returned to being Peewee.
I picked up Roxanne's right foot and started to lick the space under her toes.
She closed her eyes and sighed. After a moment she said."This afternoon I was sitting in the campus grill having a Diet Pepsi. I had just come from my algebra class. It was about three. I was just starting to try to solve the first problems in my algebra assignment when I looked up."
Roxanne shook her head. "Peewee this really hot guy was standing there looking at me. He introduced himself. His name was Scott Riley. Peewee he was so handsome. He was tall, with broad shoulders. He was wearing a short sleeved golf shirt. His biceps were huge. I could tell that he worked out all the time. I knew right away that I wanted him."
My wife took a deep breath. "I invited him to sit down. We started chatting. He's a professor. He teaches history. He started telling me about his collection of old photographs of the city."
Roxanne laughed. "It was really kind of lame, but I didn't care, I wanted to be seduced." She winked at me. "It was just a matter of minutes before we were walking to his office to look at the photos. Once we were in his office I took over. I was on my knees unzipping his pants almost immediately."
My wife shook her head. "Peewee, I wasn't disappointed. Scott had a really big cock." She paused. "Baby, you know how I work. I like to make a guy cum right away so I can get him hard a second and third time. I want that second erection. That's the one that stays hard for a long time.
Roxanne giggled. "Sweetheart, Scottie was good. I gave him a great blow job. He came right away, but honey right after he came he started playing with my tits." She giggled some more. "He was a breast man. He loved my tits."
She sighed. "Baby while he was playing with my nipples I looked down. I was totally shocked. That beautiful cock of his was getting hard again. Honey, I put a condom on him and Scottie was fucking me just minutes after he came in my mouth."
Roxanne was excited now. Her breathing was getting much faster. "Peewee he fucked me for over a half hour before he came again. I had three orgasms while he was fucking me. Scottie was a real stud."
I looked up. My wife had lifted her skirt up around her waist. Her panties were pulled aside and she was fingering her cunt.
She looked down at me. I was still sucking her toes. "Eat me Peewee. Eat my pussy. Eat my pussy while I dream about Scottie's big hard cock."
I pulled Roxanne's panties off and buried my face between her legs. She was already aroused so I knew I didn't have to be gentle. I found her clit and started sucking on it. It was a matter of minutes before Roxanne was screaming from the pleasure of her orgasm.
I waited for her orgasm to subside and then I hugged her leg while she enjoyed the afterglow of her climax.
After a few minutes she pulled me up onto the couch and kissed me. As she kissed me she said, "Peewee, you know I won't let you fuck me tonight."
I nodded. "Yes Mistress Roxanne, I understand."
"Would you like me to suck your cock?"
I smiled, "Yes I would like that very much."
Roxanne unzipped my pants and gave me a blow job. She was very good and I was very excited so I didn't last long.
When I came she caught my semen in her fingers and fed it into my mouth. When I was done licking her fingers clean she gave me a long slow kiss and then she stood up. "Come Peewee, it's time for my bath."
As soon as I was done bathing Roxanne, she got into bed while I showered. When I finished my shower I joined her. I pulled the covers over us and we snuggled up together. We were both smiling as we fell asleep. Today was a wonderful day and tomorrow looked like it would be even better.
Saturday morning I left for the golf course at 7:15.
Roxanne was up well before I left. She was excited. She was going shopping with female friends. I was very happy for her.
Sandra, Julie, Brenda, April and Maddie were all kind, supportive women. I was hoping their friendship would have a positive effect on Roxanne. My wife was a wonderful woman and I loved her dearly, but she needed a good boost in her self confidence.
As I pulled into the clubhouse parking lot, I laughed to myself. Roxanne wasn't the only one who needed a little boost in self esteem. I wasn't exactly Mr. confidence either.
Bobby, Stevie, Ricky, Jamal and Mark were already on the practice green when I arrived. I went into the clubhouse and paid my green fee. By the time I got to the practice green the final two members of our group had arrived. They were both tall middle aged men.
When we got to the first tee, Stevie introduced me to them. "Willie Oliver this is Jason Mathews and Aaron Carter. Jason and Aaron are both lawyers. Jason dates Sandra and Aaron dates Julie. They are also both close friends with all of us."
Stevie turned to Jason and Aaron. "Willie is completing his PhD at the University. We met him at Baxter's last Thursday night. His wife, Roxanne, was there with a date. He sat in the bar with us while his wife and her date were out in the parking lot. Roxanne is taking a course from Ricky at Maple Hills. They'll both be at the house for dinner tonight. Sandra and Julie have fixed Roxanne up with Brett Ryman."
Jason smiled at me. "Nice to meet you Willie." He laughed. "I guess Stevie just gave me a pretty good life history. It sounds as though you and your wife have a life style similar to the one our golf partners lead."
I nodded to both Jason and Aaron. "It's nice to meet both of you, and yes I am a cuckold wimp."
Jason laughed. "I like you already Willie. You have a nice sense of humor."
Aaron looked at Ricky. "I thought Brett moved to Boston?"
Ricky shrugged. "He did, but apparently he's back. He called Julie yesterday. He was looking for a date for Saturday night. I guess his wife is still in Boston. Julie told him that Saturday night was a date night at the house and she was bringing you. That's when she fixed him up with Willie's wife."
Aaron turned to me. "Your wife will like Brett." He paused. "I suspect you will to. He understands the games you guys like to play."
We threw balls to pick teams. This means that everyone gave Stevie a golf ball. He put them in his cap and tossed them. We looked at how they landed and divided them into two groups. Those groups became the teams.
I was paired with Jason, Ricky and Stevie.
We were playing four man best ball. This was team golf. I'd played it before. It was fun.
This is how the game works. All four of us play our own ball and keep our score. At the end of each hole you record the best three out of the four net scores. Net score means after the handicap has been taken into account.
Handicap works like this. Stevie is a one. He has the lowest handicap, so we all play off him. I'm a five so I get four shots (5 - my handicap minus 1 - Stevie's handicap). That means that I get to take one stroke off of my score on four holes. The scorecard handicaps the holes. I get my strokes on the number 1 through 4 handicap holes. One and three will be on the front nine and two and four will be on the back nine.
This allows golfers with less skill to play competitively against golfers with more skill. Jason was a 12, so he got shots on 11 holes. Ricky was an 18 so he got a shot on every hole but one.
The betting was for very low stakes. That was okay with me. Playing for large sums of money doesn't excite me. We were playing for a dollar on the front nine, a dollar on the back nine and a dollar for the total 18 holes.
Winning is actually a liability because the winning team usually buys the first round of drinks after the game. Winning three bucks does not cover the bar bill, but who cares.
I'm sure that I have already started boring you with all this detail. My only purpose in describing the game is to explain that the teams are actually true teams. We are playing together, not against each other. This game creates a very positive atmosphere. It's wonderful for building friendships.
As we played, I marveled at how well Jason and Stevie got along. They were obviously very good friends. I knew that Jason was Sandra's date for dinner this evening. This meant that the man Stevie was so cordially playing golf with would be fucking his wife in a few short hours. I also knew that Stevie would be required to act as Jason's slave tonight.
As the game progressed I didn't see any signs of animosity between them nor did I see Jason ever treat Stevie disrespectfully. The truth is, Jason seemed to go out of his way to be respectful and polite to Stevie. These two men had obviously worked out their respective roles.
When the game ended we won the front and the total. Mark, Jamal, Bobby and Aaron's team won the back. They had to pay us $1.00. We had to buy the beers.
The one overt reference to our being cuckolds came at this point in the day. Each member of the other team had to pay each of us a dollar. Aaron smiled and said, "I want to pay Ricky." As he handed the dollar to Ricky, he grinned at him and said, "You might have beaten me at golf today, but I'm going to fuck your wife tonight. When I'm ready, I plan to pull out of her nice tight pussy and cum all over her feet. As soon as I'm done ejaculating, you my little foot boy are going to lick up every drop of my semen."



Ricky was laughing when he took Aaron's dollar. "I'll take that as a promise."
Aaron clapped him on the back and said, "Don't worry buddy, it is a promise."
As we were walking to the clubhouse Stevie leaned over and said, "Aaron was being very nice to Ricky. Feet are Ricky's thing. Aaron knows that. He just promised Ricky that he would give him his favorite fantasy tonight."
Like I said, I was really getting to like these people.
It was almost 3:00 by the time I got home from the golf course. Roxanne was still out. That wasn't a big surprise. A major shopping trip involving six women is going to take some time.
As I understood the time schedule, we were due at Brenda, Maddie and April's house at 6:00. The studs were going to be arriving at 7:00 and dinner was being served at 8:00.
I suspected that I wouldn't see Roxanne until 4:00. I had a few minutes to relax so I picked up my current book. I was just sitting down to read when the telephone rang.
I answered it. "Hello?"
"Hi Peewee."
"Hi Roxanne, How's the shopping trip?"
"Oh Peewee I'm having a wonderful time." She paused. "Listen honey, I'll tell you all about it when I see you. Right now you have to do some things for me. Baby I am not coming home before the party. I'm at Sandra and Julie's. Were all going to get ready together. I want you to come over here right away."
"Okay, do you need anything?"
"Yes, but not much. Each of us bought a whole new outfit for the party. Stevie paid for everything. Isn't that sweet of him. Honey, he's really rich, did you know that?"
"Yes, I knew that."
"Well anyway, all I need is my makeup case and some jewelry. Bring me the matching pearl earrings and necklace that you bought me last week. I want to look really pretty for Brett tonight."
"Roxanne, what should I wear?"
"Just come as you are. We have a special outfit all ready for you." She giggled. "Peewee your going to look very cute tonight."
"Is there anything else I need to bring?'"
"Yes, we'll need your collar and leash and your chastity cage." Roxanne paused too think. "Oh yes, bring my horsewhip." She paused again, "and the gold necklace that holds the key to your chastity cage."
I laughed. "This is going to be a very interesting party."
"Honey it's going to be so much fun. Hurry now, get over to Sandra's as quickly as you can. I don't want you to miss anything. Stevie is opening some wine for us right now."
"Be careful Roxanne. You know how wine affects you."
She giggled. "Yes it makes me feel like being really naughty." She paused. "Bye sweetheart, I'll see you in a few minutes."
I hung the telephone up and gathered the things together that Roxanne had told me to bring. When I had everything, I found a travel bag and packed all of it into it.
Fifteen minutes later I was in my car driving to Sandra and Julie's house.
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I walked up to Sandra and Julie's house and knocked on the door. Roxanne opened it. She was naked. She grabbed my arm, kissed me on the cheek and said, "Hi baby, come in."
My wife pulled me into the house. Julie and Sandra were walking through the living room. They were also naked.
Julie called to Roxanne. "Hey Roxie come here for a minute."
Roxanne looked at me and said, "Baby I'll be right back." She turned and followed Julie and Sandra through a door on the right.
Ricky walked up to me. "Hi Peewee." He smiled. "By the way, you're not Willie anymore, you're Peewee now and I'm not Ricky anymore, I'm Footboy. Stevie is Speedy. The game has started." He nodded towards the door our naked wives had just gone through. "Welcome to paradise."
"Thank you," I laughed. "It might take me a few minutes before I get used to being around these beautiful naked women."
Ricky patted my shoulder. "Trust me buddy you never get used to it. They don't want you to get used to it. This is very deliberate on their part. They want us to be very horny tonight. They think it makes us much more malleable."
I smiled. "I think they might be right."
He laughed. "That's the spirit. Just go with the flow. This is going to be a fun night." Ricky looked at the bag I was carrying. "You can put Roxanne's things in that bedroom over there."
"Most of the things in here are for me."
Ricky laughed. "Peewee, you're a slave tonight. Everything you own belongs to Roxanne. You don't have any possessions."
I took a deep breath. "This is like a sex fantasy coming true."
Ricky nodded. "Like I said, welcome to paradise."
Roxanne came back into the living room. "Follow me sweetheart. We're going to be using the playpen tonight."
As I followed Roxanne to the door on the left she said, "Usually cucks aren't allowed into this room. Sandra and Julie use it for entertaining guys. Ricky and Stevie are only allowed to go in when it has to be cleaned. They're making an exception for you tonight because of the dinner party."
As we walked through the door, I glanced around the room. It looked like something out of a brothel. There was a huge round bed in the middle of the the room. Mirrors were deftly placed on the walls and ceiling. A large very plush couch and a comfortable looking overstuffed chair occupied most of the space on the far side of the bed.
"Set the bag over here." Roxanne was standing next to a beautiful antique makeup table.
I set the bag on the table. Roxanne opened it and looked inside. "Good, you found everything." She turned to me. "Take your clothes off and take a quick shower. You have work to do." She giggled. "You're a slave now."
As I got undressed Roxanne said, "Ricky and Stevie are busy getting the party set up. You're going to be giving Julie, Sandra and me our baths." She looked at me. "Peewee, tonight you're a slave for all of the wives and their dates. You're going to be required to respond to the demands of all of us. When we go into the other bedroom you're going to get on your knees and lick Julie's ass and then Sandra's ass. It's going to be your demonstration of submission."
She giggled. "Both Speedy and Footboy have already licked my ass. They've demonstrated their submission to me."
Roxanne took a deep breath. "Peewee this is the most exciting thing I've ever done." She smiled. "It was really kind of funny feeling Dr. Norman's tongue in my ass. Less than a week ago I had him up on this huge pedestal. Now he's groveling at my feet." She grabbed my hand and pressed it into her cunt. "Baby, feel my pussy. I'm already wet and Brett's not even here yet."
Roxanne sighed. For just a second there was a dreamy look on her face and then she smiled at me and swatted my butt. "Quit standing around cuckboy. Get into the shower and get clean. You have work to do."
When I stepped out of the shower Roxanne draped a huge, plush towel around my shoulders and started to dry me off.
I grinned at her. "I don't think thats in the spirit of the evening."
Roxanne grinned back. "I don't care, you're my baby. I get to do nice things for you sometimes to."
Roxanne reached down and squeezed my penis. "When the evening is all over and Brett has gone home, you're going to get a very nice reward." She nibbled my ear. "Come on sweetie, let's go across the hall and meet your new Mistresses."
Roxanne took the towel from me, threw it in the laundry hamper, grabbed my hand and led me back to the living room. As we walked towards the patio she pointed to the door on the other side of the room. "That's their bedroom. Julie, Ricky, Sandra and Stevie all sleep together. They have one big bed." Roxanne smiled at me. "I think that's so exotic."
Roxanne pulled my arm. "Come on Peewee, Sandra and Julie are out on the patio." Roxanne led me through a set double glass doors.
What I saw stopped me in my tracks. Calling the space behind Sandra and Julie's house a patio is a little like calling the Taj Mahal a summer cottage.
First of all the patio extended to the backyard of the house next door. A fifteen foot tall wooden privacy fence followed the combined perimeter of the two yards. The surface of the yards were mostly paved with a combination of stone, bricks and rock all set in concrete. A series of well tended flower gardens and small patches of lawn were artistically scattered throughout this paved area. A large swimming pool and hot tub were located behind each house. A number of casual groupings of luxurious lawn furniture completed the scene. This was a patio designed by people who enjoyed being outdoors. It was also very private.
Roxanne smiled when she saw my reaction. She pointed to the the second swimming pool hot tub combination at the opposite end of the yard. "That's the backyard of Brenda, Maddie and April's house. When they bought the second house, they joined the back yards."
"Hi Peewee. Do you like our outside area?"
I turned. Sandra and Julie were laying on chaise lounges behind me. Both of them were naked. Their legs were brazenly spread apart. They weren't making any effort to cover themselves. Sandra was smiling at me. "Welcome to our humble home. Both Julie and I are hoping you will enjoy being a slave here." Sandra rolled over onto her stomach. "In this house all slaves serve all mistresses. It's time for you to demonstrate to us that you understand your role. Peewee, Come show us that you submit to our will. You know what I want."
Roxanne patted my butt. "Go on sweetheart. Don't embarrass me."
I looked at Roxanne. "Are you sure this is okay with you?"
Julie smiled. "Oh I like him. That's a very good question to ask."
Roxanne nodded. "Yes Peewee. It's what I want. Now go ahead. Give Mistress Sandra her kiss.
I knelt down next to Sandra and very tentatively spread the cheeks of her ass. She sighed as she felt my lips touch her asshole.
As I started to lick her she said, "Jules I never get tired of feeling a cuck's tongue in my ass."
Julie laughed and rolled over onto her stomach. "Sandra honey, you can't hog him all night long, You have to share. Peewee it's time for you to taste my ass."
I moved over to Julie. As I started to kiss and lick her ass Sandra said, "Roxanne has trained him well hasn't she."
Julie cooed and said, "Yes she has. He has a nice energetic little tongue." She started to giggle. "I can't wait to get him into the tub."
Sandra jumped up. "That's right. It's bath time. Come on Roxie, let's get your cute little cuckboy into the tub. It's time to find out if he can give a proper bath."
My tongue was buried in Julie's ass. I was having a good time. I didn't want to stop. Sandra laughed and grabbed me. "Roxie your little boy here is just as bad as our little boys. He'd lick Julie's ass all night long if we let him."
Julie laughed. "Yeah, so where's the problem?"
"You have a stud coming over tonight Jule's. Remember? A big hard cock to suck."
Julie giggled as she stood up. "Oh yeah, sorry Peewee. Tonight, we have a higher calling."
Sandra and Julie walked back into the house.
Roxanne turned to me. "Are you having fun so far baby?"
I looked at her, smiled and nodded my head yes. She playfully slapped my face and said, "Don't have too much fun cuckboy."
We were both giggling as she took my hand and led me into the house.
We went through the door that led into Sandra and Julie's bedroom. As we passed through the bedroom I marveled at the bed. It had to have been specially made. It was at least twice the size of a regular king size bed.
The bathroom was even more impressive. It consisted of five different rooms. The first room contained four sinks lined up next to each other. The next room contained two toilets. The third room was an enormous shower stall. The fourth room was a steam bath. The final room was the most impressive of all. It contained a whirlpool bathtub the size of a small swimming pool.
Someone had already filled the tub. Sandra and Julie were both immersed up to their breasts in hot soapy bath water.
Sandra waved. "Come on Roxie, get in."
Roxanne climbed into the bathtub. She settled into the water and said, "This is wonderful."
Julie looked at me. "Come on Peewee, what are you waiting for? Grab the loofah and start washing us."
Sandra tossed me a sponge. "Sweetie you can start by washing my breasts."
I tried to lean over the edge of the tub and wash Sandra. She shook her head. "Baby doll you're going to have to get in with us."
As I climbed over the edge of the tub, Julie laughed and said, "Look at his little thing. Isn't it cute? It's sticking straight up just like a real penis."
Sandra suddenly grabbed me. "Girls it's time to play tickle the cuck."
All three women immediately grabbed me and started tickling me. I couldn't help myself. I was giggling like a maniac.
Julie grabbed my penis and started stroking it. "Roxie can we make him spurt? I'll bet it won't take very long."
Before you start to feel too sorry for me, think about this. I was in a giant bathtub with three gorgeous women. We were all naked. They were tickling me and threatening to make me cum. It wasn't too bad for a painfully shy little man from east Iowa.
Suddenly a deep voice interrupted us. "Aaron there are times in this house when I seriously think about becoming a cuck."
We all turned. Jason and Aaron were standing next to the tub dressed in sport coats and ties.
Sandra grinned at Jason. "Hi baby, you're early."
He laughed. "Yes, we came over now so that we could have a drink with Stevie and Ricky before the party started. When we heard all the ruckus Stevie told us to come in here and restore order. He figured that you were either playing tickle the cuck or lesbian bath scene." He paused. "We were both hoping for lesbian bath scene, but it appears that the game is tickle the cuck."
Julie smiled. "We were playing tickle the cuck, but if you want us to, we'll switch to lesbian bath scene."
She turned to Sandra. "Sandra darling you have such a sexy body." Julie was using an overly dramatic voice. "I am so aroused that my breasts are heaving."
Sandra started to giggle. "Julie my dear, I never realized how beautiful you are. I want to make passionate love to you."
Julie could barely keep from laughing. "Only if we can include my dear friend Roxanne." She turned to Roxanne. "Kiss me darling." Julie took Roxanne into her arms and kissed her full on the lips.
"All right, thats enough now! Stevie told me that order would break down with all of you in here at the same time." It was Ricky. He was a man on a mission. He looked at Jason and Aaron. "If the two of you want to have any hope of getting laid tonight before you have to go home to your own wives you'll leave the bathroom right now so the girls can finish getting ready."
He turned to Sandra, Julie and Roxanne. "Stevie said to get your cute asses out of the tub right now and get your makeup on. You have exactly twenty minutes to make yourselves beautiful for your dates."
Julie looked at Ricky. "You're getting pretty cocky for a cuck."
Ricky laughed. "I'm on a mission from a higher authority. I have protection."
Sandra raised her eyebrows and said, "Oh yeah?"
Ricky nodded. "Yes, the word from the top is get your butts out of the tub or lose your credit cards for two weeks."
Julie stood up. "Sandra honey, this is getting serious."
Sandra grabbed Roxanne. "Come on Roxie, we have to get dressed." She turned to me. "Peewee grab the towels and dry us off."
As I stepped out of the tub Jason asked, "Peewee would you mind if we dried the girls off?"
"Absolutely not!" It was Sandra ." Everyone gets a turn in this house. Right now it's Peewee's turn. He gets to bathe us and dry us off. Later on it will be your turn. You, Aaron and Brett get to fuck us. Wait your turn baby."
Jason shook his head. "Sorry Peewee. I didn't mean to try to horn in on your territory. I guess I was just a little envious of the job you have right now."
I smiled at him. "It's okay. I suspect I am going to be very envious of the job you guys have later on tonight."
Roxanne laughed. "You'd better believe your going to be envious cuckboy."
Jason smiled. "Sounds to me like Brett is going to be the winner in this little discussion."
Sandra slid over to the edge of the tub. "How about a quick little preview of coming attractions. Jason honey, unzip your pants. Show us that monster you have stored in there."
Jason walked over to Sandra, unzipped his trousers and took out the biggest cock I have ever seen in my entire life.
Roxanne laughed. "Shit Sandra that thing is fucking huge."
Sandra grinned and started stroking Jason's cock. As she stroked it, it actually got even bigger. She turned to Roxanne. "Want a taste?"
"Would that be okay?"
Sandra looked at Jason. "Is it okay with you baby?'
He chuckled. "Are you asking me if I mind if this beautiful woman sucks my cock?"
Sandra laughed. "I guess that is the question on the floor."
Jason winked at me. "I guess it's your turn to be envious Peewee."
For the next few minutes we all watched as my wife gave Jason a blow job. Roxanne is good and it was Jason's first orgasm of the night. He came quickly. Roxanne let him ejaculate all over her breasts.
When he was finished Julie looked at me. "Okay little cuckboy, it's time for you to taste your golf partners semen."
As I was licking Jason's cum off of Roxanne's breasts, Aaron unzipped his pants and took his cock out. It wasn't quite as big as Jason's, but he was still magna cum laude.
Julie slid over and started stroking him. "Baby do you want Peewee to be envious of you to?"
Aaron nodded. "I sure do."
Julie turned to Roxanne. "Honey do you mind?"
Roxanne giggled. "Jules are you asking me if I'd like to suck Aaron's big beautiful cock?"
Julie laughed. "Well I am kind of hoping you don't want to so that I'll get to, but I know my baby would love to have a blow job from you."
"Hey I thought I was your baby." It was Ricky.
Julie looked at her husband and shook her head. "Footboy, tonight I belong to Aaron. He's my baby. For the next several hours you're my cuckold slave."
Julie stood up and stepped out of the bath tub. "Peewee, dry me off."
As I threw a towel around her shoulders Julie turned to Roxanne. "Roxie honey, be a sweetheart and give Aaron a nice blow job. When he's ready have him cum on my toes."
My wife started sucking Aaron's cock. Again it didn't take long. When he was ready Roxanne took Aaron's cock out of her mouth. Julie put her foot up on the edge of the tub. Roxanne aimed Aaron's cock at Julie's toes and started stroking him.
When he came, the spurts of semen quickly covered Julie's toes and the top of her foot. As soon as her boyfriend was done ejaculating Julie turned to her husband and said, "Okay footboy get on your knees."
Julie sat on the edge of the tub. Ricky got on his knees in front or her. We all watched as he reverently licked Aaron's cum off of his wife's foot.
When he was done Sandra stepped out of the bathtub. I threw a big fluffy towel around her and started drying her off. While I was doing this, she turned to Ricky and said, "Footboy go fetch Speedy." She clapped her hands. "Do it quickly."
Ricky obediently scurried out of the room.
I was just finishing drying Roxanne when Ricky returned. Stevie was right behind him.
Sandra glared at Stevie as he entered the room. "Speedy, we have studs in the house. I'm shocked that I'm seeing three cucks running around with free swinging dicks. It appears that you have forgotten your place."
Stevie hung his head. "My apology Mistress Sandra. I was busy preparing the dinner, I forgot."
"We'll address the issue of the punishment for your negligence after dinner. Right now we need your cages. Fetch them!"
We all walked into the bedroom. Stevie opened one of the dressers.
While he was doing this, Sandra turned to Roxanne. "Where is Peewee's cage?"
"In the overnight bag on the makeup table in the playpen."
Julie snapped her fingers. "Footboy, fetch Mistress Roxanne's overnight bag. You have permission to enter the playpen this one time."
"Yes mistress."
Ricky ran out of the room.
While Stevie and Ricky were getting the chastity cages Sandra turned to Jason and Aaron. "Gentlemen, I apologize for the fact that you were subjected to the presence of uncontrolled slaves."
Aaron was about to say something but Jason subtly tapped his leg and shook his head "no". Jason obviously understood that this was part of the game.
"Roxie, have Peewee sit on the bed." Sandra motioned to a spot near the foot of the giant bed.
Roxanne looked at me and pointed to the spot that Sandra had just designated. "Peewee sit!"
I obediently sat down.
Stevie came over to the bed. He was carrying two chastity cages and some lotion. "Mistress, here are the items you requested."
Sandra took them. "Thank you Speedy." She pointed to a spot on the bed next to me and snapped her fingers. "Speedy sit!"
Stevie immediately responded to her command.
Just then Ricky ran back into the room carrying Roxanne's overnight bag. He immediately went to Julie and fell to his knees. He kissed her feet and said, "Mistress here is the bag you requested."
Julie leaned over and patted Ricky on the head, "Very good Footboy." She pointed to a spot on the bed on the other side of me and snapped her fingers. "Footboy sit on the bed!"
Ricky obeyed immediately.
Julie picked up the bag and handed it to Roxanne. "Here are your things Roxie."
"Thanks Jules." Roxanne opened the bag and took out my chastity cage.
Sandra handed Roxanne the bottle of lotion. "Here Roxie, it makes it easier for him."
My wife took the bottle of lotion from Sandra and poured some onto my cock and balls.
She passed the bottle back to Sandra. As she started rubbing the lotion in she said, "Control yourself Peewee. I'll be very unhappy if you spurt right now."
I focused my attention and tried to think of anything other than sex. I breathed a sigh of relief when Roxanne snapped my cage into place and closed the lock. I am not sure I know why, but it would have been very humiliating for me to have ejaculated while Roxanne was putting on my cage.



Julie and Sandra finished locking up Stevie and Ricky's cages at about the same time that Roxanne finished locking mine.
All three of our wives took out new gold necklaces. Sandra smiled at Stevie as she attached the key to his cage to her necklace. "Look at the presents that you bought for us today baby. Aren't they nice? All of us thought it was really wicked when we saw Mistress Roxanne wearing the key to her husbands chastity belt around her neck at Baxter's last Thursday night."
Julie and Roxanne each attached our keys to their own necklaces. When they were done, all three of our wives handed us their gold chains and turned around.
Julie giggled as she said, "Put these on for us cuckboys."
We fastened the clasps on the girl's necklaces. As soon as we were done Jason smiled and said, "Well cuckboys, it looks like your wives now belong to us for the rest of the evening." I noticed a different, more dominant tone to his voice.
Sandra stood up, walked over to Jason and kissed him on the lips. As she kissed her lover she stared at her husband and said, "Baby I've been looking forward to this all week. I can't wait to feel that big cock of yours inside my pussy."
It was clear to me that the game was now in full swing.
Julie went over to her dresser. She took a bag out of the top drawer and opened it. As she opened it she said, "Guess what boys, we bought new outfits for you today."
She handed each of us a pair of pink crotchless panties. There were large lace ruffles all over them. The ruffles almost made them look like small skirts.
Sandra giggled. "Go on cuckboys, put them on. We can't wait to see how cute you look."
I stepped into mine and pulled them up. My caged penis easily slipped through the slit in the crotch. This was very creative. We were wearing women's panties, but they didn't conceal our chastity cages. It was the basis for a very humiliating outfit.
Julie went back to the bag. She handed each of us a white tee shirt. As I slipped mine on I realized that it was a crop top designed for a teenage girl. It was at least two sizes too small so it was a very tight fit.
Julie looked at us and nodded in approval. "No one will be mistaking the three of you for men at tonights dinner."
Sandra smiled. "We have one more item to add." She went to her dresser and came back with a dog collar. As she placed it around Stevie's neck she said, "It's important that everyone knows you belong to us."
Julie was putting a similar collar on Ricky. At the same time Roxanne took my collar out of the overnight bag and put it on me.
Sandra looked at the clock next to the bed. "Oh dear, look at the time. Its 6:45. The dinner party is scheduled to start at 7:00. Speedy and Footboy you know what your duties are. Peewee take Mr. Mathews and Mr. Carter over to Mistress Brenda's house and get them each a cocktail."
As we started to leave the bedroom Sandra picked up the horsewhip that was on the top of her dresser. "Cuckboys, tonight we expect you to be very attentive to the needs of our guests. If you fail us, we assure you that you will be severely punished."
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Jason, Aaron and I walked out the glass doors and on to the patio. I followed them as they led the way to Brenda's house. Even though I was supposed to be guiding Jason and Aaron, we all knew that they were actually guiding me.
As we walked along Jason said, "Peewee, you understand that for the next several hours were going to treat you like a slave."
I smiled. "I know. Don't worry, it's going to be just as fun for me as it is for you."
Jason nodded. "Good, I just want to be sure you understand that Aaron and I both like you. I feel like we're already becoming good friends. I don't want tonight to get in the way of that."
"Thank you, it's nice of you to say that. I feel the same way." I smiled at Jason and Aaron. "Like I said, don't worry about me. I'm having a good time. This is stacking up as a wonderful day."
Jason laughed. "We think it is to buddy."
When we got to Brenda's patio Jason opened the door and said, "After you my friend."
I stood still for a moment. I was offering to let Aaron go first, but he also motioned for me to go through. It was a tiny gesture, but an important one. They were both telling me that they understood that we were doing nothing more this evening than acting out a fantasy.
As I thought about that I laughed to myself. It wasn't quite a fantasy. Another man was going to be fucking my wife this evening, still it was being done for everyone's pleasure.
When we came in, Brenda was waiting for us in the living room. She walked right up to me and kissed my cheek. "Welcome to our home Peewee. All of us are so excited that you and Roxanne are joining us tonight."
Maddie came out of the kitchen. "Hi Peewee." She also walked up to me and kissed me. As she kissed me she said, "I can't wait to feel your cute little tongue in my ass."
"Maddie, give the little guy a moment to get acclimated before you start tormenting him."
I turned. It was April. She was just coming out of what appeared to be the dining room. Mark was following her. Mark was dressed in an outfit similar to mine.
She smiled at me. "Hi Peewee. You sure made a hit with our boys today. Apparently you're a wonderful golf partner."
I smiled back at April. "Thank you April I had fun to." I nodded to Mark, "It was a good game wasn't it Mark?"
Suddenly everyone got very quiet. Brenda tapped my shoulder and said. "Peewee honey tonight we only use cuck names. Bobby will be addressed only as Quickie, Mark will be addressed only as Tiny. You of course are Peewee. Stevie is Speedy and Ricky is Footboy. All women are to be addressed with the title, Mistress. All studs will be addressed as sir or Mr.."
I turned. "Mistress Brenda, please forgive me. I am just learning how to behave in this house."
Brenda patted my ass. "It's okay Peewee, just don't do it again." She paused. Her expression became very stern. "If you do we will ask Mistress Roxanne to whip you while we watch."
Bobby and Jamal walked out of the kitchen. Bobby was dressed exactly like Stevie, Ricky, Mark and me. It was clearly the cuck uniform for the evening.
Jamal was dressed in a nice silk shirt and dark slacks. It was obvious that he was not a cuck.
They both smiled and waved when they saw me. As he waved Bobby said, "Hi Peewee welcome to our humble home."
I smiled back and said, "Hi Quickie, hello Mr. Wright."
Jamal nodded to me. "Hey Peewee, I'm glad your here tonight. I think were going to have a good time."
Bobby laughed. "What are you talking about. You and Mistress Maddie would be doing the same thing whether were having a party or not."
Jamal shrugged. "I guess you're right." And then he grinned at us. "But the service is going to be very good around here tonight."
Bobby Mark and I all started laughing.
"Hey if the service is supposed to be so good around here, why is it that Aaron, Jamal and I don't have a drink in our hands?" We all turned. Jason was looking at us with a great big grin on his face.
Brenda looked at me. "Peewee, you're neglecting our men. Please see if Mr. Mathews, Mr. Carter and Mr. Wright would like a cocktail." She paused and stared at me. "I do not want to hear that any of our dates have had to ask for another cocktail for the rest of the evening. I expect you to anticipate their needs. Is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress Brenda. It's very clear."
"Very good." She turned to Mark. "Tiny, would you please show Peewee where the bar is located. He's going to be in charge of serving drinks tonight."
Mark bowed. "Yes Mistress Brenda, right away."
As he turned Brenda added, "Tiny I also want you to teach him how to properly serve drinks and appetizers to a man or a lady."
Mark nodded. "I will teach him everything Mistress."
Brenda smiled. "I am sure you will Tiny."
"Peewee, come with me, the bar is over here." As we walked over he said, "Most of the men drink scotch, bourbon or beer. One or two might drink martini's. You will want to be sure to ask all of them how much ice they like in their drinks." He turned. "The glasses are back here and you should use one of these serving trays over here. In this house you must always use a tray when you serve a drink to a man."
I nodded. "I can do this."
Mark smiled. "I am sure you can." He paused. "There is one other thing. When you first approach a man you are expected to curtsy prior to addressing him."
I looked at Mark. "Curtsy? Isn't that how girls show respect?"
Mark nodded. "Yes it is."
I took a deep breath. "Okay, show me."
Mark bent his knees and did a slight bow. It was a very feminine gesture. It was slowly becoming clear to me that I was going to have a very humiliating job tonight.
Mark looked at me. "Do you understand how to do it?"
"Yes."
"Good, go get drinks for the men who are here. Start with Jason he'll help you if you make a mistake. Do Jamal last. Maddie loves seeing us get punished. Jamal loves Maddie. He likes to make her happy. He's a good guy; he'll be fair, but he will demand perfection."
I shook my head and took a deep breath. "Thanks Mark."
Mark shook his head. "No Peewee, tonight I'm Tiny. Do not forget that."
I walked over to Jason. He was talking with Aaron and Jamal. I politely curtsied and said, "Mr. Mathews may I get you a cocktail?"
He looked at me and said, "Yes Peewee, that would be very nice. I'd like three ounces of Johnny Walker Black with two ice cubes."
Jason was being very specific about what he wanted, He was indeed giving me a break.
I turned to Aaron and curtsied. "Mr. Carter would you like a cocktail."
He also smiled and said, "Give me three ounces of Jack Daniels with two ice cubes."
I curtsied again. "Right away sir."
I knew that my real test was coming next. I turned to Jamal and curtsied. "Mr Wright can I bring you a cocktail?"
"Yeah Peewee, bring me some scotch."
"How do you take it sir?"
"On the rocks."
"How much ice would you like sir?"
"Two cubes will be just right."
"Yes sir. I will get your drink right away sir."
I curtsied and turned to leave. As I was walking away Jamal said, "Peewee, you did a good job."
I stopped and turned. "Thank you sir."
As I was standing at the bar making the drinks for the men, the patio door opened. I looked up. Sandra, Julie and Roxanne walked in. They were stunning.
Sandra and Julie came in first.
Sandra walked right over to Jason, leaned over and kissed him on the lips.
Jason laughed and said, "Sandra you look absolutely gorgeous tonight."
Julie walked over to Aaron. "Baby, How do you like my outfit?"
Aaron pulled Julie onto his lap and cupped her breast. "Lets skip dinner and go to the playpen right now."
Julie rubbed his crotch. "No baby, I want you nice and worked up before we start to play." She kissed his cheek, "but once we start to play I'm going to make you the happiest man in the world."
Roxanne followed them through the door. I'd never seen her looking this beautiful.
She walked right over to me. "How do I look Peewee? Do you think Brett will find me attractive?"
I shook my head. "Mistress Roxanne you look like a goddess tonight. Brett is the luckiest man in the world."
She giggled. "Are you jealous of him?"
I nodded. "Yes Mistress, I am."
She laughed. "Good, you should be."
"Well don't the three of you look stunning."
It was Brenda. She'd changed into a thin white blouse and plaid skirt. Her blouse was transparent and open to her navel. It just barely contained her sumptuous breasts. Her skirt was indecently short and as I watched her move, I was reasonably certain she wasn't wearing any underwear.
"You look pretty hot yourself Bren."
I turned. It was April. She was leaning on the back of the couch. She'd also changed clothes. April was the queen of the sultry look and she was demonstrating that tonight. She was dressed in a red silk dress that clung to every curve of her body. This evening her date was going to be a very happy man.
"Damn!"
I turned, Jamal was staring at the other side of the room. I followed his eyes. When I saw what he was looking at my jaw nearly hit the floor.
"Do you like my outfit baby. you've been working so hard at the hospital lately that I wanted to look especially hot for you tonight."
It was of course Maddie. She was wearing a net body stocking and a pair of panties. That was all. I have to say that she did look incredibly sexy.
She walked across the room and sat down on Jamal's lap. "I hope you're not too tired to play tonight sweetheart."
He laughed. "Well if I was, I guarantee that I just woke up."
While I was serving the men their drinks; Stevie, Bobby and Ricky walked in carrying several covered pans. This was obviously tonights dinner. Apparently Stevie had prepared it in Sandra' and Julie's kitchen and they were now bringing it over to Brenda, April and Maddie's kitchen.
As they were carrying the food into the house the doorbell rang.
Brenda turned. "Tiny, please answer the door. I believe the rest of our guests are arriving."
I watched Mark walk to the front door in his pink crotchless panties, chastity cage, white crop top tee shirt and dog collar. As he reached for the front door I chuckled to myself that I hoped it wasn't the Federal Express man.
When he opened the door it wasn't the Federal Express man. It was actually three men. All of them were tall and very handsome.
One of them was very tall. He must have stood at least 6'6". I assumed that he was April's date, Mike Turner. If you remember the conversation at golf this morning, it was mentioned that April had a thing for big men.
The next man was quite young. I guessed that he was just barely twenty-one. This had to be Jimmy Wheeler. He was Brenda's date. Brenda liked college guys.
That meant that the third man was Brett Ryman. He was Roxanne's date. I smiled to myself. Roxanne was going to be very happy. Brett was her kind of guy. He stood about 6'2" with broad shoulders and a narrow waist. His tight knit shirt showed off his muscular chest and large biceps. Brett was obviously a regular visitor to the gym.
Brenda walked over to the door. "Hi guys, come in."
As they stepped in she pulled Jimmy aside and kissed him on the cheek. "Hi baby, I'm glad you could make it."
Jimmy smiled. "So am I." He stopped and looked at Bobby's wife. "Brenda you look gorgeous tonight. That outfit is very sexy."
Brenda giggled. "I thought you might enjoy taking it off a little later tonight."
"I can't wait."
Brenda turned to the kitchen. "April, Mike's here. Quickie come say hello to Mr. Wheeler."
She turned to Brett. "Hello Brett. Thank you for coming tonight."
Brett smiled at Brenda. "Thanks for inviting me Brenda. You guys throw the best dinner parties in town."
Brenda took Brett's hand. "Allow me to introduce you to your date for tonight."
Roxanne was standing a few feet away.
Brett Ryman, I would like you to meet Roxanne Mitchell. Roxanne this is Brett."
Brett looked at my wife. "Julie said you were pretty, but that's an understatement. Roxanne you are absolutely stunning."
Roxanne blushed. "Thank you kind sir."
Brenda gestured towards me. "Brett this is Roxanne's husband Peewee."
Brett smiled. "Hi Peewee. You have a gorgeous wife. I'm certain I'm going to enjoy her company this evening."
Brenda looked at me. "Peewee bow to Mr. Ryman and thank him for complimenting your wife."
I curtsied and said, "Thank you sir for the nice things you said about my Mistress."
Brenda looked at Brett. "Please excuse Peewee. He's new at this. He's just learning how to show proper respect to a man."
Brett nodded. "It's quite all right Peewee. I'm a very tolerant guy."
Brenda took Roxanne's hand and put it into Brett's. "Roxie why don't you take Brett outside and show him the patio. You have a few minutes before we all sit down in the parlor. It will give the two of you a chance to get acquainted."
Roxanne smiled at Brett and said, "Come with me."
As they walked towards the patio door I called to Brett. "Mr. Ryman, may I bring you a cocktail."
He turned. "That would be very nice Peewee, I like scotch on the rocks. Three cubes. Be generous when you pour the whiskey."
"Yes sir. I'll bring your drink to the patio."
As I was making Brett's drink, Bobby and April came out of the kitchen.
April walked up to Mike, kissed his cheek and said, "Hi honey, how are you tonight."
Mike smiled. "I am doing very well now that I'm with you." He stopped and looked at April. "You look beautiful tonight."
April blushed. "Thank you I bought this outfit yesterday so I could wear it for you tonight."
"It's very sexy."
"That's what I was hoping you would think."
Mike took April in his arms and kissed her. It was a long passionate kiss.
When they were done April took a moment to catch her breath and then she turned to her husband. "Tiny say hello to Mr. Turner."
Mark Curtsied and said, "Hello Mr. Turner, it's nice to see you again."
Mike smiled at Mark. "Thanks Tiny it's nice to see you to."
I finished making Brett's drink. As I put it on a tray I noticed that Bobby was greeting his wife's date.
As I carried Brett's drink across the living room I watched Bobby curtsy to the much younger man and say, "Hello Mr. Wheeler. I am so pleased that you could be here tonight sir."
I turned and opened the patio door. As I stepped through I stopped. Brett and my wife were locked in a passionate embrace. Brett's right hand was under Roxanne's short tee shirt. Roxanne had unzipped Brett's pants. She was holding his erect penis in her right hand."
I panicked. I didn't really know what to do. I took a deep breath to try to calm myself. I wasn't upset. I knew this was going to happen. Still I was a bit disconcerted. I was supposed to serve a drink and I had just walked in on a rather intimate moment.
I decided that my best course of action was to try to blunder my way through. I swallowed hard, curtsied and said, "Your cocktail sir."
Both Brett and Roxanne turned. Roxanne stared at me for a moment and then she smiled. "Set Mr. Ryman's drink on the table Peewee."
I set the drink down and stood still. I wasn't sure what to do next.
After a moment Roxanne said, "You may go now Peewee. My man and I are busy. We won't be needing your services until a little later."
I turned to leave. As I opened the patio door I heard Roxanne ask Brett, "Where were we?'
Brett answered, "I think you were about to give me a blow job."
My wife giggled and said, "What a delightful idea."
I went back into the house. I wanted to look back to see what Roxanne and Brett were doing, but I didn't dare. I was afraid I'd be violating their privacy. I assumed my wife was now on her knees in front of her date. Knowing Roxanne, I was fairly certain that she already had Brett's cock in her mouth.
As I stepped into the living room I was wondering just how big he was. I smiled to myself. Being a cuckold creates some strange reactions. I found myself hoping that he was really big. I knew Roxanne would enjoy that.
Suddenly I realized that Ricky was talking to me. "Peewee, If you don't want to be whipped you need to get some drinks served quickly."
That brought me to my senses. I had work to do. I quickly ran around taking drink orders. I can be very efficient when I need to. It wasn't long before I was caught up.
Sandra walked up to me as I was standing at the bar opening a bottle of pinot grigio. "Peewee, where did your Mistress and Mr. Ryman disappear to?"
I smiled at her. "When I last saw them they were on the patio. I believe that Mistress Roxanne was about to give Mr. Ryman a blow job."
Sandra looked at me for a moment and then she smiled and said, "Well it's good that they found a common interest." She paused. "Are you enjoying this Peewee?"
I smiled. "Yes Mistress Sandra, I'm enjoying this very much."
Sandra nodded. "Good, Stevie likes you; so do all the other guys. We really like Roxanne to, were all hoping that the two you become good friends with us."
"Thank you Mistress Sandra. I know Mistress Roxanne and I would both like that."
Suddenly the patio door opened and Roxanne and Brett walked in, Brett was zipping up his pants. Roxanne walked directly to me. She was grinning, but she was keeping her mouth tightly closed.
Sandra laughed. "Hey everyone, I think we're about to have the first creamy kiss of the evening."
Everyone in the room stopped what they were doing and watched us.
Roxanne grabbed my head and pulled my lips to her lips. As we kissed she opened her mouth and passed a large glob of semen into my mouth.
When she was done she giggled and said, "Swallow it Baby, swallow all of it."
Everyone in the room clapped and cheered while they watched me swallow Brett's cum.
Brett and Roxanne decided to take a tour of the house. When they walked across the living room I noticed that Roxanne was holding Brett's hand.
I had a few minutes so I decided to clean up the bar. While I was working Bobby tapped me on the shoulder. "Stevie needs you in the kitchen. I'll cover the bar for a few minutes."
I went into the kitchen. Stevie and Ricky were standing by the sink. Stevie smiled at me and said, "How are you doing Willie?"
I looked at him. "Aren't you taking a risk calling me that?"
"No were in the kitchen. This is our space. The rules don't apply here. If our wives come in we can interact normally with them here. The studs aren't allowed in here." He paused. "Sometimes we make an exception for Jason, but he's the only one."
"So this is a little area of sanity."
Ricky laughed."It sure is."
Stevie went to the refrigerator and took out a bottle of Heineken Beer. He opened it and handed it to me."Here, Roxanne told Sandra that you're a beer guy."
I took the bottle. "Are you sure this is okay."
Ricky picked up a glass of red wine and took a sip. "This is our space. Yes it's okay."
I took a big swallow of beer. It tasted wonderful. "What's the chance that I can get one of these for Roxanne? She'd really like it. It's her favorite brand. The only beer in the bar is American."
"We have a 12 pack in the back refrigerator and another 12 pack in the basement. You can certainly put a few bottles in the bar."



Stevie turned to Ricky. "Why don't you go tell Roxanne that we need to see her in the kitchen. Bring Julie to, that way she can make sure Roxanne understands the rules in here."
Ricky left.
"So Willie are you having a good time?"
I grinned at him. "Yes I really am. Are you?"
Stevie laughed. "My friend, I lead an absolutely magnificent life. Yes I am enjoying myself. I have the greatest wife in the world and I love being a cuckold."
"I kind of thought so."
"Hi baby."
We turned. It was Sandra. Ricky, Julie and Roxanne were following her.
"I heard there was going to be a meeting in the kitchen. I didn't want to miss it for anything." She walked up to Stevie and kissed him. "Jason's fun, but I miss being with you sweetiheart."
"You won't feel that way later tonight when you have that big cock of his in your mouth."
Sandra giggled. "You know me way to well."
They both started laughing.
Roxanne walked up to me. "Hi baby, Ricky said you wanted to see me."
Ricky went to the refrigerator and took out another Heineken. "Willie thought you might like one of these."
Roxanne looked at the beer. "This is my favorite. Thank you Footboy."
Julie said, "Roxie, you can call him Ricky in here. This is the kitchen. This is the cuck's world."
Roxanne nodded and said, "Thank you Ricky."
He smiled at her. "You're welcome Roxanne, would you like a glass?"
She shook her head. "No thank you, the bottle is just fine. Peewee and I are pretty simple people." She stopped and looked at me. "I mean Willie. Sorry sweetheart, it gets to be a habit."
I shrugged. "Don't worry, I understand. It's okay."
She held up her beer. "Where did this come from?"
Stevie laughed. "It's from our private cuck stock."
Julie explained. "On date nights, our boys get whatever they want in the kitchen." She had her arm around Ricky.
Sandra laughed. "Ricky and Stevie buy everything. I'm quite certain that the food and wine in the kitchen is a lot better than the food and wine being served out there."
Stevie shook his head. "Now now, you guys are getting nothing but the best."
Sandra hugged him. "I know baby, I just love teasing you."
Stevie kissed her cheek. "I'll bet Jason is getting lonely. Isn't it about time for you to move into the parlor?"
Sandra nodded. "Come on girls, we'd better get back to our dates."
Julie and Sandra walked out the kitchen door. Roxanne stayed behind for a moment.
She put her arms around my neck and hugged me. "Baby, are you having a good time?"
I smiled. "Yes, this is a submissive cuckolds fantasy come true."
Roxanne laughed. "Sweetheart it certainly is a good thing we found each other."
"How do you like Brett?"
"Oh honey he's very handsome." She paused. "He's a really nice guy to. I'm having a lot of fun just talking to him." She sighed. "And he has a really big cock."
"Do you like him as much as you like Pete?"
Roxanne looked at me for a minute and then she said, "Yes I think I do." She paused. "But neither of them are anywhere near as much fun as you. Willie you're my baby." She kissed me. "You always will be. I love partying with other guys, but your sweet little body will always be my favorite."
She kissed me on the lips. "But not for the rest of tonight. Tonight we're playing our game. Tonight I belong to Brett. Tonight Brett's my baby and you are going to have to watch as we enjoy each other." She reached under my tee shirt and grabbed my nipple. As she twisted it she said, "Tonight I want you to suffer."
Roxanne stepped back from me "Thanks for the beer Peeeeeeweeeeee. Now I'm going back to my stud lover. I can't wait to get his big hard cock into my mouth again."
Roxanne turned and walked out the door. After she left Stevie looked at me. "Willie she really loves you."
I smiled at him, "Yes I know. Isn't it wonderful."
Stevie nodded in agreement.
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Ricky grabbed my arm. "Come with me Willie. They're moving into the parlor right now.
He led me through the dining room and into the living room. As we crossed the living room Ricky explained, "This house is really a small mansion. There are lots of rooms. We call the one we're going to now the parlor. It's kind of a cozy living room. We use it for both date nights and family meetings. We added another love seat just for you and Roxanne."
We passed through a door on the other side of the living room and suddenly I found myself in a room that might have been part of a country estate in an Agatha Christie Mystery.
The woodwork was all dark mahogany. The floor was covered by a large oriental rug. The windows were draped with plush red velvet curtains. At one end of the room a small fire was burning in a large mahogany paneled fire place.
There were six dark brown leather love seats arranged in a circle around the fireplace. Each of these love seats was currently occupied by one of our wives and her date for the evening. I noticed that all of the cucks were also in the room. The session in the parlor was apparently a command performance.
Roxanne and Brett were sitting together to my right. Roxanne had her shoes off. Her legs were curled under her. She was snuggled tightly against Brett with her arm around his shoulders. There was a look of admiration in her eyes as she listened to him entertain everyone with a funny story about the traffic jams in Boston.
Pangs of jealousy immediately shot through me. Anyone who has ever been a cuckold will tell you that watching your wife being fucked by another man is exciting. Watching her flirt with him and fawn over him is painful.
This was obviously the intended purpose of the parlor session. Our wives were torturing us. At this moment they were making it clear to us that tonight they belonged to other men.
Jason started telling a similar story about the traffic in New York City. As he was telling the story Brett lifted my wife's short top up and exposed her large breasts to everyone in the room.
I suspected that Brett was getting a little thrill out of exposing my wife's breasts to the five other men at the party. Roxanne is quite an exhibitionist. I was pretty certain that she was also getting a thrill out of being exposed to the other men.
I looked around the parlor. Brenda was sitting next to Jimmy Wheeler. He had his arm around her. She was massaging his crotch. Bobby was not too far from me. He was watching his wife.
Sandra was sitting on Jason's lap. She had her arms around his neck. Jason had his hand under Sandra's top. Sandra was giggling. I noticed that Stevie was standing on the other side of the room. His eyes were fixed on his wife and his friend as they played with each other.
Julie was snuggled up next to Aaron. He had her flimsy skirt pulled up around her waist. His left hand was inside her panties. Ricky was kneeling at his wife's feet. As I watched the three of them I thought to myself that Ricky was probably the most submissive of all of us.
April was sitting on Mike's lap. Mike is a big man. His powerful arms were wrapped around Mark's wife. She was snuggled up with her cheek pressed against his massive chest. Her eyes were closed. She was obviously enjoying the blanketing embrace of her brawny lovers muscular body.
Mark was helping me serve drinks. I watched as he respectfully approached his wife and her lover. He carefully curtsied and asked, "Mr. Turner may I get you or Mistress April another drink?"
Mike stared at Mark while he slipped his hand inside April's blouse and cupped her breast. As he fondled her nipple he smiled at Mark and said, "Yes Tiny, that would be very nice. I would love another beer and you can bring your wife another glass of pinot grigio."
Mark curtsied again. "Very good sir. I'll get your drinks right away."
When Mark left April made a big show of kissing Mike on the lips.
I looked over at Jamal and Maddie. Jamal had his arm around Maddie. Her head was snuggled up to his chest. They were oblivious to the teasing and taunting that was going on in the room. They were totally absorbed with each other. They were here because these people were their friends. When dinner was over and the real sex began, it was clear that they would go off by themselves and make quiet, passionate love.
The party in the parlor went on for another twenty minutes. I call it a party because it kind of resembled the usual cocktail segment of a normal dinner party. Our wives and their men chatted and made jokes while they sipped a variety of drinks.
There was, of course, a glaring difference. The atmosphere at this party was permeated with sex. While they talked, all six of the couples were touching, teasing and fondling each other. It was actually an hour of delicious foreplay.
The other obvious difference was that your normal dinner party was not usually staffed with slaves.
As I thought about this, I realized that we were not just slaves. We were eunuchs. That was the purpose of our chastity cages. They were a form of temporary castration. When our wives snapped those plastic cases into place we surrendered our manhood. This was the reason they got so much pleasure from wearing the keys to our chastity cages as jewelry. They were wearing our manhood around their necks while they played with their studs. It was a display of incredible power.
As I considered this I realized that I had an overwhelming desire to go over to Roxanne, drop to my knees and kiss her feet. I loved surrendering power to this woman I adored. I wanted to be her obedient "eunuch". As I watched my wife play with her stallion, I fully understood that I was not only willing, I was eager to let her control my manhood.
Bobby tapped me on the shoulder. "Peewee, come into the kitchen with me."
As we were walking out of the the parlor, Sandra stood up and turned to everyone. "Why don't we adjourn to the dining room. It's time for the cucks to serve us our dinner."
I followed Bobby into the kitchen. Two places were set at the kitchen table.
Bobby pointed to a chair and said, "Peewee, sit down. You and I will be the first two to eat." As I sat down Bobby explained, "During dinner we work in pairs. You and I are going to work as a team. Ricky and Mark will be the other team. Stevie will supervise the kitchen and eat when he has the opportunity. Ricky and Mark will serve our wives and their men while you and I eat. When we're done eating we'll switch places. We'll do this for each course of the meal.
Bobby brought each of us a bowl of lobster bisque. It was wonderful. As soon as we were finished Bobby stood up and said, "Lets go to work so Mark and Ricky can have some soup."
We walked into the dining room. Everyone was eating soup and chatting. I looked at my wife. Her attention was completely focused on Brett.
As soon as Sandra saw me she called to me, "Peewee we l need more wine. Open two more bottles of the chardonnay."
I got busy.
The system was a good one. By working in pairs we were able to keep up with the needs of our Mistresses and their men. It also gave us an opportunity to occasionally relax and enjoy the evening. From time to time Stevie would join us when it was our turn to sit at the table.
His dinner was excellent. The second course was a delicious Caesar salad. It was followed by an outstanding beef stroganoff. Dessert was a creme brule. Stevie was an outstanding cook.
When our wives and their men were finished with their dessert Brenda stood and said, "Lets adjourn to the parlor for coffee." She turned to her husband. "Quickie clear the table." She looked at me. "Peewee, set up a coffee service in the parlor."
I went to the kitchen. "Stevie they're moving back into the parlor. Brenda wants me to serve coffee."
Stevie nodded. "The coffee is ready. It's over there." He pointed to two coffee makers on the counter. "The tray is next to the pots."
I looked. There was a sugar bowl and cream pitcher on the tray.
"Use the insulated carafes next to the tray. The cream is in the refrigerator. The sugar bowl is full. You'll find cups and saucers in the cupboard over the coffee pots."
I started to fill the coffee carafes.
Stevie turned to Mark and Ricky. "Mark, help Willie in the parlor. Ricky help Bobby clear the table and load the dishwasher. Mark they're going to want cognac with their coffee. Bring a bottle from the bar. We'll also need 12 glasses. Ricky, make sure we have at least four bottles of champagne on ice. When they're done with their coffee they'll want champagne." He turned to me. "That's when things will start to get wild."
As I was picking up the tray to carry it to the parlor Stevie said, "Willie remember your manners. It's after dinner. Playtime is starting. They'll be looking for excuses to punish you."
As I carried the coffee tray to the parlor, I thought about Stevie's warning. I was starting to get excited.
When I entered the parlor I realized immediately that the mood of the party was changing. Our wives and their dates were back on their love seats, only now the sex was becoming much more overt.
Sandra already had her top off. She was massaging Jason's crotch. Julie and Aaron were locked in a passionate kiss. So were April and Mike. Brenda was lying against Jimmy's chest. Her blouse was open, her large breasts were fully exposed. He was fondling her nipples.
As I set the coffee tray down I looked at Brett and Roxanne. Roxanne was lying against Brett. Her top was again pulled up over her breasts. Brett was fondling her nipples. Roxanne was staring at me. When she noticed that I was looking at her she lasciviously licked her lips and smiled at me.
Maddie and Jamal were still snuggled against each other. I got the impression that they were now here as spectators.
I started taking coffee orders. I began with Sandra and Jason. I walked up to them, curtsied politely and said "Mr. Mathews may I get some coffee for you and your lady?"
Jason smiled, "Thank you Peewee, I take mine black, Sandra takes hers with cream."
I prepared their coffees and put them on a small tray. When I served them I again curtsied politely and set the cups on the table next to them. As I turned to leave Sandra said, "That was nicely done Peewee."
I turned, curtsied again and said, "Thank you Mistress Sandra." Oddly, I felt very proud. As I turned to Julie and Aaron to get their coffee order I realized that I enjoyed being a slave for these women.
As I was serving Julie and Aaron their coffee, Mark came in with a tray filled with glasses of cognac. He went right to Sandra and Jason and curtsied. "Mr. Mathews, would you and Mistress Sandra like some cognac?" Jason nodded and Mark set two glasses next to their coffee.
Mark and I continued to serve each couple in that manner. When I got to Roxanne and Brett I curtsied, but before I could ask them if they would like coffee Roxanne smiled at me, kissed Brett on the cheek and said, "Baby, look at my husband. Isn't he just about the cutest little pussy wimp that you've ever seen?"
Brett leered at me while he softly twisted my wife's nipples in his finger tips. "Roxie, he is cute. I love his pink panties." He chuckled. "I really like the fact that you have his little dick locked in a plastic cage." He leaned over and kissed her. "It makes me feel good to know that the only cock you'll be playing with tonight is mine."
Roxanne started laughing. "Honey, it wouldn't matter if that little peepee of his was locked up or not. Your big hard dick is the only one I am going to play with tonight." She leaned over and kissed Brett's cheek. "I can't wait to feel it inside my pussy."
Roxanne turned back to me. "Peewee, are you going to get some coffee for my man and me or do I have to teach you some manners with my horsewhip?"
Brett lifted the hem of my wife's skirt, parted the her thighs, started to massage her cunt and said, "I would love to watch that."
Roxanne kissed Brett on the lips. "If my little wimp husband doesn't get his ass in gear and get us some coffee, you're going to get your show."
At that moment, I was as sexually excited as I have ever been in my entire life. I cannot even begin to explain it, but I loved being a slave for Roxanne and Brett.
I curtsied again. Mr. Ryman may I get some coffee for you and your lady?"
Brett smirked at me. "My lady, I like that." He turned to Roxanne. "Sweetheart, would you like a cup of coffee?"
"Roxanne smiled. "Yes dear. I would love some. I take mine with a little cream." She looked at me. "But you already know that don't you Peewee."
I bowed my head. "Yes Mistress." I looked up at Brett. "Mr. Ryman, how would you like your coffee?"
"I take mine black Peewee."
I curtsied again. "Thank you sir. I'll get your coffee right away."
As I walked away, both Roxanne and Brett were giggling.
Sandra stood up. "Its time for each of us to leash our cucks and move to a more private spot. I think our men are reaching a point where they'd like to have a more active part in tonights activities."
She turned to Jason, "Baby I think it's playtime for you and me."
Jason smiled at Sandra.
"Excuse me Sandra, but I think you are forgetting something."
We all turned. It was Maddie.
"I believe that earlier this evening there was a major violation of house rules."
Sandra stopped. After a moment she smiled at Maddie and said. "Yes Madeline, I believe you are correct. We did in fact have an uncontrolled cuck running around in the presence of men. A punishment session is in order before we adjourn."
Maddie nodded. "Yes Sandra, but if my information is accurate we need three punishment sessions. It's my understanding that there were in fact three uncontrolled cucks running around."
Jason stood up. "I am sorry, this was my fault. Aaron and I arrived early."
Sandra put up her hand. "I'm sorry sweetheart, this is a house affair. It was Stevie, Ricky and Peewee's responsibility to realize that they were in violation of house rules and inform a Mistress so that they could be properly caged."
Jason looked at Sandra. "You were in the tub when we arrived."
Stevie put his hand up to catch Jason's eye. When Jason turned, Stevie shook his head. It was a signal to stay out of this.
Jason looked at his friend, smiled and ceased his argument. Jason and I both suddenly understood the situation. The games were going to include a session of whipping. Our wives were going to find an excuse, it didn't matter what that excuse was.
Julie turned to Ricky. "Footboy, fetch our whips."
Ricky scurried out of the house.
While he was gone, Brenda began talking about the need for rules and order. It was all pretend.
Ricky returned in minutes. He was carrying three horsewhips.
Sandra and Julie stood up and removed the rest of their clothing. As soon as Roxanne realized what they were doing she also removed the rest of her clothing.
I smiled to myself. I was about to be whipped by a beautiful naked woman. I was already excited.
Brenda stood and removed her dress. She was now naked. "Footboy give me the whips."
As Ricky handed her the three horsewhips I chuckled to myself. The internet porn sites could never come up with a scenario as hot as this one.
Brenda took the whips and turned to her husband. "Quickie, fetch the leashes."
Bobby ran out of the parlor. After a moment he returned with a leather bag. He handed it to his wife and knelt at her feet.
Brenda opened the bag and took out six dog leashes. I noticed that one of them was mine. She walked over to each of our wives and handed them our leash.
As soon as she got my leash Roxanne pointed at the floor and said, "Peewee sit."
As I got down on my knees I noticed that the other wives were doing the same thing with their cucks.
Roxanne bent over and attached my leash to my collar. When she was done she tugged on it and said, "Peewee Heel."
She led me to the edge of her love seat and stopped. "Peewee, lie across the arm."
I did as I was told. As I did it I noticed that Stevie and Ricky were being told to do the exact same thing. I also noticed that Jason, Aaron and Brett had all stood and moved behind our wives.
Brenda handed Sandra, Julie and Roxanne their horsewhips and turned to Maddie and April. "How many strokes?"
April said, "eight."
Maddie shook her head and said, "twelve."
Brenda looked at our wives and said, "ten."
Sandra, Julie and Roxanne all smiled and nodded in agreement.
Brenda smiled back and said, "I'll count."
I took a deep breath and got ready.
Brenda raised her hand. When she dropped it Sandra, Julie and Roxanne all pulled their whips back.
Whap! The three whips struck in unison. I winced in pain. This was the first time I'd ever been whipped. It hurt.
Our wives stepped back into the arms of their men. Jason was obviously the most experienced with this scene. He immediately put his arms around Sandra and started fondling her. Aaron and Brett saw what he was doing and followed suit.
Brenda sternly said, "No one is enjoying this. The three of you have forced us to do this because of your negligence. The rules must be followed and punishments must be meted out when the rules are broken."
I looked around, that was nonsense. Everyone was enjoying this. Jimmy Wheeler was standing behind Brenda. He was massaging her cunt as she spoke. The hem of April's skirt was up over her waist. Mike was softly rubbing her clit. Maddie was lying against Jamal. She was slowly stroking his stiff black cock. There was an expression of unbridled lust on her face.
Brenda looked at our wives and raised her hand. All three of them stepped forward and drew their whips back.
Brenda took a deep breath and said, "Please deliver three more blows."
Whap! Whap! Whap! Again the strokes came in unison. The pain was excruciating. Ricky was the first to cry out. I was biting my lip to keep from making noise.
After delivering the blows our wives again stepped back to the arms of their lovers.
I looked around. April had pulled Mark to her crotch. He was eating her pussy while she watched.
Jimmy had moved to Brenda's side. Bobby was now on his knees behind his wife. His face was buried in Brenda's ass.
"Please deliver the next three blows." Brenda raised her arm.
Our wives stepped forward and drew their whips back. Brenda dropped her arm.
Whap! Whap! Whap!
I screamed in pain. So did Stevie and Ricky.
Tears were starting to run down my cheeks as Roxanne stepped back into Brett's waiting arms. She turned and passionately kissed her lover while I lay across the arm of the love seat whimpering.
A horsewhip is the whip that Jockeys use to motivate their mounts during a horse race. The whip is designed to inflict pain without doing physical damage. This allowed our wives to hit without having to worry about physically injuring us. It allowed them to strike without mercy.
Brenda raised her arm
Our wives stepped forward for the final three blows.
Brenda dropped her arm, Whap! Whap! Whap! The blows came in rapid succession.
All three of us cried out. The pain was excruciating.
This time our wives did not step back. I looked around. Both Stevie and Ricky were in tears. So was I.



Brenda stepped forward. "I hope that the three of you have learned from this experience. Arrogance and disregard for the rules can never be tolerated. Please demonstrate your understanding and acceptance of this fact by kissing your wives."
I felt Roxanne tug on my leash. "Peewee come."
I slid off of the couch onto my knees. Roxanne tugged at my leash again. "Peewee heel"
I crawled to Roxanne and obediently kneeled at her feet. She turned. I spread the cheeks of her gorgeous ass. She sighed as she felt my lips make contact with her asshole.
As I kissed and licked Roxanne's ass I knew that I was in pain, but I also realized that both of us were wildly excited.
While I was licking Roxanne's ass I saw Jason grab Sandra and kiss her. Stevie still had his face pressed into his wifes ass. As soon as he was done kissing Sandra Jason grabbed her hand and said, "Come on Sandra, let's take your little friend and go play."
Sandra smiled and tugged on Stevie's leash. "Come Speedy, my man says it's party time."
Sandra and Jason led Stevie out of the parlor.
As they were leaving Brenda turned to Roxanne. ""Roxie, you can take Brett to the den. Quickie has already pulled out the sleep sofa and put clean sheets on it. It should make a perfect playroom for you and Brett."
Roxanne smiled. "Thank you Bren." She grabbed Brett's hand and said, "Shall we my dear?"
Brett laughed and said, "By all means."
Roxanne tugged on my leash with her other hand. "Peewee heel."
I crawled behind my wife and her lover as they held hands and led me to their assigned love nest.
When we got into the den Roxanne dropped my leash, pointed to a spot at the foot of the sleep sofa and said, "Peewee sit and stay."
I kneeled down at the end of the bed.
My wife sat down on the sleep sofa and pulled her date down next to her.
Roxanne was already nude. As soon as Brett was seated she started undressing him. When he was naked he took my wife into his arms and kissed her. It quickly turned into a long passionate kiss. As they kissed their hands freely explored each others bodies. Roxanne grabbed hold of Brett's huge erection and started stroking it. Brett responded by kissing and nuzzling Roxanne's cheek and neck. At the same time he started to fondle her large breasts.
After a few moments my wife started kissing her lovers chest.. She lasciviously licked each of his nipples and then she slowly worked her way down his body to his taut stomach. She took a moment to tongue his navel before she laid her head on that well muscled abdomen so she could stare at his huge cock while she continued to stroke it with her right hand.
Brett's eyes were closed. He was enjoying himself. I was overwhelmed with envy.
Roxanne slid further down her lover's body until her face hovered over his stiff penis. She looked at me, smiled and kissed the head of his cock.
When my wife put his erection into her mouth and started to suck it, Brett sighed and lay back on the bed. I really don't know how long the blow job lasted. It didn't really matter, at this moment time was meaningless to all three of us.
Roxanne was at her best. She deftly brought Brett to the brink of an orgasm several times. Each time she backed off and allowed him to regain his control before continuing.
At first I was puzzled by this. My wife had frequently explained to me that when she was with a guy she always gave him a quick blow job to get things started. She liked to to get his first orgasm out of the way immediately. She believed that most men had trouble controlling their initial ejaculation. It was their second and third erections that were the most fun.
Suddenly it dawned on me that this wasn't Brett's first blow job of the evening. Roxanne had taken care of that detail on the patio before dinner. Roxanne was now sucking Brett's cock for pure pleasure, hers as much as Brett's. My wife loved giving blow jobs.
Finally Roxanne took her lover's cock out of her mouth and sat up. She turned her back to me so she could stare into Brett's eyes as she straddled him and rubbed the tip of his rigid penis against the moist lips of her cunt. I could hear Roxanne gasp as she slowly lowered herself onto Brett's huge erection. As his big cock disappeared inside my wife I was very aware of the fact that this man wasn't wearing a condom.
As soon as Roxanne had all of Brett's cock inside her she stopped moving. For a moment she remained perfectly still and then she started to move up and down. This was the beginning of a marathon fuck session
Brett let Roxanne stay on top for a few minutes and then he rolled her over onto her back and climbed on top of her. He was now in control. He started by dictating the pace of their love making. At times he was slow and gentle, at other times he pumped his cock in and out of my wife with the savage fury of a ruthless beast.
Roxanne loved every minute of it. She had two orgasms before Brett finally started to ejaculate into her. When they were done, Brett lay quietly on top of my wife. Eventually the head of his softening cock slipped out of Roxanne's vagina. A glob of semen followed it. Brett rolled off of my wife and lay on his back. As he lay next to her, Roxanne spread her legs. A steady trickle of semen continued to drip from her cunt.
Roxanne looked at me and wiggled her finger. "Peewee come lick my lover's cum out of my pussy."
I climbed up on the bed and got between my wife's legs. I closed my eyes. Roxanne sighed when she felt me licking her lover's fresh deposit of semen from her cunt."
After several minutes my wife pushed my head back. "That's good Peewee. I'm nice and clean, now get back on the floor."
As soon as I was settled in my spot at the foot of the bed, Roxanne sat up and leaned over so she could put her lover's limp penis in her mouth. She gently massaged Brett's balls while she sucked on his flaccid cock. My wife was an expert at getting a man hard. It was a matter of seconds before Brett's penis started to grow.
When his cock was again erect, Brett rolled my wife onto her back. This time he was taking control immediately. Roxanne spread her legs. Brett mounted my wife and pushed his new erection into her wet cunt.
I really don't know how long their second fuck lasted. It was at least a half hour. Roxanne had another two orgasms before her lover finally shot his second load of semen into her.
When Brett rolled off of my wife, she again wiggled her finger at me. For the second time that evening I pulled myself up between Roxanne's legs and lapped up her lover's cum.
When I was done with my clean up duties, Brett got up. As he got dressed he looked at my wife and said, "Roxie, that was fun."
Roxanne grinned at him and sighed. "I hope we can do it again very soon."
Brett nodded.. "I'd like that very much. Julie gave me your telephone number, Can I call you?"
My wife smiled and said, "Yes, please."
Brett turned and walked out the door.
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Roxanne reached down and pulled me up onto the bed next to her. As she was unclasping my leash from my collar she asked, "Baby, did you enjoy yourself tonight?"
I thought for a minute, before I answered. Finally I said, "Yes I really did." I grinned at my wife. "It was a kind of like a fantasy night for a submissive, masochistic, sissy wimp, cuckold husband."
Roxanne laughed. "Peewee, you're putting yourself into a very elite group."
I nodded. "I strive to be the best of the best."
Roxanne laughed for a minute then she got quiet. "I'm worried that I hurt you when I whipped you."
I smiled. "Well you did, but I think that's the idea of the game."
"I know, but I am still worried that I hurt you."
I shook my head and grinned, "You didn't do anything that can't be treated by several weeks in an intensive care unit, followed by years of arduous physical therapy."
Roxanne looked at me and started to giggle. "I'll remember that remark wise guy."
I winked at her and said, "I hope you will." I stopped. "Did you have a good time tonight?"
Roxanne looked at me. "Willie I had a wonderful evening. I love these people."
I nodded. "So do I."
Roxanne kissed me. "Come on baby lets go find our new friends."
I looked at my wife. She was naked. "Do you want to get dressed first?"
She shrugged. "With this crowd, I don't think it matters. Besides, my clothes are scattered all over the parlor."
Roxanne stood up and grabbed my hand. "Come on Peewee."
I followed Roxanne. When we entered the living room, everyone else was already there. All of the men except for Jason were already gone. I looked around, Maddie and Jamal were also missing. They had there own agenda.
Jason, Stevie and Sandra were at the front door. Jason was in the process of leaving. He stopped to kiss Sandra goodnight. "I had fun this evening sweetheart."
Sandra smiled. "So did I." She leaned up and kissed the tall man's cheek. "Can we get together in your office next week?"
"I would love that. I'll check my schedule and call you." He turned to Stevie. "Golf in the morning."
Stevie nodded. "The tee times are 9:12 and 9:20."
Jason opened the front door. As he stepped out he said, "I'll be there. Now I had better get home, Evelyn will be sitting up waiting for me."
Stevie closed the door behind him. Sandra took her husband's hand and said, "Babydoll, lets go sit down.
As Sandra was leading Stevie back into the living room she saw Roxanne and me. Her face lit up with a smile. "Hi guys, did you have fun with Brett?"
Roxanne beamed. "Yes, he's handsome, pleasant and a wonderful fuck."
April nodded. "Yes, he certainly is. All of us have enjoyed him. We were really hoping you would to."
I looked at my watch. It was after 11:00. We were the only guests still here. I didn't want to overstay our welcome with our new friends so I stood up. "Roxanne, it's late. These people have been wonderful hosts, but I think it time for us to go home."
Roxanne stood up. She knew what I was doing. She looked at everyone in the room. "Thank you so much for a magical evening. I wish it didn't have to end."
Sandra looked at us. "It doesn't have to, at least not yet."
We both looked at her.
"Why don't the two of you spend the night with Stevie, Julie, Ricky and me." She turned to Stevie."That would be okay wouldn't it baby?"
Stevie laughed. "Are you asking if Ricky and I would mind sharing our bed with a third beautiful woman?"
"Yes, but remember, her husband will be there to."
Ricky laughed, "I'm betting that you and Julie won't mind that at all. My guess is that both of you are salivating over the idea of sucking that little cock of his." Ricky turned to me. "Our wives are crazy about big cocks, but the truth of the matter is they're crazy about little ones to."
Julie pinched her husband. "You'd better be thankful for that studman." She leaned over and kissed Ricky. "But thats not the only reason we want to play with Peewee."
Stevie laughed. "We know you Jules. You want to feel his tongue in your ass while Sandra sucks his cock."
Julie giggled. "Okay wise guy, that's enough out of you."
Roxanne looked at me. "Could we Willie?"
I looked at Sandra and Julie. "Are you sure you want overnight guests."
They both shouted, "yes!"
Stevie looked at Ricky. "I guess there won't be much sleeping tonight."
Ricky laughed. "Well my good friend we have a tough job, but someone has to do it."
Julie stood up. "Brenda, April thank you for your hospitality this evening. We all had a wonderful time. If you'll excuse us, I think it is time for us to go home. It appears that there are still more good times to be had."
April laughed. "Thanks Jules. Can we expect you for coffee on the patio in the morning?"
Julie smiled. "Both Sandra and I will be there. Maybe we can talk Roxie into staying. I am sure she would enjoy it."
Brenda looked at Roxanne. "We hope you might consider joining us in the morning. I imagine your husband is going to be joining our husbands for golf. We prefer to spend the time sitting in the sun, drinking coffee and reading the Sunday newspapers."
Roxanne smiled at Brenda. "It sounds wonderful, but Peewee is my ride home."
Brenda laughed. "Honey, well get you home, please stay. The boys always make us a wonderful breakfast before they go."
Roxanne was grinning. "I would love to."
"Wonderful, we'll see you in the morning." She paused and flashed us a wry little smile, "Roxie, don't be too rough on Sandra and Julie's little cuckboys tonight. They're valuable servants around here."
Roxanne started giggling. "I'll try to leave them in one piece."
Sandra grabbed hold of Roxanne's hand. "Come on Roxie, lets go have some fun." She pulled Roxanne out the patio door. Roxanne pulled me along behind her.
Once we were outside I stopped my wife. "Roxanne, It sounds like Julie and Sandra expect to have sex with me tonight. Are you okay with this? It's a violation of our marriage vows. I'm supposed to remain completely faithful to you."
Roxanne kissed me and smiled. "Peewee, you're so wonderful. Baby, this is fine with me. Julie and Sandra are my friends. Just look at it like I'm lending you to them for their pleasure for the evening." She leaned over and kissed me on the lips. "Sweetheart, I want you to enjoy yourself. You're going to get to be with two women at the same time tonight. I get to do that a lot with guys. I think you're going to love it."
Roxanne grabbed my hand. "Come on baby, it's playtime."
As my wife was dragging me along behind her I was grinning and thinking to myself that this wasn't too bad for a shy little runt from Iowa.
When we got back to Sandra and Julie's house we went directly to the bedroom.
Sandra pointed at the bed. "Cuckboys take your panties off and sit down. We'll be right back."
The girls disappeared into the bathroom. Stevie, Ricky and I did as we were told.
While we waited for our wives to return Ricky said; "Willie, Stevie and I lead a much different life than most men would choose or even understand, but I don't think that either of us would ever trade places with anyone else."
Stevie nodded, "My friend here is one hundred per cent correct. We love our lives."
I laughed, "I can see why."
"And what are you three chatting about?"
We looked up. It was Julie. Sandra and Roxanne were right behind her. All three of them were carrying bowls of steaming water and clean towels.
Ricky smiled at his wife. "We were just telling Willie how lucky we are to have wives as wonderful as you and Sandra."
Sandra laughed. "Jules that little munchkin you're married to is one smart guy."
Julie pulled a small table over to the bed and set her bowl of water and towel on it. As she took the gold chain off of her neck that held the key to Ricky's cock cage she said, "My little munchkin is about to get a very sweet reward."
Sandra and Roxanne sat down next to Stevie and me. They also took off their keys. Our cock cages were quickly removed. When they were off, all three of us sat quietly while our wives washed our cocks and balls and dried us with the towels.
When we were clean and dry they rolled us onto our stomachs and took turns spreading a soothing salve over the area on our butts where they whipped us..
After a few minutes Julie slipped over next to Roxanne and asked, "Roxie can I play with Peewee for a little while."
Roxanne rolled me onto my back, smiled at me and said, "Have fun baby."
Julie leaned over me and said, "Hello cutie." At the same moment she reached down and gently squeezed my cock and balls"
Sandra took Roxanne's hand. "Roxie I'm small breasted. I think my little guy would love a chance to play with your large tits."
My wife grabbed Stevie and pulled his face to her chest. She took her right breast and held it against his lips. "Is this what you want baby? Do you want to suck on Roxie's big tits ."
Stevie sucked on my wife's nipple and fondled her large breasts. He had a great big grin on his face.
Sandra turned to Ricky. She extended her right foot and wiggled her toes. "I guess that leaves the two of us Footboy."
Ricky winked at Sandra and reverently picked up her foot. As Ricky started to lick the space under her toes, Sandra sighed and began rubbing her clit with her right hand.
We played for the next two hours. Roxanne, Sandra and Julie sucked each of our cocks. Stevie, Ricky and I licked each of our wives. We all had multiple orgasms.
When all of us were finally worn out, the girls jumped into the tub. Ricky, Stevie and I gave them a bath. After we dried them and got them into bed, Stevie, Ricky and I each took a turn in the shower.
It was after 1:30 before we were finally cuddled together in their huge double sized bed. Once we were all in place, Stevie covered us in blankets and got in beside Sandra.
We were tired. We feel asleep immediately.
As I fell asleep I thought to myself that this might very well have been the most wonderful evening of my entire life.
The next morning I woke up to the smell of freshly brewed coffee. Roxanne, Julie and Sandra were all still asleep. Ricky and Stevie were already up. I carefully slipped out of bed and went into the kitchen.
Ricky and Stevie were busy cooking. Ricky turned, "Morning Willie, want some coffee?"
"I would love some."
"The pots over there."
As I was getting a cup of coffee Stevie said, "Were making a breakfast casserole for the girls. We can leave it in the oven and they can eat whenever they get up. They really do spend Sunday morning on the patio drinking coffee, eating breakfast and reading the Sunday newspapers."
As I took a sip of coffee Ricky said, "You can ride with us to the golf course. We'll stop by your place so you can change clothes and get your clubs. That way, Roxanne can have your car."
Stevie set a plate on the table. "Here are some eggs and hashbrowns for breakfast. Ricky and I have already eaten."
I ate quickly and then we got dressed. After we were dressed, we slipped into the bedroom and kissed our sleeping wives goodbye.
We arrived at the golf course just before 9:00. Jamal, Mark and Bobby had come in a separate car. They were already there. Jason and Aaron arrived just after we did.
When I saw Jason and Aaron I looked at them for a minute. I realized that last night when I was licking Sandra and Julie I had tasted the remnants of their lovemaking. I laughed to myself, being a cuckold certainly creates some unusual situations
The game was great fun. This time Aaron, Jamal and Mark were on my team. It was a great opportunity to get to know them. Mark and I got hot, we both made several birdies in a row. We won the front and the total. Stevie, Ricky, Bobby and Jason had to pay us. There was a lot of friendly trash talk while we drank our diet cokes in the clubhouse after the game.
I had a wonderful time.
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It was just after 2:00 PM when we got back to Stevie's car. I took out my cellphone and turned it on. There was a message from Roxanne. I listened to it while Stevie and Ricky drove me home.
"Hi baby, I just got home from Julie and Sandra's. It was a beautiful morning. Stevie left us a wonderful breakfast casserole. I hope you had a nice golf game.
"Listen honey the reason I'm calling you is when I got home there was a message from Pete. I called him. His wife is spending the afternoon at a fund raiser for the local animal shelter. Pete is coming to our apartment . He'll be here at two. He made it very clear that he wants me all to himself this afternoon. He doesn't want to see you or even hear you. Baby when you get home please come in very quietly. The bedroom door will be closed, please don't open it. You'll know were in there, you'll be able to hear us. Honey just stay in the kitchen until were done. I'll come and get you when Pete is gone.
"Thanks sweetheart, I'm sure you'll understand. Pete can be very dominant at times. Please try to stay out of his way. I'll see you after he leaves."
I deleted the message and turned off my phone. It's amazing how quickly a person can go from being on top to the world to feeling totally dejected.
When I got home I quietly crept into the apartment and carefully put my golf clubs into the hall closet.
As I tiptoed through the living room I could hear muffled sounds coming from the bedroom. I desperately wanted to listen at the door, but I was afraid to do that. I was concerned that either Pete or Roxanne might have to go to the bathroom. I didn't want them to catch me with my ear at the door.
I grabbed my laptop computer from the bookshelf and went into the kitchen. As I sat down I thought to myself that I really was a submissive little wimp. Another man was in the bedroom fucking my wife and I was waiting in the kitchen, trying not to make noise because they didn't want to be disturbed.
Suddenly I heard Roxanne start to cry. Her cries quickly became a loud scream. My wife was having an orgasm. Eventually the scream died out and then there was silence.
After a few minutes I heard the bedroom door open. It was Pete. He was naked. I discreetly watched him out of the corner of my eye as he crossed the living room. His large cock was hanging limp. He was walking to the bathroom. He didn't bother to close the door. I could hear him pissing.
While Pete was in the bathroom Roxanne came into the kitchen. She was naked. Her hair was mussed. There were love bites all over her breasts. She leaned over me and whispered, "Hi baby I won't kiss you right now. I think it would upset Pete if he saw me doing it. Honey bring us two bottles of beer on a tray. Come into the bedroom quietly, leave the tray on the night table and back out quickly."
Roxanne turned and left the kitchen. Pete was in the living room. She walked up to him and kissed his cheek. "Baby let's go back into the bedroom, Peewee will bring you a beer in just a minute."
I quickly opened two bottles of beer and set them on a tray with two glasses. The bedroom door was open. I walked in. Roxanne and Pete were lying on the bed. They were both naked. My wife was snuggled up to her lover. She was slowly stroking his soft cock.
I silently set the tray down on the night table and backed away. As I was leaving Pete said, "Close the fuckin door on your way out."
I heard Pete bring my wife to two more orgasms. After Roxanne's second orgasm the bedroom became very quiet. At times I thought I could hear the muffled sounds of a conversation, but I wasn't sure.
Finally the bedroom door opened. I looked at the kitchen clock. It was just after 5:00 pm. Pete came out first. He was dressed. He went directly to the bathroom and took another piss.
Roxanne came out of the bedroom behind him. She was still naked. She walked into the kitchen while Pete was pissing. "Hi baby." She still didn't kiss me. "Come into the living room. Pete wants to talk to you before he leaves."
As I stood up Roxanne said, "Peewee remember your place, be respectful. Walk in behind me."
We heard the toilet flush. Pete was zipping up his pants as he walked into the living room.
Roxanne walked through the kitchen door. I was two paces behind her. When we were about six feet from Pete, Roxanne stopped and turned. "That's close enough Peewee, stay where you are."
She walked up to Pete, put her arms around his neck and kissed him on the lips. "Sweetheart, you wanted to see Peewee."
Pete nodded. "Yeah." He looked at me. There was a sneering smile on his face. "I wanted to thank you for letting me spend the afternoon fucking your wife. She's really good in bed." He started to chuckle. "She also gives a great blow job. She's going to be a big hit with the boys in my department when she starts work tomorrow."
He paused for a moment. "Peewee, Roxanne has some big news for you. Were both pretty excited about it. I hope you like it." He shrugged, "but tough shit if you don't."
He turned to Roxanne and kissed her. "Baby I have to run. Don't forget to tell Peewee about all the things we talked about. I'll see you at the dealership at 8:30 tomorrow morning."
Pete turned and walked out of the apartment.
As soon as he was gone I turned to my wife and asked, "What's the big news?"
Roxanne smiled at me. "Peewee it's a wonderful surprise. I can't wait to tell you." She stopped. "But first lets go into the bedroom. My man made a big mess inside me. You can clean me up while I tell you all about my discussion with Pete.."
When we got into the bedroom Roxanne stopped and looked at the bed. "Oh my, Peewee look at the mess that Pete and I made."
I looked at our bed. There was a huge pool of semen on the sheets.
"Peewee, be a dear and lick that up. I don't want to lie down on that cold wet cum."
I got on the bed and carefully licked all of Pete's semen off of the sheets. When I was done Roxanne patted my head and said, "You're such a good little cuckboy."
Roxanne got on to the bed. She was careful to avoid the spot where I'd just cleaned up the pool of Pete's semen. She lay back and spread her legs. Her cunt was stretched and raw. The insides of her thighs and the lips of her pussy glistened with dried semen. Pete had obviously cum inside of my wife several times.
Roxanne looked at me and smiled. "Pete's an animal." She sighed. "I guess that's why he gets me so hot."
She wiggled her finger at me. "Come on Peewee, it's time for you to do your cuckold duty. I want you to lick my pussy and get it nice and clean."
I moved so that I was on the bed between Roxanne's legs. Roxanne giggled when she felt my tongue touch her cunt. "Peewee, I think it's so hot when you lick me after another man's just finished fucking me."
My wife sighed when I started licking her. "That feels so good. Other women like back rubs." She giggled. "I like having my cunt licked."
Roxanne closed her eyes while she enjoyed my tongue. After a moment her breathing started to get quicker. I realized that her excitement was building. I focused my attention on her clitoris.
Roxanne spread her legs wider. "Thats right, lick my clit you little pussy wimp. Make me cum."
I felt her muscles tighten. She started to cry. Suddenly her cry turned into a scream as an orgasm erupted inside of her.
I sat up and patiently waited while the cascade of pleasure rippled through her body.
Finally she relaxed. After a moment Roxanne smiled at me and patted my head. "That was very nice Peewee. Why don't you kiss my feet while I tell you about my discussion with Pete."
I slid down the bed, picked up Roxanne's right foot and started to lick the space between each of her toes.
She thought for a moment and said, "Peewee where do I begin? It seems like there's so much to tell you. Of course there's the big surprise, but I think that I'll save that for last."
She paused. "I guess I'll tell you the bad stuff first." She shook her head. "Baby I'm sorry but Pete says I can't let you fuck me anymore." She giggled. "I think he might be getting a little possessive." She sighed. "I kind of like that."
I looked up at my wife. There was a hurt expression on my face.
Roxanne looked at me. "Oh baby I'm sorry. I know this is going to be hard for you. You'll understand it better when I tell you our big surprise."
She took a deep breath. "It gets worse honey. Pete doesn't want me to suck your cock anymore either." She grinned at me. "He wants me to save my lips for the boys in the department."
My wife shrugged. "Sweetheart it really does make sense. If I am going to be sucking great big cocks all day at work, I am really not going to be interested in sucking that little thing of yours when I get home at night."
I didn't know what to say. This was really bad. I just sat at the end of the bed and stared at my wife's feet.
Roxanne leaned forward and patted my cheek. "Oh honey, it's not that bad. Pete said you can still jerk off." She giggled. "Those were his words." She paused and smiled at me. "And guess what. I talked him into letting you do something you really like. He agreed that it would be okay if I let you lick my asshole while you're jerking off. Honey you can lick my ass and eat my pussy anytime you want."
I thought to myself that Pete must have really gotten a good laugh out of that one.
I looked up at my wife. "Are there any other rules."
Roxanne Frowned. "Just one and I don't think your going to like it."
"What is it?"
"Pete wants you to wear your cock cage all the time. He wants to be sure that your not cheating on me. He said that if you're a really good boy and obey me all the time, we can take it off before you go to bed at night."
I sat up. "That's ridiculous.'
"Peewee, Don't you dare take that tone with me! You apologize right now or I am going to lock your cock up and keep it locked up for a whole week."
I bowed my head. It was becoming an automatic gesture of submissiveness for me. "I'm sorry Mistress, it's just that..."
Roxanne patted my head. "It's okay baby, I forgive you. I know this is a little hard to get used to, but honey I think this is for your own good. I am going to be giving blow jobs to a lot of guys at work every day. I'm sure that I'm going to be very tired when I get home at night. You're probably not going to be getting very much attention from me. I'm afraid you're going to be get awfully horny. Honey, you work around all those cute college coeds every day. You know how guilty you'd feel if you slipped and cheated on me." Roxanne shook her head. "I have to say that I agree with Pete. It's safer if that little penis of yours is securely locked up every day."
I realized that this wasn't a conversation based on reason. I decided that my best course of action was to submit to all of these new rules for the time being and see what happens.
I shook my head in agreement. "Very well." I looked at my wife. "Is there anything else?"
Roxanne nodded. "I knew you would understand." She stopped to think. "No I don't think there was anything else." She grinned at me. "Just the surprise."
I took a deep breath. "Okay, you've been dying to tell me this all evening. What's the surprise?'
Roxanne started smiling. Her voice got very quiet and deliberate. "After we were all done making love, Pete and I were lying in bed together. That's when he asked me."
I was starting to get very nervous about this. "What did he ask you Roxanne?"
My wife's face broke into a huge grin. "Pete wants me to have his baby!"
Roxanne's words hit me like a punch in the stomach. "What did you say?'
She looked at me. "Peewee, Pete asked me to have his baby. Don't you think that's wonderful news? Were going to be parents."
I looked at Roxanne. "No sweetheart, I don't think it's wonderful news at all. I think it's wonderful that you want to have a baby, but it should be my baby. I'm your husband. Roxanne, bringing a child into the world is a very serious matter. It shouldn't be part of a sex game."
Roxanne looked at me. "But Pete would make such a wonderful father for our baby. He's really smart."
"Roxanne, I'm really smart to. I'm about to get a PhD in economics."
"I know, but Pete's so tall and handsome and he has such a nice big cock. Honey we don't want to bring a baby boy into the world with a little penis like yours do we?"
I looked at my wife. "You're really serious about this?"
She stared at me. "Yes Peewee, I am. Pete and I want to start trying as soon as we can."
I shook my head. "Roxanne I think this is a really bad idea. I can't agree to this."
"Well I'm not so sure you have any say in it cuckboy. My man and I have already made our decision. I am going to have Pete's baby and that's final. In your marriage vows you agreed to obey me without question and that's exactly what I'm expecting now."
I looked at my wife. Usually Roxanne was this level headed down to earth woman. This was completely out of character for her.
I turned around and buried my face in my hands. "Roxanne I don't know what to say about this."
Roxanne came over, sat next to me and put her arm around my shoulders. "Peewee, I understand that all these changes are difficult for you. Don't worry, after a few days you'll get used to the idea. "She kissed me." I'll think about it some more to. My period is due tomorrow. It will be a little while before Pete and I will actually be able to start making a baby."
I turned to Roxanne and smiled. "Good, that will give us some time to talk about this." I paused. "Am I still allowed to kiss you?"
Roxanne playfully slapped my arm. "Of course you are silly, you're my husband aren't you?" She reached down and started stroking my little penis. "Want to lick my ass and jerk off?"
I smiled at my wife. "Yes I think I do."
Roxanne rolled over onto her stomach and said, "Have at it big boy."
I spread the cheeks of Roxanne's ass, pushed my tongue deep into her asshole and started stroking my cock. I didn't have any trouble getting an erection. I knew that this was a bad situation, but it was also a submissive, masochistic cuckold's fantasy. I was ashamed of myself, but I had to admit that I was aroused.
As I was masturbating my wife giggled and said, "This feels good Peewee. I think I am going to learn to really enjoy this."
As soon as I was done ejaculating Roxanne stood up. "Cuckboy lick up that little mess you just made on the sheets and then draw me a bath. After you're done bathing me you can make me some dinner. I'm tired. We were up late last night and Pete wore me out this afternoon. I want to go to bed early tonight."
As I licked up my little dribble of semen I realized I was also tired. The last twenty-four hours had been an emotional roller coaster ride. I couldn't begin imagine what the next twenty-four hours were going to bring.
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The next morning both Roxanne and I were up early. It was a big day for my wife. She was having her orientation session at Bob's Auto Ranch.
I wasn't happy about the recent changes in our life and I attributed many of these changes to Bob's Auto Ranch. Still, this morning my wife was excited about her new job and I didn't see any immediate benefit in trying to curb that excitement. Because of this I was in the kitchen preparing a nice breakfast for Roxanne while she was sitting at her makeup table making herself beautiful for the men at the car dealership.
When she walked into the kitchen I stopped everything I was doing. My wife was positively gorgeous. She was wearing a pair of tight fitting black slacks, high heels and white blouse. The three top buttons of her blouse were unfastened. She wasn't wearing a brassiere. The men at Bob's Auto Ranch were going to go wild when they saw her.
I grinned at Roxanne. "Baby you look absolutely sensational."
Roxanne blushed. "Thank you kind sir." She turned around so that I could look at her. "Do you think I should have put on a dress? Pete told me to dress casually. I think this counts as casual."
I laughed. "Roxanne those guys at the Auto Ranch are going to think you're a knockout."
My wife looked at me. "Peewee, do you really think so?"
I nodded. "Yes I really do think so."
Roxanne kissed my cheek. "Thank you sweetheart. You always know the right thing to say to make me feel good." She got a devilish grin on her face. "Peewee, do you want to lick my ass and jack off before we go?"
I laughed. "Roxanne, that's a very tempting offer, but I don't think we have time. Now sit down and eat your breakfast. You have a big day ahead of you."
Roxanne was giggling as she sat down. "Peewee, you're no fun at all."
I nodded. "That may be true, but I am going to get you to work on time."
Roxanne shook her head. "Sweetheart, I don't know what I'd do without you. I really do appreciate your help this morning."
Roxanne finished her breakfast. As she was watching me clean up the kitchen she said, "Peewee, will you come over to the Auto Ranch and have lunch with me today?"
I looked at Roxanne. "Do you really want me to?"
She smiled. "Yes, very much. I want you to see where I work." She paused. "Baby I want to share this with you."
I nodded. I could tell that this was important to Roxanne. "Yes I would love to come over for lunch. I'll be there at noon."
Roxanne grinned at me. "Thank you Peewee. It would mean a lot to me."
I finished cleaning the kitchen and took my apron off. As I hung it on its hook, I turned to my wife, "Are you ready to go?"
"Aren't you forgetting something?"
I stared at my wife.
"We have to lock up your little penis"
My heart sank. I was hoping that Roxanne wouldn't remember this.
"Come on now Peewee, don't look so sad. You know it's for your own good. Go fetch your cage."
I retrieved my cage, handed it to my wife and stood motionless in front of her. I guess I was passively resisting.
"Peewee, don't make this difficult, pull down your pants."
I unbuckled my belt and dropped my trousers but I didn't touch my panties.
"Peewee do I have to get my whip? Pull your panties down so we can get this done."
I took a deep breath and slowly lowered my underpants. Roxanne slipped the chastity cage onto my penis and snapped the lock into place. As soon as she was done she picked up the gold necklace that held the key. As she put it around her neck and fastened the clasp she said, "This should give the guys at work a good laugh."
I was pulling my panties back up. I stopped. I was suddenly horrified. "You're not going to tell them about this are you?"
Roxanne turned and smiled at me. It was a devilish smile. "Of course I am Peewee. You don't think I'd keep secrets from the men I work with do you?" She laughed. "My mother used to say that honesty and openness make the best foundation for a solid friendship." She started to giggle. "Besides think about how deliciously humiliating it will be for you when you meet the guys and they all know you're wearing your chastity cage."
My wife turned for the door. "Come on now, pull up your pants. Were both going to be late for work."
Roxanne was still laughing when she got into her car.
I thought about the past forty-eight hours while I drove to the University. Life certainly could change direction quickly. On Saturday Roxanne and I were experiencing the joy of getting to know a group of wonderful new friends. By Sunday evening my wife was talking about having a baby with another man.
I needed some time to sort all of this out.
Ten o'clock came quickly. I had to teach my morning class. My mind wasn't very well focused on the task, but I was very familiar with the material we were covering so everything still went well.
After class I went back to my office. I had two short meetings with students who were having difficulty selecting topics for their mid term papers. It was after 11:30 by the time the last student left. I just barely had enough time to get to Bob's Auto Ranch for my lunch date with Roxanne.
I didn't want to go. I had a bad feeling about this lunch date. I thought about calling Roxanne with a made up excuse about why I couldn't meet her, but I didn't. I couldn't bring myself to lie to her. I also remembered that Roxanne really wanted me to meet her for lunch. I had to go.
It was 11:55 when I arrived at the main entrance to Bob's Auto Ranch. I followed the signs to the Used Car Corral. It was almost noon when I pulled up in front of the used car office. When I walked into the building I was greeted by an attractive blond in her early twenties. Her name tag identified her as Tonya.
Tonya smiled at me. "Hello, welcome to Bob's Used Car Corral. How can I help you?"
"I'm looking for my wife. She just started working here today. Her name is Roxanne Mitchell."
Tonya stared at me for a moment and then she started to giggle. "You must be Peewee. We've heard all about you."
My heart sank.
After inspecting me for a moment Tonya asked, "Are you really wearing a cage on your thing?"
I must have turned beet red because suddenly Tonya put her hand over her mouth and said, "Oh my gosh you really are!"
She started to laugh. She tried to stop, but she couldn't.
I finally had to ask, "Tonya, where will I find my wife?"
Between bursts of laughter Tonya managed to say, "Roxanne is in the Salesmen's lounge. It's down the hall and to the right. It'll be the second door."
I walked down the hall and turned to the right. The second door had a sign on it that said, Salesmens' Lounge - Employees Only. I was very nervous. Obviously Roxanne, Pete or both of them had told everyone about our relationship. I took a deep breath and opened the door.
Roxanne was on her knees in front of a very handsome man who was sitting in an easy chair. He was stylishly dressed and perfectly groomed. He obviously spent a great amount of time on his appearance. He appeared to be in his mid to late thirties. His pants were unzipped. His very large cock was out. My wife's blouse was open. Her breasts were fully exposed. She was giving this man a blow job.
There were two other men in the room. They were both large and well built. They were the kind of guys that looked like they once played high school football. Both of them appeared to be in their mid twenties. One of the guys had a shaved head and a goatee. I guessed that he was probably prematurely bald. They were both leaning against the wall watching Roxanne and her friend.
Everyone turned and look at me when I stepped into the room.
Roxanne took the handsome guy's cock out of her mouth and said, "Hi Peewee, welcome to Bob's Auto Ranch."
All three men stared at me.
My wife started making introductions. She gestured towards the guy whose cock she was sucking. "Peewee, this is Damon Bradley. Damon, this is my husband Peewee."
She turned to the other two men. She pointed to the bald guy first. "Peewee, that's Ray Maxwell. The guy next to Ray is Jimmy Reynolds. Guys this is my husband, Peewee."
Ray Maxwell started walking towards me. "So you're Peewee." He inspected me for a moment and then said, "You're just a little shit." He turned to Jimmy Reynolds. "He reminds me of the nerds we used to torment in high school."
Jimmy laughed. "Yeah, he sure does."
I was starting to get very uncomfortable.
Ray smiled at me. It was a menacing smile. "Hey Peewee, your wife sure gives a good blow job. I hear you get off on watching her blow other guys. Is that true?"
Roxanne laughed. "He sure does. If his little dick wasn't in its cage, it would be sticking straight up right now."
Ray chuckled. "What a pathetic little wimp." He stopped. "Is that true Peewee. Is your dick really locked in a cage?"
Jimmy Reynolds started walking towards me. "I think we have to see this."
Ray nodded. "Let's pants him."
Jimmy laughed. "What a great idea, we haven't done that since high school."
"Remember how we used to do it?"
"Yeah."
Both of them started to clap their hands and chant, "Pants him! Pants him!" I looked over at Roxanne for help. I was shocked when she stood up, started clapping her hands and picked up the chant, "Pants him! Pants him!"
Ray and Jimmy grabbed me. I struggled, but they were much too strong for me. Everyone was laughing as they unbuckled my belt and pulled down my pants.
"Holy shit, he's wearing lace panties."
"Pull em down, let's see his dick."
They pulled down my panties.
"Mother fucker, look at that thing."
Roxanne was laughing. "Boys, that's a chastity cage."
Jimmy looked at Ray. "Unfuckingbelievable! I never knew this kind of shit even existed."
Ray shook his head. "What a mother fucking wimp." He smiled at his friend. "Do you remember what we used to do to wimps like this when we caught them?"
Jimmy nodded. "I sure do."
Suddenly both of them started to shout, "Swirlee! Swirlee! Swirlee!"
I started to panic. I'd had a previous experience with this kind of bullying.
! was afraid. I started to cry. I wanted to get out of there.
They started clapping their hands and chanting again, only this time they were chanting; "Swirlee! Swirlee! Swirlee!"
Ray and Jimmy dragged me into the bathroom.
I was fighting and screaming, "No! No! No!"
I looked over at Roxanne. She was laughing, chanting and clapping right along with them.
When we got to the toilet they pushed me to my knees. I cried as they shoved my face into the bowl. They held me down. Someone was flushing the toilet.
My mind flashed back to another time in my life. I was in my old high school in east Iowa. A group of bullies were holding my face in the toilet. I was fighting as hard as I could. I remember vowing to myself that I would never let anyone do this to me again.
My adrenalin surged. Suddenly I broke free, jumped up and shoved Ray Maxwell into the wall.
He quickly recovered his balance and said, "You'll pay for that you little shit."
His punch hit me square in the nose.
I was in a frenzy of uncontrolled rage. The punch didn't even phase me. I hit him in the stomach as hard as I could. He doubled over gasping for breath.
Roxanne and her handsome friend were standing in the bathroom door. I shoved them aside and hobbled through the Salesmen's lounge. My pants were around my ankles. It was hard to run.
Jimmy Reynolds chased after me. I moved as fast as I could. and pushed through the door to the hall just as Jimmy was about to catch me.
When I burst into the hall I collided with Pete Jefferson and an older man as they were about to enter the Salesmen's lounge. We all had to grab on to each other to keep from falling down.
Pete looked at me. "Peewee, what's going on? We were just coming to see you."
Just then Jimmy Reynolds and Ray Mitchell burst through the door. They both stopped dead in their tracks when they saw Pete and the older man.
I quickly pulled up my pants, pointed at Jimmy and Ray and said, "Ask them."
Pete and the older man turned to look at my tormentors. When they turned I pushed by them, ran out of the building and got into my car.
I drove away from Bob's Auto Ranch as fast as I could.
I went straight to our apartment. As soon as I got there I raced inside, found a travel bag and started to pack. I grabbed the basic necessities: a shaving kit, two clean shirts, underwear and my laptop computer.
I also found my tool box, took out a large wire cutter and cut the flimsy lock off of my chastity cage.
Roxanne burst through the door just as I was taking off my cage.
I turned and looked at her.
She stared at me. After a moment she said, "Peewee I'm so sorry. I didn't know they would do that to you."
I shook my head. "Roxanne, you not only allowed them to do it, you encouraged them to do it. You were chanting and clapping right along with them."
I paused to collect my thoughts. Finally I said, "Roxanne last night you mentioned my marriage vows to you. I remember them very well. On our wedding night I said, I Peewee, promise to honor, obey and faithfully serve Roxanne Mitchell."
I took a deep breath "I also remember yours. You said, Peewee, I Roxanne promise to treat you with kindness and concern as you faithfully serve me. When I discipline you or toy with you I promise to do it with loving care."
I glared at my wife. "Today you violated your marriage vows to me." I grabbed my travel bag and walked to the apartment door.
"Peewee, where are you going?"
I turned and looked at Roxanne. "Somewhere away from you."
Roxanne cried out, "Peewee no! I can't bear to lose you. I am so sorry. Peewee, Please forgive me. I don't know why I acted like that, but I promise I'll never do it again. Please give me another chance."
I stared at Roxanne. "You can't even call me by my real name when you're trying to apologize." I shook my head in disgust, turned and walked out the door.
As I walked down the hallway I heard Roxanne cry, "Willie, please don't leave me."
Her cry tore me apart. I loved Roxanne, but I was hurt. I was deeply hurt.
I got into my car and drove to a motel near the University.
As soon as I checked in and got to my room I called Mark Rawlins. "Mark, I'm having some huge problems at home, could you cover my afternoon class?"
Mark was a nice guy. He said, "Sure Willie, no problem. I'll take care of it." He paused. "Is Roxanne okay?"
"She's fine. Mark, I have to go. Thank you for helping me, you're a good friend."
"So are you Willie. Let me know if you need me to cover your classes tomorrow."
"Thanks I call if I need you, but I'm pretty sure this afternoon will be enough."
I hung the telephone up and sat down on the bed. I buried my face in my hands and started to cry. I cried for the rest of the afternoon and all through the night.
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I didn't sleep very much on Monday night. When Tuesday morning finally arrived I didn't feel like going to work. I seriously considered calling Mark Rawlins and taking him up on his offer to cover my classes. I didn't. I may have been sad, angry and depressed, but I knew that sitting alone in a motel room wallowing in my misery was not going to make me feel any better.
Instead I got up and took a shower. I needed to be around people. I needed to try to return to my normal routine.
As I was walking to my car I realized that I hadn't eaten since yesterday morning. I stopped at a small cafe and had a good breakfast. It helped.
It was almost nine o'clock by the time I actually got to the University.
Diane, the secretary stopped me as soon as I walked into the Economics Department office. "Mr. Oliver, you're a very popular man this morning. You have a number of telephone messages." She picked up a pile of yellow memo notes. "There are three here from your wife and several from other people." Diane looked at me. "Mr. Oliver is everything okay?"
I nodded. "Everything is fine Diane." I didn't want to try to explain the situation to her.
I took the stack of messages. As I was walking to my office Diane said, "Mr. Oliver if there is anything I can do for you please ask. Everyone in the department really likes you. If you need us, were there for you."
I smiled at her. "Thank you Diane. I appreciate that. If I need anything I'll let you know."
I turned, went into my office, sat down at my desk, took out my laptop computer and turned it on. While the computer was starting up I paged through the telephone messages. There were three from Roxanne, one from Stevie, one from Ricky, two from Sandra and one from Julie. Obviously Roxanne had called Sandra and Julie.
That made me feel good. I was angry at Roxanne and she'd hurt me very badly, but I still loved her. I was worried about how she was coping with this. I was glad that she was in contact with Sandra and Julie. They would make a good support group for her.
I turned to my computer and opened my email. There were several new messages. One was from Roxanne. I opened it.
"Dear Willie,
I am so sorry about everything that happened in the last two days. I really don't know what got into me.
I have no excuses. My behavior was awful. I apologize. I won't blame you if you don't forgive me. I can't forgive myself. My only hope is that if I keep apologizing, you might some day find it in your heart to pardon me and let me back into your life.
I am staying with Julie and Sandra. They are wonderful friends. We sat up all last night talking about this. I am desperately trying to understand why I acted the way I did.
This morning I called Bob Overton and quit my job at the Auto Ranch. I promise you that I won't ever go back there. By the way, Bob was the older man that you collided with in the hallway. If it makes you feel any better he fired Ray Maxwell and Jimmy Reynolds.
Pete Jefferson has called me four times. I won't answer his calls and I won't return his calls. I promise you that I will never see him again. Willie I can't believe that I ever dreamed of having a baby with any man other than you.
Sweetheart, I am so sorry that I hurt you. I love you so much. You are the only man I care about. I know you hate me now. I don't blame you. I hate myself.
Please call or write. I desperately want to talk to you or hear from you.
Love Roxanne"
By the time I got to the end of the email I was crying, but I still closed it and turned off my computer.
Roxanne encouraged those men to hurt me in a way that tore my soul apart. It brought back a memory that I thought I had successfully buried forever. She did the one thing I can never forgive.
So much had happened in such a short time. I was confused, I was hurt and I was angry. Most of all, a very old and very serious wound had been reopened. I needed time. I wanted to avoid everyone. I wanted to be alone. I wanted a chance to think.
For two days I was successful. I had frequent telephone messages from Roxanne, Sandra, Julie, Brenda, Stevie and Ricky. I didn't return any of them. I also had numerous emails from those same people. I ignored all of them.
I knew these people were my friends. I understood that they were trying to help me. The problem was, I was too angry to accept help.
On Thursday afternoon the situation changed. It was five o'clock. As I was finishing my four o'clock lecture I looked at the back of my classroom. They were all standing there. I had to smile. They were a persistent group. It was Stevie, Ricky, Bobby, Mark, Jamal and Jason.
I dismissed my class and walked to the back of the room.
Stevie grinned at me. "Willie you give a fascinating lecture."
I chuckled. "I didn't know you guys had such a strong interest in economics."
Jason laughed. "I don't give a shit about economics. I'm looking for a client. I want to sue those bastards at Bob's Auto Ranch for everything they have."
Ricky looked at me. "Willie we're looking for a new friend that we seem to have suddenly lost."
They formed a circle around me.
I smiled at them. "You know you're an intimidating group."
Bobby shook his head in agreement. "Yes we've frequently been compared to the Hell's Angels."
Jamal patted my shoulder. "Willie we want you to come to our house. We're asking a favor, a big favor. We want you to spend five minutes with Roxanne."
"You guys have to talk about this Willie." It was Stevie.
I looked at him. "I'm not sure I'm ready to do that."
He looked back at me. "We understand that you're angry. We know that what happened on Monday was incredibly traumatic for you. Were guessing that there's something you haven't told anyone. Willie it's time to start talking. Please come home with us. You belong with us. We're your friends."
Jason walked over to me and put his arm around my shoulder. "Come on buddy, we'll drive."
He gently led me to the door. I let him do it. They were right. I wasn't sure that I could actually talk about this, but it was time to try. I also knew that I needed to try to say something to Roxanne. The problem was, I had no idea what it was that I wanted to say.
We walked out of the building. Their Lincoln was parked a block down the street in the Law School parking lot. They had used Sandra's parking pass.
I gave Mark and Bobby the keys to my car and pointed it out in the Economics Department parking lot.
The rest of us piled into the Lincoln. They actually have two Lincolns. The elegant cars are generally used for chauffeuring their wives to meetings with lovers, but they're also used when they want to travel as a group.
On the way home Stevie called Sandra and filled her in on what was happening.
We drove to Oak Grove Street and pulled up in front of Brenda, Maddie and April's house. As I got out of the car Stevie said; "Roxanne is inside, we'll be waiting at Sandra and Julie's"
I stood on the sidewalk. I didn't move. I couldn't move. After a minute Jason came up to me. "Come on buddy, I'll walk to the front door with you." It was easy to see why everyone liked Jason so much. He was an incredibly kind man."
Jason led me to the front steps. When he left he said, "Just go in and talk to her for a few minutes. It will help."
I opened the door and went inside. Roxanne was standing in the living room. She was alone.
She smiled at me. "Hello Willie."
I smiled back. "Hello Roxanne." It was obvious that we both felt very awkward.
After a moment Roxanne said, "Willie I am so sorry."
I put my hand up to stop her. "I know Roxanne, I know."
I closed my eyes. I saw a gang of people standing around me. All of them were all laughing. I was crying.
I opened my eyes and looked at Roxanne. "I'm sorry sweetheart. I can't do this right now." I turned and walked out the door.
The Lincoln was gone. So were all of the guys. There was only one person in view. It was Sandra Monroe. She was standing in the middle of the front sidewalk blocking the way. Her hands were on her hips, there was a scowl on her face.
She looked me square in the eyes. "Willie you're coming with me. You and I are going to have a talk."
She walked up to me, grabbed my arm and pulled me to her house. When we went through the front door I expected to see a large group of people, but the house was empty. Apparently they'd made a second plan just in case their first plan failed. I assumed that when they saw Sandra and me approaching they all went out the patio door. I was certain that everyone was now at Brenda's house comforting Roxanne.
Sandra led me to the couch. "Willie, Sit down."
As soon as I was seated, Sandra sat down next to me.
"Willie do you understand how much I love Stevie?"
"Yes, I think I do."
She smiled. "He's the most wonderful man in the entire world. For me the sun rises and sets on Steven Wagner. He's all that I care about."
I nodded. "I think he loves you to."
She grinned, "Oh I know he does." She paused. "I'm going to tell you why I know that Willie." Sandra stopped to think for a minute. Finally she said, "Just over a year ago now I left Stevie for another man? I accepted this other man's marriage proposal. We actually made wedding arrangements."
"I didn't know that. Stevie must have been devastated."
"He was."
"Why did you do it?"
Sandra laughed. "Because I was really really stupid. My parents had disowned me when I was eighteen. I desperately wanted to get back into their good graces. This man had a prestigious position and he was a good friend." She stopped. "He was one of my lovers. He was one of the men that first made Stevie a cuckold. He got a promotion at his job. It was a big promotion. He became a pillar of the community. I thought I could use his prestige to impress my mom and dad."
"So what did Stevie do?"
"That's what's truly amazing. He supported me. He loved me so much that he was willing to sacrifice himself for my own happiness."
"I don't understand."
"The guy's name was Roger. I was with Roger for about eight weeks. During that time Julie and Ricky got married. Stevie paid for their wedding." She shook her head. "Stevie's a prince." She smiled, "Anyway, at the wedding I was miserable. By that time I had figured out that all I really wanted in this world was to be with Stevie. At the same time Roger was becoming possessive and jealous. He knew I was a slut and he knew I loved Stevie. Both of those facts drove him crazy."
Sandra stopped for a moment. I looked at her. There were tears in her eyes. I put my arm around her. She smiled at me and kissed my cheek.
"I was miserable at the wedding. Roger wouldn't let me talk to Stevie. He wouldn't even let me look at him. Brenda helped me pass a note to Stevie. In the note I told him how miserable I was. I also told him that I still loved him and that I missed him." She sighed, "I ended the note by telling him that I was certain he now hated me."
Sandra looked into my eyes. "Do you know what Stevie wrote back to me?"
"No, tell me."
"I know it by heart. I'll never forget it."
Sandra closed her eyes and started to speak:
“Dear Sandra
I once told you that my love for you is unconditional. I still mean that. Sandra I could never hate you. I will love you no matter what happens. Baby I will always love you.
Whenever you start to feel bad please remember that as long as I am alive, there is one person in this world who loves you.
I miss you to.
I am glad you were able to visit your mother and father. In the time since you left me I have thought about this a lot. If I was in your place and was suddenly presented with the opportunity to get my parents back, I might very well do exactly what you did. My mom and dad are both dead so it could never happen, still it helps me to understand the dilemma you are facing.
Sandra I truly do love you. I once said to you in one of our kinky little ceremonies that your pleasure was all that mattered.
I meant what I said then and I still mean it now. Knowing that you are repairing your relationship with your father and mother makes the pain that I am going through much easier.
Sandra please do not feel guilty about what you did to me. I have spent many hours thinking about this. If I could magically be transported back to that night we met at the party at Ty Cummings house, I would do exactly the same thing again. I would even do it with the full knowledge that I could only have you for ten months.
Sandra you gave me the best ten months of my life. I will be eternally grateful for the time we spent together.
This fall I plan to leave the country. I have never been to Europe. I would like to see London, Paris and Rome. I plan to be gone for several years.
If I am gone I believe it will make it easier for you to make the transition to loving Roger. Sandra I want you to be happy. If you are going to marry Roger, you must learn to love him and it is absolutely essential that you forget about me.
Love,
Stevie"
Sandra was crying. "Willie he loved me so much that he was willing to go to Europe so he would be out of the picture and I could learn to love Roger."
I smiled at Sandra. "Stevie is a wonderful man."
Sandra looked at me. "So are you Willie." She smiled. "Julie and I are both falling in love with you. You're exactly like both of our boys, you're wonderful"
Sandra sighed. "What neither Julie and I can understand is why you're so angry. Roxanne made a horrible mistake, We know she really hurt you; but Willie you're a big man, a very big man. You're tough enough to shake that off without a second thought. Tell me what's going on."
I closed my eyes. "If I tell you, will you promise not to tell anyone else?"
She looked at me. "No Willie, I won't make that promise. Roxanne has a right to know. If you don't tell her I will."
I stared at Sandra for a long time. She stared right back at me. Finally I said, "Okay."
I studied the floor for several minutes while I collected my thoughts and then I looked at Sandra. "My mother and father died in car accident when I was seven. I went to live with my dad's older brother Albert. He was a farmer in east Iowa. He was a wonderful man. He loved me and took good care of me, but he was old. He was twenty years older than my dad. He was also a bachelor farmer. He was very conservative. He sheltered me."
I smiled at Sandra. "He used to say that nothing good happens after nine o'clock at night." Sandra and I both laughed.
"He kept me busy working on the farm after school. I was very sheltered. I couldn't go to dances or football games or really do anything where I'd be with other kids. He wasn't being mean, he was just afraid that something bad would happen to his boy. He loved me, he loved me so much that he couldn't bear the thought of something happening to me. He kept me safe, but I was so very very lonely.
"At the end of October during my senior year in high school I talked him into letting me join the math club." I smiled. "I know it was really nerdy and kind of lame, but I got to be with other kids. There was a girl there, her name was Marcy. We liked each other." I grinned at Sandra. "I sort of had a girlfriend."
I shook my head. "The math club met every Wednesday after school. I lived for those Wednesday afternoons. I was so happy."
I took a deep breath. "One afternoon I had to go to the bathroom. While I was standing at the urinal four football players walked in. They looked at me. One of them said, Hey we got us a math nerd. One of his buddies said, You know what we do with math nerds. The first one started the chant, Swirlee, swirlee, swirlee. All four of them picked up the chant. They grabbed me and dragged me to the toilet. They held my face in the bowl for a long time. I almost drowned. When they finally let me up, one of them punched me in the stomach. I doubled over. He'd knocked the wind out of me. They left me there. I lay on the floor of the bathroom stall crying for a long time. When I finally managed to get up I looked at myself. My shirt was soaking wet. I couldn't go back to the math club. I was too ashamed. Eventually I went home. I couldn't tell anyone. My uncle would have just taken me out of the math club."
Sandra put her arms around my shoulders and held me. "Poor baby."
For a short time I lay with my face pressed against Sandra's breasts. It wasn't sexual. It was more like the comfort a mother gives her child.
After awhile I looked up at her. "I went back to the math club the next Wednesday. I didn't drink any liquids at school all day. It worked. I didn't have to go to the bathroom and I got home safely."
I paused and took a deep breath. "The following week things didn't go so well. I didn't drink any liquids again. Again I didn't use the bathroom, but this time it didn't matter. At least a dozen of them were waiting for me when I walked out of the math club room.
The guy who'd attacked me two weeks earlier stopped me and said, Lookee here, it's Shirlee Swirlee. Where you been Shirlee? We missed you last week. We think you're avoiding us. He grabbed me. I fought back but three of his friends helped him. They dragged me into the bathroom. Everyone was chanting, Swirlee, Swirlee, Swirlee.
"They pushed my face into the toilet and held me down. They flushed the toilet at least five times. When they were done they threw me on the floor and took turns kicking me. Everyone was laughing and chanting, Shirley Swirlee, Shirley swirlee, Shirley swirlee.
"When they finally let me go I looked up. Marcy was staring at me. She shook her head, turned and walked out of the bathroom. She never acknowledged my existence again."
I stared at Sandra. "I never went back to the math club.”
I started to cry. "They stoled my friends. They stoled my pathetic little social life. Why did they do it? I never did anything to them. What did they gain from it? Why did they have to hurt me?"
I started sobbing. Sandra held me in her arms and rocked me back and forth. "Let it out baby, let it all out."
For a long time I cried while Sandra rocked me. Finally she kissed my forehead and said, "Willie honey you can't let them beat you."
I looked up at her.
She smiled at me. "They stoled your friends once. They stoled your girlfriend once. Don't let them do it again."
I looked at Sandra. Suddenly It all became clear. Roxanne was just as vulnerable as I was. She needed to be loved. She would do anything to be loved. She would have another man's baby. She would do what the group was doing even if it meant chanting swirlee while I was being abused. We desperately needed each other. Separately we were weak. Together we could feed off of each other and grow. Together we could become strong, but we had a long way to go and we had to be willing to forgive each other when we were weak.
I stood up. "Where's Roxanne?"
"She's at Brenda's"
I walked out the patio door and crossed to Brenda's house. When I entered the living room everyone was there. Julie, April and Brenda were in a circle around Roxanne. She was crying. They were trying to comfort her.
I walked up to Roxanne and stared into her eyes. "I love you. Please forgive me. I forgot who we are. I forgot how much we need each other. Please take me back."
Roxanne looked up at me. For a moment she was speechless and then she stood up. "Willie I'm so sorry. I don't know why I acted the way I did. Please forgive me."



I smiled at her. "Roxanne, if you promise to forgive me, I'll forgive you."
She shook her head. "Willie I don't understand why, but yes of course I'll forgive you. I love you, I'll always forgive you."
I took her in my arms and kissed her. "I love you to Roxanne. Please don't ever leave me."
She hugged me. “I won't Willie. Believe me, I won't"
Everyone in the room clapped their hands and cheered.
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Everyone quietly watched while Roxanne and I hugged each other. They were all smiling. These people were our friends, they were happy we were back together.
Julie was the first person to speak. She stood up and walked over to us. There was a huge grin on her face. "That's not the proper way for a husband to makeup to his wife in this house." She grabbed Roxanne's hand. "Come on Roxie it's time to put your little cuckboy back in his place." She stopped for a moment. "Lets see, how shall we do this?"
Brenda laughed. "Have her sit on the arm of the red chair."
Julie nodded. "Oh yes, I like that."
Julie led Roxanne to the red chair and said, "Sit here baby."
Sandra was giggling. "I just love ceremonies."
Everyone including me, started to laugh.
Sandra turned to Stevie. "Speedy go take Mistress Roxanne's panties off."
Roxanne looked at me. "Are you okay with this baby?"
I nodded. "Yes, I certainly am."
Roxanne grinned at me. She seemed to be very happy. So was I. Our friends were incredibly smart people. This little pretend ceremony was dispelling a lot of tension.
Roxanne hiked her skirt up around her waist. Stevie pulled her panties down and took them off of her. Roxanne spread her legs and exposed her naked pussy.
Sandra looked at me. "All right Peewee, I think it's time for you to get on your knees and give your wife a proper kiss."
I kneeled down in front of Roxanne. Everyone clapped and cheered when I leaned forward and kissed her cunt.
Maddie stood up. "Julie, I congratulate you. You've done a marvelous job, but I think there's room for improvement. I really don't believe that's the proper way for a cuck to give his wife a makeup kiss. I think Roxie needs to turn around."
Julie nodded. "Maddie as usual you are one hundred per cent correct."
Now Roxanne was giggling. She was having fun. She turned around and got on her knees on the chair. "Like this Maddie?"
"Yes, but why don't you take your top off. There are two men in the room. I think your little cuckboy should know that the two men are looking at your gorgeous breasts while he's licking your ass."
Brenda laughed. "Maddie you have a wonderful mind. It's kind of sick, but wonderful."
Maddie smiled. "Bren I'll take that as a compliment."
Roxanne took her top off so that Jason and Jamal could see her breasts and then she leaned forward so I could lick her ass.
Sandra looked at everyone. "Julie and Maddie have created a wonderful scene, but I think we have to make sure that Peewee still understands that he's a cuckold."
She walked over to Jason. "Sweetheart, would you please do the honors." She took his hand and led him to Roxanne. She unbuckled Jason's belt, unzipped his pants and pulled his trousers and boxer shorts down to his knees. When she was done Jason was standing in front of my wife with his erect penis sticking straight out.
Roxanne again turned to me. "Willie is this okay?"
I laughed. "Not if you call me Willie. If you're going to suck Jason's cock, I think you'd better start calling me Peewee again."
Roxanne giggled. "Okay Peewee."
Everyone cheered.
Roxanne lifted Jason's huge cock and started to kiss the underside of the shaft. She quickly worked her way down. When she started licking his balls Jason grinned at everyone and said, "This woman knows what she's doing."
Roxanne looked up at him and smiled. "Let's see how you like this baby." She put the head of his cock into her mouth and started sucking it.
Both of them knew that this was just part of a mock ceremony. There was no attempt on either of their parts to prolong their pleasure. In a very short time Jason was ejaculating into my wife's mouth. As soon as he was done, he stepped back. Roxanne turned around, pulled me up next to her and kissed me. When she kissed me she passed all of Jason's semen from her mouth to mine.
Sandra giggled. "Peewee, every cuck in this room has tasted Jason's cum. You're now a true member of the family."
I put my arm around Roxanne. She kissed my cheek and cuddled up to me.
Julie looked at Sandra, Ricky and Stevie. "Is it time to ask them?"
Stevie nodded. "Yes Jules, it's time. Would you like to do it?"
She smiled. "Yes I would." She turned to us. "Sandra, Stevie, Ricky and I have been talking. We really like you. We were wondering if you'd like to move in here and live with us. You'd become part of our family.
Sandra was standing next to Julie. She stepped forward. "It was really fun when the two of you stayed overnight last Saturday; there's plenty of room in the bed."
Roxanne looked at me. "Peewee, could we?"
I smiled at everyone. "There is absolutely nothing in this world that I would like better."
Julie clapped her hands and said, "yes!"
I looked at Roxanne. She was beaming. I don't think I had ever seen her this happy.
Jason sat down on the couch. Once he was seated he said, "All right girls, now that the festivities are over what's the chance that we can get some slaves to rustle up a little dinner? I'm starving."
Sandra looked at her boyfriend and smiled. "What are you hungry for studman?"
"How about if I take everyone out to dinner tonight."
Everyone turned and looked at me.
Stevie smiled. "Willie, you're part of the family now. The family pays for everything. We'll fill you in on how it works over the next day or so."
"I would still like to take everyone to dinner. Roxanne and I have a favorite restaurant. It's not expensive and we really would like to take you there."
"Willie Sammy just serves beer. These people don't drink much beer."
"I sure as hell do. It sounds great to me. Can we leave now." We all turned and started laughing. It was Jason. Our big friend obviously was hungry.
Sandra turned to Stevie. "Honey get your buddy some cheese and crackers so he doesn't die of starvation while were figuring out what to do about dinner."
Stevie went to the kitchen.
I turned to Roxanne. "Sweetheart, Sammy serves food. In this state that means he has a beer and wine license."
Roxanne shook her head. "I'm willing to bet that most of Sammy's wine comes from a box."
I nodded in agreement. "I am sure that's true, but Sammy's license also gives him corking privileges."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that for a fee he can open and serve us wine that we bring with us."
"Are you sure?"
"Call the bar and ask him."
Julie tossed Roxanne a telephone.
Roxanne dialed the number. After a moment she said, "Hello Sammy this is Roxanne Mitchell."
"Oh you heard."
"Yes it was very ugly."
"He's doing okay now. He was pretty upset for a couple of days. We have some good friends who helped us through it."
"Sammy, we want you to meet them and we want them to meet you. That's why I'm calling."
"Yes I know it's spaghetti night."
Jason clapped his hands. "All right! I love spaghetti."
Julie put her hand over his mouth and said, "hush now."
"Sammy, our friends like good wine."
"Yes that was what Willie and I thought."
"Sammy can we bring our own wine and pay you for opening it and serving it?"
"No Sammy, this is your business. We're going to pay you for the service."
"Listen Sammy either you put it on the bill or we put it on the tip." Roxanne started laughing."No, we will not duke it out with you."
"Okay Sammy were coming over now. We have one very hungry friend. He's going to need a plate of spaghetti as soon as we get there."
"Thanks Sammy, I love you to."
Roxanne set the phone down and looked at me. "I guess we'd better stop and buy some wine."
"We don't need to do that." Stevie was just coming out of the kitchen. He was carrying a plate with several pieces of cheese and some crackers. He handed the plate to Jason.
Jason smiled and said, "Thanks buddy."
Stevie nodded to his friend and then looked at us. "I'll go down stairs and get six bottles of wine." He turned to the girls. "Go get ready, we leave in fifteen minutes."
Sandra winked at Brenda. "Listen to boss cuck."
Jason swallowed a mouthful of cheese and cracker and said, "I agree with him. Ladies go get your cute asses dressed. We're leaving in fifteen minutes."
Brenda looked at Sandra and laughed. "Now we have boss cuck and boss stud." She turned to Roxanne. "Do we need to be dressed up for this place?"
Roxanne shook her head. "No, Sammy's is very casual. Jeans will be just fine."
Julie clapped her hands. "All right, this sounds like my kind of place." She turned to Roxanne and Sandra. "Come on girls, let's go home and get dressed."
I smiled when I heard her say that. I was certain that Roxanne and I were going to love living with these people.
Just as Julie, Sandra and Roxanne were about to walk out the door Jamal stood up. "I'm sorry everyone but I can't go with you. I have to go back to the hospital. I traded a few hours with another resident to be able to be here this afternoon." He turned to Maddie. "Babe I should be home early tomorrow morning. If there are any hot guys at this place, pick one out and give him a blow job."
Maddie kissed Jamal. "Sweetheart, I'd rather be sucking your big black cock."
Jamal laughed. "I'll take you up on that when I get home in the morning."
He turned to me. "Willie, welcome to the family."
I looked at him. "Thank you Jamal, I appreciate the fact that you took time off this afternoon to help me. That was very nice."
Jamal smiled. "Willie I've only known you for a little while, but I am pretty sure you would have done the same thing for me if our situations were reversed."
"I like to think I would. Listen if there is ever anything I can do for you..."
He patted me on the back. "Now that you mention it, there is."
"What's that?"
"Maddie really loves having her ass licked. I am not a submissive cuck so it's a pleasure she doesn't get to enjoy very often. Would you see that she gets a little attention in that area some time tonight?"
I turned to Roxanne. She nodded. "Jamal he would love to do that." She smiled at Maddie. "You can borrow Peewee for a little while when we get back from Sammy's tonight. He has a very active little tongue. I'm sure you'll enjoy him."
Maddie leered at me. "I'm sure I will."
Miraculously the girls were all ready to go in less than fifteen minutes. Jason appeared to be very grateful.
Ricky and Mark had both Lincolns parked in front of Brenda, April and Maddie's house. We were just getting ready to leave when Brenda stopped everyone.
"Roxanne, are there going to be men at Sammy's?"
Roxanne smiled. "Oh yes, some very good looking men."
"I see, then I think that our cucks should be properly controlled before we leave."
April nodded. "Good thinking Bren" She turned to her husband. "Tiny fetch your cage, bring Quickspurts as well."
Julie turned to Ricky. "Footboy fetch our cages. Be sure to bring the new lock we bought for Peewee's cage."
Jason sighed and sat down again. "A man could starve to death in this house."
Maddie walked over and sat down next to him. "Poor baby, how about if I do something to help you take your mind off of food." She unzipped his pants and took out his huge cock. It was already getting hard. She leaned over and started giving Jason a blow job.
Ricky and Mark quickly returned with the cages. Our wives locked them in place.
Just as they were putting their necklaces on Jason said, "Maddie honey, I'm about to cum."
Maddie jumped up and pulled her slacks down. She bent over the arm of the chair and said, "Jason cum all over my ass."
Jason stood up and got behind her.
April came over. "Can I lend a hand?"
Jason laughed. " April, I would love that."
April stood behind Jason, grabbed hold of his huge erection, pointed it at Maddie's asshole and started jacking him off. It was a matter of seconds before Jason shot several spurts of semen onto Maddie's gorgeous rear end."
Maddie turned to Roxanne. "Roxie may I borrow your cute little cuckboy for a few moments right now?"
Roxanne slapped my butt., "Get busy Peewee."
I got on my knees behind Maddie. She sighed when she felt me licking Jason's cum out of the crack of her ass."
Jason chuckled. "That boy has eaten so much of my semen this evening that he's not going to have any room for spaghetti."
When I was done licking up all of Jason's cum I spread the cheeks of Maddie's ass and pushed my tongue into her asshole as far as I could. I didn't have to, but I thought she would enjoy it.
She did. She closed her eyes and her breathing started to get quicker.
Sandra turned to Stevie. "Go play with her clit."
Stevie knelt down next to Maddie and massaged her clitoris while I licked her asshole. It took just a few seconds for the two of us to bring her to an orgasm.
When her climax finally subsided, Maddie slumped down on the couch. She lay still and enjoyed the afterglow of her orgasm. After a few minutes she stood up, reached down and pulled me up on my feet.
When I was standing she kissed me and said, "Thank you Peewee, that was wonderful." She turned to Roxanne, "You're right, he does have an active little tongue. You have him very well trained."
Roxanne smiled at Maddie and said, "Thank you."
Jason looked at all of us. "Can we please go to dinner now."
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We walked out to the two Lincolns for the short trip to Sammy's Bar and Grill. Each house had it's own car so Roxanne and I rode with Ricky, Stevie, Julie and Sandra.
As soon as we got to the car Julie opened the back door and dived in while Sandra pushed me in behind her. Once Julie was inside the car she started pulling me in with her. Both women were giggling hysterically.
When I was inside the car Sandra climbed in next to me and turned to Roxanne. "Roxie, get in front with Stevie and Ricky. Sit on Stevie's lap and put your arm around him so your breasts are pressed into his face."
Julie started laughing. "Kick your shoes off and put your bare feet in Ricky's lap. That will drive my sweet baby crazy."
I felt Sandra slip her hand under my shirt and start tickling my ribs. At the same time she said, "Roxie, you torture our boys in the front seat while we torture your boy in the back."
The trip to Sammy's was utter chaos. Ricky drove and I was very impressed by his ability to maintain his composure under enormous stress. Roxanne did everything she could to distract him. At one point she actually had her little toe in his mouth.
My wife also unbuttoned her blouse, so Stevie spent the entire trip with his eyes closed and his face pressed into her bare breasts. I think he enjoyed the drive over more than anyone else.
In the back seat Sandra and Julie spent the whole time viciously molesting me. I had a wonderful time.
I don't understand how it occurred, but we somehow managed to arrive at Sammy's in one piece. Jason was waiting for us on the curb in front of the bar. He drove his own car. When dinner was over he had to go home to his wife.
Brenda, Maddie and April's Lincoln pulled in behind us. We all piled out of the cars and went into Sammy's.
Sammy looked up when we walked in the door. As soon as he saw it was us his face broke into a big smile. "Roxie and Willie, my two favorite people in the whole world."
We stepped right up to the bar. Roxanne leaned over and kissed Sammy.
He smiled. "You're gonna make Mrs. Sammy awful jealous if you keep doing that."
Roxanne giggled. "You just say the word big guy and I'll do all kinds of things that will make Mrs. Sammy jealous."
Sammy smiled. "Roxie you're making me blush."
He turned to me. "Willie I heard about all that stuff up at Bob's Auto Ranch. Bob called me. He felt real bad about it. He told me to tell you he's very sorry. You know he canned them guys that did it."
I smiled. "Thanks Sammy. Yeah I heard they got fired."
Sammy reached below the bar and pulled out his baseball bat. "I wish I'd been there. I would of let em have it with my old Louisville Slugger."
I laughed. "Sammy I wish you any your Louisville Slugger had been there to."
He looked over my shoulder. "Hey, are you guys gonna introduce me to all these gorgeous dolls you brought with you?"
Roxanne smiled. "We sure are Sammy." She turned. "This is Sandra, the blond next to her is Julie."
Sammy looked at the tattoos on Julie's arm. He grinned, rolled up his sleeves and exposed his tattoos. "Julie honey I got more than you do"
Julie laughed. "Sammy I'm in love with you already."
Roxanne pointed to the Stevie and Ricky. "Sammy, the two guys behind Sandra and Julie are Stevie and Ricky. Stevie's married to Sandra and Ricky's married to Julie."
Sammy nodded. "Hey I like you two already. You know everyone at Sammy's has to have a name that ends in a 'y'."
Roxanne pointed to Brenda. "The gorgeous brunette is Brenda. We call her Bren."
Sammy waved. "Hey Bren." He paused. "Brendy sounds dumb. We'll wave the y rule for you. Bren will be just fine."
The guy next to her is her husband Bobby."
Sammy nodded. "Bobby's a good name." He smiled, "Welcome to Sammy's Bobby."
"The woman next to Bren is April. Her husband Markie is next to her."
Sammy looked at April. He smiled and said, "You're just about the sweetest looking girl I've ever seen. He laughed. "We'll call you Sweetie." He looked at Mark and said, "Markie my friend if I was thirty years younger I'd do everything I could to steal that woman away from you."
I looked at April. She was blushing.
Sammy winked at Roxanne. "Don't ever tell Mrs. Sammy that I said that. Janice would beat the ever lovin tar out of me."
Roxanne scowled. "Sammy she would not. Janice is a very sweet woman."
Sammy grinned. "Roxie you didn't know her when she was on the pro wrestling circuit."
"Sammy quit now, you're making that up." Roxanne paused. "Could you be serious for a moment so we can finish the introductions?"
"Oh okay, but only for a moment."
Everyone was smiling. It was hard not to like Sammy.
"All right, can we proceed?"
Sammy nodded.
"The other gorgeous brunette is Maddie. She's not married, but she's engaged to a man who's a surgery resident at the University Hospital."
Sammy looked at Maddie. "It's nice to meet you Maddie. You must be very proud of your fiancée."
Maddie looked at Sammy for a moment and then she smiled. "Yes Sammy, I am."
"The tall gentleman in the back is Jason Mathews."
Sammy stared at Jason and then he asked, "Aint there a big time lawyer named Jason Mathews?"
Jason smiled. "Sammy I don't know how big time I am, but I am certainly a lawyer and I gather that I have quite a reputation."
Sammy laughed. "We aint gonna worry about the y rule for you. We'll call you anything you wanna be called."
"Jason works pretty good."
Sammy nodded. "Jason I'm just guessing that you're the one who's starving to death."
Jason grinned at Sammy. "I sure am."
Sammy looked at us and said, "Please excuse me for a minute." He ran into the kitchen. After a moment he came back out with a basket piled high with garlic bread. He handed it to me. "Willie would you see that this goes straight to our hungry friend." He looked at Jason. "I just took it out of the oven."
As I was passing the bread back to Jason, Sammy said, "You guys said you was bringin some classy wine. Why don't you give it to me and I'll open it up and get you some glasses." He looked at Roxanne. "You guys want some beer to."
Roxanne smiled. "A pitcher of your finest Sammy."
While Sammy was opening our wine and pouring the beer the girls turned and surveyed the crowd. There must have been a least thirty unattached men in the room.
Julie turned to Brenda. "This is kind of like a slut wife toy store."
Brenda laughed, "Jules I think were going to have some fun tonight."
Stevie shook his head. "Everyone eats before you go play. None of you had much for lunch."
April poked Sandra in the ribs. "Your boy is not only boss cuck, he's also mom cuck."
Sandra smiled. "It's kind of nice isn't it."
April laughed. "Yes it is."
Stevie patted Sandra on the butt. "You guys pick a table. We'll start ferrying over plates of spaghetti and beverages."
Julie leaned over to Sandra. "Boss cuck is back."
Sandra nodded. "I think I like mom cuck better."
Jason stopped eating garlic bread for a moment. "Boss cuck is right, lets find a table and eat."
Brenda turned to him. "Don't talk with your mouthful dear."
Jason shook his head, "I don't even live with you guys and I'm getting nagged."
Brenda laughed. "Honey you spend more time at our house than you do at your office."
Jason smiled. "The fringe benefits at your house are much better than they are at my office."
Brenda poked him. "Well sweetie if you want anymore fringe benefits from us you'll listen to slut mom here and start chewing your food before you talk."
Jason looked at Bobby. "Robert my friend you have my condolences. Your life must be tough."
Brenda looked at her husband. "Robert dear, be very careful how you respond to Mr. Mathews. Both of you are very close to becoming soprano's in the Vienna Boys Choir."
Jason put his arm around Bobby. "Come on buddy. I think we'd better go sit down before we get into more trouble."
I turned. Sandra and Julie were pushing two tables together. Mark and April were finding chairs.
As Bobby and Jason were walking to the table, Bobby shook his head, "I haven't said a word and I am being threatened with castration."
Jason smiled. "Bobby she was just teasing."
Bobby looked at Jason, "you don't know my wife."
Jason laughed. "As your lawyer I remind you that you have the right to remain silent."
Bobby grinned at his friend. "I think we'd both better take that advice for the next few minutes."
We finished our dinner. Everyone agreed that Sammy's spaghetti was outstanding.
As Sammy was clearing away our dishes Sandra looked at everyone and said, "I think its time for the cucks to go sit at the bar. There are some very cute guys in here. Boy's it's playtime for your wives."
We all got up. As we stood Sandra looked at Jason. "Baby do you mind joining the cucks tonight? I really would like to meet a new guy and slip out to his car with him for a little while."
Jason smiled at Sandra. "Don't worry about me sweetheart. I've already had two nice blow jobs this evening. I'll be very content sitting at the bar with the cucks."
Sandra looked at her husband. "Stevie honey would you be sure to keep Jason entertained while I'm playing around."
Stevie grabbed his friend. "Come on Jason, I'll get you a fresh mug of beer."
Jason laughed as he stood up. "Now that's an offer I can't refuse."
As we all walked to the bar I smiled. You know you're a cuckold when your wife asks you to entertain her boyfriend while she hooks up with another guy.
At least a dozen men watched with interest as we left our wives unattended at the table and walked to the bar.
Our wives immediately went to work. They used the same technique that they employ so successfully at Baxter's. They each picked out a man that they found attractive. They got his attention by brazenly staring at him. Once they had his attention they began lasciviously licking their lips.
They're hunting aggressive men. If their victim doesn't respond to this approach, if he doesn't come over and immediately engage them, then he is merely demonstrating that he isn't the kind of man they're seeking. They quickly move on to another guy.
Roxanne had never done this before, but she's an intelligent person. She watched Brenda and Julie. She saw what they were doing and immediately began imitating them.
It wasn't long before each of the women had successfully lured a man into the vacant chair next to her.
For the next fifteen or twenty minutes we sat at the bar and watched our wives seduce their prey. They're all skilled coquettes. They tease and flirt with their victims until they have them completely ensnared and then they pounce.
This evening it was Roxanne who sprang the trap. It was appropriate. They were hunting in her back yard. She knew the terrain.
She looked at everyone at the table and said, "The game room seems to be empty, why don't we all go back there. I would love to shoot some pool."
The guy she was sitting with stood up. "Roxie honey I can't think of anything I would rather do right now than shoot a little pool with you."
The entire table murmured their agreement and followed Roxanne and her man to the privacy of the game room.
As they walked passed us Roxanne turned to me and said, "Peewee, get a couple of pitchers of beer and a couple of bottles of wine and bring them to the game room. I think our men might get thirsty while we play pool." She smiled at me. "You might also ask Sammy to put on a little dance music for us."
We got two pitchers of beer, two bottles of wine and lots of glasses. We also got two large bowls of popcorn. Ricky, Stevie, Bobby, Mark and I put everything on trays and carried them to the game room.
When we walked in, everyone of our wives was locked in a passionate embrace with her man. We noticed that there were already four other guys at the pool table. Our wives didn't seem to care. I thought to myself that this was going to get very interesting.
As soon as she saw us, Brenda broke off her kiss and pointed to two tables in the corner. "Cucks, set everything over there, then get the fuck out of here."
Maddie laughed. "We'll call you if we need you."
Sandra looked at Stevie. "Speedy have one cuck stand in the doorway just in case we want something. Have the rest of the cucks stand guard outside. Don't let anyone else come into this room." She turned to her man and kissed him on the lips and then she turned back to her husband. "I think we're going to want some privacy."
As soon as we'd set everything down on the tables Stevie nodded to us and said, "Come on guys, we'd better get out of here."
We followed him out of the game room. Once we were outside he stopped. We all gathered around him. "Sandra is letting one of us stay so he can tell the rest of us what's going on." He turned to Mark. "You take the first shift."
Mark went back inside the game room door.
Stevie looked at the rest of us. "Bobby and Ricky pull a table over here and get chairs for all of us. Willie get us a pitcher of beer, a bottle of wine and some glasses. Also make sure Sammy is cool with what's going on. Tell him that we'll make sure none of his other customers figure out what's happening."
As I was walking to the bar Stevie called to me. "Hey Willie, tell Jason to get a couple bowls of popcorn and join us at the table."
I waved. "I'm on it Stevie."
I walked over to Jason at the bar. "Hey Jas were all moving to a table outside the game room. How about if you get some popcorn and join us. I'm getting some beer and wine."
"Sounds good, What's happening in the game room?"
"I suspect that it's about to become the fellatio room."
Jason started to laugh. "PW, I've never quite heard it put like that, but I do believe that with these girls you're right on the money." He started smiling. "Maybe Sammy can get a sign made for the door."
Jason walked over to the popcorn machine. I turned to look for Sammy. As I turned I noticed that the place was practically empty. I looked at the clock behind the bar. It was 10:15. Sammy's is a neighborhood bar. They don't do much late night business.
Sammy walked out of the kitchen. "Hey PW, what can I get for you."
I looked at Sammy. "Thats the second time in less than two minutes that I've been called that. Sammy is this a plot?"
Sammy was grinning like the Cheshire cat. "Yeah your buddy Jason and I thought it up. We both really liked the sound of it." He paused. "Is it okay with you?"
I nodded. "Yeah, I think I like it a lot."
"I thought you would."
"Sammy, I need a pitcher of beer and another bottle of wine."
"Coming right up PW."
As Sammy poured the beer he said, "I see your friend's wives enjoy the same freedom that Roxie enjoys."
"Yeah Sammy, were sort of a little group. Are you okay with this?"
Sammy stopped and looked at me. "Willie what are you talking about?" He looked around the bar. "Where did your wives and all those guys go?"
Suddenly he turned to the game room. "Willie what's going on in my game room?" He stared at me for moment and then he shook his head. "No, no, no, not in my game room. Janice would kill me if she found out." He paused. "Willie you guys can't do this here. This is a neighborhood tavern."
Sammy walked around the end of the bar and went straight into the game room. I followed him. I was ashamed of myself. I felt like I'd abused the hospitality of a very good friend.
Once in the game room Sammy surveyed the situation. It wasn't as bad as I thought if might be. No one was fucking or giving a blow job. Still things were clearly moving in that direction. Brenda was making out with a guy in the corner. Her blouse was unbuttoned. She wasn't wearing a bra. April was in the other corner with two guys. She was kissing one of them. The other one had her skirt up around her waist. He had one hand inside her panties. Julie, Maddie and Sandra were watching Roxanne and several men play pool. Each of them had a man standing behind them. The men were brazenly fondling them.
Sammy turned to my wife. She was leaning over the pool table. Her blouse was open and her bra was unclasped. One of the men was helping her line up a shot. He had his hand on her naked breast.
Sammy yelled at her, "Roxanne Mitchell! I thought you were my friend. This is a family bar. You can't have an orgy in here."
He turned to the men who were playing with our wives. "You guys all have homes and families to go to. If you don't you should be out looking for nice single girls. All of these women are married."
He threw his arms up." The party is over, go home. We'll all keep quiet about this and forget it ever happened. Tomorrow night you're all welcome to come back, but don't expect to find another mother fuckin orgy in here."
The men all became very quiet and filed out of the game room. As they shuffled passed Sammy each of them mumbled a quiet apology.
They all left quickly. When they were gone Sammy looked at us. "Kids, I love Roxie and Willie. My wife Janice and I were the witnesses at their wedding. Roxie and Willie love all of you, so I love you guys to. That's just the way I am." He paused for a moment to think. "I know you guys live a little different life style. That's your business, but when you come into my place you have to keep it quiet."
He turned to Roxanne. "Honey just keep doing it the way you've been doing it for the last few years. You know what I mean, be subtle. Slip off to the parking lot to look at a guys car." He looked at all of our wives, "One of you can take one guy into the game room when the place isn't busy, but just one guy at a time. You can't bring a whole group of guys back there." He paused for a moment, "Maybe you could pick up some guys here and take them back to your place and have your party there."
He sighed and looked at all of us. "I want you to be regulars at my place. I'll treat you like kings and Queens. You can be who you are, but you have to try to hide it from my regular customers." He shrugged, "Okay?"
Julie stood up and walked over to Sammy. "Mr." she stopped. "I'm sorry I don't know you last name."
Sammy smiled and looked at the rest of us. "This one I really like a lot."
Julie blushed.
He looked at her. "Honey, my last name is Sammy. For you and all your pals, my only name is Sammy." He smiled. "Now sweetheart, what were you going to say?"
Julie smiled back at Sammy. "I'm just really sorry we did that and I promise you we won't ever do it again."
Sammy grinned. "You're Julie right?"
She nodded.
He looked at Ricky. "This is your wife right."
Ricky smiled and said, "Yes."
"Well you're one lucky man Ricky, your wife speaks from the heart."
Ricky was beaming. Julie was the world to him.
Sammy looked at Julie, "Honey your apology is accepted." He looked at the rest of us. "Everyone is forgiven. We won't ever speak of it again."
He took a deep breath. "All right, thats over with. What do ya say we push a couple of tables together and have a beer or a glass of wine. I want to hear a little bit about each of you."
Sammy was like that. He loved people. He loved talking to people and he loved learning about people. He was in the right line of work. He was a great bartender.
We sat at the table and talked for over an hour. During that time each of us took a few minutes and told Sammy about ourselves.



At 11:30 Stevie said, " It's a weeknight I think we had better call it an evening." He looked at Sammy, "Thank you very much for you hospitality and your friendship."
Brenda stood up. "Sammy what do we owe you?"
Sammy quickly wrote up a bill and handed it to Brenda. Brenda looked at it, opened her purse, counted out two hundred dollars and handed the money to Sammy.
He looked at the money. "Brenda, that's too much."
Roxanne got up, walked over to Sammy, put her arms around his neck and kissed his cheek. "Honey, this group likes to tip generously. They can afford it. Let them do it."
Sammy looked at all of us and smiled. "Thank you very much."
Julie smiled back at him. "No Sammy, we need to thank you. This place is wonderful, I can't wait until we get to come back."
He winked at her. "Neither can I Julie."
We all got up to leave. As we walked out each of the girls walked over and kissed Sammy on the cheek. I held the front door open for everyone. I was the last one out. As I closed the door I looked back at Sammy. He was still sitting at the table. He had an ear to ear grin on his face.
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We all stood on the curb outside Sammy's and said good night to Jason. He loves us, but he also loves his wife. It was time for him to go home. He got into his car, As soon as he pulled away from the curb we all got into the Lincolns and left for our homes.
Roxanne and I wouldn't start moving our things to Sandra and Julie's house until tomorrow, but we were still going to sleep there tonight.
On the way to our home Sandra turned to me. "PW," she giggled. "I really do like that name for you. We can use it everywhere and we'll be the only ones that know it really stands for Peewee. It will be our little secret." She stopped. "PW, earlier today you promised me you would tell Roxanne the story that you told me. I think you should do it before we go to sleep tonight."
I looked at Sandra. "I agree."
Roxanne was leaning against my shoulder. She sat up. "What story?"
Julie was in the front seat between Stevie and Ricky. She turned around. "Yeah, what story. I wanna hear it to."
Sandra looked at Julie and said, "It's kind of personal for PW."
"No fair, he told you didn't he? I love him every bit as much as you do. Why can't he tell me to?"
I smiled. "Why don't I tell everyone. It might be good for me and it will certainly help everyone understand what happened this week."
Roxanne looked around. She was obviously flustered. "Baby I'm getting scared. What's this all about?"
Sandra reached over and patted Roxanne's knee. "Don't worry, it's nothing bad." She stopped. "Well it was bad when it happened, but that was a long time ago." She held Roxanne's hand and smiled. "It's nothing for you to worry about and it will help you to understand what happened this week."
Roxanne looked at me. "Willie, do you still love me?"
I laughed. "More than you can possibly imagine."
Roxanne smiled and snuggled up to my shoulder again.
Sandra opened her purse and took out her cell phone. "Do you really want to tell everyone?"
I nodded. "Yes, I think so." I looked at Sandra. "Don't you think it would be good idea?"
She thought for a moment and then she said, "Yes, I do. We're a family. We should know about each other."
I shrugged."I agree, let's get everyone together."
Sandra pushed a button on her cell phone. After a moment she said, "Hi Bren. It's me, Sandra. We're coming over. Tell Mark and Bobby to set out some wine and get the parlor ready. I'll send Stevie, Ricky and PW ahead to help them."
She listened for a moment and then she said, "Yes it is important. You'll understand when you hear it. We'll see you in a few minutes."
Sandra pushed another button and put her cell phone away. As she was closing her purse we pulled into the driveway of 1211 Oak Grove Drive.
As soon as we were stopped, Sandra, Julie and Roxanne jumped out of the car and ran into the house. All three of them were yelling. "I have the bathroom first."
When they disappeared through the front door I turned to Stevie and Ricky. "Don't we have five bathrooms?"
Stevie and Ricky both started laughing. Ricky looked at me and said, "Welcome to our life."
I smiled at them. "It's pretty wonderful isn't it?'
Both of them started grinning.
Stevie said, "Words can never describe just how wonderful it is."
When we walked into the house we heard a loud ruckus coming from the bedroom. It sounded like a pillow fight at a sorority house. Apparently on this evening there was only one bathroom that was worthy of use.
Ricky, Stevie and I took turns using the small bathroom in the back hall of the kitchen.
The giggling in the bedroom finally started to quiet down. After a few moments all three of our girls came out.
Stevie looked at them and said, "It was pointed out that there are in fact five bathrooms in this house."
Sandra grinned at her husband. "Are you suggesting that reason and logic might have some influence on our behavior?"
Stevie laughed. "No that would be a foolish idea."
Sandra smiled at Stevie. "And don't you ever forget that Speedy." She walked over to him and put her arms around his shoulders. As she hugged him she said, "Stevie Wagner, I love you so much."
Stevie kissed Sandra and said, "I know."
Roxanne walked over to me. She didn't say anything, she just put her arms around my waist and held on to me.
Julie squeezed Ricky, kissed his cheek and said, "This is a wonderful scene, but shouldn't our cuckboys be getting to Brenda's house so they can help with the chores?"
Sandra looked at her friend. "You're right Jules." She turned back to Stevie. "You three go over and help Mark and Bobby. We're going to freshen up. We'll be over in a minute or two."
When we got to Brenda's house we went straight to the parlor. Mark was vacuuming the large oriental rug and Bobby was busy setting out bottles of wine and glasses on a table in the corner.
Bobby looked up at Stevie when we came in. "Would you go into the kitchen and put together some kind of a snack. It's been a while since we had dinner. Everyone might be getting hungry again."
He turned to Ricky. "Ricky will you start a pot of coffee." He paused. "Why don't you make two pots, one decaf and one caffeine." He turned to me. "PW, why don't you give him a hand."
Ricky and I both nodded and followed Stevie into the kitchen. We went to work immediately. It wasn't long before we had two pots of coffee brewing.
Stevie saw were done making coffee so he called to me, "PW slice some cheese while Ricky gets out the cups, saucers, cream and sugar.
Just as I was starting to slice the cheese, Brenda walked through the kitchen. "PW the women are going to be sitting in the living room while the parlor is being prepared. Bring us a pitcher of ice water and some glasses."
As soon as she was gone Stevie looked at me. "In this household we really are slaves." He smiled at me. "Ricky can finish slicing the cheese. You'd better get that pitcher of ice water out to the living room. Brenda is not a patient woman."
I got a glass pitcher and filled it with ice and water. I put it on a try with six glasses and brought it into the living room.
All six wives were seated and engaged in conversation. Brenda looked up when she heard me come in. "Thank you PW, you can set everything on the coffee table and go back to the kitchen. We can pour for ourselves."
I was living in a new place, I wasn't yet quite sure how to act. This certainly wasn't as strict an atmosphere as the party last Saturday night. I wasn't required to curtsy and the girls were doing some things for themselves. Still it was very apparent that in this household cuckolds were slaves.
I returned to the kitchen. Stevie had two large trays of snacks prepared. They looked delicious. I was beginning to realize that eating from a kitchen run by Stevie Wagner was going to be a real luxury..
Ricky had two coffee servers set up on trays. He also had a tray of cups, napkins, cream and sugar. He handed me one of the coffee servers. "Bring this to the parlor and then come right back. It's going to take several trips to get everything laid out."
It did take several trips, but by the time we were done the side table in the parlor was filled with coffee and cups, wine, beer on ice and a wonderful assortment of delicious looking snacks.
When everything was set up, Stevie and Bobby surveyed the room and smiled.
Bobby said, "It looks good."
Stevie nodded his head. "I agree." He turned to Ricky. "Go get the women."
As I waited for the women to come into the parlor I looked around. It was the room where most of the date night party had taken place last Saturday night.
If you remember, my initial impression of the room was that it looked like part of a country estate in an Agatha Christie Mystery. As I looked around now, there was nothing that would change that first impression. It was a magnificent room. The woodwork was all dark mahogany. The floor was covered by a large oriental rug and the windows were draped with plush red velvet curtains. At one end of the room a small fire was burning in a large mahogany paneled fireplace. There were six dark brown leather love seats arranged in a semicircle in front of that fireplace. Last Saturday night each of those love seats had been occupied by one of our wives and her date for the evening.
I heard voices to my left. I turned, the women were coming into the room. They all walked over to their respective love seats and sat down.
I looked at Roxanne. She was gorgeous. She'd applied fresh makeup, changed her clothes and combed her hair.
My mind traveled back to last Saturday night when she was sharing that spot with Brett Ryman. She was gorgeous then to, but that night she'd made herself beautiful for him rather than me.
I started to get excited as I pictured them sitting together on that love seat, kissing and fondling each other. I remembered her handsome lover taking my wife's hand. As he lead her into the den Roxanne tugged on my leash and made me crawl like a dog behind them.
A studio couch had been pulled out and turned into a bed for them. Roxanne made me kneel at the foot of the bed and watch as she sucked Brett's huge cock. When he was ready, my wife lay back on the bed and spread her legs so that he could enjoy the ultimate marital pleasure, the pleasure that was supposed to be reserved solely for me.
When both of them had fully sated their sexual appetites, Brett stood up and picked up his clothes. As he was getting dressed he watched Roxanne pull me up on the bed. He chuckled as my wife pulled my face to her savaged cunt and made me lick up all of the semen that he had ejaculated into her while they were fucking.
After Brett left, Roxanne and I lay together on the bed holding each other. We both agreed that it had been a wonderful night.
As I thought about that wonderful night I understood that my wife and her lover had subjected me to a series of indignities and humiliations. They made me wait on them, crawl like a dog and lick up Brett's semen.
So I had to asked myself the key question. What was the difference between that night and the events that occurred on the following Monday at Bob's Auto Ranch.
I shook my head. The answer was so very simple. When Brett and Roxanne humiliated me, they were doing it because they knew I was enjoying it. That wasn't the situation with either the bullies at Bob's Auto Ranch or the bullies in my old high school. They were doing it solely for their own sadistic pleasure.
I grant you that Roxanne, Sandra, Maddie, April, Julie and Brenda all have sadistic streaks. It's one of the things that attracts us to them, but they also love us and care about us. No matter what we might say and do during our games, our pleasure is just as important to them as their pleasure.
I looked around the room. Everyone but me was seated. Sandra and Stevie, Julie and Ricky, April and Mark and Brenda and Bobby were all on their love seats, cuddled up to each other. Maddie and Roxanne were the only one's seated alone. I could tell that Maddie was sad. Her man, Jamal was at the hospital working.
Roxanne looked at me. I smiled at her. She patted the spot next to her and said, "Come sit with me baby."
There was a big grin on my face as I sat down next to my wife.
"As soon as I sat down, Sandra stood up. "This afternoon PW and I had a long talk. During the course of this discussion he told me about a traumatic event that occurred when he was in high school. When I heard what had happened to him I immediately understood his reaction to the current situation. I asked him to tell the story to Roxanne. He agreed that he would.
"This afternoon we also invited Roxanne and PW to become members of our family and live with Stevie, Julie, Ricky and me in the house at 1211 Oak Grove Drive. We are all aware of this and are very happy that they accepted our our invitation. We are now a family of twelve."
Everyone applauded and cheered.
Sandra put up her hand. The group quieted down. She continued. "On the way home from Sammy's I asked Willie to tell his story to Roxanne before they went to sleep tonight. He agreed that he should. When Julie heard this she told us she also wanted to hear the story. Her point was that she loves PW every bit as much as I do. If I got to hear the story, she should to."
Sandra looked at Julie. "Honey this is what Sammy was talking about tonight in the bar. You speak from the heart. It is one of the many qualities that you have that make you such a wonderful person."
Julie started blushing again. Ricky kissed her.
Sandra continued. "Anyway PW agreed with her. However, PW wanted to go a step further. He felt that if he and Roxanne are now members of our family, then maybe the entire family should hear the story."
She took a deep breath. "That's why were all sitting here now." She turned to me. "PW why don't you take over."
I stood up and Sandra sat down.
I looked at everyone and smiled. "Before I go any further, I want to take care of an important detail."
I turned to Maddie. "Maddie, Jamal is my friend. He has proved that to me on several occasions. The most recent was today. I do not believe that he would be happy knowing that you're sitting alone on your love seat this evening. I invite you to join Roxanne and me."
Maddie smiled, stood up and walked over to me. "Thank you PW. Both Jamal and I appreciate your kindness. I would love to sit with you and Roxanne." She took me in her arms and kissed me on the lips.
Everyone started cheering and clapping again.
Brenda stood up and said, "PW if I remember correctly that is not where Jamal asked you to kiss Maddie tonight."
Roxanne laughed. "Peewee, she is right."
Maddie bent over and put her hands on the arms of our love seat. Roxanne stood up and pulled Maddie's slacks and panties down.
I got down on my knees. As I spread the cheeks of her gorgeous ass and started to kiss and lick her asshole, the room erupted into pandemonium.
After a few moments Roxanne pulled me away from Maddie's ass and said, "That's enough sweetheart. You can finish the job a little later."
Maddie pulled her pants up and sat down on our love seat. As she sat down she smiled and said. "He does have an energetic little tongue. Roxanne you're a very lucky woman."
Roxanne giggled and said, "I know."
I turned and faced the room again. "Let's get to the reason that were here. I have a story to tell."
The room became silent.
I proceeded to tell the same story that I told Sandra this afternoon. If you've been following this story, you've already heard it; so I won't repeat it now. If you haven't been following the story, go back to page one. This is a serial. GH wants you to read it from the beginning.
When I was done telling the story Roxanne sat in silence for a moment and then she stood up and walked over to me. She put her arms around me and said, "Willie how can I ever make amends. I did the worst thing I could possibly do to you. I'm so ashamed."
I hugged Roxanne. "You didn't know." I paused. "We live a life style that can be very confusing. I want you to humiliate me. Every man sitting in this room wants that. It's one of the things we have in common."
I looked at all of our wives. "All of you enjoy humiliating us. All of you have sadistic streaks. It's one of the reasons we're in love with you. Every one of you enjoyed watching me lick Maddie's asshole just now." I smiled at them. "I enjoyed doing it in front of you."
I shrugged. "The problem is once in awhile we go too far and someone gets hurt. That's what happened to Roxanne and me." I paused. "We have to be tolerant of errors. I have to understand that Roxanne is human and makes mistakes. Roxanne needs to listen to me, especially when we're playing games. Good communication is the answer to this problem."
I stopped to catch my breath. "It also helps if we know a little bit about our past. That's why I am telling all of you this story."
I turned to Roxanne. "Sandra told me about the time she left Stevie. He was wonderful. I hold him in awe. His love for Sandra was so complete that he actually offered to move to Europe so that Sandra could learn to love Roger."
I kissed Roxanne. "Sweetheart I love you. I will always love you. My love for you is unconditional. No matter what you do, I will love you until the end of time."
Roxanne looked into my eyes. "Willie I love you to. As part of my love for you I promise to do what I failed to do last Monday. I will protect you and shelter you from harm and abuse. When we play our games I will always try to play them in a loving manner with a profound concern about your happiness, satisfaction and well being."
I smiled at Roxanne. "Baby, that's all I could ever ask for."
The room was silent. I turned and looked at everyone. "I guess that I've said my piece. Thank you for listening. Now I'll let you go to bed."
Julie stood up. "No, it's not time to go to bed yet. Willie, you said that we're a family. You're correct. I thank you for telling us that story."
I nodded to Julie.
She smiled at me and then she continued. "You also said that it would help us if we learned about each other. I agree with you and I think this is one of those times that it's very important that we all understand each other."
She looked at Roxanne. "Right now Roxie is plagued with guilt. You were very nice to her and forgave her, but I think she feels like she did something really awful."
We all looked at Roxanne. There were tears running down her cheeks. She was staring at Julie.
Julie looked at all of us. "I don't know much about Roxie, but I know a little. I think we both grew up in environments of abuse and neglect. Both of us were starved for love.
"I was raised in a series of foster homes. Most of them were bad. I ran away from several of them. One of my foster fathers kept trying to peek at me when I was undressing or in the bathroom. Another one drank and used to come on to me when he was drunk.
"When I got married to Ricky I told Stevie that when I ran away, one of the places I would go was the Calvert hotel. I would wander through the lobby and pretend that I was a princess and the Calvert was my palace. On my wedding night my reception was held in the Calvert. That night I really got to be a princess in that beautiful palace."
She turned to Stevie. "Stevie Wagner did that for me. It was wonderful, but that's not the best thing he did for me." She smiled at him. "Stevie loved me. He was the first man who ever really loved me. I'm not talking about sex, I'm talking about love. When he and Sandra got together he adopted me, took me into his house and loved me. He treated me with kindness and respect. He made me start to believe in myself. He persuaded me to enroll in college. He taught me how to love and be loved."
She stared at Ricky. "Because Stevie taught me how to love I was able to find Ricky. When I found him I knew how to love him. Ricky is my world now and I know that I'm his world. We may be the two happiest people on this planet."
Julie turned to Roxanne. "Before I met Stevie, I believe that if I'd been in your place last Monday I would have done exactly what you did. I would have done anything to get love and acceptance from the people around me and it wouldn't have mattered who I was hurting when I did it.
"Roxie, you and PW had a whirlwind romance. You did the right thing. Your instinct told you that you'd found a real man who was worthy of your love and you grabbed him. But, honey you never had time to learn how to truly love this wonderful man."



She smiled. "You do now. Roxie don't beat yourself up about what you did. If you need to try to make it up to PW, do it by loving him."
Suddenly she stopped and started blushing. "Whew, I don't know what got me wound up. Sorry, I didn't mean to start preaching. I think I'd better sit down now."
As soon as she sat down Ricky kissed her and said. "Julie you were wonderful."
She beamed when she kissed him back. Her man thought she was wonderful. That was all that mattered to Julie.
For the next hour everyone took turns standing up and talking. Some of the stories were sad, some of them were happy.
Roxanne talked about her mother and the problems she went through because her parents disowned her. They were angry because she refused to have an abortion when they discovered she was pregnant.
Sandra told us about the pain she went through when her parents threw her out of the house for having an abortion when she was eighteen
Stevie talked about building houses with his foster father. It was a nice story filled with love.
Brenda told us about her father. He was an abusive drunk who beat on her mother.
Maddie talked about being born as a child of first generation immigrants. Her parents escaped from Czechoslovakia during the Russian invasion of 1968. She explained how even though she was born twelve years later in 1980, she was raised in a house where English was rarely spoken. She shook her head and told us that her language problems made school a place of failure and frustration.
Mark and Bobby talked about the cruelty of high school when you're small, intellectual, not athletic and a little effeminate.
Ricky talked about being a shy little boy who spent all of his time reading adventure stories.
When he told everyone this, Julie looked at him and asked, "Will you read them to me?"
He grinned at his wife and said, "Of course I will."
Sandra said, "I'd like to hear them to Ricky."
Roxanne nodded and said, "So would I."
Brenda smiled. "I think we'd all like to hear them."
Julie was beaming. Her man was a star.
Finally everyone except April had told a story. She'd spent the entire time quietly cuddled up to Mark. Now it was her turn. Everyone turned and looked at her.
Mark shook his head. "Sweetheart, you don't have to do this. You can simply pass."
Everyone nodded in agreement. Brenda smiled at April and said, "Honey no one is going to make you tell a story. You don't have to say anything if you don't want to."
April stood up. "No there's something I need to talk about. It was and still is a very big part of my life. You're my family. It's time that all of you hear about it."
All of us were staring at her. She had our complete attention.
She reached down and found Mark's hand. She held on to it as she began telling her story.
"I was a very good girl. You might say that I was a parents dream. I was raised in a nice middle class family. My father was a teacher. I went to church and earned good grades." She smiled. "I was a basketball star. I was on the all state basketball team." She started laughing. "And I was a virgin."
She paused. "When I went to college I lost my virginity to a guy who turned out to be a real asshole." She stopped talking for a moment and stared at the floor. "And then I met two guys." Her voice got very quiet. "Mark and those two guys are the most wonderful men I have ever known."
Tears were beginning to form in her eyes. When she started to speak again there was a catch in her throat. "There names were...", suddenly she started to cry.
Mark stood up and put his arms around her. "It's okay baby, you don't have to do this right now."
April looked at him. "Mark honey I want to tell them. I want them to know."
Brenda stood up and walked over to April. "Honey it's late. Why don't we save this for another evening when you have more energy."
"When?"
"How about tomorrow night. We can have the boys make us a steak dinner. After dinner you can tell your story."
April turned to Stevie. "Can we have a steak dinner tomorrow night? Just us, no dates."
Stevie smiled. "Of course we can."
Brenda looked at Mark. "Honey take her upstairs and get her into bed. It's been a long day."
Mark led April out of the room.
When she was gone Maddie looked at everyone. "Jamal went to Kelroy with her, but he's also been very quiet about what happened there. I think it's just as big a thing for him as it is for April."
Sandra looked at all of us. "It's two o'clock in the morning. Some of us have to get up and go to work in a few hours. I think it's time for all of us to go to bed."
Ricky, Stevie and I stayed for a little while and helped Bobby clean up. Mark was upstairs with April. As soon as everything was done we said good night to Bobby and went back to our house. When we got there the girls were waiting for us.
Sandra was naked. She walked up to Stevie and took his hand. "Come with me Speedy. We're going to the bedroom. PW's not the only one with an energetic little tongue and I can't wait to put yours to work."
Julie was sitting on the couch. She wasn't completely naked, she was wearing a pair of black high heeled lace up boots.
She leered at her husband. "Footboy you need to get on your knees and remove these boots with your teeth. When you're done my toes need some serious attention."
Roxanne walked into the living room from the bedroom. She was wearing some very sexy lingerie.
For a moment we both just stood and smiled at each other and then Roxanne pulled her panties down and started to rub her cunt. "Willie they say that makeup sex is the most fun. How would you like to go into the playpen with me and find out?"
I grinned at my wife. "I would love to."
Roxanne took my hand. As she led me to the playpen I smiled to myself. I had good friends and a woman who loved me. Life couldn't be any better than it was right now.
When we got to the door I stopped.
Roxanne looked at me. "What's wrong baby?"
"Nothing, there's just something I have to do. You go inside, I'll join you in a minute."
"Okay, but don't take too long sweetheart."
"I won't, I just have a message to deliver."
Roxanne disappeared into the playpen.
This is the end of our story. Roxanne and I hope you enjoyed it. Thank you for taking the time to read it.
Goodhusband has asked me to invite all of you to join us tomorrow night in the parlor at Brenda, Maddie and April's house to hear "April's Story". I hope you will be there.
He also asked me to thank the everyone for the large number of wonderful emails that you have sent to him while he's been posting these stories. He appreciates hearing from you and loves reading your kind comments.
Now, if you will please excuse me, Roxanne is waiting for me in the playpen. I don't think I want to be late.
Good night.
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Prologue
I'm Dr. Richard Norman. Everyone calls me Ricky. I'm not a medical doctor, I'm an English professor. I teach English Literature and Composition at Maple Hills Community College. Just over a year ago I met and married Julie Gordon. Julie was one of my students. Julie introduced me to her close friends, Sandra Monroe and Stevie Wagner.
Of course if you have been following these stories you already know all that.
You also know that Julie and I live in a group, we call it a family. Our family is made up of six couples. The family owns two houses that are adjacent to each other. Three couples live in each house. Julie and I live with Sandra and Stevie and Roxanne Mitchell and Willie Oliver. The other house is occupied by Brenda Adams and Bobby Franklin, Madeline Conrad and Jamal Wright and April Hansen and Mark Peters.
All of the women in the group are hot wives. They openly date other men. All of the husbands but one are submissive cuckolds. Our wives love us very much, but they tease us, humiliate us, torment us, and make us live as their slaves. They do it because it excites them, they're all just a little sadistic. But that's not the only reason they do it. They also do it because they know we love every minute of it. We're masochists and we're proud of it. The five of us think of ourselves as the as the luckiest men in the world.
Jamal Wright, who is engaged to Maddie Conrad is the one male in the household who is not a submissive cuckold. Jamal is more like a hot husband. He and Maddie both openly play around. We five cuckolds are not allowed that freedom. We're expected to remain unceasingly faithful to our philandering wives.
Since Jamal is not a submissive cuckold, he is also not a slave. The five of us are expected to do all of the household chores. Jamal and our wives rarely do any housework.
All of us either have careers or go to school. We don't really have to, the family shares a multi million dollar fortune that was made in the stock market. We work at our jobs or go to school because we believe it's healthy. We also think its a good way for our wives to meet men.
The newest members of our family are Roxanne and Willie. When your wife openly sleeps with other men, problems sometimes crop up in your marriage. That just happened to Roxanne and Willie.
They were separated for four days. Yesterday all of us helped to get them back together again.
Last night we all met in the parlor at Brenda, Maddie and April's house. Their parlor doubles as the family meeting room. Willie, whose cuckold name is Peewee, wanted to tell us about a traumatic event from high school. That event still haunts him today.
After PW (that's short for Peewee) told his story, everyone started to tell stories from their own past. It turned into a wonderful evening. We all learned a lot about each other and became closer as friends and family members.
At the end of the evening the only one who hadn't told a story was April Hansen. April is a beautiful blond who's married to Mark Peters. When April started telling her story she broke down in tears. We told her that she didn't have to tell a story, but she insisted. She felt it was important for us to hear it.
Since she was so upset, we decided that it would be better for her to wait until this evening to tell her story.
Stevie Wagner, who is a wonderful cook just made us a delicious steak dinner. After dinner, we cuckolds cleaned up the kitchen while Jamal and our wives drank sherry and relaxed in the living room.
Once the chores were done, all of us moved into the parlor. The parlor is a classic old room. PW thinks it looks like something out of an Agatha Christie Mystery.
As I looked around, I had to agree with him. It is a magnificent room. The woodwork is all dark mahogany, the floor is covered by a large oriental rug and the windows are draped with plush red velvet curtains. At one end of the room a small fire is burning in a large mahogany paneled fire place. There are six dark brown leather love seats arranged in a semicircle in front of the fireplace.
Each couple has their own love seat.
On some evenings we have what we call date night. On date nights our wives invite other men for dinner. Our wives and their dates sit at the dining room table and talk and flirt with each other while we cuckolds serve them a five course dinner.
After dinner our wives and their men retire to this room. Here they sit on these love seats and kiss and fondle each other while we bring them after dinner drinks. Once they've had a chance to relax and digest their dinner, our wives and their men retire to private rooms. There they spend the rest of the evening enjoying the pleasures usually reserved for a husband and wife.
Tonight the parlor was being used for its other purpose, a family meeting. Tonight we occupied the love seats with our wives. Tonight our wives were cuddled up to us rather than to other men.
Once we were all seated Brenda looked at April. "Honey do you feel up to doing this tonight?"
April nodded and grabbed her husband Mark's hand. She continued to hold onto his hand as she started her story.
"April's Story"
All through high school I was the perfect teenage daughter. You know what I mean. I played volleyball, basketball and softball. I studied the piano, maintained an A average in school, obeyed my parents, followed their curfews, went to church every Sunday and most important of all I was a virgin.
In high school I always had a boyfriend. That was important. You needed someone to take you to the dances and parties.
Those poor guys, I feel sorry for them now. I was an ice queen. If I dated a guy for a month and he took me to a big dance, I might let him get my bra off and fondle my breasts; but that was it. I think I was the cause of a lot of cases of blue balls when I was in high school.
In college, I picked up right where I left off in high school. The first thing I did was find a boyfriend.
I went to Kelroy. It was an expensive private college. There were lots of rich kids there. I wasn't one of them. My father was a teacher. He was a wonderful man and we always had food on the table, but we weren't wealthy. I was able to go to Kelroy because they gave me a full academic scholarship.
When I started as a freshman I was a little overwhelmed by the rich fraternity boys. My first boyfriend, Brad Stewart was one of those guys. He was a sophomore. He was very cute. He was a fraternity stud. He drove a Porsche. All the girls in the dorm envied me because I was dating him.
There were a lot of rich fraternity guys like Brad at Kelroy. I later discovered that most of them were stuck up assholes.
I turned 19 in October. Brad took me out for pizza for my birthday dinner. It wasn't fancy. I didn't care. We were young, pizza was a big favorite for both of us.
As soon as we were done eating we went back to Brad's fraternity house. His roommate was at home for the weekend. We had the room to ourselves.
Brad and I had been making out since we started dating, but that was all we were doing. He was pressuring me hard to go further. I don't respond well to people who put pressure on me to do anything. I never have. I'm pretty independent. If it had just been Brad trying to talk me out of my panties, I'd probably still be a virgin today.
It was the girls in my dormitory that got me thinking about going all the way. In my dorm I heard all kinds of stories about the wonders and excitement of sex. Every night girls came back from dates talking about sucking cocks and getting laid. I was starting to feel funny about still being a virgin. It seemed like I was the only one in the school. The afternoon of my birthday, I made the decision that I was going to change all that. That night I was going to lose my virginity.
Brad had a bottle of vodka and some orange juice in his room. We sat on his bed and drank screwdrivers. I'd never done much drinking. The screw drivers went down very easy.
It wasn't long before I had a nice warm feeling from the alcohol. I wasn't drunk, but I was very relaxed. When Brad kissed me I opened my mouth and welcomed his tongue. A tingle of excitement rippled through me when he put his hand on my breast. In the past alarms always went off in my head when a guy did that. I was afraid to let go. I was scared that things might get out of hand. But not tonight, tonight I wanted things to get out of hand. Tonight I wanted to go all the way.
I gently removed Brad's hand from my breast. He started to protest. He thought I was stopping him. I wasn't. Instead I stood up and stared into his eyes while I slowly pulled my top over my head. His protest quickly turned to an expression of dumbfounded amazement.
I wasn't wearing a bra. Brad's eyes focused on my bare breasts. All of you have seen me naked. You know I'm not exactly buxom. It wasn't like he was looking at a set of double D's. I'm a B. Still, this was the first time that Brad saw my breasts. This was the first time that any guy saw my breasts.
Brad was speechless. I found myself enjoying this. I grinned at him, unzipped my skirt and let it fall to the floor. My entire body tingled as I stood in front of him wearing nothing but my underpants.
He was now completely flustered. It was obvious that he didn't know what to do. I smiled. This was the first time I understood the power a woman's naked body has over a man.
I'd already made the decision that I was going to let Brad fuck me that night. I didn't need flowers and candy and I wasn't looking for a seduction. I wanted action. I may have been a virgin, but I wasn't a dainty little flower. I was an all state guard on my high school basketball team. I was a strong young woman. When I decided I wanted to do something, I did it.
I looked into Brad's eyes, lasciviously licked my lips and wiggled my hips while I slowly slid my panties down to my ankles and kicked them off.
Brad took a deep breathe when he saw my naked cunt. My mother was Swedish, my father was Danish. I'm a natural blond. Before I started shaving my pubic hair it was thin and wispy. He could easily see my pussy lips.
As I stood naked in front of this boy, I realized that I wasn't shy or ashamed. In fact I was excited. I loved letting him see my body. That was the moment I realized that I was an exhibitionist.
Brad stood up, took me in his arms and kissed me. At the same time he placed his hand on my left breast and started rolling my nipple between his fingertips.
I'd spent much of the day fantasizing about this moment and now it was here. I knew what I wanted. I had an agenda. The first part of my agenda was very simple. I wanted to feel a cock, see a cock, touch a bare cock and most of all I wanted to try sucking a cock.
I placed my right hand on Brad's crotch and felt his erect penis. It was trapped along the left leg of his snug fitting jeans. I could hear him gasp and hold his breath when I traced the outline with my fingers.
I dropped to my knees and unbuckled Brad's belt. He just smiled at me. It was a big stupid puppy dog grin. I think he was so excited about what was happening that he was incapable of any other reaction.
I opened Brad's jeans and lowered them to his his ankles. His boxer shorts went down at the same time. His penis sprang to attention as soon as it was freed from its denim prison. I held it in my hands and took a moment to study it. Brad didn't care. He just kicked off his jeans, sat down on the edge of the bed, lay back and closed his eyes. I think he would have been happy to let me play with his cock for as long as I wanted.
Cocks are really quite amazing things. They're kind of like collapsible tools. When they aren't needed, they get soft and little so they can be easily stored. When they are needed they quickly morph into big menacing serpents that stand straight up and arrogantly challenge you to combat.
As I inspected Brad's cock I decided it really wasn't all that scary. In fact it reminded me of a bald headed soldier standing at attention. I giggled to myself as I kissed its cute little mouth. After that I couldn't resist temptation any longer and started licking my soldier's belly.
Brad sighed when he felt my tongue dancing along the underside of his erect penis. It was immediately obvious that he enjoyed this. I smiled to myself. I'd just completed lesson number one in learning how to give a blow job. The underside of a guy's cock is very sensitive.
I closed my eyes and took a moment to enjoy the thrill of licking Brad's erection. When I got to the spot right under the head I did a little swirl with my tongue. Brad gasped. I smiled. Lesson number two, the spot right under the head of a penis is even more sensitive.
While I played with Brad's cock I started to build my courage. The girls in the dorm all talked about sucking cocks. I wanted to try it, but to do that I had to put this thing in my mouth. I was a little worried that I might gag. I took a deep breath and parted my lips.
I know there are many girls that don't like to give blow jobs. If they do it at all, they do it as a duty. As soon as I put Brad's penis in my mouth I realized that I wasn't one of those girls. It felt wonderful. I wrapped one hand around the shaft of his cock and massaged his balls with my other hand while I sucked on that marvelous head. I didn't have to think about any of this, it just came naturally.
For the next few minutes I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sweet sensation of sucking Brad's cock. It reminded me of making out with a guy only this was a much more intimate act.
I could have spent the entire evening giving Brad a blow job, but that wasn't the plan. I still had my agenda and the primary item on that agenda was losing my virginity. I wasn't going to get that done by sucking his cock.
I got up on the bed and lay down next to Brad. He climbed on top of me and pressed his lips against mine. For a moment we kissed passionately and then Brad reached down and spread my legs apart.
He got on his knees and pushed the head of his cock against the lips of my cunt. At the same time he said, "April relax, you're going to enjoy this."
I took a deep breath and said, "Brad go slow, I'm a virgin."
I closed my eyes and braced myself for the pain. I'd heard lots of stories about how much it hurt the first time you did it. After a moment I felt Brad enter me and stop. My hymen must have been blocking him.
"Push hard Brad. Just do it. I really want you to. Don't worry, I'll be okay."
He pushed a little bit harder and suddenly his cock popped into me. There might have been a moment of pain, but it wasn't very intense. I'd played a lot of sports in my life. I was always a reckless athlete and I constantly got hurt. I'd endured pain that was far worse than the minor discomfort that I just felt.
And the pleasure that followed the pain was magnificent. Fucking was wonderful. I closed my eyes and grinned as I enjoyed the divine sensation of Brads cock sliding in and out of sopping wet cunt.
I closed my eyes and let Brad fuck me for several minutes. Again, I could have gone on all night; but not on this night. I still had one more item on my agenda. I wanted to taste semen.
I looked up at my boyfriend. All of his attention was focused on pumping his cock in and out of my cunt.
He saw me looking at him and smiled at me.
I smiled back and said, "Brad, I want to make you cum by sucking you."
This was a very popular suggestion. Brad immediately pulled his cock out of my cunt and lay down on his back.
I sat up and put his cock back in my mouth. I jacked him off while I sucked him. I worked quickly, my goal was to make him cum. Brad was a healthy 20 year old guy and he was highly aroused. It took less than a minute before he started to ejaculate.
I would later learn to recognize the signs of a building orgasm, but on that night I was a novice. The first spurt of semen took me completely by surprise. I gagged as it hit the back of my throat.
It wouldn't be long before I learned to love the taste of a man's cum, but it is definitely an acquired taste and this was my first experience. As Brad ejaculated into my mouth it took every bit of self control I had to keep from gagging again. The taste and consistency of semen was something I was going to have to get used to.
The volume of semen that he produced was another issue. I had a mouthful of cum and I wasn't sure what to do with it. I'm now proud to say that I opted for the solution that every good hot wife should take. I swallowed it.
I snuggled up next to Brad. I definitely wasn't done. I was of hoping for an encore performance. As I lay next to him I was disappointed when I realized that he was asleep.
I enjoyed fucking Brad and would have loved fucking him again, but I had no interest in sleeping with him. I quickly put my clothes on and slipped out of his fraternity house.
I ran straight back to my dorm. I was excited. I wasn't the only virgin at Kelroy anymore. I just got done sucking a guys cock and letting him fuck me. I had stories to tell tonight and I was excited about telling them.
I opened the door to my room. Mandy, my roommate was lying on her bed reading a mystery novel. As I walked in she put her book down and said, "You're home early. Did you have a nice birthday date with Brad?"
I tried being nonchalant. "Oh it was okay."
"Did you go back to his room?"
"Oh yes, I certainly did."
"So tell me, did anything happen?"
I had my back to her. As calmly as I could I said, "Not much." And then I spun around and blurted out, "I just sucked his cock and let him fuck me."
Mandy jumped up and screamed "Shut up! You didn't."
I giggled and said "Yes I did."
Mandy grabbed me and pulled me over to her bed. "Sit down. Tell me everything that happened. I want to hear every little detail."
As we were sitting down three more girls opened the door and came in. One of them asked, "Whats all the screaming about?"
"April just lost her virginity."
The three new girls screamed and jumped on the bed. "We want to hear everything."
By the time I was halfway through my story there were eleven girls in the room. Someone produced a bottle of cheap wine. We all stayed up until 3:00 am drinking wine and talking about sex.
I was happy that I finally had something to add to the conversation.
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On Tuesday evening I went to the gym. For the past week the campus had been plastered with signs advertising the annual 3 on 3 basketball tournament.
I have already told you that I played three sports in high school. Basketball was by far my favorite. It was the sport where I excelled.
I almost didn't play as a senior. Just before the season started my high school coach took me aside and said, "April the next four months are going to be the most important four months of your life. The entire school is relying on you to lead us to a state championship. Anything short of that will be a failure on your part."
What sort of asshole puts that kind of pressure on an 18 year old kid.
I went home. When my dad got home I started to cry. He took me into the den. As soon as we sat down he asked, "Whats the matter baby?"
I told him what the coach had said to me. When I was done I looked at my dad and said, "Daddy I don't want to play anymore. I play basketball for fun. Now it's going to be a lot of stress. The pressure of maintaining my grades is hard enough. I don't want any more pressure in my life."
My dad smiled at me. "April no one can put pressure on you but yourself. When you were younger, becoming a good basketball player was one of your goals. You're now a very good player. You've worked hard to get where you are. You have the right to enjoy the fruits of your labor. Play for your school team. Do the best that you can. That's all that anyone has the right to ask of you." He patted my knee. "If you work hard and do your best, I'll be very proud of you no matter what else happens."
I hugged my dad. He always new exactly what to say to me.
I played for the team. I was the point guard. We had a storybook season. We won our conference championship and went to the state tournament.
We were 24 and 0 when we got to the finals of the tournament. Bradley High School, the team we faced in the championship game was also undefeated.
Everyone was excited about this game. Our two teams had been ranked first and second in the polls all season long. The game lived up to its billing. At the end of regulation play, the game was tied at 64. I'd already scored 31 points.
We went into overtime. With six seconds to play in the first overtime we were down by 3 points. Our center had the ball. I was open on the perimeter. She saw me and passed the ball. I put up a 3 point shot as the buzzer sounded. It went through the net. We tied the score.
The second overtime was a titanic struggle. All of us were exhausted, but the game continued at a frantic pace. We were playing for the state championship.
With 8 seconds remaining we were down by two points. I had the ball at mid court. I made a quick move to my right, cut back to my left and tried to penetrate to the free throw line. I was hoping to draw the defense to me so that I could dump the ball to our center for an easy layup.
When I got to the free throw line I went up to fake a jump shot, but the Bradley center had stayed at home. Julie, our center was covered. My only choice was to shoot. There were two Bradley defenders guarding me. Both of them landed on me as I released the ball. The entire arena went silent as they watched my shot bounce harmlessly off of the rim.
The crowd started to roar. You could barely hear the official when he blew his whistle. I was fouled in the act of shooting. I had two free throws. Time had expired. This was our only chance. If I made both of the free throws the game would go into a third overtime. If I missed either of them the game would be over and Bradley would win the state championship.
I stepped up to the free throw line. There were 9,000 people in the arena. The game was on statewide television. Everyones eyes were focused on me. I was exhausted. I tried to concentrate. The referee handed me the ball. I bounced it one time and put up my shot. I had too much adrenalin going though me, the shot was just a little bit too hard. Fortunately it was on line. The ball hit the backboard and bounced into the basket. It wasn't pretty, but it counted. One down one to go.
The arena was silent as the referee handed me the ball for my second shot. I was worried about my adrenalin getting the best of me so I decided to take just a little bit off of the shot. I took one bounce and released the ball. I knew right away that I had taken too much off of the shot. I watched helplessly as the ball clanged harmlessly off of the front of the rim.
Pandemonium erupted on the floor. The Bradly girls started cheering and hugging each other. They were the state champions.
I stood silently and alone on the free throw line. Finally Julie, our center walked over and took my hand. "Come on April, let's go to the locker room."
When we got into the locker room everyone was crying. My coach walked up to me. "April I'm ashamed of you. You let your team down tonight. I always thought you were a winner, but I was wrong. You're a loser. You disgust me."
I was too tired to say anything. I took a fast shower and got dressed. My dad was waiting for me outside the locker room. When I saw him I put my arms around him and started to cry.
He hugged me and said, "Sweetheart you were wonderful tonight. You played your heart out. Everyone is calling this game the greatest girls basketball game ever played in this state."
When I got home that night I vowed that I would never again play organized basketball.
I walked into the gymnasium and looked around. There must have been a hundred guys in there. Most of them seemed to be fraternity members. It appeared that they were signing up for the tournament as teams representing their frat houses.
I was the only girl in the gym. I walked over and sat down on the bleachers. I was afraid I was about to find out that there wasn't going to be any place for me in this tournament. As I sat down I noticed two guys sitting about twenty feet down the bleachers.
Suddenly I heard a voice at the top of the bleachers behind me. "Hey Danny, there's your third player. She's sitting on the bleachers in front of me."
I turned. It was Jamal Wright.
Maddie interrupted. "You mean my Jamal?"
April smiled at her. "Yes, it was your Jamal. This was when I met him. Everyone knew Jamal. He was a legend at Kelroy. He was talented enough as a basketball player to have gone to a division one school. For some reason he chose to go to Kelroy. He was a star in our conference."
Everyone looked at Jamal. He shrugged. "Yes, I had offers from some pretty big schools." He paused. "But I'm only 6'5" tall. At that size, I wasn't quick enough to play in the NBA. I figured that out when I was going to the tryout camps. There was a crowd of 6'5" guys around that were a whole lot quicker than I was." He shook his head. "I had excellent grades in high school. I decided that I was better off to go somewhere where I could get a good education. Unlike April, I had a very supportive high school coach. I wasn't soured on organized basketball when I got to college. I can tell you about this later. Right now I want to hear the rest of April's story."
Jamal nodded towards April. She smiled at him and continued.
The guy named Danny looked at Jamal and said, "You mean the chick in the front row?"
Jamal laughed. "If you don't want her to walk out of the gym right now, you might think about being a little more respectful."
Danny got up and walked over to me. "I'm sorry I didn't mean to be rude."
I smiled at him. "That's okay, I've been called much worse things."
Jamal laughed behind us. "You don't know who she is do you Danny?"
Danny looked up at Jamal. "Okay wise ass, who is she?"
Jamal laughed some more. "April Hansen, meet Danny Gerard."
Danny shook my hand. "I'm pleased to meet you April." And then he turned to Jamal. "You're not telling me something."
Jamal sighed. "Danny I thought you were a basketball fan." He paused. "Try to remember last years girl's state championship game between West High and Bradley"
Danny turned and looked at me. Suddenly his facial expression changed. "You're April Hansen!" He looked up at Jamal. "Whats she doing here? Why isn't she playing for the Kelroy Women's team?"
Jamal laughed. "The same reason you and Ponce aren't playing for the men's team. She's tired of organized basketball. You might try to remember how that game ended."
Danny thought for a moment and then he nodded. "Oh yes I remember, the free throw at the end." He looked at me. "No one should be upset with you about that. You played the game of your life." He looked up at Jamal. "Didn't she make an impossible three pointer to tie the game up at the end of the first overtime?"
Jamal nodded. "She sure did. She ended up scoring 46 points in that game. It was two points short of the state championship game single player scoring record for both men and women."
Danny turned to me. "April, Ponce and I need at third player for this tournament. Would you join us?"
I stood up. "Danny I would love to."
Danny smiled. "Great, come with me. I'll introduce you to our third player. He's kind of shy."
We walked down the bleachers to the guy Danny had been sitting with. He stood up as we approached him. He was a big guy. He must have been at least 6'7" tall and 250 pounds. He had short blond hair and a sweet timid expression that reminded me of a cocker spaniel. I was already in love with both of these guys.
Danny grabbed him and pulled him closer to us. "April Hansen I'd like you to meet Marion Poncely the third. Everyone calls him Ponce."
I extended my hand. "Ponce I'm pleased to meet you."
Ponce took my hand. "It's a pleasure to meet you to April."
Danny grabbed both of us. "Come on, let's go get registered for the tournament."
Our first game was Thursday. When I got to the gym Danny and Ponce were already there. We were supposed to play one of the fraternity teams. It was Alpha Budda Thudda or something like that. I could never keep them straight.
The tournament had a nice format. It was three players against three players. You were allowed two reserves. We didn't have any. The Kelroy gym divided into two smaller basketball courts. The games were played on those smaller courts. The varsity players from the women's and men's teams were hired as referees. The tournament was ten weeks long. It was the prelude to the regular intramural season.
As we walked out on the floor, one of the fraternity players looked at us and said, "Hey guys look at this. We're playing two hayseeds and their slut."
The other fraternity guys all laughed.
Ponce stepped into the mid court circle for the center jump. He was at least two inches taller than the frat center. One of the other frat players yelled, "Don't worry Tommy, I doubt the big ox can even get off his feet."
The referee tossed the ball up. Ponce casually jumped up and tipped the ball to me.
I brought the ball up the floor. As I reached the top of the key Danny stepped out and set a pick for me. Ponce instantly recognized what we were doing and cleared to the other side of the lane.
I made a quick penetration to my left and cut back to my right. I ran my defender right into Danny's pick. When Danny's man jumped out to cover me Danny rolled to the basket. I flipped him the ball and he placed a perfect layup against the backboard and into the hoop.
We were up two to nothing.
As the frat boys were taking the ball out, one of them said to Danny, "Whats the matter rube, aren't you man enough to dunk the ball?'
They brought the ball up the floor. One of them took a quick jump shot and missed. Ponce grabbed the rebound and flipped it out to me. As I was bringing the ball up the court, Ponce ran by me and said, "Penetrate to the top of the key. Watch for me breaking to the basket. Put the ball up by the rim."
As soon as I crossed the time line I made a quick move to my right and cut back to my left. As I drove hard to the center of the key I saw Ponce out of the corner of my eye. He was making his break. I tossed the ball to the right side of the basket just above the rim. Ponce came out of nowhere. He grabbed the ball out of the air and slammed it into the basket. It was a thundering power dunk.
When the frat boys were inbounding the ball he called out to them. "My buddy doesn't have to dunk. I handle those chores for this team."
While I was getting back on defense I thought to myself that I was going to love playing basketball with these guys.
In these games the format was first team to score 30 points wins. The frat boys did finally make a basket. When the game ended the score was 30 t0 2
As we were walking off the floor Danny walked by the the frat players. When he passed them he said, "Not bad for two hayseeds and a slut."
One of the frat boys stood up to go after Danny. Ponce stepped in front of him and said, "Don't even think about it rich boy."
Ponce, Danny and I walked back towards the locker rooms. As we passed by the locker room doors I noticed a soft drink machine.
"Hey can I buy my two new teammates a soda?"
Ponce looked at me. "I can't tonight April. I have to go to work. How about a rain check for next week?"
I smiled at him. "You got it Ponce."
He nodded and turned to leave.
As he was walking towards the door I called to him. "Hey Ponce."
He stopped and looked at me.
I grinned at him. "I loved playing basketball with you tonight. Thank you for letting me be on your team."
He blushed and said, "I enjoyed playing with you to April. I'm looking forward to next week." He walked out the door.
As soon as Ponce was gone Danny turned to me and said, "I don't have to go to work. I'd love a soda."
We went to the machine. I pulled several one dollar bills out of my pocket. We bought two Dr. Peppers.
Danny grabbed the sodas out of the machine and said, "April, follow me."
We went down the hall and turned a corner. He opened a door and said, "Come on, we can sit down in here."
I followed him. The room was dark. Danny found the light switch and turned it on. We were in the weight room.
He walked over and patted the weight bench. "We can sit here April."
We sat together, drank our soda's and talked quietly. I liked Danny. He was just like me, a middle class kid from the city trying to get by with very little money at a very expensive school."
We talked for a long time. As we talked I thought about the sex that I had with Brad. It was good, but I knew that it should have been better. I didn't really like Brad. I began to wonder what it would be like to have sex with a guy that I actually did like.
I started to run my fingers along Danny's thigh. He looked at me. I smiled at him.
Danny tilted his head and asked, "Aren't you dating one of those frat guys?"
I shrugged. "I was, but I've kind of lost interest in him. I'm not sure I want a steady boyfriend anymore. I think I'd just like to play around for awhile."
Danny laughed. "Well April Hansen you're a a beautiful young woman and I'd love to play around with you."
Danny set his soda down, leaned over an kissed me. As he kissed me he slipped his hand under my tee shirt and started to play with my nipple.
Danny and I quickly undressed each other. Once we were naked I got down on my knees and grabbed his cock.
Danny laughed. "April you don't waste much time."
I giggled. "I don't see any reason to waste time." I looked up at him. "Would you rather I didn't do this?"
Danny laughed some more. "No I'm very happy with how things are going. Please feel free to continue."
As I started to lick and then suck Danny's cock, I tried to remember everything I learned when I was with Brad. From the look on his face it was apparent that the things that worked with Brad also worked with Danny.
After sucking him for several minutes I took his erection out of my mouth and smiled at my new lover. "Danny I want you to fuck me"
Danny picked up his pants and found his wallet. He pulled out a condom and unwrapped it.
As I watched Danny roll the condom onto his erect penis I said, "Brad told me that most guys won't wear condoms."
Danny shook his head. "Brad's an asshole." He paused and looked at me. "April condoms cut down on a guys feeling just a little bit, but they protect you. I'm more than happy to wear one when we fool around."
I looked at Danny. He was a nice guy. Now I wanted him to fuck me more than ever.
I found a mat and lay down on my back. A thrill rippled through me when Danny climbed on top of me and gently pressed his cock against the lips of my cunt. I giggled as I felt him enter me. I was beginning to realize that I loved sex even more than I loved basketball.
Once Danny was inside me he paused for a moment and then he started to push his cock in and out of my cunt. Danny was a much better lover than Brad. He actually tried to give me pleasure. Brad just pumped his cock in and out of me as fast as he could. Danny actually tried to slow his motion down and then speed up again.
As Danny fucked me I started to get more and more excited. I wrapped my legs around his hips and started making thrusts of my own.
We fell into a savage rhythm. Danny countered my each of my thrusts with increasingly powerful strokes. He was being forceful, almost rough. I wanted to scream out. I wanted Danny to use me. I was starting to understand the real meaning of the word slut. I was beginning to think that maybe I wanted to become a slut.
Suddenly I felt my muscles begin to tighten. It was like the tension that comes before a game only a hundred times more intense. Just as this tension was becoming almost unbearable, the most magnificent thing happened. A burst of pure pleasure exploded inside of me. I screamed. I couldn't stop myself. Another burst of pleasure followed the first one. The pleasure was so intense that I started to giggle. For a moment I was completely overwhelmed and then this wonderful storm that was raging inside my body started to subside.
Danny had stopped fucking me when my orgasm started. I think he got a little nervous about what was happening. As soon as he felt my muscles relax he asked, "April, are you okay?"
I grinned at him. "Danny I'm wonderful. I think I just had an orgasm."
Danny nodded. "Yeah, I think you did to."
"Danny pull out of me and take your condom off. I want to make you cum by sucking you."
I watched Danny roll the condom off of his cock. When he was done I sat up and put his bare erection in my mouth."
Danny was a healthy young man just like Brad. Once I started to suck and stroke his cock it was a matter of seconds before he had his orgasm.
I was ready for it this time. When I felt the pressure building in Danny's penis I aimed it at my chest. The spurts of cum shot all over my tits. As he was ejaculating, Danny grabbed his cock and showed me how to milk every drop of semen out of it.
When he was done ejaculating Danny put his arms around me and held me while we lay together on the mat. That little moment of tenderness was the perfect ending to our sex.
After a few minutes we both sat up. I looked down at my breasts. They were covered with streaks of drying semen. I scooped up a few drops and stared into Danny's eyes while I licked my fingers clean. He smiled at me. I scooped up some more and offered it to him. He shook his head.



While I licked his cum off of my fingers Danny looked around for his pants. When he found them he took out his handkerchief and gently wiped my breasts clean. As soon as he was done he took me in his arms and gave me a long slow kiss. Danny was a gentleman and a lover.
After a moment we reluctantly broke off our kiss and gathered our clothes together. Just as we finished getting dressed the weight room door opened and a student walked in.
"Well, well, well what do we have here? It looks like April Hansen is having a little fun on the side. I'll bet Brad Stewart's going to be pretty mad when he hears about this."
I recognized the student. It was Lyle Cummings. Lyle was one of Brad's fraternity brothers. I looked at him. "Lyle I really don't care what Brad thinks, so you can tell him anything you want."
Danny looked at Lyle. "Lyle, that's your name right?"
He nodded. "Damn right it is."
"Well Lyle I'm going to count to one and if you're still in this room when I'm done counting I'm going to beat the shit out of you."
Lyle stared at Danny.
Danny said, "One."
Lyle turned and ran out of the room.
I smiled at Danny. "I think I just broke up with my boyfriend."
Danny looked at me. "Are you upset about it?"
I shook my head.. "Not at all, Brad was an asshole." I leaned over and kissed Danny on the cheek. "And you're a much better lover than he is."
As we were walking out of the room I stopped. "There is one thing that's kind of odd."
"Whats that April?"
"This is the first time in years that I haven't had a boyfriend." I turned to Danny. "Would you and Ponce be willing to act as my boyfriends?"
Danny laughed and then he bowed. "April Hansen we would be honored." He paused for a moment. "One thing though."
"Whats that?"
"I'm pretty sure that Ponce is still a virgin."
I laughed. "Don't worry, I'll take care of that problem the next time we get together."
Danny smiled. "I think Ponce is going to be very happy when he hears that."
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On Friday morning I had Freshman English at 8:00 and Biology at 9:00. At 10:15 I went to the campus grill. The girls in the dorm told me that Danny and Ponce spent most of the morning in there drinking coffee and talking with friends. Apparently they weren't very concerned about going to class.
By the way, if you think my little story about Brad caused a stir in my dorm, you should have been around last night. It turns out that Danny Gerard is the bad boy heart throb of every girl at Kelroy.
I was a very conscientious student. I spent very little time in the campus grill. When I walked in I was amazed by the number of people in there. I stood in the door and searched the crowd for my two new friends. It took a moment but I finally spotted them. They were seated at a table in the far corner of the room with Jamal and a guy I didn't know.
I walked up to them. "Good morning, can anyone join this group?"
Jamal shook his head and said, "No." And then he smiled at me. "But April you're always welcome to join us."
Danny and Ponce stood up. Danny said "Hi April, I was kind of hoping that you might find your way into the grill this morning. Can I get you a cup of coffee?"
"I would love some Danny."
Danny went to get me some coffee. Ponce found another chair and put it in between Danny's chair and his chair.
As I sat down I smiled at Ponce and said, "How was work last night?"
He laughed. "How good can washing and waxing the hallway floors at the Exeter Building be?"
I laughed and touched his thigh. "I understand."
He looked at me. "I heard that you and Danny had a pretty good time after I left."
I could see that Ponce's feelings were hurt because Danny and I had fooled around last night. I leaned over put my hand on Ponce's thigh and kissed his cheek. As I kissed him I whispered, "I like you just as much as I like Danny. You and I can play around to if you'd like that."
Ponce stared at me. After a moment he said, "Really?"
I nodded, "Really."
Jamal coughed to get our attention. "You know we can still hear you when you whisper."
Ponce and I both turned beet red. Just then Danny returned with my coffee. As he set it down he looked at everyone and asked, "Whats going on?"
Jamal laughed. "Your new teammate just promised to boink your old teammate."
Danny looked at us and laughed. "I'm glad to hear that, but the two of you might have been a little more discreet about where you held that discussion."
The guy sitting next to Jamal said, "Your performance last night has caused quite a stir on the campus this morning."
I looked at him. "Has everyone heard about it?"
He shook his head. "No I don't mean that performance, although everyone has heard about it and it's also creating quite a stir."
Danny quietly said, "That damn Lyle Cummings. I am going to kill him the next time I see him."
I patted Danny's knee. "It's okay, we'll survive this."
The guy next to Jamal continued. "No your performance on the basketball floor is what everyone is really talking about." He stopped and stood. "Please excuse me." He extended his hand. "My name is Charles Darby." He laughed. "My friends here are a bunch of rubes. They don't know how to do a proper introduction."
I took his hand. "It's nice to meet you Charles. I'm April."
Charles sat down again. He was a very handsome young black man. When he was seated he laughed and said, "April after last night you'd better get used to the idea that everyone now knows who you are."
Jamal nodded his head. "Charles is right. People are pretty amazed by what you did. That was a very good fraternity team that you beat last night. Lots of people thought they might win the tournament. You guys beat them 30 to 2." He paused and looked at us. "The fraternity guys are talking about going to the Dean and demanding that April is banned from the tournament."
I looked at Jamal. "Why?"
He shrugged. "April its bad enough that you guys slaughtered them last night, but they also got beat by a girl. They're going to contend that it's a men's basketball tournament. Women shouldn't be allowed to play. I doubt they'll be successful, but If you want to keep playing you'd better make an effort to keep the scores a little closer."
I stared at all the guys. "They were rude to us before the game. They called us two hayseeds and a slut. They deserved to get slaughtered."
Jamal nodded. "You're right, they're assholes." He paused. "But April, they're rich assholes. They have a lot of influence with the administration of this school." He looked at his watch and stood up. "I have a class."
Jamal was about to turn and leave when all of us heard a commotion at the door."
"Where is she! Where is the fucking bitch!"
I turned. It was Brad Stewart and six of his fraternity brothers. I was horrified when I realized he was talking about me.
Jamal smiled and sat back down. "I think I'll stick around for a little while. You guys might need a little backup."
As soon as Brad saw me he walked straight over to the table.
"Is it true? Did you fuck Danny Gerard in the gym last night?"
I looked up at Brad and smiled. "No Brad, thats not true"
"Are you saying that Lyle Cummings is a liar? He said he saw the two of you together."
"I'm saying that Lyle is a liar if he claims that I fucked Danny in the gym last night." I paused and gave Brad my sweetest smile. "I fucked Danny in the weight room last night."
"You fucking bitch!" Brad reached out and grabbed me. As he started to pull me out of my chair a monstrous hand came out of nowhere and locked on to his wrist.
"Let her go." It was Ponce.
Brad turned to him. "Stay out of this farm boy."
"Let her go." Ponce's voice was very quiet and very firm.
Brad's fraternity brothers stepped up. Brad smiled and said, "Are you going to take on all of us farm boy?"
From his chair Danny casually said, "No, he won't have to, I'll take a couple."
Jamal laughed. "If there are any left over, I'd like to have one."
Charles laughed and said, "I'll call 911. What hospital do you guys prefer?"
The frat boys stepped back. Brad suddenly realized he was on his own. He glared at Ponce.
Ponce twisted Brad's wrist back. Brad winced.
"Let her go. I don't want to hurt you, just let her go."
Brad let me go. When he released me he said, "This isn't finished April." He turned to his buddies. "Come on, let's get the fuck out of here."
As soon as Brad and his friends were gone Charles turned to us. "My that was an ugly scene." He laughed and winked at Danny, Ponce and me. "If you guys don't mind I'd like to spend some time with you in the near future. I think you're going to be very interesting company."
Jamal stood up again. "I do have to get to class. If any of you want to play some basketball later today, I have a game set up in the gym at 5:00. It's with some of the other guys from the team. It'll be nice and laid back, just basketball for fun."
Charles smiled. "I'm in."
Danny nodded. "You can always count on Ponce and me, we'll be there."
Jamal turned to me. "How about you April?"
I looked at him. "I'm sorry, I wasn't sure if the invitation included me."
Jamal laughed. "April, you'd better get over this girl thing. You're performance last night against the frat team was very impressive. You're one of us. April you're now an official gym rat."
I grinned at him. "Jamal that's the nicest thing anyone has said to me in a long long time. I would love to play basketball this afternoon. I'll be there."
As Jamal was leaving, Charles stood up. "I also have to get going. I"ll see all of you at 5:00." He looked at me, "It was nice to meet you April."
"It was nice to meet you to Charles."
As soon as Charles was gone I turned to Ponce. "I don't usually cut classes, but I think I could make an exception this afternoon. Why don't you take me to your apartment."
Ponce looked at me. All of the sudden he realized what I was suggesting. His face turned a deep shade of pink. "You want to go right now April?"
I laughed. "Have you got anything better to do?"
He kind of stammered for a moment and then he said, "Well not really."
"Then let's go."
As I stood up Danny said, "Can I join you?"
I turned to him and laughed. "Why don't you give us about an hour before you join us."
Danny grinned at us. "I can do that."
As soon as we walked into the apartment I grabbed Ponce and kissed him. As I kissed him I whispered into his ear. "Sweetheart, I want you to relax. We're both beginners. I just lost my virginity last Saturday night. Let's experiment with each other and have fun okay?"
Ponce smiled. "I'm really nervous April."
"It's okay Ponce. I think it's pretty hard to screw up at this." I laughed. "And if we do we just get to try again." I kissed his cheek. "I hope you and I become very good friends. I want to do this a lot with you."
Ponce looked at me and said, "Really?"
"Yes, really."
I reached down and started to massage Ponce's crotch. He had a huge erection.
I laughed. "You are kind of excited about this aren't you baby."
Ponce laughed. "April I've never been this excited in my whole life. I'm about to have sex with a very pretty girl."
"Ponce that was a really sweet thing to say."
I stepped back. "Would you like to see me naked?"
Ponce vigorously nodded his head up and down. "Yes please."
Ponce's shyness was wonderfully endearing.
I took my skirt and panties off, laid them on a chair and turned so I was facing Ponce. As I stood in front of him I pulled my tee shirt over my head and tossed it on the chair.
Ponce stared at me for a moment and then he smiled and said, "April, you're the most beautiful girl in the entire world."
Ponce was fantastic. He was a great big, gentle guy who was totally honest. I was very excited about having sex with him.
I walked over to him and kissed his cheek. As I kissed him I whispered, "Ponce I want to suck your cock."
He didn't say a word. I'm not sure he was capable of speech at that moment.
"Let's get your clothes off."
I helped Ponce undress. When he was naked I dropped to my knees and grabbed hold of his cock. It was big. It was larger than either Danny's or Brad's.
I lifted Ponce's huge erection and started licking it. I was trying to learn to give a good blow job. This had worked well with both Danny and Brad. I was guessing that Ponce would also enjoy it. I looked up at him. There was a big grin on his face. I was right.
I felt Ponce shudder when I put his cock in my mouth. I grabbed his thick hard shaft with my left hand. I was just about to start stroking it when all the muscles in Ponce's body seemed to tighten and he cried out, "Oh no! April watch out I'm going to cum!"
I pulled Ponce's cock out of my mouth just as he started to ejaculate. His first spurt of semen hit my lips. The second spurt hit my chin. I pumped his cock. Two more spurts landed on my breasts. Ponce had a lot of cum stored up in there.
I kept pumping him. A steady dribble of cum continued to flow from the tiny mouth in the head of his penis.
Gradually Ponce's cock got soft and shriveled up. I held it in the palm of my hand and studied it. It was hard to believe that his once menacing erection had turned into this cute little pet..
I looked up at him.
Ponce was staring at the floor. He was obviously embarrassed. "April I'm sorry. I didn't mean to do that."
I patted his thigh. "Ponce, it's okay."
We both looked at my chest. There were two large streaks of semen on my breasts. I could also feel it on my lips and chin.
"April, I made a real mess on you. I'll get a washcloth to clean it up."
Ponce ran to the bathroom. While he was gone I took my finger and pushed some of his cum into my mouth. I was getting used to the taste. Actually I was getting to like the taste.
When Ponce came back I decided to tease him just a little bit. I scooped a big glob of his semen off of my chest, looked right into his eyes and licked the cum off of my fingers.
Ponce looked at me. "That's semen April. How can you eat that?"
I laughed. "I would have eaten it if you'd cum in my mouth. I swallowed Danny's last night. It won't hurt me. There's nothing nasty about it." I giggled "Ponce, I'm starting to like the taste."
I scooped up some more. "Here baby taste it. It's okay."
"No I can't."
"Yes you can. It will be okay. I won't ever tell anyone." I gently rubbed some of his semen on his lips. "Be a good boy now and lick your lips for me."
I was shocked when Ponce obeyed me and licked his lips clean. At the time I was too naive to understand why, but I was suddenly very very aroused.
I started to giggle and gave Ponce a big kiss. When I pulled away from him there was semen all over his face. I grinned at him and said, "Now were both messy."
Ponce didn't say anything at all. I was kind of worried that he might be mad. Instead he took his finger, scooped some of his cum off of his face and put his finger into my mouth.
I looked at him for a moment and then I scooped up some semen from my face and put my finger into his mouth. As I did this I said, "It's fun to share isn't it Ponce."
Ponce laughed. "April everything is fun when I'm with you."
I picked up the washcloth and wiped off Ponce's face. As I was cleaning him up I said. "That was a very nice thing to say to me." I paused. "Ponce I really like you."
Ponce smiled. "Thats good because I really like you to April."
For the next few moments we silently took turns wiping semen off of each other.
When we were done I said, "Ponce would you do something to me that no one has ever done before?"
"Whats that April?"
"Ponce would you lick my pussy?"
He grinned at me. "I would love to."
I sat down on the couch and spread my legs. Ponce kneeled between my thighs. For a moment he looked at me and then he took a deep breath, leaned forward and kissed my cunt. When I felt his lips touch me a wave of pure pleasure rippled through my body. This was something very special. As Ponce started to lick me I realized that I wanted him to do this every time we made love.
Ponce spent the next half hour kissing and licking my cunt. While he was eating me I was amused to note that he was doing the same thing that I did when I sucked Brad's cock. He was trying to learn what gave me pleasure. Ponce was a very considerate lover. He was also a very quick learner. His pussy licking skills rapidly improved as he experimented on me.
He quickly found my clitoris and realized that this was a very special spot. Ponce, however was a smart man. He understood that while my clit might be the best place to stimulate me, it wasn't the only place. He explored every corner and crevasse of my pussy with his tongue.
While Ponce was pleasuring me I decided that he enjoyed eating my cunt every bit as much as I enjoyed sucking a big cock. I laughed to myself, Ponce and I were going to have a lot of fun together.
My first time student gave me two marvelous orgasms. After I recovered from my second orgasm I stood up. "Come on sweetheart, let's go sit on the couch together."
I took Ponce by the hand and led him to the couch. When we sat down I snuggled up to him and put my arm around his waist. Ponce put his arm around my shoulder and held me. I was in heaven. Ponce's great big body was wonderful for cuddling.
After we sat together for a few moments Ponce asked, "April could I have another chance to try to do it with you? I think I could control myself a little better this time."
I kissed him and said, "Maybe later sweetheart. Danny will be here any minute now. We don't want to be fucking when he walks in." I looked at Ponce. "Why don't you go get dressed."
"Are you going to put your clothes on?"
I shook my head. "No baby, I want to be sitting here naked when Danny walks in the door."
Ponce got up and went into his bedroom. A moment later I heard the sound of Danny's key in the front door. He walked in, took one look at me sitting naked on the couch and smiled. "Aren't you a wonderful sight to come home to."
I laughed. "I was kind of hoping that you might think that." I patted the spot next to me on the couch. "Want to come over and play with me for a little bit?"
He laughed. "I thought you'd never ask." He started unbuttoning his shirt. "I think I'll get comfortable first."
Danny took his shirt off. While he was laying it on the back of the couch he asked me, "Where's Ponce?"
"He's in his bedroom getting dressed."
"Did you guys have fun?'
"Yes we had a lot of fun."
Danny smiled. "I'm glad to hear that." He paused. "Are you sure you're ready for another workout?"
I nodded. "Absolutely. You know I am a very well conditioned athlete."
Danny unbuckled his belt and pulled his trousers and boxer shorts down. As soon as it was freed his huge cock sprang to attention. He stepped out of his pants and walked over to me. "How would you like to work out on this for awhile."
I leered at Danny and said, "I'd love to." At the same time I wrapped my hands around his beautiful erection, leaned forward and kissed the head.
Just as I was putting Danny's cock in my mouth Ponce walked back into the room. He was dressed now. He stood still for a moment and watched us..
I took Danny's cock out of my mouth and turned to Ponce. "Baby, It's Danny's turn now. I want you to go wait in your bedroom. I'll call you when were done."
Ponce obediently turned and went back into his room. I smiled when I noticed that he closed the door.
As soon as Ponce was gone Danny sat down on the arm of the couch next to me. I got up on my knees so I was between his legs and started playing with his cock.
Danny stopped me. "I don't have much time. I have to leave for work in twenty minutes. Just suck me for a minute and get me nice and hard. I want to fuck you before I go."
I put his cock in my mouth and started sucking him. I was excited. This afternoon I was planning on having a brand new experience with Danny.
I sucked Danny for another minute or two and then he stood up. "Move forward so you,re leaning on the arm of the couch."
Danny disappeared into his bedroom. He was only gone for a moment. When he returned he had a condom in his hand.
I stopped him when he started to open the package. "Danny I want you to fuck me without the condom. I want to know what it feels like to have a man cum inside me."
He looked at me. "Is this safe?"
I smiled. "Yes, I think so. I'm taking birth control pills. I've been taking them for several years to help control my periods." I paused. "I don't think I have any diseases. I was a virgin just a few days ago."
Danny nodded. "I'm pretty sure I don't have any diseases either, so I guess this is pretty safe." He stopped. "But listen April, I get the feeling that you've fallen in love with sex. If you start playing with lots of guys, make them wear a condom."
"Okay Danny, I promise I'll do that, but you don't have to wear one when you fuck me. I want to feel you when you cum inside me."
Danny looked at me. "April are you really messy in there? I mean did you let Ponce cum inside you?"
"No Danny, I didn't." I lowered my voice to a whisper. "Don't ever tell him that I told you this. He never got to fuck me. He came while I was sucking his cock."
"April, promise me that you'll give him another chance."



I laughed. "Danny you don't have to worry about that. I like Ponce a lot. He's going to get as many chances as he wants."
Danny smiled. "Good, now let's get down to some serious bareback fucking."
Danny got behind me. While he was getting into position I had an interesting thought. Sex with both Danny and Ponce was fun, but very different. When I was with Danny, he was in control. When I was with Ponce I was in control. I wasn't sure which one I preferred. I smiled. I liked it both ways. The variety was fun.
Suddenly I felt Danny enter me. I gasped. This was the first time I'd ever been fucked from behind. It felt good. When Danny started pushing his cock in and out of me, all other thoughts left my mind. My attention was completely focused on the pleasure he was giving me.
I don't know how long Danny fucked me in this position. It could have been two minutes, it could have been an hour. I lost track of the time.
Suddenly Danny pulled his cock out of my cunt. He picked me up, turned me around and gently laid me on my back on the couch. He got on top of me and pushed his cock back into my cunt. He was more forceful now. He fucked me with long slow powerful thrusts. The sensation was divine. He rode me to two orgasms. I cried with pleasure during both of them. Danny just fucked me harder.
Suddenly I felt the tension building in his muscles. This was what I was waiting for. This was what I wanted. I wrapped my legs around him. I wasn't going to let him escape. I wasn't going to let him pull his cock out of me until he was done ejaculating all of his semen into my cunt.
I gasped when I felt the first spurt of Danny's cum hit the back of my womb. This was wonderful. I tightened my leg hold on him. I wanted him to be as deep inside me as possible. Thrills of pleasure rippled through me each time I felt his cock squirt more of his semen into me.
Finally it stopped. Danny relaxed and lay on top of me for several minutes. I felt his cock soften and slip from my cunt.
Danny smiled at me. "April that was really a lot of fun."
I giggled. "Yes it certainly was."
Danny looked at the clock and jumped up. "April I'm sorry to do this to you, but I have to go to work."
While he was getting dressed I asked, "Where do you work?"
"I work for a furniture mover. We have a three hour job this afternoon. I'll have to meet you and Ponce at the gym."
He picked up my hand and held it. "April I really like you." He paused. "Ponce and I both really like you. I don't know if we can make this work, but I sure want to try." He smiled at me. "Promise me you'll take care of Ponce before you leave this afternoon."
I smiled back at Danny. "Don't worry I will. I like Ponce, I like him very much.." I stared at Danny. "I like you to, I want to try to make this work just as much as you do."
Danny leaned over and kissed me. "April I have to run. I'll see you at the gym at 5:00."
As soon as Danny was gone I turned to Ponce's bedroom door and called, "Ponce you can come out now. Danny and I are all done."
Ponce's bedroom door opened. When he walked into the living room he said, "It sounded like you and Danny were having a pretty good time
"I'm sorry Ponce. I should have tried to be quieter." I shook my head. "I wasn't trying to make you feel bad."
Ponce sat down next to me. "It's okay." He shrugged. "I can't really explain this, but it didn't make me feel bad." He smiled at me. "You really liked it when Danny fucked you didn't you."
"Yes I did." I laughed. "I don't have much experience, but Danny seems to be pretty good at sex."
Ponce looked at me. "April why did you tell me to go to my room when you were sucking Danny's cock? It was almost like you were treating me like a little kid."
I took his hand. "I'm sorry Ponce. I don't know why I did it." I stared at him. "I like you. I didn't mean to hurt you."
"It was embarrassing April."
"Ponce I am so sorry."
Ponce put his arm around me and hugged me. "Want to hear something weird?"
"What?"
"Promise you won't laugh?"
"I promise."
"I got excited when you did it."
I stared at Ponce for long time. Finally I said, "Would you like to hear something else that's weird?"
Ponce nodded. "Okay."
"It got me excited to." I shook my head. "Ponce I'm not exactly sure I know where this leaves us. Sex between you and me might end up being a little different than the sex that Danny and I have. Is that what you want?"
He shrugged. "Maybe, I'm not exactly sure either. This is all very new to me." He laughed. "April you're the first girl who ever touched my cock."
I laughed. "Your cock is only the third one I've ever touched." I took Ponce's hand. "I think you and I will have to spend some time talking about how we have sex." I looked at him. "We're both smart, well educated people. Even though were novices at sex I think we can still be sophisticated about this."
I took a deep breath. "I think you're telling me that you'd like me to be a little dominant with you, is that right?"
Ponce laughed. "April you're putting it right out there aren't you."
"I'm sorry Ponce. I'm not trying to embarrass you. It's just that," I hesitated for a moment and then I said, "It's just that I think I might like doing that."
Ponce smiled at me. "April do you know what I enjoyed most today."
"No What?"
"Licking your pussy."
I laughed. "Ponce do you know what I enjoyed the most today?" I paused. "And I think this includes my being with Danny."
"What?"
"You licking my pussy." I grinned at Ponce. "Want to do it again?"
Ponce looked at my cunt. Danny's cum was still leaking out of me. He stared into my eyes and said, "Make me do it."
I shivered. "Ponce a little thrill just shot threw me when you said that. Are you sure?"
He nodded. "Oh yes I'm very sure."
"I'm going to be just a little mean to you. Is that okay?'
Ponce didn't say a word. He just smiled and nodded yes.
"Take your clothes off. I want you naked."
Ponce quickly undressed. As soon as he was naked he stood in front of me like a soldier at attention. Ponce had a great big cock. It was sticking straight out in front of him.
"Baby, my lover just left." I looked at my cunt. "He left a big mess inside me. Get down on your knees and lick me clean!"
I know it wasn't being very smooth. It was my first time doing this. A week ago I was a virgin. All of the sudden I was trying to be a dominatrix. I was in way over my head.
Ponce didn't care. It was just as much his fantasy as mine. He got down on his knees and licked all of Danny's cum out of my cunt. I got very excited while he was doing it. I had my fifth orgasm of the day. Sex was turning into more rigorous exercise than basketball.
When we were done, I pulled Ponce up on the couch next to me and kissed him. "Sweetheart, that was wonderful."
Ponce grinned at me. "Yes it was."
Suddenly he got very quiet and stared at the floor.
"Ponce, what's the matter?"
He looked at me. "You called me sweetheart."
"Is that okay?"
He face broke into a huge smile. "Oh yes."
I kissed him and then I said, "Ponce take me up to your bedroom."
"Why?"
"I think that you and I are going to end up playing some very kinky sex games with each other. They're going to be our little secret."
He nodded. "I'd like that."
"But I don't want you to be a virgin anymore. Ponce take me to your bedroom and fuck me. I want you to cum in my pussy just like Danny did." I paused. "Ponce we're going to play some different games, but I want you to always know that you can have me the same way Danny has me any time you want." I stared at him. "Do you understand that?"
He stared at back at me. "Yes April I understand."
"Promise me that you won't ever forget it."
He smiled at me. "I promise."
Ponce took me to his bedroom and fucked me. He didn't last very long. That didn't matter to either of us. We'd already had plenty of fun. This was just about Ponce losing his virginity
When we were done we cuddled together in Ponce's bed, After awhile I sat up. "Ponce we have several hours before the basketball game at 5:00. I'd love to spend the rest of the afternoon with you." I shook my head. "I hope you're not becoming a bad influence on me. I never cut class, but I'll cut my political science class this afternoon. I want to be with you."
Ponce sat up. "In the future I won't let you cut class, but I'd love to spend the afternoon with you today." He laughed. "April this is a special day for me. I just lost my virginity."
I hugged Ponce. I was already falling in love with him.
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Ponce and I spent the afternoon together. We had a wonderful time. Our first stop was my dorm. The girls on the floor flocked to my room. Like Danny, Ponce was another heartthrob for many of the young women at Kelroy.
I packed a gym bag with shorts, shoes, a sports bra, a t shirt, a towel, a bar of soap and clean underwear to put on after the game.
As we were leaving the dorm I turned to Ponce. "Every girl in this dormitory wants to go out with you. Just say the word and I'll start setting you up with dates." I poked him in the ribs. "If he wants to, my big boy could become a real pussyman."
Ponce blushed. For the rest of the afternoon, whenever we were alone I called him my "pussyman."
Our next stop was the grill. Ponce bought a tuna fish sandwich and a Coke for both of us. While we ate lunch our table filled up with guys. It was obvious that Ponce had lots of friends. It was easy to understand why, he was very very nice.
The conversation mostly centered around basketball. That was fine with me.
It was just after three when Jamal and Charles Darby joined us.
Around 3:30 the grill started to get very crowded. There was a shortage of chairs at our table. I gave mine up and spent the next hour sitting on Ponce's lap. I didn't have to, it was my choice. I thought Ponce would enjoy it. I was right, he glowed with pride as he talked to his friends while I sat on his lap with my arms around his neck.
At 4:45 Jamal, Darbs, Ponce and I got up and left for the gym. When we got there, five guys were already warming up at one end of the basketball court.
Jamal, Ponce and Darbs all went to the men's locker room to change. As they opened the door I asked, "Where can I change?"
Jamal turned to me. He suddenly looked very embarrassed. "I'm sorry April. We only have the key for the men's locker room." He thought for a moment. "You could use the Ladies room outside the gym."
I was feeling very adventurous these days so I smiled at Jamal and walked to the men's locker room door. "If you guys aren't shy, I'm not shy." I grabbed onto Ponce. "I'll just get dressed next to my big baby doll here."
Darbs laughed and held the door open for me. "Be our guest."
Jamal looked at Ponce. "Since when did you become a big baby doll?"
Ponce blushed.
We stripped off our street clothes together. No one was shy. I saw my first black cocks. Both Jamal and Darbs were very well endowed. I giggled as I pulled up my shorts. I estimated that my three teammates had about 30 inches of penis between them. This was going to make an outrageous dormitory story when I finally got back to my room.
Danny walked in while we were putting on our shoes. I realized that I was becoming preoccupied with sex when my first thought was that the number just jumped to 39 inches. I giggled some more as I imagined a whole meter of cock.
I took one look at Danny and my mind returned to reality. He looked beat.
I walked over to him and gave him a hug. "Baby are you okay?"
He smiled at me. "April my boss and I just moved an entire houseful of furniture in 3 hours. I'm exhausted."
I sat down on the bench, pulled him down next to me and rubbed his back. "Danny we can blow this off, It's just a game. I have some money. The three of us can get some beer and go back to your place. We can spend the evening relaxing and watching television."
Danny kissed me. "Thanks April, you're a sweetheart." He paused. "No I want to play. I'll be okay. You guys go warm up. I'll rest here for a few minutes and then I'll join you."
We went into the gym. Jamal produced three basketballs and we started shooting. While we were warming up Darbs filled me in on the details. Except for Danny, Ponce and me, the guys were all members of the Kelroy men's varsity basketball team. This was a preseason workout.
For the basketball team the object of this game was conditioning. It was going to be a free and easy, fast paced basketball game. No one was going to keep score. We were playing for fun.
Danny came out of the locker room. He looked a little better.
Jamal called to the guys at the other end of the floor. "We're ready."
Everyone walked to center court. Quick introductions were made. Jamal started assigning people to each other, "April you have Bobby, Darbs take Jake, Danny you have Willie, Ponce you and Big Julius can beat on each other." He smiled at the guy across from him. "Dickie I'm going to hurt you."
Dickie nodded, "What else is new Jamal."
I looked at big Julius. He was a huge black guy. He must have been at least 4 inches taller and 50 pounds heavier than Ponce. I started to worry that he might hurt my baby.
Dickie winked at me and said, "You guys have to be skins." He was laughing. It was a cute joke.
I decided to have some fun. I winked at him and said, "Okay" and then I pulled my t shirt off. It was no big deal I was wearing a sports bra.
My teammates all started laughing and pulled their shirts off.
Jamal tossed a ball to Dickie. "You guys can take it out first."
While we were walking back to to play defense Jamal gave me a few hints. "Ponce is a natural high post. You don't have to start the offense, just look for him breaking to the free throw line and give him the ball. He'll take care of everything."
I nodded.
"After you pass to Ponce pick for Darbs and roll off the pick, good things will happen." He thought for a moment, "We're going to run. Whenever we get a rebound get to the hash mark. We'll try to outlet the ball to you. Look for Danny, Darbs and me. We'll be coming up the floor in lanes." He smiled at me. "Have fun, you'll like the speed of the game."
Jamal looked at all of us. "No switching on either side. Warn your teammates, but fight threw all picks." He checked to make sure all of us were ready and then he said, "Let's go."
Dickie inbounded the ball to Bobby. Bobby came right at me, cut to his left, crossed over to his right and ran me into Willie's pick. As I tried to fight my way by Willie he gave me a hip and knocked me to the floor. Bobby saw the opening and hit a quick jump shot.
Ponce grabbed the ball as it came through the basket and inbounded it to Darbs.
Danny ran over to me and gave me a hand up from the floor. "They're not going to cut you any slack because you're a girl. This game is going to be a little rougher than what you're used to."
I moved into position. Darbs passed me the ball. I brought it across the center court line. When I saw Ponce make his break to the free throw line I hit him with a high pass and set a screen for Darbs. Darbs used my screen to get open at the opposite wing. Ponce hit him with a quick pass. He put up a jump shot and the score was tied.
The next time down the floor I was ready. Bobby tried the same move. This time when Willie set his pick I was ready for the hip check. As he hit me, I hit him back. He was stronger than I was but I still generated enough of a counter punch to allow me to slide by him.
Bobby went up for another jump shot but now I was in position. I reached out and punched the ball off his fingers. It rolled free. Jamal came out of nowhere, grabbed the ball, took it down the floor and slammed it home for a power dunk.
Bobby turned to me and smiled. "Nice."
For the next hour I played the roughest, toughest, fastest, most freewheeling basketball of my life. It was almost as much fun as sex.
When we were done, we all went to the locker room together. The guys started to strip off their clothes and get ready to take showers. I looked at everyone. "Is it okay if I shower with you?"
Big Julius grinned at me. "Will you be offended if we peek?"
I laughed. "Not at all. I intend to peek at all of you."
After we were finished showering, we all got dressed together. Just before we were ready to leave Jamal looked at everyone and said, "Well what do you think? Can she do it?"
Big Julius smiled at him. "Jamal your girls got heart. I am already in love with her."
Ponce and Danny both laughed. Danny said, "Sorry Julius we found her first."
Bobby shook his head. "Danny we still all get to be in love with her." He turned to me. "April I had a wonderful time playing basketball with you this evening." He laughed. "I'd also much rather shower with you than Julius."
Julius slapped his friend on the back. "Bobby the feeling is mutual."
I looked at both of them. "Guys I had more fun playing basketball tonight than I've had in several years. I hope you'll invite me again." Now it was my turn to laugh. "I promise to take a shower with you every time we play."
The entire room erupted into laughter. When it finally subsided, Jamal put his hand up. "You guys still haven't answered my question. Can she cut it on Monday night. Can we beat the North Side Boyz with April?"
Julius looked at Jamal. "You'll have to play well, but yes I think you can do it." He smiled. "I want to send a bet with you."
There was a general murmuring of agreement.
I stood up. "Hold on! Whats this all about? Whats happening on Monday night? Who are the North Side Boyz?"
Jamal walked over to me. "April this game was an audition for you this evening. Every Monday night there's a basketball tournament at the 7th Street Rec Center on the north side of the city. The North Side Boyz are the team that most frequently wins the tournament "
I stared at Jamal. "That's a really bad neighborhood."
Danny grabbed my hand. "We know that April. Just listen to him."
Jamal continued. "The format is 8 teams playing single elimination. You lose and you're out. The entry fee is $20.00 per player. That fee covers the expenses of running the tournament and pays the referees. Each player on the winning team gets $40.00."
He paused. "That wouldn't be enough to attract us. What interests us is the side betting. There are a group of handicappers that watch the warmups and take bets on the teams." He smiled. "We think that if we show up with a cute little white girl as our point guard, we can get pretty good odds and make a killing."
He looked at me. "It's going to be a little scary for you. You, Ponce, Danny and some women who are there as "girlfriends" are going to be the only white people in the gym. Darbs and I know everyone very well. If we're careful you'll be safe. April we can make a lot of money on Monday night. Are you in?"
Everyone was staring at me. I looked at them. "Do you guys all think I'm good enough to pull this off?"
Everyone nodded yes.
"Will it be safe?"
Darbs put his hand on my shoulder. "April I promise to vigilantly watch over you the entire time we're there."
I thought for a moment. This was a little scary, but it was also very exciting. I took a deep breath. "Okay, I'm in."
Everyone smiled.
Julius said, "Jamal we all want to send bets with you."
As we were walking out of the locker room Darbs pulled me aside. "April, Danny is really tired right now and Ponce has to go to work. Why don't you come back to my place. I could show you a very good time tonight." He paused. "We could hook up for a few hours, no strings, just fun."
I stopped and thought for a moment. Here it was, the big question was now on the table. Just how far was I willing to go with my new sexual freedom. I didn't have to think for very long. I knew what I wanted to do.
I smiled at Darbs. "I'd love to party with you tonight." I paused, "Give me a minute to talk to Danny and Ponce."
He nodded. "I'll wait for you by the main gym door."
I went back into the locker room. Danny was just putting on his shoes. He looked really beat. I sat down next to him. "Sweetheart, Darbs just asked me to go to his place and party with him for awhile tonight. I'd like to go. Are you cool with that?"
Danny looked at me and smiled. "Yes April, I'm cool with that. I think thats what we talked about last night. We're going to be friends and hang out together and be there for each other, but all three of us are free to play around with other people." He paused. "Tonight is a very good night for you to hook up with another guy. I'm tired. I have to move more furniture tomorrow. I need to go home and get some rest. Ponce has to leave here and go to the Exeter Building and wash and wax floors for the rest of the night." Danny kissed me. "Go have a good time with Darbs. He's a nice guy. I'll bet he's a fantastic lover." He thought for a moment. "April be nice to Ponce when you tell him okay."
I nodded. "Danny you don't have to worry about that. I'd never do anything to hurt Ponce. He's my baby. It's okay. I know exactly what to say to him."
I left Danny in the locker room and walked out to the gym. Ponce was waiting for me.
"April I have to go to work."
"I know Ponce." I kissed him. "Ponce you remember how we were talking about playing some really kinky games with each other?"
Ponce nodded. "Yes, of course I remember. It's almost all I think about right now."
I put my hand on Ponce's crotch and rubbed his cock, "Baby I am going to go home with Darbs tonight. I'm going to suck his big hard dick and let him fuck me. While you're washing and waxing floors at the Exeter Building, I want you to think about me with Darb's cock in my mouth and my pussy."
Ponce was hard. I squeezed his erection. "Remember how I screamed when Danny fucked me this afternoon?"
Ponce nodded.
"I'll bet Darbs makes me scream even louder than that tonight." I kissed Ponce again. "What time do you get off work?"
"6:00 am."
"Pick me up at my dorm on your way home. You can take me to breakfast. After breakfast we can go back to your place and fool around. I want to sit on your face and tell you all about my date with Darbs." I grinned at Ponce. "You'd like that wouldn't you sweetheart."
Ponce kissed me. "April, I'd love that." He took a deep breath. "My imagination is going to be running wild at work all night tonight."
I laughed. "Good thats what I am hoping will happen. I want you to be really excited when you pick me up in the morning." I reached under his shirt and gave his nipple a hard twist. I giggled as I did it. "After I am done playing with Darbs tonight I am going to try to think up some really naughty things to do to you tomorrow morning."
Ponce smiled at me. "I can't wait."
He looked at his watch. "April I have to run. I'm late for work."
"Ponce I'll see you in the morning. I'll be on the front steps of my dorm at 6:15 waiting for you."
"I'll be there April." He paused. "Have fun with Darbs tonight."
"Thanks sweetheart, I plan to."
After Ponce went out the side door I walked across the gym floor to meet my new lover at the main door.
When Darbs and I got to his apartment his three roommates were sitting in the living room watching television.
Darbs and I stopped to talk to them for a moment before we went into his bedroom. As we talked Darbs lifted my t shirt and started to play with my nipple. It was almost like I was a toy or a sex doll that he'd brought home as a plaything. It was incredibly erotic. I was beginning to discover that there was a part of me that wanted to be treated like a slut.
We went into his bedroom. It was everything that I could do to control myself while Darbs took his pants off. As soon as he was naked I dropped to my knees and started sucking his cock.
I could have sucked Darb's cock all night long, but he had other ideas. He picked me up, gently placed me on the bed and then sat down next to me and started massaging my cunt. As he rubbed me I felt him put first one, then two and finally three fingers into me. Darbs had the incredible ability to simultaneously be both a dominant, demanding master and a caring, considerate lover.
I was getting more and more excited. I began to lose control. I wanted Darb's to fuck me.
He got on top of me. I felt him rubbing the head of his cock against my pussy lips. I desperately wanted him to push that beautiful cock into me, but he didn't. He just teased me. I was his toy. I found myself begging Darbs to fuck me. He kept playing with me. I cried with pleasure when he finally relented and pushed his huge erection into my cunt.
I don't know how long Darb's fucked me. I didn't care. Time was meaningless. I just wanted that big cock of his. I had at least four orgasms while I was with him. I know that he came inside of me three times.
After Darbs came for the third time he put his arm around me while I snuggled up to him. As we cuddled he gently stroked my hair. At the same time, I traced the outline of his well developed muscles with my index finger.
It was nearly midnight when I finally got up and put my clothes back on. Darbs also got up and got dressed. He wanted to walk me home. I told him that it wasn't necessary, but he insisted. Charles Darby was a true gentleman.
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At 6:15 I was sitting on the steps in front of my dormitory waiting for Ponce. I had my gym bag with me. It was jammed with extra clothes, my toothbrush and my makeup kit. I was hoping to be able to spend the entire weekend with my two boys.
In addition to my usual panties and t shirts, I also packed packed my underwear from the senior prom. It was the closest thing to sexy lingerie that I owned.
My book bag was sitting next to my gym bag. I needed to do some studying. I also had a plan. Both Danny and Ponce needed to get a little more serious about being students. I was going to try to be a good influence. I planned to link sex to studying.
Ponce pulled up right on time. He drove an old Chevy truck. I grabbed my stuff, jumped into the cab, slid over next to him and gave him a big kiss. "Hi baby, I missed you last night."
Ponce gave me an ear to ear puppy dog grin and kissed me back. As we pulled away from the curb I cuddled up to my big boys shoulder and put my hand on his thigh.
Ponce took me to the local IHOP. It was a great choice for me. I loved pancakes. It was an even better choice for him. My sweetie had been working all night long. He was hungry. Pancakes were a cheap way to fill him up.
It was after 7:00 when we got to Ponce and Danny's apartment. Danny was already gone. Furniture movers start work early on Saturdays.
Realizing that we were alone I grabbed Ponce and said, "Come on sweetheart, let's get our clothes off and get into the shower."
While we were undressing I started giggling and said to Ponce, "If you let me wash your cock and balls, I'll let you was my pussy and ass." My baby absolutely tore his clothes off.
The shower was hot and steamy. It felt wonderful. I let Ponce bathe me. While he was bathing me I made what was to become a major discovery. My big sweetheart loved washing my pussy, but he seemed to enjoy washing my feet just as much.
When we were done with our shower I turned to Ponce and said, "Get a big towel and dry me off."
Ponce found a clean towel. It was an old beach towel. He and Danny didn't exactly have the fanciest linen. Ponce threw it around me as I stepped out of the shower. He made a big show out of drying me off. Once again he seemed to linger just a little when he got to my feet.
After he was done drying me he used the same towel on himself. While he dried himself I went to my gym bag and found a bottle of cologne. I sprayed a little bit on my neck.
As soon as I was done I grabbed my big boy by his erect cock and pulled him into the bedroom. "Come on babydoll, it's playtime for us."
When we got into the bedroom I sat down on the bed and looked at Ponce. "Would you like to play some games with me? You know what I mean, would you like to be my slave for a little while."
"Would you think that was fun?'
"Yes, I think it would be."
Ponce grinned and got down on his knees.
I giggled. "I am not exactly sure what to do next."
Ponce started laughing. "Neither am I."
I started laughing to. "Aren't we a great pair." I made myself get serious. "Okay now, stop laughing. We're going to try this again."
Ponce closed his eyes. He was trying to stop laughing. Finally he looked up at me. He had a sober expression on his face. "Okay I'm ready."
We stared at each other for a moment. Suddenly we both burst out laughing again. I shook my head and grabbed Ponce. "Come here baby." I pulled him up on the bed and kissed him. "I think later on we should do a little research on the Internet and find out how people play these games. Right now why don't you just lie down on the bed."
"Okay."
Ponce got up on the bed and lay down on his back. I climbed onto his face.
Ponce started to giggle and said, "This is good."
I grabbed his nipple and twisted it really hard. "Shut up and be serious."
Ponce took a deep breath and closed his eyes. I twisted his nipple again. I suddenly realized that I was hurting him and he liked it. What was even more amazing to me was that I liked doing it to him.
I lowered my cunt onto his face. "Eat me."
Ponce responded immediately. We weren't giggling anymore. I rocked back and forth on Ponce's face. At the same time, Ponce probed and licked my cunt with his tongue.
While Ponce was licking me, I remembered my promise from last night. I told him that this morning I would sit on his face and tell him all about my date with Darbs. I smiled. I was in the agreed upon place, it had to be story time.
I took a moment to focus my attention and then I started. "Ponce I had a wonderful time with Darbs last night."
I felt Ponce stop licking me for a moment. I had his attention.
"He took me back to his apartment. When we got there his roommates were sitting in the living room watching television. Darb's stopped to talk to them. While he was talking to them he lifted up my tee shirt and fondled my nipple right in front of them. I felt like such a slut. Think about that Ponce. Last night another guy showed your girlfriend's tits to his buddies."
Ponce started licking me again. I took it as a sign that he was enjoying my story.
"Baby he took me into his bedroom and made me undress, get on my knees and suck his cock. It was so nasty."
As I was telling my story, I realized that I wasn't in a comfortable position. My legs were getting tired. I decided to try really sitting down on Ponce's face. For a second I worried about smothering him and then I remembered that he was so big and strong that he could easily lift me up and take a breath anytime he needed one.
I decided that I'd better warn him about what was going to happen. "Ponce, I'm not comfortable. I'm going to extend my legs and sit down on you. If you need a breath just lift me up. If you need me to get off of you, pinch my leg."
I sat down and stretched my legs out in front of me. This was much more comfortable. I took a moment and relaxed. As I sat there I got a very naughty thrill out of the idea that Ponce's face was now my chair.
I was just about to start telling my story again when I noticed that when I changed my position I shifted my pussy forward so that it was over Ponce's chin. Suddenly I realized with horror that I was now pressing my ass against my baby's lips.
I was about to lean forward when I felt Ponce's tongue touch my asshole. In the next five seconds I went through a cascade of emotions. Shock came first. Disgust came next. Disgust lasted only a split second. Titillation quickly replaced disgust. His tongue felt good in my ass.
Ponce pushed his tongue into me. When he did this I realized it wasn't an accident. Ponce was deliberately licking my asshole.
An overwhelming feeling of power came next. It was an incredible aphrodisiac. For the first time I started to understand what Ponce meant when he called me his goddess.
The wonderful sensation of having Ponce's tongue in my ass got me very excited. As Ponce continued to lick me. I started to grind my ass into his face. I forgot all about taunting him with the story of my night with Darbs. This was much better. He was licking my asshole. This was the ultimate submission. I now understood that I really did want to dominate Ponce and I wanted him to submit to me.
I reached down and rubbed my clit while Ponce continued licking me. The pleasure I was feeling was becoming increasingly intense. I felt truly lewd. Tension started to build in my loins
"Deeper baby, Deeper!" I wanted to feel more of Ponce's tongue inside me. My insatiable lust was turning me into a wanton slut. The tension in my loins continued to build. It was becoming nearly unbearable. I ground my ass into Ponce's face. Suddenly the tension reached a crescendo. I screamed. The explosion of pleasure was so intense that it was almost painful. My body shook as the orgasm tore through me.
Gradually the waves of pleasure started to subside and my muscles relaxed. I slumped forward onto my baby's big body. As the calm of post orgasmic contentment spread through me, I found myself face to face with Ponce's erect penis.
I tried to lay still, but the proximity of Ponce's erection was too much for me. As I lay there staring at it, I felt a building need to feel that monstrous snake inside me.
Remember, I'd just turned 19. Ponce was one year older than I was. Less than a week ago, both of us were virgins. There was nothing sophisticated about what we were doing. I had no idea about how to be a dominant mistress. My hormones ruled my decision making.
Soon I would learn about denial and taunting, but at this time they were still foreign concepts to me. On this wonderful morning I was more than willing to let my submissive slave fuck me.
I wanted Ponce to be on top. I rolled over on my back, spread my legs and pulled my baby on top of me. "Fuck me Ponce. I want to feel your cock inside of me."
Ponce didn't require any persuasion. My baby immediately positioned himself between my legs and started to push the head of his cock into my moist cunt. Ponce had a big cock. It felt wonderful when he entered me.
Once he was all the way inside I wrapped my legs around his thighs and held him in place. At the same time I whispered into his ear, "Just lie still for a moment baby."
Ponce did exactly as I instructed. He was very nervous.
I gently stroked his cheek with my finger tips. "Relax, everything will be all right."
Ponce did relax and we were able to lie together and enjoy our physical union. We were falling in love with each other. This intimacy felt wonderful.
Nonetheless, after a few minutes it was time for more. I wrapped my arms around Ponce's massive shoulders and said, "Fuck me, do it very slowly."
I sighed when I felt my sweet boy start to push his cock in and out of me.
Ponce started very slowly, but he gradually accelerated his pace. His confidence quickly grew and soon he was boldly fucking me with passion . I giggled with pleasure and tightened my leg hold on his thighs. He fucked me even harder.
We were just getting into a wonderfully savage rhythm when I felt my baby's muscles tighten. His orgasm came quickly. I had mixed emotions when I felt my sweetheart ejaculating inside me. I was pleased that he was able to control himself long enough to actually fuck me, but I was still disappointed that he came so quickly.
When he was done cumming Ponce pulled his cock out of me and lay down at my side.
We lay together silently. After a moment Ponce said, "April, I'm sorry I came so quickly."
I smiled and kissed Ponce on his cheek. "Sweetheart a few minutes ago you gave me the most intense orgasm I've ever experienced. You have nothing to apologize for."
Ponce didn't say anything. He was a quiet man. He expressed himself with actions rather than words. He put his arms around me and held me. That was the nicest thing he could do.
While he held me I quietly whispered to him. "Ponce I think I'm falling in love with you."
Ponce hugged me and said, "April I know I'm in love with you."
I kissed my sweetheart and then quietly lay next to him. Both of us had been up for most of the night. We were tired. We fell asleep quickly.
I sighed with contentment as I drifted off to sleep. I now knew that there was no place in this world I would rather be than in my big baby's arms.
Ponce and I were both tired. Each of us enjoyed the deep sleep that comes with satisfaction and contentment.
I was the first to wake up. I smiled when I opened my eyes and saw the huge well muscled body of my sweetheart lying beside me. For several minutes I lay in bed next to Ponce and watched him sleep. If nature would have allowed it, I could have lain there for hours; but my body was urgently telling me that I needed to get up.
I hurried into the bathroom. After relieving myself I dug through my gym bag and found my toothbrush. When I was done brushing my teeth I went back to Ponce's room. I opened his dresser and found a clean t shirt. I put it on. It was huge. It fit me like a dress. It was perfect.
I went into the kitchen. I was pleasantly surprised. I was expecting a cholera breeding ground. Instead I found a kitchen that would have passed a white glove inspection from my mother. I suspected that the homemaker was my baby Ponce.
I opened the refrigerator and laughed. My boys were not going to be nominated as the gourmet chefs of the 21st century. The refrigerator contained a package of processed cheese, a chunk of bologna, jar of yellow mustard and three bottles of beer. Miraculously it contained one more item. In the back of the top shelf there was a can of coffee.
I turned and searched the kitchen. On the counter next to the sink I spotted a coffee maker. I dug through the cupboards. Most of them were empty. The second cupboard I opened contained three beer glasses, four coffee mugs bearing the logo of a local hamburger restaurant, four mismatched plates and a set of salt and pepper shakers that looked like ears of corn.
I opened several more cupboards. In the last one I found a package of coffee filters. I made a pot of coffee, went into the living room, found my book bag, took out a text book and started to study.
After about thirty minutes I heard noises coming from Ponce's bedroom. I smiled at him when he walked into the living room. He didn't stop to greet me. He barely waved as he passed through. He was a man on a mission. He went directly to the bathroom.
I laughed. I wasn't offended. My boy had his priorities straight. He had to go. After a moment I heard the water running in the bathroom sink. Ponce was brushing his teeth. This was a good thing.
This was the first time that I'd ever lived this intimately with a boy. I liked it. I enjoyed sharing the most personal details of our lives.
Ponce came out of the bathroom. He looked at me. I smiled at him. My baby just stood there. I started to giggle and got up and walked over to him. I grabbed his arms and put them around me. "This is the part where you hug me, kiss me and say hi April."
Ponce put his arms around me. When he did it I realized that this was one of the things I truly loved about my baby doll. His arms were so big that they completely enveloped me. I felt safe and secure when I was wrapped in those arms. I was sheltered when I was wrapped in those arms. I felt protected. I was confident that my big baby could shield us from every peril that the world could ever mount against us.
Ponce and I hugged for several minutes. When we were done I smiled at him and said, "Would you like some coffee?"
"Yes please."
I went into the kitchen and got us both a cup. When I got back I set the cups of coffee on the table next to the couch and sat down. Ponce sat on the overstuffed chair opposite me. I shook my head in exasperation, stood up, walked over to him, pulled him out of his chair and led him to the couch. Sometimes my baby needed a little guidance.
We sat together and drank our coffee. After a moment I looked at Ponce. "We have some research to do."
He nodded. Ponce knew what I was talking about. He got up and turned on his computer. For the next hour we looked at web sites that related to domination, foot fetishes and cuckolding. We stumbled onto the cuckolding sites by accident. As we looked at them we smiled at each other. We both knew that we'd found a common fascination.
Both of us would have loved to try out some of the things that we just learned, but I also had a job and it was time for me to go to it.
I looked at the clock and turned to Ponce. "Baby I have to go to work."
He stared at me. "April, I didn't know you had a job."
I laughed. "Ponce I think we might just have to take a little time where we sit down and tell each other about ourselves."
He chuckled and said, "I think thats a good idea."
"In the meantime I do have to get to work."
"Where do you work?"
"Promise you won't laugh?"
"I promise."
"The Silly Squirrel."
Ponce started to laugh.
I kicked him hard on his shin. "You promised you wouldn't do that."
Ponce giggled. "Sorry." He shook his head. "Isn't that the pizza place where people take their kids for their birthdays?"
I nodded.
"What do you do their?"
"I'm a waitress and I help the kids with the games."
Ponce shrugged. "Well I guess its no worse than washing and waxing floors." He paused. "What time do you have to be there?"
"3:00, I get off at 9:00."
"I'll drive you."
"Thanks. I was hoping you would."
As we got dressed I looked at Ponce and said, "I am going to torture you a little bit when I get back here."
He looked at me.
"Remember the cuckold thing from the Internet?"
He nodded.
"When I get back from work tonight Danny will be here. I am going to sit on his lap and let him fondle me while I flirt with him. I think I might suck his cock while you sit in the room and watch. After I give him a blow job, I am going to go into his bedroom with him and let him fuck me. I intend to be very noisy. You'll have to listen to me screaming and crying with pleasure while he's enjoying me."
I walked over to Ponce and kissed him. "When Danny's done with me I'm going to come to your bedroom, get on top of you and straddle your face. When you look up at my cunt you'll see his cum dripping from me."
I reached under Ponce's shirt, grabbed his nipple and gave it a vicious twist. He winced.
"I am going to to sit on your face and make you lick up all of Danny's fresh semen. When you're done doing that you're going to lick my asshole until I have an orgasm."
I giggled. "If you behave yourself and obey me without question, I might jack you off before I go to sleep."
As we walked to Ponce's truck I asked. "Does that sound like fun to you?"
Ponce grinned at me. "Do you remember that one Internet site about goddesses?"
I nodded.
"April you're my goddess. Your satisfaction is all that matters to me." He winked at me. "I can't wait for tonight."
When I got into Ponce's truck I slid over so I was sitting next to him. As soon as he pulled away from the curb I started to massage the inside of his thigh.
"Ponce baby, I've been thinking. Since you're going to be my little cuckold boyfriend and I'm going to be your goddess I think you should be willing to do some chores for me."
My hand slipped over to Ponce's crotch. He had a erection.
Ponce was quiet, but I knew he was listening to me. I continued. "I like having sex and I like variety. I intend to screw lots of guys."
I leaned over and kissed his cheek. "You like that don't you baby? You like the idea that your girlfriend is going to be screwing lots of other guys."
Ponce nodded.
I smiled, my baby was so shy.
I giggled. "Your girlfriend is going to become the campus slut. If I'm going to be screwing around a lot, I think I should start making guys wear condoms. It's safer."
Ponce glanced at me out of the corner of his eye. "I agree April. In fact, I think it's very important. I don't want you to get sick."
"I know, I don't either. From now on you and Danny are the only guys who get to fuck me bareback. While I'm at work today I want you to go to the store and buy me some condoms." I thought for a moment. "You'd better buy at least two dozen." I giggled. "You don't want to have to be running to the store all the time."
We pulled up in front of the Silly Squirrel. "Will you do that this afternoon while I'm at work?"




Ponce nodded his head. "Yes April, I'll do that."
"Thanks baby. Will you pick me up tonight after my shift?"
Ponce smiled. "Of course I will. What time should I be here?"
"9:05 would be great."
As I started to get out Ponce stopped me. "April a minute ago you said I was your boyfriend, did you really mean that?"
"Yes Ponce, I really meant that. Is that okay? I mean do you want to be my boyfriend?"
"April I want that more than anything in the entire world."
I looked him in the eyes. "Even if I still fuck other guys?"
Ponce nodded. "Yes, even if you still fuck other guys."
"Well sweetheart, you now have a girlfriend. I leaned over and kissed his cheek. "I'll see you just after 9:00."
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Ponce was waiting for me when I walked out of the Silly Squirrel. When I got into the truck I noticed a package on the dashboard.
I grabbed it as I slid over and kissed Ponce. "Hi baby, are these the condoms?'
Ponce nodded as we pulled away from the curb. "I bought you two sizes."
I opened the bag. There were four boxes of condoms inside. Two of the boxes said "magnum" on the side."
I looked at Ponce. "I didn't know they came in different sizes."
"Magnums are for guys with big dicks"
I giggled. "I hope I get to use lots and lots of those."
"I bought you latex condoms. Those are the kind that are supposed to be the safest."
"I heard that to, thank you sweetheart." I paused. "Is Danny at home?"
Ponce nodded. "Yes, he got home at 5:30. He took a shower and then a nap. He was just getting up when I left to come and get you."
"I smiled. "I hope he has lots of energy. I'm feeling a little frisky right now." I started to rub Ponce's crotch again, "I'm looking forward to playing with Danny while you watch tonight. I'm going to try to torture you a little bit."
Ponce took a deep breath. I could tell he was already excited.
When we pulled up in front the apartment I grabbed Ponce. "Honey, tonight when I'm taunting you while I'm playing with Danny; I want you to remember that I am doing it because that's our game. You're my boyfriend Ponce. You're the one I care about. When you see me with another guy, please don't ever get confused and forget that."
Ponce kissed me. "Don't worry April. I won't forget."
"One other thing Ponce. Danny is pretty smart. He's going to figure out that something is going on between you and me." I paused. "I'm not just talking about our being boyfriend - girlfriend, I'm talking about the cuckold slave - goddess stuff."
Ponce nodded. "I know, I was thinking about that to."
"Ponce I think we should tell him everything. He's a good guy. He's your friend. If it turns out that he is cool with it, it might be really fun."
Ponce thought for a minute. "I agree that we're going to have to tell him, but let's wait until he starts to get curious. We can explain everything when he asks."
I thought for a moment. "Okay, I think you're right. We'll wait for him to ask." I laughed. "In the meantime I want to go upstairs. I am getting horny. Danny is a great lover. I can't wait to feel his cock inside me."
I was already starting to taunt my baby. I took Ponce's hand. "Let's go up to your apartment and have some fun."
I walked into the apartment, threw my purse onto the kitchen table, took my waitress skirt off and sat down in the living room.
Danny shook his head. "April you look tired."
I laughed. "I just spent six hours chasing seventy-five overly excited, hyperactive eight year olds around a restaurant."
Danny smiled. "I don't know if that's easier or harder than washing and waxing floors or moving furniture." He stood up. "Let me get you a beer."
Danny went into the kitchen, got three cans of beer and brought them back into the living room. He tossed one to Ponce, then walked over to me. He popped the top on the can and said, "Here April, this will make you feel much better."
I looked at Danny and Ponce. "Guys I've never had a beer before. This is my first one."
Ponce looked at me. "No shit?"
I laughed. "Now don't look at me like that. I was sheltered as a child."
Danny chuckled. "I gather that Ponce and I are pretty much leading you down a path of sin and depravity."
I nodded. "The two of you are certainly acting as my guides, but I'm very happily skipping down that path right beside you."
I took a sip of the beer. It was an unusual flavor. It was going to take me a little time to get used to it.
I set the beer down and looked up at Danny. His crotch was right at my chest level. I leered at him as I reached out and started to massage his cock and balls through his pants."I know a better way for you to make me feel good."
As I played with Danny's growing erection I looked across the room at Ponce and smiled at him.
I unzipped Danny's jeans and pulled his penis out. My experience was still very limited. Cocks continued to be strange and mysterious to me. I was fascinated every time I got to look at one.
I played with Danny's enchanting toy for several minutes and then I once again looked over at Ponce. I stared directly into my new boyfriends eyes as I put his best friends erect penis in my mouth. I kept staring at Ponce while I eagerly sucked Danny's cock.
I tried to give Danny my very best blow job. When I glanced up at him his eyes were closed. He seemed to be enjoying himself.
After several minutes I looked up at him again and said, "I want to feel you inside of me. Danny I want you to fuck me."
Danny's eyes moved to Ponce. He was obviously uncomfortable about having him in the room. I smiled. This was working out perfectly.
I looked at my baby. "Ponce, my lover and I want to be alone. Go to your room. I'll let you know when you can come back."
Ponce meekly stood up, bowed his head and walked to his bedroom.
After he closed the door, Danny looked at me. "That was pretty cold."
I shook my head. "No it wasn't. That was exactly what Ponce wanted me to say to him. Right now your friend is just as turned on as you and I are."
Danny tilted his head. "I don't understand."
For the next ten minutes I explained everything to Danny.
When I was done Danny shook his head. "Shit, I've never heard of anything like this before." He looked at me. "You guys are really kinky."
I laughed. "You might be right, but I am not sure it matters to either of us. We just think it's fun." I stopped and looked at Danny. "Remember who you're dealing with here. A week ago both Ponce and I were very sheltered virgins. We just stumbled on to all of this by accident."
I grabbed Danny's cock and held it in my hands. I am not sure why I did it, I guess I just wanted to. "Danny I really like you, but I think I might be falling in love with Ponce."
"Holding on to another guys cock is an odd way to demonstrate your love."
"I know, but that's sort of the point. I don't think that I can be happy right now having sex with just one guy. I want to play with lots and lots of guys. Ponce is not only cool with that, he gets excited about it."
I squeezed Danny's penis. "I really like you Danny. I want to keep on partying with you. Ponce likes it when I party with you. This might be a way we can make all of this work."
I paused for a moment. "Danny, Ponce is sort of a masochist. It gets him off when I embarrass him." I winked at Danny. "It gets me off to. Sometimes I'm going to be mean to your friend. He wants me to do it. I'd never really do anything to hurt Ponce and he knows that. This is just a game we play."
Danny took a deep breath. He was trying to digest all of this. Finally he said, "Does he want me to be mean to him?"
I laughed. "I don't know. I don't think he knows. We're just figuring all of this out." I paused. "I think that right now he just wants you to try to understand and not judge him."
Danny shrugged. "April, Ponce is my best friend. As far as I am concerned, he can dress up like a girl scout and sell cookies if it gets him off."
I giggled. "We might have to do that some night."
Danny raised his eyebrows in shock. "April I was just kidding."
I laughed. "Don't worry Danny, so was I."
My expression became more serious. "Danny would you be willing to let Ponce play with us right now?"
"What do I have to do."
"Just let him watch, and don't make fun of him."
"Okay, I can do that."
"Danny, one thing. When you're done fucking me I'm going to make Ponce lick your cum out of my pussy."
Danny's mouth dropped open. For a moment he just stared at me. Finally he asked. "Is Ponce gay?" He stuttered. "I mean that's okay." He shook his head. He appeared to be really flustered. "Shit April that's pretty weird."
I laughed. "First of all, I am absolutely certain that Ponce is not gay. He likes my pussy even more than you do." I thought for a moment. "Remember that I told you Ponce is a masochist. He likes me to embarrass him. I think licking your cum out of me after you fuck me is more related to that. It's humiliating for him."
Danny shook his head. "April I'm glad you warned me about that one. I am not sure how I would have reacted if I just saw him start doing it."
He took a deep breath. "I can do this April."
I squeezed Danny's cock again. "Thanks Danny. I think we all might end up enjoying this game."
Danny smiled. "I'll try to keep an open mind."
"Can I call Ponce back?"
Danny closed his eyes, swallowed hard and said, "Okay, let's give it a try."
I turned to Ponce's door and yelled, "Ponce you can come back."
After a moment Ponce tentatively pushed his door open and peeked out. I was already sucking Danny's cock again. I wanted him as aroused for this as I could possibly get him.
When Ponce walked into the living room I took Danny's cock out of my mouth. "Ponce, Danny knows. He knows everything."
Ponce stopped. He looked at me and then he looked at Danny.
Danny smiled. "It's okay buddy. I'm glad I know. Now maybe we can all find a way to play together."
Ponce relaxed. After a moment he smiled.
Danny continued. "We might have to spend some time figuring out how all of this is going to shake out, but we can make it work. All three of us are friends."
I looked at my boy. He was always shy but at this moment he was clearly overwhelmed. I decided the best thing to do was stop talking and start playing.
I pointed to a spot on the other side of the room. I didn't want Ponce too close. I was afraid that both of my boys would get nervous. I knew the gay thing was a really big deal with young men. "Ponce go over there and get on your knees. My lover has given you permission to watch while he fucks me."
Ponce did as he was told.
I turned to Danny. "Come on stud man let's play."
While I was still facing Ponce, I straddled Danny so that my pussy was right over his cock. He grabbed his erection and rubbed the head against the lips of my cunt. I reached down, opened myself to him and gasped as his cock head made contact with my clit.
Danny and I were getting increasingly excited. We quickly forgot about Ponce. Our attention was now focused on our own satisfaction.
Suddenly Danny picked me up and spun me around. I didn't fight him. I didn't even question what he was doing. I just submitted to his will. At that moment I belonged to him. All I cared about was his cock. I wanted it inside me.
I shuddered as Danny slowly lowered me onto his erection. Once his cock was completely inside of me I sat perfectly still. I wanted to savor the sensation of having that big cock buried in my cunt.
Danny was the first one to move. He started by fondling my breasts. I responded by rocking back and forth on his cock. At first I moved slowly, but my motion quickly got faster and more forceful. Danny began moving his hips and matched my pace. We fell into a rhythm. It wasn't a gentle tempo. We weren't making love, we were fucking.
I don't know how long we carried on like this. It didn't really matter, neither of us cared about time. Danny was the one who finally stopped it. He lifted me off of his cock and rolled me over so I was lying on my back on the couch.
While Danny was mounting me I glanced over at Ponce. He was still on his knees watching us with rapt attention. Knowing my baby was in the room witnessing this added to the thrill of the fuck.
Once Danny was on top of me he pushed his cock back into my cunt. He was in complete control now. He had me pinned to the couch. I was his to use as he chose. Danny was beginning to understand that I liked it a little rough, so he chose to fuck me hard.
As Danny pumped his cock in and out of my cunt I got more and more excited. Erotic tension was building in my loins. The pleasure I was feeling was driving me to insanity. Suddenly I screamed as the building tension reached a maddening crescendo and burst into waves of ecstasy that rippled through my body.
Danny was merciless. He kept fucking me right through my orgasm. As the waves of pleasure were subsiding in my body, I felt his muscles tense. I cried when I felt the first spurt of Danny's semen shoot into my womb.
As soon as Danny finished ejaculating he collapsed onto my chest and for a minute or two we both lay still. We were enjoying that period of peace and contentment that follows an intense session of love making.
I felt Danny's cock soften while he was lying on top of me. There was a moment of regret when it slipped from my cunt.
Danny rolled off of me and we lay snuggled together on the couch. I was happy. It would have been very easy to fall asleep on his shoulder, but I couldn't do that. I still had to play with my big baby.
I sat up, stared at Ponce and spread my legs. We both looked at my cunt. Danny's cum was smeared everywhere.
"Slave, my lover left a mess." These were words from a story that Ponce and I had read together on the Internet before I went to work that morning. He winked at me, he remembered the story.
I winked back at him and continued. "You need to be a good little cuckold and come over and do your cleanup chores."
Ponce stood up and waited. He knew exactly what I was going to say next. It was part of the story.
"Get back down on your knees wimp. No one gave you permission to stand in the presence of my lover."
Ponce dropped to his knees.
Next to me Danny whispered. "Holy shit! This is pretty hot."
I jammed my elbow into his ribs. "Hush!"
I refocused my attention on Ponce. "Remember your place wimp. Crawl over to us."
Ponce crawled over. When he was between my legs I said, "Clean me." It was a command.
Danny gasped as Ponce started to lick his cum from my pussy.
As Ponce licked me my level of excitement began to rise.
I glanced at Danny. His shriveled cock was growing. I started stroking it while Ponce continued to eat my cunt. It wasn't long before Danny had another erection.
I turned to Ponce. "Get up on the couch and lick my ass while I suck my lovers cock."
I pulled on Danny's arm. "This will work better if you stand up."
As soon as Danny was standing I turned to Ponce. "Lie on your back so I can sit on your face."
I mounted Ponce's face and started sucking Danny's cock. At that moment we took a giant step toward learning to enjoy sex as a threesome.
This was a very exciting situation for all of us. It didn't take long for Ponce to bring me to an orgasm and it didn't take me long to make Danny cum again.
When we were done we all sat on the couch. The three of us were so happy that we were giddy.
Suddenly Danny shocked both Ponce and me.
He noticed his cum dripping from my lips. He turned to his friend. "Wimp you have some more cleanup to do."
Danny and Ponce stared at each other. I wasn't sure how this was going to go. After a moment they both broke into smiles. Ponce leaned over, kissed me and licked Danny's semen off of my face. When he was done the three of us sat together quietly for a moment and then Danny looked at Ponce.
"Was it okay that I said that Ponce?" He smiled. "You know you're my best friend. You always will be. April described this stuff as a game you guys like to play. I guess I just wanted to play to. I'm sorry if I insulted you. I didn't mean to."
Ponce grinned at his friend. "It was okay. It was part of the game. Thats how I took it. I'm glad you said it. I think it made it more fun."
I laughed. "I don't know about you guys, but I thought the part with the three of us together was absolutely fabulous."
Danny and Ponce both started laughing.
Danny said, "I agree, it was pretty hot."
I looked at Ponce. "Baby we still have one major detail left to take care of."
He smiled. "I know. I was hoping you wouldn't forget."
I punched his arm. "Shut up! I would never forget this part."
I turned to Danny. "Baby go get us three more beers. I think all three of us deserve some refreshment."
I quickly pulled Ponce's jeans down and climbed on top of him. I was still wet from fucking Danny so he easily slipped into me. My big cuckold's cock was even larger than Danny's. It felt very good inside me.
It didn't take long. Ponce still didn't have very good control. When I felt him ejaculate, I thought to myself that we were going to have to work on his ability to keep from cumming so quickly."
Danny returned with the beers while Ponce was having his orgasm. When he was done I got off of him and ran into the bathroom. I got a wash cloth and cleaned myself. The games were over.
I brought the wash cloth out to the living room and cleaned both Ponce and Danny. When I was finished we opened our beers and started to talk.
We talked all night. At first we discussed our sex games, but eventually we started to tell each other about our lives. That night Danny, Ponce and I became inseparable friends.
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At 5:00 am we finally got tired. Danny went to his room and Ponce and I retired to his room. I loved sleeping with Ponce. His arms were so big and so strong. I felt safe when I was in his bed.
When I awoke the next morning I was alone. I looked at the clock. It was 11:00 am. I had to pee. I got up and made my way to the bathroom. I didn't bother to put on any clothes. When I passed through the living room I saw my two boys.
They both called to me. "Good morning April."
I just nodded to them. I was in a hurry.
I relieved myself, brushed my teeth, washed my face and combed my hair. When I came out of the bathroom Ponce was waiting with one of his tee shirts.
He tossed it to me. "You liked wearing one of these yesterday morning. I thought you might like another one today."
My baby was so sweet. I smiled at him as I pulled it on. "Thank you." I giggled. "I think your tee shirts might become my favorite outfits."
Danny was setting the table. "April we have breakfast."
My boys had been to MacDonald's. Danny was putting three deluxe breakfasts and three cups of coffee on the table.
I sat down. I was kind of overwhelmed. I was used to dating guys like Brad Stewart. Danny and Ponce actually cared about me.
All three of us were hungry. For a few minutes we ate voraciously. When our appetites were finally sated we relaxed, sipped our coffee and talked. At first we made small talk. The magic of the previous night was still in all of our minds, but we had to find a way to recapture it.
Suddenly Danny got very serious. "April we both really like you. We really like you a lot." He smiled. "My shy buddy here is madly in love with you." He turned to Ponce. "Sorry Ponce, but you've told me how you feel. I'm not going to let you keep it a secret because you're too shy to tell her."
I smiled at both of them. "I like both of you very very much." I turned to Ponce. "Baby I'm falling in love with you to, so you don't have to be shy."
Ponce grinned. "April I want to be the one to ask you this." He paused. "Danny and I have been talking this morning. We were wondering if you'd like to live with us. You wouldn't have to pay rent or anything, we'll take care of that. We'd both just really liked it if you lived here. If you want, you could sleep in my room with me." He looked at the floor. "Or I could sleep in the living room and you could have my room."
I broke out laughing. I couldn't help it, he was so cute. I got up, walked over and sat on his lap. "Ponce baby, I won't even consider living here if you and I can't sleep together." I kissed him. "Sweetheart I loved last night. I love sleeping in your arms."
Ponce blushed.
I turned to Danny. "You're cool with this?"
He nodded. "I brought it up to Ponce."
I smiled at him. "Thank you."
I turned back to Ponce. "I would love to live with you guys." I stopped to think. "I have to keep my dorm room." I shrugged. "It doesn't really matter, It's part of my scholarship." I thought some more. "I am sure it will be okay with Mandy. She'll have the equivalent of a single room. I'll also need to keep the room to keep my parents happy. I'm not sure how they would feel if they knew their daughter was moving in with two guys." I laughed. "Actually I am pretty sure I know how they'd feel."
Ponce smiled at me. "Can we go get your clothes today?"
I nodded. "Yes, I'd love that." I paused. "I still have to go to work today. Can we do this before I go to work?
Ponce nodded, "Of course we can."
I looked at my boys. "One other thing. If I move in here, there are going to be some changes."
They both looked at me.
"First of all, we're going to go to the grocery store. We're going to stock the refrigerator. All three of us are going to start cooking. We're going to eat real meals."
They both smiled and nodded. This was fine with them.
My facial expression got very serious. "You two are also going to start going to class. I want a copy of both of your class schedules. If you're not in class, I'll want to know the reason why."
Danny and Ponce looked at each other.
I laughed. "You got it boys. I am not hanging around with dead beats. If I move in with the two of you, you're going to be students and you're going to graduate."
I waited for a moment to let this sink in and then I continued. "We're also going to have some regularly scheduled study times." I looked at them. "Are there any questions?"
They both shook their heads and said in unison, "No maam."
After breakfast Ponce and I went to my dorm room. Mandy was there. I explained what was happening. She was excited, I was moving in with the two hottest guys on the campus.
I packed up some clothes and my makeup kit. When I was ready to leave, I turned to her. "Mandy would you like to go out on a date with Danny Gerard?"
Mandy looked at me and screamed. "Shut up."
I laughed. "No Mandy I'm serious. Would you like to go out with Danny?" I looked at her. "Mandy he already told me he thinks you're cute."
"Danny Gerard knows who I am!"
"Yes, he knows who you are. Now do you want to go out with him?'"
"Hell yes!"
"All right, I'll have him call you. The two of you can double date with Ponce and me"
Ponce and I grabbed my stuff and took it to his truck. When we got back to the apartment Danny was there. After we put my things in Ponce's room we joined him in the living room. He was trying to watch an NFL football game. Trying was the key word. The boys television was old and decrepit. The primary color was rose pink and it only got 3 channels.
Ponce and I sat down on the couch. "I told Mandy you wanted to go out with her."
Danny nodded. "Good, when are we going out?"
I picked up a copy of Penthouse from the coffee table and threw it at him.
"You still have to call her and ask her out. I'm not going to do everything for you."
"Yeah okay, I'll call her this afternoon." He picked up the Penthouse. "You could be more careful with our literature."
I laughed. "I think I'm going to throw out all your dirty magazines. You shouldn't need them anymore. The two of you have me to look at."
Danny started laughing. "Can we expect you to walk around the apartment naked all the time?"
"Why? Am I living with a couple of satyrs. Is sex all you guys ever think about?"
Ponce and Danny looked at each other and started laughing again. Ponce kissed my cheek and said, "Once in a while we think about basketball and football, otherwise sex is pretty much it."
I threw up my arms. "I'm living with two perverts."
Danny grinned at me. "You're a lucky girl aren't you."
I nodded. "Yes, I most certainly am."
Ponce dropped me off at The Silly Squirrel at 3:00. He picked me up at 9:05.
I had two pizzas with me. The pizzas from The Squirrel weren't very good. They put lots of sugar in their sauce, they want kids to like them. Still, I thought my big baby would love some pizza tonight. The price was also right, they were free.
My suspicion was correct. Ponce's eyes lit up when he saw me carrying them. When I got into his truck he asked, "Are those for us?"
I shook my head. My baby was the most insecure guy in the western hemisphere. "Yes, sweetheart." I paused. "Actually I ate at work, these are for you and Danny."
He smiled. "Thanks April, I love pizza."
"Ponce these aren't very good pizzas."
Ponce smiled. "April there is no such thing as bad pizza. How much did they cost you?"
"They were free."
Ponce looked at me like I was an idiot. "April free pizza is the best kind."
I chuckled. I was slowly learning about living with boys.
As we pulled away from the curb Ponce said, "Danny called Mandy. He's out with her right now. They went down to Murphy's Bar to watch Sunday Night Football."
"Ponce do you want to go down there and watch the game with them?"
He smiled at me. "Not when the alternative is spending an evening alone with you."
I cuddled up next to Ponce. He might have been shy and unsophisticated about women, but he always seemed to say exactly the right thing to me. I smiled to myself, honesty and kindness were two qualities that were worth a lot in a guy.
When we pulled up in front of the apartment I looked at Ponce and said, "So we have the place to ourselves right?'
Ponce grinned at me. "We're all alone."
"We could do anything we want tonight, correct?"
Ponce nodded. "That's right."
"Got any thoughts about how we might spend the evening?"
After he put the truck in park Ponce winked at me and said, "Yes I do Mistress."
I giggled. "Sweetie I think we're going to have a very fun evening."
When we got into the apartment Ponce said, "I made some space in my dresser and my closet so you can put some of your things away. This week we can go to the used furniture store and get you a dresser of your own. You'll have to tell me what other furniture you want."
I put my arms around Ponce's neck and kissed him. "Thank you." I paused "Ponce why don't you eat some pizza while I unpack. When you're done eating we can play for a little while."
Ponce disappeared into the kitchen. I unpacked my underwear and put it into one of the empty dresser drawers. I was putting my tee shirts away when Ponce came back into the bedroom.
I turned to him. "Are you filled up?"
He smiled. "Yes I am. Thank you for bringing that home April. I put the rest in the refrigerator for Danny."
"You're welcome sweetheart." I put my arms around my boy. "I think it's time for my slave to undress me and give me a bath."
Ponce smiled. "I'll go start running the water in the tub."
He disappeared into the bathroom. When he came back he started helping me get undressed. Ponce was a good slave and obediently assisted me as I removed each article of clothing I was wearing. Every time we took something off, he carefully folded it and put it away.
Once we'd removed everything except for my panties Ponce got on his knees in front of me and slowly pulled them down. After he exposed my pussy he kissed me. His kisses were soft and gentle. I sighed when I felt his tongue probe the space between my cunt lips.
After a moment he turned me around and pulled my panties away from my ass. I took a deep breath when I felt him spread my cheeks and start to kiss and lick my asshole.
I could have let him do that for the rest of the evening, but we had games to play. The fun was just beginning. I turned around and faced Ponce. "Slave, stand up and take your clothes off. I want you naked when you serve me."
Ponce grinned at me, stood up and quickly removed his clothing. When he was naked I made him stand in front of me so I could inspect him. I loved his huge muscular body. It was an incredible thrill to know that I could dominate this large, powerful man.
I grabbed Ponce's hand and led him into the bathroom . He got on his knees and tested the water temperature with his hand.
"Goddess April, your bath is ready."
We were both giggling as I stepped into the bathtub and sat down. I lay back in the hot soapy water and closed my eyes. I was always a shower girl, baths were a luxury for me. Having a boy wash me was an experience that I'd never even dreamed about.
When Ponce picked up a wash cloth. I made a mental note that we were going to have to buy some bath sponges.
My slave tried to start by washing my pussy. I stopped him. That privilege would only be granted after he'd given me a proper bath.
After that, Ponce hesitated, it was obvious that he wasn't sure about how he should begin. I gave him some quick instructions. He was a good student. He started by washing my face and then he moved on to my neck and shoulders. He methodically worked his way down my body. We both enjoyed the time he spent washing my breasts. I made him bathe my legs and feet before I let him wash my pussy and ass.
Ponce spent a long time washing my feet. It was becoming very clear to me that he had a special appreciation for this part of my body. I decided that after my bath I needed to explore this fascination of his much more thoroughly.
Once he'd finished washing the rest of me I allowed Ponce to wash my pussy and my ass. I very nearly had an orgasm when I felt the wash cloth rubbing against my clitoris.
After my bath was complete, I got out of the tub. Ponce covered me with a clean bath towel and dried me off. This was the pinnacle of decadent pleasure. Once I was dry I led my baby to the bedroom.
As soon as we got into the bedroom I sat down on Ponce's bed. Ponce stood in front of me waiting for my command.
I nodded to him and said, "Get down on you knees."
Ponce started to kneel on the bed next to me. I stopped him. "Not on the bed wimp! Get down on the floor. I only allow real men to share my bed. Cuckold pussies like you have to grovel on the floor."
The Internet stories were a wonderful source of inspiration for us in our early attempts at game playing. I frequently found my self quoting them. Ponce loved every minute of it.
Once he was on his knees next to the bed. I spread my legs for him and pointed at my cunt. "Would you like to kiss this pussy?" I leered at him. "You would wouldn't you." I started to play with myself. "It's a beautiful pussy isn't it. It's just waiting for your tongue. I wish I could let you lick it right now." I sighed. It was a pretend sigh. "But I'm not sure you're worthy. Tonight you're going to have to earn the right to kiss my cunt."
I lay back on the bed, raised my legs and extended my feet so that they were nearly touching his nose. "Look at my feet Ponce. They're also beautiful." I frowned. "I think you've been neglecting them. They need your attention."
My voice got very quiet. "Kiss them Ponce, kiss the soles of my feet." I paused. "After you've properly kissed the soles of my feet I want you to kiss my toes. I want you to make love to each of my toes for me."
Ponce solemnly took one of my feet in his hands. At first he caressed it and then he placed a gentle kiss on the ball of my foot.
The air was filled with erotic tension. We were both wildly excited.
Ponce started to make love to my feet. His eyes were closed. It almost seemed like he was worshiping me. The feeling of power was magnificent. Every nerve in my body was tingling. It was almost as good as having my ass licked.
I started playing with my cunt while my slave continued kissing and licking each of my toes. It wasn't long before I had an orgasm. Ponce waited obediently while I recovered and then he started worshiping my feet again. My second orgasm came almost immediately.
After I recovered from my second orgasm I rolled over onto my stomach and stared into my kneeling baby's eyes. "This game is wonderful. Ponce I want you to be my love slave forever."
Ponce laughed. "April there is nothing in the world that would make me happier."
I giggled, "Prove it." I turned around. "Lick my ass."
My heart started to race when I felt Ponce's big hands pull my cheeks apart. I closed my eyes and sighed as I felt his tongue push its way into my asshole.
I don't know how long Ponce kissed and licked my ass. I didn't care, I was having too much fun to worry about time. It was the onset of fatigue that finally caused me to stop him and roll over.
I sat up and stared at Ponce. He was still kneeling on the floor next to the bed. I lasciviously spread my legs and started rubbing my clit. As I rubbed myself I remembered the story that Ponce and I read yesterday afternoon. I thought of the words that the dominant wife said to her submissive husband after her lover left.
I grinned at Ponce and repeated them. "Cucky, you've been a very attentive slave this evening. You've earned your reward." I pulled the lips of my pussy apart. "I'm going to grant you the privilege of licking my cunt."
Ponce smiled at me. He also remembered the story. He knew exactly what to do. He crawled closer to me and tried to kiss my cunt.
I reached out and slapped him. I didn't hurt him, he was ready for the slap. He knew I was going to do it. We were both following the story line.
"NO! No! No! Cucky, where are your manners? You are well aware of the fact that a good slave thanks his mistress whenever she generously grants him a privilege."
Ponce bowed his head. "Goddess April, thank you for allowing me to pleasure you by kissing and licking your cunt."
"That's very good cucky, but you shouldn't have to be reminded about good manners. You need to beg me to forgive you."
Ponce kept his head bowed. "Mistress April I apologize for my insolent behavior. I beg you to pardon me. I fully acknowledge that I should be eternally grateful anytime you grant me the privilege of touching your divine body. I understand that it was an unforgivable error to attempt to touch you without first properly expressing my gratitude. I fervently hope that you will be charitable and find it in your heart to forgive me."
Ponce was good. He remembered the submissive husband's response with incredible accuracy.
I wanted to continue to be serious, but I started to giggle. Once he saw me giggling Ponce also started giggling. Suddenly we both burst into laughter. We were young. We just couldn't be that serious for very long.
I looked at Ponce. I was laughing so hard that I could barely talk. I was just barely able to utter the words "Fuck it, just eat me."
Ponce was still laughing as he went down on me.
The pleasant feel of his tongue sobered my mood immediately. It didn't take long for Ponce to bring me to my third orgasm of the evening.
I pulled Ponce up off the floor so he was next to me. We cuddled on the bed together for a few minutes while I recovered from my orgasm.
As we lay together I kissed him and said. "You're really a fun playmate."
Ponce laughed. "The feeling is mutual."
"Are you ready for your real reward?"
Ponce smiled. "Yes, I can't wait."
"I want to give you a blow job tonight. Would that be okay with you?"
Ponce nodded. "I'd love that."
"Sweetheart, I want you to start working on your ability to keep from cumming right away. Tonight I want you to concentrate on maintaining control, Okay?"
"I'll try April."
As I went down on Ponce I glanced at the clock and noted the time.
I looked at his cock. It was standing straight up. I stared at it for a moment and then I gingerly picked it up. Ponce sighed when I put it into my mouth. I smiled. It was fun to dominate my big boy, but I also enjoyed giving him pleasure.
I watched the clock out of the corner of my eye while I gave him his blow job. Ponce did very well. After two minutes I said, "Very good, you've lasted for a full two minutes. Relax now sweetheart. Let yourself go." I started stroking Ponce while I sucked him. It was a matter of seconds before I felt the familiar tension building in his muscles.
Just before Ponce was about to cum I pulled his cock out of my mouth. I wanted to watch him ejaculate. I pointed his erection straight up and pumped it vigorously. I was amazed to see the first spurt of semen shoot a foot into the air. Each succeeding spurt was just a little less powerful. After the fourth spurt his ejaculation turned into a dribble. I kept pumping his cock with my hand until the dribble stopped.
I looked at my baby, He was grinning at me. There was a pool of semen on his chest and stomach. I scooped some up with my fingers and stared at Ponce while I licked my fingers clean.



I scooped up some more and put my fingers to his lips. "Your turn".
Ponce smiled and licked his semen off of my fingers.
After that we took turns until all of his cum was gone.
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Ponce and I lay cuddled together in his bed. I was feeling very relaxed, but I wasn't sleepy. I kissed his cheek and said, "Want to get up and watch television for a little while.?"
Ponce smiled at me. "I'd love to."
I jumped out of bed and pulled my baby up. "Got a clean tee shirt for me?"
Ponce went to his dresser drawer, took out a tee shirt and tossed it to me. I pulled it on.
Ponce put on a pair of gym shorts. As we walked into the living room I said, "Why don't you get us two beers." Beer was the beverage of choice for both of my boys. I was determined that I was going to learn to like it.
Ponce got our beers and joined me on the couch. I was trying to find the sports news on their broken down, old television. I wanted to find out who won the football game. As Ponce sat down I said, "We have to do something about this TV."
He smiled. "If we do well at the Tomb tomorrow night we'll be able to buy a new one."
I looked at him. "What's the Tomb?"
"It's another name for the 7th Street Rec Center. Remember? That's the place where we're going to play basketball tomorrow night."
"Why do they call it the Tomb?"
"You'll understand when you see it. It's an old stone building that looks a little bit like ancient tomb."
I nodded. "Tell me more about this game tomorrow night."
"What do you want to know?"
"I don't understand how we're going to make money."
"This is a late night illegal gambling game. There will be guys at the door keeping anyone out who doesn't belong there. You have to know someone to get in. Once were inside, you're going to be amazed. Anything goes. It's a basketball tournament, but it's also a very wild party. The gym is going to be full of spectators. They're going to be watching and placing bets throughout the tournament. On one of the side lines there are usually six to eight men who act as "bookies". They work together. They set the odds for each team and take bets."
Ponce looked at me to see if I was following him. "They work like all bookies. They try to get the same amount of money bet on each team so that they can't lose if there's an upset. They make their money by taking a percentage of the betting handle."
He smiled at me. "Here's why we want you with us. We're hoping that everyone will see that we have a little white girl on our team and dismiss us as a joke. That should make the odds on us skyrocket. It's very important for you to not look too impressive during the warmups."
He paused. "Do you have much money saved up?"
"Some, but I don't want to lose it."
"Its always possible that you might. There will be some very good basketball players there, but we think we have an excellent chance to win. We think the odds on us might go as high as twelve or even fifteen to one. If you bet $60.00 at twelve to one, you'll get $780.00 back. That's $720.00 plus the $60.00 you originally bet. The bookies will take ten percent so you'll actually receive about $700.00."
I looked at Ponce. "Do you guys really think we have a chance to win?"
He smiled. "It's the only reason were going." Ponce paused. "Tomorrow night is the night to bet. It will be the only time we have a chance to make a killing on you. After tomorrow night they'll know about you. The odds on us will never get this high again. I'm bringing $100.00 to bet. Danny will bet more than I will and Jamal may bet as much as $300.00."
"Won't our bets affect the odds?'
"A little bit, but a lot of money gets bet on these games. There'll be guys there who are betting as much as a thousand dollars or more.
"Is this dangerous?'
"A little, Darbs and Jamal know everyone so we should be okay. We do have to stay together." He paused and looked at me. "Tomorrow night you stay next to me at all times, Do you understand?"
I nodded. "Yes sir, I understand."
The late night sports news came on. I cuddled up next to Ponce. We were both watching. We wanted to know how the NFL game had come out.
As I was taking a sip of my beer I heard Danny's key in the lock. The door opened and Danny and Mandy stepped into the apartment. They were giggling, I was pretty sure that both of them were drunk.
I smiled at them. "It looks like the two of you had a pretty good time tonight."
Mandy walked over to me and said, "I had a wonderful time." She leaned forward and whispered into my ear. It didn't matter that she was whispering, everyone could still hear her. "Danny is really cute. I can't wait to go to bed with him."
I smiled. "Mandy I think that Danny just heard that."
She put her hand over her mouth and said, "Whoops."
There was no longer any doubt. Mandy was spiffed.
Danny took her hand. "I did overhear that my dear and I am more than happy to oblige you. Let us retire to my bedroom."
As Danny pulled her towards his room Mandy giggled and said "He really is cute."
Just as they were about to disappear into Danny's room Ponce yelled, "Hey Dan, who won the game?"
Danny looked back, "The Bears, the final score was 27 to 17. It was a good game." He waved at us and closed his bedroom door.
Ponce turned to me. "Well now we know, are you ready to go to bed?"
I yawned. I was tired. "Yes I'm ready."
We went into the bathroom and washed our faces and brushed our teeth. I felt like we were an old married couple getting ready for bed. It was nice.
When we got into bed I pulled Ponce's arm out so I could cuddle up to his shoulder and side. For a moment we quietly lay there and enjoyed the soft feel of our bodies pressing against each other.
Suddenly we heard screams from Danny's bedroom. It was Mandy. She was having an orgasm.
We both started to giggle. I looked at Ponce. "Is that getting you horny again big boy."
Ponce squeezed me and said, "I get a lot hornier when I know that it's you in there with Danny."
I rolled over on my side and kissed him. "Oh my, you are becoming my little cuckold aren't you."
Ponce just smiled.
Monday morning Ponce and I were up by 7:00. I made coffee while Ponce was in the shower.
On Sunday, Danny and Ponce had both given me their class schedules. They were now posted on the refrigerator door. I checked them. All three of us had an 8:00 class.
I pounded on Danny's door. "Don Juan it's time to get up. You have a biology class in less than one hour. Remember that you promised me you'd start going to class if I moved in with the two of you. I'm holding you to your promise."
I heard movement in Danny's bedroom. His door opened. He was naked. He rubbed his eyes and said, "Shit April, you've lived here for one day and you're already turning into my mother."
I looked at him and started laughing. "Your mother doesn't suck your cock. Now go get dressed!"
I leaned into Danny's room. Mandy was still under the covers. "Mandy Williams get your butt out of that bed. I happen to know that you also have an 8:00 class. We're all getting dressed and going to MacDonald's for breakfast. I haven't taught these boys how to find a grocery store yet."
For the next 15 minutes there was much grumbling and cursing as everyone raced around getting dressed.
We stopped at MacDonald's on our way to school. As I watched Ponce pay for our breakfasts I resolved that we would get to the grocery store that afternoon. Breakfast at home would be much cheaper.
When we got to the campus we all went our separate ways. Ponce, Danny and I agreed to meet in the grill at 10:00.
At 10:00 the grill was packed. When I arrived, Ponce and Danny were already there. They were seated with Jamal and Darbs. As soon as he saw me Ponce got up, found a chair and placed it next to him.
As I sat down Jamal smiled. "Are you ready for tonight April?"
I smiled back. "I guess so. I'm a little nervous. This is almost like playing organized basketball."
Darbs shook his head. "There's a big difference April. In this game if we win we make money."
"I know but the pressure is back."
Jamal looked at me. "You don't have to do this if you don't want to ."
"Thanks Jamal." I shook my head. "I'll be okay, I'll play."
Jamal smiled. "Good," He turned to everyone. "Take a nap this evening. The games are late at night. Eat a good supper." He looked at Ponce and Danny. "No beer before the games. We'll pick you guys up at 10:45. We need to be at the Tomb by 11:30. The games start at midnight." He turned to me. "April bring some gambling money. This is a very good bet. I'm pretty sure that we can win. You want to benefit from what we're doing."
Jamal and Darbs stood up. Jamal said, "We have to get going, are there any questions?"
We all shook our heads.
"Good we'll see you at your place at 10:45."
Ponce, Danny and I went to our afternoon classes. At 2:00 we met back at the grill.
We ran two important errands on our way home. We stopped at the cash machine and the grocery store. At the cash machine I got $175.00. I needed $20.00 for my share of the entry fee. I decided that I was going to bet $100.00. The extra $55.00 was for groceries
We studied for an hour when we got home. Ponce was supposed to go into work at 11:00. He called in sick.
At 5:30 I made us a huge batch of spaghetti for dinner. We ate part and froze the rest. We were starting a new era of homemaking at our apartment.
While we ate Danny told me a little bit more about the tournament.
"They run these tournaments four nights a week. Monday night is 5 on 5 basketball. This is the night that draws the big crowds, especially in the fall. Everyone watches Monday night football in the bars. The game ends at about the same time the action at the tournament starts."
"What do you mean by action?"
Both Ponce and Danny laughed.
Danny smiled. "April you have never seen anything like what you're going to see tonight. This is a group of adults having fun. It's orderly and safe, but it is very wild."
"I still don't understand."
"Just wait, it's hard to describe. You have to see this to believe it."
He paused. After a moment he continued. "There are also tournaments on three other nights of the week. Tomorrow night is 2 on 2 night. Wednesday is 3 on 3 night. Thursday is 1 on 1. Thursday night is also huge betting night. Jamal wins a lot of money on Thursday nights."
"I take it that the two of you have been there before."
Danny nodded. "Ponce and I have played in both the 2 on 2 and the 3 on 3 nights. We've won the 2 on 2 tournament twice."
After dinner we went into the living room. I sat on Ponce's face while I gave Danny a blow job. After Danny and I both had orgasms I gave Ponce a blow job.
At 6:30 we went to bed and slept for 3 hours.
All three of us were up and ready to go when Jamal arrived at 10:45.
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The Tomb
In May of 1935 President Franklin D. Roosevelt created the Works Project Administration. 1935 was the height of the Great Depression in the United States. The WPA was a massive nationwide effort to get the throngs of unemployed Americans back to work. This program created parks, roads, damns, bridges and public buildings.
The 7th Street Recreation Center was one of the buildings created by the WPA. The rec center was built in 1937 out of granite dug from a quarry in the upper peninsula of Michigan. The combination of quality materials and an unlimited labor force resulted in the construction of a nearly indestructible fortress.
Most of the building was a sprawling one story section of offices and meeting spaces. The central core of the building was a two story structure with an arched roof that resembled an aircraft hangar. Someone decided that the heavy granite construction coupled with the unusual shape of the roof made the building look like an ancient Mesopotamian tomb. The building actually looked nothing like a Mesopotamian tomb, but no one in the neighborhood had ever seen one, so the name stuck. By 1940 the rec center was affectionately known to most of the neighborhood residents as the "Tomb".
The Tomb was at the height of its glory during the years immediately before and after World War II. The immense central core of the building housed a huge amphitheater that served as both a gymnasium and an assembly hall.
This hall hosted the birth and development of several labor unions and political movements. During his Congressional witch hunts of the early 1950's Senator Joseph McCarthy once referred to The Tomb as one of the early homes of the Communist Party in the United States.
By 1955 urban blight had destroyed the neighborhood surrounding the Tomb. The building became the victim of vandalism and neglect. By 1965 the interior of the Tomb was a shambles. In 1969, the building was boarded up and abandoned.
For the next twenty years it sat empty and ignored. Its only reasons for existence seemed to be to provide shelter for the local vagrants and to serve as a convenient surface to display the work of the neighborhood graffiti artists.
In 1989 a group calling itself the African American Cultural Preservation Association took up the cause of the Tomb. The first step in their campaign was to persuade the Federal Government to turn over ownership of the structure to them. The group was persistent in their efforts and in 1993 the government sold them the Tomb for $1.00 with the stipulation that they complete a total renovation within ten years.
They spent the next three years applying for a combination of public and private grants. By the end of 1996 they had accumulated enough money to start the renovation. During the early stages of the remodeling process they diligently continued their fund raising efforts. By the fall of 1997 they had enough funding to complete the renovation.
The new Tomb opened in the fall of 1999. It contained a neighborhood health clinic, a day care center for working mothers and an African American cultural center. These were all very important to the community, but the real show piece of the new Tomb was what was done to the old amphitheater. It was now a state of the art basketball arena. It had two full side by side basketball courts complete with scoreboards and bleachers.
Everyday when school got out, the neighborhood teenagers flocked to the Tomb to play their favorite game. The building teemed with adolescent energy until 9:30 every night. At 9:30 the building closed and the kids were sent home.
At 11:00 the Tomb reopened. The character of the late night Tomb was much different than its daytime counterpart.
The Health Clinic, The Day Care Center and the African American Cultural Center were now all closed.
In the daytime the basketball court was a home for countless teenagers pursuing their dream of playing in the NBA. At night the basketball court became the scene of a wild bacchanal for adults featuring basketball, alcohol, drugs and sex.
The host of this party was a large black man named Big Reggie Diamond. Big Reggie was a local bookie. He and his entourage operated out of The Black Knight. The Black Knight was a notorious downtown Gentleman's Club that he owned.
The African American Cultural Preservation Association leased the late night use of the Tomb to Big Reggie. As part of the lease they demanded that he make sure that nothing happened at night that would give the Tomb a bad name.
Big Reggie had a small army of security guards that vigilantly policed the building. They weren't there to interfere with the party, they were there to prevent violent crime. If someone's behavior got out of control they were forcefully shown the door.
Big Reggie's security force also guarded the door. If you didn't know someone, you didn't get in.
When Darb's and Jamal arrived at our apartment we all got into Darb's car. He drove an old Lincoln Continental. It was nice. We could all fit into it. As we got in I noticed an extra passenger. She was a large African American girl in her early twenties.
Darbs quickly introduced us. "This is my cousin Chantal. Chantal this is April, Danny and Ponce."
Chantal smiled. "Hi everyone. It's nice to meet all of you."
Jamal quickly explained. "Chantal is primarily going along to watch our things while we're on the floor playing. She'll also be registered as a team member in case anyone gets hurt. Chantal did play high school basketball so she can help us in an emergency."
Chantal laughed. "I wasn't anywhere near as good as you April. You were really fun to watch in the State Tournament last year."
I blushed and said, "Thank you." I paused for a moment and then I asked. "Where did you play Chantal?"
"At Jefferson High School in the City Conference."
During the trip to the Tomb we all took turns talking about our high school basketball careers. It was fun. As we talked I realized that I was in the company of some very elite high school players.
Ponce was on the All State team in Wisconsin, Danny was on the All State team in Indiana and Jamal was on the All State team in Michigan.
Suddenly Darbs interrupted the conversation. "There's the Tomb. Jamal where should I park?"
Jamal looked around. "Under that street light over there."
The Tomb was in a bad neighborhood. You had to worry about where you left the car.
As soon as we were parked, Jamal turned to us. "Okay let's have your betting money."
Darbs took out a pad and pencil. When Jamal called off our name, we handed him the amount of money we wanted to bet along with our $20.00 entry fee. I took a deep breath and handed him $120.00. I noticed that Ponce did the same thing. Danny gave him $220.00. When we gave him the money Jamal carefully counted it and Darbs wrote the amount down on his pad.
Once we were done we all got out of the car and walked up to the building. I smiled when I saw it. It really did look like a tomb.
We were stopped at the door by two well muscled young African American men wearing tight fitting black turtleneck shirts and maroon berets. This was the uniform of Big Reggie Diamond's security police.
One of the guards looked at us and said, "What's your business here?"
Jamal answered. "We're entered as a team. Mr. Diamond knows us. I'm Jamal Wright."
The other guard looked at a clipboard. "His name is right here." He looked up. "How many do you have?"
Jamal answered. "Six including me."
"Okay, go check in with Mr. Diamond"
The guards stepped aside. We entered the Tomb.
Nothing could have prepared me for what I encountered when we walked into the basketball arena. There must have already been five or six hundred people in there.
As we entered I noticed that the spectators were being charged $5.00 each to get in. Big Reggie wasn't losing any money.
While we stood in the door to the gym, a young woman walked up to Danny "Hey cutie, want to go around the corner and party with me. One hundred dollars gets you the best blow job in the city."
Danny smiled at her and said, "No thank you, maybe some other time."
The girl nodded. "Okay Sweetie. My name is Sandy. I'll be here all night in case you change your mind."
As we walked into the arena I whispered to Danny. "I'd like to know what she does that I don't do."
Danny laughed. "Give me a hundred bucks and I'll do some research for you."
I hit him on the arm. "No way stud."
I turned my attention back to the arena. The unmistakable odor of marijuana hung in the air. I looked around. People were openly passing blunts back and forth.
We made our way across the floor. I was gawking like a twelve year old at the circus. Over by the wall a man was selling half pints of liquor. He had bottles of vodka, brandy and bourbon whiskey. The sign next to him said 1/2 pints $10.00. Not far from him a group of men were on their knees shooting dice. Wads of money lay on the floor in front of them.
The Reggie Diamond security men were everywhere, but they didn't interfere with the gambling, Marijuana use or prostitution that was going on. It was clear that the rules in the Tomb were looser than the rules society lives by outside of the Tomb.
As we approached the far sideline of the second basketball court Ponce tapped me on the shoulder and pointed. "That's Big Reggie Diamond."
I looked. He was pointing at a black man in his early 50's. This man was immaculately dressed in a very expensive looking navy blue pinstripe suit. He must have weighed at least 300 lbs, but he wasn't obese. He was just a very big man. There was a group of at least a dozen more well dressed middle aged black men surrounding him. They were all holding clip boards. Next to this group of men was a blackboard. On the top of the board the word "Odds" was written. Below that eight teams were listed. One of the teams was JW's Posse. I suspected that JW was Jamal Wright and we were the posse.
Ponce whispered into my ear, "The men around him are his bookies. They're the people who will be taking the bets on the tournament tonight.
While Ponce was whispering to me, my attention was being drawn away from Big Reggie's assistants. I was focusing on a group of white women standing behind them. There must have been at least 15 of them. Most of them seemed to be in their late 20's or early 30's, but there were also several older women in the group. Two of those women seemed to be about the same age as my mother. All of the women were dressed like sluts. Low cut blouses, brazenly short skirts and spike heeled shoes appeared to be their required uniform
I looked behind the group of women and froze. A blond in her late 20's was on her knees. She was giving a middle aged black man a blow job. No one seemed to be paying any attention.
Jamal walked up to Big Reggie Diamond. "Good evening Mr. Diamond, I'm Jamal Wright."
Big Reggie nodded. "I remember you Jamal. Did you bring a good team with you tonight?" He smiled. "Can your guys give the North Side Boyz a little competition?"
"I hope so sir."
All of the sudden Big Reggie noticed me standing behind Jamal. He stared at me for a moment and then he said, "My my what do we have here?" He motioned for Jamal to step aside and waved one of his giant hands at me. "Come here sweetheart."
I hesitated.
He laughed. "Don't be shy Big Reggie won't bite you."
I stepped towards him.
For a moment he studied me. Finally he pursed his lips and said, "Oh yes sweet cakes you do look good enough to eat. How old are you honey?"
"Nineteen sir."
He shook his head. "Just perfect, sweet cakes you should to come down to my club. We could put you on the stage right away. A cute thing like you could make a $1000 to $1500 a night." He paused. "You could double that if you're a naughty little girl who's willing to do some extras in the VIP room." He leered at me. "Are you a naughty little girl? Do you like sucking cocks?"
I blushed.
Big Reggie roared with laughter. He looked at Jamal. "She is perfect. Did you bring her with you to see to your teams needs?"
"No sir, she's one of our players."
Big Reggie stared at me again. He was obviously reappraising me based on this new information. After a moment he shook his head and said, "No shit."
He turned back to Jamal. "I gotta see this." He grinned. "I do believe that you have just turned this into a very interesting evening."
Jamal handed Big Reggie our entry fee. He counted the money and turned to the man sitting next to him. "One hundred twenty Dollars, that's enough for six players."
The other man made a note on his clip board. When he was done writing he looked up. "What are the names of your players?"
Jamal said, "Danny Gerard, Marion Poncely, Charles Darby, April Hansen, Chantal Lewis and myself Jamal Wright."
Big Reggie looked at Jamal. "You have two women on your team?" He thought for a moment and then he said, "Something is going on here." He looked at me. "You're April right?"
I nodded. "Yes sir that's correct."
"I'll have to watch you. Jamal's no dummy." He turned to the man by the blackboard. "Post the opening odds on JW's Posse at 12 to 1."
He looked back at us. "You're in the upper bracket. In the first game you'll be playing the Black Cats on floor one. " He pointed to the basket on his left. "Warm up at that basket. We'll start in 10 minutes. Use that bench over there." He pointed to a wooden bench next to the first court.
As we left he called to Jamal. "What color tee shirts do you have?"
Jamal called back to him. "You told me to get green. That's what I have."
Big Reggie smiled, "Very good."
We walked over to the bench. Jamal opened his bag and pulled out a handful of green tee shirts. He tossed one to each of us.
While we were putting our tee shirts on he pulled a basketball out of his bag. "Everyone keep an eye on this. If we don't watch it carefully it will disappear in a second in this place."
He tossed me the ball. "April we want you to look like a klutz right now."
I dribbled onto the floor, shot a layup with the wrong hand and banged it off the glass.
Danny laughed. "Don't make it too awful. Make them think you're just an average female player."
We watched the odds board while we warmed up. The word had spread that there were two girls on the team. No one wanted to bet on us. Our odds started to climb. A minute before the game the game was scheduled to start the odds hit 17 to 1. Jamal left to place the bet. As he walked over to the bookies the odds rose to 18 to 1.
We all watched him while he to talked to one of the bookies. When Jamal opened the envelope that contained our betting money, the bookie looked up at him with a shocked expression. Jamal had a $1,000.00 from us plus another $150.00 from the guys we played with the other day in the gym at Kelroy. The bookie took our money, counted it carefully, filled out a betting slip and handed it to Jamal.
While Jamal was walking back to us the bookie got up and walked over to the man at the blackboard. Big Reggie turned to listen as his two bookies conferred. After a moment he turned and stared at me. The man on the blackboard changed our odds back to 12 to 1. A murmur went through the crowd as they noticed this drastic drop in the odds.
As soon as Jamal got back to us he handed the betting slip to Chantal and said, "Guard this with your life."
Chantal laughed. "Aint nobody getting this out of my hands."
Jamal handed the basketball to Chantal and the five of us walked out on the floor together. While we were lining up for the center jump Jamal assigned us players to guard. I was given a wiry young man everyone called Scooter.
The referee threw the ball up. Ponce tipped it to Jamal. Jamal passed it back to me and ran up the court.
I brought the ball up the floor. Scooter was guarding me. As I crossed the mid court line I was planning to look for Ponce breaking to the high post. I quickly changed my mind when I realized that Scooter was overplaying me to my right. He didn't believe I could go to my left. I decided it was time to educate him.
I made a subtle feint to my right. As I did it I exposed the basketball to Scooter for just a second. He went for the steal. By the time he made his move I was already pulling the ball back to my left. He was caught off balance. His momentum carried him by me. I took one dribble to my left and found myself wide open at the three point line. This was my bread and butter scoring move in high school. I smiled and put up an easy jump shot. The ball never even touched the rim as it went through the net. Bingo, we were up by three.
While we were running down the court to set up our defense I heard Scooter say to his teammates, "The bitch can go to her left."
Scooter brought the ball up for his team. I picked him up at mid court. He looked quick. I respected his speed. He must have felt I was giving him too much space. He pulled up and fired a jump shot. It banged off the back of the rim.
Jamal picked off the rebound in the center of the lane. I was already braking to the right hash mark. Jamal flipped me the ball. I saw Darbs sliding to mid court. I passed him the ball. Danny was burning down the left sideline. Darbs led him perfectly. Danny gently laid the ball into the basket with his left hand. We were up 5 to nothing.
The format for the night was 15 minutes running time for each game. Ties were resolved by sudden death overtime. In other words the first team to score wins.
This game didn't need overtime. When the 15 minutes of running time expired we were ahead 32 to 19. It really wasn't a contest.
As we walked off the court I looked at the odds board. The odds on us had fallen to 7 to 1.
As soon as we got back to our bench Ponce produced a bottle of water from his bag. He took the top off and handed it to me. "Here drink as much as you want. I can refill it."
I took a big swig and handed it back. "Thank you sweetheart, that was good."
The next game was getting ready to start but my attention was focused in the other direction. I was very curious about Big Reggie, his crew of bookies and most of all the entourage of white women that surrounded them.
As I surveyed the group I noticed that there were now two women standing next to Mr. Diamond. One of them was a blond in a skin tight red dress. She was wearing a wedding ring. I assumed she was his wife.
The other woman was a young red head wearing a very short skirt and a satin blouse that left her taught stomach exposed. I wondered if she was a dancer from his club.
The blond in the red dress looked at me. For a second our eyes met. She smiled, leaned over and whispered into Mr. Diamond's ear. He looked up at me, turned to the blond and said something.
The blond nodded and walked over to me.
"Hi I'm Staci. Mr. Diamond asked me to come over and get to know you a little better. He's very curious about you."
Behind me I heard Jamal clear his throat. I turned. He was holding his hand out with his palm down. He was warning me to be careful.



I smiled at Staci. "I'm April. It's nice to meet you Staci." I decided to be bold. "Are you Mr. Diamond's wife?" I just blurted it out.
Staci laughed. "Oh my goodness no. Big Reggie isn't married." She smiled. "He's not exactly the marrying kind."
I was embarrassed now. "I'm sorry, I saw your wedding ring and I just assumed, well you know."
Staci nodded. "It's okay, April I am married."
"Where's your husband? Is he here?"
Staci started laughing again. "April you are priceless." She shook her head. "No my husband is not here tonight. You might say that tonight I belong to Big Reggie."
"I'm not sure I understand."
She gestured at the women behind the bookies. "April all of us are here because we have this thing for fucking black men. Every one of us is married. Our husbands know exactly where we are. They get off on the idea that we're with other men. They particularly like the fact that we're with tough black men."
Staci smiled. "My husband is a very wealthy and powerful businessman. He gets off on being submissive. He's submissive to both me and to Mr. Diamond. Right now he's at home washing my lingerie while he's dressed in panties, nylons and a brassiere."
I shook my head. I was amazed.
Staci grinned when she saw my reaction. "See that woman over there." She pointed at the middle aged woman I'd noticed earlier.
I nodded.
"Her name is Ruth. Her husband is the president of a local insurance company. Later tonight there will be a post game party at Mr. Diamond's house. Ruth will pull a train for all of Mr. Diamonds bookies."
I looked at Staci. "I'm sorry, I don't understand what pull a train means."
Staci started laughing. "Sweetheart, you are absolutely priceless. Pulling a train means they're all going to take turns fucking her."
I think I must have turned beet red. I'd never even imagined someone doing that.
"The best part is that when they're all done with her they're going to call her husband and make him come over and pick her up." Staci smiled. "She won't be waiting for him on the front step. They'll make him come into the bedroom and watch her get dressed. As they leave they'll all thank him for letting them party with his wife. They get a big kick out of it."
I suddenly realized that these women were taking the game that Ponce and I played to a major league level.
Staci studied me for a moment and then she said, "So April where are you from?"
"This city is my home. I was born and raised here."
"How do you know these guys?"
"I go to college with them."
"Really? Do you go to the University?"
"No, we all go to Kelroy."
Staci raised her eyebrows. "That's a very good school."
I smiled.
"Do you play for the Kelroy women's team?"
I shook my head. "No I quit playing organized basketball after high school."
"Well you have certainly become the prime topic of conversation at tonights tournament."
I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned, it was Darb's.
"April it's time for us to go out and warm up for the next game."
I turned back to Staci. "I have to go. It was nice to meet you."
Staci smiled at me and said, "April it was nice to meet you to." She turned to leave. Suddenly she stopped and turned back to me. "April, Mr. Diamond told me to tell you he was serious about his offer to give you a job dancing in his club. If you ever decide you want to be a stripper, all you have to do is give him a call."
"Thanks Staci, I'll remember that."
I turned around. Ponce was standing right behind me. I suspected that he had been there the entire time.
I started giggling. "Did you hear that baby? I could be a stripper."
He smiled at me. "How about if you become a basketball player for a little while."
I put my arm around his waist and gave him a hug. "You got it sweetheart, let's go kick some ass."
The next team we played was the Westside Rollers. They were big and powerful, but they were slow.
After we warmed up we met for a moment by our bench. Jamal looked at all of us. "Listen if we try to play the Rollers in a half court game they'll beat us to a pulp. We're going to press them full court man to man. When we get the ball we're going to run. We have to play an up tempo game. If we don't they'll put all of us into the hospital."
We walked out onto the floor. I was guarding a guy named Marcus. Marcus was six feet one. I was at a bit of a disadvantage. I realized right away that if he took me inside, posted up and got the ball, I was dead meat.
As we lined up for the center jump I made resolution to myself that Marcus would not touch the ball inside the key.
Their center was six feet ten. He won the tip. He flipped the ball to Marcus. I picked him up right away. Marcus was left handed. He seemed reluctant to go to his right. I decided to test him immediately. I jumped at his left hand. He moved to his right but didn't shift the ball to his right hand. That was what I was hoping for. I did a quick pivot and punched the exposed ball up the court. Jamal was there to pick it up. He took it full court for a dunk. I now knew that I owned Marcus.
The next time up the floor they gave the ball to the guy that Darbs was guarding. This was a big mistake. Marcus was their best ball handler. This guy was a poor second. Darbs just took the ball from him. When he got it he saw Danny flying down the right side line. He led him beautifully. Danny took the ball in midstride and softly laid it into the basket.
Fifteen seconds into the game the Westside Rollers had not yet taken a shot and they were down four to zero.
They did try to post Marcus up on the baseline to take advantage of the size difference between us. I played in front of him. When they tried to get the ball to him I was quick enough to bat it away. They tried it twice. Both times Danny picked up the loose ball and took it down the court for an easy lay up. After that they kept Marcus on the perimeter.
The Rollers were a big physical team, but they couldn't handle the ball. The final score was 30 to 8.
When we walked off the court I noticed that the odds on us had dropped to 3 to 1.
We sat down on our bench to watch the next game. It was the Northside Boyz against the Central Avenue Gangstas.
The Northside Boyz were the real deal. The Gangstas never had a chance. They got run right off the floor.
As soon as that game was over Jamal pulled us together into a tight group. "Okay, this is it. The Northside Boyz are the team we have to beat. We aren't going to win this game with tricks like we did with the Rollers. We're just going to have to play harder than they do." He looked at all of us. "I know that every one of you have been told this many times, but I'm still going to remind you that defense wins tough games."
The ten minute warm up passed quickly. When we walked out on the floor for the center jump the entire room was in pandemonium. There must have been over a thousand people there and every one of them was standing up.
As Jamal walked by me he stopped and said, "April this is the game to look for Ponce at the high post. Your big boyfriend is going to win this one for us."
Ponce won the center jump. Darbs got the ball and passed it to me. The man guarding me was a wiry little guy they called Broadway. I could tell right away that Broadway was quick. I wasn't going to get away with any cheap tricks with him.
I brought the ball over the center court line. Broadway was pressuring me. I made a quick move to my right and cut back to my left. Broadway was right there. I expected that. I made a reverse pivot back to my right and bought just enough time to get the ball to Ponce at the high post.
Ponce caught the ball faked to his right and hit Jamal with a perfect base on the baseline. Jamal was one on one with his man. He beat him for a reverse layup. We were ahead 2 to 0.
That was how the game went. Every basket for both teams was hard work. Nothing was given up easily. The score seesawed back and forth. Neither team ever led by more than four points. The crowd was loving it, it was a great game.
After fourteen minutes and thirty seconds of nonstop basketball the game was tied at 28 points each. There was a half minute left before we went to sudden death overtime.
The Northside Boyz had the ball. Broadway brought it up the court. He must have thought that I was playing him too soft because when he approached the top of the key he made a quick fake to his right and pulled up for a jump shot. I was just barely able to get a hand in his face, but it was enough to upset his rhythm. The ball banged harmlessly off the front of the rim.
Ponce was right there to grab the rebound. I broke to the right hash mark. Ponce hit me with a good outlet pass. Danny and Darbs were flying down the side lines, but they were covered. The Northside Boyz were not going to lose this game on a cheap basket.
We had twenty seconds left in regulation time. I decided to try to kill the clock and go for the last shot. If we score we win and if we miss the shot we go into sudden death.
I started to slowly dribble the ball up the floor. Broadway picked me up at midcourt. It took three moves, but I was finally able to shake him and get the ball to Ponce at the high post.
As soon as I passed the ball I cut to the wing and set a screen for Darbs. Darbs cut off my screen and broke to the opposite side of the key. Both Broadway and the man guarding Darbs went with Darbs. I was left standing all alone just inside the three point line.
Ponce spotted me immediately and passed the ball. I caught his pass and squared up. I was just starting to shoot when I was knocked off my feet and slammed to the floor. Danny's man saw what was happening and wasn't about to give me an open shot from the perimeter. He simply bowled me over.
The referee blew his whistle. I was fouled in the act of shooting. Time stopped, there were two seconds left in regulation play.
I lay still for several seconds trying to catch my breath.
Ponce kneeled down next to me. "April, are you okay?"
I looked up at my baby and smiled. "Yes Ponce, I'm fine."
He stood up, reached down and gave me a hand up. When I stood up I still felt a little woozy. It took a moment for me to regain my balance.
The referee was standing at the free throw line with the ball. I had two shots. I suddenly realized that this was amazingly like last years State Championship game. That was game where I missed my second free throw and we lost the championship. I started to get very nervous.
Ponce, Danny, Jamal and Darbs all recognized what was happening. All four of them came over to me. Danny put his hand on my shoulder. "April don't worry, there are only two seconds left. If you make either shot we win. If you miss both shots Ponce will get the rebound and score."
I looked at Ponce. He was nodding his head up and down in agreement. There was a big grin on his face. I relaxed. My boys were here to look after me. I realized that I had nothing to worry about when Ponce and Danny were with me.
I took a deep breath and smiled at everyone. "Don't worry, I can do this."
Jamal stepped in. "Listen if April makes these baskets the Northside Boyz are going to try to get the ball down the court for a final shot. Remember that time doesn't start until after the ball has been inbounded. April and Darbs will cover the center court line. Danny and I will set up at the top of the key. Ponce, you play goalie in front of the basket. They won't really have enough time to get off a decent shot so don't foul."
We all nodded.
Jamal continued. "When the game ends, this gym is going to go crazy. Chantal and I are going to collect our winnings. Danny you and Darbs go get the car. Don't stop to get dressed, just go get the car. April, you and Ponce collect everyone's stuff. As soon as you have everything join up with Chantal and me. Ponce do not leave April alone. Danny and Darbs, as soon as you're in the car go around the block one time and pull up in front of the main door. We'll be there. Everyone get into the car fast. Once your in the car stay down. Darbs your driving. Get us onto Interstate 90 going west. The entrance is just a block away."
I looked at Jamal. "West Interstate 90 takes us away from home?"
Jamal smiled at me. "April if we win we're going to get a lot of money. Getting out of here alive is going to be just a little bit tricky. We'll worry about getting home later. Getting away is our first priority."
Suddenly I was very nervous again.
The Referee blew his whistle. He'd given me enough time to recover from my spill. It was time for me to take my shots..
I walked to the free throw line. He handed me the ball. The arena was quiet. The tension was thick, but I wasn't nervous about this. My boys were with me. I took one bounce and shot the ball. It never touched the rim as it passed through the basket. The crowd started screaming. We were now up by one point.
The referee got the ball. He waited for a moment to let the crowd settle down and then he handed the ball to me again. I repeated my routine. I took one bounce and shot. This time the ball hit the back of the rim and spun around. You could hear everyone in the arena gasp. Then it dropped through the net. We were up by two points.
One of the Northside Boyz grabbed the ball as it passed through the net and stepped out of bounds. The five of us were already falling back to our positions. He tried to throw a long baseball pass down the court. Just as his teammate was about to catch it, Jamal jumped in front of him and batted the ball straight up in the air. Two seconds ticked off the clock and the buzzer sounded. We won the game.
Chaos broke out. People were screaming at each other. Some were overjoyed while others were irate.
Danny and Darbs turned and walked out the door of the arena.
Ponce grabbed me. "Come on April we have to collect everyone's stuff."
He led me to our bench. We grabbed everything and jammed it into two bags. As soon as the bags were packed Ponce pulled me to the bookie area.
Reggie Diamond was counting out money for Jamal. It was a lot of money. He was counting rapidly without much chatter. He seemed to fully understand our desire to leave quickly.
As soon as Jamal had our money he grabbed Chantal and turned to us. "Lets get out of here. Ponce hang on to April, do not let go of her. I'll hang on to Chantal."
Ponce grabbed my arm and started following Jamal. There were people everywhere. Jamal ignored courtesy has he cut a path through the milling crowd. Ponce kept a firm hold on my arm and stayed right behind Jamal.
When we got to the front door, Jamal turned and handed Chantal to Ponce. "Hang on to the girls. Do not let go of either of them."
Ponce held on to both of us with an iron grip while Jamal looked out the front door.
He was back immediately. "They're right outside. Ponce you go first and open the back door of the car. April, you and Chantal follow him and dive into the back seat as soon as he opens the door. I'll be right behind you. Ponce as soon as April is in the car you get into the front with Danny and Darbs. Once were in the car, everyone stay down."
He paused for a moment and then he looked at us. "Is everyone ready?"
All three of us nodded.
"Okay, Let's go."
Ponce ran out the front door of the Tomb and opened the back door of Darb's Lincoln. Chantal and I were right behind him. We both dived into the back seat. Jamal dived in behind us and started yelling, "Go! Go! Go!"
As soon as he was in he grabbed both Chantal and me and pushed our heads down. While Jamal was pushing my head down Darbs pulled away from the curb.
I looked up. My baby Ponce wasn't in the car yet.
I screamed, "No!"
Then I saw Danny grab hold of Ponce's shirt and pull him into the front seat. The car door closed. Darb's hit the gas and accelerated. As we sped down the street I heard three loud cracks.
Darbs must have been going fifty miles an hour when we hit the turn that put us onto Interstate 90. I was afraid that we might roll over, but we didn't. Darbs kept the gas pedal down. When we hit the freeway we must have been going more than ninety miles an hour.
Jamal let us up. We all turned and looked behind us. There was a bullet hole in the back window.
I looked at Jamal. "Those loud cracks were gunshots."
He nodded, "Yes they were."
I screamed at him. "We could have been killed."
Danny laughed. "Yes, but we weren't."
"Hey Darbs were you checking the rear view mirror when we got onto the freeway?"
"Yes Jamal, I was."
"Did anyone get on behind us?"
"I don't think so."
"Good, let's get off at the next exit, turn around and head east. Go slow when you get off. Let's make sure that no one is following us."
"You got it."
As Darbs pulled the car onto the freeway exit he asked, "Hey Jamal how much money did we bring home?'
"A little over sixteen thousand dollars."
I looked at Jamal. "What did you say?"
He laughed. "You heard me correctly April, a little over sixteen thousand dollars."
Darbs stopped at the top of the freeway overpass. He waited a moment and then he said, "No one got off behind us Jamal."
"Good, Darbs take us home."
As Darbs got onto the freeway heading east I asked Jamal, "How much is my share?"
"How much did you put in?"
"A hundred dollars."
He grinned at me. "We got 18 to 1 odds, but Big Reggie took ten percent. You'll get just over sixteen hundred dollars."
Once we were driving east on Interstate 90, everyone seemed to relax. It was late at night. The last hour had been incredibly exciting, but now the effect of the adrenalin that my body produced earlier was starting to wear off. I was exhausted. I looked around. I wasn't the only one who was tired. Everyone was uncharacteristically quiet.
I looked at my watch, It was 3:15 in the morning. The freeway was deserted. The quiet rhythm of the car tires rolling on the concrete pavement soothed my raw nerves. It was an almost hypnotic sound. I lay back and put my head on Jamal's shoulder. I would have loved to be able to cuddle up to my baby Ponce, but he was in the front seat.
I must have dozed off, because the next thing I knew we were stopping. When I looked up we were parked in front of Ponce and Danny's apartment.
Jamal was counting out money. He handed $1620.00 to both Ponce and me. He gave Danny $3200.
As he gave us our money he said, "I took forty dollars from each of us to pay for a new back window for Darb's car."
When I got out of the car Jamal looked at me. "Did you have fun tonight April?"
I stared at him for a moment and then I said, "Jamal someone shot at us tonight."
He laughed.
I thought about it for a moment longer and said, "Jamal it was the most exciting night of my life."
When we got upstairs and into the apartment I was suddenly awake and feeling very frisky. I think it was the combination of the excitement and the danger.
I turned to my boys and said, "The first one in the shower gets to wash my tits and my pussy. The second one in gets to wash my ass and my feet."
Ponce grinned and turned to Danny. "You get in first, I'll go second."
I smiled as all three of us tore our clothes off. I knew that I'd come up with the perfect division of labor.
Our shower was in the bath tub. Danny got in with me and Ponce got on his knees outside the tub. Ponce started washing my feet while Danny started with my face and my neck.
Both Danny and Ponce were naked and both of them had erections. I was beginning to feel very wicked.
While Ponce dallied with my feet, Danny was quickly working his way down to my breasts. Ponce didn't know it yet, but this was a race and he was losing.
As soon as Danny reached my breasts I reached down, grabbed his cock and started stroking it. As I stroked it I said, "Oh yes, this is what I want, a real man's cock." I put my hands on Danny's face and pulled his lips to mine. As we kissed I said, "Give your wash cloth to the little pussyboy on his knees. Let him wash me while you enjoy my body."



Danny tossed his wash cloth to Ponce. I looked down at him and said, "Wash my pussy, get it nice and clean. My lover wants to play with me."
Danny started kissing me again. I continued stroking his cock while we kissed. Suddenly I felt Ponce put the wash cloth between my legs. My body tingled with pleasure.
I was feeling nastier and nastier.
I dropped to my knees and looked at Ponce. Wash my ass while I suck my man's cock. Get my asshole nice and clean because you're going to be licking it when we get out of the shower."
As I put Danny's cock into my mouth I felt Ponce start to wash my ass.
The bathroom was charged with sexual tension. All three of us were wildly excited. I wasn't sure how long we could maintain this state of inflamed passion.
I stood up and looked at Ponce. "Get a towel and dry me off. We're going to the living room. I want Danny's cock in my mouth and I want your tongue in my asshole."
All three of us were hurrying now. We weren't being coy or playful anymore. We were driven by our sexual excitement.
Ponce dried me quickly while Danny washed himself. As soon as Danny was done Ponce tossed him the towel and got into the shower.
It was only a few minutes before all three of us were clean, dry and in the living room.
I pointed to the end of the couch. "Danny you sit down here." As soon as Danny was seated I turned to Ponce and pointed to the floor. "Baby lay down on your back so your head is between Danny's legs."
Ponce lay down. As soon as he was in position I sat down on his face and leaned forward. It was perfect. In this position I could sit on Ponce's face and suck Danny's cock.
Ponce was excited. He licked me with a frenzy. The pleasure I was feeling in the pit of my stomach was building. I started sucking and stroking Danny as fast as I could. I wanted us to cum at the same time.
Danny reached down and began pulling on my nipples. The pleasure I was feeling was so intense that it was nearly unbearable. I pulled Danny's cock out of my mouth. I felt like I was going to explode. I was afraid that I might hurt him when my orgasm came.
Suddenly I did explode. I screamed at the top of my voice as a storm of pleasure erupted in my loins.
While I was screaming Danny started to ejaculate. He was shooting his semen all over my face and tits while the waves of pleasure continued to roll through me.
Ponce lifted me off of his face and held on to me. I think he was afraid that I was in pain.
Finally the convulsions started to subside and my muscles relaxed. It was almost like I was melting. I slowly collapsed into Ponce's arms.
I looked up at Danny. He was leaning back on the couch with a huge grin on his face. His cock was lying limp between his legs.
We lay like that for several minutes. Finally I got up and sat on the couch. I reached down and pulled Ponce up so that he was sitting next to me.
After a moment Ponce asked. "April are you alright?"
I giggled, "Ponce I'm wonderful. I would never have believed that an orgasm could be that intense."
He and Danny both smiled.
As I lay there I suddenly realized that Danny's semen was all over my face and chest.
I turned to Ponce and kissed him. After I kissed him I said, "I think you have a little cleaning to do."
Ponce smiled as he quickly licked all of Danny's cum off of my breasts and face.
As soon as he was done I whispered to him, "Now it's your turn. I'm going to give you a blow job, but it is going to be a special blow job. Ponce baby this blow job is just for you."
I slipped to the floor and knelt between Ponce's legs. I picked up his erect cock and looked at it.
Danny sat up. "April do you want me to leave?"
I smiled at him. "Only if you want to. Ponce got to watch you get yours, there is no reason that you shouldn't get to see Ponce get his."
Danny turned and lay back on the couch so he could watch.
I was holding Ponce's cock very gently. I was treating it like was a baby bird. I didn't want him to cum for awhile.
I leaned forward, looked at the little mouth in the head of his penis and kissed it. It was a long slow gentle kiss.
I looked up. Ponce was watching me. I smiled at him. He smiled back at me.
I pushed his erection back so I was looking at the soft underside. I very lightly ran my finger from the head to his balls and then I leaned forward again. This time I kissed the little sensitive spot right under the head of his cock.
Ponce sighed when he felt me swirl my tongue against that spot.
I slipped the head of his penis into my mouth, just the head. I held it there. I didn't lick it, I didn't start sucking it. I just wanted him to feel the moist warmth of my mouth. While I was doing this I started to tickle his balls with my other hand. Gradually I wrapped my fingers and hand around his balls and gently held them.
Once I had a firm hold of his balls I started to squeeze the shaft of his cock with my other hand. I was being very gentle. I wasn't trying to hurt him, I was trying to give him very soft pleasure.
I looked up at my baby. He was lying back with his eyes closed. I smiled. He was enjoying himself. It was time.
Ponce gasped when he felt me start to suck on the head of his cock. At the same time I started pumping the shaft of his erection. I was still going very slowly, but I was starting to increase my tempo.
Ponce moaned. I felt his big cock getting stiffer. I knew he wouldn't last much longer. I didn't want him to. I wanted him to learn control his orgasms, but I also wanted him to be able to relax and freely enjoy himself when I gave him a blow job.
I quickened my pace. Now it was all about giving my baby raw pleasure. Ponce's muscles started to tighten up. Suddenly I felt his first spurt of semen hit the back of my mouth. I kept his cock in my mouth and pumped it hard. Ponce makes a lot of cum and I swallowed every bit of it.
When he was done ejaculating I took his softening cock out of my mouth, crawled up on the couch and lay between Danny and Ponce. Ponce leaned over and kissed me. I think he expected me to pass some of his cum into his mouth. When I didn't he pulled back and looked at me.
I giggled. "I was greedy, I wanted all of it for myself tonight."
Ponce kissed me again. As soon as he was done Danny leaned over and kissed me.
I leaned back. Both of my boys put there arms around my shoulders. I was in heaven. All three of us lay back and dozed off.
After about a half hour I woke up and shook Danny and Ponce. "Come on guys we have to go to bed."
They both stood up. I looked at Danny. "You can sleep with Ponce and me if you want."
He looked at Ponce. Ponce was nodding his ahead in agreement.
Danny smiled. "Thank you, the offer means a lot to me, but I think I'll sleep in my own room." He leaned over, kissed me and said, "Goodnight April."
As he turned to go to his room he waved at Ponce and said, "Goodnight buddy."
Ponce smiled at him and waved back.
When Danny's door closed we turned, went into our own room. and got into bed. I snuggled up to Ponce and looked at the alarm clock. It was 5:00 am. As I drifted off to sleep I realized that this had been the most exciting evening of my entire life.
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People are born with a variety of intrinsic abilities. One of mine is a wonderful internal alarm clock. When I go to sleep I can tell myself that I want to wake up in five hours and most of the time it will happen,
The next morning I awoke at 7:15. All three of us had 8:00 o'clock classes. We may have been up all night playing basketball and fucking, but I was determined that we weren't going to use that as an excuse to miss class.
Ponce wasn't a problem. I just leaned over, kissed him and said, "Time to get up babydoll. We have to get to class."
Danny was my concern.
I got up and ran into the bathroom. When I was done I opened the door. Ponce was standing there waiting. He was hopping on one foot.
I grinned at him and said, "Next."
As soon as Ponce disappeared into the bathroom I went into Danny's bedroom. I didn't knock, there wouldn't have been any point. He just would have ignored me.
I slipped into bed with him, gave him a soft kiss on the lips and pulled his cock out of his boxer shorts. When his eyes opened I put his cock in my mouth and started sucking it. The moment I was sure he was awake I stopped and flashed my sweetest smile at him. "I'll finish this after you've gone to your eight o'clock class."
He sat up. "You can't do that!"
"Of course I can."
"It's cruel and unusual punishment. It's prohibited by the Constitution."
I laughed. "If you want to see cruel and unusual punishment try skipping class this morning."
"We have to sleep in, we were up all night."
"No we don't. We're young, we can stay up all night and still go to class in the morning."
"We made lots of money last night."
"So what, we didn't make enough to last forever. All three of us need to earn our degrees. Get up and get your ass into the bathroom. Ponce is already done brushing his teeth."
"What if I don't get up."
"Then you've had your last blow job for the next two weeks."
"I can get other girls."
"Maybe so, but you going to get awfully horny watching me walk around naked every day and Ponce is going to enjoy your share of the blow jobs and fucking."
"Ponce likes being a cuckold. He doesn't want my share of the blow jobs."
"Yes I do. That's part of being a cuckold. I want 'em, I just don't get 'em"
I turned. My baby was right behind me. He had a big grin on his face.
"Shit you're in this together. That's not fair."
Ponce laughed. "We don't care."
Danny got up and went into the bathroom.
It was almost 8:00 by the time we got to school. Before we separated the three of us agreed to meet in the grill right after class.
I was tired. Staying awake during my English Literature lecture was a challenge. As soon as the class ended I went straight to the grill.
When I walked in both Ponce and Danny were already there. As usual there were several other guys sitting with them. I didn't know any of them.
I walked over, kissed both Danny and Ponce on the cheek, sat down on Ponce's lap and put my arm around his neck. I knew that he loved it when I did that.
As I sat down I said, "Did you guys really go to class or did you just pretend?"
The other guys at the table started laughing.
One of the guys looked at me and smiled. "I'm in the same class. They both not only went, they stayed for the entire period.
I smiled at him. "Thanks, I think I might start calling you for regular reports."
The guy next to him grinned at Danny, "She really has you guys under her thumb."
Danny shook his head. "Tony you have no idea."
The first guy started laughing. "I don't know, it looks like a pretty good deal to me." He smiled at me. "April if you have any more space under that thumb of yours I'd like to crawl in there with them."
I looked at Danny, "See, some people know a good thing when they see it."
I turned back to the first guy. "You have me at a disadvantage. You seem to know me, but I'm sorry, I don't know you."
He started laughing. "April, you may not know me, but you'd better get used to the idea that everybody at this school now knows you."
I was kind of shocked by his comment. I stared at him for a moment and then I said, "I don't understand."
He stood up. "First let me introduce myself. I'm Adam Morris."
"It's nice to meet you Adam."
Adam smiled at me. "April you've made quite a name for yourself in the last week."
He paused to think. "First of all you're the only female entered in the three on three basketball tournament. Secondly, you're playing with Ponce and Danny. Third, you now live with Ponce and Danny and the three of you go everywhere together. Finally, and this is the one that has earned you immortality, you played basketball at the Tombs last night with Jamal Wright, Charles Darby and Danny and Ponce."
He shook his head. "You not only played in a tournament at the Tombs with the best four basketball players at this school; you won the tournament. April my dear, you are now famous in this little hot bed of gossip that we call Kelroy College."
I looked at Danny. "How did everybody hear about the Tombs?"
Danny shrugged. "Remember we carried bets for several other guys, word gets around fast."
The guy next to Adam smiled at me and said, "Face the facts April, you're a celebrity here."
I looked at everyone. "I don't want to be a celebrity. I just want to go to school, play basketball for fun and be with my two boys."
Adam laughed. "Oh yes, that's the other thing. In the minds of most of the girls at this school you're not only going out with one of the two hottest bad boys on this campus, you're going out with both of them.
He grinned and threw up his arms. "You're not just dating them, you moved in with them. Most of the girls at Kelroy now both envy you and hate you. "
Ponce looked at Adam. "I'm not a hot bad boy."
Adam laughed. "Ponce that's one of your most endearing qualities. Half the girls in this school are madly in love with you and you have no idea."
Ponce started to protest. I kissed him and said, "Just accept it baby doll. You're a hot guy."
"And you're a celebrity slut."
I turned. It was my roommate, Mandy.
"Can I join this table?"
Danny reached back, grabbed a chair from the table behind us and set it next to him.
As Mandy sat down I looked at her and asked, "Why am I a slut?"
"Well to start with, you came back to the dorm last week and told everyone that you fucked Brad Stewart and then Lyle Cummings caught you banging Danny in the gym."
"It wasn't in the gym, it was in the weight room."
Everybody laughed.
Mandy shrugged, "So what? You were banging him weren't you?"
When I didn't answer she smiled and continued. "Saturday morning one of Charles Darby's roommates told several people that you fucked Darbs at his place last Friday night."
I shook my head. "This is incredible."
Mandy continued,"For the past couple days everyone has seen you doing what you're doing right now."
"What, talking to people?"
"No honey, sitting on Ponce's lap. Everyone now assumes that your also banging him." She paused, "Of course it just fed the gossip when everyone found out you moved in with Ponce and Danny."
"How did they find that out?"
"The other girls in the dorm spread it around."
"How did they hear about it?"
Mandy started giggling. "I told them."
"You told them?"
Mandy blushed. "I'm sorry April, but it was just too hot a secret. I kind of blabbed it out in the dorm the other night."
I looked at Danny. "Do you believe this?"
"Sorry April, but hanging out with Ponce and me has never been good for anyone's reputation."
I hit his arm. "Stop! This is serious."
Danny reached over and patted my hand. "No it's not. All it means is that the snobs will snub you. They would have done that anyway. Your true friends will continue to be your friends."
I looked at Danny and realized he wasn't kidding. I also realized he was right.
I looked around the table. "Isn't it ironic; two weeks ago I was a virgin ice queen, now I'm the campus slut."
Danny smiled at me. "It just proves that Madison Avenue is right, It pays to advertise."
I shook my head. "alright, I'm now the campus celebrity slut." I looked at the two guys at the table that I hadn't met. "I understand that you two know who I am, but I'm sorry, I still don't know who you are."
Adam smiled at me. "My apologies." He gestured towards the guy on his right. "This is Jake Tolliver."
Jake nodded at me. I smiled and said, "Nice to meet you Jake."
Adam nodded at the guy on his left. "This is Tony Simon."
Tony smiled and said, "It's nice to meet you April."
"It's nice to meet you Tony."
"Hey how about someone introducing me. I want to meet Tony and Jake."
We all laughed. I gestured towards Mandy. "Tony and Jake, this is my roommate from the dorm, Mandy Williams. I think Mandy may actually be the real campus slut."
"April!"
Tony smiled at her. "Don't worry Mandy. We won't listen to anything April says about you."
Jake laughed. "I will. Mandy, the next time Mr, Gerard there is at work, why don't you come up to my dorm room. I'll show you my wonderful collection of impressionist art."
Mandy blushed.
Danny poked her and said, "I have to work this afternoon."
"She has a class this afternoon."
They all looked at me.
Jake said, "Now April don't start being a negative influence on Mandy. We all know that fooling around is much better for you than going to class."
I shook my head and laughed. "Mandy it's up to you."
Mandy looked at Jake and giggled. "I love impressionist art."
Jake grinned at her and said, "I'll meet you right here at 1:00."
Mandy nodded and said, "Okay." Suddenly she looked around and realized that everyone was staring at her. Her face turned a beautiful shade of red as she realized that five other people had been watching her while she made a date to fuck Jake.
I decided to take her off the hook. I looked at my watch. It was almost ten. I turned to my boys. "I hate to break up this little party, but we all have ten o'clock classes. It's time for us to go."
I stood up and turned to Ponce. "Come on baby, you can walk me to my biology lab."
I turned to Danny. "Mr. Gerard I expect that you will also be leaving to go to class."
Danny sighed. "Don't worry April I'll get there."
As Ponce and I started to leave Adam stood up. "Can I walk with the two of you?"
I smiled at him. "Sure, the more the merrier."
The three of us walked across the college mall to the science hall. Adam was both handsome and very pleasant. While we were walking together I decided I wanted him.
When we got to the front steps of the science hall I turned to him. "Why don't you and I get together some evening. I think we could have a lot of fun."
He looked at me and then he looked at Ponce. Ponce was smiling. He knew exactly what I was doing.
Adam looked back at me. "April that's the most tempting offer I've ever had, but I'm afraid that Ponce would kill me."
I put my arm around Ponce's waist. "Ponce honey, you wouldn't mind if I partied with Adam would you?"
Ponce smiled. "You get to do whatever you want April."
Adam looked at both of us for a moment and then he said, "I'm not sure I understand this, but if Ponce doesn't mind I'd love to get together with you April."
As soon as my biology lab was over I walked back across the mall to the grill. I had an agenda for the afternoon and it demanded that I follow a tight schedule.
Ponce and Danny were at the same table we had been sitting at earlier only now Jamal, Darbs and Big Julius were sitting with them.
As I approached the table Danny stood up and gestured to Big Julius. Julius smiled at me and said, "Hi April."
"Hi Julius."
"Danny went to both Modern government and European History. I'm in both classes with him."
I looked at Julius. "Did he pay you to say that?"
Jamal started laughing. "I don't think so April. Danny and Ponce both just got back here. I can't verify that they went to class, but they weren't here."
I smiled. "Okay." I turned to Ponce. "Baby doll I have an important errand to run. It's actually important to all three of us. Will you drive me?"
Ponce stood up. "Sure, where are we going?'
"I'll tell you on the way."
When we left Big Julius waved at Ponce and said, "Bye bye Baby doll, see you later."
Ponce laughed and gave Big Julius the finger.
As we walked to our apartment, I explained my plan to Ponce. "Sweetheart we're going to the Appliance Outlet. I'm going to buy us a new color television set with part of the money I won last night."
Ponce looked at me. "April can you afford that?"
"Yes, I have a full scholarship that includes room and board. My job at the Silly Squirrel gives me more than enough spending money. I'm not going to buy us an expensive television, but were going to have a nice one."
"Danny and I should help pay for this."
"No Ponce, you guys are paying the rent at the apartment. I want to do this." I smiled at him. "There is still another part to all of this."
"What's that?'
"We have to be back at the apartment by two o'clock."
"How come?'
"The cable guy is coming to install cable television."
Ponce broke into a big grin."No shit?"
I smiled at him. "No shit." I paused. "Were not going to get HBO or anything like that, but were going to get all the sports channels. I'll buy us a DVD player at the appliance store. We can rent movies if we want to watch them."
"The sports channels are all that Danny and I are going to care about."
"You mean you wouldn't want to watch and occasional porno movie with me?"
Ponce blushed and said, "Oh maybe so."
The trip to the appliance store didn't take long at all. They had a 27 inch television on sale for $269.00 Both Ponce and I agreed that it had an excellent picture. We found a DVD player for $59.00 and went to the checkout line. The cashier was a little amazed when I pulled four one hundred dollar bills out of my purse and paid in cash.
We were at home by 1:30. Danny was just leaving for work. I carried in the DVD player while Ponce brought the television.
When Danny saw our purchases he looked at me and asked, "What's this all about?"
"This is my gift to the household. The idea of sitting here watching sports with you and Ponce is very appealing to me."
Danny smiled. "I'm going to work fast this afternoon. The World Series is on tonight. It's the Yankees against the Braves."
I was never much of a baseball fan, but I smiled anyway. Watching baseball with Danny and Ponce would be wonderful.
As soon as Danny left to go to work. Ponce and I unpacked the television and DVD player.
The doorbell rang at just after two o'clock, it was the cable guy. When he walked in I took one look at him and nearly stopped breathing. He was hot. His employee badge identified him as Jerome Porter. Jerome was about 6'2" tall and very fit. It looked like he spent a lot of time in the gym lifting weights. He was an older man. His long black hair had distinguished looking streaks of gray running through it. I guessed that he must have been in his early 40's.
Jerome extended his hand and said, "Hello, I'm Jerome Porter."
I shook his hand and smiled. "I'm April Hansen, This is my husband Marion Hansen."
Ponce looked at me for a moment. There was a puzzled expression on his face. Suddenly he realized what I was doing and grinned.
Jerome turned to Ponce. "Where do you want to set up the television?"
I stepped in and answered. "Right over here." I wanted it to be very clear to Jerome that I was in charge in our household.
Jerome glanced around the room. "Mrs. Hansen, this will be easy. All I have to do is run a wire along the baseboard. Will that be okay?"
"Yes, that will be fine." I paused. "Jerome, please call me April."
Jerome stopped and looked at me. I lasciviously licked my lips. He looked over at Ponce. Ponce was staring at the floor. Jerome's eyes returned to me. He studied me for a moment and then he smiled and went to work.
The job went quickly. There was already a cable outlet in the living room from a previous tenant. It only took Jerome a few minutes to staple a wire to the baseboard so that we could have the television on the wall opposite the couch and chair. The entire job was completed in about ten minutes.
As soon as he was finished he looked at me and said. "That was easy." He glanced at his watch." They scheduled me for an hour with you. I guess I have a little free time."
I walked over to him and gently rubbed his chest with the tips of my fingers. "My my I wonder how we might spend that time?"
Jerome looked over at Ponce.
I turned. "Marion dear, go wait in your room. Jerome and I want to be alone for a little while.
Ponce obediently went into the bedroom.
As soon he closed the door I kissed Jerome and said, "My husband is very submissive. He does whatever I tell him to do. Now why don't we sit down over here."
I took Jerome's hand, led him to the couch and sat down. He sat down next to me, placed his hand on my right breast and kissed me. Jerome wasn't submissive. He immediately took charge. While he was kissing me he lifted my tee shirt and started to play with my exposed nipple.
My hand went to his crotch. I was pleasantly surprised to find out that Jerome was well endowed. He was also erect.
Jerome slipped my tee shirt over my head while I unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants.
As soon as his pants were open, I reached into his boxer shorts and pulled his erect cock out. I gasped when I saw it. It really wasn't any bigger than Ponce or Danny's, it was just that it was another cock. I still hadn't seen enough of them to get over the thrill of looking at them.
I leaned over and put Jerome's penis in my mouth. He started twisting my nipples. It was obvious that Jerome enjoyed being a little rough when he made love. As he played with me I realized that he was treating me like his fuck toy. This got me even hotter. More and more I wanted to be slut.
Jerome suddenly stood up. "Take my pants off."
This wasn't a request, It was an order.
Somehow I'd become his slave. I quickly obeyed and lowered his trousers and boxer shorts to his ankles.
After he stepped out of them he said, "Take your jeans and panties off. I want to see your cunt."
No one had ever talked to me like this before. I was on fire. I did exactly as I was told. As soon as I was done undressing I obediently stood naked in front of this man who was twice my age and waited for his next command.
He stared at my body for a moment and then he said, "Sit on the couch. Spread your legs and finger your cunt for me."
Jerome had become my master. I was his plaything. I obeyed him. I performed for his pleasure.
After watching me for several minutes he said, "I am going to fuck you now. Do you have any condoms in the apartment?"
I nodded my head and answered, "Yes sir."
He smiled. "Good, call your husband and tell him to bring us one."
I turned to our bedroom and yelled, "Marion, get us a condom from my purse. I think we'll need one of the magnums."
"Good, now suck my cock until he gets here."
I got on my knees and started giving Jerome another blow job.
It was only a minute before Ponce came into the living room. He was carrying one wrapped condom.
Jerome looked at Ponce and smiled. It was obvious that he enjoyed the idea that I was sucking his cock in front of my husband.



"Tell him to open the package."
I took Jerome's cock out of my mouth so I could talk. "Marion honey open the condom."
Ponce ripped the package open.
"Tell him to take it out of the package and give it to you."
Ponce was already taking the rubber out. He handed it to me.
"Good now roll it onto my cock."
I followed his directions and carefully rolled the condom onto Jerome's erect penis."
After I was done he said, "Good, now tell your husband to kneel at the foot of the couch. I want him to watch while I fuck you."
I looked at my baby. "Ponce, you heard the man, do as you're told."
As soon as Ponce was in position Jerome said, "Now lie back and spread your legs."
I lay back on the couch and opened my legs for this older man that I'd just met. I felt truly lewd while I was doing it. When Jerome entered me I was so aroused that I came almost immediately. He smiled and kept fucking me while I had my orgasm.
Jerome was a good lover. He varied his speed and tempo. At times he fucked me so slowly that I wanted to scream at him, Don't play with me, just fuck me! But I didn't, at that moment I really was his sex toy. I was his to use as he chose.
At other times he fucked me with such glorious fury that I thought I might faint from the excruciating pleasure I was feeling.
Jerome made me scream, he made me cry and he made me laugh. I don't know how long he fucked me. It was by far the longest and most wonderful fuck I'd experienced in my short career as a slut. I had three orgasms by the time he finally started to ejaculate.
When he was done, Jerome lay quietly on top of me while his softening cock slowly slipped from my ravaged vagina.
After several minutes he rolled off of me and stood up. He took the used condom off of his now soft penis and handed it to Ponce. "Take care of this Marion."
Ponce took the used condom to the bathroom.
As Jerome got dressed I looked at him and said, "I'd really like to see you again. Will you call me?"
Ponce walked back into the room.
Jerome looked at him. "Hey Marion, your wife wants me to come back and fuck her again. Is that okay with you?" He sneered at Ponce. "I really enjoyed her sweet young pussy."
Ponce hung his head. "If April wants you to come back it's fine with me."
Jerome laughed. "I kind of thought that would be your answer."
He smiled at me. "I have to get going. I have your telephone number on my clipboard. I'll definitely call you again." He turned back to Ponce. "Thanks Marion, your wife is a great fuck."
Jerome opened the apartment door and left.
As soon as he was gone Ponce sat down on the couch with me. "April are you okay? I got kind of nervous a couple of times. You screamed really loud."
I smiled at Ponce. "Baby doll I'm wonderful, that was amazing." I looked at him. "Are you okay? Jerome was kind of rude to you."
Ponce smiled. "Don't worry about me, I had a wonderful time. It was like one of those stories we read on the Internet." He paused. "But it did make me kind of horny."
I kissed his cheek and giggled. "Well let's see if we can't do something about that."
"Ponce come sit on the couch with me."
As soon as he sat down I climbed onto his lap. I was still naked. He was dressed.
I kissed him and whispered. "What would you like baby. Would you like me to give you a blow job like the one I gave Jerome?" I gently rubbed his nipple. "I played with Jerome's nipple just like this. He really seemed to enjoy it. Do you like it?"
I picked up Ponce's hand and put it on my cunt. "Feel my pussy baby. It's all stretched out from Jerome's big cock."
I let Ponce feel me for a moment and then I continued. "Put your finger in me Ponce. Feel how wet I am. Jerome got me very excited. I loved the way he fucked me. He's the best fuck I've ever had."
Ponce looked at me. "I want to lick your pussy April."
"Do you want to play our game for a little while?'
"Yes please."
I smiled at my baby. "Take your clothes off. I think you should be naked when you lick my cunt."
I slipped off Ponce's lap. He stood up and quickly removed his clothing. As soon as he was naked he looked at me for instructions.
"Marion, get down on you knees."
Ponce grinned at me and got down on his knees between my legs.
I put my foot up to his face. "I might let you lick my pussy tonight, but it's a privilege that you're going to have to earn. First, let's see how good you are at licking feet.
Ponce cradled my foot in his hands and meticulously kissed and my licked toes. As I lay on the couch enjoying the pleasure he was giving me I decided to play with him for just a little while.
"Baby, Jerome was such a good lover. He was obviously very experienced. He knew just how to please a woman." I paused. "I can't wait until I see him again." I slipped my hand to my crotch and pushed my middle finger into my cunt. "His cock felt so good in my cunt. Being fucked by a real man was wonderful."
I looked down. My baby was enjoying this, his cock was sticking straight out.
I let Ponce kiss my feet for a little longer and then I stood up and turned around.
"That was very nice, but now it's time for you to properly express your devotion to your goddess." I reached behind me and spread the cheeks of my ass. "Slave, lick my asshole."
I closed my eyes and waited. A thrill rippled through me when I felt Ponce's soft kisses and I nearly had an orgasm when his tongue entered me. There is an incredible feeling of power that comes from having another person kiss and lick your ass.
Ponce was obviously enjoying it as much as I was. He wasn't just licking me. It was more like he was making love to my asshole with his tongue.
I slipped my hand to my crotch and rubbed my clit with two fingers. It wasn't long before I felt the wonderful sensations of pleasure begin to build in my body.
It was my fourth orgasm of the afternoon and maybe the most intense. When it was over I lay on the couch enjoying the warm sensation of contentment that comes from sexual satisfaction while Ponce kneeled at my feet caressing my legs.
I allowed myself a few minutes to regain my composure and then I stood up. I reached down and pulled Ponce to his feet. "Let's go into the bedroom. You've been very well behaved this afternoon, you've earned your reward.
When we got into the bedroom I lay on the bed and spread my legs. "Slave, you have my permission to lick my cunt."
Ponce moved slowly. He was my devoted servant and he was about to pay tribute to his goddess.
I closed my eyes. At this moment I had only one obligation, that was to allow my slave to pamper me and give me pleasure.
Ponce was becoming very good at giving oral sex. As he caressed and massaged my cunt with his tongue, I relaxed on the bed and dreamed of the other men who have made love to me. Jerome was the most experienced. I wanted him again. I also wanted to try other mature men. I spent some time thinking about my professors at school. Several of them were very handsome.
Darb's was wonderful. He and Jerome were the most dominant lovers I'd been with. Both of them could have me anytime they wanted me.
Danny was fun. He was a kind caring lover who knew how to give a woman pleasure. I suspected that Danny would always be my favorite lover. I thought for a moment and quickly realized I was wrong about that. Danny would always be my second favorite lover. My baby Ponce would always be my favorite.
As I lay on the bed enjoying the pleasure that Ponce was giving me I realized that I was falling deeper and deeper into love with him. He was becoming the center of my world.
Suddenly a thrill shot through my loins. Ponce was sucking on my clit. All the nerves in my body started to tingle.
I was preparing for more pleasure when Ponce inexplicably stopped eating me for a moment. I looked down and saw him put his index finger into his mouth and get it nice and wet. I didn't understand what he was doing. I was about to ask him, when he pushed that moist finger into my ass and started licking me again.
It was incredible. I never imagined that anything could feel that good. Ponce was sucking my clit while he fucked my ass with his finger. I went wild. My fifth orgasm of the afternoon came quickly. Ponce pulled his finger out of my ass when I started screaming. This orgasm was even more intense than the last one. The convulsions must have gone on for over a minute.
When my muscles finally started to relax I grabbed my baby and pulled him up on the bed next to me. As we cuddled together I looked at Ponce and asked. "Where did you ever learn to do that?"
He started to giggle and said, "I read about it on the Internet. Was it good?"
I started laughing. "Ponce honey it was magnificent."
He beamed with pride.
I looked at my baby. "It's now your turn. What would you like?"
"One of my special blow jobs."
I smiled at him. "Nothing would make me happier."
I went to work. What made Ponce's special blow jobs special is that they were soft and slow. He loved them. I think he also loved the fact that they were reserved exclusively for him.
When I was done I swallowed all of his semen. Afterwards we cuddled. I loved lying in my big boy's arms.
While we were lying together Ponce asked, "April, why you didn't share my cum with me."
"Sweetheart, when I have a lover I'll share his cum with you, but yours is my favorite. I want it all to myself."
Ponce smiled. After a moment he said, "I really liked it when you told Jerome that I was your husband."
"I liked it to."
I paused and then I said, "Ponce I love you."
He gently stroked my cheek. "I love you to April."
We lay together quietly for several minutes. Finally Ponce said, "We have to wait. We have to graduate from college first."
I kissed my boy. He was so simple in his approach to life and at the same time so very wise. "You mean before we can get married?"
He nodded and said, "Yes."
I sighed. He was of course correct. I kissed his cheek, "I know."
We were both tired. We feel asleep in each others arms. As I drifted off I felt safe and secure. Nothing bad could ever happen to me when I was with Ponce.
At five o'clock we heard Danny come in. Ponce and I got out of bed and got dressed. When we came out of the bedroom he was sitting on the couch. He looked beat.
"Danny honey are you okay?"
"Well I'm not dead. That's not bad considering the fact that I was up all night and moved a houseful of furniture this afternoon."
Ponce brought him a beer. "Here buddy, drink this, it will help."
He smiled at us and chugged the beer.
Ponce laughed. "Give me the empty, I'll get you another one."
While Ponce was in the kitchen getting another beer for Danny I kissed him and said, "Why don't you get in the shower. When you get out I'll give you a nice blow job and then the three of us can sit on the couch and watch the new television."
Danny laughed. "April that's one of the best offers I've had in years."
Ponce brought each of us a beer. While we sat and drank we told him about the afternoon.
When we told him about Jerome he laughed and said, "You fucked the cable guy! That's like something out of a porno movie."
He looked at Ponce. "Did you really watch?"
Ponce smiled and nodded his head yes.
Danny shook his head. "You two are fucking amazing."
After we finished our beer, Danny got in the shower. While he was cleaning up Ponce went to the local Chinese take out restaurant for three orders of sweet and sour chicken. I made sure he got extra rice, my boys were big eaters.
As soon as Danny was done in the shower we went into his bedroom. When I gave him his blow job, he came quickly. He was tired, neither of us wanted to prolong it. It was intended as a brief moment of pleasure for him.
We were just finishing when Ponce returned with our dinner. Ponce and I laid everything out on the table while Danny got dressed.
As we were dishing up the food Ponce asked me. "Did you give Danny a blow job while I was gone?"
"Yes."
Ponce nodded. "Good, he looked like he had a really tough afternoon. I think he needed something good to happen to him."
I laughed, "It did."
As soon as Danny was dressed, we sat down at the kitchen table and ate. Just as we were finishing our dinner my cell phone rang.
I picked it up. "Hello."
"Hi April, this is Adam Morris."
"Hi Adam."
"April I'm kind of going out on a limb here. Were you and Ponce really serious when you said it was cool with him if you and I got together?"
"We were very serious Adam."
I could hear him take a deep breath. "If that's true, would you like to have dinner with me in my apartment on Friday night?"
"I would love to."
"You're sure Ponce won't be upset."
"Adam honey, I am very sure. What time should I come over."
"How about 9:00 o'clock."
"That would be perfect."
"Should I pick you up?"
"No that's okay, I'll have Ponce drop me off. Adam where do you live?"
"1823 North Columbus Street, apartment #4."
"Will you bring me home after our date is over? Ponce will be at work."
"Of course I will April."
"Good, Adam I'm glad you called. I'm already looking forward to Friday night."
"Thanks April, so am I."
I closed my cell phone. After I set it down I looked at Ponce. "I have a date with Adam Morris on Friday night. We're having dinner in his apartment." I smiled. "You get to bathe me and dress me so that I'll look really sexy for him."
Ponce smiled back at me. "Will you promise to tell me all about it when I get home from work?"
I nodded, "Oh yes, you're going to hear every detail." I stared into his eyes. "And you know exactly where I plan to be sitting when I tell you."
Ponce's didn't say anything, he just grinned at me.
Danny listened to all of this and shook his head, "You two are totally out of control."
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The next couple of days were pretty quiet. During the day we went to class. In the evening we studied. When our homework was done, we watched television and fucked.
Tuesday night, Ponce went to work at the Exeter Building. Danny and I went to bed early. We were exhausted. The events of Monday night and Tuesday afternoon had worn us out. Wednesday morning Ponce got home at 6:30. My boy was wonderful. He still made it to his eight o'clock class.
Ponce didn't have to work on either Wednesday or Thursday night so this gave him a chance to catch up on his sleep.
On Wednesday afternoon there was another basketball game with the gym rats. After the game I showered with the boys again.
As we were leaving the gym after the game, Jamal caught up to Ponce, Danny and me. "Can I talk with you for a moment?"
Danny turned to Jamal. "Of course you can."
Jamal looked at the three of us and said, "Big Julius is my good friend."
Ponce nodded. "He's my friend to, what's up Jamal?"
"He's a virgin."
Ponce and Danny shook their heads. "No shit?"
Jamal smiled. He turned to me. "April he has a huge crush on you."
I put my arm around Ponce. "I already have a big boy?"
Jamal nodded. "He knows that."
Ponce stared at Jamal, after a moment he smiled and said, "Can he understand that April is just going to be his friend?'
"Yes, I think he'd really like to be more than friends with April; but he's resigned to the fact that she's with you and Danny."
"Hold it!" I put my hands on my hips. "I think I see where this is going. Guys, I do believe that I have something to say about this."
Jamal laughed. "I'm sorry April, yes you do." He shrugged. "I apologize, I was way out of bounds on this one."
Ponce grabbed my hand. "April, Big Julius is our friend."
Danny shook his head. "I think were going about this all wrong. April, Big Julius is a lot like Ponce. He's very shy and very nice. We all love him."
I took a deep breath. "Let me see if I have this right, All three of you want me to fuck Big Julius, correct?"
Ponce, Danny and Jamal all smiled at me. Danny said, "That's pretty much it."
"You're telling me that he's just as shy as Ponce."
Danny nodded. "Yes, that's exactly what were saying."
I turned to Ponce. "Do you want me to do this?"
"It's up to you, but he's my friend. It really would be nice."
I thought about it for a moment. Big Julius was a 6 foot nine inch black man. He probably weighed 275 to 300 pounds and it was all solid muscle. He was very sexy.
I looked at Jamal. "You don't think he's going to get all possessive?"
"He's in love with you, but that's going to be the case no matter what you do." He stopped. "I think he understands that you're with Ponce. I'm fairly certain that he can keep this in perspective."
I looked at Ponce. "I'm repeating my question to you. I want a very clear answer. Do you want me to do this?'
"April you're playing with lots of guys right now. Big Julius is our good friend. Yes, I want you to do this."
I turned, walked back to the locker room and went inside. Julius was just picking up his gym back so he could leave.
"Julius, Why don't you come over and watch television with Ponce, Danny and me for a little while."
I turned. Ponce, Danny and Jamal were all standing in the doorway. "Jamal's coming to." I stared at him. "Right Jamal?"
Jamal nodded. "Yes, we're all going to watch the World Series."
Julius shook his head. "I don't know, I have some studying to do."
I realized that I was going to need to be a little more direct. I turned to the three musketeers in the doorway. "Why don't you guys wait outside for a few minutes."
As soon as they were gone I sat down on the bench in front of the lockers. "Julius honey, you know I'm with Ponce."
He nodded. "Yes April, I know that."
"I imagine that you also know that Ponce doesn't mind if I play around with other guys."
"Yeah I know." He paused. "I'm not sure I understand that."
"Let's just say that right now in my life I want to experience lots of men and let's just say that Ponce is secure enough as a man to let me do that. Does that make any sense?"
He thought for a moment and then he said, "I guess so."
"Julius would you like to do it with me tonight?"
He didn't say a word, he just stared at me.
"I'm still going to be with Ponce. I think I'm always going to be with Ponce, but I would love to play with you tonight and Ponce says it's okay with him."
"You mean like us having sex?"
"Yes Julius, that's exactly what I mean. Your buddies don't want you to be virgin anymore."
He frowned. "They told you that?"
I put my arms around Julius and kissed his cheek. "Honey it's nothing to be ashamed of. Two weeks ago I was a virgin."
He tilted his head and looked at me. "Are you sure about this April?"
"Can you understand that this doesn't mean anything. Can you understand that I'll still be with Ponce?"
"I don't know." He shrugged. "April, you're the perfect girl."
I smiled at him. "Julius that was a very nice thing to say." I shook my head. "But I'm not the perfect girl for you. I'm going to sleep with other guys. Could you handle that?"
He sighed. "No, I couldn't." He thought for a moment. "But I really would like to have a girlfriend."
"Julius, you're a very hot guy. Lot's of girls at this school would love to go out with you. Would you like to have me get you some dates?"
His face lit up. "Yes please, I'd like that very much."
I smiled at him."Okay I'll go to work on that tomorrow morning. Now back to the question of the moment. Would you like to go back to our apartment tonight and play with me in the bedroom for a little while?"
"Are you really serious April?"
"Yes, Julius I'm very serious. I think you're really sexy and I want you to fuck me tonight."
His eyes got very big.
I started to giggle and grabbed his hand. "Come on big boy we have games to play.
Julius and I walked out of the locker room. Ponce, Danny and Jamal were waiting. Darb's had joined them.
Danny looked at me. "Darb's is coming over to watch the game to."
I smiled at Darb's "You're always welcome at our apartment." I looked back at Danny and Ponce. "We'd better stop at Don's market and get another case of beer and some chips."
I took Julius's hand and started walking to our apartment. I wanted Ponce to know that for the next hour I belonged to this other guy. I was going to be his sex toy and Ponce was going to be my cuckold."
Don's Market was our neighborhood grocery store. It was run by a middle aged man and his mother. It was just a little place, but they sold all of the things that mattered to college students. At Don's you could buy beer, snacks, bread, milk, soda pop and an amazing array of other items ranging from pens and pencils to shoe laces and buttons.
When we walked in Don's mother was running the store. She was always there at night. Don was always there in the daytime.
We picked out our snacks, got two twelve packs of beer from the cooler and brought everything to the counter so Don's mother could ring it up. When she got to the beer she looked at us and asked, "You're all twenty-one aren't you?".
We all smiled and nodded in agreement even though no one actually was twenty-one. She didn't ask for any identification, she never did. It just seemed that it was important to her to ask the question.
When we got back to the apartment Danny and Ponce put the beer into the refrigerator while Jamal and Darb's admired the new television.
As they were starting to surf through the myriad of channels that we now had, I grabbed Julius and pulled him into Ponce's bedroom. "Come on sweetheart, we have to take care of some very important business."
While I was closing the bedroom door I heard Danny telling Jamal and Darbs, "Ponce and I found two porn channels. They're both scrambled, but if you look really close, you can make out the shapes of the people."
"Excellent, let's check em out." It was Jamal's voice.
I heard Ponce come out of the kitchen. "We found them this morning and watched them while April was in the shower. They're pretty cool."
I laughed to myself, boys might very well be the weirdest creatures on the face of the earth.
I sat down on the bed and patted the spot next to me. "Julius come sit here."
Once he was seated I said, "Would you like to undress me?'
He nodded. He didn't speak, he was obviously too shy. He was just as endearing as Ponce.
Julius pulled my tee shirt over my head. After he set it on the night table he looked at me.
I kissed his cheek and whispered to him, "It's okay for you to touch my breasts."
He grinned and gently touched my my nipples.
After a moment I stood up and said, "Julius, why don't you take my jeans off."
Julius unbuckled my belt and pulled the zipper on my jeans down. He was going very slow. He was obviously trying to savor the moment. When he pulled my jeans off of my hips he was careful not to pull my panties down. It was apparent that he wanted to take them off separately.
When my jeans fell to my ankles, I stepped out of them and stood in front of him wearing only a pair of yellow thong panties.
Julius had already seen me naked in the shower so I knew this really wasn't a big deal. Still I could tell he was enjoying looking at my nearly naked body.
I did a quick twirl and then I smiled at him, picked up his left hand and placed it on my crotch.
Julius looked into my eyes and bit his lower lip as he felt my cunt through my panties. I could tell that this was a very big deal.
I stared into his eyes and pulled the crotch of my panties aside. Julius gasped when his fingers made contact with my bare wet cunt.
I giggled. "It would be more fun if you took my panties off."
Julius nodded and pulled my panties down to my ankles. I kicked them off, spread my legs and started to finger my cunt. "Have you ever seen a girl masturbate before?"
He shook his head no. Julius was being very quiet. I think he was overwhelmed.
I smiled at him. "I showed you mine, I think it's time for you to show me yours."
He smiled back at me. He had a nice sense of humor.
He stood up, unbuckled his belt and opened his pants. I gasped when he dropped his trousers and boxer shorts. Julius had a big cock. I'd seen it in the shower, but it's different when you see it when it's fully erect and know it's about to go inside you.
He stepped out of his trousers and boxers and kicked them aside. As soon as he sat back down on the bed I kneeled between his legs, picked up that enormous black cock and looked up at him.
"Julius I want you to lie back and enjoy this."
As I started to kiss the head of his huge erection I thought about the women in Big Reggie's entourage at the Tombs. They would all probably be very excited to be giving this giant black man a blow job.
I watched Julius closely while I sucked his cock. I didn't want him to cum. The object tonight was to have him lose his virginity. I was enjoying my time with Julius, but I also wanted to be with Ponce and the other guys. I didn't want Julius to cum and then have to wait for him to get another erection. This was not going to be an all night affair.
Julius had better control than Ponce did. I brought him close to an orgasm twice and then backed him off.
After the second time I climbed up on the bed and spread my legs. "Julius, tonight you get to fuck me bareback, but this will be the last time. In the future you have to wear a condom."
Julius climbed on top of me and placed the head of his huge cock against the lips of my cunt. I was wet and ready for him, but his cock was so big that I still thought he was going to split me open when he entered me.
Julius was a kind lover. He moved slowly. His cock felt wonderful when it penetrated me. As soon as he was all the way inside me he stopped. It was almost as if he instinctively knew that I had to have a minute to get used to having his huge cock inside my cunt before he started fucking me.
Julius fucked me for an amazingly long time. I had two orgasms. I wasn't quiet. I'm sure that all four of the guys in the living room could hear every one of my screams. I didn't care, in fact I wanted Ponce to hear us.
I don't know how long it took for Julius to cum. I was having so much fun that I stopped paying attention to the time. By the time Julius finally started to ejaculate inside me I really was his sex toy. I would have been willing to let him fuck me for hours.
When he was finally done cumming he pulled his cock out of me and smiled. "Thank you April, that was wonderful."
I looked at him and started to giggle. "Yes Julius, it really was."
I lay on the bed with my legs brazenly spread apart. Julius's cum dripped from my cunt.
As I watched this handsome black giant get dressed my thoughts returned to the women in Big Reggie Diamond's entourage at the Tombs. I was fairly certain that at this moment they would all be very envious of me.
Once he was dressed I reached out and picked up Julius's hand. "Baby come sit with me for a minute."
Julius sat on the bed.
"Did you enjoy that?"
He shook his head. "April I'm sorry. I'm not very good at this stuff. I should have said something." He took a deep breath. "It was the most wonderful thing that's ever happened to me."
I squeezed his hand. "Sweetheart, you're wonderful in bed. You have the ability to make lot's of girls very happy. Do you want me to get you some dates?"
He smiled at me. "Yes please."
He got quiet. It was clear he was thinking. After a moment he said, "April I know you're with Ponce, but I really like you. Can we still be friends?"
I threw my arms around his neck and gave him a big kiss. "Honey I like you to, I want to be your friend forever." I gently bit his ear. "And I don't think Ponce will mind at all if we fool around once in a while."
Julius's face broke into a big grin. "April you're the most wonderful girl I've ever met."
I patted his thigh. "Sweetheart it's time for you to go watch a little television with the boys. Will you ask Ponce to come in here."
"Sure, I'd be glad to April."
When Julius got up and walked out of the bedroom I had a very naughty thought. It would have been very hot if he'd walked into the living room and said, "Who's next?"
As I lay on the bed waiting for Ponce I imagined how deliciously slutty it would be to have a group of guys watching television in the living room while each of them waited to take their turn with me in the bedroom.
When Ponce came into the bedroom I looked at him and said, "Hi cuckboy." I started to giggle. "It gets me really hot to have you walk into the bedroom and see me lying on the bed naked after another man has just finished fucking me."
Ponce sat down on the edge of the bed. "I like it to."
I stared at Ponce for a moment and then I said, "I never gave you permission to sit on this bed. This bed was just occupied by one of my lovers. I think you need to get down and kneel on the floor."
Ponce smiled at me and got down on his knees.
"It's exciting to be playing our game when there are several guys just on the other side of that door isn't it?"
Ponce nodded.
"Julius has a big cock. He fucked me for a long time. He's better in bed than you are. Did you hear me when I had my orgasms?"
"Yes Mistress, I did."
"You like it when I taunt you don't you Ponce."
"Yes Mistress."
"I know, that's why I do it."
Ponce looked up at me. "Will you let me fuck you tonight after everyone is gone?"
I was just about to say of course I will, when I stopped myself. This seemed like an odd question for Ponce to ask me at this moment.
I decided to take a chance. "No slaveboy, absolutely not. Tonight my pussy is reserved for real men like Julius, not for cuckold wimps like you. Danny is going to get to fuck me, but you're not."
I pretended to think for a moment. "If you're really well behaved, I might let you lick my asshole and masturbate before we go to sleep."
Ponce stared at me. When he started to smile I knew that I'd guessed correctly.
I pointed at the pool of semen between my legs. "If you want to have any hope of touching me at all tonight, you'd better get your chores done. Julius left a big mess, it needs to be cleaned up. You have my permission to get up on the bed so you can start cleaning."
Ponce climbed up onto the bed and began to lick up the pool of cum that had dripped from my cunt. Once the sheets were clean he he moved up and started licking my pussy. As soon as his tongue touched the lips of my cunt a thrill rippled through me. I was becoming a complete slut. I absolutely loved sex.
"Lie down on the bed." It was a command, not a request.
Ponce did as he was told and lay on the bed. When he was in position I climbed on top of him and lowered my dripping pussy onto his mouth and nose. As I rode my baby's face I looked down. His erect cock was making a large tent in the front of his pants.
It didn't take Ponce long to bring me to another orgasm. I was very loud. The guys in the living room didn't know what we were doing. I assumed they would think Ponce was getting slippery seconds.
After my orgasm subsided I lay down next to Ponce and softly kissed his cheek. "Wait here, I'll be right back."
I got up, put my clothes on and went into the bathroom. While I was in there I got a wet wash cloth and brought it back to the bedroom. "Here, you have Julius's cum all over your face. You'd better use this before we join the others in the living room.
Ponce wiped his face. Once he was clean we went out into the living room. Ponce sat on the couch. I went into the kitchen and got each of us a beer. When I came back into the living room I sat on his lap. We sipped our beer and watched the rest of the baseball game with the other guys. I was pretty sure that Danny was the only one who actually understood what Ponce and I had been doing while we were in the bedroom.
The baseball game ended at about 10:15. Julius, Darbs and Jamal left about thirty minutes later.
As soon as they were gone I looked at Danny and said, "Want to fuck me before you go to bed tonight?"
"Am I getting slippery thirds?"
"Absolutely not." I pointed at Ponce. "My little cuckboy over there did a very thorough job of cleaning me after Julius and I were done playing." My voice took on a mocking tone of pretend concern. "The poor little boy didn't get to take a turn fucking his naughty girl friend. Little cuckboys don't get turns when there are real men around."
Danny looked at Ponce. "You guys are playing your domination game again aren't you."
Ponce grinned and shook his head yes.
Danny looked at me and shrugged. "Okay, what am I supposed to do in tonight's game?"
I grabbed Danny's hand and pulled him towards his bedroom. "Just relax and enjoy yourself sweetheart."
When we got into Danny's room I turned to Ponce. "Slave, you can clean up the living room while my lover and I play in his bedroom."
I turned back to Danny and kissed him. As I kissed him I started to unbutton his shirt. "I can't wait to get that nice big cock of yours into my mouth."
I pulled Danny's shirt off, dropped to my knees in front of him, unbuckled his belt and opened his jeans. When I took his cock out of his boxer shorts I looked over my shoulder. Ponce was picking up beer cans and watching us out of the corner of his eye. I had very deliberately left Danny's bedroom door open.



I sucked Danny's cock and let him fuck me. It was wonderful. I was intentionally very vocal while Danny and I made love. I wanted Ponce to hear how much I was enjoying myself.
As soon as we were done I called Ponce. When he walked into the bedroom I was cuddled up next to Danny. He had his arm around me.
I shamelessly spread my legs. I wanted Ponce to get a good view of my freshly fucked cunt. "Cuckboy, you have one more chore to do before we go to bed." I started to giggle. "Danny seems to have left a big mess in my pussy. I think you need to come over here and clean it up."
For the second time this evening my baby lay down between my legs and licked another man's semen from my cunt.
While he was doing it I turned to Danny and mustered every bit of self control I had. "How was your American Government class today?"
For a moment Danny looked at me like I was crazy, then he realized what I was doing and smiled. "It was interesting. We're learning about the powers granted to the individual states by the Constitution."
For several minutes we talked quietly and completely ignored Ponce while he licked my pussy clean.
When I finally felt that enough time had passed I looked down at my baby and arrogantly said, "That should be adequate cuckboy. Now go to your room and wait for me. I want to say good night to my lover in private."
After Ponce was gone I kissed Danny on the cheek. "Thank you, I think all of us really enjoyed that."
"Even Ponce?"
I laughed. "I think Ponce enjoyed it even more than you and I did."
I got up and went into our bedroom. Ponce was taking off his clothes.
I walked over to him and kissed his cheek. "Did you enjoy that?"
He grinned at me. "Yes, very much. You're getting really creative."
I laughed. "I'm trying babydoll. I'm trying very hard."
I whispered into Ponce's ear, "Would you like one of your special blow jobs?"
He stepped back and shook his head. "You remember what you said earlier. Tonight if I want to cum I only get to do it one way."
"Do you really want me to hold you to that?"
He smiled. "Yes I do."
A little thrill went up my spine. I was learning that I liked being dominant.
I lay down on the bed on my stomach. "When you're finished undressing you may kiss me and satisfy yourself."
For the next few minutes Ponce licked my asshole and masturbated. This was going to be the only sex he was allowed tonight.
As he was pleasuring both of us I realized that Ponce was teaching me how to dominate him.
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Thursday morning everyone met in the grill after our 8:00 classes. When I walked in Jamal, Darbs, Big Julius, Ponce, Danny, Adam, Jake, Tony and Mandy were already seated at our favorite table. I walked straight over to Ponce, kissed his cheek, climbed onto his lap and put my arms around his neck.
As soon as I was seated, Darbs looked at me and said, "The big talk this morning is the three on three basketball tournament tonight. All the frat boys are saying that the three of you are going to get your asses kicked. They think last week was a fluke.
Jamal laughed. "They didn't see April at the Tomb last Monday night."
Mandy looked up. "What's the Tomb?"
I shook my head, "Mandy you wouldn't believe it."
"Try me."
Jake sat up. "I want to hear to."
I looked around.
Big Julius smiled at me. "April, tell the story. I think we all want to hear it."
I nodded, "All right."
I started by describing the scene at the Tomb. There was a quiet murmur of amazement when I told the group about the women in Big Reggie Diamond's entourage. Everyone listened quietly while I recounted the highlights of the basketball games and explained how we beat the Northside Boyz and won all the money. By the time I was finishing the story with a detailed description of our escape from the gym everyone was staring at me in rapt silence.
When I was done Mandy looked at Darb's and asked, "Were there really bullet holes in your back window?"
Darbs nodded. "Yes, I just got the window repaired yesterday."
Mandy shook her head. "That's just amazing." She looked at me. "April right now you're leading the most exciting life on this campus. I can't wait until this evening. Every girl in the dorm is going die with envy when they hear this story."
Suddenly I remembered my promise to Big Julius. I touched Mandy's arm. "Mandy I need to talk to you alone for a minute."
"Sure April."
"Let's go over to that other table."
Jake started laughing. "Secrets are no fair if you're sitting at this table."
I looked at Jake. "Well then, maybe Mandy and I won't come back."
Big Julius shook his head. "We want you to come back. If Jake objects we'll make him leave the table. You two are a lot more pleasant to look at than Jake is."
Jamal started laughing. "Julius, you sure got that right."
Jake threw his hands up. "Okay, I was wrong; secrets are permitted at this table."
Everyone was laughing as Mandy and I walked over to the next table.
As soon as we sat down Mandy asked. "What's the big secret April?"
"I let Big Julius fuck me last night."
Mandy's mouth dropped open. "No Way!"
I smiled. "Oh yes, and he was great."
"April you're totally out of control." She stopped, thought for a moment and then she started giggling. "I want to fuck him to."
"I'm sure you can, but Mandy what Big Julius really wants is a girlfriend."
"Why doesn't he just go get one. He's a very hot guy?"
"Because he's just as shy as Ponce. We have to find him a girlfriend."
"That's easy, Cynthia Parker has been in love with him since the first day of school in September."
"Does he know her?"
"He should, they have two classes together. She talks about him all the time."
I looked back at our table. "Julius, come over here and join us."
Julius walked over. As soon as he sat down I said, "I was just telling Mandy about our discussion last night."
Julius got embarrassed and started to stare at the floor. "April it's okay. Let's just forget..."
"Mandy do you see what I mean. He's really shy."
Julius looked up at me. "Hey!"
Mandy giggled. "It's okay Julius. Being shy makes you very attractive to lots of girls."
He turned to me. "Really?"
I nodded. "Yes, really."
I patted his knee. "Julius, I told Mandy that we did it last night. She wants to do it with you to."
"April!"
"Mandy I'm learning that life is a lot more fun when you're direct about what you want."
Mandy's face was bright red. Julius smiled at her.
I laughed. "I'll let the two of you work that out, but there's something else we have to talk about. Julius do you know Cynthia Parker?"
"Sure, she's in two of my classes."
"Have you ever talked to her?"
"I'd like to, but she seems kind of stuck up."
I shook my head. "Julius, she's not stuck up. She's shy. She's just as shy as you are and she has a big crush on you."
Julius stared at me for a moment. "She does?" He paused, "She's really pretty."
"How about if after you fuck Mandy..."
"April!"
"Mandy you know you want to do it. Let's be honest about it."
I started over. "How about if after you fuck Mandy you get her to set you up with a date with Cynthia Parker."
Julius looked at Mandy. "Would you do that?"
I laughed, "Which one Julius, let you fuck her or get you a date with Cynthia Parker?"
Julius smiled. "How about both."
Mandy was blushing, but she was still able to smile at Big Julius and say, "Okay."
Thursday night we played another frat team in the three on three basketball tournament.
The gym was full. All of the fraternities turned out in big numbers to cheer for the team we were playing. It seemed like everyone wanted to see us lose. Two guys were even carrying a sign that said, "Clobber the two hayseeds and their slut."
The frat team got the ball first. Their guard brought it up the floor and made a quick pass. One of their players threw up an off balance jump shot that miraculously went though the hoop.
The crowed went wild. The frat boys started chanting "No mercy! No mercy! No mercy!"
As I dribbled the ball to our end of the court, Ponce ran by me and said, "April you heard them, no mercy."
All three of us played as hard as we could. The frat boys never made another basket. The final score of the game was 30 to 2. By the time the game ended the gym was empty. The rich kids had all deserted their team.
Friday morning everyone met in the grill again. When Jamal walked in he sat down and looked at all of us. "I just heard that some of the frat boys have have talked their rich daddies into going to the board of Trustees this morning. They want to get April kicked out of the tournament. They can't handle getting beat by a girl. They have Dean Munson on their side."
Danny laughed. "That's no surprise. That wormy little shithead is always sucking up to the rich kids and their parents."
Albert Munson was the Dean of Students. He wasn't well liked by either Ponce or Danny. I gathered that the feeling was mutual. Apparently my boys had gotten into some kind of trouble with him last year.
We talked about this news for a few minutes and finally decided to ignore it. The board of Trustees and Dean Munson were going to do whatever they wanted. There really didn't seem to be much of anything that we could do about it.
We all went to class and agreed to meet in the grill again at three o'clock. Jamal promised to find out as much as he could about what was happening.
When Ponce and I walked in at three our table was jammed. Everyone had heard the gossip about the meeting with the board of Trustees. They all wanted to know what was happening.
Jamal came in at 3:05. He seemed excited.
As he was sitting down Danny looked at him and said, "Okay, what have you heard?"
Jamal shook his head. "It's absolutely amazing." He looked around. "Dean Munson's secretary, Janice is fucking Coach Rawlins."
We all looked at each other. Everyone knew Coach Rawlins. He was the new black assistant men's basketball coach. He was well liked by all of the students. I was amazed to hear that he was fucking Janice. Dean Munson's secretary was a very attractive middle aged married woman. I was pretty sure that Jamal was not supposed to have let that rather large piece of gossip out of the bag.
Jamal continued. "Janice was at the Board of Trustees meeting. She told Coach Rawlins all about it."
He looked around the table. Everyone was staring at him.
"Dean Munson was there with several students and their parents." Jamal tuned to me. "Your old boyfriend Brad Stewart was there with his father. His father is the President of the First Settlers National Bank."
We all knew what that meant. First Settlers was the largest Bank in the city. Brad Stewart's dad was a very powerful man.
"Anyway, Dean Munson spoke for the parents. Apparently he said some really nasty things about you, Ponce and Danny."
I looked up at Jamal. "Dean Munson doesn't even know who I am!"
Jamal laughed. "That's certainly not true anymore." He continued. "Roger Carr, he's that guy on television that owns the Roger Carr Auto Group."
Jake laughed. "You mean the guy who comes on television and says, Buy a Car from Carr."
Jamal nodded. "Yes, that's the guy. He's on the Kelroy Board of Trustees. Well anyway, he asked for April's student file. After he read it he wanted to know why you weren't playing for the Kelroy women's basketball team."
Jamal chuckled. "Apparently Dean Munson had no idea that you were a high school basketball star."
He shook his head. "After that another of the trustees, some guy named Avery Patterson, pointed out that last year the Kelroy Trustees had drafted some big statement about being committed to gender equity. He suggested that if they kicked April out of the basketball tournament they would be directly contradicting the intent of that statement."
Jamal sat back in his chair. "That observation pretty much ended the discussion. They told Dean Munson that next year they might try offering a comparable women's tournament, but for this year any female Kelroy student including April is welcome to play in this tournament."
Jamal leaned forward again. He was grinning. "Dean Munson and Brad Stewart's old man stormed out of the meeting. I guess they both threw a real tantrum in the hallway. Janice said that President Walters called Dean Munson into his office and read him the riot act for being rude to the Board of Trustees."
Danny laughed. "It's about time that sneaky little shit got in some hot water."
I looked at Jamal. "So we're not in any trouble?"
Jamal smiled. "No April, you're not in any trouble. This whole campaign against you seems to have backfired."
I stood up. "Jamal, thank you for telling us what happened." I turned to Ponce. "Come on baby, we have some errands to run."
As soon as we got out onto the Commons, Ponce stopped me. "Okay April, what errands do we have to run?"
I looked at Ponce. "Did you forget baby? I have a date tonight. You promised to help me get ready."
"But it's only four o'clock. I'm not supposed to drop you at Adam's apartment until nine."
"I know, but first we have some shopping to do. You also have a lot of work to do when we get home."
"Shopping?"
"Yes, you're taking me to a little shop I know about. Were going lingerie shopping. You're going to help me pick out something really sexy to wear for Adam tonight."
Ponce smiled, he was suddenly enthusiastic. "Yes Mistress April, let's go get my truck."
I had Ponce drive me to The Exotica Boutique on East fifth Street. It was a little shop that specialized in sexy lingerie.
When we walked in we were greeted by a very attractive middle aged woman. "Hello, my name is Helen. Welcome to the Exotica Boutique. How may I help you?"
"Helen I have a date tonight with a very handsome man. I'd like some lingerie that will help get him in the mood."
Helen laughed. "Honey you're so young and sexy that you could show up in overalls and most men would be in the mood."
She glanced over at Ponce. "Who is this handsome young man."
I smiled. "He's my husband."
"I assume that he's your hot date for the evening."
"No not at all. My date is with a really cute guy named Adam. My husband will be at home doing housework."
Helen took a very long look at both Ponce and myself and then she said, "Really? My how progressive."
She turned to Ponce. "You don't seem to be very upset about the fact that your wife is going to be playing with another man this evening."
Ponce was just forming an answer when I interrupted. "He has no say in the matter. My baby is very big, but he's also very submissive."
Helen took a deep breath. It was obvious that our conversation was starting to arouse her. "Really? How very exciting. I happen to have a real fondness for submissive men."
She walked over to Ponce and started to examine him. "Oh you are such a handsome young man." She looked at me. "Do you mind if I touch him?"
I smiled. "Please feel free."
Helen placed the palm of her hand on Ponce's chest and started to feel his muscles.
He looked at me.
"Ponce behave yourself. Let Helen examine you."
Helen started rubbing Ponce's nipples. "He is so muscular. It must be very exciting to control a man as powerful as this one."
"Yes, I find it very exciting. Would you like to make a more intimate examination of him?"
Helen turned to me. "That would be very interesting. Let me lock the front door."
Helen turned the latch on the shop door and pulled the shade in the window.
As soon as the shade was down I turned to Ponce. "Take your clothes off. Helen wants to look at you." It wasn't a request. It was an order."
Ponce looked at me. This was new territory for him. He was obviously a little unsure about how he should react.
I glared at him. "Slave do not dare to embarrass me. I told you to undress for Helen. Do it and Do it now!"
I smiled as Ponce pulled his tee shirt over his head.
Helen took a deep breath and started gently running her fingers across Ponce's bare chest.
"Ponce take your pants off."
My baby obediently unbuckled his belt and opened his jeans. As he slid them off I noticed the huge tent that his erect penis was making in the front of his boxer shorts. Ponce was clearly enjoying this.
Helen also noticed it.
I smiled at her and said to Ponce. "Take your boxer shorts off. Helen would like to see your cock."
Helen gasped when Ponce dropped his underwear and exposed his huge erection. She turned to me. "My, but he is very well equipped."
"Yes, but he's just learning how to use it. He tends to cum quickly. I have preference for more experienced men with better control."
Helen nodded. "Yes, I can understand that." She took hold of Ponce's cock. "Still it is a magnificent piece of equipment."
"Yes it is and I hope with the proper training he might eventually become a quality fuck." I paused. "He has already become very adept with his tongue."
Helen turned to me. "Indeed? What a marvelous skill to have taught him."
"Would you like to use him for a few minutes."
"Yes I would. That would be very generous of you."
Helen took her dress off. She was wearing a red corset and a pair of black nylons. She wasn't wearing panties.
Just as she was about to sit down she stopped and looked at me. "I'm sorry, but I don't know your name."
I smiled. "I'm April Hansen. This is my husband Marion Hansen."
Helen raised her eyebrows. "Marion, how appropriate." Helen started to smile. "April your husband is kind of a big sissy isn't he?"
I laughed. "Yes Helen, he most certainly is."
"I think that when he eats a woman's pussy, he should be appropriately dressed."
Helen walked over to one of her shelves and picked out a very large pair of pink lace panties. "I think that these should fit Marion very nicely."
I started to giggle. "Oh yes, those are perfect."
Ponce turned beet red.
Helen handed him the panties. "Marion, put these on."
Ponce looked at me.
"Do as your told Ponce. You don't want me to have to spank you in front of Helen."
Ponce put the panties on. I hadn't realized that they were crotchless. They were indeed perfect. His big cock was able to stick out through the hole in the crotch.
Helen looked at Ponce and nodded her approval. "That is much better." And then she sat down on a chair and spread her legs.
"Ponce I want you to get on your knees and pleasure Helen."
Ponce looked at me. He appeared to be totally humiliated as he stood in front of this strange woman wearing a pair of pink lace panties.
His rigid erection told me that he was also wildly aroused.
"Ponce, do as your told!"
Ponce got on his knees and pressed his lips against Helen's bare cunt. She moaned when she felt him make contact.
For a moment I watched Ponce pleasure this older woman and then I said, "He's also very skilled at licking your ass if you happen to indulge in that particular pleasure."
Helen stood up and turned around. As she bent over the chair she said, "It happens to be my favorite."
Ponce brought Helen to two orgasms. After the second one she slumped in her chair and said, "Enough, that was wonderful."
I took several minutes and shopped for some lingerie while Ponce got dressed and Helen recovered from her last orgasm.
I picked out a pair of thong panties and a tiny matching bra. When I brought them to the counter Helen had recovered enough to stand and ring up the sale.
While she was doing it she noticed that Ponce had taken the panties off when he got dressed. She looked at him and said, "Marion honey, those panties were a gift for you."
As she put them in the bag with my new panties and bra I started to giggle and said, "Marion thank Helen for the wonderful present."
Ponce hung his head and quietly said, "Thank you for the panties Helen."
Helen laughed. "Marion, you're very welcome. Sweetheart, they look very cute on you."
Ponce shook his head in embarrassment.
I paid Helen for my lingerie. As she was making change she asked. "April some evening when you're out on a date, would you mind if I borrowed Marion?"
I thought for a moment. "No Helen, I wouldn't mind at all. I think it might be fun for both of you. Will you promise to be kind to him."
"April I would never dream of hurting him. He's wonderful."
"I'll call you. I am sure we can set something up."
"I'll look forward to hearing from you." She paused and looked at Ponce. "And Marion Dear, I can't wait to play with you again."
When we got into the truck I turned to Ponce. "Sweetheart did you enjoy that?"
Ponce turned. There was a huge grin on his face. "April that was the hottest thing we've ever done."
"Would you like me to loan you to Helen for an evening."
Ponce thought for a moment. "Wouldn't that be cheating on you?"
I laughed. "No honey, you would be going to her as a slave, not a lover."
He smiled. "Then yes, I'd like that very much."
Ponce put the truck into gear. As he pulled away from the curb he said, "April please don't ever tell Danny or anyone else about the panties."
I smiled. "Don't worry baby, they'll be our little secret."
As we drove down the street Ponce got very quiet. He was obviously thinking. Finally he looked at me and said, "April, Helen tasted different than you do."
"I imagine that everyone tastes a little different. We've talked about how your cum tastes different than Danny's. I guess women are the same."
Ponce nodded. "Yeah, I guess so."
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On the way home from the Exotica Boutique we stopped at the grocery store. I bought two sirloin steaks, several potatoes and the ingredients for a good salad.
It was true, I was going out for dinner with another guy and Ponce was my cuckold slave; but he was also my baby. He was going to have a good dinner before he went to work.
It was 6:30 by the time we got home. Danny was already there. He'd spent the afternoon moving furniture. He looked beat.
I washed the potatoes. After putting them in the oven I grabbed Ponce. "Come on sweetheart, you can give me my bath while the potatoes are baking."
Being bathed was a luxury that I was quickly learning to appreciate. I lay in the hot soapy water and relaxed while my slave carefully washed every inch of my body. When he was done I stepped out of the tub so that he could cover me with a huge beach towel and dry me off.
After my bath, we went into our bedroom. I put on a clean pair of panties and nothing else. I wanted to torment Ponce a little bit with my naked body.
When we walked into the living room Danny was watching television. He took one look at me and laughed. "You guys are playing your domination game again aren't you?"
Ponce smiled at him and nodded yes.
Danny shook his head. "You know it's not easy being an innocent bystander in this game. April if you're going to run around the apartment in your thong panties all evening, I'm going to be pretty agitated by the time you leave for your date."
I turned and looked at him for a moment. "Agitated? That's an interesting way to put it."
I walked over to Danny and kissed his cheek. "Just sit here and enjoy the show. I promise I'll give you a nice blow job just before I leave for my date with Adam. My little cuckboy over there is the only one who's going to be agitated tonight."
Danny smiled and said, "I can live with that."
Ponce and I went into the kitchen. We cooked dinner together. Ponce pan fried the steaks and set the kitchen table while I made three salads.
Just before we sat down to eat, I went into the bedroom and put on a tee shirt. I really can't explain why. I guess it was just my conservative up bringing. It didn't seem right to sit at the table half naked and eat dinner.
As soon as I came back from the bedroom, the three of us sat down to eat. Ponce and Danny had the steaks and the baked potatoes. I just had a small salad. I was going to be eating a late dinner with Adam.
After we were done eating I stood up. "Slave, bring Danny a beer and then clean up the kitchen. I'm going into the bedroom. It's time for me to put on my makeup. When you're done cleaning up in here come into our room. You can help me dress me for my date."
I went into the bedroom. Ten minutes later Ponce came in, I was putting on my eye makeup.
"Take off your clothes. A slave should be naked when he attends to his Mistress."
I put my lipstick on while Ponce took his clothes off. When he was naked I picked up two bottles of perfume and turned to him. "Hold out your hands."
I sprayed a little perfume from one bottle onto his right wrist and a little from the other bottle onto his left wrist. "Which perfume do you think Adam will like better?"
Ponce sniffed both of his wrists and held out his left hand. "This one."
"Very good." I handed the bottle to Ponce. "Spray just a tiny bit on my neck below each of my ears. Be very careful not to put too much on me."
Ponce did a good job. He was very careful to put on just a very light amount of perfume.
After he was done I handed him my hair brush. "Brush my hair for me. I want to look very sexy for Adam."
As Ponce brushed my hair I said, "Adam is so handsome." I sighed. "I really am looking forward to sucking his cock tonight. I don't know why, but I absolutely adore giving blow jobs."
I turned around. Ponce's cock was sticking straight out. "I'll bet you'd love to have your cock sucked right now." I giggled. "Too bad for you. Little cuckboys don't get blow jobs. Little cuckboys have to go to work all agitated."
I stood up. "Bring me my new lingerie."
Ponce brought me the bag from Helen's shop.
I opened it up. When I looked in I saw Ponce's panties. I pulled them out. "Put these in my dresser. We'll save them for an evening when Danny is out."
Ponce smiled. It was an obvious expression of relief.
As soon as he came back I handed him my new panties. "Hold these so I can step into them."
Ponce kneeled down and held my panties. As I stepped into them he pulled them up. When they were on I took the brassiere out of the bag and handed it to him.
"Put this on me."
Ponce carefully put the bra in place. This was something he'd never done before so he went very slowly. He had a little trouble with the clasp, but he finally got it fastened.
When he was done I stepped back and did a little twirl. "How do I look? Will Adam will think I'm sexy?"
Ponce grinned at me and said, "I'm absolutely certain he will."
I smiled at Ponce and patted his head. "You're sweet. Now put your clothes back on, it's almost time for us to go. Come into the living room when you're dressed.
I went into the living room. Danny was sitting in a chair watching television. When I walked in, he looked up at me.
I did a little twirl for him. "Do you like my new panties and bra set?"
He nodded. "Very nice."
"It's almost time for me to go. If I remember correctly, we have a little business to attend to before I leave."
"I was hoping you wouldn't forget."
I kneeled on the floor between Danny's legs and unzipped his pants.
While I was taking Danny's cock out Ponce walked into the room. I turned to him and said, "Go sit on the couch and watch carefully. I want you to know exactly how much pleasure I can give to a man."
As I started sucking Danny's cock I thought to myself that I was becoming what the frat guys called a BJ queen. I knew that they didn't use it as a flattering term, but I didn't care what those assholes thought. I kind of liked the title. I really did love giving blow jobs.
Danny came quickly. He was tired and I had a big evening in front of me. Neither of us needed to prolong the pleasure.
I let him cum in my mouth. When he was done ejaculating I stood up, walked over to Ponce, pulled him out of his chair and kissed him. As I kissed him I passed all of Danny's cum into his mouth. "Remember how that tastes cuckboy. When you get home from work in the morning you can lick my pussy and compare the flavor of Danny's cum to the flavor of Adams."
I pulled Ponce back into the bedroom. "It's almost time for us to leave. I think it would be nice if you gave me a little kiss before we go."
I pulled down my panties and bent over. I let Ponce lick my asshole for a few minutes. We both enjoyed it. I could have let him go on for hours, but we were running short on time.
I reluctantly stood up. "I'm sorry baby it's time to go. Bring me my jeans skirt and my top."
Ponce brought me my clothes. I put them on quickly. As soon as I was dressed we both went back into the living room.
I stood in front of Danny and Ponce and posed. "Well what do you think?"
Danny laughed. "I think Adam is a lucky guy."
Ponce dropped me at Adam's apartment at nine o'clock sharp.
Adam was a whole new experience. He seduced me. He didn't need to do it. We both knew I was coming to his apartment so he could fuck me. He could have just ripped my clothes off and dragged me into the bedroom.
He didn't. Instead, he took the time for a little romance. It was wonderful. It was the first time that a guy bothered to go through the motions.
Brad Stewart was a dork. He took me to his room, fed me some booze and expected me to put out.
The first time Danny fucked me was in the college weight room. It was fun, but it could hardly have been called a romantic evening.
I dragged Ponce to his apartment and fucked him. I love my baby Ponce, but he is not a romantic lover.
Darb's took me to his place, but he didn't seduce me, he used me as a sex toy. It was hot. It was very hot, but it wasn't a seduction.
Jerome? He was the cable guy. He fucked me after he installed our cable television box. What else do I have to say.
Big Julius was like Ponce. I was in control from the beginning. He didn't seduce me, I pushed him onto the bed and fucked him.
Adam was different, he seduced me. He was the first boy who ever seduced me. It was wonderfully romantic.
When Adam opened the door to his apartment I was nearly bowled over by the atmosphere. The room was lit by several candles. Aretha Franklin was playing on his stereo. There was a small table in the living room. It was set up for dinner for two.
As I walked in Adam greeted me. He seemed so sophisticated. "Hello April, I'm glad you could come for dinner."
I was a nineteen year old girl. I was overwhelmed. This was right out of a romance novel.
He opened a bottle of red wine. It was from Spain. He had to use a corkscrew. It made me feel very cosmopolitan. Before dinner we sat on his couch, sipped our wine, listened to Aretha Franklin and talked.
Dinner was salad and spaghetti. It was simple, but he'd prepared it. It was the first time that a boy ever cooked dinner for me.
After dinner Adam put on a Barry White CD and we danced. As we danced he held me closer and closer. A handsome prince was treating me like I was a beautiful princess. This was a young girl's dream coming true. I was excited and burning with passion.
While we were dancing, my prince gently lifted my face and softly kissed my lips. I melted. He led me to the couch where we sat down and continued our kiss. Soon we were fondling each other. It wasn't long before Adam had his hand under my blouse and I was unzipping his pants.
I pulled Adam's jeans off and sucked his cock, but my prince wasn't satisfied with that, he wanted more, he wanted me. Adam gently pushed me down on the couch. I lay on my back with my eyes closed and passively let him undress me. He was in complete control. After I was naked he spread my legs apart and mounted me.
I gasped as I felt his hard cock enter my wet cunt. I knew that I should have made him stop and put on a condom, but I was beyond reason. I could only think of one thing. I wanted to feel my prince's cock inside of me.
Adam was a considerate, gentle lover. He worked hard to please me. We fucked until the wee hours of the morning. We each had several orgasms. Once we were both satisfied we quietly lay in each others arms. Cuddling with Adam was almost as much fun as cuddling with Ponce.
Eventually the evening had to end and we got up and put on our clothes. After we were dressed Adam walked me home. He was true to his word. When we got to the door of Ponce and Danny's apartment he took me in his arms and kissed me. It was a long slow passionate kiss.
Once we broke off our kiss I looked at Adam and said, "I want you to tell everybody about this evening."
Adam stared at me for a moment. "I don't understand. I was always taught that it was rude to kiss and tell."
I kissed his cheek. "You're sweet, but that's your motto. Mine is, it pays to advertise."
Adam started laughing. "April, you're terrible." He paused for a moment. "What does Ponce think of your motto."
I smiled. "My baby doll gets off on the fact that his girlfriend's a slut."
"I'm not sure I understand."
"Sweetheart, you don't have to understand, just do me a favor and kiss and tell. I can think of wonderfully naughty ways to express my appreciation."
Adam laughed. I kissed him one more time and went inside.
I looked at the clock as I got ready for bed. It was just after 2:00 am. Ponce would be home in less than two hours. I couldn't wait to torture him with the details of my erotic evening with Adam.
I didn't put my pajamas on. I wanted to be lying on the bed naked with my legs spread apart when Ponce walked in the bedroom door. I wanted my cuckboy to get a good look at the pussy that Adam had been enjoying all evening long.
I tried to read for a little while. I thought that might help me stay awake. It didn't. I quickly dozed off.
The next thing I knew, I was feeling a very gentle kiss on my forehead. I opened my eyes. Ponce was looking down at me. I smiled up at him. "Hi baby, I'm glad you're home."
"Did you have a good time with Adam."
I nodded
"I'm going to go take a quick shower and then maybe you'll tell me all about it."
When Ponce stepped out to the shower I was waiting with our big beach towel.
He grinned at me. "Isn't this a little role reversal?"
I laughed. "You've been working all night long. You deserve a little pampering." As I dried him off I whispered into his ear, "I had a really fun time with Adam, would you like to hear about it?'
Ponce looked at me. "I want to hear every detail. Where would you like to sit when you tell me about it?"
I started to giggle. "In my favorite place." I took Ponce's hand and led him into our bedroom. "Lie down on our bed baby."
Ponce lay on his back and I climbed onto his face and sat so that I was looking at his cock. This way I could play with him while I was telling him about my evening.
I sighed when I felt Ponce's tongue start moving in my pussy. "Baby that feels so good." I grabbed his cock, "If you can keep from cumming until I'm done telling you about my evening, I'll give you a nice blow job."
I felt Ponce's tongue flick my clit. He was telling me that he liked the idea.
"I'd let you fuck me, but a real man already did that tonight. I don't think it would be right to give a little cuckboy like you the same privileges that a real man gets."
I suddenly started to feel nasty. I leaned forward and slapped Ponce's balls. He grunted. I giggled and did it again. "Baby, does that hurt?" I slapped him again. "If you want me to stop you need to get your tongue into my asshole."
Ponce pulled my ass to his face. My breath caught when I felt him push his tongue into me. I reached down and started rubbing my clit while my slaveboy tongue fucked my asshole.
"Adam fucked me three times tonight. I know I was supposed to make him use a condom, but he got me so turned on that I lost control and forgot." I squeezed Ponce's cock. "Baby was it okay that I did that? Was it okay that I let your friend Adam shoot his stuff right into my unprotected pussy?"
I felt Ponce push his tongue deeper into my ass. He was telling me that he was enjoying this.
"I asked Adam to tell everybody that he fucked me. I hope you don't mind. I want to fuck all of your friends. Will that be okay with you sweetheart? Will you be upset if I let all of your friends fuck me?"
I leaned forward and put my cunt back over Ponce's mouth. He immediately started licking my clit. He was definitely having a good time.
"Adam asked me how you felt about everybody knowing that he'd fucked me. I told him that you really get off on the idea that everyone knows your girlfriend is a slut. Is that okay with you baby? Does it get you off to have all your friends know I'm a slut."
A thrill rippled up my spine as Ponce started sucking on my clit.
Suddenly I knew exactly what I wanted. "Ponce baby, do you remember what you did to me the day we got the cable television installed? It was when you were licking my pussy after Jerome got done fucking me." I could feel Ponce nodding his head yes. "Good sweetheart. I want you to do it again."
I shivered as I felt Ponce lift me up for a second so he could put his middle finger into his mouth. He remembered. He knew exactly what I wanted.
I was suddenly so excited that I could barely talk. "That's right baby, you remember. Now push your wet finger into my asshole."
Every muscle in my body tightened when I felt Ponce push his finger into me.
"Deeper baby, push it in all the way."
Ponce pushed the entire length of his finger into my ass.
"Oh yes, that feels so good. Now fuck my ass with your finger while you suck on my clit."
Ponce did exactly as he was told and it took less than a minute for him to bring me to an earth shattering orgasm.
Once the convulsions of intense pleasure finally subsided I rolled off of my baby and collapsed onto the bed. Ponce held me in his arms while I slowly recovered from my climax.
It took several minutes, but I finally did regain my strength. When I was ready I kissed my baby and told him, "That was wonderful. You were a very good boy. You deserve a nice reward."
I leered at Ponce. "You're a little cuckboy, and I don't let little cuckboys fuck me, so you can't do that." I smiled at him, "but you can have one of your special blow jobs."
Ponce grinned and lay back on the pillows.
It didn't take long before he came. When he started to ejaculate, I kept his cock in my mouth and swallowed all of his semen.
This time I didn't have to explain why I didn't share his cum with him. He knew. His semen was my favorite. I was greedy, I wanted all of it for myself.
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Saturday and Sunday afternoon I had to go to work at the Silly Squirrel. I was beginning to hate my job. It kept me away from the boys.
On Monday night we had our first football party. Jamal, Darbs, Big Julius, Adam, Jake and Tony all came over. All the guys brought beer and I picked up the snacks.
It was kind of strange being the only girl at a party with eight guys. No one else seemed to think anything about it so I guess I was now pretty much accepted as one of the guys. There was however one big difference. Five of the guys had recently fucked me.
During the first quarter of the game I went into the kitchen to get more pretzels. Jake came into the kitchen behind me.
He seemed a little nervous and kept looking over his shoulder. Finally he said, "April, Adam told me that you went out with him."
I turned and smiled at Jake. "That's right."
"He said you two did it."
I laughed. "Is that a question or an accusation?"
Jake turned beet red. "I'm sorry April, I had no business saying that. It's just that..."
I walked over to him and touched my finger to his lips. "It's okay. Would you like to do it with me?"
His eyes got really big. He stammered a little and said, "Ah well sure."
"Ask me out."
"Will Ponce be mad at me?'
I didn't say anything. I just smiled and shook my head, no."
"You're sure?"
"Yes Jake, I'm sure. My baby is very secure about our relationship. He knows that I'm really enjoying sex right now and he wants me to be happy, so he doesn't mind at all."
"Would you like to go out Wednesday night?"
"I would love to. Why don't you call me and give me the details." I quickly wrote down my cell phone number on a piece of paper and handed it to him.
"Thanks April, I'll call you tomorrow." He turned and went back into the living room.
I followed him. When I got into the living room, I set the bowl of pretzels on the coffee table and sat down on Ponce's lap. As I put my arms around his neck I said, "Baby, Jake just asked me to go out with him on Wednesday night. Is that okay with you?"
Everyone stopped watching the game and started watching Ponce and me. Jake's face turned bright red. I was afraid that he might bolt from the room.
Ponce looked at me for a moment and then he smiled. "Of course it is April." He turned to Jake. "Where are you taking her?"
I giggled and said, "I hope he's taking me to his apartment so he can fuck me."
Everyone in the room got very quiet. All the guys knew that Ponce didn't mind that I played around. Nevertheless, the idea was a little different and it was taking them some time to get used to it.
Ponce kissed my cheek. "I'm sure the two of you will have a good time." He looked at Jake. "I'll be at work so I won't be able to pick her up. You have to promise to walk her home when your date is over."
Jake just barely managed to muster enough self control to nod his head up and down in agreement.
Danny looked at everyone and shrugged. "These two crack pots are my roommates and my best friends."
Everyone started laughing. That is everyone but Jake. He was sitting slumped in his chair looking like a man who had just survived a heart attack."
The week flew by.
Wednesday night I had a wonderful date with Jake. He took me out for pizza and then we went back to his apartment. He wasn't as romantic a lover as Adam was, but he was fun. He fucked me three times.
At the end of our date he kept his promise to Ponce and walked me home. Once we got to the apartment he kissed me goodnight.
When we were done kissing I whispered to him, "I had a wonderful evening, but I want you to promise me something. I want you to promise me that tomorrow morning, you'll tell everybody that you fucked me tonight."
Jake looked at me. "April, Adam told me that you made him promise the same thing. I don't understand."
"Both Ponce and I want everybody to know that lots of guys are fucking me right now."
Jake shook his head. "I still don't understand it."
I smiled. "It's okay honey. You don't have to understand it. I love Ponce and Ponce loves me, we both just get turned on by the idea that other guys get to fuck me. It's just the way we are."
I reached down to Jake's crotch and squeezed his cock. "Just look at the positive side of this. Did you enjoy fucking me tonight?"
Jake laughed. "It was wonderful."
"Would you like to fuck me again?"
"Yes, very much."
I smiled at him. "You're going to get lots and lots of chances."
Jake looked at me. "April I still don't get it."
I shrugged. "What's the matter?"
"Girls aren't supposed to like to fuck."
"Who told you that?"
"I don't know, I guess it's just common knowledge."
I laughed. "Well Jake I can't speak for any other girls, but I know that I love to fuck."
I leaned over and kissed Jake again. "I have to go inside now baby. Just promise me that tomorrow you'll tell everyone, okay?"
Jake laughed. "I will April."
I went inside and started to get ready for bed. Ponce would be home in a couple of hours. I couldn't wait to tease him about my date with Jake.
Thursday morning my cell phone rang while I was studying in the library.
"Hi April, this is Tony. I was waiting for you to come into the grill this morning. When you didn't show up I decided to call you."
"Hi Tony. I have a test this afternoon. I needed some time to study."
"I know, that's what Ponce told me."
"Hey April, everyone at the table got on me this morning and told me that I should ask you out."
I started laughing. "Tony I guess we have good friends."
"Will you go out with me?"
"I would love to."
"Oh good. Thanks April." The telephone went dead.
I started laughing even harder. Tony was so nervous that he'd hung up the phone as soon as I told him that I'd go out with him. I just loved shy guys.
I opened the call log on my cell phone, found Tony's number and dialed it.
"Hello?"
"Tony, this is April."
"Hi April."
"Tony, when are we going out?"
"Oh yeah." He laughed. It was a nervous laugh. "I guess I forgot that part." He paused. " I don't know April."
"Tony! Pull it together." I stopped, yelling wouldn't help. This boy needed a little assistance. "How about if you meet me after the three on three basketball game tonight. Maybe we could go to your apartment."
"April, that would be wonderful ."
"Tony I'll have just finished playing a basketball game. I'll need a shower. Can I take one at your place?" I giggled. "Maybe we could take one together."
There was a long silence. Finally Tony said, "April, do you really mean that?"
I shook my head. This wasn't going to be anything like the date with Adam, but it was going to be lots of fun."
"Yes I really mean that Tony." I thought for a moment and suddenly realized something. "Tony is this going to be your first time?"
"You mean taking a shower with a girl?"
"No Tony, I mean going all the way with a girl."
There was another long silence. Finally Tony quietly answered, "Yes."
I smiled. "Tony relax. Were going to have a lot of fun tonight and you and I are going to go all the way. Will you be at my basketball game?"
"April, there isn't anything in this world short of nuclear war that would keep me from being there."
"Good Tony, I'll see you after the game."
Our basketball game was at 7:00. This time we had a cheering section. All of our friends were in the stands.
Jamal, Darbs and Big Julius were sitting in the front row.. Mandy was sitting next to Darbs and Cynthia Parker was with Big Julius.
Mandy was a good friend. She fucked Big Julius last Saturday night and then she lined him up with Cynthia Parker on Tuesday. Danny told me that since then Julius and Cynthia have been inseparable .
Adam, Jake and Tony were sitting right behind Jamal and Darbs. Adam was on one side of Tony and Jake was on the other side. I suspect they were making sure their friend didn't get cold feet and run out of the gym before the game was over.
This team put up more of a fight than last weeks team. The final score was 30 to 18.
After the game Ponce grabbed my gym bag. Everyone was standing together when we walked up to Tony. Ponce handed him my gym bag and said, "I'll be at work, so be sure to walk April home after your date."
Tony looked at Ponce and said, "Don't worry, I will."
Ponce kissed me and said, "Have a good time with Tony tonight. I'll see you when I get home from work."
As he walked out of the gym I heard Mandy say, "That is so cool."
Tony and I went to his apartment. As soon as we were inside I started taking my clothes off. Tony stood perfectly still and watched me undress.
When I was naked I smiled at him. "Want to take a shower with me?"
He nodded his head up and down.
I giggled. "You really are shy aren't you?
Tony started blushing.
I pulled his tee shirt over his head. "Come on sweetheart, it's time for us to have fun."
As soon as we got into the shower I started washing myself. After a moment I handed Tony the soap and said, "Why don't you wash my tits and my pussy."
I had to fight hard to keep from laughing. My little playmate grabbed that bar of soap and started scrubbing my tits like they were a pair of dirty pans at a church supper.
I gently placed my hand on Tony's hand and said, "Slow down sweetheart. Be gentle. We have all evening. You're going to get to touch me as much as you want."
That seemed to calm Tony down a little. He gingerly washed my breasts, my ass and my pussy. He must have taken at least five minutes to wash my pussy. I let him. It felt really good.
After Tony was done I took the soap from him and said, "It's your turn now." He gasped as I started rubbing his cock and balls with the bar of soap. I was being very careful. Tony's cock was sticking straight out. I knew that he was overly stimulated. I didn't want him to cum just yet.
"Do you like that Tony? I know lots of fun games. Why don't we rinse off, get dry and go into your bedroom. I can't wait to get you beautiful cock in my mouth. Would you like that baby? Would you like me to suck your cock?"
We stepped out of the shower. I found a clean towel and dried both of us off. As I was drying Tony I slipped to my knees, dropped the towel and picked up his erect penis.
I looked up at him and asked. "Would you like me to give you a blow job?"
Tony's eyes opened wide, but he didn't say anything. It was obvious that my date was no longer capable of speech.
He gasped when I put his cock into my mouth. While I was drying Tony I'd decided that he was so excited that we might as well get his first ejaculation out of the way immediately.
Almost immediately after I started sucking and stroking his cock, Tony gave out a little yelp and cried, "April watch out."
I wasn't concerned. I kept sucking on his cock while he ejaculated spurt after spurt of semen into my mouth.
When his penis finally started to get soft I took it out of my mouth and smiled. "Well that was a fun start." I stood up and took his hand. "Come on baby lets go into the bedroom."
Once we got into the bedroom I lay back on the bed and lasciviously spread my legs. "Tony why don't you explore me for a little while. I think we both might enjoy that.
Tony was gentle and moved slowly. I enjoyed his touch. He used the tips of his fingers to draw little circles around my nipples and my belly button.
When he got to my pussy he peeked, but he didn't look. He was obviously trying to be discreet.
I giggled. "It's okay, you can look. I want you to look."
That was all the invitation he needed. He got right between my legs and studied my cunt. I was pretty sure that this was the first time he'd ever been given the chance to really look at a naked woman.
"Tony, would you like to kiss my pussy? I usually only let Ponce do that, but I don't think he'd mind if I let you taste me tonight."
Tony didn't say a word. He just started to place soft kisses on the lips of my vagina.
"Tony I'm starting to get wet. Can you feel how moist my pussy is?"
He looked up at me and shook his head yes.
"Kiss me with your tongue. Be very gentle, my pussy is always a little sensitive when I start making love."
I shivered when I felt Tony's tongue touch me. It felt wonderful. He was a considerate lover. He instinctively knew that he should be slow and tender at first.
As Tony explored me with his tongue, I started to get excited. “Faster baby, You don't have to worry about hurting me anymore. Lick me, lick me hard.”
My shy little lover stopped being gentle. He was a good student. He followed my directions to the letter.
"Tony I want you to kiss my clit. It's the little button at the top of my pussy."
Tony found it immediately and started kissing it.
"Suck on it, put your lips around it and suck it."
As soon as I felt Tony sucking on my clitoris the sensation of pleasure started building in the pit of my stomach.
"Put your finger in my cunt and fuck me with it while you suck on my clit."
His finger felt so good as it entered me.
"Flick my clit with your tongue."
Tony was smart. He quickly figured out how to lick my clit and suck on it at the same time. He was working hard to please me. This boy was going to make lots of girls very happy.
Suddenly I started to scream as the sensation of pleasure inside me exploded.
Tony jumped back as my orgasm tore through my body. It took a minute before the convulsions finally started to subside.
When I was finally calm Tony looked at me and asked the exact same question Ponce had asked the first time he saw me have an orgasm. "April are you okay?"
I laughed. "Yes Tony, You just made me feel wonderful."
I lay still for a moment and then I looked at Tony. "Honey I want you to promise to ask Mandy out as soon as you can and do that for her, okay?"
"Sure, I'd love to, but are you sure she'll let me?"
"Don't worry honey, I'll make sure she will." I giggled. "If word gets around about what you can do with your tongue, every girl in this school will be lining up to go out with you."
I looked down. Tony's cock was sticking straight out again. "Oh my what do we have here?" I grinned at my lover, "Tony honey, I think it's time for you to lose your virginity.
I let Tony fuck me twice. We could have tried for a third time, but after the basketball game and the wonderful oral sex he'd given me, I was tired.
At the end of the evening Tony walked me home. When we got to the door of the apartment he kissed me.
After he kissed me he asked, "Do you want me to tell people about this. Adam and Jake told me that you asked them to tell everybody"
I smiled at him. "Absolutely! I want everyone to know you fucked me." I leaned over and whispered into his ear, "I intend to tell everyone that you're really good at eating pussy."
Tony stepped back. "I don't know April, the guys might think..."
I kissed him. "I'm not going to be telling the guys."
Tony looked at me for a moment and then he smiled.
I laughed. "That's right, I wasn't kidding when I said every girl in this school is going to want to go out with you." I grabbed his crotch and squeezed it. "Just promise me that you'll ask Mandy out first."
Tony nodded, "Okay, I promise."
After Tony left I went into the apartment, took my clothes off, got into bed and fell asleep. I knew that my baby Ponce would wake me up as soon as he got home.
At 4:00 I woke up. I heard Ponce in the shower. After a few minutes he walked into the bedroom. I was lying on the bed naked with my legs spread apart.
"Did you let Tony fuck you tonight?"
"You'd better believe I did, and he was good. "I stared at Ponce. "He was much better than you."
"Did you make him wear a condom?"
"No I wanted to be able to feel it when he shot his cum into me."
I started to rub my cunt with my fingers. "Did you think about us while you were at work tonight? Tony and I showered together and then I sucked his cock. Did you think about your girlfriend sucking another man's cock?
Ponce shook his head up and down.
"How did it make you feel, knowing that I was with another man."
"Jealous."
I smiled. "Good, I want you to be jealous. You should be jealous. I let Tony fuck me tonight. I let him cum inside me."
"Will you let me fuck you tonight?"
I sneered at Ponce and shook my head. "No, I've already had a man tonight. Why would I bother to let you put that pathetic cock of yours into my cunt."
Ponce hung his head.
"Get on your knees."
Ponce kneeled on the floor.
I lifted my foot up to his mouth. "Kiss it."
Ponce held my foot and gently kissed and licked my toes. After a moment I took that foot away and raised the other one. "Now kiss this foot."
Once Ponce was done paying homage to my feet I rolled over onto my stomach. "You've been a very well behaved slave. You have my permission to lick my ass and jack off."
For the next few minutes Ponce licked my asshole while he stroked himself. As I lay on my stomach enjoying the attention of his tongue I realized that I was really getting to enjoy the sessions where I teased and humiliated Ponce.
Suddenly I felt really nasty. I sat up and pushed Ponce away. "Lie down on your back bitchboy!"
Ponce looked at me. When he saw the fire in my eyes he got excited.
As soon as he lay down I mounted his face. "Get your tongue into my ass. Show me your my little bitch."
I grabbed Ponce's cock and started to squeeze it. "This is my cock. It belongs to me. I don't think it should ever be allowed inside a woman again."
I slowly stroked Ponce's erection. "Say yes Mistress."
Ponce was silent.
"Say it! Say yes Mistress."
"Yes Mistress."
"Say yes Mistress April, my cock belongs to you."
"Yes Mistress April, my cock belongs to you."
"Good! Now I want my cock to spit. Make it spit for me bitchboy. I want to see my cock spit while you lick my asshole." I started pumping Ponce's penis very hard and very fast. I wasn't worried about being gentle. This was my cock. It belonged to me. I could treat it anyway I wanted.
Ponce was forcing his tongue as deep into my ass as he could.
I kept pumping him. "Make it spit bitchboy, do it now!"
Suddenly a large spurt of cum shot from the tip of Ponce's cock. At the exact same moment an orgasm exploded inside me. I was so excited about what we were doing that I hadn't even realized I was on the verge of a climax.
I screamed with pleasure. Ponce kept his tongue in my asshole. I kept pumping his ejaculating penis. Neither of us wanted this to end. Eventually however, it did end and Ponce's cock started to get soft and my body started to relax.
I rolled off of my baby's face and we cuddled up next to each other. After a moment we both broke out laughing.
Ponce grinned at me. "April, that was amazing."
I smiled at Ponce. "We sure do know how to have fun don't we."
On Friday morning Ponce and I were getting dressed to go to class. As I was combing my hair I turned to him. "I let Tony lick my pussy last night."
Ponce looked at me for a moment. Finally he said, "Did you enjoy it?"
I smiled. "Of course I did. I taught him to do all the things you do."
"Okay?"
"I'm telling you, because I always felt that was something that should be reserved for just you."
He nodded. "I never thought about that. Thank you, I like that idea." He paused. "So why did you let Tony eat you?"



"He has a submissive streak just like you."
Ponce just listened.
"I wanted him to learn how to do it. I think he might make a good cuckboy for a girl who thinks like I do."
Ponce nodded. "You did the right thing. It's okay, I don't mind. Tony's my friend." He laughed. "Besides, you're my dominant hot girlfriend. You get to do whatever you want."
I smiled at Ponce. "I know that, but you know how I feel about you, I love you."
Ponce walked over and kissed me. "Thanks, I love you to."
Suddenly he reached down and gave me a hard slap on the butt. "Come on Mistress April, let's grab Danny and go to class."
"Ow that hurt. I'm going to make you pay for that tonight."
Ponce laughed. "I certainly hope so."
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After our eight o'clock classes were over, we all met in the grill for our usual morning coffee. Every time I looked at Tony he started blushing. I knew that I had to act and I had to act fast. This wonderful boy had a huge crush on me.
When Mandy came in I grabbed her right away and pulled her to a nearby table.
As soon as we sat down she started to grin. "April, Darbs is an incredible fuck."
I started laughing. "Yes Mandy he is." I stopped. "Are you in love?"
She started laughing. "Oh no, I'm now following your path. I want to fuck as many guys as I can." She paused, "I do envy you though, I would love to have a boyfriend like Ponce. April it was so cool last night when he handed your gym bag to Tony and made him promise to walk you home after your date. I know it sounds weird, but that seems so romantic to me."
"I think it is to Mandy." I leaned forward. "Listen, I think you might be able to get what I have. Tony is going to ask you out."
"Tony? He's not exactly what you would call a hunk."
I shook my head. "No honey he's not, but I taught him how to eat my pussy last night. Mandy you want to go out with him for that reason alone. That boy knows how to use his tongue."
"Really?"
I smiled.
"Oh my, that might be fun."
"Mandy have you ever thought about being dominant?"
"What?"
"You heard me."
"You mean like wearing leather and carrying a whip?"
I started laughing. "No honey, no leather and no whips."
"Well then what do you mean?"
"Mandy if you ever tell anybody this I'll start a rumor that you and I are doing it."
"April! you wouldn't do that."
"Oh yes I would. Do you promise to keep quiet?"
"You mean I can't even tell the girls in the dorm?"
"The girls in the dorm are the first people you cannot tell."
"Oh okay."
"Last night when he got home from work, I made Ponce get on his knees and kiss and lick my toes."
"Get out!"
I smiled. "Then I made him lick my ass while he jacked off."
"April is that for real?"
"Yes."
"Can I do that with him?'
"No, but if you play your cards right you might be able to do it with Tony."
Mandy looked at me. "You're being serious aren't you April."
I nodded my head and said, "yes."
Saturday and Sunday evening I had to go to work at the Silly Squirrel. I was really starting to wish that I could find a different job.
Monday we had our second Monday Night Football Party. It was the same group: Jamal, Darbs, Big Julius, Jake, Adam, Tony, Danny and Ponce. The nine of us were quickly becoming very close friends.
As we were watching the first quarter someone happened to mention that Jamal was the only member of the group who hadn't fucked me yet.
Jamal looked at me and said, "You know April I'm feeling just a little hurt about that."
I knew he was just teasing me, but I decided to do a little teasing myself. I stood up, walked over to him and extended my hand. "Lets go remedy that problem right now."
Darbs started laughing. "April I love you. You are totally out of control."
Danny looked at Jamal. He had a huge grin on his face. "Well big guy, the ball seems to be in your court. What are you going to do?"
Jamal wasn't about to back down in front of everyone. He stood up and took my hand. "I guess I'm going into the bedroom with April."
Jamal started to lead me towards the bedroom door but suddenly stopped. He looked at Ponce. "Are you cool with this?"
Ponce looked at Jamal and then at me. After a moment he smiled and said, "Absolutely."
Everyone was clapping and cheering as we disappeared into the bedroom. I was on fire. The idea that a group of guys were cheering and clapping while they watched another guy lead me into the bedroom to fuck me seemed deliciously wicked. Knowing that my boyfriend was sitting with those guys made it even more wicked.
Jamal was wonderful. He combined the romance of Adam with the dominant attitude of Darbs. He was almost as good a lover as Jerome.
We played for almost two hours. It was wildly exciting to know that Ponce was sitting on the other side of the door with his friends while Jamal was fucking me. I was really loud. I wanted them all to know exactly how much fun I was having.
I started by sucking Jamal's big beautiful black cock. Once that monster of his was nice and hard, he fucked me. When he was done fucking me he lay back on the bed and told me to start sucking his cock again. I happily obeyed him. It wasn't long before he had another erection. As soon as he was hard, he fucked me again. I am sure we could have repeated that process all night long, but we both wanted to rejoin our friends in the next room.
I let him cum inside me both times. After he finished fucking me the second time, we lay together for a few minutes and then he stood up. As he was getting dressed he said, "Thanks April that was fun.'
I giggled, "Yes it was."
As he opened the bedroom door to leave I said, "Jamal would you please ask Ponce to come in here."
When Ponce came into the room I was lying on our bed with my legs spread. Jamal's semen was dripping from my stretched cunt. I was also still very excited about being fucked while seven other guys including my boyfriend listened in the next room.
I looked up at my baby. I was feeling wicked. Tonight I wanted to make sure that all those other guys knew Ponce wasn't getting slippery seconds. "Close the door for a minute."
Ponce shut the bedroom door behind him.
I whispered to him, "I think you have a little cleanup job to do."
He silently got onto the bed and started to lick Jamal's cum out of my cunt.
As he licked me I patted his head. "That's a good boy, clean up every drop of my lovers semen.
Ponce worked diligently for several minutes and then he moved his lips to my clitoris. He knew that when I was aroused, I loved having my clit sucked.
I slapped his head. "No one gave you permission to do that. You're here to clean me up, not to pleasure me."
Ponce looked up at me and smiled. He understood exactly what I was doing. "Sorry Mistress April, I overstepped my boundaries."
"Yes you did."
As soon as he was done licking up Jamal's cum I grabbed Ponce by the hair and pulled him away from my cunt. "That's enough. You're starting to have too much fun. Go get a pan of water and a sponge."
Ponce left for the bathroom. He quickly returned with a small pan of warm water and one of my bath sponges. I got a sadistic thrill out of knowing that he had to carry that pan of water and sponge through the living room with all of his friends watching him.
Ponce set the pan of water and the sponge on the table next to the bed and went to close the bedroom door.
"No, leave it open."
Ponce looked at me for a moment and then he slowly nodded.
I grinned at him. It was a wicked grin. "Bathe me."
Ponce slowly bowed his head. It was his most submissive gesture.
For the next few minutes I enjoyed the luxury of a sponge bath. I also enjoyed the knowledge that all of my little cuckboy's friends were very aware that I was making him give me a bath after one of them had just finished fucking me.
After he was done I nodded to him. "Very good, now bring the pan and sponge back to the bathroom and come back in here so you can dress me."
As Ponce left I realized that I was even more excited now than I was when Jamal was fucking me. For a moment I thought about inviting Darb's or Adam in for a turn, but I thought better of it. I was having fun exploring my new sexual freedom, but letting a group of guys take turns fucking me was still out of bounds.
When Ponce returned I sat up. "Get me a clean pair of panties and a clean tee shirt." I was reasonably certain everyone in the living room could hear everything I was saying to Ponce.
Ponce brought me the panties and tee shirt. I smiled at him, "Thanks baby."
While I was getting dressed I decided that this was the perfect way to leave things. Our friends had been given a very short glimpse of the dominant submissive relationship that existed between Ponce and me. Danny was still the only one that knew that Ponce had actually licked up Jamal's cum, but everyone knew that he'd given me a sponge bath and dressed me. They also knew he hadn't been given the opportunity to fuck me.
After I was done dressing I took Ponce's hand. "Come on sweetheart, let's go watch some television."
Everyone stared at us when we walked into the living room. I smiled at them and pointed to a spot on the couch. "Let's sit here sweetheart."
Ponce sat down. I sat on his lap and put my arms around his neck. I wanted everyone to understand very clearly, that no matter what else might have transpired this evening, Ponce was my baby.
After a moment Darbs said, "The two of you seem to have a very interesting relationship."
Danny laughed and said, "You have no idea."
Tuesday morning I walked into the grill after my 8:00 class. Everyone was at the table. I noticed that Mandy was sitting on Tony's lap.
I kissed Ponce and sat on his lap. As I sat down I looked at Mandy. "What's up with you two?"
"Tony came to visit me in my dorm room after he left your apartment last night." Mandy winked at me. "April, everything you said was true."
I smiled at her. "Everything?"
Mandy nodded. "Everything."
Darbs cleared his throat. "The two of you are not the only people at this table. If you're going to talk in front of us at least be courteous enough to say something that we can understand." He turned to Tony. "And Mr. Simon do you mind explaining how it happened that last night you spent three hours with your closest friends and failed to mention the fact that you had a hot date later in the evening?"
Adam looked at Tony. "Yeah, that's a very good question."
Mandy put her hand up. "You two leave my baby alone." She kissed Tony's cheek. "It just so happens that he was being a gentleman."
Danny sat back in his chair. "It appears that the two of you are now an item. Is that true?"
Mandy smiled. "Yes, just like April and Ponce."
Danny looked at her. "What does that mean?"
"Tony is my boyfriend, but I am still going to play with other guys."
Ponce looked at Tony. "Is that true?"
Tony smiled and quietly said, "Yes."
Cynthia Parker was sitting next to Big Julius. She grabbed his arm and said, "Well I am going to make this very clear. Julius is the only guy who's going to be playing with me."
Danny chuckled. "At least we have one normal couple in the crowd."
Adam looked at Mandy. "All of us had a date with April in the last week. Does this mean we can all go out with you next?"
Mandy smiled. "Some of you already have, the rest of you should call me."
Cynthia poked Big Julius in his side. "That invitation doesn't include you buddy boy."
Jamal started laughing. "It would appear that Julius is on a very short leash."



        April's Story Ch. 16

        April gets tragic news.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/aprils-story-ch-16

Title: April's Story Ch. 16

Author: Goodhusband

Category: Loving Wives

Description: April gets tragic news.

Tags: male submissive, submissive husband, dominant wife, friendship, femdom, drama, loving wives novella, support

Series: April's Story


Note: This story is the sixteenth episode in a series entitled "April's Story". If you have not read the previous fifteen episodes of this series, I encourage you do so before beginning this chapter.
This is a dominant wife humiliates submissive husband story. That is the kind of story I write. If you do not enjoy these types of stories, I strongly recommend that you look for something else to read.
This chapter is very sad but I believe it is crucial to the plot of my story. If you are not following this story and are just looking for a short piece of erotica to read, you might want to look at another chapter.
Goodhusband
*
Just before ten o'clock Ponce, Danny and I left the grill. I was going to my biology lab. Ponce and Danny were going to their European History class. When we got to the steps of the Science Hall I kissed both of them and said, "I'll meet you in the Grill at noon. We can have lunch together."
Ponce smiled and said, "We'll be there."
Today's lab assignment was a photosynthesis experiment. It was fun. The two hours passed quickly. I was just starting to clean up my lab station when Ponce, Danny and Mandy came running into the room.
Mandy grabbed me. "April, come with us."
I looked at them. "Why? What's going on. I have to finish writing my lab notes."
Ponce took my hand. "April just leave everything, you have to come with us."
Danny started putting lab equipment away. "April you go with Ponce. Mandy and I will clean up your lab station." He looked at Ponce. "Go, we'll meet you down there as soon as were done here."
Ponce grabbed my arm. "April come with me. I'll explain on the way."
Ponce pulled me out of the Science Hall. His truck was parked in a no parking zone in front of the building.
As soon as we were in his truck Ponce turned to me and said, "April, they took your father to the emergency room at St. Jerome's Hospital. He had a heart attack."
"What? No not my Daddy! Is he okay?"
Ponce put his truck into gear and pulled away from the curb. "I don't know. Apparently he was teaching his class when he collapsed. The Paramedics were called. They took him out of the school on a stretcher and rushed him to the hospital. The principal of his school called the dorm looking for you. Fortunately Mandy was back in your dorm room. Danny and I had just gotten out of class. We were walking to the Grill when she found us.
We pulled into the parking lot next to the hospital emergency room. Ponce and I ran inside and walked straight to the reception desk.
The receptionist behind the desk smiled and said, "Can I help You?" She was wearing a name tag that identified her as Ruth Carson.
"Yes please, I believe that my father, Arthur Hansen was brought in here a little while ago. I was told he had a heart attack."
The receptionist took out a notepad. "What's your name?"
"April Hansen."
She stood up. "Please sit over there. I'll be back in a moment."
The receptionist disappeared through a set of double doors. Ponce and I sat down in the waiting room.
She returned very quickly. A man in a suit was following her. She pointed to Ponce and me. The man walked over to us.
"Ms. Hansen I'm Reverend Simon Morris. I'm the chaplain at St. Jerome's. Will you come with me please."
Ponce and I got up. We followed Reverend Morris into a small sitting room.
Once we were in the room he turned to Ponce. "Are you a friend or a relative?"
"I'm sorry, Reverend Morris this is my boyfriend Marion Poncely."
"Nice to meet you Mr. Poncely." Reverend Morris looked at me. "April your father passed away this morning."
"What?"
"He had a massive heart attack. He died in the ambulance on the way to the hospital."
I screamed, "NO!"
Ponce put his arms around me and held me while I cried. While I was crying, there was a quiet knock at the door. Reverend Morris opened it.
The receptionist peeked in, "I'm sorry to disturb you, but there are a number of people here asking to see Ms. Hansen."
Reverend Morris looked at me.
I wiped away my tears and smiled at him. "They're friends of ours. Can they come in here?"
"Certainly, Ms Carson would you please show them to this room."
The receptionist disappeared. A moment later the door opened and in walked Mandy, Danny, Darbs, Adam, Tony, Jake, Jamal, big Julius and Cynthia Parker.
Danny looked at me. "How's your dad?"
Ponce shook his head. "He passed away. He had a massive heart attack. He died in the ambulance."
Danny walked over and put his arms around me. Both Ponce and Danny were now holding me.
Danny said, "April I'm so sorry."
I smiled at him and kissed his cheek.
I looked at Reverend Morris. "Where's my mother?"
"She's in another sitting room like this one."
"Is anyone with her?"
"Yes, her friend Bonnie."
"Good, how is she doing? We need to go see her."
"Yes, I know."
"Reverend Morris, my mother suffers from depression. This is going to be very hard for her."
"Do you have relatives here?"
"No, I'm an only child. My mother's parents are still alive and she has two sisters but they all live in Rochester New York. My father's parents both passed away several years ago. My dad has one brother. He lives in Baltimore."
I paused to think for a minute. "Bonnie Raymond and I can take care of her for awhile, but she's going to need help. My dad took care of her. He made sure she took her medication and when she got really depressed he made sure she got to the doctor."
Reverend Morris put his hand on my shoulder. "Don't worry about that right now. I'll talk to the hospital social workers. I'm sure that they'll be able to find some help for your mother."
"Can we go see my mom now?"
Reverend Morris nodded. "Yes, of course we can."
I turned to my friends. "Why don't you all go to the waiting room. I want to talk to my mom alone for a minute and then we'll come and find you."
Reverend Morris led me to another sitting room just like the one we left. My mother and her friend Bonny Raymond were in there. My mother was crying. She stood up when she saw me come into the room.
"April, this is awful."
I put my arms around my mother. "I can't believe daddy's gone."
We held each other and cried. After several minutes my mother looked at me. "April what are we going to do without your father?"
I hugged my mom. "Don't worry, we'll miss him every day, but we'll get by. He taught us to be strong."
My mom held me in her arms. "April I'm so glad you're here."
I smiled. "Right now, you have a lot more support than just me. I have lots of wonderful friends and they're all here. I want you and Bonny to come with me and meet them."
I grabbed my mother's hand. "let's go, they're all in the waiting room."
Everyone stood up when we entered the main waiting room. Ponce walked over to us, Danny and Mandy were right behind him.
"Mom this is my boyfriend Marion Poncley. Everyone calls him Ponce. Ponce this is my mother, Julia Hansen."
My mother extended her hand. "It's nice to meet you Ponce."
Ponce shook my mother's hand. "Mrs. Hansen I'm very sorry about your husband."
"Thank you Ponce. Ponce this is my close friend Bonny Raymond."
For the next few minutes I introduced my mother and Bonny to everyone.
When we were done my mother smiled at me and said, "April your father would be very pleased to know that you have so many good friends." She turned to everyone. "You are all really quite wonderful. It was very nice of you to take the time to come down here and support my daughter."
My mom looked at me. "Bonnie and I are going back to the house. There's nothing more for us to do here. Tomorrow we'll start making funeral arrangements."
Ponce stepped forward. "Mrs. Hansen we would like to keep you company tonight if you would have us and tomorrow I'll help you with the funeral arrangements. My grandmother died last year. My dad and I took care of everything. I know how to do it."
My mom nodded at Ponce. "Thank you Ponce I would appreciate your help."
She turned to me. "April honey I would love to have all of your friends come over. I'd rather not be alone tonight." She thought for a moment. "I don't have any food in the house. I don't know how I could possibly feed all of you."
Danny raised his hand. He was trying to be polite. "Mandy, Tony and I can go to the grocery store. We'll take care of dinner. Would spaghetti be okay?"
My mom laughed. "Spaghetti would be wonderful." She picked up her purse. "Let me get you some money."
Adam shook his head. "Mrs. Hansen, we have plenty of money. We'll take care of everything."
I turned to Danny. "Buy some wine and beer. I think my dad would like it a lot if we spent the evening drinking beer and telling stories."
My mom nodded. "Yes he would have loved that."
The evening was as good as it could possibly be. Danny, Mandy, Tony, Cynthia Parker and Big Julius made a passable dinner of spaghetti, salad and garlic bread.
After dinner we sat in my mother's living room and drank beer while my mother and I told stories about my father. Everyone listened politely. They helped my mom and I get through a very difficult night.
At 9:30 my mother thanked everyone and went to bed.
Everyone except Ponce left at 10:30. My mother had invited him to spend the night. I think she sensed that I needed him to be with me.
Ponce and I slept in my old bedroom. As soon as we got into bed I broke down and started sobbing. My baby held me in his big strong arms and rocked me back and forth.
While he rocked me, Ponce started humming a song.
I looked up at him. "What's that song your humming?"
He smiled. It's just an old song my Grandmother used to sing to me when I was a little boy. She would sing it to me when she was trying to get me to go to sleep."
"Do you know the words."
He laughed. "Of course I do. My guess is you do to. It's a pretty well known song, you just don't recognize it because I'm so bad at carrying a tune."
"Would you sing it for me?'
"I'm not a very good singer."
"I don't care. I love you. You can't do anything wrong."
He smiled. "Okay."
Ponce held me in his arms and started singing. He had a rough, gravely voice. It was very soothing.
He was right, when I heard the words I immediately knew the song. I closed my eyes and leaned against my baby and listened to him sing.
"Daisy, Daisy, Give me your answer do! I'm half crazy, All for the love of you! It won't be a stylish marriage, I can't afford a carriage But you'll look sweet upon the seat Of a bicycle made for two."
Ponce sang that song and slowly rocked me back and forth until I fell asleep. When I awoke in the morning he was still holding me.
Ponce was wonderful. He made all of the funeral arrangements.
The visitation took place Thursday evening. Over a hundred of my father's ex students lined up to pay their respects. My mother and I were very proud of him.
The funeral was held Friday morning. My dad's brother, my grandparents and my mother's sisters all came to town for the service. After we buried my father everyone went back to my mother's house.
Danny, Tony, Mandy, Cynthia, Jamal, Darbs, Big Julius, Jake and Adam put together a very nice luncheon. We fed over a hundred people.
Friday night Ponce and I went home to our apartment. My grandparents and my mother's sisters were staying with my mother.
Saturday morning my mother called me. "April, I'm selling the house and moving back to Rochester. My mother and my sisters are going to help me pack everything up while they're here."
"Mom, I think that's a good idea."
"Baby you're going to be all alone here."
"It's okay, I have a lot of support. You met my friends and of course I have Ponce."
"I like him April. I think your father would have liked him to. Honey I have to go. We're meeting with a Realtor in twenty minutes."
"Bye mom."
"Bye baby. I'll call you. If you want anything from the house you had better come by in the next couple of days to get it."
As I hung up the telephone I realized that for the first time in my life I was really on my own. I wasn't worried. I wasn't alone. I had Ponce, Danny and a group of wonderful friends.
Ponce and I stopped by the house on Saturday morning. My mother, my grandparents and my aunts were all in a cleaning and packing frenzy.
I found some pictures and mementos that were important to me and packed them in a box.
As Ponce and I walked to the car, I turned and looked at the house where I grew up. It seemed strange and a little unnerving to realize that I would never again live in that house.
When we got back to the apartment I called the Silly Squirrel and told them I was sick. I just didn't feel like chasing a group of eight year old kids around a pizza restaurant.
Ponce, Danny and I spent the rest of Saturday and all day Sunday watching sports in the apartment. Our friends dropped by frequently. They were partly acting out of concern for me, but our apartment was also becoming a hangout for them.
My father and I were very close and I was deeply saddened by his death. But I was a strong young woman and I had a wonderful support group around me. I gradually recovered.
The death of a parent always affects a person's life. The effects are sometimes subtle and hard to notice, but they are always there. Now as I look back on that moment in my life, I realize that my father's death had an impact on me that I was completely unaware of at the time. When my father died, so did the last vestige of moral restraint on my behavior. I was about to embark on a period of totally uninhibited sexual excess.
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Tuesday afternoon Danny had a furniture moving job. Ponce and I had stopped at the grocery store on our way home from school. We'd decided that all three of us deserved a nice dinner. We bought three sirloin steaks.
Danny got home just after six o'clock. Usually he looked drawn and worn out after a session of moving furniture, but this time something was different. This evening he looked almost giddy when he walked through the door.
Ponce got him a beer.
He took a huge swallow and looked at us. "I have some great news."
I smiled at him. "Wonderful, I think we could use some good news right now."
As soon as we were all seated Ponce said, "Okay, tell us."
Danny leaned forward in his chair. "All three of us hate our jobs right now, correct?"
Ponce laughed. "You got that right."
"One of the problems is that we all work at different times, so our jobs keep us apart."
I nodded. "That's true."
"Today, I moved some bar stools and tables into a new restaurant that's opening up downtown next week. It's going to be called the Goldenrod Supper Club. The owner liked me. He's a huge black man. His name is Percy Ballantine, He thought I was a hard worker. He told me to come back and see him tomorrow about a job in his supper club.
Ponce shrugged. "Okay, that's wonderful for you, but how does it affect April and me."
Danny shook his head in mock disgust. "Ponce you know me better than that. I would never forget my family. I asked Mr. Ballantine if he needed anymore people. He said he does. I told him about the two of you. He wants to meet with all three of us tomorrow after our classes are over."
I looked at Danny, "What do you think we'd be doing?"
"I'm just guessing, but I suspect that Ponce and I will be offered jobs as bus boys."
Ponce smiled. "That sounds a whole lot easier than washing and waxing floors in the middle of the night at the Exeter Building."
Danny turned to me. "I told Mr. Ballantine how pretty you are. I think he might want to hire you as a cocktail waitress."
I blushed at the compliment but gave Danny a questioning look. "I can't serve liquor. I'm only nineteen."
"Yeah, That's what I thought, so I asked him about it. He explained that in this state you have to be twenty-one to buy alcohol, but you only have to be eighteen to serve it."
"Really?"
Danny nodded. "Really."
Ponce thought for a moment and then he asked, "Could we still make enough money to get by?"
"The base wage isn't that great, but this is going to be a very fancy restaurant. The tips are going to be huge. Bus boys and waitresses share the tips."
Danny looked at me. "There is one little catch you should know about. Mr. Ballantine said he's catering to the convention and business trade. His waitresses are going to be wearing some pretty skimpy outfits."
I laughed. "That might be fun. I'm not opposed to exposing a little skin if it will get us some better tips."
Ponce leaned back on the couch. "This sounds like a good opportunity. What time does he want to meet with us?"
"Five o'clock tomorrow at the restaurant."
I smiled. "I think I'll have to try to make myself look very sexy for this interview."
Danny grinned at me. "If you do that, you'll knock Mr. Ballantine off his feet."
On Wednesday afternoon Ponce, Danny and I all got back to the apartment by 3:00. The boys let me have the shower first because I needed extra time to do my hair and put on my makeup. The three of us were dressed and ready to go by 4:15. I wore a short skirt and a very low cut blouse. I wanted to leave Mr. Ballantine with no doubt about my willingness to wear a skimpy waitress outfit.
Mr. Ballantine's office was in the back of the Goldenrod Supper Club. As we walked through the restaurant I noticed that the interior decorators were hard at work. The Goldenrod was going to be elegant and gaudy, but no one was going to call the decor tasteful.
Mr. Ballantine was waiting for us in the bar. He was a handsome and distinguished looking black man in his mid fifties. He was at least six feet six inches tall with a powerful athletic build that gave you the impression that he was not a man to be trifled with. His head was shaved and he was wearing a dark blue pinstripe suit. He was very sexy.
As soon as he saw us he stood up and walked straight to Danny. "Hello Danny, I'm so glad that you were able to find the time to meet with me."
He turned to Ponce. "You must be Ponce. Danny said you were a big man." Mr. Ballantine laughed. "Danny didn't lie. You're even bigger than I am."
Mr. Ballantine shifted his gaze to me. He didn't just look at me, he studied me. I have often heard the phrase, He undressed me with his eyes, but this is the first time I fully appreciated it's meaning.
After a moment he said, "You must be April. Danny said you were attractive." He shook his head. "He was wrong. Sweetheart, you're not just attractive, you are gorgeous."
I blushed and politely said, "Thank you."
Mr. Ballantine threw his head back and roared with laughter. "April my dear, every business man that comes into this restaurant is going to fall madly in love with you."
He turned so he could look at all of us. "The three of you are just the kind of young people I've been trying to find. You're smart, aggressive and good looking."
He walked over to a table. "Let's sit down and talk."
As soon as we were all seated Mr. Ballantine started explaining his ideas. "This town has two decent restaurants, the Kensington Grill and the dining room in the Calvert Hotel. They're both morgues. We have a lot of business and convention trade in this city. I want to give those business men a place to go that has little spicier atmosphere, especially in the bar."
He looked at Ponce and Danny. "You're both smart guys right? You go to Kelroy. Well, I'm going to take a chance. I'm going to hire both of you as bartenders."
Ponce shook his head. "I'm sorry sir, I'm not sure I'm qualified."
Mr. Ballantine smiled. "Ponce I want guys behind my bar who are young and attractive. I want my bartenders to be able to carry on a constant banter about sports and current events. I can't teach you to talk about sports. I can teach you to be bartenders. I just hired George Thomas. He's been the head bartender at The Black Knight for the past fourteen years."
He looked at us, "You know The Black Knight don't you? It's that big strip club on the edge of downtown."
All three of us nodded our heads.
"George knows the business trade and what they like to drink. He'll be running my bar. He can teach you everything you need to know. By the end of next week, you boys could be standing behind my bar mixing drinks and talking about the NFL. Do the two of you see yourselves doing that?"
Ponce and Danny both started to grin. Danny said, "Yes sir we would love to do that."
He grinned "I thought you would and I think both of you will be excellent bartenders.
He turned to me. "Sweetheart, come over here and stand next to me."
I got up, walked over and stood next to Mr. Ballantine.
He looked up at me, "April can you flirt? You know what I mean, can you make me feel like there's a little electricity between us?" He laughed. "I maybe old, but I'm not dead. There's nothing in this world I want more than a little attention from a sweet young thing like you. Are you willing to give it to me?
I put my left arm around his shoulder and rubbed my body against him. "You mean like this?"
He smiled at me and put his hand around my waist. "Yes, just like this."
I leaned over, put my right arm around his neck and gently and kissed his forehead. "I think older men are very attractive."
He smiled and moved his hand to the small of my back. "We can be excellent teachers for sweet young girls like you."
I started to massage his chest. "I can be a very attentive student."
He let his hand slide down to my ass. He waited for a moment to see if I would protest. When I didn't he moved his hand to the inside of my thigh.
As this handsome middle aged black man rubbed the inside of my thigh I looked at him and said, "I like a man who sees what he wants and takes it."
Mr. Ballantine smiled at me, put his hand on my crotch and pulled my panties aside. I shuddered when I felt his huge fingers slip between the lips of my already moist pussy.
As he started to massage my cunt Mr. Ballantine said, "Why don't we continue your interview in the privacy of my office."
I took a deep breath and said, "At this moment I can't think of anything that would make me happier."
He turned to Ponce and Danny. "I think that the two of you should wait here while April and I get to know each other a little better."
As soon as we got inside his office Mr. Ballantine grabbed my arm and pulled me to him. I thought he was going to kiss me, but he didn't. Instead he stared into my eyes and unbuttoned my blouse. His powerful gaze was nearly hypnotic. I melted. Suddenly I was his. This powerful black man was free to use me anyway he wanted.
He opened my blouse and started to play with my nipples. His large black fingers were rough. I realized as he fondled me that he wasn't going to be a gentle lover. I didn't care. I was already his sex toy.
He took my blouse off and tossed it on his desk. I stood in front of him naked from the waist up. He looked at me. I didn't try to cover myself. I wanted him to look at me.
"April, you're very beautiful. I want to see the rest of you."
I unbuttoned the waistband of my skirt and let it fall to the floor.
He smiled. "Take your panties off. I want to see your cute little white pussy."
Now it was my turn to be aggressive. I looked him in the eyes while I slowly pulled my panties down. When I got them to my knees I stopped and lasciviously licked my lips.
Mr. Ballantine took a deep breath. "You're shaved. I love women who are shaved."
I smiled and slipped two fingers between the lips of my cunt. Once they were nice and wet I placed them against his lips. As he kissed my fingertips I dropped to my knees and unzipped his pants.
I pulled Mr. Ballantine's large black cock out of his trousers. It was magnificent. I was aroused. I didn't have the control to be coy. I rubbed the head of that beautiful erect penis against my lips for a moment and then I put it into my mouth and started sucking it.
I sucked Mr. Ballantine's cock for almost fifteen minutes before he finally came. When I felt him getting ready to cum I pulled his cock out of my mouth and stroked him while he ejaculated all over my tits.
Once he was finished ejaculating, I gently milked his softening cock until the last drop of semen oozed out and then I put it back into my mouth and licked it clean. When it was nice and clean, I put Mr. Ballantine's penis back into his trousers, zipped up his fly and stood up.
Like a true gentleman, Mr. Ballantine took out his handkerchief and wiped his cum off of my breasts and neck. As soon as he was done I pulled my panties up and put my skirt and blouse back on.
As I buttoned my blouse I smiled at him and said, "How's that for flirting?"
He laughed. "We might get into trouble if you do that with every customer."
I giggled. "I'll bet I'd get a lot of really good tips."
As we walked back out to the bar Mr. Ballantine explained, "I've hired Alice Rand from the Kensington Grill. She's been a cocktail waitress for eleven years. She'll teach you the tricks of the trade, but sweetheart you're going to be our star attraction."
He looked at me. "I want you to pick out an outfit to wear while you're working. I don't want you to wear a waitress uniform. I want you in something very sexy. I want you wearing clothes that are even more revealing than the little skirt and blouse you're wearing right now. I want our patrons to get a pretty good peek every time you bend over. Are you okay with that?"
I smiled at him. "I'm just fine with that."
Mr. Ballantine gave me a little hug and roared with laughter. "Wonderful! April you're going to have every middle aged businessman in this city lining up to get into our bar."
We rejoined Ponce and Danny. As soon as we were seated Mr. Ballantine looked at all three of us and said, "Okay let's talk turkey. This is a restaurant catering to business men. Weeknights are our big nights. I want all three of you here Monday through Friday from 5:00 until 10:30. It's a short shift. You won't get any breaks. If you get here by 4:30, you can eat in the dining room and have anything on the menu." He paused. "You can have all the soft drinks you want, but absolutely no booze. You're here to work."
He looked at us. "Are you guys still in?"
All three of us nodded and said, "Yes".
He smiled. "Good, here's the best part. I'll pay each of you ten dollars an hour plus your share of the tips. The way we work tips is that all money is combined and everyone; cooks, busboys, waitresses and bartenders get an equal share. The house will not be taking a cut. I want it to pay off for you guys if you work hard and I want all of you encouraging each other to work hard."
He studied each of us. "Are you still in?"
All three of us again said, "Yes".
He sat back and smiled. "Good, we open next Monday. I want you here early for the first day. Can you be here by three?"
Danny looked at Ponce and me. I nodded to Mr. Ballantine. "Yes, we can be here. It means we'll have to cut a class, but if it's important we can do it this one time."
He shrugged. "I understand. Please be assured that the last thing I want to do is interfere with your success in school, but on Monday it would be helpful if you were here by three."
"We'll be here."
Mr. Ballantine opened his wallet and took out three one hundred dollar bills. He handed them to me and said, "April I want you to go shopping. Buy a very sexy outfit. I want you in nylons, garter belt and spike heeled shoes with a black skirt short enough to show it all off. I also want you wearing a black brassiere under a flimsy white, low cut blouse. Can you put that outfit together?"
I smiled at Mr. Ballantine. "Absolutely." I turned to Ponce. "It appears that you and I are going to be paying Helen another visit."
Ponce grinned.
Mr. Ballantine stood up. "Very good. We all know what we have to do. Now if you will excuse me, opening a new restaurant is very time consuming. I have a number of pressing issues that require my attention." He smiled at all three of us. "I'm glad that I found the three of you. I think that together we're going to be very successful."
He turned and went back to his office.
As soon as he was gone Danny looked at Ponce and me and said, "Yes!"
We all laughed. It seemed that life had just given us a very big break.
We got into Ponce's pickup truck. As I sat on the seat wedged between Ponce and Danny I realized that my little session of fun with Mr. Ballantine had done very little to satisfy my own desires. Now that I found myself pressed in between my two favorite sex playmates I started feeling like I was in heat.
When we pulled away from the curb Ponce asked, "What happened when you and Mr. Ballantine went into his office?"
That was all the opening I needed. It was playtime.
I reached over and started to massage Ponce's crotch, He already had an erection. He knew exactly what happened. He just wanted to hear me tell him about it.
I giggled and said, "Baby I think I should really be sitting on your face when I answer that question."
Danny laughed. "Hell and damn, here we go again. It must be game time."
Suddenly I got an urge to be really naughty. I reached over and started to massage Danny's crotch. He also had an erection.
"Feels to me like you want to play just as much as Ponce does."
Danny nodded. "Yeah, I want to play. I kind of like the role I have in your game." He stopped for a minute. "Ponce you're my best friend. I only play if you tell me you want me to play. You know I'd never do anything to hurt you."
Ponce laughed. "Danny I know that. Listen it's just a game. You're my best friend and April loves me. I know that neither of you would ever do anything to hurt me. We're just having fun."
I leaned over and kissed Ponce. "You've got that right sweetheart." I turned to Danny. "I love Ponce more than anything in the world. We're playing this game because both of us love it. We'd both like it if you played with us. Are you In?"
Danny grinned. "Yes, I'd love to play."
I reached over and unzipped Danny's pants. As I was doing it I said, "Ponce baby you're my little cuckboy. I'm not sure that what I was doing with Mr. Ballantine is any of your business."
I pulled Danny's cock out of his pants. "Why don't you just concentrate on your driving while I play with my big stud over here."
I started to stroke Danny's cock. As I stroked it I said, "Danny honey, Mr. Ballantine got me really worked up. I sucked his cock, but he didn't do anything to get me off. I need a man right now. If I give you blow job, will you promise to fuck me when we get back to the apartment."
"What about your boyfriend over there. Won't he get upset?"
Danny was getting into the game. We were all new at this. Our dialogue sounded like something from an old porno movie, We were trying to role play. It was the best we could do.
I continued the game. I started laughing. "That big pussy? Who cares what he thinks. I party with any man I want. Cuckboy over there waits faithfully on his knees for me to come home."
"Okay, but tell the wimp to keep his eyes on the road. I don't want him watching while you give me a blow job."
I took a quick glance at Ponce to see how he took the "wimp" comment. He was quietly laughing. Things were moving along just fine.
"You heard the man pussy boy, keep your eyes on the road while my lover and I enjoy ourselves."
Just then we arrived at our apartment. Ponce pulled into a parking space and shut the truck off.
I was disappointed that we didn't live farther away. All three of us were having fun.
I tried to put Danny's cock back into his pants, but he was hard. I couldn't make it fit. I was afraid to bend it. I guess I was worried I might break it.
"Help me put this thing away so we can go inside. The games are just beginning."
Danny slipped his erection back into his trousers. When we got out of the truck, both of my boys had huge tents in the front of their pants.
I started laughing. "I hope we don't run into old Mrs. Saunders on our way upstairs."
Danny smiled. "I hope we do. It'll give her something to dream about for the next week."
I punched him on the arm. "Don't flatter yourself."
As soon as we got into the apartment I grabbed Danny, pulled him to me and gave him a passionate kiss.
After we broke off our kiss I turned. Ponce was standing a few feet away watching us.
"Cuckboy, don't just stand there gawking, go get my lover a beer."
Ponce bowed. "Yes Mistress."
I reached down. Danny's cock was rigid. "Being dominant gets you excited doesn't it."
Danny thought for a moment and then he nodded. "Yes I think it does."
"It gets me really hot. I never would have guessed it until I started playing with Ponce. I think he likes being submissive even more than I like being dominant and I really like being dominant. He makes a wonderful playmate.
"So what should I do? I'm still not really sure how to play this game."
I smiled. "I think all three of us are still figuring that out. There are Internet sites that you can look at. Ponce and I got some of our best ideas from those. For this evening, just follow my lead. When we're done all three of us can talk about what was fun and what wasn't fun.



Ponce came back into the room. He was carrying a tray with two cans of beer.
I sat down on the couch and grabbed Danny's hand. "Come sit with me studman." I looked at Ponce, "Cuckboy, set our beers on the table ."
While Ponce was setting the tray on the end table I leaned over, unzipped Danny's pants, pulled out his erect penis and stared at my big slave. "Cuckboy look at my lover's cock. I think he's really horny. It's so nice and hard. I can't wait to get it into my mouth."
I started unbuttoning Danny's shirt. "Baby let's get our clothes off so we can play."
Danny started stripping. As he removed each article of clothing I tossed it to Ponce. "Hang these up so they don't get wrinkled."
Ponce actually carried Danny's clothes into his room and hanged them in his closet. When he came back Danny and I were making out on the couch. Danny had the hem of my skirt around my waist and his hand inside my panties. He was fingering my pussy while he kissed me.
As soon as I saw Ponce I broke off our kiss and stood up. "Undress me for my lover."
Ponce obediently bowed, unbuttoned my blouse and laid it over the arm of a chair. I wasn't wearing a brassiere. I stood in front of Danny naked from the waist up.
He looked at me and started to stroke his cock.
"Cuckboy, my lover is getting excited; take my skirt and panties off. I want you to show him my pussy and ass."
Ponce unfastened my skirt and let it fall to the floor.
I stepped out of it, looked at Danny and did a little twirl. "Does my body turn you on baby?"
Danny grinned. "Oh yeah, but I want to see your cute little pussy."
"Cuckboy, my lover wants to look at my cunt. Get down on your knees and take my panties off for him."
Ponce kneeled at my feet and pulled my panties down. He did it very slowly. He was obviously having just as much fun as Danny and me.
As Ponce exposed my cunt Danny said, "Cuckboy your girlfriend has a really cute pussy. I'm going to enjoy fucking her tonight."
I was excited. I wanted Danny's cock in my mouth. With my panties still around my knees, I kneeled on the floor between Danny's legs. His cock was sticking straight up in the air. An erect penis is a very stimulating sight to me. My breathing was already getting faster. I was quickly losing control. I leaned forward, grabbed hold of Danny's erection and started rubbing the engorged head against my cheeks and lips.
As I was doing this I said, "Cuckboy, you need to be naked. Get you clothes off. Do it now!"
Ponce stood up and started taking his clothes off. While he was disrobing, I started giving Danny a blow job.
I watched Ponce out of the corner of my eye. As soon as he was naked I stopped sucking Danny's cock and stood up. I pulled my panties off and pointed to the space on the floor between Danny's feet, "Lie down on your back right there."
As soon as Ponce was lying down I got on my knees so I was straddling his face and sat down. When I was comfortably seated I leaned forward and started sucking Danny's cock again. My world was now perfect. I was sitting on my baby's face while I was giving another man a blow job.
Ponce quickly found my clit and started sucking on it. He knew what I liked. It was only minutes before I had my first orgasm. When I felt my orgasm starting I locked Ponce's face between my thighs and held on to Danny's cock. As the waves of pleasure were rolling through my body, Danny started to ejaculate.
For a moment we had sexual chaos. I was screaming with pleasure, Ponce was trapped in a vice grip between my thighs with my gushing pussy pressed against his lips and Danny was shooting spurts of semen high into the air. It was incredible.
The moment passed quickly. When my muscles relaxed I rolled off of Ponce. He quickly sat up. His face glistened with the secretions from my orgasm and he was simultaneously laughing and gasping for breath.
Danny was lying back on the couch. There was a huge grin on his face. His once menacing erection now rested passively between his legs.
I climbed up on the couch and snuggled up to Danny. While my lover and I cuddled I gently rolled the shaft of his soft penis between my fingertips. Ponce was sitting on the floor in front of us. I looked at him. He still had an erection. I got a nasty little thrill of excitement when I realized that Danny and I had both just experienced wonderful orgasms, while our slave got nothing. I took a deep breath. This was sexual domination and I loved every minute of it.
I wanted to keep right on playing. I smiled at Ponce. "Cuckboy come over and kiss my feet while I fondle my lover and get him ready to fuck me."
Ponce got up on his knees, reverently picked up my right foot and started to kiss and lick my toes. As he made love to my feet I stroked Danny's cock. It wasn't long before it started to grow again.
I looked down at my cuckold boyfriend. "Look at this pussyboy. Danny's a real man. He can get it up more than one time a night."
The truth was that Ponce could do the same thing, but no one was worrying about details. We were manufacturing fantasy.
Soon Danny's engorged penis was again standing straight up. I looked down at Ponce while I stroked his friend's erection. "Baby I want this cock inside me. I want Danny to fuck me. Will you ask him for me. Will you ask your friend to fuck me."
Ponce was on his knees at our feet. He was staring up at us as I slowly stroked his friend's erection. As I looked down at Ponce I suddenly realized that this was the most humiliating thing that I'd ever made him do. A shiver of excitement rippled through me. At that moment I realized that I loved being a dominant mistress. I loved it even more than I loved being a slut and I positively adored being a slut.
Ponce continued to stare up at us. There was a wry little smile on his face. His cock was sticking straight out. Another shiver of excitement went through me when I realized that my baby was enjoying this every bit as much as I was.
I nearly had another orgasm as I heard Ponce say, "Danny would you please fuck April for me."
I had to continue this exquisite torture. "Why Ponce? Why do you want your best friend to fuck me?"
"Because he's a stud. He knows how to satisfy you. You deserve to feel the pleasure he can give you."
"Why can't you do that?"
"Because I'm your little cuckboy."
Danny laughed and pushed me back on the sofa. As he mounted me and pushed his cock into my pussy he looked at Ponce. "Don't worry pussy boy. I'll be more than happy to keep your girlfriend satisfied for you."
As soon as Danny started fucking me I closed my eyes and let myself go. We fucked for over 30 minutes. Ponce obediently kneeled at our feet the entire time. We completely ignored him. During the time that he was fucking me, Danny owned me. I was his woman.
Just before Danny came, he pulled his cock out of my cunt so he could ejaculate all over my stomach. As soon as he was done he rolled off of me, collapsed onto the couch and quietly lay back with a satisfied smile on his face.
I was just as spent as Danny, but I had to take care of my baby. I grabbed Ponce by his hair and pulled him up. "My lover made a little mess on my tummy. You have some cleanup work to do."
Ponce smiled at me and slowly licked all of Danny's semen off of my stomach. As soon as he was done I pushed him back onto the floor.
"Lie down baby. It's your turn." I slipped off of the couch and sat down on his face, "You know you're just a little cuckboy so you don't get to fuck me. Only real men get to fuck me. But tonight you have been a very obedient cuckboy. You deserve a reward. You get to lick my asshole while I jack you off."
As I gave my baby his handjob I got a huge thrill out of the knowledge that I was denying him a pleasure that I'd just freely given to another man. Like I said earlier, I was learning to love being a dominant mistress.
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That night we ordered a pizza. The three of us sat on the couch together, ate pizza and watched a college football game. As we sat together I realized how much my dad would have liked Ponce and Danny. Suddenly, I broke down and started sobbing. I cried for a long time. The boys took turns holding me.
Ponce and Danny both quit their jobs on Thursday. Danny's job wasn't a problem. The moving company hired him as day labor. When they called Thursday morning and offered him a moving job, he just thanked them and said no.
Ponce was actually employed by the janitorial company that cleaned the floors at the Exeter Building. Over the past year they had been such callous bosses that Ponce felt absolutely no guilt about just calling to inform them that he wouldn't be coming in anymore. They actually had the audacity to tell him that they would see to it that he never worked in the floor waxing business again as long as he lived. My baby was wonderful. He asked them to guarantee that in writing.
The people at the Silly Squirrel were nice. I liked them. They were good employers who had always been fair with me. Sadly I felt compelled to give them notice and go into work for one more weekend.
Thursday evening we played the semifinal game in our bracket of the three on three tournament. When we walked into the gym the stands were full of spectators chanting, "Go hayseeds - Go slut." We had become the favorites of the students who didn't belong to a fraternity or a sorority.
We won the game by a score of 30 to 24. Our fans were all on their feet going wild when Danny made the final basket to give us thirty points.
As we walked off the floor I suddenly started to worry. What was going to happen next Thursday night? It was the final game, but that night Mr. Ballantine expected us to be working at the Goldenrod Supper club. We had a problem.
After the game we stopped at a burger chain and bought supper.
When we got home Ponce, Danny and I showered together. I should really say that we sort of showered together. Our shower was in the bathtub. All three of us couldn't really be in there at one time. We just took turns washing each other. Needless to say, when we were done showering I'd washed two very erect penises and had the cleanest pussy and ass in America.
After we showered all three of us put on clean tee shirts and gym shorts and sat down on the couch to watch television. I wanted to get my boys a treat so I ordered a porn movie on pay per view. They were very happy.
The movie had a small plot. An attractive young woman was sitting on a couch when two handsome young studs walked into the room. They talked for a moment and then the woman stood up and the guys sat down. As soon as the guys were seated the woman started to do a strip tease dance for them.
Once as the woman was naked, the guys took off their clothes and the woman got on the couch with them. After that it was a no holds barred three way sex scene.
About halfway through the movie I turned to my boys. "You know we could act this out."
Their jaws dropped to the floor.
I smiled at them. "Would you like to try?"
Danny and Ponce both vigorously shook their heads up and down and in unison said, "Yes!"
I looked at both of them. "This is a different game. There's no domination or cuckolding in this game. Are you okay with that Ponce?"
Ponce smiled and said, "Oh I think we can try something new once in awhile."
"Okay, turn the sound off on the movie. We need some dance music."
Ponce and Danny raced to the stereo. There was a brief argument about the appropriate music. Fortunately they were friends. They managed to avoid violent conflict. After a few minutes of discussion they selected a Prince CD. and put it into the stereo. Both of them then turned around and stared at me.
I laughed, "Boys, you have to sit down."
Ponce and Danny both threw themselves onto the couch.
Once they were seated I started my strip. I'm a good dancer. I'm athletic and I have an excellent sense of rhythm. I think I did a pretty hot striptease. As soon as I was naked I jumped on the couch and took turns kissing my boys.
They quickly tore their clothes off.
That was the first time that I had one guy fucking me while I was sucking another guy's cock. It was very hot.
Danny and Ponce kept switching places. They both fucked me and came in my pussy several times. I don't really know how many orgasms we had. I lost count.
When we were finally exhausted and completely spent, we lay on the couch together giggling.
Danny turned to me and asked, "Can we watch another porn movie tomorrow night?"
I shook my head. "No baby, not tomorrow. Tomorrow after class we have to go see Helen." I turned to Ponce. "Don't you think we should bring Danny with us when we go see her tomorrow."
Ponce smiled and said, "Absolutely, that way you can have someone to talk to while your waiting for me."
"What are you talking about?"
"Don't you remember that you promised Helen that you would lend me to her."
"Yes."
"I think that tomorrow night might be an excellent time to fulfill that promise."
"Do you really want me to lend you to Helen?"
Ponce smiled at me. I stared at him. He kept smiling at me.
Finally I punched his arm and said, "You're a perv."
He just grinned.
It was just after 5:30 when Ponce, Danny and I walked into The Exotica Boutique. Helen was folding some lingerie.
When she heard us come in, she looked up. "April and Marion what a pleasant surprise." She walked over to me and kissed my cheek. "I'm so glad you came back to my shop."
She walked over to Ponce and ran her hand over his crotch. "Marion my dear. It is so very nice to see you again." She grabbed hold of his cock through his trousers. "I hope that your Mistress will allow us play again in the very near future." She took a deep breath. "I think that I could be an excellent teacher for you." She smiled. "Under my direction I am certain that you could learn to be very respectful."
Danny started laughing. "Holy shit Ponce. This is like your wildest sex fantasy coming true."
Ponce started blushing
Helen turned to Danny. "You're kind of a brash young man. It seems to me that you might also benefit from some instruction."
Danny smiled and shook his head. "No thank you, that's not my style."
"And just what is your style?"
"I like to be the teacher."
"Indeed, well Mr. brash young man I have a preference for older teachers." Helen turned to me. "I take it that this is your bull."
I had to stop and think for a moment. Finally I looked at Helen and said, "I've seen that term used on the Internet sites, but I've never really thought about applying it to my own life." I smiled. "Yes, now that you bring it up, Danny is my bull."
"Is he good?"
"He's very good."
"How nice for you."
Helen turned back to Ponce and ran her hand across his chest. Suddenly she grabbed his nipple and gave it a vicious twist.
Ponce gasped.
Helen smiled and licked Ponce's ear. "How does our little cuckold husband feel about the fact that his wife has a bull?"
I quickly remembered that when we came into her store the first time I'd told Helen that Ponce and I were married. I turned to Danny and gave him a quick look. He picked it up immediately.
Helen was staring into Ponce's eyes. Ponce bowed his head and said, "April gets to do whatever she wants to do."
"I know that cuck. That wasn't what I asked you. I want to know how you feel about your wife having a bull."
Ponce thought for a moment and then he said, "I'm envious of him Mistress Helen."
"Envious?" Helen paused. "Not jealous?" She looked at Ponce. "You do know the difference between those two words don't you?"
"Yes Mistress Helen. To be jealous means to be unhappy or upset because someone you love is in love with someone else. To be envious means you wish you had something that someone else has."
"So why do you say that you're not jealous of your wife's bull?"
"Because I know that April loves me."
Helen thought for a moment and then she nodded. "I see, that's very a good answer. She started smiling and asked, "So why do you say you're envious of him?"
"Because he gets to fuck April and I don't."
Helen looked at me. "Oh April honey, you are so deliciously wicked."
I nodded in acknowledgment of her compliment and then I decided we should get on with our business.
"Helen I need to buy some clothing from you."
"But of course my dear. What can I get you?" She stopped and smiled. "Do you want something sexy to wear for your brash young bull?"
I shrugged. "If he wants, I'll happily let him fuck me while I'm wearing this outfit, but that's not going to be it's primary purpose."
"Do you have another bull?"
I laughed. "Actually I have several bulls. but I'm not buying this outfit for any of them."
"All right, tell me what you need."
I proceeded to tell Helen about my new job at the Goldenrod Supper club and my boss Percy Ballantine. I finished my explanation by describing the outfit that he instructed me to purchase.
When I was done Helen looked at me and asked, "Did you really suck this middle aged black man's cock?"
I slowly nodded and said, "Yes"
Helen laughed. "April you continue to amaze me. Do you like older men?"
I nodded. "Yes, very much."
"I may have to set you up with Conrad."
"Who's Conrad?"
"Conrad is my bull."
"Helen are you married?"
"Of course I am. My husband is my devoted cuckold slave. His name used to be Lawrence. Now her name is Lorraine. Lawrence lives as a submissive woman. Conrad currently resides in our home and for the time being he is master of the house. Lorraine serves as our maid."
I started to laugh. "Helen you say that I amaze you. You just completely blew me away."
Helen smiled at me. "Being a dominant woman is exciting isn't it?"
Helen helped me pick out an outfit. Actually it turned out that Mr. Ballantine had given me enough money so that I could afford to buy two outfits.
Both outfits fit his criteria perfectly. Each of them included a garter belt, nylon stockings, a dark brassiere, a light colored translucent blouse, high heeled shoes and an outrageously short skirt that showed off the stockings and garters.
I tried on both sets of clothing. When I modeled them for Ponce and Danny, it was clear from their expressions that both outfits had the desired effect on men.
As I was paying for the clothes Helen smiled and said, "Why don't we get together this evening. We could have a little dinner at my house. I'll invite a few close friends. It could be a very exciting little party."
I looked at Danny and Ponce. Both of them were smiling. I turned to Helen. "I think that would be very nice. We would enjoy that."
"Wonderful. Why don't you and your bull join us at 8:00 for cocktails. I would imagine that we will dine around 10:00."
Suddenly I was confused. It appeared that her invitation included only Danny and me. I looked at Helen. "Isn't Ponce invited?"
Helen shook her head. "April my dear you are priceless. Ponce is a slave. He doesn't get invited as a guest. Actually I was hoping that you would leave him with me. He can help Lorraine with the preparations."
I looked at Ponce. He smiled and nodded his head yes.
I turned back to Helen. "You will be kind to him won't you?"
"Certainly." She stopped. "Of course, you do understand that he is a slave. He will be punished if he is disrespectful to his superiors or slipshod in carrying out his duties."
Helen's words sent a shiver of excitement through me. I smiled as I started to comprehend the full meaning of her statement. I was Ponce's dominant mistress. He was my slave. Tonight we were going to actually play these roles in the presence of others.
I smiled at Helen. "I would expect nothing less."
I walked over and hugged Ponce. "Are you okay with this baby?"
Ponce nodded, "I'm fine with it." He grinned at me, "I think tonight has the potential for being a most memorable evening for all three of us."
I took a deep breath and turned to Helen. "Okay, he's yours. We'll see you at 8:00."
I took Danny's hand. "I guess we need to go home and get ready for an evening out." As we were about to walk out the door of the shop I stopped an turned to Helen. "We don't know where you live."
Helen laughed. "How silly of me." She quickly wrote her address on a slip of paper and handed it to Ponce. "Slave, give this to your Mistress."
Ponce brought me the paper. As I took it from him I mouthed the words, "I love you."
He smiled and whispered. "I know, I love you too."
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As soon as Danny and I got home we started getting ready for our evening at Helen's. Both of us wanted to look our best. I can't really explain why, it just seemed like the proper thing to do.
While I was in the shower I decided that I wouldn't wear the clothes that I'd bought with Mr. Ballantine's money. It didn't seem right. He gave me the money to buy work clothes. He didn't give me the money to buy party clothes. I was also scared that I might damage them. These jobs were a good an opportunity for Ponce, Danny and me. I didn't want to do anything that might jeopardize our chances of working for Mr. Ballantine.
Instead I put on the panties and bra that I'd purchased for my date with Adam. I added a short black skirt, a sheer white blouse and a pair of wedge sandals. I didn't bother with nylon stockings or panty hose. I was young, I didn't need them. Besides, the night before Ponce had spent almost an hour painting my toenails. I wanted to show them off.
Once I was dressed I sat down at my makeup table. I applied a little extra eye shadow and mascara. I wasn't trying for the wholesome look. We weren't going to a church supper. I wanted to look like a slut.
When I walked into the living room Danny took one look at me and whistled. "Damn April, you look great.
Danny was wearing a pair of dark gray trousers, a checked shirt and a burgundy tie.
I laughed and said, "You clean up pretty nicely yourself."
As soon as we got into Danny's car he turned to me and asked, "How do you think Ponce is doing?"
I laughed. The exact same question was going through my mind. After thinking for a moment I said, "I suspect he's having the time of his life."
Danny nodded. "I hope you're right."
We were silent for a moment and then I said, "Danny I love him so much."
He nodded. "I know you do. He loves you just as much."
I sighed. "I know."
After a moment I said, "Danny, I also love you. Maybe not the same way I love Ponce, but I know I love you."
Danny was quiet for a moment and then he said, "I understand. I feel the same way about you. I know that Ponce will always be your true love, but I believe that I'll always be able to rely on you and I hope you understand that you can always rely on me. April, I promise that I will always be there for you."
I picked up Danny's hand and squeezed it. Neither of us needed to say anything more. For the rest of the drive we rode in loving silence.
Helen's house was in a very wealthy neighborhood. It was just before eight o'clock when we found her address. Her house number was attached to a tall wrought iron fence that surrounded a stately oak forest. There was an open gate leading to a driveway that wound its way up a wooded hillside.
We drove through the gate and followed the driveway. When we came over the top of the hill we were confronted with an old brownstone mansion.
Danny and I looked at each other and laughed. Helen lived in a castle.
We parked Danny's car in the driveway, walked up to the front door and rang the bell.
After a moment the door opened. Ponce was standing in front of us. He was naked except for a leather loin cloth, a pair of sandals and a dog collar. He looked incredibly sexy.
"Good evening, welcome to Mistress Helen's home. Please come in."
I smiled at Ponce. "Hi baby. How are things going?"
He bowed politely and said, "Very well Mistress April; thank you for asking."
I giggled. "Helen has already got you trained hasn't she Ponce."
Ponce looked around and whispered, "I'm not allowed to make casual conversation with the guests. It would be disrespectful. Helen would whip me if she caught me talking to you."
I looked at Ponce. "Have you already been whipped?"
Ponce nodded. "Yes Mistress, twice."
"Are you okay?"
Ponce smiled. "Don't worry, I'm fine. Everything is going great. We're going to have a lot fun tonight. Follow me, I'll show you to the parlor."
Ponce turned, led us into the house and down a hallway framed with ornately carved dark woodwork. The walls were covered with classical paintings. I wondered if they were originals.
When we arrived at a large double doorway, Ponce stopped. "The parlor is in here."
As we entered the parlor, an attractive, middle aged blond woman wearing a maids uniform appeared in the hall and followed us into the room.
"Mistress April and Master Daniel, Good evening. Welcome to Mistress Helen's humble abode. I'm Lorraine, Mistress Helen's personal attendant. I trust that Ponce has made you feel at home."
I looked at Danny. He was just as amazed as I was. This blond woman was Lawrence, Helen's husband."
I looked over at Ponce. He could tell how shocked Danny and I were. He was doing everything he possibly could to keep from laughing.
Lorraine paid no attention to our obvious shock. I'm sure that he was used to this reaction. He continued his welcome speech without missing a beat.
"My Mistress and her man are still upstairs getting dressed. They will be down momentarily. There are also other guests who will be arriving shortly. In the meantime please make yourselves comfortable.
He gestured towards Ponce. Our slave will get you refreshments. I have taught him to make both an excellent martini and Manhattan."
He looked at Danny. "We have two kinds of beer, Heineken and Budweiser. Ponce told us that those were your favorites."
He looked back at me. "We have some excellent champagne on ice and of course a complete bar. Now if you will excuse me I have to check on my Mistress and then attend to tonight's dinner. If I can be of any additional service just ask Ponce to find me."
Lorraine turned and walked out of the room.
As soon as he was gone Danny looked at Ponce and me and said, "Holy shit!"
All three of us started to giggle.
After a moment Danny turned to Ponce and asked, "Do they really have Heineken?"
Ponce nodded. "Lorraine and I went to the liquor store." He looked at me. "They really think he's a woman."
"Well he is pretty convincing."
Danny shook his head. "He had me fooled." Suddenly he stopped. "Hold it, were getting off track. Let's get back to the beer."
Ponce laughed. "Good point, we have to keep our priorities straight. When Lorraine and I were at the liquor store, he asked me what your favorite beers were. I told him Heineken and Budweiser. He bought two cases of each."
"You mean there are two cases of Heineken in this house just for me."
Ponce smiled and said, "Yup."
Danny laughed. "Well slave, what are you waiting for, hop to it. April's Bull needs a beer."
"Guys be nice. We're Helen's guests. She invited us to play some fun sex games tonight. Try to be just a little serious."
"It's okay April. I think that we can excuse the exuberance of youth."
I turned. Helen was standing in the doorway. A very handsome middle aged man was standing next to her.
I started to try to apologize.
Helen held up her hand. "Please April, it's all right. All three of you are adventurous and fun loving. It's one of the many reasons that Lorraine and I find you so attractive."
She walked over to Ponce. "Slave get Master Daniel a bottle of his favorite beer." Helen gently kissed Ponce's cheek. "Sweetheart, I understand that the two of you are very close friends. I will make allowances for that tonight, but in this house you are still a slave and your role is to serve your superiors. Tonight Master Daniel is your superior. Do not forget this. If you do you will be severely punished."
"Yes Mistress Helen." Ponce obediently bowed to her and walked over to the bar to get Danny his beer.
Helen shifted her gaze to Danny. "A master always treats his inferiors with dignity and respect. If I catch you scoffing at Ponce I will personally rip your young gonads off and turn you into a eunuch. Do we understand each other?"
Danny nodded. "Yes ma'am."
Helen nodded. "Very good." She took Danny's hand, "Daniel, you can have anything you want tonight. If there are other beers that you also enjoy, just tell Lorraine and we will have the liquor store deliver them."
Danny smiled. "No ma'am, Ponce did a wonderful job of picking beers." Danny paused for a moment. "Helen I'm sorry, I didn't mean to be rude. I was just joking around with my friend. Please forgive me."
Helen kissed Danny on the cheek. "I know that Daniel." She reached down and rubbed his crotch. "After dinner I intend to give you a very good opportunity to make amends."
"Helen aren't you going to introduce me?"
Helen turned. "I'm sorry Conrad. How thoughtless of me." She turned back to Danny and me. "April Hansen and Daniel Gerard I would like you to meet my current gentleman friend, Conrad Summers."
Conrad stepped forward and kissed my hand. "It is a pleasure to meet you April. You are every bit as beautiful as Helen said you were."
I blushed. "Thank you kind sir."
He gave me a slight bow, turned to Danny and offered his hand. "Danny I hope that we can become good friends."
Danny shook Conrad's hand and said, "Thank you, I hope so to."
Just then the doorbell rang.
Helen looked at us and said, "That must be Jessica. Ponce will you please get the door."
Ponce left to answer the door. A moment later we heard a woman's voice.
"Hello, you must be Ponce. Oh my, look at you. You are absolutely magnificent. I must go find Helen. I assume she's in the parlor. Morris, Bryce come with me."
A second later a very attractive middle aged, red headed tempest burst into the parlor. She was accompanied by two older men. One was slightly built and dressed in a woman's pink ruffled blouse and a pair of yellow slacks that zipped on the side. The other was a tall handsome man with streaks of gray in his hair. He was dressed in a blue blazer and tan slacks.
Ponce followed the three of them at a discreet distance.
"Helen, how sweet of you to invite us." She took a deep breath. "This new slave is everything you said he was. You must let me play with him for a little while this evening."
Helen smiled. "Hello Jessica."
The man in the ruffled blouse walked over and knelt down in front of Helen. He kissed her feet and looked up at her. "Mistress Helen it will be a pleasure to serve you this evening."
Helen patted his head and said, "Thank you Morris, Lorraine is in the kitchen. Report to her. She will assign you your duties for the evening."
"Helen I am so sorry that I was unable to send Morris over ahead of us so that he could help Lorraine with the preparations. He had an important meeting of the board of directors. It was absolutely essential that he was there."
"Jessica, I understand. Business always comes before pleasure. Besides, Lorraine had Ponce available to assist her."
Jessica took a deep breath. "He is magnificent. How did you ever manage to tame him?"
"He belongs to April. Why don't you ask her."
Jessica looked at me. "My dear, you are to be congratulated. Taming a slave is quite an accomplishment, especially for one as young as you are."
I smiled. "It was nothing really. Ponce is very cooperative. Would you like to inspect him?"
"Oh yes dear. I would like that very much."
Ponce was standing in the doorway of the parlor. I gestured to him. "Ponce come here."
Ponce walked over to us.
"Let Mistress Jessica inspect you."
Ponce stood perfectly still while Jessica started to feel his chest muscles.
Helen joined us and put her hands around his biceps. "Jessica feel his arms. He's incredibly strong."
Jessica was busy tracing the outline of Ponce's chest muscles. "April darling, it must be very exciting to control a slave as powerful as this one. May I give him a more intimate inspection?"
I was just about to say, "Certainly" when Helen intervened.
"Ponce have you told Mistress April about your present from Lorraine and me?"
Ponce shook his head. "No Mistress, I haven't had an opportunity."
"I think that this would be a very good time. Ponce, remove your loin cloth and show everyone your new jewelry.
Ponce pulled his loin cloth off and stood naked in front of everyone .
Danny yelled out, "Holy shit, what the fuck is that?"
Helen glared at him. Danny covered his mouth and quietly said, "Sorry."
Ponce's penis was inside a plastic case. There was a padlock on the top of the case.
I looked at Helen. "What is that?"
Jessica smiled. "My dear it's a male chastity belt. It prevents a man from having an orgasm. We use them to control our slaves. Males are so much more malleable when their sexual needs are unfulfilled."
Helen walked over to the bookshelf and opened a small box. "Ponce come here." She handed him a gold chain. "Bring this to your mistress."
Ponce brought the jewelry to me. I looked at it. It appeared to be a bracelet with a small gold key attached to it.
"It's an anklet my dear. The key opens the lock on Ponce's cage. Both Jessica and I find it very pleasing to wear this small symbol of power as jewelry."
Jessica nodded. "We particularly enjoy locking up our husbands and wearing our anklets when we're going to be entertaining other men."
I looked. Both Helen and Jessica were wearing gold anklets.
I handed the jewelry back to Ponce. "Slave, kneel down and put this around my ankle."
As Ponce was fastening the anklet Helen said, "Jessica dear, didn't I tell you that she was a natural."
As soon as Ponce was done fastening my anklet he stood up and started taking drink orders. While he was doing this, Jessica introduced her boyfriend, Bryce Carpenter.
Once the formalities were over everyone but the slaves sat down. There were three small love seats in the room. Each couple occupied one of the love seats.
While Ponce was serving our cocktails I turned to Helen and said, "You have a beautiful home."
"Thank you dear."
"Helen, I don't understand. This is a mansion. How can you afford all of this on your income from the lingerie boutique."
Helen and Jessica both smiled.
Jessica answered. "April, the boutique is our hobby. Neither of us have to work. My husband Morris is the chairman of the board of directors of a large local corporation. Helen's husband, Lawrence is now retired, but before he retired and started living as Helen's maid, he made a large fortune in the telecommunications industry. All of us are financially independent."
"So you just run the lingerie boutique for fun."
Helen nodded. "Of course dear. One has to have something interesting to do during the day. The boutique keeps Jessica, Lorraine and me busy. We enjoy it."
Lorraine served dinner at ten o'clock. It was roast beef with a number of wonderful side dishes. Danny was in heaven. Wine was served with the meal. This was the first time that I'd ever tasted French red wine. It was very good. As I was sipping it I realized that I could easily acquire a taste for expensive wine."
Ponce, Morris and Lorraine waited on us. They were not allowed to join us at the table. They were slaves.
Halfway through dinner I started to worry about Ponce. I excused myself to go to the bathroom and met Ponce in the hallway.
"Sweetheart is everything going okay?"
Ponce grinned. "April I'm having the time of my life. I might be having more fun than you are. Morris and Lorraine are really friendly. April they're the two of the nicest people I've ever met."
"Honey are you getting anything to eat."
Ponce nodded. "Lorraine has a table set up in the back of the kitchen for us. I have my own supply of Heineken Beer. The roast beef was really good wasn't it."
I laughed. "Yes it was."
"How do you like the wine?"
"It's wonderful. Have you gotten any?"
"We have a bottle open in the kitchen. April that wine costs $85.00 a bottle."
"Get out!"
"No it really does."
"How do you know that."
"Lorraine and Morris were talking about it. They thought it was pretty good for an inexpensive wine."
"Inexpensive? I wonder what expensive wine costs."
Ponce smiled. "I don't even want to guess." He kissed me. "Listen I have to get back to work. I'll see you in the dining room. April, this is a pretty amazing night isn't it."
"Yes Ponce, it really is."
Ponce disappeared into the kitchen. I went to the bathroom and returned to the dining room. I could relax now, I knew my baby was being well cared for.
After dinner we returned to the parlor. There was a fire burning in the large mahogany paneled fire place.
Danny and I walked over to the love seat we'd occupied before dinner.
As we started to sit Jessica patted the spot next to her and said, "Daniel, why don't you come over here and sit with me."
Danny flashed a big grin at me and said, "April I'll see you a little later."
I laughed. "What kind of boyfriend leaves me for another woman and lets me get lonely after dinner."
Conrad and Bryce sat down on each side of me. "April we won't let you get lonely."
Suddenly I understood part of the plan for the evening. I looked at my two new companions and said, "Hi guys, what have you got in mind?"
Conrad put his arms around me and gave me a passionate kiss. At the same time Bryce spread my legs and began massaging the inside of my thigh.
Conrad stopped kissing me for a moment and whispered into my ear, "This would be a lot more fun if we took your clothes off."
I unbuttoned my blouse and leaned forward so they could take it off. That was the only cue my two suitors needed. They quickly went to work. It was a matter of seconds before my clothes were lying in a heap at the end of the love seat.
As soon as I was naked, Conrad and Bryce removed their own clothing. They were both very well endowed. I guess that should have been predictable. Jessica and Helen were very attractive women. They could be very selective when choosing lovers.
Conrad and Bryce sat down on each side of me. Bryce massaged my pussy while Conrad played with my breasts. I grabbed a cock with each of my hands and started stroking both of them.
I looked over at Danny. He and Jessica were both naked. Jessica was sucking his cock.
This was a hot scene. I was quickly becoming very excited. Suddenly the scene got much hotter.
Morris came into the room. He was wearing a pair of yellow lace panties. They were crotchless. His caged penis stuck out of the split in the crotch.
He walked directly to Jessica and kneeled down at her feet. While his wife continued sucking Danny's cock, he picked up her right foot and started to kiss and lick her toes.
Moments later Helen came into the room leading Ponce on a leash. Ponce was crawling on all fours. Helen had a horsewhip. It was the kind of whip that jockeys use to spur their mounts on to victory. She occasionally whipped Ponce's ass as he crawled across the floor. They stopped just a few feet short of the sofa where I was entertaining my lovers.
Ponce looked at me. I was sitting on the couch naked. Two handsome men were with me and they were both freely fondling my body while I played with their cocks.
A little thrill rippled through me. I found it very exciting that two men were giving me intense sexual pleasure while my cuckboy helplessly looked on. I got even more excited when I remembered that his cock was safely locked in a plastic case that prevented him from receiving any sexual pleasure at all.
My lovers continued fondling me. My entire body was tingling. I looked down at my ankle and saw the key dangling from the gold chain. Suddenly I understood why Helen and Jessica wore these keys as jewelry. Knowing that this key was the only way my slave's penis could be freed so that he could enjoy sexual pleasure gave me an incredible sense of power.



As Bryce pushed his finger in and out of my cunt I stared into Ponce's eyes, sadistically raised my right leg and waved the ankle bearing the key to his chastity cage in his face.
Ponce took a deep breath and submissively bowed his head.
I kept staring at my slave as I leaned over and started sucking Conrad's cock. At the same time, Bryce pulled me up so that I was kneeling on the sofa and then he climbed up behind me. I gasped when I felt his huge cock enter my cunt.
Helen pushed Ponce down to the floor and made him lie on his back. She climbed onto his face and lowered her cunt to his lips.
Helen started teasing my baby while she rode his face. "Ponce honey, your girlfriend seems to be having a lot of fun. Bryce is fucking her while she's sucking Conrad's cock. Ponce, I heard that you don't get to fuck April. Is that true? Oh I hope that's just an ugly rumor. Bryce seems to be having so much fun. It's obvious that your girlfriend is a really good fuck. It's a shame if you're missing out on something that lots of other guys seem to be enjoying."
While Helen was taunting Ponce, Lorraine came into the room and kneeled down on the floor next to his wife. He obediently watched as Helen brazenly pleasured herself on another man's face.
I looked over at Danny. Jessica was straddling him and riding his cock. As they fucked she said, "Warn me before you cum. I want to get off of you so you can shoot your stuff on my feet."
They fucked for several more minutes. Suddenly Danny patted Jessica's ass and said, "It's time."
Jessica rolled off of Danny's erection, lay back on the couch next to him and started rubbing his penis with her feet. It was just seconds before the first spurt of semen shot from the head of Danny's cock. Jessica kept milking him with her feet. As he ejaculated, all of his cum landed on her toes.
As soon as Danny was done cumming Jessica pulled her feet away from his softening cock, turned to her kneeling husband and presented him with her semen covered toes. Morris obediently licked all of Danny's fresh cum off of his wife's feet.
When Morris was done with his cleanup chores, Jessica stood up and pushed him onto the floor. When he was lying on his back she straddled his face, sat down and mashed her freshly fucked cunt against his lips. We all watched as Jessica rode her husband's face to an earth shattering orgasm.
The orgy continued for another hour. Conrad and Bryce each fucked me twice. Helen and Jessica took turns playing with Ponce and Danny.
Every time Danny, Conrad or Bryce had an orgasm Lorraine or Morris was right there to lick up the semen.
We all had a wonderful time.
Eventually all of us started to wear down. It was getting late and I realized that I was exhausted and I wanted to go home.
I got up and found my clothes. As I was getting dressed I looked at Ponce and Danny. "Come on boys, it's time to go."
They got up and found their clothes.
Bryce, Jessica and Morris left while we were getting dressed. We said our goodbyes and promised to get together again in the very near future.
Once we were dressed we looked around for Helen, Lorraine and Conrad. They weren't in the parlor, the dining room or the kitchen.
I shrugged and turned to Ponce and Danny. "I guess they went to bed. I think we should just leave."
Ponce shook his head. "No, Lorraine and I became good friends tonight. I want to find him and say goodbye. You two wait here, I'll be right back."
Danny and I were tired and we didn't feel like arguing with Ponce. I sat down on the couch where Bryce and Conrad had fucked me and said, "Go find him. We'll wait here."
Ponce disappeared. He was gone for about ten minutes. When he returned I looked at him and asked, "Did you find them?."
He nodded. "Yes I did."
"Can we go now?"
"Yes."
We all got into Danny's car. As we pulled away from the curb Ponce said, "I have to tell you guys something."
I was snuggled tightly against his big body. "What is it Baby?"
"I found Helen, Lorraine and Conrad. They were in the den. Helen was sitting in a stuffed chair. Lorraine was on his knees licking her cunt."
I shrugged. "It sounds like they were having fun."
"Yes, but Conrad was behind Lorraine. He was fucking him in the ass."
Danny turned and looked at Ponce. "No shit?"
"Yes."
I looked at Ponce. "So what happened?"
"When they saw me they stopped. I told them that I had a really wonderful evening and I wanted to thank them and say goodbye."
Ponce paused for a moment. It was clear that this was a serious issue for him.
"Lorraine stood up. He..." Ponce paused, "I'm not sure if I should call him he or she."
I smiled. "I think she might prefer she."
He nodded. "Well anyway, Lorraine stood up. She looked at me and asked if I was bothered about what I just saw?"
"I thought for a moment and then I told her that I would have been a week ago, but now it appeared to me that the three of them were just having fun."
Ponce shook his head. "I explained to her that it seemed to me that should be the only thing that really matters. I said that what the three of them do in their den is nobody else's business."
He shrugged. "They're not hurting anybody so why should it matter?"
Ponce started to smile and then he continued. "Lorraine told me that she thought I was very wise for my age. And then she extended her hand and said that she hoped we could become good friends."
I looked up at Ponce and asked, "What did you do?"
"I shook Lorraine's hand and told her that I would like that very much. After that we said good bye and I left."
Danny looked at Ponce. "Hey buddy are you turning into a fag on me?"
Ponce shook his head and said, "No that's exactly my point. In our culture it seems like we're all so worried about being labeled as homos that we put up these fronts of intolerance. Danny I like April's pussy even more than you do. I'm not gay and I don't see why I should be afraid to call Lorraine my friend."
Danny stared at Ponce. He was obvioulsy thinking about what his friend just said. After a moment he smiled at him. "Sorry buddy, I shouldn't have said that. You're right, Lorraine is a nice person. That should be all that matters."
I snuggled up to my baby. At this moment I was very proud of him. Lots of people thought Ponce was stupid because he was big, but they were wrong. He was one of the smartest men I have ever known.
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I had to go to work at the Silly Squirrel on both Saturday and Sunday afternoon. The owners had been very good to me. I didn't feel like I could just walk out on them.
Sunday all the guys came over at noon to watch football. I had to leave at three to go to work. It was really hard to do. Everyone was having fun. I liked this group.. There were nine of us, Ponce, Danny, Jamal, Darbs, Big Julius, Adam, Jake, Tony and of course myself. We were quickly becoming best friends.
By now I'd slept with all of them and everyone was asking for another date. The logistics were becoming a problem. It was hard to find the time to fuck six other guys and still have time for Ponce, Danny, my school work and a job.
After my shift at the Silly Squirrel ended on Sunday night, my boss took me aside. "April you've been an excellent employee. Were going to miss you. If your new job doesn't work out, come back and see us. We would be more than happy to hire you again."
I smiled and thanked him. As I walked out of the Squirrel I was happy that I wouldn't have to work there anymore, still it was nice to know that my efforts were appreciated.
Monday was an exciting day for Ponce, Danny and me. We were starting our new jobs.
We attended our morning classes and met at the grill at noon. After eating lunch with our friends we walked back to the apartment together.
Once we got to the apartment I tried on both of my work outfits and modeled them for Ponce and Danny. We got so excited that we had to have a short three way quickie before we got ready to go to work. I was beginning to appreciate having two guys to play with at the same time.
Mr. Ballantine had asked us to report for work by three on Monday. We understood why, it was the first day the restaurant was to be open. We needed some time to learn how to do our jobs.
When I finished getting dressed I looked in the mirror. I did look hot, but I realized that I also looked like a hooker. I decided that my outfit might be just a little bit too suggestive for street wear. I found my gym bag, took off my blouse and skirt, carefully folded them and put them into the bag along with my spike heeled shoes. When that was done, I ran back into the bedroom and put on a pair of jeans, a sweatshirt and a pair of basketball shoes. My outfit wasn't glamorous, but it also wouldn't get me arrested as a prostitute on my way to work.
Ponce and Danny were both wearing black dress pants and a white shirt. Apparently bartenders also had a designated outfit.
Just as we were about to leave I had a wicked idea. I stopped and turned to Danny. I put my arms around his shoulders and kissed him on the lips. "There are going to be lots of men staring at me tonight. I'm afraid that our little pussy boy might get excited. We wouldn't want him to lose control and start playing with himself would we."
Danny immediately grasped what I was doing and said, "I think you're right April. You'd better lock Ponce up before we leave."
I looked at Ponce. He was smiling.
"Cuck boy, fetch my anklet and your cage."
Ponce disappeared into the bedroom. He quickly reappeared carrying his chastity cage.
I sat down in a chair. Ponce was standing in front of me. "Give me your cage and pull your pants down."
Ponce handed me the cage, unbuckled his belt and dropped his trousers. He cock was sticking straight out. I thumped it twice with my index and middle fingers. He immediately lost his erection.
This was a trick I'd learned from one of the girls in the dorm. Her mother was a nurse. Supposedly she did this in the hospital when she was bathing men and they got erections. The girl told us about it one night while a group of us were sitting in a dorm room gossiping. I was skeptical when I first heard it, but I was wrong. It was very effective.
I quickly slipped Ponce's chastity cage into place and snapped the lock shut. After I was done I stood up. "Kneel down and put my anklet on me."
Ponce got on his knees and fastened the chain around my ankle. As soon as he was finished I said, "Very good, you may stand again."
As Ponce was getting up, I turned to Danny. "That got me excited. I think that you and I might have to have a little party when we get home from work tonight."
I looked at Ponce. "If you behave yourself, I'll take your cage off when Danny's done fucking me. You can lick my asshole and jack off."
Ponce bowed and said, "Thank you Mistress April, that would be very generous."
Ponce loved the game just as much as I did."
We pulled up in front of the Goldenrod at a quarter to three. We were amazed when we walked in the front door. Last Wednesday the place was filled with painters, carpenters and electricians. Now it was a finished restaurant.
The decor was bit overdone, but it certainly created an atmosphere of posh elegance. We passed through the coat check area and went into the bar. The dim lighting, gold wallpaper, deep burgundy rugs and dark woodwork created an environment of relaxed luxury.
I immediately understood what Mr. Ballantine was doing. He was providing the same palatial atmosphere as the Kensington Grill. Both restaurants were courting affluent businessmen on expense accounts. His bar and restaurant were every bit as opulent as the Kensington's. The decor might have been a little flashier, but it was still elegant.
The problem was that for businessmen out on the town, the Kensington Grill was dull. Mr. Ballantine realized that his clientèle wanted a little bit of spice during their evening out. That was where I came in, I was the spice.
"Welcome to the Goldenrod!"
We turned. Percy Ballantine was walking over to us.
"April, Danny and Ponce, it's so nice to see you. Thank you for coming in early today. We need the extra time for a little orientation."
He looked at me. "April, that's not exactly the outfit that I was expecting."
I smiled and held up my gym bag. "My work outfit is in here. I felt it was just a little too racy for street wear."
Mr. Ballantine raised his eyebrows. "That certainly piques my curiosity. Why don't you put on your work outfit while I get Ponce and Danny settled. You can change in the ladies room over there. For tonight we'll put your gym bag in my office. I'll have to figure out some kind of locker arrangement for Traci, Cindy and you." He grinned at me. "I really want to do everything I can to encourage you to wear outfits that are a little too racy for the street."
I went to the ladies room and changed. When I got back to the cocktail lounge, Ponce and Danny were standing behind the bar with four other men. A gentleman in his early fifties was showing them how to operate a credit card machine. I assumed that he was George Thomas, the head bartender.
Mr. Ballantine was standing with three women. One was very matronly. She appeared to be about the same age as George Thomas. She was wearing an elegant, but conservative dress. She was standing directly across from Mr. Ballantine. He was talking to her.
The other two women were standing on each side of Mr. Ballantine. The woman on his left must have been in her mid thirties. She was a gorgeous blond with a large bust, narrow waist and a full round ass that would grab the attention of any healthy heterosexual male.
The other woman seemed to be about my age. She was an attractive brunette. Her bust wasn't as large as the blond's, but she had a trim athletic figure that most men would find very alluring. Both women were dressed in attire very similar to my own.
When he saw me coming over, Mr. Ballantine smiled and said, "That's more like it, April you now look very hot."
I walked right up to him and kissed his cheek. "Thank you, I tried."
"April Hansen, I want you to meet your three co workers." He turned to the gorgeous blond. "This is Traci Dylan.
I smiled at Traci. "It's nice to meet you."
She nodded, "It's nice to meet you to April."
Mr. Ballantine gestured towards the young brunette on his right. "This is Cindy Warner."
Cindy flashed me a big grin and said, "Hi April, its nice to meet you." Cindy had what you might call a bubbly personality. It was the kind of personality that might be a little irritating in some situations, but I had a feeling that middle aged business men were going to eat it up."
I nodded to her. "Hi Cindy, it's nice to meet you to."
Mr. Ballantine continued, "You, Traci and Cindy will be handling most of the waitressing duties in the cocktail lounge. You will notice that all three of you are dressed to draw the attention of adult males."
Mr. Ballantine looked at Cindy and me. "Traci used to dance at the Black Knight. She may be able to teach you a few tricks about teasing and flirting with men."
I looked at Traci, "I am more than willing to try anything that will earn us better tips."
Cindy giggled, "Me to."
Traci smiled at both of us. "I think were going to get along very well."
Now it was Mr. Ballantine's turn to smile. "That's the spirit. If you work it right, the three of you have the potential to earn a lot of tip money."
He turned to the older woman. "This is Alice Rand. Alice will be your immediate supervisor. I hired Alice away from the Kensington Grill. She has years of experience as a cocktail waitress in upscale bars."
Alice looked at Traci, Cindy and me. "I will be teaching all three of you the mechanics of being a good waitress. I don't care how sexy you look, if you can't get the drink orders right, you will have disappointed customers. Disappointed customers don't leave tips. The things I am going to teach you won't be noticed unless you fail to do them."
Mr. Ballantine sat down on a bar stool. "I want you to treat Alice like a college professor. She is your mentor. Is that clear?"
We all nodded in agreement.
"Alice will be working Monday through Friday from when we open at eleven in the morning until seven in the evening. She will handle all of the lunch trade by herself. Traci will be working Monday through Friday from five o'clock until we close at 2:00 am. We expect our busiest time to be from 5:00 until 7:00. April will also start at 5:00 but she will go home at 10:30. April will also be working Monday through Friday."
He turned to Cindy. "Cindy is our weekend girl. She'll work from when we open at 11:00 am until we close at 2:00 am on both Saturday and Sunday. We expect weekends to be lighter than weeknights. Were not courting the dating crowd. We want the business trade."
He turned to Alice. "I'm done, They're all yours. Take them into the dining room and have dinner. This is the dress rehearsal for our kitchen and dining staff. You can start teaching while you're eating dinner."
He looked at all of us. "Does anyone have any questions?"
None of us said anything.
Mr. Ballantine smiled. "Very good. If you will excuse me I have many things to attend to. We open in ninety minutes."
Alice turned towards the dining room. "Come with me girls."
The dinner was excellent. I had a small fillet mignon. I noticed that the bartenders were all dining at another table. Ponce and Danny both had giant porterhouse steaks in front of them. My boys were very happy.
I noticed that while the bartenders were eating, George Thomas was teaching.
Alice Rand was doing the same thing with us. During dinner she showed us how to use our order pads as a map to keep drink orders straight. After that she talked about ways to keep money and tabs organized. She finished by teaching us what she called the etiquette of being a waitress.
After dinner we went back to the cocktail lounge. The boys were already there when we arrived. George Thomas was showing them how to draw draft beer.
Alice sat us down at a table and explained, "We're over staffed tonight. Cindy will be with us all week long. It's part of Mr. Ballantine's plan. None of you are going to be pressured until you are well trained."
She looked at Cindy. "Cindy, I will be working with you all weekend. We are not going to put you on your own until we think you're ready. There also won't be any formal notice that the restaurant is open until next week. We are starting slowly. We want to develop a reputation for quality service. Mr. Ballantine has invited a number of acquaintances this evening. This assures us of having a friendly and forgiving crowd."
Alice turned to Traci. "Mr. Ballantine wanted you to have a few moments before we open."
Traci took a deep breath. She obviously wasn't used to teaching others. "Girls we make more money if we flirt. Remember, everyone is honey or sweetheart. Touching is always good. Brush up against guys while you're taking orders."
She leaned in. "Were all wearing garter belts. It is going to be an unstated policy of the house that guys can tip you with a $ 5.00 bill or larger by putting it into your garter. When they do it, lift your skirt. Don't be afraid to flash your panties."
Traci got very quiet. Guys are going to try to put their hands on you. Absolutely no touching!" She laughed. "Unless they tip. The bigger the tip the better the feel." She looked at us. "If a guy puts a twenty dollar bill in my garter, I am going to let him run his hand slowly across my ass." she paused. "Under my skirt."
Cindy looked at her. "What if he puts a fifty in your garter."
Traci smiled. "We have to be careful about this. We don't want to get the place in trouble." She paused. "If I think the guys okay and we can be subtle about it, I'll let him put his hand between my thighs and rub my pussy." She looked at both Cindy and me. "No one is going to tell you that you have to let a guy do that, but we'll make a lot of tip money if you do."
Cindy looked at me. "I'm okay with that."
I smiled at her. "So am I."
Alice looked at us. "Girls you're going to make everyone that works here rich."
Traci laughed. "That works for me, I love being popular with my coworkers."
The evening started very slowly. I had several good opportunities to visit with Ponce and Danny. They liked George Thomas and they were quickly learning to be bartenders. Both of them were enjoying their jobs.
At 5:30 a group of four middle aged men in dark business suits came into the bar.
As soon as they sat down Alice walked over to me. "April, this group is yours; go to work."
I walked over to their table. As I approached them, they all looked up at me. I flashed them my best smile. "Welcome to the Goldenrod. I'm April, what can I get for you?"
One of the men seemed to be a little older and in charge. I suspected that the other three were his employees. He was sitting across the table from where I was standing. He smiled back at me and said, "April bring us four Manhattans."
I walked over and stood next to him. I softly rubbed his back and said, "Sweetheart, we serve a man sized Manhattan at the Goldenrod. It should be just perfect for you and your friends. I'll be right back with your drinks."
As I walked away I knew that all four of them were watching me. When I was beyond the next table I accidentally dropped my order pad. As I bent over to pick it up I gave the guys at my table a nice long peek at my ass.
I suspected that they were smart enough to realize that I did that deliberately. I was actually hoping that they would realize it. I was trying to send them a message. I wanted them to know that I was more than willing to give them a little entertainment.

When I got over to the bar I gave Ponce my drink order. He made the Manhattans and set up a tab on the computer for the guys at my table. While he was doing this, Mr. Ballantine came over.
He sat down on a bar stool next to me. "I loved the little trick where you bent over. It was very creative."
"Thanks, I'm trying hard tonight."
"I can tell. You're doing a good job." He got up. As he left he slapped my ass. "Keep up the good work."
I got the drinks and brought them to the table. As I served them I was careful to brush against each of the guys.
I served the older gentleman last. After I set his drink down I put my arm around his shoulder. "If there is anything I can do to make your visit to the Goldenrod more pleasurable, just let me know."
My gentleman put his arm around my waist. "Thank you April, we'll remember that."
I let his hand linger on my hip for a moment and then I turned to leave. As I turned he reached into his trousers and took out his wallet. "Just a minute April."
I stopped.
He opened his wallet, removed a five dollar bill and held it up. "We all enjoyed the show when you dropped your order pad."
I stared at him for a moment and then I smiled. "I was hoping you would." I very seductively lifted my skirt and pulled out one of the straps of my garter belt. "Would you like to put it in there?"
He took a deep breath. "Yes very much."
He very slowly slipped the bill under my garter. After he was done he let his fingers linger on the bare skin over my stocking top. Once he realized that I wasn't objecting he tried to slip his hand around to the back of my thigh.
I playfully reached back and stopped him. "Oh my aren't we naughty." I leaned over, kissed his cheek and whispered, "That requires a little larger tip."
My gentleman pulled a ten dollar bill out of his wallet and held it up.
I smiled at him and lifted the hem of my skirt. I raised it a little higher this time. Every guy at the table got a good look at my panties and garter belt. "That will get you just a little bit further."
He carefully slipped the ten dollar bill under my garter strap and softly trailed his fingers around to the back of my thigh. He moved slowly. He was obviously enjoying the feel of my bare skin.
When I felt him start to slide his hand up to my ass I reached back and gently grabbed his wrist. I leaned over, kissed his cheek again and whispered to him, "That takes an even bigger tip."
He laughed. "This could get expensive."
I giggled. "The finer things in life don't come cheap."
Everyone at the table started laughing. As I walked away I smiled to myself. I'd just made fifteen dollars for the tip fund and had a group of middle aged men very excited.
They had three rounds of Manhattans. Every time I delivered their drinks at least one of the guys placed a five dollar bill in my garter and enjoyed a little feel.
When they were finishing their third round of drinks I walked over. "You guys ready for another round?"
The older gentleman shook his head. "No thank you April. We have a big meeting in the morning. We can't afford to be too hung over. We're going to go into the dining room and have dinner. Can you see that our tab gets shifted over there?"
I smiled, walked over to him and put my arm around his shoulder "Certainly, I'll take care of that right away." Then I kissed his cheek. "You guys have been a fun table. I really enjoyed waiting on you tonight."
He looked at me. "April you're a fun waitress. We had a good time." He reached into his wallet, pulled out a twenty dollar bill and held it up.
As I lifted the hem of my skirt I giggled and said, "Are you sure your heart can stand this?"
He laughed and said, "if it can't it will be a wonderful way to die."
He slipped the twenty into my garter and very slowly moved his hand to the back of my thigh. He lingered there for a moment and gently caressed the soft skin at the top of my stocking. Then he slipped his hand to the inside of my thigh. His fingers were just below the crotch of my panties. I was just getting ready to stop him when he retreated. He obviously understood that he was approaching forbidden territory.



Instead his hand traveled up the back of my thigh and up to my ass. Once he got to my ass he let his hand linger there for a moment. He was being an gentleman and giving me an opportunity to stop him . When I didn't stop him he started exploring. He ran his fingers along the back of my thong and traced the narrow strip of lace and elastic down into the crack of my ass.
Both of us were new to this. I wasn't quite sure just how far I should let him go. I was also getting excited. That wasn't helping my judgment.
I could feel his fingers inside the crack of my ass. When I still didn't stop him, he got bolder and pulled my thong aside. I knew that I should be calling a halt to this, but I didn't want to. I let him keep playing. His fingers found my asshole. He started to rub me there. I gasped as I felt one of his fingers enter me. He pulled it out quickly. The fact that I still hadn't stopped him made him even bolder. He slipped his hand between my legs. His fingers were still under my thong. He started massaging my bare wet pussy.
I didn't want to stop him, but I knew that I had to; so I reluctantly reached back, grabbed his hand and pulled it away from my crotch.
He winked at me. He knew that he'd gotten more than his money's worth.
I leaned over and kissed him. "Thanks sweetheart, I enjoyed that."
He put his arm around my waist and hugged me. "Believe me April, I enjoyed it even more than you did."
I walked over to Ponce and handed him the twenty dollar bill. "Put this into the tip jar."
Ponce looked at the bill and raised his eyebrows. "That's a nice tip." He smiled at me. "What did you have to do to get it?"
I leaned across the bar and said, "I let the older man feel my pussy."
Ponce shook his head. "I think you gave it away too cheap."
I smiled. "I know you're right, but it felt so good. I didn't really want to make him stop."
"Honey you're going to have to learn a little self discipline if you're going to survive in this business. Everything has it's price and you can't waver from that no matter how hot the guy might be or how good he's making you feel."
I turned. Traci was standing behind me.
She smiled. "When I worked at the Black Knight, there were lots of times I was with guys that I would have dated in a minute, but I always had to remember that this was business." She paused. "What I don't understand is why the older man?"
I shrugged. "I really don't know. I guess I just got off on the fact that I was turning him on."
"Honey, you have a lot to learn."
I nodded. "You've got that right. Just over a month ago I was a virgin."
Traci shook her head. "Girl, what are you doing here?"
I giggled. "Let's just say that it's been an exciting month."
Traci turned to Ponce. "You're her boyfriend aren't you?"
Ponce nodded.
"What do you think about all of this?"
Ponce was about to answer, but I cut him off. "He has no say in the matter. Ponce is my little slave boy."
Traci stared at me for a minute and then she said, "No way!"
I grinned at her. "It's true, and I can prove it."
"How?"
"Go behind the bar."
"What do you mean?"
"Just go behind the bar and stand next to Ponce."
Traci walked behind the bar. When she was standing next to Ponce she said, "Okay what now?"
"Feel his crotch."
Traci looked at Ponce. "Are you okay with this?"
He smiled. "She's right, I have no say in the matter."
Ponce was enjoying this.
Traci shook her head. "Damn! I thought I've seen everything, but right now, I'm pretty fuckin amazed."
I giggled. "Just wait."
"What do you mean?"
"Feel his crotch."
"Okay, now I'm curious."
She reached down and grabbed Ponce's crotch. Traci had obviously been around. She wasn't timid.
As soon as she had a good hold on Ponce's private parts she stopped. "What the fuck is this?"
I got up, walked behind the bar and stood on the other side of Ponce. I grabbed her hand and pushed it down the front of his pants.
Traci felt Ponce for a moment and then she said, "It's like there's a plastic cage on his dick?'
"It's a male chastity cage. I keep his cock locked up. It lets me control when he has orgasms." I pointed to my ankle. "Do you see the key hanging from my anklet?"
Traci nodded.
"That's the key that unlocks his cage."
Traci shook her head. "You just told me that one month ago you were a fuckin virgin? Now I find out that you've got your boyfriend's dick locked up in some kind of S and M cage. What the hell did you do, go to accelerated slut school?"
I laughed. "Now that you mention it, I guess I did."
Traci and I walked back around to the other side of the bar.
There was only one group in the cocktail lounge. It was five men in their thirties. Cindy was taking care of them.
Traci, Ponce and I were huddled together at one end of the bar. Danny and the other bartenders were at the other end of the bar making drinks for the customers in the dining room.
As we watched Cindy work, Traci turned to Ponce and me. "April, you really should think about working an evening or two at the Black Knight."
I shook my head. "Working as a waitress five evenings a week is plenty for me."
Traci laughed. "Honey I'm not suggesting that you go there to waitress. I think you should go there to dance."
"What?"
"Sure sweetheart, why not? You're young, you're cute and you have a nice figure." She shrugged, "Your titties could be a little bigger, but there are lots of guys who love girls with small titties." She paused and smiled at me. "April, you have a great ass. The guys at the Black Knight would love it." She turned to Ponce. "I'll bet your little slave boy here loves to lick it."
I laughed. "How did you know that?"
"Honey you would be surprised at the number of guys that love licking a girls asshole."
I looked at Traci. "I want to hear more. Why do you think I should start dancing at the Black Knight."
Traci shook her head. "First of all, the money is great."
"We're going to make good money here."
"Not like the money you could make at the Knight."
"What do you mean?"
"April a good night's work at the black Knight can net a girl as young and pretty as you as much as two thousand dollars."
"How much?"
"You heard me." She shrugged. "Of course you have to be willing to do a few extras to make that kind of money."
"Like what, you mean lap dances?"
"Everyone does those. No, what I mean is that you might have to give an occasional blow job in the VIP room."
I looked at Ponce. I had a devilish grin on my face. "Baby I just had a wicked thought. Imagine yourself sitting in the Black Knight with your dick locked in your cage. I make you sit at a table all by yourself while I dance naked for other men?"
I stared into Ponce's eyes. "As I finish my dance I notice a very distinguished business man staring at me. He is very handsome and he's dressed in a custom tailored suit. When I leave the stage I put my panties and bra back on and walk directly to his table. All of my attention is focused on him. I am totally ignoring you."
Ponce took a deep breath. My little fantasy was obviously getting him excited.
"I ask him if I can sit down. He casually nods towards the chair next to him. You are very aware of the fact that I just danced naked for him. You know that he's really turned on. I sit down and pull my chair up next to his. You watch with envy as I press my nearly naked body against him.
"For a little while we flirt with each other. Your envy grows as you watch me fawn over him and laugh at his little jokes.
"While were flirting you notice that he casually puts his hand on my leg. You hope that I push it away, but I don't. He becomes bolder. He's a real man, not a little wimp like you. When he sees something he wants, he takes it.
"He starts massaging my thigh. As he fondles me, his hand disappears between my legs. From your angle it's hard to see what he's doing, but it looks like he might be fondling my pussy."
I looked at Ponce. He was mesmerized. I continued my story.
"We put our heads close together. You see him whispering into my ear. After a moment I nod in agreement. We stand up. You watch me take his hand and lead him to the VIP room. Your envy becomes almost unbearable as we go inside and close the door behind us.
"After were gone, you sit alone at your table and try to imagine what that handsome man and I are doing on the other side of the door."
I took a deep breath. I was very aroused. I looked at Ponce. "Did you enjoy that baby?"
He laughed. "I can't wait until you take my cage off tonight."
I giggled. "You're going to have to watch Danny fuck me first and then I think I might make you lick my asshole for a while."
Traci looked at both of us. "Shit you guys are really kinky; I'm soaking wet right now. You have to let me party with the two of you."
I smiled at Traci. "We would love that. Ponce is becoming very skilled with his tongue. I'm sure you would enjoy him."
Traci studied Ponce. After a moment she leaned across the bar and said, "Sweetheart I can't wait to feel your tongue in my ass."
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The cocktail lounge was empty. The men at Cindy's table had just moved into the restaurant to have dinner. Ponce, Traci and I were still chatting quietly at one end of the bar.
Suddenly Traci's attention shifted to the front door. "Oh my goodness, look whose coming into the Goldenrod."
I turned. A group of eight people were standing in the door to the cocktail lounge. There were four middle aged black men and four white women. Big Reggie Diamond stood at the center of the group. Staci, the woman I talked with the night of the basketball game at the Tomb was standing next to him.
Percy Ballantine came in from the dining room. He walked right up to Mr. Diamond and extended his hand. "Reggie, welcome to the Goldenrod."
Big Reggie smiled and shook his hand. "Percy, the place looks great."
"Thank you, we've worked hard." Mr. Ballantine turned to Traci and me. "Girls, push two tables together for our guests."
Traci and I quickly pushed two tables together and arranged the chairs. As soon as we were done Percy gestured to the tables and said, "Everyone, please sit down."
As they were sitting he turned back to Traci and me. "I expect you to give this group VIP treatment. Is that understood?"
I nodded. "Absolutely Mr. Ballantine."
Mr. Ballantine turned back to Big Reggie. "Reggie I have to get back to the dining room. Sit here and have a cocktail or two. When you're ready come into the dining room. We'll have a table waiting for you."
Reggie smiled at Mr. Ballantine. "Thank you Percy, your hospitality is most appreciated."
My boss nodded and started walking towards the dining room door. When he was halfway there he stopped and turned back towards us. "April and Traci, tonight everything is on the house for Mr. Diamond and his group."
Traci smiled. "Very good Mr. Ballantine, we understand. April and I will take care of everything."
Big Reggie waited while the rest of his group was seated. While he was waiting he saw George Thomas behind the bar.
He waved and said, "Hey George, how do you like your new job."
"I like it a lot Mr. Diamond. The hours make it much easier for me to spend time with my family. Thank you for setting this up for me."
"You're welcome George, although I have to say that we miss you at the Knight."
"It's very kind of you to say that sir. I miss the people at the Knight."
Big Reggie sat down. As soon as he was seated Traci approached him and said, "Hello Mr. Diamond."
Big Reggie looked up at Traci and smiled. "Well hello Traci, I didn't realize you were working here. I thought you went professional after you retired from the Knight?"
"I did sir, but I like the security of a regular job. When Mr. Ballantine offered me a position here I jumped at it. Between my time at the Knight and my time as a professional I'm pretty secure financially." She shrugged. "I don't really need to work, I just enjoy the structure that comes with having a regular job. I'm not completely retired either. I still have a few clients that I see on an occasional basis, but not very many."
Big Reggie nodded. "I understand." He smiled, "Percy was lucky to get you. You're exactly what he was looking for."
"I think we have a good group of girls working in the lounge. It's going to be fun." She looked at everyone, "How about some cocktails."
Traci and I quickly took drink orders for the entire table. As soon as we got back to the bar we gave the orders to Ponce and Danny.
While we were waiting for the drinks I turned to Traci. "What did Mr. Diamond mean when he said you retired from the Knight?"
"Mr. Diamond likes dancers who are young. The mandatory retirement age at the Knight is thirty."
"What did he mean when he said you went professional?"
Traci laughed. "April you crack me up. It means I was an escort."
"A prostitute?"
Traci laughed some more. "That's not exactly my favorite term, but yes that's what an escort is."
"And you still see some guys?"
Traci nodded her head. "Yes April, I still see about a dozen men."
"How much do you charge?"
"You really are fascinated with this aren't you."
I smiled. "I'm sorry, it's just that I've never met an escort before."
Traci grinned. "April, five minutes ago you didn't know what an escort was."
"You're right. I guess I'm just really naive."
Traci gave me a hug. "April, you're also very nice. I'm beginning to like you a whole lot."
I blushed. "I like you to Traci. I hope we can become good friends. Now how much do you charge?"
Traci shook her head and started laughing again. "Three hundred dollars an hour."
"Get out!"
Traci smiled. "No, that's what I charge."
"How many guys did you see in a day when you were working full time?"
"Between six and ten, eight was pretty common."
I thought for a moment. "Traci you were making $2400 a day."
She nodded. "Yes, escorting is a pretty lucrative business." She shrugged. "There are expenses. You have to have some money set aside in case you get arrested."
"Did you ever get arrested?"
"No so far I've been lucky."
"What other expenses are there?"
"I only did incall."
"What does that mean?"
"It means the that the guys always come to my place?"
"Your apartment?"
"No I get a room at the Calvert Hotel."
"That's an expensive hotel."
"If you want high class customers, you go to a high class hotel."
Ponce was putting the last drinks onto our trays. I had time for one more question."
"Did you like being an escort?"
Traci smiled. "Yes April, I really did. I still like it. That's why I continue to maintain a few clients."
"What do you like about it?"
Traci grinned at me. "April, I love to fuck. I always have. Getting paid for it is a wonderful bonus."
I looked at Traci. "I love to fuck."
Traci put her hand on my shoulder. "Honey slow down. Why don't you try nude dancing first. Find out if you enjoy giving fifty year old men lap dances before you start giving them blow jobs and letting them fuck you."
"I gave Mr. Ballantine a blow job in his office last week."
Traci stared at me. After a moment she started laughing. "April, you continue to amaze me."
"April and Traci, the drinks are ready. You'd better get them over to the table." It was Ponce. My baby was getting us back on track.
We carried the drinks to Mr. Diamond's table on two trays. Both Traci and I were novice waitresses. As we gained experience, eight drinks on one tray would become child's play. On our first night it was a challenge.
When I served Mr. Diamond's girlfriend Staci her drink she looked at me and said, "I've met you before." she thought for a moment. "Did you used to work for my husband?"
Mr. Diamond was talking to the man next to him. When he heard Staci mention her husband he turned and looked at us. "What's this about Georgie Porgie?"
"Reg, I know this girl. I never forget a face. I was just wondering if she used to work for my husband."
Mr. Diamond looked at me. "She sure is a cutie. Honey, do you know Staci?" Suddenly he stopped. "I know you to."
He turned to Staci. "We must have been together when we saw her."
Staci studied me. After a moment she stopped and started to smile. "I know, it was several weeks ago at the Tomb. She was that girl on the team that beat the North Side Boyz."
Mr. Diamond stared at me for almost a minute and then he smiled and turned to Staci. "I do believe that you're correct."
He waved his hand at me. "Come here."
I walked over to Mr. Diamond.
He reached out and gently held my wrist. It wasn't a threatening gesture. It seemed to be his way of making contact with me.
"Sweetheart, tell me your name."
"April"
Mr. Diamond smiled at me. "That's a pretty name."
"Thank you sir."
"April, are we right? Did you play basketball at the Tomb several weeks ago?"
I smiled. "Yes sir I did."
Mr. Diamond broke out into a rolling laugh. He turned to his companions. "This is the little vixen that cost everyone so much money a couple of weeks ago."
He turned back to me. "Your group left with a lot of cash. I'm kind of surprised that you got out of there with your lives."
I smiled at him. "We almost didn't. Someone shot at us as we were driving away."
Mr. Diamond's face got very serious. "Really, I didn't hear about that. Was anyone hurt?"
"No the only damage was some bullet holes in the back window of the car."
Mr. Diamond shook his head. "That was a very exciting night for you wasn't it?"
I nodded. "Yes sir it was."
"When are you going to come back and play some more basketball for us? As I remember, you were very good. All of us enjoyed watching you play."
I smiled. "I think I had enough excitement during my last visit to keep me happy for a very long time."
Mr. Diamond shook his head. "I understand. It's too bad though, I would love to be involved in betting coup like the one your group pulled off that night. That Jamal Wright is one smart cookie."
He stopped for a moment and looked at me. His expression suddenly changed. It seemed as if this was the first time he noticed my outfit. Of course that may have actually been the case. Mr. Diamond ran a strip club. He was constantly surrounded by scantily dressed young women.
He started to smile. Mr. Diamond was now clearly looking at me from a different perspective.
"My my, you certainly have grown up since we last saw you."
He turned to his girlfriend. "Look at her Staci. Isn't she a sexy little number."
Staci nodded. "It looks to me like she's ready to play, but the game isn't basketball anymore."
Mr. Diamond was still holding onto my wrist, but his grip was much firmer now. I suddenly sensed his dominance. Reggie Diamond was a true alpha male.
"Come here April." He pulled me to him. I didn't resist. I didn't want to resist.
He put his arm around my waist and let his hand slip to my ass.
As he lifted the back of my skirt I realized that Mr. Diamond's party was the only group in the bar. Big Reggie and I were the focus of attention and everyone in the lounge was watching us.
Mr. Diamond started massaging my ass with his huge hand. "April, I would love to have you come down to my club for an audition. A cute young thing like you could make a lot of money dancing at the Knight."
"Reggie are you trying to steal my hottest waitress?" It was Percy Ballantine. He was walking straight towards us.
Big Reggie turned to Mr. Ballantine and laughed. "Percy you know I would never do that, but I don't believe that you make her work every night of the week. She could dance at the club on her nights off."
"Reggie, she's a college student. She needs time to study."
Mr. Diamond looked at me. "Is that true April? Do you need to spend all of your spare time studying?"
"I could dance at your club on Saturday nights." I just kind of blurted it out. As soon as I realized what I'd said, I got very nervous. Part of me wanted to try dancing at the Black Knight and part of me was terrified by the idea.
I looked over at Ponce and Danny. They were both staring at me in total shock.
Mr. Diamond grinned at me. "That would be wonderful." He turned to Mr. Ballantine. "Percy are you okay with that?"
Mr. Ballantine shrugged. "What she does on her nights off is her own business." He smiled. "It might even be good for business here. We can quietly let some of our customers know that the little blond waitress is a stripper in her spare time."
Mr. Diamond nodded. "I agree with that thinking Percy. I am going to be sure that the word gets around to the customers at the club that our new dancer is a college student. Guys love seeing coeds dance."
Big Reggie turned to Staci. "Tell your husband that you have a date with me Saturday night. You don't want to miss April's debut at the club." He patted my ass. "I believe that our sweet little college student is going to become a star at the Black Knight."
Staci laughed. "Maybe I'll bring Georgie Porgie along. I'll put his collar and leash on him and make him strip to his panties. We can tie him to the leg of the makeup table in the dancers dressing room like we did last time."
Mr. Diamond roared with laughter. "Staci honey, you are evil."
Mr. Ballantine called for another round of drinks for Big Reggie's table.
Ponce and Danny were waiting for me when Traci and I got back over to the bar.
I looked at both of them and cried, "What have I done?"
Ponce laughed. "It appears to me that you just agreed to become a nude dancer in the most notorious strip club in the city."
I frowned at him. "Try not to sugar coat it like that."
He laughed. "Don't worry, I'm sure you'll be okay. Danny and I will give you cab fare so you can get home when you're done dancing."
I leaned across the bar and playfully grabbed Ponce's shirt. "You are going with me Buster."
He smiled. "Yes, I will be going with you. So will Danny, Darbs, Jamal, Jake, Tony and Adam. We'll bring big Julius if we can, but I'm not sure that Cynthia will let him go to a strip club." He took my hand and held it. "We will guard you, we will cheer for you and we will make sure that you get home safely."
"Really?"
"Yes. Really."
I was just starting to relax when I thought of another problem. "Everyone at Kelroy is going to find out. They're going to think I'm a slut."
Danny laughed. "April, everyone at Kelroy already thinks you're a slut."
I smiled. "You're right. I don't know what I was thinking about."
Traci put her hand on my shoulder. "April you have nothing to worry about." She looked at Danny and Ponce. "Did she really play in a basketball game at the Tomb?"
Danny nodded. "Yes, all three of us did."
Traci shook her head. "April honey, compared to the Tomb, the Black Knight is a nursery school. The security at the Black Knight is tighter than the security at the White House."
Traci looked at Danny and Ponce. "Will all those guys really be there Saturday night?"
Ponce nodded. "Yes, April is their friend. When we tell them she that needs them every one of them will be there."
Traci gazed at me. I could almost see a look of envy in her eyes. "April you are one very lucky girl."
I smiled at her. "I know."
Traci and I were barely acknowledged when we brought the next round of drinks to Mr. Diamond's table. It was clear that for the time being, they were done with us.
After about ten minutes Mr. Diamond stood up. "It's already 9:30. We have to be at the Tomb by 11:00. Let's go into the dining room and have dinner.
Once they were gone Mr. Ballantine came into the cocktail lounge. He looked at Danny, Ponce, two of the other bartenders and Traci and me. "It's going to be very quiet for the rest of the night. The six of you can go home. The weekend crew can handle things until we close."
Mr. Ballantine went back to the dining room. After he left I turned to Traci. "Were done early, would you like to come back to the apartment with Ponce, Danny and me?"
Traci looked at me and smiled. "Do I get to play with your big pussy boy?"
I nodded. "Yes, but I think we should leave his cock cage on him while we play. We wouldn't want him to have any nasty little accidents."
Traci laughed. "April you surprise me. You have a little sadistic streak don't you?"
I giggled. "I'm not so sure that it's all that little."
Traci nodded. "Girl, I think we have a lot in common." She stopped. "If we play, I'm going to need some serious cock before the night is over.
I pointed to Danny. "He can give both of us as much cock as we want tonight."
Traci leaned over and whispered into my ear. "I'd also like to have a little pussy."
I stopped and stared at her. This was something I'd never even thought about. I looked at Traci and started to get excited.
She smiled at me. "When we get to your apartment maybe the two of us can put on a little show for your boys."
I glanced over at Ponce and Danny. Their attention was focused on the Monday night football game. They were completely unaware of what Traci and I were discussing. As I watched them I smiled to myself. Putting on a lesbian sex show with Traci would be the nicest surprise that I could ever give to my two wonderful boys.
I turned to Traci. "I love that idea. I'm going to go change my clothes."
Traci put up her hand to stop me. "No April, you look really hot. Go get your other clothes, but don't change. Believe me, these outfits will make our little show much more exciting for your two boys."
I had to go through the dining room to get my clothes from Mr. Ballantine's office. As I passed by Mr. Diamonds table, Staci got up and walked over to me.
"April are you serious about dancing at the Knight next Saturday evening?"
I realized that she was giving me a chance to back out. I thought for a moment and then I took a deep breath. "Yes, I'm serious."
Staci smiled. "Good, I'd hoped you were. April, what's your full name?"
"April Marie Hansen."
Well April Marie Hansen, be at the Knight by 6:00. Give the bouncers at the door your name. They'll be expecting you. They'll let you in without making you pay the ten dollar cover charge."
Suddenly I got worried. Some of the guys couldn't afford to spend ten dollars in a strip club.
I looked at Staci. "I'm bringing eight guys with me. Could you let them in to?"
Staci shook her head. "April I know that Mr. Diamond would never agree to that." She paused. "But we could do this. I'll arrange to have their cover charges taken out of the money you earn Saturday night."
"Will I earn eighty dollars?"
"Will you do lap dances?"
"Yes, of course I will."
Staci smiled. "April honey, Saturday night you're going to earn a lot more than eighty dollars."
"Okay, what do I need to bring?"
"First of all, take a really good bath before you come to the club. The most intimate parts of your body are going to be on full display to lots of guys. You want to make sure you're clean."
I nodded. "I can do that. I'll make Ponce give me a bath. He'll make sure I'm nice and clean."
Staci looked at me. "What did you just say?"
I was feeling adventurous. I decided to be very open. I smiled at Staci. "That big guy behind the bar is my slave."
Staci laughed. "April you are absolutely filled with surprises. I'll want to hear a lot more about this Saturday night but right now we have to stay on task."
She thought for a moment. "You'll need a costume." She looked at me. "The outfit you're wearing will work just fine."
I shook my head. "Mr. Ballantine gave me the money to buy these clothes. I'm supposed to wear them to work here in his restaurant. What if they get damaged Saturday night?"
Staci laughed. "April, you're going to make enough money Saturday night to buy lots of outfits.
Staci thought a little more. "Bring your own makeup. You're going to need to touch up your face several times during the evening."
She paused. "I can't really think of anything else. Don't leave any valuables in the dancer's dressing room." She started laughing. "I guess that won't really be a problem on Saturday night. My husband is going to be in there all evening." She couldn't stop laughing. "You should feel free to torment him all you want while you're getting ready to dance."
She reached out and touched my arm. "Honey I'll see you Saturday night. When you get to the club, ask for me. I'm Staci.
Staci turned and went back to her table. She was still laughing when she sat down.



Mr. Diamond looked at her and asked, "What's so funny?'
Staci leaned over and whispered into his ear. After a moment he threw his head back and started to roar with laughter."
I got my clothes from Mr. Ballantine's office and walked straight back to the cocktail lounge. Ponce and Danny were still watching football. Traci was sitting at the bar.
I walked over to Traci. "Are you ready to go?"
She smiled. "I am, but I'm not sure what's going on with your two football fanatics over there."
I laughed and walked around to their side of the bar. Once I was standing next to them I turned to Traci. "You can't be subtle with these two numbskulls."
I slapped both of them across the back of their heads. They turned around in tandem.
Ponce looked at me as he rubbed the back of his head. "Hey that hurt."
"You deserved it pussy boy. You have two gorgeous women waiting to go home with you and you two lunkheads are sitting here watching football."
Danny looked at me and said, "Oh yeah, two gorgeous women, cool where are they?"
I walked over to Danny, reached down and massaged his crotch. "Be careful studman. I might just decide that I'm morally opposed to giving blow jobs."
Danny smiled and said, "whoops." He looked at Traci and then at me. "How can I be of service to you two lovely ladies."
Traci stood up. She was trying hard to keep from laughing. "You can ride in my car and show me the way to your apartment."
Danny flashed her his best boyish grin. "I can do that." He walked around to our side of the bar and held out his arm. "Beautiful Princess, I am your humble servant waiting to escort you to your royal carriage."
Traci burst out laughing. "April, where did you find this one."
I giggled. "Both of them were prizes in a box of Cracker Jacks."
Danny turned to me but before he could say anything Traci grabbed his shirt and pulled him towards the door. "Come on studman, you and I are going to go have some serious fun tonight."
As Traci was dragging Danny to the door he looked back at Ponce and me "Did you both hear that? She called me studman."
Traci laughed. "Don't let it go to your head. It was a slip of the tongue."
As they disappeared out the door Ponce said, "I think Traci likes Danny."
I laughed. "It's pretty hard not to like him."
Ponce nodded. "You're right, meeting Danny is the second best thing that's ever happened to me."
I looked at Ponce. "Baby, what's the best thing that ever happened to you?"
He grinned. "Meeting you."
I gazed at Ponce for a moment. Finally I said, "Baby I love you so much."
Ponce wrapped his huge arms around my shoulders and gave me a hug. "I love you to April."
I put my arms around Ponce's waist and hugged him back. For a moment we just stood still and enjoyed each others embrace.
Finally I said, "Come on baby; Traci and I have a wonderful surprise for you."
Ponce let go of me and said, "What is it?"
I giggled. "It wouldn't be a surprise if I told you." I grabbed his hand. "Let's go home."
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Traci and Danny still hadn't arrived when Ponce and I got to the apartment,
Ponce looked at me. "What do you think happened to them? They left at least five minutes before us."
I shrugged, "I don't know." I smiled at Ponce. "What I do know is that we have the apartment to ourselves for a few minutes. Get your clothes off slave boy. You're going to give me a bath."
I relaxed on the bed while Ponce started running water into the tub and took off his clothes. Once the tub was full he came into our bedroom and stood in front of me. He was naked except for his cock cage.
"April, would you please take my chastity cage off."
I shook my head and smiled. "Sorry cuckboy, the cage stays on. Tonight you're going to be our slave. Traci and I are going to be naked for most of the night. I think it's appropriate that your cock is under our control.
Ponce hung his head. He was obviously disappointed.
I got up and put my arms around him. "Baby, Traci is even more dominant than I am. This is a great opportunity for you. You aren't going to have very many chances to spend the night serving two dominant women.
He smiled. "I know, but Danny's going to get to do a lot of fucking. I'm feeling a little envious right now."
I grabbed his nipple and twisted it. He grimaced from the pain. "Don't forget your place. You're my little cuckold slave boy. You should envy my stud."
I released Ponce's nipple and kissed his cheek. "Don't worry, I'll make sure you get to have several nice orgasms before the night is over. I also know that Traci wants to spend a lot of time playing with you tonight."
I changed the tone of my voice. It became very stern. "Understand this very clearly cuckboy, Danny is the only one who's going to be doing any fucking tonight and your cage stays on until Traci and I decide it's time for it to come off."
Ponce quietly said, "Okay."
"Okay? Where are your manners. That's not a proper way for a slave to address his Mistress. Try again."
"Okay Mistress April."
"Okay? Would Helen tolerate sloppy language like that?"
"No Mistress."
"Well try again."
Ponce bowed. "Yes Mistress April."
I smiled. "That's much better slave boy. Remember, I expect you to show proper respect to your superiors tonight. We are to be addressed as Mistress April, Mistress Traci and Master Daniel. Do not forget that! I will not tolerate anything less and I guarantee that you will be severely punished if you dare to embarrass me with insolent behavior in front of our guest. The horsewhip that Mistress Helen gave me is sitting right over there on my dresser. I promise you that I will not hesitate to use it tonight."
Ponce smiled at me. "Mistress Helen is a good teacher and you're a good student. You learned very quickly."
I giggled. "That was pretty good wasn't it."
Ponce nodded. "It was excellent. Helen would be proud of you."
Ponce walked over and hugged me. "Mistress April you're right, this is going to be a fun evening and my chastity cage should stay on."
I kissed his cheek. "Ponce honey, I am going to do everything I can to see that you have the time of your life tonight. Now undress me. It's time for you to give me my bath." I stopped for a moment. "By the way, I think this is a good night for you to be wearing your dog collar. It really goes very nicely with your chastity cage."
I love being dominant. I know that Ponce loves being submissive every bit as much as I love being dominant, but I don't really understand why. It seems to me that I get all of the benefits.
Being bathed is one of those benefits. Lying in a tub of hot water and scented soap while another person gently washes your body is an indescribable pleasure. Ponce was a wonderful body slave. He fully understood how to use a soft and gentle touch to give me pleasure. When he washed me he was really giving me a full body massage.
By the time he finished bathing me my muscles were jelly. I could have stayed in that wonderful warm water all night, but I knew that Danny and Traci would be here shortly, so I forced myself to get out of the bathtub.
As soon as I stepped out of the tub, Ponce was waiting with a large terry cloth bath towel.
Once I was dry I turned to him. "Let's go into the living room. You can lick my pussy while we wait for Traci and Danny to get here."
I was just getting settled on the couch when I heard laughter outside the apartment door. Ponce was on his knees between my legs. He was just about to start licking my pussy when the apartment door opened and in walked Danny and Traci. Danny was carrying a case of imported beer. Traci was holding two bottles of champagne.
Traci saw Ponce kneeling at my feet and raised her eyebrows. "Oh my, Danny I think we got here just in time."
I looked down at Ponce. "Slave take the beer and champagne from Master Daniel and Mistress Traci and put it into the refrigerator. Open one bottle of champagne. Bring Master Daniel a bottle of beer and bring Mistress Traci and me a glass of champagne. You have my permission to keep a bottle of beer in the kitchen, but do not dare to insult us by drinking it in our presence."
Ponce jumped up. Traci handed him the champagne and Danny gave him the case of beer. He took everything into the kitchen. He was gone for several minutes. When he returned he was carrying a tray with two glasses of champagne and an open bottle of beer on it.
Traci was sitting on the couch next to me. As Ponce set our champagne on the coffee table I turned to her. "Ponce just finished giving me a bath. It was wonderful. Would you like one?
Traci looked at me. "You're being serious aren't you."
"Absolutely, he has a very gentle touch. It's almost like getting a massage. I highly recommend it."
Traci giggled. "I would love a bath."
I turned to Ponce. "Go draw a bath for Mistress Traci. Undress her while the water is running and put her clothes in our bedroom."
Ponce bowed. "Yes Mistress April." He turned and went into the bathroom."
Traci looked at me. "Ponce really is your slave."
I nodded. "Yes he is."
"April, that is so hot."
Ponce returned to the living room. "Mistress Traci, your bath is running. May I be allowed to undress you?"
Traci stood up. "Yes Ponce you have my permission to remove my clothing."
Ponce undressed Traci. Every time he removed an article of clothing he carefully folded it and place it on the end table.
Once she was naked Ponce said, "Mistress I am certain that your tub is ready." He held out his hand. "If you will come with me, I will give you your bath."
Traci took Ponce's hand. As he led her into the bathroom she looked back at me. "April, this is fucking wonderful."
After Traci and Ponce disappeared into the bathroom Danny turned to me. "Ponce has all the luck."
I looked at Danny. "What do you mean?"
"He's in the bathroom giving a bath to a gorgeous naked woman."
I laughed. "Honey before you got here Ponce spent ten minutes telling me how envious he was of you."
What do you mean?
"You're going to get to fuck both Traci and me tonight. Ponce isn't going to get to do any fucking at all.
Danny shook his head. "When you put it like that, I guess I am the lucky one." He stopped and thought for a moment. "Now it really doesn't seem fair to Ponce."
I shrugged. "Those are the rules of the game. Ponce wants to be submissive, He wants to be controlled. He gets excited by being denied the pleasures that I freely give you. He's going to spend the night with his cock locked in his cage. You're going to spend the night with your cock in our pussies."
I sat down on the couch and pulled Danny down next to me. I unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants and took his cock out. He was still limp.
I started to gently play with his soft penis. "Ponce doesn't want it to be fair. He likes being a slave. When we play our game he likes it when were mean to him."
Danny's cock was quickly growing.
"Want to hear a secret. Ponce knows this, now I am going to tell you. When we play our games, I'm starting to really like being mean to him. It gets me very excited."
I looked down at Danny's cock. It was sticking straight up.
"It looks like it also gets you excited. I want you to let yourself go tonight. Let's be really mean to him. Traci will do it. She's even more sadistic than I am."
I let go of Danny's cock and pulled his hand to my crotch. "Feel how wet I am. Just thinking about these games turns me on."
I looked at Danny. "I just promised Ponce the night of his life. I love him. I want to give it to him. But the fact is, you and I can enjoy it just as much as he does. All we have to do is let ourselves go and give in to our desires."
"What should I do?"
"Ponce is our slave tonight. Treat him like that. At the end of the evening we can both make it up to him. We'll both be very nice to him when the game is over, but during the game he is going to be our slave."
Danny took a deep breath. "Okay, I'm in."
I smiled at Danny, leaned over and put his rigid cock in my mouth.
Danny was very aroused. It only took a minute before I felt his body start to tighten. I took his cock out of my mouth, aimed the head at my tits and started pumping it.
The first spurt of semen hit my neck. I kept pumping Danny's cock. He gave me two more good spurts of cum before the pressure gradually eased. Both spurts hit my breasts. I kept milking him and watched as the last of his semen oozed from the little mouth in the head of his slowly softening cock.
"Well that was an impressive show."
I looked up. Traci was standing in the door to our bedroom. Ponce was on his hands and knees next to her. Traci was holding his leash. It was attached to his dog collar.
She laughed and held up the leash. "I found this on your dresser. It seemed to match the collar he was wearing. I decided that it might be fun to try it out.
"I‘m glad you did. It will help him remember his place. " I looked down at my cum covered breasts. "Traci, bring our slave over here. He has a little cleanup work to do." I smiled. "He's very well trained. You can tell him to heel, crawl and sit." I laughed. "He also knows some tricks. You can make him sit up or roll over."
Traci shook her head. "April you are fucking amazing." She turned to Ponce and tugged on his leash. "Ponce crawl."
Ponce obediently crawled across the living room floor. Traci walked next to him."
As they walked over to me I turned to Danny. "Sweetheart, why don't you take your clothes off and sit in that chair over there. Traci is going to sit next to me for a little while. We have a nice surprise for the two of you."
Danny got up and went over to his chair. Traci sat down next to me.
Once she was seated I said, "Mistress Traci, our lover left a mess on my breasts. I think our slave should lick it all up."
Traci looked at me. "Will he do that?"
I smiled. "Just watch."
I reached over and took Ponce's leash from Traci. "Come here pussy boy. Master Daniel left a little present for you." I gave his leash a good hard tug and pulled Ponce over to my breasts. "See all that nice cum on my tits. That's a little snack for you pussy boy, start licking."
When Ponce started to lick up Danny's cum Traci shook her head. "April, that's hottest thing I've ever seen."
I giggled. He actually prefers it when I serve it to him on my toes, but we can do that next."
Traci gasped. "Can I be the one who does that."
Ponce licked all of Danny's cum off of my tits. As soon as he was finished I grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled his head up so that I could stare into his eyes.
"Did you enjoy that cuckboy. Did Master Daniel's semen taste good? I hope so, because you're going to be licking up a lot of it this evening. Master Daniel has two women to satisfy. He's going to be doing a lot of fucking tonight."
I looked at Danny. "Master Daniel, are you ready for a lot of fucking tonight?"
Danny laughed. "I sure am. I love to fuck. It's my favorite thing."
I turned back to Ponce. "Pussyboy, do you like to fuck?"
Ponce nodded. "Yes Mistress April."
I smiled at him. "I'll bet you do. Fucking is wonderful."
I leaned forward and touched his cock cage. "Oh my what's this? You have a cage on your penis." I shook my head. "That's really sad. It doesn't even look like you can get an erection when you're wearing this."
I started to giggle. "Oh baby, I am so very sorry. It looks to me like you won't be able to do any fucking at all tonight."
Traci leaned forward. "Pussyboy do you see that chain around Mistress April's ankle?"
Ponce nodded.
"There's something hanging from that chain. What is it?"
Ponce just stared at her.
Suddenly Traci slapped Ponce hard across his face. "Answer me Pussyboy! What's hanging from the chain on Mistress April's ankle."
"A key Mistress Traci."
"Really, a key? How interesting. Pussyboy, what do you think that key unlocks."
"My cock cage."
"So Mistress April could free your cock if she wanted to, couldn't she?"
"Yes Mistress Traci."
"Why doesn't she?"
"Because I'm a slave. Slave's aren't allowed to fuck."
Traci smiled. "Very good pussyboy. You've earned a reward. You get to lick my toes."
Ponce picked up Traci's right foot. "Thank you Mistress."
As soon as Ponce started to lick Traci's toes she reached over, put her arm around my neck and pulled me to her. I took a deep breath and kissed her. She pushed her tongue into my mouth and we started to French kiss.
While Traci and I were kissing, I stole a quick glance at my boys. Danny was lying back in his chair watching. Ponce was still holding Traci's foot but he'd stopped licking her toes. His attention was focused on us.
I smiled at my baby. "Ponce honey go sit in the other chair. This little show is for both of you. I want you to be able to watch in comfort."
I felt Traci's hand on the inside of my thigh. I spread my legs apart. Traci immediately started to massage my pussy. When she pushed a finger into my cunt I heard Danny say, "Holy shit".
I reached over and slipped my hand between Traci's legs. It was the first time that I'd ever touched another girls pussy. A month ago I would have been grossed out by the thought of finger fucking a girl. Now I found it wildly exciting.
For the next few minutes Traci and I kissed and fondled each other. I was enjoying myself. Traci's body was soft and smooth. It wasn't better than being with a boy, but it was different and it was nice.
Traci broke off our kiss, pushed me back on the couch and climbed on top of me. I looked up. Her cunt was directly over my face. She lay down on me and pressed herself against my lips. I pushed my tongue into her wet pussy and started giggling. I felt like I was Alice in Sex Wonderland. I kept moving from one sexual adventure to another one.
Suddenly a bolt of pleasure shot through me. Traci was licking my pussy. I quickly realized that we were in a sixty-nine position.
I wrapped my arms around Traci's hips and pulled her cunt into my face. I quickly found her clit and started sucking on it. Traci wiggled her butt, she was telling me that she liked what I was doing.
We pleasured each other for several minutes. Finally Traci rolled off of me and sat up. Her face glistened with my love dew.
She looked at all three of us and smiled. "That was wonderful, but now I need some cock."
I looked over at the boys. Both of them had silly grins on their faces.
Danny's cock was sticking straight up in the air. He was ready for more sex.
Traci smiled at Danny and wiggled her finger. "Come here Studman. I have a nice warm place to put that gorgeous erection of yours."
I got up and gave Traci the couch. She lay back and spread her legs. Danny got on top of her. I heard her gasp as he pushed his stiff cock into her cunt.
I walked over to Ponce, stood in front of him and looked down. His cock was confined in his cage. There was absolutely no room for it to grow. For a moment I felt bad about keeping him locked up and then the sadist in me took over. I straddled Ponce's hips and sat down. My bare cunt was pressed against his caged cock. I put my arms around his neck and started rocking back and forth on his imprisoned penis. The plastic cage felt a little uncomfortable as it rubbed against my pussy, but I didn't care. My sadistic streak was controlling me. I wanted to torment my masochistic baby.
Behind me I could hear Danny fucking Traci.
"Do you hear that cuckboy. Danny's getting laid. It sounds like he's having a wonderful time." I paused for a moment and then I continued. "I'll bet you wish you were fucking me right now. Can you feel my cunt through your cock cage? Your cock is so very close to being inside me." I started to laugh. "But it isn't inside me is it?
Ponce didn't say anything.
I slapped his face. "Answer me! It isn't inside me is it"
"No Mistress April, it isn't."
"Why not wimpboy! Why isn't your cock inside me?"
"Because it's locked in a cage Mistress."
"Why is it locked in a cage wimpboy."
"Because I'm a slave. I'm not allowed to fuck women. Only men get to fuck women."
I smiled, "Very good cuckboy. Your obedience deserves a reward."
I slipped down between Ponce's legs, lifted his chastity cage and started to lick his balls. After a moment I looked up at him and asked. "Does this feel good baby?"
Ponce looked down at me. He didn't say anything. I was hoping that this was pure torture for him. The expression on his face told me that it was.
Behind me I heard Traci cry with pleasure. Ponce and I both turned and started watching. Traci was having an orgasm. Danny was a good stud. He ignored her cries of ecstasy and kept fucking her. Traci bucked and shook for several minutes. Danny kept fucking her. Finally she started to relax. Danny didn't care, he still just kept fucking her.
Suddenly I heard Danny's breathing speed up. It was a sound I've heard many times before. I knew him well, He was about to start ejaculating.
I got up and sat next to Ponce in his chair. "It looks like Master Daniel is about to cum." I leaned over and whispered into his ear. "I'll bet he leaves a big mess."
We both watched Danny. He pulled his cock out of Traci's cunt, stood up, moved down to her feet and started stroking himself. His cock was pointed at Traci's toes. Suddenly a huge spurt of cum shot from the tip of Danny's cock. It hit Traci's right foot and covered her toes with a coating of gooey semen. Danny kept masturbating. Two more large spurts of cum shot from his penis. Both of them landed on Traci's toes.
Once he was done, Danny sat down on the end of the couch. We watched as his engorged penis slowly softened and returned to its normal size.
Traci sat up, held her feet out and looked at Ponce. "Slaveboy, Master Danny left a mess on my toes. I think you have some work to do.
I got up and pulled Ponce out of his chair. "Slaveboy, it's time to go to work."
Ponce tried to stand but I put my hand on his face and shoved him to the ground. "No one gave you permission to stand up. Men stand up, slaveboys like you crawl."
Ponce was still wearing his collar and leash. I picked up the end of his leash and said, "Heel."
Ponce kneeled on all fours next to me.
"Crawl."
I led Ponce over to Traci's feet. When we got there, Traci wiggled her toes and started to giggle. "It's supper time."
A little jolt of excitement went through me as I watched my baby lick Danny's semen off of Traci's feet.



After Ponce was done with his cleanup chores I tugged on his leash. "Lie down on your back."
Ponce did as he was told.
Once he was lying down I looked at Traci. "I'm going to suck Danny's cock and get him hard again. Why don't you have a seat on Ponce's face and make yourself comfortable. I'd like Ponce to taste your pussy and your ass."
Traci got up, walked over to Ponce and stood directly over his face. As she got down on her knees she giggled and said, "Ponce baby, it's time for you to get to know me a little bit better."
Traci sat down on Ponce's face. She sighed when she felt him push his tongue into her asshole.
I turned to Danny. "Can you give us one more?"
He smiled. "I think so."
I slipped between his legs, picked up his limp penis and started playing with it. While I played with his penis I leaned forward and kissed his balls.
Danny's cock started to grow immediately. When he was fully erect I stood up, straddled him and lowered myself onto his rigid spear. Danny and I fucked for more than twenty minutes. I had two orgasms.
Traci rode Ponce's face while she watched Danny fuck me. I heard her have at least one more orgasm.
I let Danny cum in my cunt. After he was done ejaculating, I rolled off of him, lay back on the couch and spread my legs. Danny's semen was dripping from my swollen pussy.
Traci got off of Ponce's face. She grabbed his leash and rolled him over so that he was lying on his stomach. Once he was on his stomach, she yanked on his leash and pulled him up to his knees. "Crawl to your Mistress pussyboy. Her lover's cum is dripping from her cunt. You need to lick it up."
Ponce obediently crawled over to me and licked all of Danny's cum out of my cunt.
As soon as he was done I picked up my foot and said, "Take my anklet off and give it to me."
Ponce quickly unfastened the gold chain around my ankle and handed it to me.
"Come sit next to me baby,"
Ponce sat down on the couch. I unlocked his cock cage, removed it and set it on the coffee table. He sighed with relief when I took it off. I smiled at him, leaned over and kissed the tip of his liberated penis. It immediately started to grow.
Once Ponce had an erection I looked at Traci. "The game is over. I think my baby deserves a nice reward. I am sure that he would love to fuck you. Would that be okay?"
Traci laughed and said, "It would be my pleasure."
I got off of the couch and pulled Ponce up with me. As soon as we were off of the couch, Traci lay down and spread her legs.
I was standing behind Ponce. I put my arms around his waist. "This is for you baby. You can relax. Traci's already enjoyed herself. It doesn't matter if you cum quickly. All you have to do is enjoy yourself."
Danny was sitting in his easy chair watching. He smiled at Ponce and said, "Go for it buddy. You'll have a good time."
Traci reached up, grabbed Ponce and pulled him to the couch. When he was lying on top of her she reached down and put his cock into her cunt.
I kneeled on the floor right next to my baby. "Start pushing your cock in and out of her sweetheart."
Ponce started fucking Traci.
"Go slowly baby, there's no need to hurry."
Ponce made long slow thrusts.
Traci giggled. "Big boy you're good. You can fuck me anytime you want."
Ponce smiled and quickened his pace.Traci wrapped her legs around Ponce's thighs and started bucking her hips to meet his thrusts.
Their pace got quicker. Suddenly Traci screamed and started to shake. She was having an orgasm. Ponce kept fucking her. Suddenly he took a deep thrust and held himself in her cunt. I could tell he was ejaculating. Once he was done he rolled off of Traci. There was a big smile on his face.
I looked at him. "Baby, the game might be over, but you're still the cleanup boy."
Ponce slipped between Traci's legs and obediently licked up all of his semen.
After he was done, Traci looked at us. "I love you guys. Can I start hanging out with you?"
All three of us laughed. I said, "We would love that."
Danny walked over, picked up her hand and pulled her off the couch. "Will you sleep with me tonight."
Traci smiled. "Yes, I would like that very much."
Ponce and I watched them disappear into Danny's bedroom.
Once they were gone I turned to my baby. "Come on sweetheart, were not done."
Ponce stood up. As we walked into our bedroom I giggled and said, "You're in big trouble mister. I saw you fucking that other woman."
Ponce looked at me and said, "I'm sorry April."
I laughed. "Don't worry baby. you're going to make it up to me right now. You're going to fuck me before we go to sleep."
Ponce laughed. "It's a tough job, but somebody's got to do it."
"What did you just say?" I looked at Ponce. "Oh baby you are going to pay for that remark."
Ponce smiled. "I hope so."
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When I walked into the grill on Tuesday morning all of my friends were already sitting at our table. I climbed onto Ponce's lap and put my arms around his neck.
As soon as I was settled Mandy looked at me and asked. "Are the rumors true? Are you really going to dance naked at the Black Knight?"
I nodded, "Yes, I start Saturday night."
Catherine Parker shook her head and said, "April!"
Jamal looked at me. "Ponce says you'd like us to be there."
"If you have the time, I really would appreciate it."
Jamal smiled. "you can count on me. I wouldn't miss your debut as a stripper for anything. This might turn out to be even more fun than the night at the Tomb."
Darbs looked at me. "April we'll all be there. We'd never let you down."
Jake, Adam and Tony nodded in agreement.
Catherine Parker looked at Big Julius. "I suppose you also want to go."
He nodded. "Of course I do. April's my friend, If she needs me, I'll be there." He smiled at Catherine. "Remember, if it wasn't for April, you and I would still be secretly wishing we could get to know each other."
Catherine sighed. "That's true, we owe April a lot." She thought for a moment. "Okay, I agree. You do need to be there." She smiled at Julius. "But, I'm going along. You're not going to a strip club without me."
Julius laughed. "Okay, you've got a deal."
"Hey I'm not going to be the only one who's left out." It was Mandy.
I smiled at her. "Then I guess you'd better come along."
Mandy grinned at everyone. "Good it's settled then, we're all going."
Tuesday afternoon I called Helen's shop.
"Exotica Boutique, How may I help you?
"Could I please speak to Helen Darcy ."
"Who shall I say is calling?"
"This is April Hansen."
"Hi April, this is Lorraine. How are you."
I smiled. Ponce was right. Lorraine was a very nice person.
"I'm just fine Lorraine. How are you and Helen."
"Oh were fine. April, how is your new job? Yesterday was your first day wasn't it?
"Yes we started last night. The outfit I got from Helen was a big hit. The jobs are wonderful. Ponce, Danny and I are all very happy. Hey Lorraine, I need to come over and do some more shopping. I'm taking another job."
"I thought you just told me that you liked the job you have. Why are you taking a different one?"
"I'm not taking a different job, I'm taking another job."
"Honey do you have time for two jobs? You're going to school."
"This job is just for Saturday nights."
"Really, What is it?"
"I'm going to be a dancer at the Black Knight."
"That's a strip club downtown isn't it?"
"Yes."
There was a long pause. "April honey, isn't that kind of a dangerous place?"
"No I think it's okay. One of the waitresses I work with used to dance there. She said the security is very good. I'll have Ponce and Danny with me and Saturday night a big group of our friends our are also going. Everyone wants to see me dance."
Lorraine laughed. "I can understand that. We'd also love to see you dance."
"Really?"
"Of course we would."
"Oh please come, that would be so wonderful."
"Are you sure it will be safe?"
"Lorraine, Ponce and Big Julius will be there."
"Who's Big Julius?"
"He's a good friend of ours. He's even bigger than Ponce. Lorraine, there are going to be at least eight big guys with me. If you stay with us you should be perfectly secure. There's safety in numbers."
"April I would love to go. I want to meet your friends to." She paused, "Of course I have to ask Helen first. You understand that I'm not allowed to make any decisions without her permission."
"Yes, I understand. Lorraine you're a very obedient slave."
"I try hard."
"Lorraine, I have a little time during lunch tomorrow. I'll have Ponce bring me over around noon. Danny will probably join us. We'd love to see you guys again."
"Wonderful, I'm glad you called first, that way we can all be here. Helen, Jessica and I are all eager to see you. All three of us are going to want to hear every detail about this new job."
Lorraine paused. "April this is very exciting. I'm already looking forward to Saturday night."
"So am I Lorraine."
Tuesday night our shift at the Goldenrod went very well.
I wore the second outfit. Mr. Ballantine liked it even better than the first outfit.
Traci spent a lot of time flirting with Ponce and Danny. I didn't mind. I understood what she was trying to do. She liked us. She was trying to become our friend. We liked her to. We wanted to be friends with her.
During our lunch break on Wednesday Ponce, Danny and I drove over to The Exotica Boutique. When we walked in Helen, Jessica, Lorraine and Morris were all there.
I ran over and gave Helen, Jessica and Lorraine a hug and a kiss.
When I got to Morris I looked at him and said, "What a pleasant surprise. I thought your work schedule was going to be too demanding to allow you to get away."
He smiled at me. "When I heard that the three of you were coming over, I called my secretary and cleared an hour from my calendar." He looked at me. "Don't I get a hug and a kiss?"
I threw my arms around him and gave him a big kiss. As I kissed him I pushed my tongue into his mouth and reached down and grabbed his crotch. He was wearing a chastity cage.
I broke off the kiss and giggled. "Oh poor baby, your little thingy is all locked up. That's too bad, I was going to give you a nice hand job as a reward for being such a wonderful friend."
Morris grinned at me and shrugged. "Alas, that's the cross I bear. Being a slave to a beautiful woman like Jessica is a tough life." And then he grinned, "But it is also so wonderfully rewarding."
Jessica laughed. "Keeps sweet talking me like that slaveboy and I might actually let you out of that cage before New Years."
Everyone started laughing.
After a moment Helen looked at me and said, "Tell us all about this new job as a dancer. Lorraine got all of us excited about it last night, but he didn't really know any details." Helen shook her head. "He may look like a woman, but he's still a man. He doesn't have the gossip gene."
I took the next fifteen minutes and told them everything. I started with our basketball game at the Tomb and finished with Traci and the sex games after work Monday night.
When I was done Helen took a deep breath and said, "You've been leading a very exciting life recently. The trip to the Tomb sounds like it was dangerous. You have to be more careful about the situations you get into."
She turned to Jessica. "It does sound as though the trip to the Black Knight on Saturday will be safe." She smiled. "And it would be fun to see April dance."
Jessica nodded. "I'd also love to meet April's friends."
Lorraine turned to Helen. "So would I."
Helen glared at her husband. "Slave remember your place. Mistress Jessica and I are having a discussion."
Lorraine bowed his head. "I'm sorry Mistress Helen. I got excited."
Helen patted him. "It's okay dear, were all excited about meeting April's friends."
Helen turned back to us. "Were you really serious about your invitation?"
My face lit up with excitement. "Yes I was very serious. Oh please come. It would make me very happy."
Helen's face got serious. "I worry so much about Lorraine's safety. He's a very convincing woman, but there are some ugly people out there. I would hate to have someone find out that he's really a man and hurt him."
Ponce stepped forward. "Mistress, may I have permission to speak?"
"Yes Ponce, go ahead."
"I'll be responsible for Lorraine's safety. I promise you that I won't let anyone hurt him."
Danny nodded. "I'll watch over him to. No one is going to mess with our friend."
Helen looked at Lorraine. "Will you promise to stay with Ponce all evening."
Lorraine smiled. "That's easy. I like Ponce. I'd probably stay with him all evening anyway."
Helen shook her head. "I want a promise."
Lorraine bowed. "Yes Mistress Helen, I promise to stay with Ponce."
Helen smiled. "Wonderful, April we would love to go to the Black Knight with you on Saturday."
I smiled. "Good, we should all go together. I have to bring everyone in or you'll have to pay a ten dollar cover charge."
Jessica looked at me. "Darling are they really going to let you bring in fourteen friends for free?"
I shook my head. "Not really, They're going to take the cover charge for everyone out of the money I make on Saturday night. Don't worry I'll make more than enough to pay the bill."
Helen shook her head. "No no sweetheart. We'll take care of all of the charges for everyone. The entire night will be on us. April, money is not an issue for us."
I looked at them. "Really?"
Morris smiled, "Yes sweetheart, Lorraine and I will take care of everything."
Jessica put a hand up. "I have an idea. Let's hire some limousines to take us to the club. That way we don't have to worry about drinking and driving."
Helen turned to April. "Would that be all right with you?"
I nodded. "That would be wonderful."
Jessica looked at me. "Why don't you bring all of your friends over to Helen's. We can have hors d'oeuvres and cocktails before we go. Afterwards we can come back for a late night supper."
She turned to her friend. "Would that be okay with you? You have the best house for entertaining a large group."
Helen nodded. "Of course it is. It really does make the most sense. Lorraine will be doing all of the preparations. I am sure he would rather be in his own kitchen."
Ponce looked at Lorraine. "Could I come over ahead of time and help you?"
Lorraine smiled. "That would be very nice. I would love your help."
Ponce turned to me. "Would that be okay?"
I nodded. "Of course it would."
Helen clapped her hands together. "Wonderful! Everything is set. Now let's find some really hot outfits for April to wear Saturday night."
We spent the next thirty minutes picking out clothes. There was a lot of debate. I took my clothes off and stood in the middle of the store naked while Jessica, Helen, Lorraine, Morris and Ponce brought me different things to try on. Ponce and Morris weren't really selecting items. They were runners for Jessica, Helen and Lorraine. Since Danny wasn't a slave he got to sit in an easy chair and watch the whole show. Eventually I had five costumes. They were so racy that I wouldn't even think about wearing them in public.
After we were done, I looked at Helen and Jessica. "Thank you for your help. I really appreciate it. How much do I owe you?"
Helen smiled. "This is on the house."
"I can't let you do that."
"Of course you can. Honey we can afford it. Bedsides this way we can feel like were part of your show Saturday night. We're your costume designers."
I laughed. "All right you win, thank you very much."
I glanced at the clock on the wall. "Helen, we have to get back to school. What time do you want us to come over on Saturday. I'm supposed to be at the Black Knight by 6:00 pm."
"Why don't all of you come over around 5:00. We can have cocktails and leave for the Black Knight at 5:30."
"That's sounds perfect. What time should I send my slave over to help with the preparations."
Helen looked at Lorraine. "What time do you want Ponce to come over?"
"Lorraine thought for a moment and then she said, "How about three o'clock. We can watch college football and make hors d'oeuvres.
Ponce smiled. "That sounds great to me."
He turned. "Morris does that work for you?"
"I'll make it work. This sounds like a very pleasant afternoon and evening."
Helen looked at us. "All right then, we'll look forward to seeing you and your friends at our house at 5:00 on Saturday."
The week crawled by.
Work was fun, word was getting out that the Goldenrod was open. It was getting more crowded every night. Traci, Cindy and I were all becoming good cocktail waitresses. Tips were coming in faster and faster. We were starting to make good money.
At work on Wednesday we told Traci all about the plans for Saturday night. She got excited and asked if she could go with. We invited her immediately. She was going to drive her car to our house and ride over to Helen's with Danny and me.
Thursday morning we went to the athletic office and officially withdrew from the three on three tournament. We had to work. We didn't have time for the tournament.
We later heard through the grapevine that the frat boys took our withdrawal as an insult. They thought we were thumbing our noses at them as basketball players. You just can't please some people. First they tried to get rid of us and then they got pissed off when we had to quit.
The Goldenrod was packed on Friday night. Lots of businessmen came in to celebrate the end of the week. All of them were eager to stuff money into my garter straps in exchange for a quick feel.
Friday night Ponce, Danny and I each walked out of the Goldenrod with over two hundred dollars in tips.
Life was very good.
Saturday finally arrived.
Ponce, Danny and I spent the morning studying.
After lunch we turned on some music and I gave each of them two lap dances. I wanted to practice a little before I started doing them for money. They were both pretty turned on when we were done practicing so I gave them each a blow job as a reward for helping me.
At two O'clock Ponce got ready to go to Helen's.
When he was about to leave I looked at him and said, "I believe that we have one more detail that requires our attention."
He smiled at me. "I was wondering if you were going to forget."
I laughed. "Absolutely not. We can't have a slave running around a strip club with a free swinging dick. You might start to think that you have the same privileges as the men in the club." I put my arms around Ponce's neck and nibbled on his ear. "Baby, I want your full attention focused on me tonight. When I'm giving a guy a lap dance I want to know that you're watching me. When I take a man by the hand, lead him into the VIP room and close the door behind us, I want to be sure that you're wondering what were doing in there. I don't want to turn around and see you flirting with some floozy."
I slapped Ponce on the butt. "Go get your cage and don't forget my anklet."
Ponce ran into our bedroom. He was back in less than a minute.
He handed his cage to me. I sat down on a chair and ordered him to drop his trousers."
Ponce obediently undid his belt and let his jeans fall to the floor.
I pulled his boxer shorts down. I was just about to put his chastity cage on when there was a knock at the door.
I turned. "Who is it?"
"Traci, my last client canceled on me so I had some free time. I hope it's okay that I came over early."
I got up, walked to the door and opened it. "Hi Traci, please come in."
She took one look at Ponce and said, "What did I walk in on?"
I laughed. "He's going over to Helen's to help the other slaves prepare everything for this evening. I'm just putting his chastity cage on him before he goes."
She frowned. "I was kind of hoping he could give me a bath this afternoon."
I shrugged. "I know, I'm not getting my bath either. Ponce really likes the other slaves. He wants to do this. I don't want to get in the way of his fun. They're going to prepare food and watch football."
I winked at Traci. "You know we could give each other a bath."
Traci started to grin. "I love that idea."
Danny yelled from his bedroom, "I heard that. I want to watch."
Traci went into Danny's room. "You can watch, but you have to be naked."
Danny laughed. "I can do that."
I heard the sound of Traci jumping onto Danny's bed. "My last client stood me up. How would you like to take his place."
"I haven't got any money."
"I'll put it on your bill."
I looked at Ponce and shook my head. "Come on baby, let's get you locked up."
I quickly slipped the chastity cage onto his penis. As I was locking it I said, "I wish I could go over to Helen's with you."
Ponce smiled. "It looks like the three of you are going to have fun here."
"I'd rather be with you." I checked his cage and looked at him. "Does that feel okay?"
He nodded. "It's just fine."
"Pull your pants up."
After Ponce pulled his jeans up, he got down on his knees and fastened the gold chain and key to my ankle.
As soon as he was done I stood up, pulled my jeans down and turned around. "Give me a little kiss before you go."
I felt Ponce spread the cheeks of my ass apart. I shuddered as his lips touched my asshole. When I felt him push his tongue into me I put my hand between my legs and started to finger my pussy. I was already wet.
"Baby when I get to Helen's I want to slip off with you so we can do this again before we go to the club. I want both of us to be on a little sexual high while I'm working tonight."
Everyone started arriving at our apartment at around 4:30. Jake, Jamal, Darbs and Adam got there first. We were just starting to introduce them to Traci when Mandy and Tony and Catherine Parker and Big Julius arrived.
The introductions went quickly. As soon as we were done, Traci, Danny, Mandy, Tony and I all piled into Danny's car. The other six got into Darb's old Lincoln.
Darb's followed us to Helen's house.
Everyone in our car was amazed as we passed through the gate in the big wrought iron fence and drove up the long winding driveway. When we arrived at the huge front door of the old stone house, Traci whistled and said, "April this is a fucking mansion."
I smiled. "It's pretty neat isn't it."
We all got out of the cars and walked to the front door. I knocked. After a moment the door slowly creaked open.
It was Ponce. He looked at us and said, "Yes, how may I help you?"
Big Julius yelled at him, "Ponce you mother fucker, open the door and let us in."
Ponce burst out laughing, opened the door and said; "Follow me."
As we walked into the house, Catherine Parker grabbed Big Julius and said, "Behave yourself, these are refined people living in an elegant home.
Big Julius smiled at Catherine. "Don't worry I'll behave when I get inside, but that was just Ponce. He's about as refined as I am."
Darbs was walking right behind Big Julius and Catherine. "Shit, my dog has better manners than either you or Ponce and he licks his nuts."
Everyone burst out laughing.
Catherine turned to Darbs. "Please don't embarrass us."
Jamal walked up to Darbs and cuffed him on the back of the head. "You heard the lady, behave."
Darbs rubbed the back of his head where Jamal had hit him and said, "You're no better than we are. If you could reach 'em, you'd be lying in the street licking your nuts right now."
Catherine looked like she was about to explode.
I walked over to her and put my hand on her shoulder. "Don't worry Catherine. These are really nice people. They're going to like us just as we are."
Ponce led us into the parlor. Helen, Jessica, Lorraine and Morris were waiting there.
Once we were all inside Helen smiled and said "Welcome to our home. I'm Helen Darcy." She put her hand on Lorraine's shoulder. "This is my partner Lorraine Milton." She turned "This is my close friend Jessica Townsend and her husband Morris Fredericks. Lorraine, Morris and Ponce will be taking care of the refreshments this evening. If there is anything you want, just ask them. They will try to provide it."
I smiled in awe. Helen was so smooth. She carefully avoided the entire domination issue and still had the slaves serving us. I also admired the way she so deftly slipped over her relationship with Lorraine. I kind of assumed that by the end of the evening everyone would know that Lorraine was a transvestite, but my friends would all get a chance to know him as a person before they were confronted with that reality."



I watched with admiration as Helen, Jessica, Lorraine and Morris deftly went around the room and casually introduced themselves to everyone.
Ponce handled the drink orders. This was done by design. These were Ponce's friends. He knew what they wanted to drink.
Danny decided to help his friend. He grabbed Jamal and Adam and said, "Come with me. The bar refrigerator is loaded with Budweiser and Heineken."
That was all it took. All the guys made a quick move to the bar.
Lorraine saw what was happening and realized that the boys would be fine. He walked over to Catherine Parker and Mandy and said, "I have just opened a bottle of champagne. Would either of you like a glass?"
Both of them tried to act very sophisticated. Catherine answered. "Thank you Lorraine, that would be nice."
As soon as everyone had a drink in their hands. Morris appeared with a tray of hors d'oeuvres. Lorraine amazed me. His hors d'oeuvres were little tiny pizzas. Each one was about the size of a Ritz Cracker. They were the perfect snack for this crowd.
Lorraine watched with obvious pride as everyone gobbled them up.
Suddenly Helen clapped her hands. "Attention everyone, It's 5:30. We have two limousines outside. Grab your drinks, it's time to go to the Black Knight."
We all filed out the front door and started piling into the limos. I found Ponce and grabbed onto him. We got into a limousine together."
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It was a short trip to the Black Knight. When we arrived Morris was already getting everyone from the first limousine lined up at the door.
As we got out of our limo I turned to Ponce. "You find Lorraine and hang on to her. I'm going inside. Don't worry about me, I'm sure I'll be fine. You take care of Lorraine, I'll find you as soon as I can."
Ponce nodded. "I'll keep a chair open for you at our table, but I expect that you're going to be pretty busy. Come see us when you have a chance."
I put my arms around Ponce and kissed him. "I love you Ponce."
He smiled. "I know you do. I love you to April." He patted me on the butt. "Knock 'em dead tonight sweetheart."
I walked up to the front of the line. There were two large black men handling the door.
"Hi I'm April. Staci is expecting me."
One of the guys looked at a list for a moment and then he looked up at me. "What's your last name?"
"Hansen."
He nodded. "Come on in."
As I walked through the door he pointed towards a table in the corner. "You'll find Staci over there."
I walked into the night club. There were at least fifty people already seated inside. Most of them were middle aged men.
A dancer was performing on the stage. She was totally nude. There were seats along the edge of the stage. All of them were occupied. The men in the seats were holding up dollar bills. The dancer was methodically working her way around the stage. Each time she got to a new guy she would squat in front of him with her legs spread and he would throw money at her. I wasn't quite sure that I understood the system, but it seemed like a good deal for me.
I spotted Staci. She was sitting at a table talking to a middle aged black man. As I approached her she looked up. After a moment she smiled. "April, how nice to see you." She turned to the man she had been talking with. "Darren, you'll have to excuse me. This is a new dancer. I have to get her settled."
She looked at the gym bag I was carrying. "Are you're costumes in there?"
I nodded, "Yes".
"Follow me, we'll walk and talk."
Staci started walking across the club. "Here's how it works. You pay us three hundred dollars to work here tonight."
I stopped. "I don't have three hundred dollars."
Staci paused and smiled at me. "Don't worry honey, you'll make more than that in your first hour."
She started walking again. "All the tips you make on the stage are yours. You'll rarely make more than fifty dollars during a dance set. It's hardly worth the effort."
She stopped and looked at me. "Don't get confused. The stage dances are very important. That's where the guys get to know you. If they like your stage dances, they're going to want to spend time with you when your not on stage. That's where the money is."
"You're talking about lap dances."
"Partly, lap dances are thirty dollars each. That's how you pay off your three hundred dollar performance fee. See that guy sitting behind the counter over there."
She pointed to a man sitting next to the DJ. "Every time you do a lap dance you give him the money. At the end of your shift we'll take out three hundred dollars and give you the rest. A hard working dancer should be able to do thirty dances a night."
"That's six hundred dollars for me."
Staci smiled. "That's right, but that's still not where the big money is."
"What do you mean?"
"See that door over there."
I nodded.
"That's one of the VIP rooms. We have five of them. It costs a guy a hundred and fifty dollars to go to the VIP room with you for thirty minutes. We take $50.00 every time you go there. That's separate from the three hundred dollar performance fee." She smiled at me. "If you think about it, it's not worth it. You can make more than a hundred dollars in a half hour doing lap dances out on the main floor. Most guys do tip when they take you to the VIP room so it probably becomes a wash."
I looked at her. "So why do you have a VIP room?"
"Every VIP room has a male attendant. Technically his job is to make sure you don't break any prostitution laws while you're in his room. The reality is that he's there to check out your guest. If he thinks he's okay, meaning he's not a cop, he'll take a coffee break. If he gets up and leaves then you're free to negotiate any deal you want with your guest."
"How do I do that?"
"You run your hand across his crotch, kiss his cheek and then you say, Our chaperon just left. We're all alone. If you're a generous man, I'm willing to play some fun games."
Staci looked at me. "This is up to you, but a blow job is usually an extra two hundred dollars. A hand job is an extra hundred. When the guy cums the session is over. If you can get him off quickly you can get back to the floor and do some more lap dances."
"What if a guy wants to fuck me?"
"Most girls charge at least three hundred. You should be able to get four hundred. Lots of older guys will want to eat your pussy. That's always three hundred."
Staci smiled at me. "Ambitious girls can make a lot of money in the VIP room."
Staci shrugged. "I think that's about all you need to know about the business end of dancing at the Knight. Come with me, I'll show you where the dressing room is located."
I followed Staci down a narrow hallway on the left side of the stage. At the end of the hall there was a door with a sign on it that said, Employees Only.
Staci opened the door. The dressing room was about the size of a small bedroom. There was a bathroom and shower at one end. Three makeup tables with lighted mirrors were lined up against one of the walls. There was an old red couch opposite the makeup tables. The wall opposite the bathroom had a bank of fifteen lockers similar to the ones you would see in a high school.
As we walked into the room, I barely noticed these details. My attention was drawn to a middle aged man. He was on his knees wearing a dog collar, a pair of lace panties and a bra. There was a leash attached to his dog collar. The leash was tied to the leg of one of the makeup tables. There were two bowls on the floor next to him. One had water in it and the other was filled with what looked like dry breakfast cereal. His face was garishly painted with rouge, lip stick and eye shadow.
Staci looked at him and laughed. "This is my husband Georgie Porgie. It's bring your pet to work night. I like to make him stay in here."
She giggled. "Georgie's not allowed to wear men's clothing in the club and he's never allowed watch the girls dance." She laughed. "This is a club for men, not little wimps like Georgie. We keep him in here as a plaything for the dancers. You can see that some of them have already put makeup on his face."
Staci walked over and patted her husband on the head. "Feel free to do anything you want to him."
Staci opened her purse and took out a lock. "I forgot to tell you that we have lockers, so I brought you this lock. Don't leave anything sitting out. Some of the girls here are less than honest."
Staci looked at her watch. "Your first dance set is in forty minutes. This is your first time, You'd better start getting ready now. You'll do five songs. Take a little more clothing off with each song. You should be totally nude during your last number. When the tips start coming in pull them to the center of the stage. There are guys out there that will try to steal your money. As soon as your set is over, come out onto the floor. That's when the guys will be after you for lap dances."
She paused for a moment. "I think that's just about everything." She looked at me. "Do you have any questions?"
I smiled. "I've never danced on a stage before. What should I do?"
Staci laughed. "Honey it's not hard. When you first get out there just pretend you're dancing with the DJ. The guys will start throwing money at you right away. Once that happens you should start dancing for the guys who are giving you the most money." She stopped, "But honey, don't forget the older guys sitting at the tables. Be sure to dance for them to, they're the guys who can afford the extras."
She looked at her watch again. "You only have thirty-five minutes, you'd better get ready. I have to get back out on the floor.
Staci turned to leave. When she got to the door she stopped and turned back to me. "No one uses their real name here. What do you want to be called?'
Traci had alerted me to this. I'd already thought about it and made my choice. I looked at Staci and said, "Venus."
Staci stared at me for a moment and then she smiled. "A goddess. How interesting."
As soon as Staci left I looked at her husband. "Are you okay? Can I get anything for you?"
He smiled at me. "Don't worry, I'm just fine. This is much worse than it appears. My wife is actually very kind to me and would never dream of doing anything that might really injure me. We just have a little different way of expressing our love for each other."
I nodded my head. "I understand. My boyfriend and I like to play similar games."
He looked up at me. "Really?"
I nodded, "Yes really."
I walked over and patted his head. "I'm April."
He took my hand and held it for a moment. "Hi April, I'm George. In this club I'm known as Georgie Porgie."
"Does that bother you George?"
"Hell no, it's just part of the game. April, I could be at home doing anything I want right now. I choose to be here." He paused for a moment. "Shouldn't you be getting dressed? You're going on stage pretty soon."
"Oh hell, you're right. I have to hurry. Georgie, I'm so nervous. What if I screw up. What if they tell me I can never come back. What if I go out on stage and make a complete fool out of myself."
George laughed, "April relax. Come over an unfasten my leash. I'll help you get ready."
"Won't Big Reggie and Staci get mad if they find out I took you off your leash?"
George smiled at me. "April can you keep a secret?"
"Sure."
"April, I own this club. I also own the restaurant where you work as a cocktail waitress."
"You own the Goldenrod?"
Georgie nodded. "Yes both Percy Ballantine and Big Reggie work for me."
"I don't believe you."
"George laughed. "Ask your friend Traci. She's one of the few people who actually knows."
I walked over and took George's leash off his collar.
He stood up and rubbed his legs. "Thanks, I'm getting to old to stay on my knees for very long. Now where was I?"
He stopped to think. "Oh yes, Traci's one of the reasons I opened the Goldenrod. April, you can only strip for so long. It's my rule that all dancers at the Black Knight have to be under thirty."
He shrugged, "Most guys prefer watching young women, it's a cruel fact of life. Traci worked at the Black Knight for eleven years. She was one of our best dancers. I felt bad when I forced her to retire."
He pursed his lips. "I knew that she became a high class escort and made lots of money, but she told me she was lonely. She wanted a place to work so she could be around other people. I decided to open a restaurant where she could work as a cocktail waitress. When I told her about the new restaurant and offered her the job, she jumped at it."
He gave me a sly wink. "Don't get me wrong. I'm not a complete bleeding heart fool. The Goldenrod is a good idea. This town needs an upscale restaurant with a little sex appeal. The business and convention trade are crying for it."
He looked at me. "You and Traci are going to make a lot of money for me in the Goldenrod."
I took a moment to think about what George had just told me and then I asked, "So how does Big Reggie fit into all of this."
George took a deep breath. "April, I don't know if you're aware of this, but some women have a real thing for black men. My wife is one of those women. Staci started cheating on me before we were married. She didn't do a very good job of hiding it. I figured it out immediately. I was hurt and I responded like a typical red blooded male, I broke off our engagement."
He shook his head, "Staci was devastated. She begged me to take her back, but my pride was hurt so I was bullheaded. I refused."
Georgie stared at the floor for a moment. "Over the next several weeks, the strangest thing started to occur. I began to have fantasies about Staci in the arms of other men. These men were always large, powerful black men."
He smiled at me. "At the same time I also started to have fantasies that had me groveling at Staci's feet. In my dreams, she became a dominant mistress and I was her submissive slave."
George shrugged. "One night I found myself knocking on Staci's door. When she opened it I threw myself at her feet and begged her to take me back. She was very confused. So was I. We started talking. We both agreed that we wanted to try to make a relationship work. We talked all night long. Finally in the wee hours of the morning we reached an understanding and convinced ourselves to make another attempt at getting together. As part of our agreement I granted Staci the right to date other men."
He looked at me. "Staci was adamant that I could not see other women. She understood the hypocrisy of her position, but she didn't care. She just couldn't bear the thought of my being with another woman."
He paused for a moment. "It really wasn't that big a deal to me, in fact it fit my fantasy very well. I wasn't looking for equality. I was looking for the opposite. I wanted to submit to my wife. I wanted her to dominate me. I viewed her freedom to see other men was one expression of her dominance. The domination was a problem. Staci wasn't sure she could do it. I made it clear that this was the trade off. If she wanted to play with other men she had to become a dominatrix and make me her slave.
George smiled at me. "She agreed to try." He started chuckling. "Eventually she grew to love being dominant. She discovered that she had a real sadistic streak. Now I think she enjoys it even more than I do."
George grinned at me. "We got married a month later. I spent our wedding night on my knees watching a large black man fuck my new bride."
I shook my head. "That's a pretty hot story." I paused, "But you still haven't explained how Big Reggie got into the picture."
"That's easy. Staci loves to dominate me, but she also enjoys the other side. Her fantasy is submitting to the will of a large black stud. She met Big Reggie at a night club. He'd just been released from prison. He was a big, tough, dominant male. It was almost like Reggie had walked straight out of my wife's wildest sex dreams. Staci stopped seeing other men. She became Big Reggie's woman."
George shrugged. "As far as I was concerned this was a stroke of good fortune. Reggie was kind to Staci. He didn't abuse her. He understood our relationship and was comfortable with it. He was also a very powerful man on the streets. No one ever messed with him. When Staci was out on a date with him, I knew she was safe."
George looked at me. "Reggie was on parole. He needed a job. I didn't want my wife dating a janitor so I decided to intervene. I'd always wanted to own a strip club. Reggie was the perfect front man. He was known as a cold ruthless criminal. When I set him up as the owner of the Black Knight, it immediately gave the club the notoriety that I was seeking."
He started smiling. "Since Staci was Reggie's woman, it seemed appropriate to everyone that she would become involved in the operation of the club. My wife was bored. She wanted a meaningful job. Running the Knight with her boyfriend was the perfect situation for her."
He started laughing. "I get off on being humiliated and abused. Can you think of a better place to have that happen than in a strip club run by your wife and her boyfriend?"
"So how did Percy Ballantine become involved with the Goldenrod?"
George shrugged, "That was just good luck. As I got to know Reggie I became increasingly impressed with his business sense. Percy was a friend of Reggie's. Reggie recommended him to me. I hired him to work in the Knight. He proved to be an excellent assistant manager. When I decided to open the Goldenrod, Percy was the logical choice."
George looked at the clock. "Hey we have to get focused. You're going on stage in fifteen minutes. Let's see your costumes."
I took them out of my bag and laid them on the makeup table.
George examined them and said, "There's no question about which one you should wear first."
I stared at him.
He smiled at me and pointed. "This one my dear, it's perfect for your debut."
Georgie was pointing at a red and white cheerleaders uniform. Helen told me that she and Lorraine love to search the second hand stores for unusual items. She has a small section of the shop devoted to costumes. Cheerleader uniforms are one of her top sellers.
While I was taking my clothes off, George picked up the panties and bra that went with the costume.
He grinned at me. "These are wonderful. You're going to drive the guys wild."
Helen had selected the panties and bra. They were from her nostalgia line. The panties and bra were both white. The panties were full cut with lots of lace trim. The bra was strapless and also covered with lace.
As I was bending over to put the lace panties on, George's hand accidently brushed against my naked rear end.
He immediately pulled his hand back and said, "Please excuse me April, that was an accident.
I pulled my panties up and turned to face him. "It's okay Georgie, I like to be touched." I took his hand and pushed it down the front of my panties.
I felt him slip two fingers into my pussy.
I closed my eyes for a moment and enjoyed his touch. "That feels so good. It's getting me in the mood to dance naked for a room full of guys."
Georgie pulled his hand out of my panties and picked up the horsewhip that was sticking out of my gym bag. "If Staci had walked in just now, she would have used this on me."
I giggled and said, "I'll bet you would have loved that wouldn't you?"
He grinned, "Oh yes."
I smiled at him. "The whip goes with another costume. I was kind of thinking that it should be used as my grand finale. Maybe after I get dressed for that dance we can play for a minute or two. You know, it could be a warm up session."
George laughed. "April you are a devil. I think were going to become very good friends."
I smiled at George, "I hope so."
I quickly finished dressing. I wore my basketball shoes and white socks as part of the costume. I didn't tie the basketball shoes. I wanted to be able to kick them off on stage.
After I was dressed I twirled around for George and said, "How do I look?'
He shook his head. "April you are gorgeous."
I kissed his cheek. "you're very sweet and I think I know the perfect reward for a sweet gentleman like you."
"What would that be?"
"I still have two minutes before I have to go on stage. How would you like to spend them on your knees licking my asshole."
Georgie's face lit up. "April my dear you know exactly how to make an old man happy."
I bent over and rested my arms on the chair next to my makeup table.
Georgie got on his knees behind me and slowly pulled my lace panties down to my thighs. I closed my eyes when I felt him spread my cheeks apart and I sighed when I felt his tongue entering my asshole.
Suddenly I heard the Disc Jockey say, "Ladies and gentleman we have a rare treat for you this evening. All of you are about to witness the professional debut of a Kelroy College Freshman. Yes you heard me correctly, our next dancer is a real college coed. Let's give her a warm welcome. Everyone put your hands together for Venus!"



Georgie said, "Come with me, I'll show you where to go."
I followed him out the dressing room door. As soon as we entered the hallway, we came to another door on our left.
Georgie opened it. "This puts you on the back of the stage."
I kissed him and said, "I wish you could watch me dance."
He smiled. "Oh I will."
I looked at him. "I thought Staci didn't allow you to go into the club."
He smiled. "She doesn't." He turned and pointed up. On the second floor there was an office with a large glass picture window. "I have a private box." He winked at me. "My wife loves me."
Georgie patted my butt. "They're waiting for you. Knock 'em dead kid."
I walked through the door and turned. I found myself in the middle of the stage, bathed in bright light. I looked out, there must have been at least two hundred people in the room, Most of them were men. I glanced down, twenty or thirty men were seated around the edge of the stage.
The voice of the Disc Jockey filled the room. "Here she is gentleman, your favorite cheerleader from Kelroy College, Venus!"
The crowd started cheering. It reminded me of that night just eight months ago when my team mates and I ran onto the floor of The Civic Arena to play in the final game of the Girls State High School Basketball Championship.
Suddenly music began to play. It was an old disco song. I started to move to the heavy rhythm. It came naturally. I made two complete turns around the stage. When I got back to the front I stopped, faced the crowd, pulled up my sweater and lasciviously licked my lips while I showed everyone my lace brassiere.
Guys all over the room stood up and started to applaud.
I made another turn around the stage. When I got back to the rear door I kicked my basketball shoes off.
During my first turn around the stage I'd noticed a pudgy bald headed man sitting in one of the chairs at the rail. I danced straight over to him, ran my foot across his face and said, "Take my sock off big boy."
He grinned at me and carefully removed my sock. As soon as it was off he put it in his mouth and sucked on it for a moment. I knew I had my boy.
I presented my other foot and said, "Now this one."
He nodded enthusiastically and pulled the sock off. When he was done, I put my foot in his face and said, "How about a kiss big boy."
The crowd roared when he grabbed my foot and started sucking my toes.
I let him enjoy himself for a moment and then I pulled my foot away and said, "You deserve a big reward for being so well behaved." I squatted in front of him, spread my legs, grabbed him by the back of his head and pulled his face into my panty covered crotch. I shuddered with excitement when I felt him licking me through my panties.
I let my pudgy boy have a little fun and then I laughed and said, "That's enough for you studman."
I stood up, turned around, raised my skirt and wiggled my ass at the room full of men. The entire crowd cheered. As they cheered I pulled my sweater off and tossed it to the back of the stage. It hit the floor as my first song came to an end.
I spent my second song teasing everyone by lifting my skirt and flashing my panties. Just before the second song ended I twirled around twice and took off my brassiere.
Dancing topless in a room filled with strange men got me very excited. During my third song, the guys on the rail started to throw dollar bills at me. Every time a guy put money on the stage I danced over to him, spread my legs, lifted the hem of my skirt, pulled the crotch of my panties aside and fingered my pussy while he watched. As my set continued, I got more and more aroused.
At the end of my third song I took my skirt off.
I spent my fourth song dancing in front of two hundred howling men wearing nothing but a pair of white lace panties. I loved it.
At first I just teased them. I pulled my panties down so that my ass was uncovered but my pussy was still concealed. I looked out at my audience. Once I was certain I had everyone's attention I turned around, bent over and gave my naked butt a hard slap. The crowd cheered with delight.
I spanked myself two more times and then I turned around and faced the crowd again. I smiled at everyone and started to slowly pull my panties down the rest of the way. Just as I was about to expose my pussy I stopped and slowly shook my head no.
The crowd groaned. I laughed, clapped my hands, pulled my panties back up and did a quick turn around the stage.
When I got back to the front of the stage I stopped in front of my pudgy bald headed man. I wiggled my finger at him and told him to stand up.
Once he was standing I lasciviously licked my lips and said, "Pull my panties down."
Every guy in the room started cheering as he slowly pulled my panties down and exposed my shaved pussy.
I finished my fourth song circling the stage with my panties around my knees.
As soon as my fourth song was over I took my panties off. I did my fifth song totally nude. The guys on the rail threw money at me. I flashed my pussy at each of them. Everyone was happy.
After my last song was over I got a standing ovation. I waved to everyone, gathered up my clothes, picked up wads of dollar bills and left by the door at the rear of the stage.
When I got back into the hallway Georgie was waiting for me. He followed me into the dressing room. As I set my clothes on the makeup table he patted my naked butt and said, "April you're going to be a star."
George picked through my clothes. He tossed me the white lace panties, the brassiere, my socks and my basketball shoes.
"Put these on. The guys are going to line up for lap dances."
I smiled at Georgie. "Thank you for your help tonight." I put my hand on his crotch. "Is there any way that I can repay you for your kindness?"
He laughed. "You already did that when you let me lick your asshole."
Georgie looked into my gym bag. The horsewhip that Helen had given me was still in there. It was part of my costume for my last set. He picked it up. "When your shift is over, maybe you and my wife might like to bring this up to the office for a little while and teach me to properly respect women."
I took a deep breath. "You have been rather insolent tonight."
He nodded, "Yes I have. I need to be punished."
I grinned at him. "I would love to punish you."
"I'll look forward to meeting you here after your last number." He sighed, "Now you'd better hook me to my leash again. I really shouldn't be allowed to have this much freedom."
I hooked Georgie to his leash, put on my panties and bra and went out to the floor of the night club.
There are people in this world that you instantly like. Georgie was one of them.
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I spotted all of my friends as soon as I walked into the night club. Ponce, Traci, Lorraine, Danny and Morris were sitting together at one table. Darbs, Jamal, Jake, Adam, Jessica and Helen were sitting at the table to their right. Big Julius, Cynthia Parker, Mandy and Tony were sitting together at the table to their left.
I smiled, Ponce had Lorraine well protected.
When they saw me walking towards them everyone stood up and started to applaud.
Helen walked over and kissed my cheek. "April honey," She stopped and smiled. "Maybe I should call you Venus. Anyway honey you were magnificent."
I looked around. Everyone was nodding in agreement.
I grinned. "Thank you so much for being here. This has become a wonderful night."
I walked over to Ponce, sat down on his lap and hugged him. "Did you enjoy the show."
He slowly nodded. "Very much."
I had my tip money from the stage in my hand. I slipped it to Ponce. "Here baby, I made $87.00 during that set. Keep it for us would you."
Ponce took the money. As he put it in his pocket I leaned over and whispered into his ear, "Now you're a kept man."
Danny turned. "I heard that. I want to be a kept man to."
Helen laughed and called to Lorraine. "Honey give Danny five dollars. He can be my kept man."
Lorraine opened her purse and made a show of giving Danny a five dollar bill.
As she was doing this Ponce said, "Everyone knows about Lorraine now."
I shrugged. "It's probably just as well, what happened?"
Ponce smiled. "Adam was putting the moves on her."
I looked over at Adam. He was blushing."
Ponce continued. "Traci, Danny and I all decided that it would be better if Adam found out sooner rather than later. Traci told him."
I turned to Traci. "What did you say?"
"I told him that Lorraine was Helen's husband." Traci smiled. "Adam thought I was telling him that Lorraine and Helen were lesbians."
Lorraine looked at the next table. "Cynthia and Big Julius made everything work out."
I turned to them.
Cynthia shrugged. "I just said that I thought Traci was telling us that Lorraine was really a guy." She giggled. "Everybody got very quiet. Nobody knew what to say next." She turned and kissed Big Julius. "My baby settled everything."
I looked at Julius. "What did you say?"
Cynthia hugged Julius. "My baby said that it didn't matter to him what Lorraine was. Any friend of Ponce and April's was also his friend."
I walked over and kissed Julius on the cheek, "Thank you sweetheart, that was a very nice thing to say."
Julius just smiled.
I looked around. "So is everyone having a good time?"
Danny laughed. "April were having a wonderful time. Helen and Jessica have been buying lap dances for everyone."
I raised my eyebrow in surprise. "For everyone?"
Mandy giggled. "That's right, Cynthia and I even had one."
"You didn't!"
Cynthia blushed. "Mandy and Lorraine made me do it."
I looked at Big Julius. "You were okay with this?"
He laughed. "I encouraged her."
"You guys are so bad."
Just then a waitress walked up to me. "Venus, the gentleman at that table over there would love to buy a lap dance from you."
I turned to look. A man in his mid fifties was smiling at me.
I waved at him and turned to Ponce. "Baby I'll see you later, I have to go to work."
The middle aged man bought three dances. He was my first customer. At the Black Knight lap dances are done totally nude. Rubbing my bare pussy against the tent in this strange man's trousers felt deliciously naughty.
For the next half hour I went from one lap dance customer to another one. The waitresses kept track of who I was going to see next. The men were tipping them generously to see that they kept their turn.
I had just finished with my fifth lap dance customer when Julie, one of the waitresses came over. She pointed at a man seated at a table near the stage. "Venus, that older gentleman over there would like to go to the VIP room with you."
I looked. It was a very handsome gray haired man in his mid to late fifties.
I thanked Julie, walked over to his table and said, "Hi I'm Venus."
He smiled. "I'm Robert, Venus I would you like to take me to the VIP room for a half hour."
I sat down at his table. "Robert honey it's one hundred and fifty dollars and you have to pay me right now."
He nodded, "I understand. I've done this before."
As he handed me the money I laughed. "Well you're way ahead of me then, because this is my first time."
He took a deep breath. "Venus that makes this even more enticing."
I patted his hand and said, "Don't go away."
I went to the man next to the Disc Jockey. "Here's $50.00 for the VIP room."
He took the money and said, "Use room number three." He pointed to a door on the other side of the night club. "It's right over there."
I thanked him and walked back to my customer. As I walked back, I made a point of passing Ponce.
When I walked by him I leaned over, pointed to my gentleman and whispered, "That's Robert. I'm going to take him to the VIP room."
He looked at me.
"I hope that Robert and I can be very naughty while were in there."
I kissed his cheek and handed him the $100.00. "I'll see you a little later cuckboy." I giggled. "Hold Robert's money for me."
I walked over to my gentleman, reached out and took his hand. "Honey let's go have some fun."
When he stood up he put his arm around my waist. "Venus, I'm all yours."
As we walked to room number 3 I reached back and pushed his hand down to my panty covered ass. There were a lot of guys watching us, including my big cuckboy. I wanted all of them to know that Robert was going to have a very good time.
The VIP room was about the size of a small bedroom. In the middle of the room there was a large couch. At one end of the couch, there was a small end table.
Staci had told me that the drawer in the end table held a good supply of condoms. She was very emphatic about the fact that no one had unprotected sex at the Knight.
There was a tiny window in the wall behind the couch. A man in his early thirties was sitting in a small cubicle on the other side of the window. He studied Robert for a moment and then he got up and left his cubicle.
As he closed the door behind him, I sat down on the couch and pulled Robert down next to me. I picked his hand up and put it on my brassiere covered breast.
"It looks like our chaperon just left. I guess were on our own." I leaned over and kissed Robert's cheek. "If you're a generous man, I can be a very naughty girl."
Robert smiled. "How generous do I have to be to get a blow job?"
I put my finger to my cheek and pretended that I was thinking. "I think a two hundred dollar tip would do very nicely."
Robert smiled, opened his wallet, counted out ten twenty dollar bills and handed them to me. I stood up, put the money in the drawer in the end table, grabbed a condom and took my panties and bra off.
Once I was naked I twirled around one time for Robert and kneeled on the couch next to him. I pressed my naked body against him and started slowly massaging his crotch. He had a big cock, this was going to be fun.
I unzipped his pants and took his erect penis out. I just stared at it for a moment. Cocks were still strange and mysterious things to me. I never got tired of looking at them.
I apologized as I rolled the condom onto him. "Sorry about having to make you wear a raincoat, it's a house rule."
Robert shrugged. "I understand, it's a necessity of the times."
As soon as the condom was in place I kissed his cheek and said, "Feel free to explore my body while I make you happy."
Robert closed his eyes and lay back. As I put his cock into my mouth I felt him slip his fingers between my legs.
I was mildly disappointed when I put Robert's condom covered penis into my mouth. The taste of a man's cock was one of the nice things about giving a blow job.
For the next few minutes we pleasured each other. I could have gotten Robert off very quickly, but he'd paid me $200.00. I wanted him to get his money's worth. The first two times I felt him moving close to orgasm, I slowed my pace, backed off and let him regain control.
The third time I quickened my pace and massaged his balls. Robert ejaculated immediately.
I milked him until his penis began to get soft. Once he was limp I slipped the used condom off his cock, kissed his cheek and got dressed.
Robert stood up and unbuckled his pants. As he was tucking his shirt in and straightening himself he smiled and said, "Thank you Venus. You're very good at that. I enjoyed myself."
I blushed and said, "Thank you kind sir, I tried."
He nodded, "I could tell."
Robert and I left the VIP room together. When we were back out in the club I kissed his cheek and thanked him again.
As I kissed him I glanced over and saw Ponce staring at us. I got a little tingle in my loins, pulled Robert to me and kissed him hard on the lips. That was for Ponce's benefit.
After I went to the ladies room and disposed of the used condom, I walked over to Ponce, sat down on his lap and kissed him. While I was kissing him I slipped the $200.00 into his hand.
He looked at me and asked, "what did you have to do for this?"
I giggled and said, "I gave him a blow job."
Shortly after I finished with Robert it was time for my next dance set. My costume was a short denim skirt and a crop top tee shirt that had, "Spoiled Rotten" written across the front.
I came out and acted like a snotty little rich kid. Everybody loved it. After my number was over I had an hour of nonstop lap dances.
My third costume was an ornate prom dress. I did a real strip tease. I think I enjoyed that number the most. I felt like an old time burlesque queen.
My last number was by far the most popular with the crowd. I wore a black leather skirt, a black lace brassiere, thigh high black nylons and my black spike heeled pumps. The Disc Jockey introduced me as Mistress Venus. The guys went wild when I strutted onto the stage waving my horsewhip. I was beginning to learn that sexual domination was a very popular fetish with many men.
My pudgy little bald headed man was still in his seat by the rail. During my third song I pulled my panties down, got on my hands and knees and wiggled my naked ass in front of his nose. He surprised the entire crowd by standing up, burying his face between my ass cheeks and licking my asshole in front of everyone.
The room went silent. Every person in the club was amazed. No one knew exactly how to react.
I turned around, leaned forward, gave him a big hug, kissed his forehead and said, "Now that's how to show proper respect to a woman." Everybody in the room started cheering."
After my last number I did another hour of lap dances.
My shift ended at 1:00 am. I went to the man next to the disc Jockey. I had done thirty-two lap dances. He counted out six hundred sixty dollars. That was my share after the Black Knight took their three hundred dollar cut.
I walked back to Ponce and kissed his cheek. "Baby I'm going to go to the dressing room and collect my stuff. Why don't you get everyone together so we can go back to Helen's house.
I quickly gathered my things in the dressing room.
As I was preparing to leave, one of the other dancers stopped me. "Venus, Mr. Diamond and Staci want you to stop by their office before you go."
We walked out into the hall together. "Their office is that door over there."
I thanked her, walked over to the door she'd pointed to and knocked.
A big voice on the other side boomed out. "Yes?"
"It's April, Jasmine said you wanted to see me."
"Come in."
I opened the door and immediately stopped.
Mr. Diamond was lying back on the couch smoking a cigar. His pants were around his ankles. Staci was on her knees between his legs sucking his huge black cock. She was completely naked. Georgie was on his knees next to Mr. Diamond. He was holding a large glass ashtray. Mr. Diamond was holding on to Georgie's leash."
Mr. Diamond took a drag on his cigar and exhaled the smoke. "April, come in."
I timidly stepped into the room.
"Sweetheart, you were wonderful tonight. I loved that last number with the whip." He looked at me. "Will you come back next Saturday night? We're prepared to give you top billing on the neon sign in front of the club."
I smiled at Mr. Diamond. "Yes please, I would like that very much."
He took another drag on his cigar. "Well it's done then. We'll see you next Saturday night at the same time. Venus you are going to be a star at the Knight."
"Thank you sir."
I turned to leave. Just as I was about to open the door Staci took Mr. Diamond's cock out of her mouth and said, "April I understand that you and my husband got along quite well tonight."
I stopped and turned back around. For a moment I just looked at Staci. I wasn't quite sure what to say.
Staci noticed my discomfort and smiled. "Don't worry April. I'm happy that you and Georgie Porgie had a good time together. He was disappointed that we couldn't have a little session with your whip before you left."
She licked her stud's cock, "Reggie wanted some attention. His needs come before Georgie's." She sighed. "Maybe you could bring your whip back next week. Georgie would really like that."
I smiled at Georgie. "I would be happy to bring my whip back. You still need to learn how to properly respect a woman and I would love to teach you."
Staci chuckled. "Georgie's not allowed to speak right now, but I am quite certain that he will look forward to that." Staci gave me a little wink and said, "Good night April. We'll all look forward to seeing you next Saturday".



        April's Story Ch. 26

        Once April is done dancing everyone goes back to Helen's.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/aprils-story-ch-26

Title: April's Story Ch. 26

Author: Goodhusband

Category: BDSM

Description: Once April is done dancing everyone goes back to Helen's.

Tags: submissive husband, hot wife, dominant wife, female domination, cuckold, slave, male chastity

Series: April's Story


Note: This story is the twenty-sixth episode in a series entitled "April's Story". If you have not read the previous twenty-five episodes of this series, I encourage you do so before beginning this chapter.
This is a dominant wife humiliates submissive husband story. That is the kind of story I write. If you do not enjoy these types of stories, I strongly recommend that you look for something else to read.
*
When I got back out to the club floor, everyone was standing up and ready to leave. As I looked at my friends, I realized that while I'd spent the evening working, they'd spent the evening drinking. They were all spiffed.
As soon as we got out to the limousines, Helen and Jessica corralled Jamal, Darbs, Adam, Danny and Jake . Helen giggled. She was a step beyond tiddly. "You guys are all riding with us."
Jessica grabbed Morris. "Come on baby were going to need a servant on the ride home."
The boys all got into the first limousine with Helen, Jessica and Morris.
Tony, Mandy, Cynthia, Big Julius, Traci, Lorraine, Ponce and I all got into the other Limousine.
Once we were seated I looked at Ponce and asked, "How much money do you have sweetheart?"
Ponce pulled out wads of bills. He had all of the tips from my stage dances and the money from my little tete-a-tete with Robert in the VIP room. We counted the money. My visit with Robert earned me $300.00. My stage dances brought in another $448.00.
I took out the $660 I'd earned from the lap dances and grinned at Ponce. "Baby, I earned over $1400.00 tonight. If we combine the money I can earn at the Knight with the money we earn at the Goldenrod we could buy a house."
Ponce looked at me. "April would you like that?"
I grinned at my baby. "Ponce there is nothing in this world that I would like better than to live in a little house with you and Danny."
Ponce grinned. "Then that's what we're going to do."
Traci sighed. "What a wonderful fantasy."
I nodded. "It really is isn't it."
Just then our limo pulled up in front of Helen and Lorraine's house.
Jessica, Helen and the boys were just opening the door to their limo when we arrived. Jake and Adam got out first. Danny, Jamal and Darbs came next. The three of them were pulling up their jeans and buckling their belts as they got out.
Helen and Jessica followed them. They were both completely naked. Morris got out last. He was carrying Jessica and Helen's clothing.
We went into the house. As soon as we got inside, Helen clapped her hands and said, "Slaves bring beer. There are men in the house. They require your attention."
There was a brief moment of dismay when the other guys saw Ponce get up and leave the room with Lorraine and Morris.
Danny smiled at our friends. "My buddy has a little submissive streak."
Everyone stared at Danny. After a moment Darb's shrugged and asked, "Does he enjoy it?"
Danny smiled. "Oh yes, he has a great time. April has a huge dominant streak."
Everyone looked at me. I grinned at them.
Jamal laughed. "Sounds to me like these two are even more perfect for each other than any of us realized."
Suddenly we heard Mandy say, "Tony you need to go to the kitchen with Ponce."
Everyone turned.
Tony's face was beet red.
Mandy giggled. "Tony's also a slave."
Adam looked at his friend. "Is that true?'
Tony slowly nodded.
Adam smiled. "It's okay buddy. I think all of us have taken a big step towards being open minded tonight." He paused and then he winked at his friend. " I think you'd better get out in the kitchen and help the other slaves get us some beer. We're thirsty."
As Tony stood up, Adam got out of his chair, walked over to Tony's girlfriend and held out his hand. "Come here baby. Since it turns out that your boyfriend is really a slave, I think the two of us should get to know each other a little bit better tonight."
Mandy smiled, took his hand and stood up. "I think that's a wonderful idea."
Adam led Mandy over to the sofa and sat down. As soon as he was seated he pulled her down on top of him, kissed her and slipped his hand inside her tee shirt.
Mandy took a deep breath and said, "Oh my this is going to be fun."
As Tony was walking out of the parlor he turned and looked back at Mandy and Adam. The last thing he saw before he went into the kitchen was his best friend fondling his girlfriend's breast.
Jessica sat down next to Jamal, kissed him hard on the lips and started unzipping his pants. She was of course still naked. As she was pulling his huge black cock out of his trousers her husband Morris walked in with a tray of beers for the men.
Except for the chastity cage on his cock, Morris was now also completely naked.
Jamal looked at Morris for a moment and then he asked, "What the fuck does he have on his cock?"
Jessica laughed and said, "That's a chastity cage. All of our slaves are required to wear them, especially when were entertaining men."
"What does it do?"
"It allows us to control their ability to have orgasms. Helen and I both believe that our slaves are much more attentive when they are denied sexual satisfaction. I only let Morris cum once a month."
Jamal whistled. "Mother fucker, I've never heard of anything like that before."
Morris set a beer down next to each of the guys. When he was done, Jessica looked at him and said, "Morris honey, look at this beautiful cock. I can't wait to get into my mouth." She started to giggle and looked over at me. "April honey I strongly advise you to find a nice little pussy wimp for a husband. That way you can have all the cock you want after you're married."
Helen was sitting on Darb's lap. She was also still naked. "She is right. Husband's should be nice pliable little wimps with great big wallets."
Jessica laughed. "And lovers should be large, macho men with great big cocks."
Helen looked at Mandy. Adam was pulling her tee shirt over her head. "That little Tony of yours looks like wonderful husband material. The guy who's undressing you right now is his roommate, isn't that correct?"
Mandy smiled. "Yes it is, and now that our little secret is out, I'm going to be having a lot more fun when I spend the night at their apartment."
Jessica nodded. "That's the spirit girl."
Just then Ponce, Tony and Lorraine walked in with a bottle of champagne and several glasses.
All three of them were naked.
Everyone took a moment to stare at Lorraine. She really had a gorgeous woman's body. She had obviously spent lots of money on breast augmentation surgery and female hormones. Her skin was soft and smooth and she had a cute little girlie figure. Everything about her was very feminine until you looked at her crotch and saw her tiny penis locked in a chastity cage.
Suddenly Jake said, "Damn! Both Ponce and Lorraine are also wearing those chastity things."
I smiled at him. "Yes, I've learned from Helen and Jessica and they are correct. Ponce is much more attentive when I deny him the chance to have orgasms."
I looked over at Ponce. His face was beet red. He was very embarrassed.
Jamal looked at me. "So how often do you let Ponce have orgasms?"
Danny laughed. "Don't let her fool you. When it comes to being a dominatrix, April is a real softy. She gets my buddy off almost every day."
Helen shook her head. "April honey you really are going to have to work on developing your sadistic side."
Big Julius laughed. "I'm not sure that our buddy Ponce would agree with that."
I winked at Julius. "Oh yes he would." I looked over at Ponce. "You love it when I dominate you don't you baby."
Ponce grinned and nodded in agreement. Everyone started laughing."
After a moment Mandy said, "Where do you get those things. I think my little Tony needs one."
Helen smiled at her. "I think Lorraine has anticipated your request."
We all turned. Lorraine was holding a small box. She took it over to Mandy and handed it to her.
Mandy opened the box. "Wow, this is really wild." She looked up at Lorraine. "How does it work?"
"Call your boy over."
"Tony come over here."
Jessica laughed. "No! No! No! Mandy you sound like you're inviting him to join you. He's your slave, not your equal. Do it like this."
Jessica clapped her hands and said, "Tony come!" It sounded like she was calling a dog.
Jessica smiled at Mandy. "Now you try it."
Mandy giggled. She was giggling partly because being a dom was exciting to her, but she was also giggling because Adam was playing with her nipples.
She looked at Tony, clapped her hands and said, "Tony come."
Helen nodded. "Much better dear."
We all looked over at Helen. While all of us were watching Tony and Lorraine, Darb's had lost his trousers and boxer shorts. Helen was now straddling him. His cock was buried in her cunt.
Tony walked over to Mandy.
Lorraine handed her the first piece of the cock cage. "Slip this over his balls."
Mandy tried to put it on, but fumbled for a moment. She turned to Adam and slapped his hand away from her breast. "Stop, this is hard enough without you distracting me like that."
Lorraine reached down and helped her. "Just like this dear."
Adam started kissing Mandy's neck. She turned back to him with an annoyed look. "If you keep harassing me I won't get this on Tony and you won't get to fuck me tonight."
Adam quickly stopped fondling Mandy. Everyone chuckled
Eventually everything was in place. Once Mandy snapped the lock shut, Lorraine handed Tony a gold anklet chain just like mine. There was a little brass key hanging from it.
"Slave, this is the key to your chastity cage. Fasten it around your Mistress's ankle so she can wear it as a piece of jewelry."
Everyone clapped and cheered as Tony placed the chain on Mandy's ankle.
As soon as Tony was locked in his chastity cage, a wide open orgy broke out in the room. Jamal was fucking Jessica. Darbs was fucking Helen. Adam and Mandy went at it on the couch. Traci grabbed Danny and pulled him over to an easy chair in the corner.
Jake looked at me. I winked at him. He came over. We didn't say anything to each other, I just pulled him down on top of me.
The parlor was saturated with sexual excitement. Both Jake and I were already excited. We didn't need to bother with foreplay, we just tore our clothes off and started fucking.
As Jake mounted me I looked around. I was shocked to see Cynthia Parker on her knees giving Big Julius a blow job. He saw me looking at them and grinned at me.
The slaves were all kneeling obediently near the door. They were the only ones in the room that weren't having sex. I smiled to myself. That was appropriate, after all they were cucks.
Jamal and Darbs finished with Helen and Jessica first. They just switched places. Both Helen and Jessica immediately started giving the two guys blow jobs. I suspected that both of them would be erect again in a very short time.
After Danny finished fucking Traci, she kissed him and said, "Thanks baby that was just what I needed." She giggled. "Now it's time for some kinky games."
Traci got up and walked over to Lorraine. "Helen told me that you have a nice collection of rubber cocks." She smiled. "How would you like to show them to me."
Lorraine smiled. "Nothing would make me happier."
Traci took Lorraine's hand. As they started to leave, Cynthia Parker called to them, "Can I go with you?"
We all turned. Big Julius had obviously just ejaculated in her mouth. There was a dribble of his semen on the corner of her lips.
She looked around and saw everyone staring at her. She blushed and said, "I'm sorry I'm just so inexperienced. I want to learn and Traci and Lorraine appear to be so worldly."
Lorraine looked at Traci. Traci laughed and said, "Why not."
Lorraine turned to Cynthia. "Come on sweetheart, Traci and I will be happy to educate you."
Everyone turned and looked at Big Julius. He shrugged. "Hey the way I look at it, the more she knows, the better it is for me."
The whole room erupted into laughter.
I didn't take long before I sensed that Jake was about to cum.
I whispered to him, "Pull out of me sweetheart, I want to finish you with my mouth." I hadn't yet met a guy who was willing to pass up that offer.
Jake rolled off of me and lay back in the chair. I put his cock in my mouth, sucked him to a nice orgasm and swallowed all of his semen.
I'd noticed that Traci, Jessica and Helen had all done the same thing. I think all of us understood that we were pushing the limits of how much kink these guys could handle. Seeing Lorraine, Ponce, Morris and Tony licking up their cum after they were done fucking us was probably a little too much for them to cope with on this evening.
If we weren't going to have the cucks clean us up, we were going to get awfully messy if we kept letting the guys cum inside us.
Danny, Adam and Big Julius were over in the corner talking to Ponce, Morris and Tony. The slaves were standing up now. The rules of the game were getting a little more relaxed. All of them were drinking beer. Jake walked over and joined them. Morris got him a beer.
I lay back in my chair and relaxed. It had been a long night. I was tired.
I looked over at Helen and Jessica. They were giving blow jobs to Darb's and Jamal. They were done fucking, they were just finishing the boys off.
Just then I heard Big Julius say, "Dammmmmmmn!"
I turned. Traci was walking into the parlor. She was wearing a leather harness around her waist. A huge rubber cock was attached to the front of the harness. It was right where it would have been if it was her own cock."
That however was not what caused Big Julius to swear.
Lorraine and Cynthia Parker were on their hands and knees next to Traci. They were both wearing dog collars and leashes. Traci was holding both of the leashes.
Traci smiled at everyone. "It appears that we have one more slave in the house."
We all started to clap.
Lorraine stood up, reached down and pulled Cynthia up.
Traci smiled at her and said, "Come on baby." She led Cynthia over to Big Julius. As she handed the leash to him, she said, "This slave is your exclusive property. I don't think she's interested in being shared."
Big Julius put his arms around Cynthia and kissed her. When he was done kissing her he picked her up and carried her over to the chair they had been sitting in earlier. He sat down, set Cynthia on his lap, put his arms around her and hugged her for the rest of the party.
As soon as Jamal and Darbs were done getting their blow jobs from Helen and Jessica they joined the other guys. Morris had a beer waiting for each of them.
Jamal took the bottle from Morris and smiled. "Thank you very much for the beer." He paused. "I hope you're not angry at us for what just happened."
Morris laughed. "No Jamal not at all. First of all, this is the life style we choose to lead. Jessica and Helen have been cuckolding Lorraine and me for many years. All four of us enjoy it." He paused. "Secondly both Lorraine and I love our wives very much. They just got fucked by two twenty year old black men. You do understand that's a major fantasy for many middle aged women."
He grinned at Jamal. "How could I ever deny the woman I love that pleasure." He shook his head. "No Jamal I am not only not angry with you, I am deeply in your debt."
Jamal and Darbs both laughed. Darbs said, "Anytime you want to go further into our debt, just give us a call. Both Helen and your wife are gorgeous women."
Morris laughed. "Gentlemen, I am quite sure that we have not seen the last of each other."
Ponce and Morris were about to get more beers for the men when Helen stood up.
"Cucks it's time for you to pleasure the wives. Tony you are responsible for Jessica. Lorraine, you of course belong to Traci for the rest of the evening. Ponce you're mine. She looked at Morris and smiled. "Morris dear you're going to be very busy. You're responsible for the needs of both Mandy and April."
I smiled. Helen and Jessica were wonderful. They loved their husbands and took very good care of them. For the last hour, Traci had been fulfilling Lorraine's fondest fantasies. Now Morris was being assigned the task of giving oral pleasure to two attractive nineteen year old girls.
For the next half hour Mandy and I took turns sitting on Morris's face. All three of us enjoyed ourselves.
When Mandy was taking her turn with Morris I watched the others.
All the guys were completely captivated by Lorraine and Traci. Traci was riding Lorraine's face. She would make her eat her pussy and then she would lean back and make her lick her asshole. When she tired of that, she would push the giant rubber cock into Lorraine's mouth and force her give her a "blow job".
I looked at Ponce. Helen was sitting on his face. My baby was very happy.
Jessica was sitting on the couch next to them. Tony was on his knees licking her cunt.
Eventually we all got tired. The slaves started cleaning up the beer bottles and champagne glasses while Helen and Jessica took turns giving each of the men one more blow job.
While they were busy Traci, Mandy and I went out to the kitchen and took the chastity cages off each of the slaves. Traci gave Lorraine a long slow blow job. I did the same thing for Ponce and Tony. Mandy took care of Morris.
It was after 5:00 am by the time we were done playing. Helen and Lorraine had a big house. We all retired to one of the bedrooms.
Helen slept with Jamal. Jessica slept with Darbs. Big Julius and Cynthia slept together, Mandy slept with Jake, Adam and Tony. Traci slept with Lorraine and Morris. I slept with Ponce and Danny.
I woke up at 11:00. Ponce was already up. Danny was still asleep.
After I went to the bathroom, I wandered out to the kitchen. Traci, Big Julius, Cynthia, Jamal, Lorraine, Ponce and Morris were all there. Ponce handed me a cup of coffee. Lorraine and Morris were making Eggs Benedict for everyone.
There was a Sunday New York Times on the kitchen table. Cynthia was reading the clues for the crossword puzzle.
I smiled to myself as I sat down at the table. Life was wonderful.
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During the next week, Ponce and I started to talk more and more about buying a house. As we discussed it, our excitement grew.
A house quickly became an obsession for me. At the time I didn't really understand why. Now I suspect that it had to do with the sudden death of my father and my mother's immediate and almost total abandonment of me. I was seeking security.
My wildly promiscuous life style was probably also a factor. In less than six months I had gone from being a sheltered and naive teenager to living as an uninhibited libertine, dominatrix, and nude dancer.
In any case, I wanted to buy a house and I wanted to live in it with Ponce and Danny.
Ponce was also excited, but I suspect he was really humoring me. He was excited about buying a house because I was excited about buying a house. He loved me.
Danny just liked being with us. He really didn't care where he lived as long as it was with Ponce and me.
Our jobs at The Goldenrod Supper Club provided plenty of money to take care of our daily needs. My second job at The Black Knight was going to provide the money we needed to buy a house.
On Monday, Ponce and I went to the bank and opened a savings account. We put it in both of our names and called it our house account. When we deposited the money I'd earned from my first evening dancing at the Knight I was so excited that I was giddy.
For the rest of the week we led a busy schedule. We went to class, worked at the Goldenrod and studied. When we did have some spare time Ponce and I spent it driving around the neighborhood looking for houses that were for sale.
On Saturday evening Ponce took me to work at the Black Knight. When we arrived I looked up at the huge neon sign over the door. I was amazed. The sign said, "Tonight our own Kelroy College coed, The Sizzling Venus!"
It was a lucrative night. I started giving lap dances the moment I walked in the front door. During the evening I took four guys to the VIP room and gave each of them a blow job.
At the end of the night Ponce and I left with just over Twenty-four hundred dollars. On the following Monday it went directly into the house fund.
The Sunday after my second evening at the Black Knight, the whole gang came over to watch football. Everyone got to our apartment just before noon. It was fun we had lots of beer and snacks. After the party at Helen's we were all now very relaxed around each other.
Just as the second round of NFL games was about to start I stood up, looked at everyone and announced, "I have to pee."
Darbs jumped up and said, "I have to go to."
I started laughing and challenged him. "I'll race you to the bathroom."
We both made a mad dash for the toilet. When we got to the bathroom door we got jammed together and had to wrestle our way through. Both of us were giggling hysterically.
Once we got into the bathroom a play fight ensued as we tried to prevent each other from unzipping our jeans.
I cheated. I grabbed hold of Darb's cock and squeezed it. That distracted him enough to give me time to pull down my jeans and my panties and sit down on the toilet.
Darbs really did have to go, so while I was peeing he took his cock out and started going in the sink.
We watched each other. I was fascinated by the tight stream the urine that flowed from the tip of his huge black cock. I realized that even though I lived with two guys, I'd never seen either of them urinate. I don't think Darbs had ever seen a girl pee either. I spread my legs and leaned back on the toilet a little so that he could have a better view.
After he was finished, Darbs shook the excess droplets of piss off of the tip of his large black hose and then he turned and stared at me. He didn't bother to put his cock back in his pants.
I stared back at him, took two squares of toilet tissue from the roll, spread my legs even wider and made a big show of dabbing the excess drops of pee from the lips of my pussy.
As I wiped myself I noticed that Darb's cock was growing. I took a deep breath. I was also getting excited.
I dropped the tissue into the bowl and flushed the toilet. As the water was swirling around in the bowl I wiggled my finger at Darbs and invited him to come closer. Once he was within my reach I grabbed hold of his huge cock and gave it a firm squeeze. As soon as he was fully erect I leaned forward and started giving him a blow job.
Adam walked into the bathroom just as Darbs was shooting his load of semen into my mouth. He was yelling, "You guys can't hog the bathroom. This is a beer party. Other people have to pee to."
Suddenly he realized what Darbs and I were doing and he stopped talking.
Adam watched as I wiped Darb's cum from my lips with my fingers. I winked at him as I lasciviously put my fingers into my mouth, licked them clean and stood up. As I pulled up my panties and my jeans I said, "When you're done taking care of your business in here why don't you meet me in my bedroom."
Adam unzipped his pants, stood over the toilet and took his cock out. As he started to pee he said, "I'll be right there."
Darbs went out to the living room and announced to everyone that I was giving blow jobs in the bedroom.
Mandy jumped up and said, "Hey I want in on some of this action."
She went into Danny's bedroom.
That afternoon every guy there got two blow jobs; one from Mandy and one from me.
That is every guy but Tony and Ponce. They were cucks. We all agreed that cucks don't get their cocks sucked during football parties.
Catherine Parker and Big Julius of course watched all of this and shook their heads in amazement.
The following Sunday we actually had an organized orgy.
Mandy set up in Danny's bedroom and I set up in my bedroom.
There were five guys. Each of them drew a number to establish their turn. Ponce and Tony were responsible for organizing the drawing.
The guy who drew number one went to Mandy, number two came to me and three went to Mandy when number one was finished. Four came to me when number two was finished. Five went to Mandy when three was finished.
Once four was done number one came to me for his second fuck of the afternoon. This system allowed all five guys to visit both Mandy and me one time.
It also meant that both Mandy and I got fucked at least five times on Sunday afternoon.
Mandy and I were the ones who changed the game from blow jobs to fucking. Blow jobs are fun but there is nothing that can match the pleasure of a long slow fuck.
Needless to say, neither Ponce nor Tony was going to be allowed to be an actual participant. Football orgies were for men not cuckold slaves.
We all agreed that they would wear their chastity cages and act as servants. In addition to organizing the drawing, they were responsible for serving beer and sponging Mandy and I off between men.
Mandy and I also decided that all the men would wear condoms. It gets awfully messy when five guys start cumming inside you. Because of that rule Ponce and Tony had one more duty. As each guy came in to take his turn with us, they were responsible to see that he had a condom.
Catherine and Julius still attended the parties. They were both very close friends, but they just watched football and took care of the refreshments.
The day was a fantastic success. In fact we all had so much fun that the party became a standing Sunday afternoon get together.
When the NFL season ended, we smoothly slid over to watching NBA basketball. Everyone was enjoying our fuck parties so much that we would have continued them even if we had to watch old Three Stooges movies.
Three months passed.
It was early March. Life continued to be very busy. I went to school, worked at The Goldenrod five nights a week, danced every Saturday evening at The Black Knight and pulled a train for five guys every Sunday afternoon.
In the little spare time that we had, Ponce and I continued to search for a house that we wanted to buy. We found it on Friday March 6th. It was a tiny brick bungalow about two miles from Kelroy.
The realtor showed it to us over our lunch hour. It was the most beautiful house I'd ever seen. It wasn't large. There were only two bedrooms, but that was all we needed. Between the two bedrooms there was a full bathroom with a wonderful shower stall.
The house was built in 1924. The living room and dining room were trimmed with the wonderful dark woodwork that was popular at the time. The dining room had a built in wood buffet. The living room was small, but had a very nice fireplace trimmed with the same dark wood as the buffet in the dining room.
The kitchen was also small, but well designed. There was a built in oven, range and dishwasher. There was also a small half bathroom next to the kitchen.
When we went down into the basement we found a small laundry room and an even smaller tool room. Those rooms were both small because the rest of the basement was taken up by a large cedar paneled recreation room. The room had a full wet bar, a built in gas fireplace and enough space for a large television, several comfortable chairs and a pool table.
Next to the recreation room there was another full bathroom with the largest shower I'd ever seen.
We went back upstairs and walked out the back door. There was a screen porch that overlooked a small back yard that bordered a large marsh that was teeming with red winged black birds and mallard ducks.
After looking at the house Ponce and I walked back out the front door.
We were standing in the front yard discussing the things we liked about the property when we noticed it for the first time. We were so focused on the house when we first arrived that we'd completely missed it. Directly across the street there was a small park. The centerpiece of this park was a full outdoor basketball court.
I grabbed Ponce and hugged him. There were tears of happiness running down my cheeks.
The house was expensive. They were asking $349,000.00. The realtor was pretty sure we could buy it for $320,000.00.
As we drove home, I called our bank and made an appointment to see a loan officer on Monday morning at 9:00 am.
We had $26,000.00 in our house account. I was pretty sure that if I really hustled Saturday night, I could easily earn another $2000.00 at the Knight.
All weekend I worried that we weren't going to have enough money for the down payment.
At nine o'clock Monday morning Ponce and I walked up to the receptionist sitting at the front desk of the Agriculture and Commerce State Bank.
She smiled at us and said, "Good morning, how may I help?"
I smiled back. "I'm April Hansen, this is Marion Poncley. We have a nine o'clock appointment with Howard Bengston."
The receptionist picked up her telephone. After a moment she said, "Mr. Bengston your nine o'clock is here." She paused, "Very good sir."
She hung up her telephone, reached into her desk, pulled out a blue folder that had Agriculture and Commerce State Bank printed on the front and handed it to us. "Please take this over to that table and fill out the mortgage application inside. When you're done bring it back to me."
Ponce and I spent the next twenty minutes filling out the form. When we got to the section about occupations we listed Ponce as a bartender and me as a cocktail waitress and an exotic dancer. We also listed ourselves as full time students at Kelroy College.
When we got to our annual income we had to guess, but we estimated that between our jobs at the Goldenrod and my job at the Black Knight, our annual income was over sixty thousand dollars a year.
Once we were finished we returned the form to the receptionist, sat down and waited.
She brought our folder into a corner office and came back out. After about ten minutes an overweight middle aged man stepped of the corner office. He walked directly over to us and extended his hand.
"Hello, I'm Howard Bengston. Please come into my office."
As soon as we got into his office Mr. Bengston pointed to two chairs in front of his desk. "Please be seated."
As we were sitting down I noticed our mortgage application was on Mr. Bengston's desk.
Once all three of us were settled Mr. Bengston looked at us and said, "The two of you are certainly very industrious. You're full time students at a prestigious local college and both of you work thirty hours a week at a downtown supper club."
He picked up our application. "Ms. Hansen you stated that you make ten thousand dollars a year working one night a week as a dancer at the Black Knight night club." He wrinkled his brow. "Are you sure that's not a bit of an exaggeration."
I shook my head. "Absolutely not, if anything I underestimated my income there. On a good Saturday night I can easily make over two thousand dollars dancing at the Knight."
Mr. Bengston raised his eyebrows. "Goodness, I had no idea that exotic dancing was so lucrative."
I smiled. "Believe me, it's very lucrative."
Mr. Bengston laid our application down on his desk and looked at Ponce and me. After a moment he said, "You appear to be two very intelligent, hard working people. There are some people that might question Ms. Hansen's choice of occupation, but I don't believe that's any of my concern. My job is to decide if you're good credit risks for the bank."
He shrugged. "How much do you want to borrow?"
I started to get excited. "We're looking at a house that is priced at $349,000. We hope to be able to buy it for a little less than that."
He thought for a moment and then he smiled. "Based on the income data that you provided me and the fact that you are students at Kelroy, I would have no difficulty authorizing a loan of that amount."
I smiled at Ponce.
"But you will need at least a ten percent down payment. On your form you report a savings account of about $26,000. For a house in the price range you are describing, you will need another six to nine thousand dollars."
Suddenly I got very nervous. We had scraped together every penny we could find to come up with the twenty-six thousand.
I looked at Mr. Bengston, "Sir there is wonderful little house that we want to buy right now. It's perfect for us. Couldn't you give us a break and lower the down payment just a little bit?"
He shook his head. "I wish I could. I am already taking a chance on the two of you. There are many bankers that would say exotic dancing is not a reliable profession."
He stood up. "Those are my terms. I will authorize a mortgage on a $350,000 home, but you have to come up with the full ten percent down payment."
We stood up.
He shook both of our hands and said, "You may have to save a little longer. There will be other houses."
As we walked out of the bank, I was overcome by an overwhelming sense of sadness. I couldn't explain it. I knew it wasn't logical, but I felt like crying.
Ponce sensed it right away. He looked at me. "April, we'll find a way to make this work and if we don't there are other houses.
I shook my head. "This house is so perfect." I hugged Ponce. "Ever since we found it I've done nothing but dream about living there with you and Danny."
Ponce hugged me back. "It's a wonderful dream. Let's start thinking, maybe we can still find a way to make this all work out."
We were both quiet as we drove back to school.
Just as we were pulling into the parking lot I turned to Ponce. "I could start dancing at the Knight on Sunday evenings. I know the club isn't as crowded on Sundays as it is on Saturdays, but I'll bet I could still make a $1000.00 a night. It would just take us a few more weeks to put together enough money for the down payment. Maybe the house will still be for sale."
Ponce smiled at me. "That's one possible solution." He shook his head. "It would mean you'd be working every night of the week. Your current schedule is already wearing you down. I'm worried about you. You've got to have some time to rest." He shrugged, "I hope we can find some other way to do this."
As we walked to class I said, "You see what you can come up with. In the meantime I'm going to call Staci and ask her to start scheduling me to work on Sunday nights."
After class, we went to work at the Goldenrod. It was a quiet Monday night. There was a small crowd at the bar getting ready to watch a baseball game, but otherwise, it was slow.
About nine o'clock I noticed Ponce, Danny and Mr. Ballantine huddled together at one end of the bar.
After Mr. Ballantine left I walked over to them. "What was that all about?"
Danny shrugged. "Nothing big, Mr. Ballantine was just asking us how we thought everything was going behind the bar."
Just after 10:00 Mr. Ballantine came back into the bar and again huddled with Ponce and Danny. Mr. Ballantine talked for a moment and then both Ponce and Danny nodded. They shook hands and Mr. Ballantine went back to the restaurant.
It was obvious that my boys were cooking something up, but I was exhausted. Ponce was right, my schedule was overwhelming me. It was almost 10:30. Frankly I was too tired to worry about what they were up to.
As we were driving home Ponce said, "George Thomas, the head bartender is having a poker party at his place after work tomorrow night. All the bartenders are going. Danny and I would like to go."
I smiled at Ponce and Danny. We were starting to act like a three way version of an old married couple. I suppose it had to do with the fact that I was so strict about their going to class and keeping the apartment clean. I knew they liked the structure in their lives.
I guess everyone likes a little structure. I know I do. I suppose that's one of the reasons I wanted to buy a house so badly.
I looked at my boys. "I think you should go. I want you to go. You deserve to go. Both of you work really hard."
Ponce looked at me. "Will you be okay if we leave you alone tomorrow night after work?"
"Will you drive me home before you go?"
He laughed. "Of course we will."
I sighed, "Then I'll be fine." I grabbed Ponce's arm. "I'll just go home, take a shower and go to bed. The quiet will actually be very nice."
On Tuesday I called the Realtor on my cell phone while Ponce was driving us to work. The house still wasn't sold and as far as he knew, there weren't any other interested buyers.
I started to feel optimistic again. Maybe we still had a chance to get the house.
The time passed quickly at work. There was a trade show at the Civic Auditorium. The Goldenrod was packed with salesmen and buyers.
I was exhausted by the time our shift ended at 10:30. On the way home from work I cuddled up to Danny's shoulder and dozed off while Ponce drove the truck.
When we got to the apartment, I started to say goodnight.
Ponce smiled at me and got out of the truck. "We'll go after I've seen you safely into the apartment."
My babydoll walked me to the door. I almost felt like we were high school kids at the end of a date.
When we got into the apartment I kissed Ponce and said, "Go have fun. Don't worry about me, I'll be fine. I'm going to take a shower and go straight to bed."
He smiled and said, "I want one more kiss before I go."
I laughed and said, "Okay, but just one. I don't want to spoil you."
I kissed Ponce and then I patted his butt. "Have a good time sweetheart."
When I think back to that moment I wish I'd given Ponce a thousand kisses.
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The noise wouldn't stop. I tried to ignore it, but it refused to go away. I rolled over and opened my eyes. Ponce wasn't in bed next to me. Apparently he'd never made it home last night.
The banging continued. Someone was pounding on the door. I looked at my alarm clock. It was 6:30 in the morning. I got up, found my robe and walked into the living room. Someone was still pounding on the door.
"Hold on, I'm coming."
I looked through the peephole. There were two uniformed police officers in the hallway.
Suddenly I was frightened. I opened the door a crack and peered out. "How can I help you officers?"
"May we come in?"
"What's this about?"
"Do you know Marion Poncley and Daniel Gerard?'
"Yes, are they in some kind of trouble?"
"Ma'am, please let us come in."
I opened the door. Both officers stepped into the living room.
One of the officers was a young man. The other was middle aged.
The older officer looked at me. "Please let me introduce myself, I'm Sergeant Ed Mathews."
I smiled at him. "I'm April Hansen."
"April, how do you know Mr. Poncley and Mr. Gerard?"
"Ponce is my boyfriend, Danny is our closest friend. We all live together in this apartment." I stopped and looked at Sergeant Mathews. "Are they alright?"
He took a deep breath. "April, have you ever heard of a Community Center on the north side of the city called the Tomb?"
A chill went through me as everything suddenly became clear. The quiet conference with Mr. Ballantine and the pretend card game at George Thomas's house now made sense. My boys entered the Tuesday night two on two basketball tournament at the Tomb. Jamal said they'd won it before. I'm sure they saw it as an easy way to get the rest of the money for the down payment on the house.
I looked at Sergeant Mathews. "Yes, I'm very familiar with the Tomb. I've played basketball there."
Sergeant Mathews raised his eyebrows. "Indeed."
I was starting to get very nervous. I raised my voice. "Sergeant Mathews are my boys all right?"
He took a deep breath. "April, Marion Poncley and Daniel Gerard were both shot to death outside the Tomb at about 2:30 this morning."
I stared at him.
"Our sources tell us that they won a lot of money at a late night basketball tournament. It was a robbery. From what we can gather from the few witnesses that will say anything, it appears that they were accosted as soon as they walked out of the community center. They refused to give up their winnings. A fight broke out. Shots were fired. Both men were killed instantly.
I didn't know what to say. I didn't know what to do. I just kept staring at him.
"Ms. Hansen we need to have you come downtown with us. In a crime like this one, we need to make sure that we actually have the correct identities for the victims." He paused. "Would you please get dressed."
At that point I was only capable of responding. I went to the bedroom and put on a pair of jeans and a sweatshirt. As soon as I was dressed I came back to the living room, grabbed my purse and said, "I'm ready, let's go."
The trip downtown was done in complete silence. I don't think Sergeant Mathews had any idea about what to say to me. When we got to the morgue, the younger office stayed with the car while Sergeant Mathews and I went inside.
We were met at the front desk by a bald headed man in his mid forties. He introduced himself as John Folker. I really didn't care what his name was.
He told us to follow him. We passed through a set of double doors. I glanced around; we were in a room that looked like a hospital surgery center. There was medical equipment everywhere. In the center of the room there were three tables that looked like operating tables. I assumed that they were for autopsies.
He brought us through another door into a refrigerated room. All four walls were covered with drawers. He took us to a drawer on the left wall and pulled it open. Danny's body was lying in the drawer. There were three bullet holes in his upper chest. As I stood there and looked at him tears started to run down my cheeks.
Sergeant Mathews asked very quietly, "April can you identify this man?"
It took every bit of control that I could muster to say, "Yes, this is Danny Gerard."
Mr. Folker closed that drawer and opened the one next to it.
It was my baby Ponce. There were four bullet holes in his chest and two in his neck.
Sergeant Mathews again asked in a very quiet voice, "April can you identify this man?"
I couldn't move. I couldn't respond.
He asked me a second time, "April can you identify this man?"
I just stared at Ponce's body. I could barely hear Sergeant Mathews.
He tried again. "April is this Marion Poncley?"
I looked at him and slowly nodded my head.
Sergeant Mathews and his partner drove me home.
As soon I got into the apartment I sat down on the couch. I didn't feel good, I didn't feel bad. I was numb, I didn't feel at all. I don't know how long I sat on the couch. It might have been minutes, it might have been hours.
Eventually I decided that I wanted to take a shower. I took my clothes off, turned on the water, stepped into the bath tub and closed the shower curtain.
The warm water felt good. I closed my eyes and started to relax. As I relaxed my self control weakened. I began to cry. My knees buckled and my body slowly collapsed. Eventually I was lying huddled in the bottom of the bath tub with a gentle rain of warm water pouring onto me. As I lay there my cries turned into sobs.
I don't know how long I lay sobbing in the bottom of the shower. It really didn't matter. Time was no longer relevant. Life was no longer relevant. In the space of two months my father died, my mother abandoned me and my true love and my closest friend were both ruthlessly murdered.
I was ready to give up on life. I wanted to throw in the towel. I wanted to quit. I closed my eyes. I just wanted to go to sleep and never wake up again.
As I was drifting off I felt a hand reach out and grab me. I tried to push the hand away. It was bothering me. It was a nuisance. I just wanted to be left alone.
Another hand grabbed me. I gradually realized that I was being lifted out of the tub. I didn't resist. I didn't help. At this point I was incapable of action.
The hands pulled me from the tub. As soon as I was out someone wrapped a towel around my shoulders.
I opened my eyes. Lorraine was standing there. Morris, Helen and Jessica were right behind him.
Lorraine put his arms around me. "Don't worry April, we're here. We'll take care of you."
They took me back to their house and put me to bed.
I cried all night long. Lorraine stayed with me the entire time. He held me in his arms and gently rocked me back and forth while I wept.
That night I not only wept for Ponce and Danny, I also wept for my father.
The next day Helen and Lorraine invited me to move in with them. I accepted.
That afternoon I called the Goldenrod. Mr. Ballantine told me that I could have a leave of absence for as long as I needed it. Next I called Staci at the Black Knight and told her that I wasn't sure when I would be ready to dance again. She understood.
Ponce's funeral was held on Friday in his home town in central Wisconsin. Morris rented three Lincoln Town Cars. Helen, Jessica, Morris, Lorraine, Jamal, Darb's, Adam, Jake, Tony, Mandy, Big Julius, Cynthia Parker and I all went as a group.
After Ponce's funeral was over we drove home. Early the next morning all of us went to the airport. Morris had purchased airline tickets. We all flew to Columbus, Ohio and attended Danny's funeral.
Once the funerals were over and life settled down, I feel into a period of depression. I quit my jobs at the Goldenrod and the Black Knight. I just couldn't bear to go back to either of those places.
I wanted to quit school, but Lorraine wouldn't hear of it. For the next three months he drove me to class every morning and picked me up every afternoon.
Helen and Lorraine gave me a job working in the Boutique. They didn't really need any help. I didn't actually need to work. They were more than happy to support me while I was going to school. Working at the Boutique was an easy way for them to give me spending money without embarrassing me.
I also lost all interest in sex. The guys were wonderful. Every one of them acknowledged that change and accepted me as "just a friend".
With Lorraine's help, I finished the rest of the school year.
When summer came Helen, Jessica, Lorraine and Morris took me to Europe. They hired two women to take care of the Boutique. We were gone for a month. It was a wonderful trip. For a little while I actually forgot how sad I was.
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The trip to Europe marked the beginning of the end of my period of depression. I was still sad, but I was starting to be able to smile and have fun again. Going to school became a pleasure. Lorraine bought me a car. I no longer needed him to bring me to Kelroy every day. I felt good enough that I could drive on my own.
I started to study in the library in the evening. I loved being with Helen and Lorraine, but I knew they needed some time to themselves. Helen hadn't taken a live in lover since I moved in with them and she didn't go out much, so I knew she wasn't seeing many men. I was certain she was doing this out of concern for my feelings. I wanted to give her a chance to resume her old lifestyle. It was also good for me to start spending more time around other students. I told Lorraine about this. He agreed with me.
About a week after my conversation with Lorraine I walked into the house just a little after ten o'clock. I'd been studying in the library. I heard voices as I walked by the parlor. I looked in, a handsome middle aged man was lying back on the couch. His pants were around his ankles. Helen was on her knees giving him a blow job. She was naked. Her lover looked up and noticed me. This caused Helen to turn. I quickly moved away from the parlor door.
Helen ran out into the hall. "April, I'm so sorry. I lost track of the time. I meant to have Vic out of here long before you got home."
I smiled at Helen. "Thank you for being concerned, but it's alright. It doesn't bother me." I kissed her cheek. "I want you to do this. It's an important part of your life."
Helen stared into my eyes. "Are you sure you're okay with this?"
I nodded, "Yes I am very sure." I paused. "Helen, I think it's time for you to have a live in lover again."
Helen beamed. "April honey if you're sure it wouldn't bother you, I would love that."
I smiled at her, "Helen, I would also love it."
"So would I."
We both turned. Lorraine was grinning at us.
He looked at Helen. "Now that we have that settled, you'd better get back into the parlor and attend to Vic before that big cock of his starts to get soft."
A week later I was studying at a desk in the library stacks. It was just after 8:00 pm.
The stacks were my favorite place to study. At the end of each row of books there were two desks. Each one was built into a carrel. There was generally someone in the other carrel, but people went to the stacks to work not to socialize; personal privacy was respected.
I was trying to learn calculus. The course was a graduation requirement. I was an English Literature major, math was my weakness. I was tearing my hair out and cursing like a sailor. No matter how hard I tried, I could not figure out how to solve the problem I was working on.
Suddenly, I heard this soft voice behind me. "Hey it's not that bad. If you let me, I think I can help you."
I turned. There was this short, rather feminine looking guy standing there smiling at me.
I was doing much better, but I was still very withdrawn. You might say the walls were still up. I looked at him and snapped, "Go away bug."
The poor guy hung his head and slumped away.
As I watched him leave, I started to feel awful. How could I be that cruel? He was just trying to be nice.
I called to him. "Hey guy, I'm sorry."
He stopped.
"I didn't mean to be rude. Please come back. You don't have to help me. I just want to apologize for being mean to you, okay?
He turned and looked at me. He had eyes like a cocker spaniel.
"Please come back and let me apologize."
He walked towards me very cautiously. He was shy.
I extended my hand. "Hi I'm April Hansen."
He smiled. "Oh I know who you are. Everyone knows who you are."
I nodded. "Yes, I guess everyone knows the campus slut."
"No, No, please forgive me. I didn't mean it like that." He smiled at me. "Don't you know? You're the prettiest girl at this school."
I smiled, "You're really sweet." And then I paused. "But, you've heard the gossip right?"
"Yea, I've heard it all." He looked at me. He got bolder. "It doesn't matter; you're still the prettiest girl on this campus."
My guard went back up. "Hey guy you're really sweet, but the stories are all true." I shook my head. "I'm going through a really tough time right now, I'm off dating. It's nothing against you, I just don't want to get involved with anyone." I shrugged. "It's just a bad time for me, okay?"
He held up his hand to stop me. "No, please; you misunderstood me." He laughed. "You're way out of my league. I just thought I could help you with your math."
I looked at him. After a moment I said, "I'm sorry; I was out of line." I smiled. "I'm not out of your league. You're a really cute guy. If I wasn't so screwed up right now I'd love to go out with you."
He cautiously extended his hand. "I'm Mark Peters. It's nice to meet you April?"
"Are you really willing to be seen in public with the campus slut?"
"April, you weren't the campus slut. You were Marion Poncley's girlfriend."
I looked at him. "Did you know Ponce?'
He smiled. "Just barely, I only talked to him one time."
"Tell me."
"I was walking home from the library when I was a freshman. A group of frat boys caught me behind the science building. They were drunk. They thought it would be fun to beat up a dork like me. One of them held me while the others took turns hitting me in the stomach."
He looked at me. "I'm sorry, I'm not very brave. When the first guy hit me, I started crying. They started laughing at me." He paused. "Just then Ponce came around the corner. He stopped and looked at what was going on. After a moment he walked over, grabbed the frat boy that was hitting me and threw him to the ground. The other frat boys all ran. They were cowards. Ponce picked up the guy who was on the ground and told him to run away with his little coward buddies."
Mark laughed. "The guy ran like a scared rabbit. After he was gone Ponce asked me if I was okay. I told him I was. Ponce walked to my dorm with me just to make sure they wouldn't bother me again."
Mark stared into my eyes. "April I am so sorry about what happened to him. He was a really good guy."
I started to cry. "Mark I loved him so much."
He gently touched my shoulder. "I can understand why."
I looked at Mark. "Were you really serious about helping me with my calculus?
He nodded. "Yes, I would love to help you."
"Can we go to the main reading room so we can both sit at a table together?"
He took a deep breath. "Are you really willing to be seen with a nerd like me?"
I laughed. "Are you really willing to be seen with the campus slut?"
"April, I would love to be seen with you."
I stopped. "Mark, I'm not going to go back to your room and have sex with you."
He laughed out loud. "I understand that. Hey, all I am asking is for you to let me help you with your math. I would enjoy that." And then he stopped and very seriously said, "But you could at least leave me a little room for a fantasy okay."
I looked at him. There was a mischievous grin on his face. He was teasing me. I was quickly growing to like this little man.
Mark and I started meeting in the library two nights a week so he could help me with my calculus. He was a good teacher. What was a previously incomprehensible form of mathematics quickly started to make sense to me.
We also enjoyed each other. Mark had a wonderful sense of humor and loved to laugh. It wasn't long before we were studying together every night of the week.
It was obvious that Mark liked me; actually it was pretty apparent that he had a huge crush on me. I kept telling myself that I wasn't ready for a relationship with another guy. It was still too soon. I stubbornly refused to allow myself to let Mark cross the boundary from friend to boyfriend.
Mark was wonderful. He didn't demand anything from me, yet he still fawned over me.
When we were studying, I never had to move. If I wanted a soda all I had to say was, Mark would you please get me a Diet Coke. He would obediently jump up and run to the soda machine. Unconsciously I was starting to treat him like he was my slave.
I also started teasing him. The first time, it happened by accident. One night I happened to wear a rather low cut blouse that Helen had given me. I wasn't wearing a bra underneath the blouse. It wasn't deliberate. I don't have very big breasts; I frequently go braless.
About halfway through the evening I caught Mark stealing a glance down my blouse. He didn't realize that I'd caught him and I didn't want to embarrass him so I didn't say anything.
As we continued studying, I thought about what had happened. For the first time since Ponce and Danny died, I felt a little tingle of sexual excitement between my thighs.
I excused myself and went to the rest room. I wanted to be certain that Mark didn't see me as I unfastened one more button on my blouse. When I returned to the table I leaned forward. As I leaned forward I was certain that Mark could now see all of my bare breasts. I spent the rest of the evening sadistically teasing my naive little friend.
That night as I lay in bed, I thought about what I'd done to Mark. I already knew I was an exhibitionist. You don't work as a nude dancer if you're not an exhibitionist. Part of the thrill I got from teasing Mark was simply the fun of knowing he was peeking at my breasts.
But I knew that wasn't the only reason I got a thrill from teasing Mark. When Ponce and I used to play our sex games I quickly discovered that I had a very healthy sadistic streak. Ponce was of course a masochist, so we complimented each other nicely. As I lay in the dark I realized that when I was teasing Mark I got my biggest thrill from the knowledge that I wasn't going to give him any sexual release. The idea of getting him excited and then sending him home horny and frustrated was very tantalizing to me.
This little sport of arousal and denial was central to many of the games Ponce and I used to play.
For a while I lay in bed fondly remembering the fun Ponce and I used to have. He loved the sweet torture of having to kneel obediently and watch while I sucked Danny's cock and then let him fuck me.
I thought about the Sunday afternoon football sex parties. I loved all the fucking, but what really made it exciting for both Ponce and me was knowing that he would have to watch in frustration while other men enjoyed my body.
At the end of those evenings I would lie in bed with Ponce. We would both be naked. He would still be wearing his cock cage. He loved lying there listening to me as I described the different ways that each of my lovers fucked me during the party.
While Ponce lay next to me enthralled by my account of the adventures of the day, I would go down on him. We both enjoyed the anguish he would have to endure as I sadistically licked the outside of his cock cage while I described the pleasure I gave my lovers as I sucked their huge erections.
The pleasure I got from getting Mark excited and then sending him home frustrated was just a tiny taste of the fun that I used to have with my baby Ponce.
I did remember that I always ended the evening by taking off Ponce's chastity cage and giving him a nice long hand job. For a moment I felt guilty about not doing the same thing for Mark. The guilt didn't last long. The rationalizations came quickly. The first one was of course, that I just wasn't ready for another intimate relationship. The rational that I finally used to justify my behavior was that Mark could always go home and satisfy himself by masturbating.
In retrospect, I now realize that I was just being selfish. I wanted my pleasure without giving anything to Mark.
for the next several weeks I continued my library teasing games with Mark. Occasionally I'd bend over and give him a quick peek at my tits. From time to time, my hand would accidentally brush the inside of Mark's thigh or my foot would bump into his ankle. It was pretty tame stuff. You might say that Mark and I had all the sexual sophistication of a pair of immature ninth graders.
About a month later things started to heat up a little. We were taking a study break on the library steps. Mark and I were all alone.
He turned to me and said, "April can I ask you a question about your past?"
I stared at him. My defenses went up. I was about to say no, when I stopped. I suddenly realized that I was being foolish. Mark was now my best friend. He had the right to ask some personal questions.
I smiled at him. "What would you like to know?"
"Did you really work as a stripper?"
I laughed. "Yes Mark, I worked downtown at the Black Knight."
He thought about this. After a moment he said, "I've been to a strip club one time. Did you really take your clothes off in front of a room full of guys?"
I suddenly felt a little tingle of excitement between my thighs. Mark had just provided me with another way to tease and torment him.
"Yes Mark, that's what strippers do."
"Did you take your panties off?'
I smiled and slowly nodded my head. "Yes Mark, when I danced on the stage, I took my panties off."
He just stared at me. He didn't say anything. I think he was completely overwhelmed.
I was enjoying this. I didn't want it to stop. I could see that he needed a little prodding.
I picked up his hand and held on to it. "Mark we're good friends. You can ask me anything you want."
He continued to stare at me. It was obvious that he was trying to build up his courage. After a moment he asked, "Did you show them your thing?"
I burst out laughing. Mark's face turned beet red. He stared at the floor. I suddenly felt awful. I'd accidentally embarrassed him.
I leaned over and kissed his cheek. "I'm sorry sweetheart. I didn't mean to embarrass you. It's just that I don't have a thing. Honey, you have a thing, I have a pussy."
Mark looked at me and started smiling again.
I leaned over and whispered into his ear, "Yes Mark I showed them my pussy. I showed my pussy to lots and lots of guys."
Mark started to stare at me again. My poor baby just wasn't very worldly. I was having fun. I didn't want this to end.
I kissed his cheek. "I also gave guys lap dances."
Mark looked down at the steps. "My friends tried to get me to buy one of those."
"Did you?"
"No."
"Why not?"
"I was afraid."
"What were you afraid of?"
Mark looked at me. He was blushing. "That's kind of personal."
"You're asking me personal questions."
He hesitated for a moment and then he said, "I was afraid I'd make a mess."
"You mean you were worried you might cum in your pants?"
He shook his head yes.
I smiled at him. "Baby lots of guys do. It wouldn't have been that big a deal."
He looked at me. "Did lot's of guys cum when you were giving them lap dances?"
I nodded. "Yes, lots of them."
"What wear you wearing?"
"I was naked Mark. All the girls are totally nude when they do lap dances at the Black Knight."
Mark was getting bolder. "Did you ever touch a guy's thing?"
"I was sitting right on it. That was part of a lap dance. We deliberately rubbed our pussies on the guy's cock."
Mark stared at me for a moment. I think I shocked him when I said the word cock.
I giggled. "It's okay, we're adults. We can say the words cock and pussy to each other."
He smiled at me. "Did you ever touch a guy's," He hesitated and then he said it. "Cock with your hand?"
"Yes Mark, lots of times."
"Isn't that illegal?"
"Yes, but the police don't seem to worry too much about what goes on inside the Black Knight."
"Did you ever do anything else with guys?"
"Do you really want to know? Mark I was pretty wild. Remember, when I first met you; I told you that all the rumors about me were true."
Mark nodded.
"Are you sure you want to know this?"
"Yes, April I do." He paused. "You're a wonderful person. I really like you. You're my friend. There's nothing you could tell me that would make me think less of you."
I kissed his cheek. "Mark I really like you to and I'm glad we're friends."
I stared at him, "You're sure?"
He nodded. "Yes, I'm sure."
"Okay." I took a deep breath. I was getting very excited. "At the Black Knight there is a place they call the VIP room. For $150.00 I would take a guy there and give him a private lap dance. If the guy gave me another $200.00 I'd give him a blow job."
Mark stared at me. After a moment he said, "Wow!"
The next day I met Mark for lunch.
As we were eating I leaned over and kissed his cheek. While I was kissing him I said, "Why don't we study in your room tonight."
Mark stared at me. He was speechless.
I giggled. "It's okay, you'll be safe."
He finally managed to stammer out, "I would like that very much."
After my last class, I went home to Helen's house. Before dinner I spent a good hour trying on outfits and applying my makeup. I wanted to look very sexy for Mark. Teasing him was getting me more and more excited. I ended up choosing a crop top tee shirt from my old ward robe. It said, "Spoiled Brat" across the front. I added a very short denim skirt and a pair of open toed, high heeled sandals.
The hottest part of my outfit was the least visible. Earlier in the week while I was working in the boutique, I'd picked out of very sexy white lace thong. These panties were particularly hot because they were a size too small for me. They were so tight that when I put them on, the lips of my pussy spilled out of the crotch. Mark was in for a very hot show tonight.
After I got dressed I applied my makeup. I was careful to add a little extra eye shadow.
When I stood in front of the mirror, I was very pleased. I'd created the exact appearance I'd been seeking. I looked like a slut.
As soon as I was dressed I went out to have dinner.
About a week earlier, Helen had taken a live in lover. His name was David. David was a extraordinarily handsome man in his late forties. He was also very nice. Both Lorraine and I liked him.
Helen and David were already seated when I came into the dining room.
When I sat down David looked at me and said, "April you're certainly looking very sexy tonight."
Helen studied me. After a moment she nodded and said, "Indeed, may I ask about this change? You obviously spent some time putting this outfit together. Is there a young man involved.?"
I smiled at Helen. Just as I was about to answer her, Lorraine came into the dining room carrying a tray with two cocktails. One of them was for Helen, the other was for David.
Lorraine was wearing a very skimpy maid's outfit. When Helen had a live in lover, Lorraine became a total slave for both Helen and her stud.
As Lorraine set his wife's martini on the table Helen said, "Slave it appears that Mistress April may have a new love interest."
Lorraine looked at me and politely curtsied. "Good evening Mistress April. That's very exciting news. If it would amuse you, I would love to hear about this young man. In the mean time, I have to get back to the kitchen and get ready to serve tonight's soup."
Lorraine turned and left the dining room.
I turned to Helen. "If you don't mind, I think I'll eat in the kitchen tonight."
Helen smiled at me. "I think Lorraine would like that. He can tell me all about your young man later this evening."
Lorraine was busy tearing up lettuce for the salad course when I entered the kitchen..



Whenever Helen had a lover living with her, Lorraine had two places in the house that were considered neutral territory, the kitchen and his bedroom. Helen's lovers were never allowed to enter either of these rooms. If David needed something from the kitchen, he would call Lorraine and Lorraine would get it for him. In these two rooms Lorraine was treated as an equal. Everywhere else in the house he was a subservient slave without any rights at all. He wasn't allowed to sit, he couldn't eat or drink, He could only speak after he was addressed by a superior.
At this time Helen, David and I were considered to be his superiors. Lorraine loved it. He was one of the most submissive men I have ever known.
I walked over and put my arms around Lorraine's waist. I gave him a hug and pressed my cheek against his back. I loved this wonderful man.
He didn't turn. He was busy, it was dinner time. Helen would be whip him in front of David if he was late with one of the courses.
"Hi baby, can I get you something to drink?"
I gave him another squeeze and said, "No that's okay, you're busy. I can get a Diet Coke out of the refrigerator."
As I was getting my soda Lorraine said, "So tell me about this new guy."
"His name is Mark. I think you would like him. He's very smart and very funny."
"Does he go to Kelroy?"
"Yes, we're both Sophomores."
"Is Mark the attraction in the library."
"I giggled. "Yes, he's the reason I don't study at home anymore."
"How long have you been seeing him."
"About a month."
"I noticed that you're dressed rather provocatively; are you having sex with him?"
"No, I just enjoy teasing him a little."
Lorraine turned and looked at me. "What do you mean by that?"
"He's pretty submissive. I'm sort of treating him like a slave. He's seems to be enjoying it."
"He seems to be enjoying it? Haven't you discussed this with him?"
"Lorraine, I'm afraid to. It's too much like my relationship with Ponce. I kind of feel like I would be cheating on Ponce if I took another slave."
Lorraine walked over and put his arms around me. "Honey, I don't think Ponce would want you to go through the rest of your life mourning for him. I loved him to. We'll both miss him forever, but I am quite certain that he would want you to pick up your life and move on.
"I know, but it's so hard to do. Lorraine I loved Ponce so much."
I started crying.
Lorraine patted me. "I know baby." He held me while I cried. After a few moments the sadness passed and I pulled myself together.
Lorraine smiled at me. "I'm behind schedule, help me with the soup; get three bowls down from the cupboard."
I got two bowls. As I brought them over I said, "I want to eat in the kitchen with you tonight, would that be okay?"
Lorraine smiled at me. "I would love the company."
I set the bowls up on a tray, as Lorraine poured the soup into them he asked, "So when do we get to meet Mark?"
I shrugged. "I don't know, I've never thought about bringing him here."
Lorraine looked at me. "Well April Hansen it's time for you to start thinking about it. It's Thursday, invite him to dinner Saturday night. I'll grill steaks. That will make David happy, he loves steak. He'd eat it every night."
I'm not sure if Mark will understand our lifestyle."
Lorraine smiled at me. "Honey I think he deserves a chance to see what he's in for if he continues going out with you. Why don't you lay a little groundwork tonight."
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It was just after eight o'clock when I arrived at Mark's dorm room. As I walked in he looked at me and said, "Wow, you look really beautiful tonight."
I kissed his cheek. "Thanks, you're sweet."
I set my books down on Mark's desk and looked around. "Very nice, you were lucky to get a single room."
"I know, I really appreciate having it."
I walked over to his bed and sat down. "Do you mind if I sit here?"
"No, I want you to make yourself comfortable."
Mark came over. He was about to sit down next to me when I stopped him. "Mark, I don't think we should sit on your bed together. If someone walked in they might get the wrong idea."
Mark blushed and said, "I'm sorry April. I forgot myself. Please forgive me."
I kicked my sandals off, bunched his pillows up and lay down. "Besides, I like to lie down when I read. Why don't you pull you desk chair over to the foot of the bed, that way we can look at each other while we study "
I smiled to myself as Mark obediently dragged his chair over. He was so wonderfully submissive. My pussy was already starting to get wet. This evening was going to be so much fun.
As soon as Mark was seated I repositioned myself so that my bare feet were right next to him. Last night when we were sitting on the library steps I noticed that Mark kept glancing at my feet. I was hoping that I'd discovered a little fetish.
Earlier in the day while I was getting ready, I had carefully painted my toenails with bright red polish and put on several toe rings. I wanted to find just how big an attraction my feet actually were to my submissive little study buddy.
We talked for a minute and then I said, "I think we'd better start studying or we won't get anything done tonight." I looked at Mark. "Would you fetch me my sociology book. It's on your desk." My choice of verb was very deliberate.
I was pleased when Mark jumped up to fetch the book. He was becoming more obedient every day.
He also brought a book for himself and we both started reading. As we read I was careful to keep my knees together. I wasn't ready to give Mark that part of the show just yet.
Instead I started to slowly wiggle my toes.
I pretended to read while I watched Mark. His eyes kept straying to my feet. He couldn't stop looking at them. There was no doubt about it, my boy had a foot fetish.
About a half hour after we started studying I set my book down. "Mark, why don't we take a short study break."
I sighed as my boy set his book on the desk next to him. "Mark I had to work at the Boutique this afternoon. My feet are so sore from standing on that hard floor. I don't suppose you'd be willing to give me a foot massage."
Mark looked at me. He tried as hard as he could to mask his excitement. He even took a deep breath before he answered. "Yes April, of course." It didn't help. His voice still wavered as he spoke.
I pushed my bare feet towards him. Mark's hands were shaking with excitement as he nervously leaned over and picked up my right foot. His movements were clumsy. It wasn't his fault. Sitting in the chair put him in an awkward position. He had to try to support my foot with one hand while he rubbed my toes with the other.
I stopped him. "Mark, this won't work. Why don't you sit on the end of the bed. That way you can hold my feet in your lap while you massage them."
Mark eagerly got on the bed. I lifted my feet and set them down on his lap. As I set my feet down, I felt Mark's penis for the very first time. He had an erection.
With the exception of Tony, Lorraine and Morris, all the guys that I have previously been involved with had big cocks. Ponce may have been my cuckold slave, but he was still very well endowed. Mark's penis was tiny. It was just as tiny as Lorraine's. I liked that. It seemed fitting that a slave should have a tiny little penis.
Mark started massaging my feet. It felt good. I closed my eyes and relaxed. This was a luxury that I could easily get used to.
"Mark, last night you were curious about my job at the Black Knight. Would you like to hear more about my life with Ponce and Danny?"
Mark stopped rubbing my feet and looked at me. "If it wouldn't make you feel too sad, I would love to hear all about it."
I smiled at Mark. He was so considerate. "No I don't think it would make me sad, in fact I think it might be good for me to talk about it. Why don't you keep massaging my feet and I'll tell you all about my life when I was with Ponce and Danny."
I lay back and closed my eyes. I started by describing the night I lost my virginity to Brad Stewart. I quickly moved on to Ponce and Danny. I told Mark about the night I let Danny fuck me in the weight room and then I told him about Ponce fucking me in their apartment the next day.
I went on to tell him stories about fucking Darb's, Adam, Jake, Tony, Big Julius and Jamal.
As I started to describe the football sex parties Mark stopped me.
"April, there's something I don't understand. Ponce was your boyfriend right?"
"Yes."
"Didn't he get jealous when you were sleeping with all those other guys?"
This was the question that I'd been hoping Mark would ask. So far in my stories, I'd taken great care to avoid mentioning the true nature of my relationship with Ponce. Now it was time to tell him. I decided to be very direct.
"Mark, Ponce was my slave." I stopped. "Don't get me wrong, I loved him more than any man alive, but he was still my slave."
Mark stared at me for a long time. Finally he asked, "You mean like an S and M kind of slave?"
"Yes, kind of like that. Do you know much about that stuff?"
Mark nodded, "Yes, I know a lot about it."
"Really, why?"
"I've spent a lot of time reading about it on the Internet." Mark bowed his head. "I get excited by stories about dominant women."
I stared at Mark for a long time. While I stared at him I thought about what Lorraine said to me earlier in the day. Ponce wouldn't want me to mourn forever. He would want me to pick up my life and move on.
As I sat on Mark's bed, I realized that Lorraine was right. I also realized that I was spending every waking minute of my day anticipating the time that I would get to spend with this wonderful little man. No matter how much I was afraid of what was happening to me, I could not deny the fact that I was falling in love with Mark Peters.
I started to smile at Mark.
He looked away. "I'm sorry I said that April. I didn't mean to offend you." He hung his head. "I imagine you think I'm a pervert now."
I sat up and slid down the bed so that Mark and I were sitting next to each other.
I gently kissed his cheek. "Mark, I don't think you're a pervert. I love the fact that you get excited by dominant women."
I picked up his hand and held it tightly. "Mark, I love everything about you." I paused, "The truth is I think I'm falling in love with you."
Now it was Mark's turn to stare at me. After a moment he said, "April it's not nice to tease me like that."
I shook my head. "Mark honey, I'm not teasing you. I'm being very serious." I took a deep breath. "Mark would you consider having the campus slut as your girlfriend?"
Mark looked at me. "April, do you really mean that?"
"Yes."
"Would you really let a nerd like me be your boyfriend?"
I laughed. "Mark there is nothing I would like more than to have a wonderful man like you as my boyfriend."
He grinned at me. "April, every night when I'm falling asleep I dream that you're my girlfriend."
I threw my arms around Mark and kissed him. "Sweet boyfriend, your dream just came true."
I pulled Mark down on the bed. For a few minutes we just kissed each other.
As our passion grew I picked up his hand and put it on my crotch. "You're my boyfriend now. You get to touch me here."
Mark didn't waste any time. He pulled my panties aside and started rubbing my cunt. While Mark was playing with my pussy, I reached down, unbuckled his belt, opened his jeans and took his penis out. It really was very tiny. I loved it, it was like a little toy.
I wrapped my fingers around Mark's wonderful tiny cock and started gently stroking it.
I was just getting ready to slide down and give Mark a nice blow job when he yelled, "No!"
Suddenly a little dribble of semen spurted from the tip of Mark's penis. As he came, I carefully milked his cock for every drop of cum that I could get out of it.
As soon as Mark was done ejaculating, he looked at me. "April I'm sorry, this is the first time a girl ever touched me there."
I smiled at him. "Don't worry, the same thing happened to Ponce the first time I touched him down there."
I kissed Mark's cheek. As I kissed him I pushed my cum covered fingers into his mouth. "Lick your cum off of my fingers baby. You need to learn to do this, you're going to be a slave, slaves eat cum."
I stared into Mark's eyes as he licked all of his semen from my fingers. Once he was done I kissed him. "That's a good boy, good boys get rewards." I lay back on the bed and spread my legs. "Pull my panties off slaveboy, it's time for you to have your first taste of your Mistress's cunt."
I shuddered with a mixture of joy and excitement as I felt Mark's lips make contact with my pussy. It had been so long that I'd almost forgotten how good it felt. As Mark licked me I became more and more aroused. As my sexual excitement grew my dominant side began to take over.
"Mark, do you want to be my slave?"
He stopped licking me and looked up. His face glistened with my nectar. "Yes April, very much."
"Prove it, lick my asshole." I watched Mark as he slowly grasped the full significance of what I was ordering him to do. After a moment I smiled and rolled over so I was lying on my stomach.
My nerves tingled with excitement as I felt Mark spread the cheeks of my ass. I shuddered as I felt his lips touch my tiny little anus.
For a moment I closed my eyes and enjoyed my new slaves soft kisses of submission, but I wanted more. "Lick me slave. Push your tongue deep into my asshole. You are going to learn to love the taste of your Mistress's ass."
When I felt Mark push his tongue into my dark tunnel, the pleasure in my loins start to swell. I screamed in ecstasy as an orgasm erupted in the pit of my stomach. I quickly remembered the intense joy that comes with a climax.
Mark backed off as the waves of pleasure tore through me.
After the orgasm finally started to subside and my body relaxed and Mark looked at me. He seemed worried. "April, are you okay?"
I smiled at him. "Mark I feel wonderful. You just gave me an orgasm."
My new boyfriend smiled back at me. There was a look of pride on his face.
For a little while we just lay together and cuddled. It's a wonderful moment when two good friends become lovers. Mark and I were both quietly savoring the joy we felt about our new relationship.
I was the first to break the silence. "Mark, can I stay here with you tonight?"
He looked at me. "Really?"
I smiled, he still didn't believe that I actually wanted to be his girlfriend. "Yes silly, I really want to." I kissed him. "Mark, I want to be with you all the time. When I'm not with you all I do is think about you."
He smiled back at me. "April I would love it if you would stay here tonight."
I sat up, opened my purse and took out my cell phone. As I pushed the number for the house on my speed dial, I turned to Mark. "I have to call Helen and Lorraine and let them know that I'm staying with you. I don't want them to worry when I don't come home tonight."
The telephone at home rang three times. On the fourth ring Lorraine picked it up.
"Hello, Helen Darcy's residence. This is her maid Lorraine speaking, how may I help you?"
"Hi Lorraine, it's April."
"Hi honey, how's your evening going."
"Oh Lorraine it's so wonderful. I took your advice." I paused for a moment. "Lorraine, Mark is my boyfriend now. We're both so excited. I'm going to spend the night with him. I'm calling so that you and Helen won't worry when I don''t come home."
"Thank you sweetheart, that was very considerate of you. Helen will be excited when I tell her you have a boyfriend."
"Is she around? I'd love to tell her myself."
"Baby she's with David. Judging by the sounds coming from the bedroom right now, I don't think this is a good moment to disturb her."
I laughed. "Helen's enjoying David isn't she."
"Yes she is. April when do we get to meet this young man of yours? I know we discussed dinner next Saturday, but I don't think any of us want to wait that long. Can the two of you come for dinner tomorrow night. I'll invite Jessica and Morris, I know they'll also want to meet him. Remember honey, we can always introduce me as Helen's maid."
"Just a minute Lorraine." I turned to Mark. "Can you come to dinner at my house tomorrow night. Helen and Lorraine want to meet you and I want you to meet them."
Mark nodded. "I would love to come to dinner."
I picked up the telephone. "Lorraine, what time do you want us to come over?"
"The Boutique closes at 6:00, so anytime after 6:15 will be fine. April, Helen will be very excited when she finds out that there's going to be another man seated at the table tomorrow night."
"Lorraine, Mark won't be sitting at the table with us. He's going to be taking his place in the kitchen with you and Morris."
Lorraine was silent for a moment and then he said, "Oh April, that's even more exciting. We're going to have a new slave in the house. You should definitely have him here by 6:15 so that I can teach him the rules." Lorraine paused to think. "April can we put a chastity cage on him tomorrow night?"
I laughed. "Yes Lorraine, I think that would be very appropriate."
"April, be very careful to instruct Mark on how to address David. He has become quite dominant lately. He's very touchy about how Morris and I behave when we're around him."
"Thank you Lorraine, I'll be sure to warn Mark. Lorraine I'll try to give him a general briefing on what to expect."
"I think that would be wise dear."
"Lorraine I have to go. I'll stop at home in the morning before I go to school."
"Wonderful, can I make breakfast for you?"
"Yes, that would be very nice. Lorraine, can I bring Mark to breakfast?"
"Certainly, that way we can meet him right away in the morning." Lorraine paused. "April, I'm so happy for you."
"Thank you Lorraine. I'm happy to." I have to go, I'll see you in the morning. We should be there at about seven."
"I'll have everything ready."
I hung up the telephone and looked at Mark. "Would you go over to my house with me before we go to school in the morning? Lorraine will make us a wonderful breakfast. He's an excellent cook."
"Mark smiled. "I would love to, April I'll go anywhere with you." He stopped for a moment. He seemed puzzled about something. Finally he said, "April, you just called Lorraine a he. I thought she was the maid at your house."
"Mark, I haven't been completely honest about my living situation. It's time you heard the truth. You're right, I told you that Lorraine is the maid. I didn't lie, he is the maid, but he's also Helen's husband and a transvestite. Lorraine lives as Helen's submissive female slave."
Mark just stared at me. To use a cliche', you could have knocked him over with a feather.
After a moment he said, "April, that's amazing, tell me more."
For the next half hour I described life at Helen's house. When I was done, I smiled at Mark and said, "You told me that dominant women excite you. If you still want to stay with me after hearing this, you are about to become deeply involved with three very dominant women."
Mark looked at me. "Three? You've told me about Helen and Jessica, who's the third?"
I gave Mark an evil grin and said, "Me."
Mark was completely silent for a moment, finally he bowed his head and said, "Mistress April, I am yours to command."
I started giggling and grabbed him. As I hugged him I said, "Mark I am so glad. I promise to be a very caring Mistress for you."
He laughed and said, "And I promise to be a very obedient slave."
I kissed Mark. It was a long passionate kiss. When we finally parted I said, "It's late, it's time for bed.
I stood up and took my clothes off. When I was done undressing I noticed Mark was staring at me. I suddenly realized that this was the first time he'd ever seen me completely naked.
I slowly turned around for him. "Do you like my body?"
He laughed. "Yes, very much."
I giggled. "Okay you've seen me, now it's my turn to see you."
I pushed Mark down on the bed and jumped on top of him. We were both shrieking with laughter as I pulled his shirt off. His pants and underwear came next. Once he was completely naked I turned and straddled his head. I positioned myself so that I was looking down the length of his body.
As I sat down on Mark's face I said, "My, my, my somebody has a cute little erection. If you do a good job licking my pussy and my asshole, I'll see if I can make this little dickie of yours squirt some more cum."
I mashed my cunt into Mark's nose and lips. "But first you have to make me cum again."
For the next half hour I rocked back and forth on Mark's face. When I rocked forward he had to lick my asshole. When I rocked back, he had to lick my cunt. It was wonderful for me. I got to dictate exactly how Mark pleasured me.
I finished by pressing my ass against Mark's face. When his tongue was deep inside me, I reached down and rubbed my clit. I came immediately.
I locked my thighs around Mark's head and held his face against my ass while my body shook from the waves of pleasure that were pulsing through me. I didn't release him from my stranglehold until my orgasm started to subside. Once I finally did relax I slumped forward so that I was lying on top of Mark's body. My pussy was now resting on his chin. I hoped that he was enjoying the view.
His tiny erection was right in front of me. I grabbed it and gave it two slow strokes. On the third stroke a little dribble of semen squirted from the cute little mouth in the center of the tiny head of Mark's petite cock.
I caught all of Mark's cum on my fingers. As soon as I was certain he was done ejaculating I rolled off of him and sat up.
I picked Mark up and cradled his head in my arms. As I held him I pushed my semen covered fingers into his mouth. "Good little slave boys always clean up the messes they leave on their mistress's fingers."
Mark obediently licked all of his semen off of my hand. After he was done, I lay down next to him. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders and he wrapped his arms around mine. We fell asleep hugging each other.
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I woke up very slowly. As soon as I opened my eyes I saw Mark. He was watching me.
I smiled at him. "Good morning sweetheart." I sat up and kissed Mark. "How's my boyfriend this morning?"
He grinned at me. "April this is the best morning of my entire life."
I kissed him again. "I'm pretty happy to."
Mark just kept grinning at me.
I laughed and jumped out of bed. "Come on lover boy, it's time for you to get into the shower. We have a big day in front of us."
I got dressed while Mark showered. This was a dormitory, the shower was down the hall.
When he returned I watched him get dressed. As soon as he was dressed I said, "Have you got a gym bag?"
"Sure."
"Why don't you put a clean change of clothes and your toothbrush into it and bring it with us. We can leave it at Helen's house this morning. I would really like it if you'd stay at Helen's with me tonight."
Mark smiled. "I'd like that to."
We took my car, Mark didn't have one.
As we drove to Helen's house Mark turned to me. "I always thought that Helen was your mother."
I laughed. "No she certainly isn't. Helen and Lorraine are just very good friends, but I love both of them."
"Where's your real mom and dad?"
I looked at Mark. Suddenly I realized that we actually knew very little about each other.
"My father died of a sudden heart attack last year. My mother suffers from chronic depression. When my dad died, she went to live with her sister in Rochester, New York. I've tried to call her several times, but she's never returned any of my telephone calls."
Mark picked up my hand and held it. "I'm sorry April, that has to be very difficult for you. You've had a hard year."
I shrugged. "Yes I have." I smiled at Mark. "But it's okay now, my life just got a lot better."
"Why?"
"I found you silly."
"Oh."
"Where are your parents?"
Mark took a moment before he answered. Finally he said, "My mother lives in Las Vegas. She's a cocktail waitress in one of the big casino's on the strip. She's married to a black jack dealer."
He took a breath. "I've never met my father. He didn't marry my mother. She met him when she was a freshman in college. He was a Physics Professor. I guess he was already married. When my mom got pregnant she had to quit college."
This was obviously painful for Mark. I reached over and patted his knee. He smiled at me.
"I have one brother and one sister. Both of them are younger than I am. None of us have the same father."
Mark was now staring out of the car window as he continued.
"My mother sent me to live with her parents when I was five. My grandfather died when I was nine. My grandmother died two years later. The county wasn't able to locate my mother so they put me into a foster home."
Mark turned and looked at me. "Last year my mother called me. It was the first time I'd talked to her since I was eight. She and her husband Vic were having tax problems. She wanted to know if I had any money that she could borrow."
I looked at Mark. "Baby, that's awful."
He shrugged. "We all have to live with the hands we get dealt. I survived. Now I found you. At this moment I consider myself to be the luckiest man in the entire world."
We arrived at Helen's just before 7:00. As we were parking the car in front of the house Mark said, "April, this is a mansion."
I nodded. "Yes, Helen and Lorraine are very wealthy."
We went into the house. As we walked down the hallway Mark looked at the paintings on the wall and said "This is amazing."
Lorraine was in the kitchen cooking sausages. He didn't hear us come in. His stereo was on. He was listening to Beethoven's 6th Symphony. It was one of his favorite pieces of music.
I walked up behind him, threw my arms around his waist and hugged him. "How's my favorite breakfast cook this morning?"
Lorraine turned and smiled at me. "Good morning April." He looked over my shoulder. "Is this your new boyfriend?"
I turned, "Lorraine Milton, I would like you to meet Mark Peters. Mark this is Lorraine."
Lorraine extended his hand. "Mark I am very pleased to meet you."
Mark shook Lorraine's hand and said, "Thank you sir. I'm very pleased to me you to."
Lorraine laughed and looked down at his outfit. He was wearing a little black maid's dress with a white apron. His garter belt extended well below the hem of his skirt and was attached to his black nylon stockings. Black spike heeled shoes completed his outfit.
"It's been a long time since anyone called me sir."
"What would you like me to call you?"
"Lorraine would be just fine."
Lorraine turned to me. "I already like this boy. He understands the importance of being polite."
I grabbed two coffee mugs from the cupboard and filled them with coffee. Lorraine already had a mug.
I sat down at the kitchen table and patted the chair next to me. "Mark sit down over here."
Lorraine turned the music off and started frying French Toast. As he dropped the pieces of egg soaked bread into the hot pan he said, "Mark, what's your major at Kelroy?"
Mark was just about to answer when there was a noise at the kitchen door.
"There you are April, I thought I heard your voice." It was Helen. She was wearing a long silk dressing gown. Her makeup and hair were perfect. She looked ravishing.
I got up and hugged her. "Helen you look beautiful this morning."
"Thank you dear. When I heard you were stopping by with your new slave this morning, I got up early and had Lorraine do my makeup and hair."
She looked at Mark. "Is this the boy?"
I whispered to Mark, "Stand up."
Helen smiled. "Oh don't worry dear. I won't expect him to know how to behave until Lorraine and Morris have had an opportunity to start training him."
Mark stood up.
Helen extended her hand. "I'm Helen Darcy; welcome to my house."
Mark bowed politely and said, "Thank you Ms. Darcy. I am very pleased to meet you."
Helen smiled at me. "I like this boy. He understands how to be polite."
I laughed. "Helen, Lorraine just said exactly the same thing."
Helen looked at her husband. "Lorraine has always been a wonderful judge of character."
Lorraine brought two plates of French toast and sausage over to the kitchen table. He set one in front of me and one in front of the chair where Mark had been sitting."
Mark continued to stand. He wasn't sure what to do.
Helen noticed his confusion. "Mark please sit down and eat. You are correct to stand when your superiors are present, but this is the kitchen. In our household the kitchen is neutral territory. Slaves and Mistresses can sit together in the kitchen. For you, April's bedroom will also be considered neutral territory."
Mark sat down. As soon as he was seated, Helen sat down at the table with us.
Once she was seated Lorraine asked her, "Mistress would you like some breakfast?"
"Just coffee right now Lorraine. I'll have my breakfast in the dining room with David when he gets up."
Lorraine brought a mug of coffee over for Helen. As he set it down Helen said, "Lorraine get your coffee and come sit with us. You can clean up later."
Lorraine joined us. While Mark and I ate our breakfast, Helen and Lorraine got to know Mark.
After we were done eating I looked at Mark and said, "Come with me, I'll show you my bedroom."
As we left the kitchen I turned to Helen. "Mark brought an overnight bag. Do you mind if he stays with me tonight."
Helen smiled. "April that would make Lorraine and me very happy.
As soon as we got to my room I took a quick shower and put on clean clothes. Once I was dressed we left Mark's bag in my room and went to school.
When we got to Kelroy, we split up so we could go to class. Before we split, we agreed to meet for lunch. I surprised Mark by suggesting we eat in the Grill. I hadn't been in there since Ponce and Danny died; it held too many bad memories for me. But today I felt strong, I now had Mark. Together we could face anything.
At 11:28 I walked into the grill. Mark hadn't arrived yet.
I looked at our old table. Everyone was sitting there. I walked over.
As soon as he saw me, Jamal stood up and greeted me. "Hello April, it's been a long time since we've seen you in here." He pulled up a chair. "Please join us."
"Thanks Jamal, I would love that."
I was just saying hello to everyone when I noticed Mark coming through the door. Once he was inside the grill he stopped and searched the room for me. He smiled when he spotted me. His smile quickly turned to a frown when he saw where I was sitting.
Mark put his head down, walked over to a vacant table and sat down by himself.
I jumped up and walked over to him. "Baby, what's the matter? Why didn't you come over?"
Mark looked up at me. "Those guys are all jocks. They won't let me sit with them. In their minds I'm just some kind of a math nerd."
I took his hand. "Baby those are my friends. They're all very nice. Give them a chance. They're not like the rich frat boys."
I stood up and pulled Mark out of his chair. "Come on, I want you to meet them."
We walked over. When we got to the table I put my arm around Mark's shoulder. "Guys, this is my boyfriend Mark Peters."
Jamal stood up and extended his hand. "Hello Mark, I'm Jamal Wright. Won't you please sit down." He pulled up another chair and set it along side the one where I'd been sitting.
As soon as we sat down Big Julius said, "Mark you must be a wonderful guy. We've been trying to get April back into the grill ever since school started last fall."
I looked at Julius. "He is a wonderful guy."
Cynthia Parker smiled and said, "April, it's so nice to see you again. We've all been very worried about you."
Adam looked at me and said, "Hey April, does this mean we can start having football parties again?"
There was a sudden hush around the table. Everyone was staring at me.
Darbs turned to Adam. "Hey shut up fool, that was wrong."
I shook my head. "No it's okay. Mark knows about everything. I've been totally honest with him."
I turned to Adam. "I'm glad you asked that question. No, I'm not ready for football parties right now. I am not sure that I'll ever again be ready for football parties."
I looked at everyone at the table. "I had a wonderful man. You all knew Ponce. He was your friend to. I know that he loved the sex games we played, we all enjoyed them."
My voice got very quiet. "Ever since he was murdered, I've beaten myself up about those games. I keep asking myself if I could have given Ponce more love if I hadn't been playing with other guys."
I looked at Mark. "Now I've been lucky enough to find another wonderful man."
I leaned over and kissed Mark on his cheek. "At least for a while, he's going to get all of my love and attention. It's not going to anyone else."
Everyone at the table was silent.
Adam finally spoke. "I'm sorry April. I was way out of line. I had no business asking that question. Please forgive me."
I smiled. "Adam you never have to ask me to forgive you. You're my friend. We all say things we later regret. I think it's in our nature as human beings."
Adam looked at me. "Maybe this is the best way for me to make amends." He turned to Mark. "Welcome to our group. I hope that we become good friends. Mark, this is the first time that we've ever met, but if April likes you that's good enough for me."
Everyone at the table silently nodded in agreement.
Mark looked at everyone and quietly said, "Thank you."
As we were leaving the Grill, Mark grabbed my hand. "April I don't think you have to worry about not having given Ponce enough love."
"What do you mean?"
"I've known you for six weeks now. You're the most loving person I've ever met. April I am now certain of one truth in this world, you care about me."
Mark looked away. "When my mother abandoned me, she destroyed my ability to trust others. As I grew up, I built an impenetrable wall around myself. If you don't let anyone in you can't get hurt."
Mark smiled at me. "April, you breached that wall. You not only breached it, you ripped it down. You taught me to trust again. You did it by loving me."
He took a deep breath. "Last night you told me that you were falling in love with me. I was ecstatic when I heard you say that, but the fact is I already knew it. You've loved me for several weeks now. April, you are a magnificent lover. You listen to what I say, you care about my feelings, you worry about hurting me, you fulfill your promises."
Mark looked into my eyes. "April that's what love is all about. Everyone of those guys we ate lunch with has fucked you. I never have, but I know that you love me more than you love them. You spend time with me. You cuddle with me at night. You hug me when I'm sad."
Mark paused. "I wasn't there, but I have to believe that you did the same thing for Ponce."
Mark smiled at me. "April, I don't care if you let other guys fuck you; just keep loving me the way you always have."
I met Mark on the steps of the library after our three o'clock classes ended,
As we walked to my car I asked him, "Do you want me to cuckold you?"
He thought for a moment and then he answered me. "It depends on why you're doing it."
"What do you mean?"
"I don't want you to do it to please me. I only want you to do it if it's for your own pleasure and satisfaction."
"What difference does it make?"
"I accept the fact that dating other men is one of your rights as my dominant mistress, but I'll still be both jealous and envious of your lovers. It will cause me some pain and humiliation." He smiled at me. "It should cause me some pain and humiliation. I want it to cause me some pain and humiliation.
We got to my car. I unlocked it with the electronic clicker. Mark opened the drivers side door for me.
As he stood there holding the door he said, "April if you decide to start dating other men, I hope you will be doing it for two reasons."
"What are they?"
He shrugged. "The obvious one is for your own personal pleasure and enjoyment. You should be fucking other guys because it's fun."
"Okay, that makes sense. What's the other reason?"
"You should be doing it for the sadistic thrill you get from tormenting me. April, I'm a masochist and you're a sadist. We both know that about each other. It's why we're having so much fun with the games we're playing."
I smiled at Mark. "Yes, I understand."
I thought about what Mark said for a moment. Finally I looked at him, "Mark, I don't think I'm ready to cause you very much pain and humiliation right now. I just want to enjoy loving you for a little while. Maybe I need to gain some emotional strength and independence before I start tormenting you by partying with other men.
Mark looked at me. "Then we should wait. When were ready, we'll both know it."
As I pulled away from the curb and started driving to Helen's house I thought about our conversation. One of the things I loved about Mark was that he saw everything so clearly.
For awhile we were silent. I think we were both trying pondering the events of the past twenty-four hours. Suddenly I started giggling.
Mark looked at me and said, "What's so funny?"
I kept giggling. "I think that tonight you are in for more pain and humiliation than you've ever imagined."
"What do you mean?"
"Tonight at Helen's house, you're going to be initiated into life as a slave."
"I thought we were just going there for dinner."
I laughed. "No sweetie, I'm going there for dinner, you're going there to serve dinner."
"What's going to happen to me?"
"As soon as we get there, we'll be separated. I'll join the superiors in the parlor. You'll join the slaves in the kitchen."
"What will happen in the kitchen?"
"Lorraine and Morris will begin teaching you how to behave. They will also dress you. At some point you will be caged."
"Caged? You mean I'm going to be locked up?"
"No, we won't cage you, were going to cage your penis."
"I still don't understand."
"Were going to put your penis in a plastic sleeve so that you can't get a full erection and you can't masturbate. By doing this we can control your freedom to have orgasms. Both Helen and Jessica believe that a slave who is sexually on edge is much more pliable and obedient than a slave who is allowed to have orgasms."
Mark looked at me. "April this is kind of scary."
"Don't worry baby, you'll be okay. When we go to bed tonight I'll unlock you and we can play for a little while before we go to sleep."
"Who's going to put the cage on me?"
"I'm sure it will be me, but it will be done in front of everyone."
"Who's everyone?"
"Morris and Lorraine of course, but they're slaves. They don't really count. The real audience will be the superiors."
"Who will that be?"
"I imagine it will just be Jessica, Helen and their men."
"Their men?"
"Yes, their studs, their bulls."
"Do you know them?"
I know Helen's current lover. He lives in the house. His name is David."
"Yes, I heard Helen mention him this morning. Is he nice?"
"He's okay. He'll want to establish his dominance over you. I'm guessing he'll make you do lots of menial errands for him."
"What about Jessica's man."
"I don't know who she's bringing. I hope it's Carl. He's very nice. Everyone likes him."
Mark was quiet during the rest of the drive to Helen's house. He didn't ask anymore questions. I think he was nervous.
When we got to Helen's I pulled my car into the garage.
As soon as I shut the engine off I leaned over and kissed Mark. As I kissed him I said, "Baby relax, you are about to have the time of your life."
We got out of the car and walked over to the door to the house. When Mark reached out to open it, I stopped him.
"Baby, once we walk through this door my attitude towards you is going to change dramatically. We will cease to be equals. You will be a slave and I will be one of your superiors. My treatment of you will reflect that difference.
Mark stared at me for a moment and then he took a deep breath and opened the door. I grasped him by the hand and led him into the house.
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Lorraine greeted us as soon as we walked into Helen's house.
"April, everyone is in the parlor. Morris is currently serving cocktails. He'll be bringing hors d'oeuvres in a few minutes."
I smiled. "Thank you Lorraine it's been a busy day. One of Morris's martini's will be very nice."
As soon as we were inside, Lorraine grabbed Mark. "You're a slave, you'll be staying in the kitchen."
Before I went into the parlor I stopped by my bedroom, took off my jeans, panties and tee shirt and put on a very short denim skirt and a nearly transparent blouse made of fine Chinese silk. The blouse was a gift from Helen.
Once I was dressed I checked myself in my full length mirror. My outfit was perfect. My skirt just barely covered the cheeks of my ass and my small breasts were clearly visible through the thin silk of the blouse.
I quickly touched up my makeup and left my bedroom. When I walked into the parlor Helen was seated on a sofa with David. Jessica was seated on another sofa with a man I didn't recognize.
Jessica's escort was an incredibly handsome middle aged gentleman with slightly graying hair. As I looked at him I thought to myself that if I did decide to cuckold Mark, this man would be a very exciting candidate.
Morris was serving cocktails to his wife and her date.
Helen was flirting with David. When she realized that I'd entered the room, she looked up and said, "Hello April. I'm sorry we started without you. All of us were quite anxious to have a cocktail."
I sat down in a large comfortable chair and smiled. "That's quite alright, I'm glad you didn't wait."
As soon as I was seated Morris walked over, politely curtsied to me and said, "Mistress April, may I bring you a cocktail?"
"Yes, Morris, one of your martini's would be very nice. My voice carried a slight tone of disdain.
Morris was one of my closest friends. I dearly loved him, but tonight we were playing. Tonight I was his superior. I barely made eye contact with him when he took my drink order. Morris was beneath me. I didn't need to recognize his existence. Tonight, Morris was a slave.
Morris went to the bar to prepare my cocktail.
"April, I don't believe that you've ever met Jeffery." It was Jessica.
"No I don't believe I have." I smiled at Jeffery. "Hi I'm April, it's nice to meet you."
Jeffery stood up and politely bowed. He was not only handsome, he was urbane and well-mannered.
Morris brought me my martini. The five of us carried on a pleasant conversation while we sipped our drinks.
As we were talking Morris brought us hors d'oeuvres. They were delicious. We continued chatting, Morris served us another round of cocktails. We never had to lift a finger. We relaxed while our slaves worked. The pampered life of a dominant is wonderful.
As we were finishing our second round of drinks Lorraine came into the parlor, whispered into Helen's ear and left again."
Helen looked at all of us and said, "Our new slave is ready for his initiation."
She turned to the door. "Lorraine, you may bring him into the parlor."
Lorraine walked through the door. Mark was crawling on his hands and knees next to him. Lorraine was leading Mark on a collar and leash.
Mark was wearing a pair of pink lace crotchless panties and a cropped tee shirt that said "Marcia" across the front. It was obvious that Jessica and Helen had been out shopping.
Lorraine led Mark over to my chair. I stood up. Lorraine handed me Mark's leash.
"Mistress April, here is your new slave. He has been taught the basics of proper behavior."
As I took the leash from Lorraine Morris brought in a CB 2000 chastity cage and stood next to me.
I looked at Mark. I liked the name on his shirt. It had to be delightfully humiliating for him. I decided that I would use it for the rest of the evening.
"Marcia stand up."
Mark did as he was told.
I reached under Mark's shirt, grabbed his nipple and gave it a vicious twist.
Mark yelped.
"Silence! Control yourself slave, or I will teach you a whole new meaning for the word pain." I patted Mark's cheek and my voice got softer. "Marcia, I did that so that you won't embarrass us by squirting your little dribble of cum while I'm caging you."
I held up his little penis and looked at everyone. "Isn't this cute. It's just a little toy."
Both Jeffery and David were grinning. David was on the verge of breaking out in laughter.
My loins tingled from the little sadistic thrill I got when I noticed that Mark's face was beet red. Humiliating him was so much fun. Of course knowing that Mark was also enjoying himself allowed me to freely release my sadistic desires without guilt.
I took each piece of the chastity cage and carefully slipped it into place. When I was certain that the cage was properly fitted and comfortable, I slipped the padlock onto it and snapped it shut.
"There little slaveboy, now we can properly control your urges."
Morris handed me a gold ankle chain. A tiny key was hanging at the center.
I held it up. "Do you see this key pussyboy. This is the key that unlocks your manhood. It now belongs to me." I handed the anklet to Mark. "Place this chain around my ankle so that I can wear the key as a piece of jewelry."
Mark got on his knees and reverently fastened the chain in place.
After Mark was done placing the chain on my ankle I smiled at him and said, "Stand up slave. Let me look at your new jewelry."
Mark stood up.
I reached over and massaged his tiny testicles. "It seems to fit very nicely around your balls."
I rubbed the plastic sleeve that covered Mark's penis. "Poor baby, now when I touch your cock, you can only imagine the pleasure that a real man enjoys when a woman touches him here." I laughed. "But you're a slave. that's your lot in life."
I picked up Mark's leash. "Get down on your knees pussyboy."
Mark did as he was told. I gave his leash a firm tug and said, "Heel."
We walked over to Helen. "Slave, beg Mistress Helen for permission to serve in her household."
Mark looked up at Helen. "Mistress Helen, may I please be allowed to serve as a slave in your house."
Helen looked down at Mark. "Do you promise to obey your superiors without question?"
"Yes Mistress Helen."
"Do you willingly accept your position in life as an inferior being whose needs and desires are always of secondary importance to the needs and desires of your superiors?"
"Yes Mistress Helen."
"Do you promise to serve your superiors with energy and enthusiasm and work diligently to satisfy our every whim?"
"Yes Mistress Helen."
"Very good Marcia. I accept you as a slave in my household. You may kiss my feet."
Mark leaned over and reverently kissed Helen's toes."
Helen sent Mark to the kitchen.
It was only a short time before he reappeared in the parlor and announced, "Dinner is served."
I love kinky sex games, and I believe I fully understand the pleasure a submissive gets from serving a dom. It seems to be closely related to the thrill I get when Mark is groveling at my feet. I am overjoyed that submissives exist. I am also thankful that I was born as a dominant. I love being served and pampered.
Masochistic slaves are a blessing for someone like me. They eagerly prepare meals, clean the house and do the laundry. The only payment they seek in return is to be humiliated, treated with disdain, and punished. For a dominant with a sadistic streak, bestowing those rewards is an absolute pleasure.
Don't misunderstand me, I care very deeply about Mark. I try to constantly monitor his feelings and moods. Helen has taught me that a good dom makes sure that her slave is always contented and happy. I try very hard to follow her advice. When Mark needs gentleness and love I am more than happy to provide it. Of course if he is in the mood for pain and humiliation, I am also happy to provide that.
Dinner for a superior at Helen's house is very much like dining in a fine restaurant. The service is outstanding.
Mark eagerly slid into his role as a slave. He carefully followed the example set by both Morris and Lorraine. I smiled as I watched him scurry around the dining room obediently filling wine glasses and busing dirty dishes.
By the time the five of us were finishing our coffee and dessert, Mark was performing like a seasoned slave.
After we were done eating, Helen stood up and said, "Why don't we retire to the parlor." She turned to me. "April, you're welcome to join us."
I shook my head. "Thank you, but I think I'll sit at the kitchen table and supervise the slaves while they clean up."
Helen smiled. "As you wish." She turned to David and took his hand. "Come darling let's see what additional delights the evening has in store for us."
As they were leaving, Jessica and Jeffery both stood. Jessica took Jeffery's arm and said, "Shall we."
Jeffery smiled and said, "By all means."
As soon as they were gone I went into the kitchen.
Helen and Jessica were taking their lovers into the parlor for sex. When Helen invited me to join them, it wasn't an invitation to watch.
Both David and Jeffery were very handsome men. There was a time in my life that I would have eagerly accepted Helen's offer to join them in their sex games. At this moment however, that time was in the past. I wasn't yet ready to participate in an orgy. Helen knew that. She was just being polite.
When I entered the kitchen, Lorraine, Morris and Mark were washing the dishes. I walked over and hugged each of them. These were my three favorite men in the entire world.
As I sat down at the kitchen table Morris said, "What a nice surprise. I thought you might join Helen and Jessica in the parlor tonight."
I shook my head. "No I'm not ready for that yet."
Morris smiled at me. "Your outfit gave me the impression that you might be feeling a little more playful than usual."
Lorraine started laughing. "Morris my friend, I don't think that April's sexy outfit was intended to get David and Jeffery's attention. I think our little vixen is teasing the three of us."
I lifted my right foot up onto the chair and let my skirt ride up to my waist. My shaved pussy was now fully exposed.
I stared at my friend, "Lorraine, I just don't know how you could come to that conclusion."
Lorraine looked at Mark. "I hope you understand that your girlfriend is the Princess of prick tease."
Mark smiled. "I've had a slight suspicion that might be the case."
Morris and Lorraine started laughing.
I looked at Mark in indignation and said, "What would possibly cause you to say that?"
Mark burst out in laughter. "How about the fact that you've been blatantly flashing me at every possible opportunity for the past three weeks."
I giggled. "You weren't supposed to notice."
"Do you really mean that?"
"Well no."
"We need a slave in the parlor." It was Helen on the intercom.
Morris looked at us, "I'll go."
He disappeared.
After a moment he returned. "They want champagne."
Morris set up a tray with four glasses while Lorraine opened a bottle of champagne and put it in an ice bucket.
Once everything was ready I said, "Why don't you let Marcia take it."
Lorraine looked at me. "Are you sure he's ready?"
I nodded. "He has to see it sometime. I think it's better that he understands sooner rather than later."
Lorraine shrugged. "I guess you're right." He turned to Mark. "Marcia bring this champagne into the parlor for Mistress Helen and her guests."
Mark looked at me. He had of course overheard my conversation with Lorraine and was a little apprehensive.
"Marcia, do as your told. It will be alright."
Mark bowed politely. "Yes Mistress April." He picked up the tray and took it into the parlor."
After a moment I followed him.
When I got to the parlor door, Mark was standing in the doorway. He was frozen.
I looked over his shoulder. Both Jessica and Helen were completely naked. Jeffery and David had their trousers off. Jeffery was sitting on one sofa. Jessica was kneeling between his legs. She was sucking his cock. David was sitting on the other sofa. Helen was sucking his cock.
I whispered into Mark's ear. "They're both very sexy women aren't they?"
He nodded. "Yes Mistress, they are."
"Bring them their champagne."
"Shouldn't I knock first?"
"No you're a slave. They won't pay any attention to you. Don't speak or disturb them in any way and everything will be just fine. Be sure to set the glasses on coasters."
Mark quietly slipped into the parlor. He set two glasses on the end table next to Helen and David and carefully poured champagne into each of them. I noticed that he used coasters. When he was done, he tiptoed over to the table next to Jeffery and Jessica and did the same thing. Finally, he placed the ice bucket with the open bottle of champagne on the bar and silently left the parlor.
When he was back in the hallway, I smiled at him and said, "Very good."
As we were walking back to the kitchen I said, "If I decide to cuckold you, that will be me in the parlor sucking another man's cock. Can you handle that?"
Mark thought for a long time. Finally he nodded his head and said, "Yes, I think I can."
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Mark and I slept in the next morning. After we finally woke, I had Mark give me a bath. This was the first time I'd enjoyed this luxury since Ponce died.
Once we were dressed, we went into the kitchen. Lorraine was preparing a tray for Helen and David. They wanted breakfast in bed.
When the tray was ready he turned to Mark. "Bring this to Mistress Helen's bedroom. Knock first, it's a sign of respect; but don't wait for an answer, just bring the tray into the room. Helen will direct you once you're in the bedroom.
Mark picked up the tray and left.
As soon he was gone Lorraine turned to me. "Both Helen and I like your young man."
I smiled. "Thank you, so do I."
"We can tell." Lorraine paused for a moment. "April, Helen and I talked last night. We were wondering if you would like to have Mark move in with us."
I stared at Lorraine. "Are you serious?"
"Of course we are."
"I'll have to ask Mark; but yes, I would love it if he could live here."
Just then Mark walked back into the kitchen.
Lorraine smiled at me. "I'm going to go check on Helen and David. I'll be right back."
After Lorraine was gone, Mark looked at me. "Is he going to check my work?"
"No silly, he just used that as an excuse to leave us alone for a moment."
I grinned at Mark."
"April, why are you smiling like that?'
"Lorraine and Helen have invited you to live here. Would you like that?"
Mark stared at me. After a moment he asked, "Would you like that?"
I slowly nodded. "More than anything in the world."
Mark started grinning. "April I would love to live here." Suddenly he stopped. "Where would I sleep?"
I balled up my fist and punched Mark on the arm. "With me silly."
Sometimes my baby was a little obtuse.
We moved Mark's belongings to Helen's house that same day. He never spent another night in his dormitory room.
The next two years were extraordinarily happy.
That summer Helen decided that since she belonged to a country club, we should all learn to play golf. Of course no one mentioned the fact that Helen and Jessica originally joined the country club because they thought it was a good place to meet men.
In June we all spent two weeks at golf camp.
Initially there was some disagreement about which tees Lorraine would play from. Helen resolved that issue. Each of us would be free to play from the tees of our choice. It was a good resolution.
Mark loved the game. It was the first time he'd ever encountered a sport where being slender and graceful was more important than being big and strong.
After we got home, Mark and I spent the rest of the summer playing golf every day at the country club. I'm a good athlete. I picked up the game very quickly, but Mark was better. By the end of the summer I could regularly shoot scores in the mid eighties. During the last week in August Mark shot three rounds in the seventies.
Our junior year at Kelroy was very successful. We both had a strong work ethic and pushed each other to study and excel in class.
Our senior year was just as successful. Mark and I both graduated Magna cum Laude.
The night we graduated, I asked Mark to marry me. Of course, he accepted.
Helen, Jessica and Lorraine immediately went into a tizzy. Morris was also happy, but he had a little more self control.
Mark and I wanted a small wedding. Helen and Jessica argued for a big wedding. Morris and Lorraine made it clear that money was not a factor.
Mark and I held our ground. Helen and Jessica finally resolved themselves to the idea that we were going to have a small wedding in the formal living room at Helen's house.
Helen and Jessica decided that they should be bridesmaids. I wanted Lorraine to escort me down the aisle and give me away; but when I asked him he was clearly disappointed. He explained that this was most likely going to be his only chance to be a bridesmaid. He didn't want to miss the opportunity
We discussed having Morris walk me down the aisle. The problem was that Morris was also going to be Mark's best man. Jessica was the one who finally resolved the crisis. She pointed out that it was our wedding. We could do anything we wanted.
We all agreed. The problem was settled. I would have three bridesmaids. Morris would have a dual role. He would walk me down the aisle. As soon as he gave me away, he would become Mark's best man.
The wedding was a great success. Jamal, Darb's, Jake, Adam, Big Julius, Cynthia Parker, Mandy and Tony all attended.
After the reception, Mark and I went to the Calvert Hotel. That night I let Mark fuck me for the very first time. It had been over two years since I'd had a cock inside me. Mark's penis was small and he came quickly but it still felt good.
After he was done I made him lick his cum out of my cunt. That started a two hour sex romp. Mark licked my pussy and ass. I had several orgasms. I finished the night by giving him his very first blow job.
Afterwards we snuggled up to each other. As we lay in bed cuddling Mark looked at me and asked, "April, are you going to cuckold me now?"
I thought for a moment. I was certain that Mark had asked me the question because I'd let him fuck me. He understood me very well. He knew that once I started fucking again, I would want more.
I turned to him. "Maybe, if I find the right guy. Do you want me to cuckold you?"
He grinned and said, "Yes".
After we graduated, Mark got a job as a loan officer with The Wellington Bank. I signed a teaching contract with one of the suburban school districts. I was hired as an English teacher and assigned to Elias Moreland Senior High School. Our wedding present from Helen, Jessica, Morris and Lorraine was a small two bedroom bungalow about six blocks from Helen's house. Life for Mark and I was nearly perfect.
There was just one small complication. Mark was very perceptive. When I let him fuck me on our wedding night, it rekindled the itch. That one night was enough to make me remember how good it used to feel when a big, strong, masculine guy mounted me and plunged his huge erection into my sopping pussy.
I started to dream about big cocks. I thought about them all the time. When I talked on the telephone, I caught myself making doodles of erect penises. Fucking became an obsession.
Every time I met a new man, I found my self evaluating him as a candidate. It was no longer a question of if I was going to cuckold Mark. It was now a question of when.
Once school started I threw myself into my new job. I was excited about teaching. I was given five sections of eleventh grade English. I immediately started preparing my lesson plans.
During the opening workshop week of school I met Carl Mason. Carl was a first year Social Studies teacher. He was also the new boys basketball coach.
Carl was a six foot six inch muscular hunk. The first time I laid eyes on him we were at a faculty meeting in the school library. When I noticed him a little thrill shot through me. I spent the rest of the meeting imagining how wonderful it would feel to be pinned to the bed by that huge body while he pumped his cock in and out of my cunt.
After the meeting was over I lingered near the library exit. I was waiting for Carl. When he got to the door I accidentally turned and bumped into him. Our collision caused me to drop some papers I was carrying.
As I bent to pick up my papers I said, "Excuse me, I'm not usually this clumsy."
Carl was a gentleman. He bent over and helped me. "No I think it was my fault."
We stood up. As he handed me the papers he'd picked up he introduced himself. "My name is Carl Mason."
I took the papers from him. "It's nice to meet you Carl, I'm April Hansen."
Carl walked me to my classroom. We spent the next hour talking. We started with basketball. It was a common interest. Gradually we also started flirting with each other. The more I talked with Carl, the more I realized I wanted him.
When I got home that evening Mark was in the kitchen making supper.
I sat down at the kitchen table.
He brought me a glass of wine. As he set it down in front of me he asked, "How was your first day at school?"
I shrugged, "It was okay. We just had workshops and planning time. We won't see any students until Thursday. It was pretty uneventful."
I paused, took a sip of wine and then I quietly added, "Except for one thing."
Mark was sautéing some mushrooms while we were talking. He stopped and looked at me. "What was that?"
"I met a guy."
Mark set his fork down and stood very still. "Really, tell me about him."
"His name is Carl. He's about six feet six and very well built. He obviously spends a lot of time in the gym."
"Is he a teacher?"
"Yes, he's like me. He was just hired. He's also the new assistant boy's basketball coach."
"I see."
Mark picked up his fork and stirred the mushrooms in the fry pan. After a moment he asked, "Did you do anything with him?"
"No I just met him."
"Are you going to?"
"I don't know, maybe; he's very handsome."
I got up, walked over to Mark and put my arms around his waist. "I still love you. No matter what happens I will always love you."
He turned and faced me. "I know, we've talked about this ever since we met. I've always known that it would eventually happen. It's just that..." Mark paused.
I looked at him. "What? Tell me."
"Now that you're actually talking about doing it, it's kind of scary."
I hugged Mark. As I hugged him I whispered into his ear, "Does it excite you?"
Mark gasped, "Yes."
I reached down to his crotch. Mark had an erection.
I started to massage his penis. As I rubbed him I said, "Let's have dinner. After dinner you can give me a bath. When you're done bathing me, we can go to bed. While I'm lying in bed you can lick my pussy while I tell you all about Carl."
We ate dinner quickly. Both of us were excited.
After we were done eating we followed our usual routine. I relaxed and sipped a glass of wine while Mark cleared the table and washed the dishes.
Mark completed his chores quickly. Once he was done we retired to the bedroom.
As soon as we were in the bedroom I turned to my slave husband and said, "Undress, tonight I want you naked when you serve me." My tone of voice made it clear that this wasn't a request.
While Mark was taking off his clothes I went to my dresser and took out his cock cage.
When he saw it he asked, "Is that necessary tonight?"
I smiled. "Of course not, but it will please me."
I stared at Mark. I was feeling very dominant.
He said, "But..."
I slapped him. "But nothing! If it pleases me, that's all that matters. Now sit down on the bed while I put your cage on you."
Mark obediently sat down. Once his cage was in place and locked I said, "Good, now you can undress me."
As Mark undressed me I said, "It really isn't very respectful for you to question my whims."
Mark bowed his head. "I'm sorry Mistress April. I will try to behave more courteously in the future."
I smiled, "That's a much better attitude. Marcia, I really don't want to have to punish you." I took Mark's hand. "Come, it's time for my bath."
I got into the tub. The warm soapy water felt wonderful. I closed my eyes and enjoyed Mark's gentle touch as he washed my body. While he bathed me I said, "Marcia honey I don't know if I will ever actually end up in bed with Carl, but I now know that I'm ready to start dating again."
I closed my eyes while Mark washed my pussy. "When I do start partying with other men, you're going to bathe me before every date." I smiled at Mark, "And then you're going to help me get dressed." I took a deep breath. I was very aroused. "I want you to be a good slave and assist me while I make myself beautiful for my stud lovers."
I stood up. Hot soapy water was dripping from my body. "Get a towel slave."
Mark wrapped a huge towel around me and started patting me dry. As he dried me off I said, "Pussyboy, you're going to get me ready for every one of my dates."
We walked into the bedroom. I pushed Mark down on our bed and climbed on top of his face.
I leaned back so that my ass was directly over his mouth. "Lick my asshole pussyboy. Lick my asshole while you imagine me sucking Carl Mason's cock."
I shuddered with pleasure as I felt Mark push his tongue deep into my ass. "That's right baby lick me, show me that you want me to make you my cuckold."
Mark wrapped his arms around my waist and pulled me to him. He was obviously very excited. He pushed his tongue as deep into my ass as he possibly could.
I started rubbing my clit.
"Baby, I can't wait until Carl fucks me. I'll bet he has a big thick cock." I laughed. "After Carl's done with me, I'll be so stretched out that there won't be any point to letting you fuck me anymore. That pathetic little thing of yours will get lost inside me. I won't even be able to feel it." I smirked. "Of course you don't get to fuck me anyway, so I guess it really won't make much difference will it."
I leaned forward so that Mark was licking my cunt. "When we get started, I'm going to give Carl a blow job. You know what a blow job is don't you pussyboy? It's something a woman does to please her man."
I closed my eyes. "Lick my clit baby, lick my clit while I imagine myself sucking Carl's great big cock."
My loins started to tingle. The feeling of pleasure that was building inside me was so intense that it was nearly unbearable. Suddenly I started screaming as a tidal wave of pleasure rolled through my body. I ruthlessly mashed my cunt against Mark's face while the sensations of joy radiated through me. I wasn't sure he could breathe, but I didn't really care. At that moment my own pleasure was all that mattered to me.
Gradually, my orgasm started to subside. My muscles relaxed. Mark gasped for breath as I rolled off of his face.
I lay still for a long time. Finally I turned and looked at Mark. "Baby, usually I'd take your cage off of you now and give you a nice hand job as a reward for pleasing me." I kissed Mark. "But not tonight. Tonight your cage stays on. Tonight you don't get to cum." I giggled, "Baby I've decided that you don't get to cum again until I've been well fucked by a real man. I want you to be just as eager for me to get together with Carl as I am."
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We went to bed just after eleven. It had been a long day, I was tired. I should have fallen asleep immediately, but I didn't. I couldn't get Carl out of my mind. Actually it would be more accurate to say that I couldn't get Carl's cock out of my mind.
As I lay in bed next to Mark, I kept thinking about how wonderful it felt to have Carl's huge penis pumping in and out of my cunt. I'd forgotten just how much I loved to fuck. Now that I remembered, I knew that I wanted to do it again and again.
I started to think about how I could make this happen. Motels were expensive. Even cheap motels were expensive when you're using them four or five afternoons a week.
I began to consider alternatives.
Fucking Carl at school seemed like a very bad choice. After school, students were everywhere and custodians randomly came in and out of classrooms. Even more important, getting caught would be professionally disastrous. School was not a choice.
I wracked my brain for other possible alternatives. I could only come up with one that was both safe and affordable.
I turned to Mark. "Baby are you awake?'
He rolled over. "Yes, what's on your mind?"
I laughed, "Carl's cock, I can't get it out of my mind. I have to have him again. Mark, I want him to fuck me every day. I'm obsessed with his big beautiful penis."
Mark didn't say anything.
"Baby Carl and I need a safe place to fuck. This is the only place I can think of that works. Mark, I want to bring Carl to our house so we can fuck in this bed."
Mark was silent for a long time. Finally he said; "If that's what you want, I really can't stop you can I?"
He rolled over so he was facing away from me. As he lay there, I was fairly certain I heard him crying.
I put my hand on his shoulder. "Baby, what's the matter?"
Mark rolled over again so he was facing me. "That shouldn't be too hard to figure out. I'm jealous. You have a new man. I'm worried that you won't need me anymore."
I stared at my husband for a moment and then I snapped at him.. "Get used to it pussyboy, you're a cuck. Jealousy is going to be part of your life. Now quit whimpering and go to sleep. I want some quiet while I dream about my lover."
As soon as I said it I knew it was a cruel thing to say; but at the moment I was too focused on Carl to care.
Mark turned away from me again. He was silent.
I callously fell asleep dreaming of Carl Mason's cock.
The next morning I overslept. I panicked when I woke up and saw the time. I didn't want to be late for work so I raced around the house in a tizzy combing my hair, putting on my makeup and getting dressed. Mark was a sweetheart and handed me a piece of toast and a cup of coffee as I rushed out the door. I was in such a hurry that I forgot to kiss him goodbye.
As I drove to work I had a chance to calm down just a little and started thinking about the events of the last twenty-four hours.
Suddenly I felt awful when I remembered what I'd said to Mark as we fell asleep last night. I didn't know how I could have possibly been so cruel. Mark was a wonderful husband. I loved him, I would always love him. All he wanted last night was a little reassurance and I didn't give it to him.
I was overcome with guilt. I felt even worse when I realized that I'd just rushed out of the house without bothering to kiss him goodbye.
I pulled my car in the faculty lot. As I parked, I decided that I would call Mark during my preparation period and apologize.
When I walked into school my thoughts turned to Carl. I couldn't wait to see him.
I quickly went to my classroom, locked my purse in my file cabinet and made sure my lessons were ready for the day.
As soon as I was certain that everything was in place I looked at the clock. There was still fifteen minutes before school started. I just had time to run over to Carl's room and say good morning.
Carl was sitting at his desk when I walked into his classroom.
"Good morning Mr. Mason."
He looked up and smiled.
I walked over to his desk. I was about to kiss Carl's cheek when I noticed a picture sitting in front of him. It was a photo of two very cute little blond haired girls. They were sitting together on a porch swing. The girl on the right was maybe two or three. The girl on the left was a little older. She was probably four or five. They were dressed in matching white party dresses and they both had a pink ribbon in their hair.
I stopped and looked at Carl. "Who are these cute little girls?"
Carl beamed at me. "Those are my daughters. The little one is Katie; she just had her third birthday. The older one is Becky; she'll be five next month.
I was speechless. I'd never even considered the possibility that Carl might have children.
I needed time to think. I quickly stammered out, "I have to get to class." And then I turned and started to walk out of the room.
Carl stood up. "April is everything okay?"
I turned back to Carl, "No everything isn't okay. You have two little girls."
Carl shrugged. "What difference does that make?"
"Carl, it makes all the difference in the world. I couldn't live with myself if I was responsible for breaking up your family."
"April, that won't happen."
"How can you be sure of that? What if one of your wife's friends sees us go into a motel together? What if we get sloppy and you go home with my lipstick on your collar?"
I shook my head. "No Carl, this game we play can't involve children." I stared at him. "We can continue to be friends, but we can't be lovers. You have a family that needs you. I won't do anything that might separate you from them."
I turned and walked out of the room. I was on the verge of tears. I went to my room, students were coming into class.
I sat down at my desk and buried my face in my hands. This morning on my way to work I realized that I'd been cruel and thoughtless to my wonderful husband. Now I'd just found out that I was a potential home wrecker. I wanted to cry. I was a horrible person.
The bell to start first hour rang.
I looked up, thirty-four teenagers were staring at me. Ponce, Danny, Lorraine, Helen, Morris, Jessica, my father and most of all Mark had all taught me to be strong. I wasn't going to disappoint them now. I had a job to do and I had to do it. I would just have to deal my problems later.
I swallowed hard and stood up. "Everyone take out your literature books and open them to page seventeen."
At lunch time Carl came to my room to try to talk to me.
I refused to see him. I wasn't angry with Carl, I just knew that we didn't have anything to discuss. I also didn't trust myself. Part of me wanted to keep getting together with Carl. I didn't dare risk letting him talk me into doing something I'd later regret.
I was relieved when the final bell rang to end the school day. I quickly laid out my lesson plans for the next day and went home.
I hadn't called Mark. I was afraid I would start crying while we talked on the telephone.
It was 3:30 when I got home. Mark wasn't due home until 5:00. I tried to keep busy, but the time still past slowly. No matter how much I tried, I couldn't stop thinking about the awful things I'd done in the last twenty-four hours. As I thought about them, I started to get sadder and sadder.
By the time I heard Mark's key in the lock I was on the verge of tears. When Mark walked into the house I was sitting on the couch staring at the floor.
Mark stopped and studied me for a moment. Finally he said, "April, what's the matter?"
I looked at him and said, "Do you hate me?"
"Of course not, I could never hate you."
"Mark, I am so sorry I was mean to you when we fell asleep last night. All you wanted from me was some reassurance that I still loved you and I was too wrapped up in myself to give it to you."
I stood up, walked over to Mark and put my arms around him. "Baby I love you more than any other man in the entire world and I will always love you more than any man in the entire world."
Mark smiled. "April, it's nice to hear you say that, but I know it. I knew it last night."
He sighed. "Last night was a new experience for me. It was the first time you've ever come home after a date with another man. I was trying to figure out how to cope with it. I had to remember that one of the many reasons you're cuckolding me is to cause me some pain."
He laughed. "We both know you're a sadist and we both know I'm a masochist. When I started whining last night, telling me to quit whimpering and learn to live with my jealousy was the perfect response."
He kissed my cheek. "Is everything okay now?"
I slowly shook my head, "No, everything is still awful."
Mark took my hand and led me to the couch.
"Let's sit down." Once we were seated Mark smiled and said, "Tell me everything."
I started talking. I told Mark about Carl's daughters. I revealed my fears about becoming a home wrecker. I described how I broke off my relationship with Carl and refused to talk to him at lunch.
Once I was done I looked at Mark. "Sweetheart, I don't want to stop seeing other men, but I think that's what I going to have to do. Every time I meet a hot guy, I'm going to worry about whether or not he has a family at home."
Mark smiled at me. "I don't want you to stop seeing other guys either." He paused, "Why don't you look for single guys?"
I stared at Mark for a long time. This was a touchy issue. Finally I decided that it needed to be voiced.
"Because I'm married to you, because I love you. What if a single guy falls in love with me? What if I become temporarily infatuated with him? Sex is a very powerful attraction. I want to play around and you want me to play around, but neither of us wants to risk our marriage."
Mark sighed. "You're right, married men are safer." Mark thought for a moment. Finally he said, "We have to find a way for you to have some one night stands."
I nodded. "You're right, but how?"
Mark smiled. "We need some expert advice."
He walked over, picked up the telephone, dialed a number and waited.
After a moment he said, "Hi Lorraine, it's Mark."
"We've had better days. Lorraine, what's for dinner at your house?"
"Your fettuccine is wonderful. Any chance you have enough to feed two more mouths?"
"Thank you, I was hoping that would be the case."
"Great, we would love to see them. Lorraine is thirty minutes okay?'
"Good, we'll be there."
Mark hung the telephone up and turned to me. "We're going to Helen and Lorraine's for fettuccine. Jessica and Morris are also going to be there."
I stared at Mark.
He smiled. "When you need advice, you go see the experts."
I laughed. Mark was right; no one knew more about the world of cuckolding than Helen and Jessica. They were experts; they would know what to do.
Jessica and Morris were already there when we arrived at Helen and Lorraine's.
Helen grabbed me as soon as I walked in the door. "Come with us dear. We can go into the parlor and talk while the slaves get dinner on the table."
I shook my head. "No Helen, I'd really like it if we could bend the rules tonight. I'd like the slaves to sit in the parlor with us."
Helen looked at me. "Very well dear." She turned to Mark. "Marcia, fetch Lorraine."
Mark bowed, "Yes Mistress Helen." He disappeared down the hallway. A moment later he returned with Lorraine.
Lorraine curtsied. "Mistress Helen, you called for me."
"Yes Lorraine. What's the status of dinner?"
"Everything is ready. Dinner can be served at your convenience."
"Very good, Lorraine were going to have a family night. Set additional places at the table for you, Morris and Mark. When that's done join us in the parlor."
Lorraine nodded and hurried out of the parlor.
Helen turned to Mark. "Please help Morris prepare cocktails for everyone. Martini's would be nice."
Helen, Jessica and I sat down while Morris, Mark and Lorraine made all the preparations. Even on a family night it was easier to be a dominant in Helen's house.
Once everyone was finally settled Helen looked at me and said, "Something is on your mind dear. Would you like to tell us what it is?"
I nodded, "Yes, very much."
Everyone listened intently as I spent the next fifteen minutes relating the events of the past twenty-four hours.
After I was done Helen smiled at me. "I'm sorry that it didn't work out, but I'm glad to hear that you finally took another lover. I think that was a big step for you dear."
I shook my head, "Yes but I want to do it again and I don't really see how I can. After thinking about it, I now realize that part of the problem with Carl was that we worked together. We have to see each other every day. Playing with guys I work with is obviously bad, but if I can't meet guys at work where am I going to meet them? How can I safely meet men without being afraid of getting into complicated relationships and busting up families?"
Morris laughed and said, "I think we can rule out church suppers".
Jessica glared at her husband. He quickly looked at the floor and said, "Sorry that just slipped out"'.
One of the many reasons I loved Morris was his wonderful sense of humor. I smiled at him. "That's okay, I thought it was pretty funny."
He winked at me.
I turned to everyone, Where do I safely meet men who are just looking for a good time?"
Lorraine turned to Helen. "Is Baxter's still open?"
Helen smiled. "Yes of course, Baxter's." She turned to Jessica. "Wasn't Angela Reynolds just talking about Baxter's?"
Jessica nodded. "Yes, it was last week. We were having cocktails at the country club. She was telling us about a very handsome man that she'd met there."
I looked at them. "What's Baxter's?"
Morris started laughing. "It's a roadhouse on the north end of town that our wives used to frequent." He grinned. It was a mischievous grin. "Now, they're a little too old for the place."
Jessica again glared at her husband. "Slave boy, you're choosing to live very dangerously tonight."
Morris smiled at his wife. "I'm just having fun teasing the woman I love."
Helen laughed. "Jessica, your little slave certainly knows how to turn on the charm."
Jessica nodded. "It's why I'm still married to him."
I threw up my arms. "Could you guys please focus for a minute! You're worse than my fifth hour class. I would be very grateful if someone would tell me a little more about Baxter's."
Lorraine leaned forward. "Baxter's is a night club that caters to people like you."
"What do you mean, people like me?"
"I'm talking about married people who are looking for a little extracurricular fun."
"Why don't Jessica and Helen go there anymore?"
Helen smiled at me, "Because it isn't necessary. Jessica and I are looking for men who are a little more mature than the men you're seeking. If our playmates have children, they're most likely going to be grown up".
Jessica added, "Older married couples frequently drift apart. They stay together because it's comfortable and convenient, but they don't actually care about spending much time with each other. These couples don't get very upset if one of them occasionally drifts off for a little discreet fun."
Helen continued the explanation. "Mature single men are generally divorced and rarely interested in getting remarried. The men in our age group who are looking for a wife are readily apparent and easy to avoid."
Jessica shook her head. "April, the problems you're encountering are unique to your age group.
Helen smiled. "There is one additional factor. The attraction that Baxter's offers is a parking lot deliberately set up so that couples can discreetly party in their cars without fear of exposure. Jessica and I are just a little too old to comfortably play around in the back seat of a Chevrolet."
"Do you really think I should go there?"
Helen nodded. "As usual, Lorraine is very resourceful. I think that Baxter's is the perfect solution for your problem. The men you're likely to encounter there are looking for nothing more than a little quick fun in the parking lot."
Jessica thought for a moment. "If I remember correctly, Wednesday and Thursday were the best nights. Most married men have to spend Friday and Saturday nights with their wives and no one likes to go out at the beginning of the work week."
I looked at Mark. "I've never gone to a bar by myself. I'll be kind of nervous. It would help if you drove me there. Would you do that for me?"
Mark grinned at me. "I would be honored to do that."
"You can't stay. After you drop me off you'll have to go home and wait for me to call you when it's time to come and get me."
"I understand"
"Can we go next Thursday?"
"Yes, Thursday would be fine."
Helen stood up. "Since it appears that we have at least found a temporary solution to April's problem. I think its dinner time. Lorraine will you please get everything ready."
For the first time that day, I was happy. I looked at Mark while we ate dinner. I was so lucky to have found him. He was the smartest man in the whole world. It was his idea to call Helen and Lorraine. It seemed like he always knew exactly what to do.
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The next day was Tuesday. We wouldn't have students until Thursday.
I walked into Carl's classroom just after 10:00 am. He was working at his desk.
"How about a coffee break? It will give me a chance to apologize for bumping into you yesterday."
He laughed. "I think you have that all wrong, I was the clumsy one. I bumped into you." He stood up. "April I would love to have a cup of coffee with you."
The coffee break lasted almost an hour and ended with a lunch date at one. Tuesday evening I went home and filled Mark in on the days developments
On Wednesday Carl and I went out to a long lunch. By the time we were done dining, our causal conversation had turned into overt flirting. On Wednesday night I went home and related every detail of my lunch date to Mark.
Thursday school actually started. The first day of classes is a very hectic time in a high school.
Just after the bell rang that ended the last class of the day, Carl wandered into my classroom. "Hey April, how about joining me for a beer at Robinson's Bar."
I smiled at Carl. "That's sounds wonderful. I could really use a beer. I need thirty minutes to lay out my lessons for tomorrow. Is that okay?"
Carl nodded. "You've got it. I'll be back in a half hour."
Robinson's was a little hole in the wall neighborhood bar about two miles from school. As soon as we got there Carl went to the bar and bought a pitcher of beer while I found a booth and sat down.
Carl brought the beer and two glasses over. After he set them down I was a little disappointed when he sat on the side of the booth across from me. I smiled to myself, Carl was just a little shy.
Carl poured me a glass of beer. I took a sip. Helen, Jessica, Lorraine and Morris were all wine drinkers. They taught me to drink wine. I hadn't had a beer since Ponce and Danny were killed. It tasted good.
Carl and I started chatting. As we drank, our conversation grew more and more flirtatious. We finished the first pitcher beer, so Carl went to get another one.
When he returned I was again disappointed to see him sit down on the opposite side of the booth. My stud was obviously very shy around women.
I stood up and smiled at Carl. "Excuse me, I'll be right back. I have to pee."
When I returned I sat down on Carl's side of the booth and gave him a hip. "Move over studman. Like it or not, you're about to get some company over here."
Carl laughed. "I love company."
After I sat down I casually rested my hand on Carl's thigh. As we drank our next glass of beer, our conversation shifted from mild flirtation to blatant sexual innuendo. While we talked I started to massage Carl's thigh. It wasn't long before I was massaging the inside of his thigh.
As I caressed him my hand moved closer and closer to Carl's crotch. We both gasped when my fingers brushed against the head of his trouser covered cock. I was pleased to find that Carl had an erection.
I left my hand on the inside of Carl's thigh so it was just barely touching the tip of his erection and waited for a moment to see if he would protest. He didn't, so I placed my hand directly on his cock. He was huge. My wildest hopes were coming true.
Suddenly I felt Carl's hand on my thigh. Needless to say, I didn't remove it. Instead, I leaned my head against his shoulder, parted my thighs and started massaging his cock and balls.
The booth we were in was at the back of the bar and quite private. As long as we remained moderately discreet we could play without fear of discovery.
As I rubbed Carl's cock, I felt him move his hand to my crotch. I gasped as he pushed my panties aside and slipped two of his large fingers into my pussy.
I was getting very excited. I wanted this to go further. It was four o'clock in the afternoon. It was too light out to discreetly play in the back seat of a car. We needed to go to a motel.
I whispered to Carl. "How soon is your wife expecting you? Do we have time to go to a motel this afternoon?"
He smiled and took out his cell phone. "I'll call her and tell her I'm having a beer with some of the guys from school. She won't suspect a thing."
I got up and went to the bathroom. While I was there I called Mark. He was still at work. The receptionist at the bank put me through to him right away.
"Mark Peters."
"Hello sweetheart."
"Hi April, what's going on?"
"I'm about to check into a motel with Carl."
There was a pause on the other end of the telephone. Finally Mark said, "Really."
"Yes."
"Which motel?"
I laughed. "Does it matter?"
"Not really, but I guess I'd like to know."
"I think we'll go to The Budget Rest Inn out by the freeway."
"Why that one?"
"It's cheap. I really don't care if the bed is comfortable or how many cable channels they have. We aren't going to be there that long and I am certain we won't be watching television."
"I see."
"Mark I want you to stop and buy a bottle of champagne after work. You and I are going to have a little celebration when I get home."
There was silence for a moment and then Mark said, "Yes Mistress April, whatever you wish." He was whispering.
Mark's submissiveness excited me. I decided to taunt him just a little bit.
"Cuckboy, I have to go. I have a man waiting to fuck me. I'll be home when he's finished."
I turned off my cell phone, and walked back into the bar. As I approached the booth, Carl was shutting off his cell phone.
"Is everything okay?"
He nodded. "Yes, Joanne just told me to drive carefully and not stay out too late. She's very familiar with coaches. She knows that when we stop at a bar after work, one beer frequently becomes several beers.
Carl looked at me, "How about your husband?"
I smiled. "Mark's never a problem, he doesn't mind if I play around a little."
Carl stared at me, "Really?"
I nodded, "Really."
"You mean he knows you're going to a motel with me?"
"Yes."
"And he doesn't care?"
"Let's just say he accepts it."
Carl looked puzzled. "What does that mean?"
I grabbed Carl and pulled him out of the booth. "Let's not waste time talking about my husband. We have some serious business to attend to. It's motel time."
Carl laughed. "April, I think you're going to make this a very interesting school year."
We got into our cars and Carl followed me to the motel.
As soon as we arrived Carl got out of his car and walked over to me. "April, I should have said something earlier, Joanne pays the bills at our house. I don't dare put the room on my credit card."
I laughed. "Don't worry studman, we can put the room on my credit card. Wait here, I'll be right back."
I got out of my car and walked into the office. There was an overweight, middle aged man behind the desk. He was typing on a computer.
I was a little nervous. I was worried that he would be suspicious about why I wanted the room when he saw that I only lived two miles away. There wasn't any need for concern. He took my credit card and my driver's license, wrote up a room contract and handed it to me.
As I signed the contract he said, "Check out time is 10:00 am."
I handed the contract back. "We may want to check out early in the morning. Do we need to come down and see you?'
He shook his head. "As long as you don't make any long distance telephone calls or rent any pay per view movies you're fine. Just leave the keys in the room and close the door behind you."
I smiled and said, "Thank you."
As I turned to leave he said, "I hope you and your husband have a good time."
I went out to the parking lot and got Carl. We were in room 227.
As soon as we stepped into the room Carl closed the door behind us, took me in his arms and kissed me. As he kissed me he unbuttoned my blouse and unfastened my brassiere. Carl wasn't shy anymore and he was a man. He didn't ask for permission, he took what he wanted.
While Carl was fondling my naked breasts, I reached down, unbuckled his belt and unzipped his trousers. Carl kicked his shoes off and sat down on the bed. I pulled his trousers and boxers shorts off. He removed his shirt and lay back on the pillows.
Carl was a big, well muscled man. Just looking at him lying on the bed with his mighty cock sticking straight up sent a shiver of excitement through my loins.
I quickly took my clothes off. Once I was naked, I climbed onto the bed next to him and wrapped both of my hands around his huge erection.
Carl sighed as I leaned over and kissed the head of his engorged penis. A little thrill went through me as I put his magnificent weapon into my mouth. It was over two years since I'd sucked a real cock.
It was true that I'd given Mark a blow job on our wedding night, but his little toy was so tiny that it didn't really count. As I now made love to Carl's erect penis, I remembered just how exciting it was to have a real man's cock in my mouth.
Carl lay back and quietly enjoyed the blow job I was giving him. After a few minutes he sat up and rolled me over onto my back. He pulled my legs apart and rubbed my cunt with his huge fingers. He was rough. It was exciting.
My new lover climbed on top of me. I started to shake with excitement when I felt the head of his hard cock pressing against the lips of my moist pussy.
I closed my eyes and held my breath as Carl's massive penis penetrated me. Once he was all the way in he stopped. For a moment we lay together quietly. I was pinned to the bed underneath Carl's powerful body. His stiff cock was buried in my cunt.
As we lay there, I felt Carl start to move. At first his motion was nearly imperceptible. Gradually it increased. Soon he was making long slow thrusts in and out of my cunt.
My excitement started to build as Carl quickened his tempo. I wrapped my legs around his thighs and bucked my hips in response to his thrusts.
The intensity of our movement grew with our passion. Soon we were fucking with unbridled fury. Our lust was quickly building to an almost unbearable crescendo. Suddenly a burst of pleasure exploded inside me, I screamed as an orgasm tore through my loins.
Carl kept fucking me. As the waves of pleasure cascaded through me I felt his cock shoot a spurt of semen into the back of my womb. As soon as Carl started cumming he stopped his thrusts but he kept his ejaculating penis buried deep inside me.
For a few moments Carl and I were lost in a tempest of carnal ecstasy, but gradually the tension in our bodies started to relax and we both collapsed onto the bed. As Carl rolled off of me his softening penis slipped from my vagina.
I nestled into my lover's arms. For a few minutes I was content to cuddle with him and then I let my hand drift to his flaccid cock. I gently picked it up. As I held it, I felt it begin to stir.
That was all the encouragement I needed. I slid down Carl's body and put his growing penis in my mouth.
It was a matter of seconds before Carl was again fully erect.
Now it was my turn to be on top. I straddled my stud and slowly lowered myself onto his wonderful erection. We had both already had an orgasm, so now we were free take our time and savor this union. I started with a slow easy rhythm. For a while we just waltzed with each other, but as our passion slowly grew, I needed to accelerate the tempo.
Soon we were dancing the foxtrot. Our tempo was now a quick staccato. We were both still hungry. We started attacking each other in an effort to satisfy our mutual lust.
Carl had already had one orgasm so his staying power was much better this time. Our second coupling turned into a marathon fuck.
Our aggressive tempo started to wear both of us out. We had to change to a slow, rhythmic tango. As we danced, I got lost in a surreal world of carnal pleasure.
I could have gone on forever, but Carl had other ideas. He rolled me off of him. It was time for him to retake control. I willingly surrendered. My eyes were closed as Carl mounted me and pushed his cock back into my cunt.
Now Carl dictated the tempo. It was a rough, athletic pace that was driven by mutual need. The dance was over.
I went wild as Carl repeatedly thrust his lance in and out of my cunt. Our orgasms came quickly. Mine was just subsiding when Carl started to pump his semen into my womb.
Once he was done, we collapsed onto the bed. We were both completely spent. Our lust was temporarily satisfied. For a few moments we lay quietly in each others arms and then Carl looked at the clock. It was 7:30.
He sat up. "April I have to get home."
"I know baby, so do I."
We quickly got dressed, left the keys in the room and closed the door behind us.
Carl walked me to my car. When we got there, he kissed me and said, "April I had a wonderful time."
I giggled and said, "So did I."
"Can we do it again soon?"
"I would love that."
After Carl kissed me again we both of us got into our cars. We waved to each other as we drove out of the parking lot and turned into the street. We were both in a hurry to return home to our waiting spouses.
As I was driving home I began to think about Mark. Carl may have temporarily satisfied my carnal desires, but my sadistic urges were just waking up.
I picked up my cell phone and called my cuckold husband.
Mark answered the telephone after the first ring. I smiled, it was obvious the he was eagerly waiting for me to call.
My pussy started to tingle with excitement.
"Hello."
"Hi pussyboy, guess who."
"Hi April, where are you?"
"Excuse me! I don't recall giving you permission to address me as an equal."
Mark stammered a quick response. "I'm sorry Mistress April. I apologize. Please forgive me, I overstepped my boundaries."
"Yes you did. I will forgive you this time, but do not let it happen again. If you do I will be forced to punish you. Remember that Mistress Helen's horse whip is hanging in my closet."
"Yes Mistress April. Thank you Mistress April."
"Pussyboy, did you remember to buy a bottle of champagne for me?"
"Yes Mistress. I bought a very good bottle."
"Good, I just had a wonderful afternoon with my new lover and I'm in the mood to celebrate."
Suddenly, I had a wicked idea. "Pussyboy, when I get home, I want to you to be waiting for me wearing nothing but a pair of lace panties. I have just been with a real man and I want it to be perfectly clear to both of us that you are not his equal."
"Yes Mistress April, I understand."
"Pussyboy, there's more. When I open the front door I expect to find you on your knees holding a glass of champagne for me. Do you understand that?"
I could hear Mark take a deep breath. I wasn't sure if it was the result of excitement or fear. I hoped it was a combination of the two.
After a moment he answered. "Yes Mistress, I'll be waiting."
"Good boy, I'm going to hang up now. I'll be home in a few minutes. You have several tasks to complete. You'll have to hurry, do not dare to let me down."
I ended the call.
I smiled as I put my cell phone back in my purse. This was going to be a memorable evening.
A little thrill rippled through me when I walked in the front door. Mark was on his knees waiting for me. All he was wearing was a pair of pink lace panties. I could see the bulge from his chastity cage under those panties. In his right hand he was holding a glass of champagne.
I paused for a moment to collect myself and then I bent down and took the glass of champagne from Mark's hand.
I sipped some of the wine and I looked at my kneeling husband. "Pussyboy, how does it feel to know that you're now a cuckold?"
I grinned at Mark. "Just in case there was any doubt in your mind, let me assure you that it's true. Carl made you a cuckold two times this afternoon." I leered at him. "The second time he made you a cuckold he took a very long time doing it." I sighed. "My new stud is a wonderful lover."
I drank the rest of my wine and handed the glass to Mark. "Pour me another glass of Champagne and bring it into the bedroom cuckboy."
I walked into the bedroom and sat down on the bed, a moment later Mark came in carrying a glass of champagne on a tray.
"Set the champagne down and undress me."
Mark placed the glass of wine on my bedside table and started unbuttoning my blouse. I lay back on the bed and closed my eyes while my slave removed my clothing.
When Mark pulled my panties off I spread my legs. "Look at my pussy cuckboy; See how stretched and raw it is. Carl has a very big cock and he fucks like a man. He knows when to be gentle and he knows when to be rough. He fucked me hard this afternoon and guess what wimpboy; I loved every minute of it."
I sat up in the bed, placed my feet on the floor and spread my legs. "I want you on your knees Cuckboy." I snapped my fingers and pointed to the floor. "Kneel down between my legs."
Mark obediently got down on his knees.
"Look at my cunt pussyboy. I let Carl cum inside me this afternoon. Did you hear that cuckboy? Another man ejaculated his semen into your wife's cunt today."
Mark looked up at me
"Don't look at me, look at my cunt!"
Mark's eyes returned to my crotch.
"Carl's dried cum is all over the lips of my pussy. Can you see it cuckboy?"
Mark nodded.
"Lick it up wimpboy. Lick my lover's dried semen off the lips of my cunt."
My loins tingled with delight as Mark leaned forward and kissed the lips of my pussy. As soon as I felt his tongue licking me clean, I closed my eyes and lay back on the bed.
"Can you taste him? Can you taste Carl's semen cucky?"
Mark stopped licking me and looked up. I was very wet. His face glistened with my love nectar.
He smiled at me and said, "Yes Mistress April, I can taste him."
I grabbed Mark's hair and pulled him up on the bed. "Lie down pussyboy. Carl left a lot more cum inside me."
Mark lay on his back. I straddled his face and sat down on his mouth.
I don't know how long I rocked back and forth on Mark's face. We both lost track of the time. He licked me to two orgasms. After my second orgasm I finally rolled off of him.
I was worn out. I lay down next to Mark, put my arms around him and softly kissed his cheek.
"Sweetheart, go and get the key for your chastity cage. It's in my purse." I'd taught school that day. For obvious reasons I didn't wear the key around my ankle.
Mark got up and disappeared into the living room. While he was gone I got up, went into the bathroom and got a damp wash cloth.
We returned at the same time.
"Baby hand me the key and sit down on the bed."
Mark sat down. I quickly unlocked his cage and slipped it off of him. I placed the cage on my bedside table and gently wiped Mark's tiny penis and testicles with the damp cloth.
After I was done I whispered into his ear, "You have been a very good boy, are you ready for your reward?"
Mark grinned at me and said, "Yes please."
I reached down and gently picked up his tiny cock with my index finger and thumb. As I slowly stroked him I pushed his face to my breast. "Suckle on my nipple while I masturbate you."
It was only a moment before a dribble of semen squirted from the tip of Mark's penis. When he was done ejaculating I pushed my cum covered fingers into his mouth.
"Lick them clean pussyboy."
Once Mark was done I grabbed him and said, "It's time for you to give me a bath."
Mark bathed me. When he was finished I put on a robe and watched television while he showered and made supper. After dinner Mark cleaned the kitchen while I read the newspaper.



As soon as Mark was done with his chores he joined me in the living room. We cuddled together on the couch and shared the rest of the champagne while we watched late night television.
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The weekend flew by.
The following Monday was the beginning of the first full week of school. I was a beginning teacher. Each day was an adventure that constantly presented new challenges.
Every evening Mark and I ate dinner and talked about the events of the day.
As we were finishing dinner on Wednesday night I looked at Mark and said, "Tomorrow is Thursday."
He nodded. "Yes it is."
"I'm excited and a little nervous about going to Baxter's."
"Why do you say you're nervous?"
"I've never gone to a bar by myself before."
"You'll be fine once you get there. April, you used to dance naked in front of hundreds of men."
I giggled. "I did do that didn't I?"
Mark nodded.
"Do you ever wish you could see me dance?"
"Yes very much."
I had a wicked little thought. "Maybe some night in the future I'll bring a man home and you can watch me do a strip tease for him."
I looked at Mark. I could tell he was getting excited. "Think about it baby. You're on your knees wearing nothing but your cock cage. My lover is sitting on the couch. He's fully dressed. I turn to you and tell you to put on some music, slow seductive music. You do as you're told."
Mark shook his head. "You're evil."
I laughed, "Only with you cuckboy."
Mark took a deep breath. It was obvious he was trying to collect himself. "What time do you want to leave for Baxter's tomorrow night?"
"I think about 7:30. That should get me there about 8:00. I want a little time to settle in and get used to the place before the debauchery starts."
Mark laughed. "You have high hopes for this place don't you."
I looked at my husband. I was now very serious. "Yes I do."
Mark smiled at me. "I hope you're not disappointed."
"I don't plan to be disappointed."
I stood up. "Slave boy clear the table. I'm going to sit on the couch and read the newspaper while you wash the dishes. When the kitchen is clean we're going to go into the bedroom. I want to sit on your face and finish my little story about dancing for my lover."
On Thursday I left school just before three. I stopped at the Boutique on my way home. Helen, Jessica and Lorraine were all there.
As soon as I walked in the door, Lorraine looked at Helen and Jessica and said, "Our favorite slut is here."
Helen turned to her slave. "Lorraine, mind your tongue."
I laughed. "It's okay Helen, I like the title."
Jessica smiled. "I like it to dear. I've always been happy that I was a slut."
Helen shook her head, "Okay all of you win. Now let's get to the important issue. April honey we found some wonderfully sexy lingerie and a very nice little cocktail dress for you to wear to Baxter's tonight."
Jessica held up a black garter belt, black stockings, a pair of black thong panties and a matching brassiere. Everything was trimmed with red lace. It really was very sexy lingerie.
I smiled. "Thank you, it's beautiful but..."
Helen looked at me, "But what dear?"
"Why do I need a brassiere? I thought it would be sexier to go braless tonight."
Jessica laughed. "Honey there isn't a guy in this world who doesn't get a little thrill when he unclasps a brassiere."
Helen nodded, "She is right you know."
I looked at all three of them and started giggling, "Okay, I defer to your experience; tonight I'll wear a bra."
Lorraine held up the dress. It was a black cocktail dress. It was a very short and very low cut.
I looked at my three friends, "It's gorgeous, thank you very much."
Lorraine walked over and kissed my cheek. "We want you to have fun tonight sweetheart. You know that all four of us love you."
Lorraine was of course including Morris as the fourth.
I smiled at all three of them. "I love you guys to. It was the luckiest day of my life when I walked into this shop."
Helen walked over and hugged me. "We think we were also pretty lucky."
It was almost five when I got home.
I was laying out my outfit for the evening when Mark walked in the door. He strolled into the bedroom and said, "Hi sweetheart, how are you tonight?"
I walked over to him and slapped his face. "How dare you be that familiar with me? You've been trained; you know how to properly address me."
Mark smiled, took a deep breath and bowed, "My apologies Mistress April. I don't know whatever possessed me to be so familiar."
"I forgive you Marcia; just don't let it happen again."
I put my arms around my husband, kissed his cheek and whispered into his ear. "I thought you might enjoy being a good little pussyboy slave while you dressed me for my evening out."
Mark grinned at me. "Thank you, I'd like that very much."
I stepped back, "Then get your clothes off pussyboy."
Mark quickly stripped. Once he was naked I said, "Fetch your cock cage. I don't want to have to worry about you jerking off while I'm enjoying myself this evening."
Mark brought me his chastity cage. I put it on him and snapped the lock shut.
"Put the key on my dresser. You can fasten my ankle chain on me after I'm dressed."
Mark obediently did as he was told. As soon as he returned I said, "Draw me a bath."
Mark went into the bathroom. I heard him start running the water.
When he came back into the bedroom I held up the black cocktail dress that Helen, Jessica and Lorraine had just given to me. "Do you think the men at Baxter's will find this outfit exciting tonight?"
"Yes Mistress April, You'll look very sexy in that outfit."
I smiled, "Very good cuckboy, I want to look very sexy tonight." I put exaggerated emphasis on the word very.
Mark went back into the bathroom. I heard him adjusting the water faucets. Finally he returned. "Mistress April, your bath is ready."
I went into the bathroom, stepped into the bathtub and sat down. I lay back, relaxed and closed my eyes. The hot water felt wonderfully soothing.
While I relaxed Mark gently washed my body. Being a dominant has many advantages. This simple pleasure was one of them.
After Mark was done bathing me, he carefully shaved my legs and pussy. Once I was nice and smooth, I stood up. As I stepped out of the tub, Mark draped a large fluffy towel around my shoulders and tenderly patted me dry.
I sat down at my makeup table and relaxed while Mark brushed my hair. When he was finished, I smiled at him and said, "I'd like a light snack before I go. Bring me some cheese slices and a glass of white wine."
Mark disappeared into the kitchen. While he was gone I put on my eye makeup and lip gloss. When he returned he carried a tray with a small plate of cheese slices and a single glass of white wine on it. I smiled to myself. Mark was well trained. He knew better than to bring a glass of wine for himself.
"Set the cheese and wine on my makeup table and get down on your knees. You can kiss my feet while I enjoy my snack."
I ate a slice of cheese. I was hungry, it tasted good. The wine was my favorite, pinot grigio. It was ice cold. I took a sip, closed my eyes and relaxed while Mark kissed my feet. This was another amenity that comes with being dominant.
When I finished the cheese and took my last sip of wine I looked down at my husband. "Thank you slave boy, that was very nice."
I stood up. "It's time for me to get dressed."
I walked over to my full length mirror and looked at the reflection of my naked body. "Pussyboy I want you to look at me and imagine the pleasure that my lover is going to experience this evening while he plays with me."
I turned to Mark; I remembered our conversation from the other evening. He wanted me to torment him. He was a masochist. He wanted to enjoy his pain. I smiled to myself. I was a sadist. If he wanted pain, I was very happy to oblige him.
"Are you feeling jealous cuckboy?"
Mark slowly nodded.
"You should be. My lover tonight is going to enjoy pleasures with me that you can only dream about."
I put my hands on his shoulders and gently pushed him to the floor. "Get down on your knees cucky."
As soon as Mark was kneeling I said, "Do you remember how much you enjoyed it on our wedding night when I let you try to fuck me?" I giggled. "Try is about all you could do. You came as soon as your pathetic little wee wee touched my pussy." I snickered. "You were done before I realized you'd started fucking me."
I pointed to my freshly shaved pussy. "Cuckboy, look at my cunt. Do you see how nice and tight it is right now? When I come home after my evening out, it's going to be stretched and raw from my lover's huge cock. He's going to be a stud. He'll be able to fuck me two or three times tonight.
I grinned at Mark, "Think about the thrill you experienced during the few seconds that you were inside me. Now imagine the pleasure my lover is going to feel tonight as he relentlessly pumps his huge cock in and out of my tight pussy for as long as he wants."
I grabbed Mark by his hair and pulled his face to my cunt. "Taste me cuckboy. Taste my pussy."
I sighed as I felt Mark lick me.
After a moment I collected myself. "When I come back home tonight, you're going to taste my pussy again. You'll notice a different taste cuckboy. Do you know why?"
I had Mark in a headlock. His face was pressed into my crotch. He couldn't answer, so I answered for him.
"I'll tell you why cuckboy. You'll be able to taste my lovers cock and his cum. Pussyboy, when I get home tonight I'm going to make you lick my lovers cum out of my freshly fucked cunt."
I let go of Mark's head. He looked up at me. His face glistened from being mashed against my wet pussy. He was smiling.
"Did you enjoy that sweetie?"
Mark nodded, "Yes, very much."
I laughed. "So did I." I picked Mark up, put my arms around his waist and kissed him. "I'm so glad we found each other. Mark I love you so much."
Mark hugged me. As he held me, I glanced over his shoulder and saw the clock. It was almost 7:30.
I pulled away from my husband. "Look at the time baby. We have to hurry. I want to get to Baxter's a little early so I can get a feel for the place before the revelry starts."
Mark helped me finish getting dressed. When I was ready I turned around for him. "There how do I look?"
He grinned at me, "You're going to drive every guy at Baxter's wild with desire."
I patted his face, "You're sweet."
Just as I was getting ready to leave I realized that we'd forgotten a very important detail. I looked at Mark. "We can't go; I'm missing a important piece of jewelry. Cuckboy, I'm not wearing my ankle bracelet. Fetch it for me."
Mark went to my dresser and retrieved the gold chain that held the key to his chastity cage. When he returned he got down on his knees and fastened it around my ankle.
Once it was in place I smiled. "That's much better. When I'm partying with my lover tonight I want to know that the key that controls your freedom to experience pleasure is safely attached to my ankle."
I checked myself in the mirror one last time, picked up my purse and said, "Now we can go."
We drove silently for several minutes. Both of us were excited and I think that we needed a little time to relax and catch our breath.
As Mark pulled his car onto the freeway, I had a wicked thought. I unclasped my seat belt, spread my legs and put my right foot up on the dashboard.
I made sure that Mark was watching me, and then I lifted the hem of my skirt, pulled the crotch of my thong panties aside and started to rub my clit.
"Cuckboy, this is so exciting, tonight I am going to get to party with a real man." I sighed, "You can't possibly imagine how bored I am with that puny little boy's pee pee that you try to pass off as a cock."
I glanced over at Mark. He was trying to concentrate on his driving, but I could tell that he was enjoying my abuse.
"Cuckboy, I am going to have so much fun tonight. Helen and Jessica told me that Baxter's is usually loaded with hot men. Did you hear me cucky? I said men, hot men, not pathetic little pussy boys like you."
I could tell that Mark was working hard trying to keep his attention focused on the road ahead, but I caught him sneaking quick peeks at me as I fingered my smooth wet cunt.
"I am so looking forward to unzipping a real man's trousers and taking his big hard cock out of his pants. Do you know what I'm going to do then cuckboy?" I didn't wait for an answer. "I'm going to put that great big man dick into my mouth and suck it."
I stared at Mark. "Does that make you jealous pussyboy? Does the thought of your sweet wife sucking another man's cock make you feel sad?" I laughed. It was a deliberately cruel laugh. "It should, because you know very well that I won't give you that pleasure."
I laughed some more. "What a pitiful wimp you are. You're driving your wife to a bar so that she can suck another man's cock."
I watched Mark. It was clear that he was enjoying my taunts so I continued. "Do you know what I'm going to do after I suck my stud's cock?" Again I didn't wait for an answer. "I'm going to let him fuck me. I am going to let him push his big hard dick into my wet cunt. When he's all the way inside me, I'm going to let him pump his big cock in and out of my pussy until I start screaming with joy and he shoots his hot load of baby making cum deep into my womb.
I started talking like a little girl. "Is that okay with you sweetie? Is it all right if your wife lets the big man shoot his stuff into her cute little pussy?"
My voice became more domineering. "You're not saying much are you cuckboy? I wonder why? Could it be that you're afraid that once I start fucking other men, I'll never let you fuck me again?"
I laughed. "You should be worried. That's exactly what's going to happen. Now that I'm dating other men, you can forget about ever again getting to fuck me. From now on, you're just going to be my little sissy wimp maid. Your only purpose is to bath me and dress me so that I can go out and party with my studs."
I took my fingers out of my wet cunt and rubbed them against Mark's lips. "Taste me cuckboy. Taste the pussy that's supposed to be reserved for you and only you. Tonight I am going to let another man play with this pussy. Tonight I'm going to let another man fuck this pussy. Tonight I am going to cuckold you for the second time."
We drove around a curve. Suddenly up ahead on the left we saw a large neon sign that said, "Baxter's Dining and Cocktails."
As soon as I saw the sign my mood changed. Suddenly I no longer wanted to taunt my sweet husband. Instead I wanted to be sure that he knew exactly how I felt about him.
I snuggled up to his shoulder. "Sweetheart, I love you so much. Don't ever forget that. No matter what happens tonight or in the future, please remember that I will always love you more than any other man in the entire world. No matter what happens, no matter who I meet; I promise that I will always come back to you."
We were both silent as Mark turned our car into the entrance to Baxter's and pulled up to the front door. I took a deep breath when I felt him stop and shift the car into park, It was time, I was about to leave my husband so I could spend an hour or two in the arms of another man. My body started to tingle with excitement. My dominant side regained control.
I leaned over and whispered into Mark's ear. "Remember your place and do not forget how to properly address me."
I waited for the doorman. When he opened the door, I got out and turned back to Mark. "Pussyboy, I should be done in about three hours. I call you when I'm ready to have you come back and pick me up. Now give me five dollars so that I can tip this gentleman."
Mark nodded, "Yes Mistress April." He reached back, got his wallet out of his trousers, took out a five dollar bill and handed it to me.
I leaned into the car and winked at Mark as I said, "Pussyboy, you can go now, I'll call you when I want you to come and get me."
Mark winked back at me. "Yes Mistress April, I'll be waiting for your call."
I smiled and turned to go inside. The doorman opened the front door and said; "Good evening, welcome to Baxter's. My name is Jerry."
I knew my husband was still watching so I seductively swayed my hips as I strutted through the open door. When I passed the doorman I casually handed him Mark's five dollar bill and said, "Thank you Jerry, you're very kind."
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I was greeted by the maitre d as soon as I walked into the Baxter's.
"Good evening Madam, My name is Mel. May I seat you in the dining room?"
"Thank you Mel that would be very nice; but I'm by myself, is that a problem?"
Mel shook his head, "Not at all, at Baxter's many of our late evening diners are unescorted women.
Mel picked up two menus and smiled. "Follow me please." He led me to a small table with two chairs. It was on the far side of the dining room.
He pulled out one of the chairs for me. "If you sit here you will have an excellent view of the bar."
Once I was seated Mel placed two menus in front of me.
"The larger menu is our regular dinner menu. We will continue serving from that menu until 9:00 pm. The smaller menu is our light dining menu. Our late night customers often prefer that menu." He smiled at me. "Your server this evening will be Robert. He should be with you shortly."
"Thank you Mel."
After the maitre d' left I looked around the restaurant. Baxter's seemed to be divided into two areas, the dining room and the bar. The dining room was about twice the size of my classroom. The bar appeared to be just a little smaller than my classroom.
The entrance to the restaurant was at one end of the dining room. The bar was at the opposite end. There was a small dance floor just to the left of the entrance to the bar.
At the end of the dining room nearest to the entrance, there was a grouping of six large tables. Several of these tables were currently occupied by couples eating dinner together.
There was another grouping of tables at the end of the dining room near the bar and dance floor. There were several large tables in this group, but there were also at least a dozen small two person tables like the one where I was currently seated. It appeared as though someone was deliberately trying to divide Baxter's into two separate restaurants.
I looked around. I was the only one sitting in the bar half of the restaurant.
"Good evening, my name is Robert. I'll be your server this evening."
The voice came out of nowhere and surprised me. I turned around. A man in his early thirties was standing next to me.
I laughed. "Robert you startled me."
"I'm sorry madam, that wasn't my intention.."
I smiled at him. "I know that."
"Can I get you something from the bar?"
"Yes, I would love a glass of pinot grigio."
"Very good Madam, I'll be right back."
I looked at my watch. it was 8:15. I was obviously a little early. I decided that I should just relax and enjoy the peace and quiet.
As I started to unwind, I realized that I was hungry. The slices of cheese that Mark had prepared for me were a nice snack, but that's all they were. I needed something a little more substantial. I looked at the dinner menu. It contained the standard selection of steaks, prime rib and fish. A heavy dinner didn't appeal to me so I opened the light dining menu. It was perfect. There was a nice selection of salads, sandwiches and appetizers.
Robert returned with my wine. After he set the glass in front of me he asked. "Would you like to order some food?"
I smiled. "Yes please."
"We have two specials tonight, pan fried trout and a ten ounce fillet mignon."
I shook my head, "No thank you, I think I'd prefer something a little lighter."
Robert nodded. "Our club sandwich is a specialty of the house."
I closed the light dining menu and handed it to Robert. "That would be just perfect."
Robert picked up the dinner menu from the table and said, "Very good, I'll put your order in right away."
As Robert walked away I heard voices behind me. I turned; two women were just sitting down at the large table next to me.
They were both very attractive women in their early thirties. One of them was wearing a very low cut, bright red, knee length dress. The skirt of her dress was slit almost to her waist. As she sat down her skirt fell away to expose a sexy red garter belt and a pair of bright red nylon stockings. Once she was seated she made no effort to cover her exposed leg.
The other woman was wearing a black leather miniskirt and a nearly transparent white blouse. It was obvious that she wasn't wearing a brassiere. Apparently she hadn't attended the same school of seduction as Helen and Jessica.
Both of these women were dressed like sluts. I immediately sensed that we were kindred spirits.
When they saw me looking at them they both smiled and said, "Hello."
I smiled back and also said, "Hello"
The woman in the red dress pulled out the chair next to her and said, "Would you like to join us?"
"I would love to." I picked up my wine and walked over to their table. As I sat down I said, "I'm April Hansen."
The woman in the black miniskirt nodded and said, "I'm Madeline Conrad. Everyone calls me Maddie."
The woman in the red dress smiled at me. It was a wonderfully warm smile. "I'm Brenda Adams. April, it's nice to meet you."
Robert came over. While he was taking food and drink orders from Brenda and Maddie, I decided that the direct approach made the most sense. As soon as he was gone, I looked at my two new friends and asked, "I've been told that this is a place where a girl can find a little quick fun. Is that true?"
Maddie turned to Brenda and started laughing. "It appears that April is our kind of girl."
Brenda smiled at me. "Yes, your information is correct. Over the next 30 minutes that bar over there is going to fill with handsome men looking for a good time."
Maddie started giggling, "And were here to make sure they find it."
I leaned forward, "So tell me how it works?
Brenda looked at me. Just as she was about to start talking, Robert reappeared with our sandwiches and drinks. She waited for a moment while he set everything down. As soon as he was gone she started again.
For the next 20 minutes we ate our sandwiches while Brenda and Maddie told me everything I needed to know about Baxter's. As they described the place I started to believe that I'd just found hot wife heaven.
While we were finishing our sandwiches, a disc jockey appeared next to the dance floor and started playing romantic dance music. We looked around. During the time we were talking, the bar had filled with men and the dining room had filled with women. Baxter's was now alive.
Maddie poked Brenda in the ribs. "It's playtime."
Brenda looked at me. "April it's time to start shopping."
All three of us focused our attention on the bar. The men were standing in groups of two and three. They were casually chatting and drinking. While they talked, they kept discreetly glancing into the dining room. All of them were carefully keeping track of what we were doing.
Maddie leaned over and whispered to Brenda. "Jack Taylor is here. I played with him about two months ago. He was wonderful."
Brenda smiled. "I remember, you raved about him for the whole next week."
Maddie giggled. "I want him again."
She started staring at a very handsome man in his late thirties. As soon as she caught his eye, she began lasciviously licking her lips.
The man smiled at her and turned to his companions at the bar. He took a moment to politely excuse himself and then he walked over to our table."
"Maddie, what a pleasant surprise. I was hoping you would be here tonight."
Maddie gestured to chair next to her. "Please join us."
She made quick introductions. As soon as Jack was seated, she turned to him and started a quiet conversation. It was obvious that we weren't included. Jack was her playmate for the evening. Brenda and I needed to focus our attention on finding our own.
It wasn't long before Brenda started smiling. She was staring at a younger man. He appeared to be around my age. I was later to learn that Brenda had a thing for guys in their early twenties.
She followed the same pattern as Maddie and had equal success. It was a matter of minutes before her young man was introducing himself and sitting down at our table. His name was Stewart. Brenda and Stewart immediately fell into a private conversation.
I kept surveying the bar. Suddenly I saw him. He was standing against the wall by himself. He was a tall man in his mid thirties. Many of the men at Baxter's were wearing sport coats and ties; but not him, he was dressed in a nice pair of slacks and a golf shirt. It was easy to see why. A sport coat would have concealed his divine muscular body.
He was sipping a bottle of beer. There was a wonderfully confident air about him. After watching him for a moment I decided that he was the one.
I followed Brenda and Maddie's lead and started staring at him. As soon as I caught his eye, I began licking my lips.
He smiled at me and strolled over to our table.
I pulled out the chair next to me and said, "I'm April, would you like to sit down?"
He smiled, "Yes, I'd like that very much."
He had a soft, melodious voice. It was very sexy.
As he sat down he said, "I'm Mitch, it's nice to meet you April."
We spent the next few minutes getting to know each other.
Mitch was a building contractor. His wife, Tammy was the executive secretary for the CEO of a large corporation. They had an open marriage. Tammy was having an affair with her boss and Mitch freely dated other women. They didn't have any children.
After Mitch was done telling his story he looked at me and asked, "Are you married?"
I nodded my head and said, "Yes."
He smiled, "Good."
"Why do you say that?"
He shrugged, "Most single women are looking for a husband. I already have a wife. The last thing I want is to get into a serious relationship with another woman."
I loved Mitch's open honesty. He was also saying the exact things I wanted to hear.
"Does your husband know you're here?"
I smiled, "Yes he does."
"Do the two of you have an open marriage?"
I shrugged. "It's more like a half open marriage."
Mitch laughed. "What does that mean?"
"I get to fool around, my husband doesn't."
Mitch got a puzzled look on his face. "How does that work?"
I started giggling. "Let's just that equality isn't an important part of our relationship."
Mitch started laughing. "April now you've really piqued my curiosity."
While we were talking, both Maddie and Brenda left the table and moved to the dance floor.
I grabbed Mitch's hand. "If we get to know each other a little better, I'll tell you all about it. In the meantime why don't you ask me to dance?"
Mitch grinned at me. "That's a deal." He stood up, gallantly bowed and offered me his arm. "April Hansen, may I have this dance?"
I smiled, stood up and took his arm. "Thank you kind sir, I would love to dance with you."
The disc jockey at Baxter's only plays slow romantic ballads. People don't come here to go dancing. At Baxter's the dance floor is a stage for discreet foreplay.
As soon as we started dancing, Mitch's hands were all over me. I made no effort to stop him. I just laid my head against his chest and enjoyed his caresses.
As we slowly moved to the rhythm of the music Mitch put his hand on my breast. I just sighed and held him closer.
After a few minutes he leaned over and whispered into my ear, "Would you like to go out to the parking lot with me?"
I looked up at him and smiled. "Yes, I'd like that very much."
Mitch took me by the hand and led me into the bar.
I stopped. "What are we doing in here? I thought we were going to the parking lot."
He laughed. "We are, we're just using the back door."
Mitch gestured to his left. There was a small door leading outside. He offered me his arm, "Come with me my dear, my carriage awaits us."
I was laughing as I took Mitch's arm. "Thank you my prince. I can't wait."
Mitch escorted me through the door. As soon as we stepped outside we encountered a man in a small guard shack.
Mitch discreetly passed him a folded five dollar bill. "Phil, this is April; were on our way out to my car for a little relaxation."
Phil took the money, "Thank you Mr. Clark. It's a nice evening; I'll see that no one disturbs you."
He turned to me. "It's nice to meet you April. My name is Phil. Welcome to Baxter's parking lot. It's my job to guarantee your privacy this evening."
I smiled at him. "Thank you Phil, it's nice to meet you to."
Mitch grabbed my hand. "Come on April, my car is over here."
I was pleased to see that he was pointing at a Cadillac Escalade. I was worried that we would be trying to play in the back seat of a sub compact.
The back parking lot at Baxter's was surrounded by thick woods. Someone had strung white Christmas lights in the upper branches of the trees. The lights gave the parking lot a magical feeling. They also provided just enough illumination so that we could see where we were going.
As we walked to Mitch's car, we passed a black Lincoln Town Car. I couldn't stop myself from peeking. Brenda's playmate for the evening was in the back seat. He was leaning back against the left rear window. His eyes were closed and there was a big smile on his face. I couldn't see Brenda. I assumed she was giving him a blow job.
Mitch opened the rear door of his Escalade. The back seat was already folded down. A thick quilt covered the entire rear area of the SUV. There were two pillows at the far end. It was really quite inviting.
We both got in. As soon as Mitch pulled the rear door closed, he lay down next to me. I put my arms around him and gave him a long passionate kiss. While I was kissing him I felt him unzip the back of my dress and unclasp my brassiere. Mitch quickly found my left nipple and started rolling it between his fingers.
I reached down to his crotch. I was anxious to find out what he was bringing to the party. I was pleasantly surprised. My playmate for the evening was well endowed. I unbuckled Mitch's belt, opened his trousers and took his huge cock out. A little thrill went through me when I actually saw it. I loved looking at large erect penises.
I slid down, kissed the head of that beautiful cock and then I looked up at Mitch. "If you take your shoes and pants off, I'll give you a blow job."
He smiled. "That's an offer I won't refuse."
While Mitch was taking his shoes and trousers off, I quickly removed my dress and brassiere.
As soon as he was done undressing Mitch lay back and rested his head on the two pillows. His engorged cock was sticking straight up in the air. I lay down so that my head was next to his beautiful erection and my pussy was near Mitch's shoulders.
As I put Mitch's cock into my mouth, I felt him pulling my panties down. I closed my eyes and sucked Mitch's penis while he slipped my panties off of my feet, spread my legs and started massing my cunt with his large coarse fingers.
Our passion grew quickly. My earlier games with Mark had left me hungry for more excitement. I now attacked Mitch's cock with unbridled frenzy.
I gasped with pleasure when I felt Mitch push three of his huge fingers into my cunt. I responded by sliding farther down and sucking on Mitch's balls while I continued pumping his cock with my right hand.
Suddenly he gasped as his huge erection spit a thick stream of gooey warm semen. The first spurt of cum landed in my hair. When Mitch started ejaculating I sat up, but I didn't stop pumping his cock. The next shot of semen hit my forehead. The third stream landed between Mitch's legs. The last spurts of semen oozed onto my hand.
Eventually, Mitch started to lose his erection, but I still didn't stop milking him. I wanted to coax every last drop of cum from his softening penis.
Mitch lay quietly for a moment and then he sat up, reached for his pants and took out his handkerchief. As he wiped his semen off of my forehead he smiled at me, "April that was wonderful."
I grinned at him, "I agree." I reached down and gently rolled his flaccid penis between my fingers. "What's the chance of having a second performance?"
Suddenly I felt Mitch's penis start to twitch. "I giggled and said, it appears that round two is already starting."
I leaned down and once again licked Mitch's balls. He seemed to enjoy that particular pleasure. I imagined I was an Egyptian snake charmer as I watched his flaccid penis slowly grow into a menacing viper.
Once he was fully erect I lay down, placed my head on the pillows and lasciviously spread my legs. "All right stud man, let's see what you've got. It's time for you to fuck me."
Mitch started laughing. "April that's one challenge I'm more than willing to accept."
Mitch mounted me. My entire body tingled as I felt him push his enormous cock into my cunt. When he was all the way inside me he stopped and lay perfectly still.
I wrapped my arms around him and whispered into his ear. "That feels so good. I love having you inside me."
Suddenly Mitch began to move. I gasped. He started fucking me with a strong, dynamic rhythm. Each thrust was long and deliberate. Mitch was a powerful lover.
I wrapped my legs around his thighs and bucked my hips to meet each of his vigorous thrusts.
We started to attack each other. Mitch wasn't a gentle lover. He was a mighty warrior trying to conquer me. I wasn't about to become an easy conquest. I fought back. I was a goddess. I was more than capable of waging war with any foe. A savage battle ensued. I don't know how long it lasted. We both lost track of the time.
The duel finally ended in a draw. I noticed Mitch's breathing getting faster and faster. When I felt his back muscles start to tighten, I locked my legs around his hips and held him deep inside me. At the same moment I felt the tension building in my own body. My orgasm erupted at the same moment that Mitch started to ejaculate. Waves of pleasure rolled through my body while Mitch shot spurt after spurt of his fertile semen deep into my womb.
For awhile Mitch kept me pinned to the mattress while I held him locked in an iron leg grip. Neither of us wanted to be the first to admit the battle was over. Gradually fatigue took it's toll and our bodies started to relax. I loosened my grip and Mitch rolled off of me and lay back on the pillows with a big grin on his face.
I snuggled up to Mitch's shoulder. After a moment we both started laughing.
Mitch looked at me, "April that was sensational."
I smiled, "You were pretty wonderful yourself."
I leaned over and kissed Mitch. "Honey I hope you don't mind, but it's late. I have to get up in the morning and teach school. It's time for me to go home.
Mitch nodded. "I have to get up early to. We had a wonderful time, but you're right, it's time to call it a night."
I opened my purse and took out my cell phone. "Do you mind if I call my husband?"
Mitch shook his head, "Not at all."
I called Mark's cell phone. He picked up after one ring.
"Hello?"
"Hi Cuckboy, it's me."
"Hi April, Do you want me to come and get you?'
"Yes, my lover and I are all done."
Mark was silent for a moment. Finally he said, "So you did find a man."
"Yes, and he was wonderful. I had a really good time with him."
"I'm glad to hear that."
"Sweetheart, come and get me. It's late, I'm tired and I want to be with you. I'll tell you all about Mitch when we get home."
"I'll leave right away."
"Thank you, Mark honey when you get to the club, just tell Jerry the doorman that you're here to pick up April Hansen. He'll come into the restaurant and get me."



I was about to hang up when I thought of something else.
"Sweetheart, be sure you tell Jerry you're my husband."
After I turned my phone off, I noticed that Mitch was staring at me.
I smiled at him. "What's the matter?"
"You just called your husband Cuckboy. What does that mean?"
I shook my head. "That's a long story. I think we need to save it for another night."
Mitch nodded, "Alright, but the next time we get together, you're going to tell me about all about your relationship with your husband."
I laughed. "That's a promise."
We quickly got dressed. I tried to put myself back together, but getting dressed in the back of an SUV is not easy in the best circumstances. I'd just been ravaged by Attila the Hun. I knew I looked like it, and I also knew there was very little I could do about it.
Mitch walked me to the bar door. After we got inside, he kissed me and said, "I had a wonderful time. I'd like to see you again."
I smiled. "I did to, you can call me any time you want."
He took out his wallet, found a business card and walked over to the bar. "Hey Mike, can I borrow a pen."
"Sure Mitch," The bartender threw him a ball point.
Mitch caught it in the air and turned to me. "What's your telephone number?"
I gave him both my home telephone number and my cell phone number.
As he wrote them down he asked, "Do I have to be careful about what I say if your husband answers the telephone."
I laughed. "No not at all, in fact I'd prefer it if you're very direct about who you are."
Mitch shook his head. "I have to hear more about this."
After Mitch left I went into the ladies room and tried to make myself look presentable, but it was a hopeless task. There were runs in both of my stockings, my makeup was an absolute disaster and my hair was completely disheveled. To make matters worse, when I tried to comb my hair I discovered that there were several patches of dried semen in it.
I did the best I could to repair my appearance and walked out into the dining room.
Maddie and Brenda were both back at our table. They were drinking coffee. I walked over to them.
Maddie looked up when she heard me approaching. She nudged Brenda. "Take a look at our new friend."
Brenda chuckled. "Honey it looks like you just had a date with a gorilla."
I smiled at Brenda as I sat down, "I did and he was absolutely magnificent."
Maddie leaned forward, "Who was this guy?"
"Mitch Clark, he says he comes here a lot."
Brenda nodded, "He does. I've never had him, but I've seen him here many times."
Maddie grinned, "Well I want him, animal sex is wonderful."
I smiled at her. "You're going to have to wait your turn. He's promised me a second performance."
Just then Mel, the maitre d walked up to me. "Ms. Hansen, Jerry the doorman has just informed me that your husband is here to pick you up."
"Thank you Mel." I turned to Maddie and Brenda. "I want to thank both of you for letting me join you tonight. I enjoyed your company."
Brenda smiled at me. "April, we also enjoyed your company. We would love to have you join us again. Maddie and I come here every Thursday evening."
"I'll try to come back as soon as I can. Maybe I'll see the two of you next Thursday."
I turned to leave.
"April, before you go can I ask you one more question?" It was Brenda.
I turned back and looked at her. "Of course."
"Are you really going to meet your husband looking like that?"
I laughed, "Yes I am."
"Aren't you worried about what he's going to say? I mean it's obvious that you've been partying with a guy."
"My husband is very aware of what I was doing here tonight."
"And he's not upset about it?'
"Let's just say that he accepts it."
Brenda stared at me for a moment and then she said, "Honey we have got to talk."
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When I walked out of Baxter's Mark was parked in front of the entrance. Jerry the doorman opened the car door for me.
As I got into the car Jerry said, "It looks like you had a good time at Baxter's tonight."
I giggled. "I certainly did."
As soon as Jerry closed the car door; I turned to Mark, "Sweetheart, let's go home."
Mark turned the car around and pulled out onto the highway. Once we were moving at the speed limit I smiled at him and asked, "Did you miss me?"
Mark looked at me and nodded. "Yes of course I missed you. Time moves very slowly when you know the woman you love is most likely in the arms of another man."
I giggled, "The evening went very fast for me. I was in the arms of another man and he was very good at entertaining me."
Mark didn't say anything; he just stared at the road ahead.
I suddenly regretted my comment. It was late, we were both tired. I'd already taunted Mark enough tonight. We would play some more when we got home. Right now I just wanted to love him.
I put my hand on his leg. "Thank you for coming to get me. It's nice to be with you."
Mark smiled at me, "I like being with you to."
For several minutes we rode together in quiet silence. It wasn't an awkward silence. We were just enjoying each others presence.
Mark finally broke the quiet. "Would you like to tell me about the man you met tonight?"
I ran my hand across Mark's crotch. He was wearing his chastity cage, but I knew that touching him there would still be exciting for him.
"Do you want to hear about him?"
He swallowed hard. "Yes, I think I do."
I massaged his balls. "I plan to tell you all about him, but I would rather wait until we get home."
Mark nodded. "I understand."
I kept massaging Mark's crotch. "Earlier tonight I was very cruel to you. Did you enjoy that?"
He looked at me and smiled, "Yes, very much."
"Do you want me to be nice to you when we get home or do you want me to be cruel again?"
Mark grinned at me. He didn't have to think about it at all. "I want you to be very cruel."
A little thrill of excitement went through me. "Drive faster; I can't wait until we get home."
As soon as we walked through the front door of our house, I threw my arms around Mark and kissed him. "I love you Mark. I love you more than any person in the whole world."
He laughed. "If this is really cruel, I can't imagine what kind is like."
I started giggling, "Be careful wise guy, you don't want to give me any extra reasons to punish you tonight."
Mark smiled at me. "April honey, I don't think you need any justification for punishing me." He paused, "That's one of the 957,834 reasons that I'm madly in love with you."
I kissed him. "I want to hear everyone of those reasons right now."
Mark shook his head. "Sorry, it's not your turn. It's my turn and I want to hear every detail about your evening."
I raised my eyebrows; "My my my, aren't you the kinky one tonight."
Mark grinned at me and slowly nodded his head.
I smiled at him. "I think little cuckboys are supposed to be naked when they hear their naughty wives tell them about the fun they had with their lovers."
Mark politely bowed. "Yes Mistress April.
He quickly removed his clothing. Once he was naked he got down on his knees and said, "Mistress April how may I serve you."
"Undress me slave."
Mark removed my clothing and carefully hung everything in the closet.
While he was doing this I said, "Tomorrow when you come home from work, I expect you to hand wash the lingerie that I wore tonight. My lover liked it; he may want me to wear it for him again."
"Yes Mistress, I will see to it."
After he was done, he got back down on his knees. This time he kissed my feet before he looked up at me. "How else may I serve you Mistress?"
"Pour me a glass of wine and bring it into the bedroom. Set it on my night table and pull down the covers on the bed. Call me when everything is ready."
Mark disappeared into the kitchen. I sat down, picked up the newspaper and looked at the front page.
I was just starting to read the headline article when Mark walked through the living room carrying a glass of white wine on a tray.
A moment later he came out of the bedroom. "Mistress, everything is ready for you."
I set the newspaper down, walked into the bedroom, sat on the edge of the bed and said, "Pussyboy, pile up several pillows for my head."
Mark quickly fluffed up three pillows and laid them on top of each other.
I Lay down on the bed, put my head on the pillows and spread my legs. When I was nice and comfortable I looked at Mark. "Kneel on the bed at my feet cuckboy."
Mark obediently did as I instructed.
"Cuckboy, look at my cunt. Do you see how stretched and raw it is? That's how it looks after a real man's done with me."
Mark stared at my swollen pussy.
"Do you see Mitch's dried semen on the lips of my cunt?"
I smiled at Mark. "Mitch Clark was my lover's name. He was a very handsome man. Why don't you lick his dried cum off my pussy while I describe him to you."
Mark started to lick my cunt. I closed my eyes. "Mitch is very tall, much taller than you. He's also much bigger.. He has a huge muscular chest and large powerful arms. No one would ever call him a little wimp."
I looked down at Mark. "Can you taste his semen wimp? Mitch came two times tonight. The first time he came while I was giving him a blow job." I paused for a moment, "Did you hear that cuckboy? This evening I sucked another man's cock." I sat up and stared into Mark's eyes, "I loved every second of it. It's so much fun to suck a really big dick."
I lay back down on the pillows and closed my eyes again. "The second time he came, he was fucking me. Wimpboy Mitch is a man. When he cums, he doesn't squirt out a little dribble of watery jizz like you; he ejaculates spurt after spurt of thick, gooey, fertile semen."
I giggled, "You're licking up some of that cum right now." I stopped to think for a moment. "Cuckboy, you'd better lick my thighs clean. I could feel Mitch's semen running down my legs while I he was walking me back into the restaurant."
For a few moments I enjoyed the sensation of Mark's tongue cleaning my thighs, but I quickly got bored with that. I was ready for more intense pleasures.
I sat up, grabbed Mark's hair and viciously yanked him forward.
He yelped in pain. "Ow, that hurt."
"Did it?" I took a deep breath, "Good."
I rolled Mark onto his back and grabbed him around his throat. "It's time for me to go riding and you're going to be my pony."
I turned so that I was facing Mark's feet and slung my leg over his head so that I was straddling him. "Look up at my cunt cuckboy. I let Mitch cum inside me tonight. You should get a nice nutritious snack while I'm riding you."
I sat down on Mark's face. For a moment I remained perfectly still while I enjoyed the pleasant feeling of my husbands lips on my pussy and then I slowly started to rock back and forth.
"Lick me pony boy. I want to feel you lapping up all of Mitch's cum as it runs out of my cunt."
I little thrill rippled through me as I felt Mark's tongue massage the lips of my pussy.
My excitement started to build. I leaned forward, grabbed Mark's nipples and gave them a savage twist."
Mark cried in pain, but I didn't care. At that moment I was a sadistic bitch. I just twisted harder. My little slaveboy had asked me to be cruel, and I was now happily obliging him."
"Make me cum, and I'll let go."
Mark increased the speed of his tongue.
I twisted his nipples even harder, "Faster, lick me faster."
Mark started working at a frenzied pace.
The pleasure inside me was rapidly building to a crescendo. It was becoming so intense that it was almost excruciating. Suddenly I screamed as the orgasm exploded inside me. I locked my legs around Mark's head and rode him like a bucking bronco.
Gradually the intensity of my orgasm started to subside. Mark gasped for air as I rolled off of his face and lay down on the bed next to him. After a moment I kissed his cheek. "Are you okay sweetheart?"
Mark laughed, "Yes that was wonderful." He rolled over and looked at me. "But I haven't cum yet and I'd really like that."
"Go get the key for your chastity cage. You put it on my dresser when you hung up my clothes."
Mark stood up. As he walked over to my dresser I said, "Fetch me a damp washcloth."
After he got the key from my dresser, Mark went into the bathroom. He quickly reappeared with the washcloth.
My husband sat on the side of the bed while I removed his chastity cage and wiped his cock and balls with the damp cloth. His little penis immediately sprang to attention when I washed it.
"My my, someone is certainly very excited."
I leaned over and kissed Mark. "I'm sorry sweetheart, but I'm not going let you fuck me tonight. Mitch has me so stretched out that I'd never feel you inside me." I giggled, "Besides, I think Mitch laid a pretty strong claim to my body this evening. For the time being he holds all the rights to my mouth and my pussy." I thought for a moment, "I think those rights also extend to my hands."
I shook my head, "Tonight I'm afraid that you're just going to have to be content with jacking yourself off. We really wouldn't want to risk offending Mitch, would we?" I patted Mark's face, "You understand, don't you sweetheart?"
Mark and I both knew that this was total nonsense. This was just another way for me to torment him.
Mark looked disappointed. I suspect that he was hoping for a blow job or at least a hand job.
I felt a little tingle of excitement when I noticed his frustrated expression. Being a dominant bitch was so much fun.
I decided to taunt my husband a little more. "Sweetheart, I don't think Mitch would mind if you lick my asshole while you jack off."
I rolled over onto my stomach and presented my rear to my husband. "There you are sweetheart, enjoy yourself and be sure to let me know when you're done."
On Saturday night we had dinner at Helen's. Morris and Jessica were there. Everyone was excited to hear about my evening at Baxter's.
Mark and I spent Sunday together watching NFL football. That night after we went to bed, I sat on his face and told him about the old football gang bang parties. It was his favorite bed time story.
Monday evening Mark made me a wonderful dinner of broiled tuna and rice pilaf. He served it with a very nice chardonnay. After dinner he gave me a bath
While he was washing me, the telephone rang. Mark picked it up. "Good evening, April Hansen's residence." This was of course how Mark was always required to answer the telephone.
"May I ask whose calling?"
Mark turned to me, "It's Mitch Clark."
I smiled. This was a nice surprise.
I was about to get out of the tub, when I stopped. I suddenly had a wicked idea. It was time for Mr. Clark to get a little better view of my relationship with my husband. This was also a wonderful chance to make Mark humble himself with one of my lovers.
I winked at Mark. "Tell him that you're giving me a bath. Ask if you can relay a message, remember your manners."
Mark smiled at me. He understood exactly what I was doing.
"Mr. Clark, I'm giving my Mistress her bath right now, can I relay a message for you?"
"Yes sir, I am her husband."
"Yes Mr. Clark, I do know who you are. Mistress April told me all about you when she got home last Thursday night. She had a wonderful time with you."
Mark was doing an outstanding job, but I decided that I had to get involved. This game was turning out to be too much fun to stay on the sidelines.
I stepped out of the bathtub and picked up a towel. Mark usually dries me off, but this was a special situation.
As soon as I was dry I handed Mark my towel and said, "Give me the telephone please."
Mark handed me the phone.
"Hello Mitch, it's April. I'm so glad you called."
"April, was that really your husband?"
I laughed, "It certainly was."
"He calls you Mistress April."
"Yes he does. Mitch, my husband and I have a slightly different relationship."
"What do you mean?"
"Mitch, my husband lives as my slave."
"You're kidding."
"No, I'm being very serious."
"Holy shit!"
"Tonight my husband prepared and served my dinner. After dinner he cleaned the kitchen and ate his dinner while I relaxed and read the newspaper. After he was done with the kitchen chores he drew a bath for me and was washing me when you called."
"April, I don't understand. Why would any man be willing..."
"Mitch, you don't have to understand. You only have to accept the fact that it works for us and were very happy. I love Mark and Mark loves me. I'm very dominant and my husband is very submissive. He loves being my slave and I love having a slave."
"This is amazing."
I laughed. "I suppose that it is." I paused, "Mitch, my relationship with Mark only affects you in one way."
"What's that?"
One of my rights as Mark's dominant mistress is the freedom to party with other guys. You may not understand our life style, but it's the reason you got to fuck me last Thursday night."
Mitch was silent for a moment. Finally he said, "You're not going to try to make me a slave are you?"
I started laughing. "No Honey, you don't have to worry about that. You're not a little wimp like my husband."
"Did he leave the room?"
"No, he's standing right here."
"You just called him a little wimp. Doesn't that make him mad?"
"He is a little wimp and no it doesn't make him mad. My little pussyboy loves it when I abuse him."
I realized I was getting cold and I also wanted to sit down.
I turned to Mark, "Cuckboy, fetch my robe for me. I'm going into the living room so I can sit down while I talk to my lover."
I walked into the living room with the cordless telephone. Mark brought me my robe and held it for me while I slipped it on.
"Mitch, pussyboy just put my robe on me, but if you were here I'd take it off. I'd love to have you see my naked body again."
I heard Mitch take a deep breath.
I sat down on the couch. As I sat down I looked at Mark, snapped my fingers and pointed to my feet. Mark immediately got on his knees and started kissing my toes.
"I'm sitting on the couch right now. I wish you were sitting next to me. You could open my robe and play with my tits. You liked playing with my tits last Thursday didn't you Mitch?"
"Yes I did." Mitch paused, "April, where's you're husband right now?"
I giggled, "The little wimp is kneeling at my feet kissing my toes."
"No shit?"
"I promise you that I'm telling the truth."
"Doesn't it bother him when he hears you talking to me about playing around?"
"Yes, it does bother him; but he also loves it. Mitch, my husband is a masochist. He gets off on pain and humiliation."
"I don't know April, this is hard to get used to."
"Mitch, don't think about it. Enjoy yourself, you're not hurting anyone. I guarantee you that both Mark and I are enjoying every minute of this."
"I guess so."
"Mitch honey, do you know what I'd do if you were here?"
"What?"
"I'd unzip your pants and take out that great big beautiful cock of yours."
I could hear Mitch sigh.
"Then I'd put it into my mouth and suck it. You loved it when I sucked your cock last Thursday didn't you Mitch?"
"Yes, it was wonderful."
"Remember how you came all over my hair and my face. That was so hot." I paused, "Mitch when can I see you again?"
"That's why I called. My wife is going out of town with her boss next Thursday. If you'd like, we could spend the whole evening together at my house. April, I would love to fuck you in a bed."
I giggled, "I'd like that to big boy. Let me check with my husband."
I looked down at Mark. "Pussyboy, my lover wants me to come over to his house on Thursday so we can fuck in his bed. Is that okay with you?"
Mark looked up at me and smiled, "Yes Mistress, it's your right to play with anyone you want."
Mitch was laughing. "You guys are incredible." He paused. "April, I have to go. My wife just came home. I'll call you Thursday afternoon and give you directions to my house." Mitch paused again, "April, you'd better eat dinner before you come over, I'm not much of a cook."
"I could bring my slave. He could cook dinner for both of us."
There was a moment of silence on the other end of the line. Finally, Mitch said, "Thank you, but I'm not sure that I'm ready for that just yet."
I laughed, "I understand. I'll see you Thursday."
"Goodbye April." Mitch hung up.
I set our telephone down and patted the couch next to me. "Mark honey, come sit with me."
As soon as Mark was next to me I leaned over and kissed him. "That was fun."
He smiled, "Yes it was."
"Would you like to go into the bedroom and fool around?"
"Yes please."
I stood up, "Come on ponyboy, I feel like doing a little riding."
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Mark and I both spent the next two days eagerly anticipating my date with Mitch. The time passed slowly, but Thursday finally arrived. I left school right after my final class and went to the boutique. When I walked in, Helen, Jessica and Lorraine were all there.
As soon as Lorraine saw me he grinned and said, "It's my favorite hot wife."
Helen cleared her throat and said, "Slave, I think you might want to rephrase that greeting."
Helen walked over to Lorraine and whispered into his ear. "We'll address your little gaff when we get home. I'll want to have my whip available during our discussion."
Lorraine winked at me while Helen walked over and kissed my cheek.
Jessica smiled, "Are you excited about your date tonight?"
I beamed at them, "Yes very much."
Lorraine looked at me, "Honey have you decided what you're going to wear?"
I nodded, "Yes, I'm just going to his house so I thought I'd wear jeans."
Lorraine shook his head. I think he was disappointed. He loved putting together sexy outfits.
Jessica smiled with approval. "I think April is right. This is a casual date, jeans should be very appropriate."
Helen thought for a moment, "I agree, jeans should be fine." She smiled, "They can also be very sexy, especially if she wears a pair of high heels with them."
Jessica laughed, "I'm not sure it really matters. Once she gets to Mitch's house I doubt she's going to have them on very long."
Lorraine was rummaging through one of the shelves; suddenly he said, "Here it is."
He turned and held up the most beautiful peasant blouse I'd ever seen. "This would go very nicely with a pair of jeans."
Helen smiled. "My baby does have an eye for clothing. Yes, that would be perfect."
I visited with Helen, Jessica and Lorraine for a few minutes and then I left to go home. Mark was planning to leave work early that day. I wanted to be able to spend some time with him before he drove me to Mitch's house.
Mark was still at work when I got home. I looked at the clock. It was just after 4:30. I wasn't due at Mitch's until 7:00. I had a little spare time.
I sat down in my chair and closed my eyes. A few minutes of relaxation felt good. I started thinking about the evening. I was just making a mental list of the things I had to do before we left for Mitch's when I heard Mark's key in the door.
As soon as my husband walked into the house, I got up and hugged him
He laughed, "Someone's in a good mood."
I grinned at Mark. "There's nothing that boosts a woman's spirits faster than the possibility of a good fuck."
Mark sighed, "I think Mitch is going to be one lucky guy this evening."
I nodded, "You can bet on that cuckboy."
We both glanced at the clock. It was just after 5:00.
I looked at Mark, "Draw me a bath and iron the jeans that you washed last night; come and get me when my bath is ready."
As soon as Mark disappeared into the bedroom, I sat down and picked up a magazine. As I relaxed, I smiled to myself about the advantages of having a slave.
Mark was back in a very short time. "Mistress April, your bath is ready."
I stood up. "Very good cuckboy."
My husband followed me into the bedroom. While he was undressing me I noticed that my freshly ironed jeans were hanging in the closet.
Mark gave me a slow, luxurious bath. After he was done he dried me off and brought me my terry cloth robe.
Mark followed me back into the bedroom. As I sat down at my makeup table I said, "Prepare some dinner for me. You can warm up a slice of the quiche that you made last night. I'd also like a small salad and a glass of pinot grigio. You can bring me the wine right now."
Mark bowed his head. "Yes Mistress, I'll see to it immediately."
As soon as Mark was gone, I started putting on my eye makeup.
Mark brought my glass of wine, set it on my makeup table and returned to the kitchen. A few minutes later, he brought me my dinner.
I smiled at him as he set it down. "Pussyboy, you're very good to me."
Mark politely curtsied. "I try very hard Mistress."
"When I come home from my date tonight, maybe we can think of a special little treat for you."
Mark grinned. "I would like that very much Mistress."
I patted my husband's head. "I won't make any promises, but your devoted service should be rewarded from time to time." I handed him my hair brush, "Now make yourself useful and brush my hair while I eat my dinner."
After I was done eating Mark took my dirty dishes into the kitchen. When he returned I was standing naked in front of my full length mirror. I was holding two pairs of panties, a yellow pair and a red pair.
"Mark honey, which of these panties do you think Mitch will find sexier?"
Mark thought for a moment and then he said, "You'll look very sexy in either pair, but my guess is that Mitch would prefer the yellow ones."
I giggled, "I guess it doesn't really matter, I won't be wearing them very long."
I handed the yellow panties to Mark. "Put them on for me."
Mark got on his knees. As I stepped into the panties I laughed, "Hey cuckboy, how does it feel to be putting pair of panties on your wife when you know that later this evening another man is going to be taking them off."
"I'm very envious of him Mistress."
I laughed, "You should be, he's going to get to do things to me tonight that you will never be allowed to do."
"Yes Mistress, I understand."
As Mark pulled my panties up my legs I started to feel wicked. "Cuckboy, would you like to kiss my pussy?"
"Yes Mistress, very much."
"Beg."
Mark looked up at me.
I repeated myself, "Beg."
"Mistress April, may I please be allowed to have the privilege of kissing your pussy."
I shook my head and laughed. "No I don't think so. Tonight my pussy is Mitchell Clark's exclusive property."
Mark stared at the floor.
"Oh poor baby, you feel bad don't you. The big man gets to have all the fun and you don't get any." I paused and pretended to think. "Lets see, Mitch is a very understanding man." I turned around. "I don't think he'd mind if you licked my asshole." I giggled as I bent over and rested my arms on the back of the chair from my makeup table. "Go for it cuckboy."
A little thrill went through me as I felt Mark push his tongue into my ass. For several minutes I closed my eyes and enjoyed his efforts .
Finally I pushed him away and turned around. "That was nice, a little cuckboy should always lick his wife's asshole before she goes out on a date with another man."
I grabbed Mark and pulled him up. "Come on pussyboy, it's time for me to finish dressing. We don't want me to keep my stud waiting do we."
I quickly put on my jeans, the new peasant blouse and my high heels. When I was dressed I looked at my husband and said, "How do I look?"
Mark took a deep breath. "Mistress April, you look gorgeous."
I smiled at Mark. "Are you envious of Mitch?'
He nodded, "yes, very much."
I walked over and patted his face, "You should be."
I picked up my purse. I was just about to tell Mark that it was time to go when I stopped and smiled at him. "I almost forgot, we still have one last detail to take care of don't we."
Mark nodded. "Yes Mistress, we do."
"Fetch it."
Mark retrieved his chastity cage. I sat down on the edge of the bed. After he pulled his pants and panties down, I quickly slipped the cage onto his cock and balls. Once it was securely locked, Mark kneeled at my feet and fastened the chain and key around my ankle.
As soon as he was done I stood up. "There, that's much better. Now we can go."
It was just before 7:00 when we pulled up in front of Mitch's house .
As Mark put his car into park I said, "It's a week night, both Mitch and I have to go to work in the morning. I can't imagine that our little party will go on past 11:00." I laughed, "Mitch is an animal but I don't think he can keep fucking me for more than four hours."
I leaned over and kissed my husband on the cheek. While I kissed him, I reached down and rubbed his caged penis. "Be sure to think about Mitch and me while you're sitting at home tonight."
As I got out of the car, I started to giggle, "I'm sure we won't be spending much time thinking about you pussyboy."
I stopped while I was closing the car door. "My laundry hamper is filled with dirty lingerie and stockings. You can hand wash them for me, that will keep you from getting bored tonight." I started laughing and closed the car door, "Bye bye cucky."
As I walked up the sidewalk to Mitch's house the front door opened and Mitch stepped out onto the steps. I ran to him and threw my arms around his neck. Mitch kissed me, it was a long passionate kiss. While he kissed me he brazenly ran his hands all over my body.
After we broke off our kiss I turned. Mark's car was still parked in front of the house. He was watching us.
I put my arm around Mitch's waist and said, "Wave to my little pussy husband."
Mitch shook his head, "April you are so bad."
While I waved to my husband, I whispered to Mitch; "You have no idea how bad I can be. Let's go inside and I'll show you."
Mitch laughed. "Now there's an offer I can't refuse."
We went into Mitch's house. Mark was still parked in front when we closed the door behind us.
As soon as we got inside the front door, I opened Mitch's jeans and pulled them down to his ankles. His huge cock was already erect. I quickly started giving him a blow job. It only took a few minutes before Mitch was ejaculating his first load of semen into my mouth.
I swallowed all of his cum and stood up. "There, we got that out of the way; now we can spend the rest of the evening enjoying each other at a nice relaxed pace."
Mitch laughed, "April I like the way you think."
Mitch pulled up his jeans and led me to the guest bedroom. While we were getting undressed he said, "Tammy and I have an agreement. Neither of us ever entertain our lovers in our own bedroom."
I shrugged. "I guess that makes sense."
I took off my jeans and laughed as I jumped onto the king size bed. "This is certainly an improvement over the back of your Escalade."
"Hey, I thought I had the car set up very nicely."
"You did, but this is much better."
Mitch tossed his pants across the chair in the corner, lay down, took me in his arms and kissed me. As he kissed me I noticed that he was already getting hard again.
I reached down and stroked his growing erection. "It looks like you're ready to start the main event."
Mitch smiled. "I've been waiting for this all week."
Mitch climbed on top of me. I gasped as his huge erection stretched my tight pussy when he entered me. Once he was all the way inside me Mitch stopped. After a moment he started his long hard thrusts.
Mitch was a very physical lover and I enjoyed his aggressive style, but earlier today I'd decided that I wanted to try to teach him something else.
"Baby slow down. I want you to dance with me for a little while."
Mitch stopped and stared at me.
I smiled at him. "Come on, just try it. It will be fun."
He smiled back at me and said, "Sure, why not?"
For the next hour I taught Mitch to fuck with a slow easy rhythm. We started with a simple waltz cadence and then we experimented with more upbeat tempos.
He was a good student, he learned quickly. It wasn't long before he was leading.
We both came three times while we were "dancing". We finished the evening with a rough animal fuck. It was the perfect conclusion to a wonderful night.
After we were done we lay still for several minutes. Both of us were worn out. Finally I looked at the clock. It was just after 10:00. Mitch and I had just spent three straight hours fucking.
I leaned over and kissed Mitch's cheek. "Baby it's time for me to go home."
Mitch nodded, " I know, we both have to work tomorrow." He laughed, "Besides, you've worn me out."
I sat up, took my cell phone out of my purse and called Mark.
He answered on the first ring. "Hello?"
"Hi baby, it's me. We're all done, will you come and get me?"
"I'll be right over."
"I'll watch for you." I paused. "Mark I love you."
He was silent for a moment and then he said, "Thank you April, I love you to."
I shut my phone off and put it back in my purse.
As I was getting dressed Mitch smiled at me. "April, that was a magnificent evening. Can we do it again?"
I looked at Mitch and smiled, "I'd like that very much; call me."
After I was dressed Mitch got up, put on his robe and sat in the living room with me while I waited for my husband.
It only took Mark a few minutes to get to Mitch's house. As soon as I saw his car pull into the driveway, I gave Mitch a quick goodnight kiss and ran out the front door.
When I got into the car I smiled at Mark and said, "Hi baby, I missed you."
He laughed. "Now there's a little white lie."
I leaned over and kissed him, "Well maybe, but I'm still glad to see you."
Mark smiled at me. "Thank you, I'm glad to see you to."
Mark backed his car out of Mitch's driveway. As he started for home he asked, "Did you have a good time?"
I sighed, "Baby I had a wonderful time. Mitch is a great fuck. He came five times tonight."
Mark looked at me, "Five times?"
"Yes, he's pretty amazing. I gave him a blow job right after you dropped me off and then we went into the bedroom. He fucked me four times and came inside me every time."
"How many orgasms did you have?"
"I don't know, I lost count."
"Are you going to see him again?"
"He asked if he could call me, I told him he could."
Mark pulled the car into our driveway. As he shifted into park he asked. "Do you want him to call?"
I stared into my husband's eyes, "Yes, very much."
As soon as we got out of the car I grabbed Mark's hand and held it while we walked to our front door.
After we got into the house I threw my arms around Mark and hugged him. "Baby, Mitch is a wonderful lover. I hope I get to party with him many times in the future; but sweetheart, you're the man I love. You're the man I want to wake up with in the morning. You're the man I want to spend my life with."
Mark held me close. "Thank you, sometimes I need a little assurance."
I smiled, "Well be assured, you are my man. Mark I intend to fuck lots of guys during our life, but you're the only man I'm going to love."
I stepped back. "Now if you're feeling better, my pussy is an absolute mess. I need a little cleanup boy."
Mark laughed, "I'm just the guy for the job."
Mark and I went into the bedroom. He undressed me first and then he took off his own clothes. I spent the next half hour riding his face while he licked Mitch's cum out of my cunt.
When we were done Mark gave me a bath. After my bath I took Mark's chastity cage off of him and sat by the tub while he took a shower.
I tossed Mark a clean towel when he stepped out of the shower. As soon as he was dry we went into the bedroom.
"Remember earlier tonight when I said I might have a special surprise for you after I got home from my date with Mitch?"
Mark smiled, "Yes I do?"
"Well I'm home from my date with Mitch, are you ready for your surprise?"
Mark nodded, "Yes I am."
I slid down the bed and gently picked up Mark's tiny erection. I put it in mouth and gave my baby a nice soft blow job. I tried to give him my very best effort. This was my sweetheart. This was the man I loved. I also knew that it was only the second blow job he'd ever experienced.
Mark came quickly, I knew he would. I let him ejaculate in my mouth. When he was done I slipped back up so that I was lying next to him. I held his face with my hands and kissed him. As I kissed Mark, I passed his semen from my mouth to his."
"Your cum tastes different than Mitch's doesn't it baby."
Mark nodded. "Yes it does."
I kissed Mark again, "I think your going to become very familiar with the taste of Mitch Clark's semen."
Mark kissed me back, "I hope so."
I giggled, "You're a pervert."
Mark laughed. "That's lucky, because I just happen to be married to a pervert."
I sighed, "Sweetheart, you sure have that right."
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On Monday night Mark and I were sitting on the couch watching the Kansas City Chiefs play the Cleveland Browns when the telephone rang.
I picked it up, "Hello?
"Hello, could I speak to April Hansen?"
It was a woman's voice.
"I'm April Hansen, may I ask whose calling?"
"Yes, this is Tammy Clark. I'm Mitchell Clark's wife."
I stopped for a moment. I needed to think. Finally I said, "Mitch told me that you were okay with it when he played around."
Tammy laughed. "Honey, I'm not calling you because I'm mad at you; I'm calling because you've done a wonderful thing for me."
"What do you mean?"
"Mitchell and I made love last night. It was the most incredible sex we've had since we got married. He told me you taught it to him. He said you called it dancing."
"Yes I did."
"April I have been trying to get Mitchell to be a more gentle lover for the last eighteen years. I don't know how you did it, but you succeeded on the second night you were with him."
Tammy laughed. "Don't get me wrong, I love my husband's rough style of love making. It's one of the many reasons I married him."
I giggled. "I like it to."
Tammy ignored my comment. "But it's nice to have a little variety. April we fucked until two in the morning. I was so sore today that I could barely walk around at work. Franklin, my boss wanted to make love during our lunch break. I told him I had a yeast infection and made him settle for a blow job." She paused, "Mitchell and I had a night I'll never forget."
"I have to admit that I had a pretty good time with him last Thursday."
Tammy laughed. "So I heard. Over the past several days, Mitchell has told me a lot about you. My husband seems to be quite taken with you."
"I'm sorry."
"Oh please don't apologize. I'm not worried. Mitchell and I have a very solid marriage." She paused, "Besides, it would be a little hypocritical for me to start getting jealous. After all, I've been carrying on a serious affair with another man for over three years now."
She stopped for a moment and then she continued. "But now that Mitchell has learned how to be a gentle lover; I have to admit that my need for Franklin has diminished."
"Are you going to stop seeing him?"
"Oh goodness no! It's true that I was initially attracted to Franklin because he was a much more sensitive lover than Mitchell." She laughed, "He was a wonderful change of pace. But he has become much more than that. Franklin challenges me intellectually. He's an outstanding travel companion and he has a wonderful knowledge of the fine arts."
"You almost sound like you prefer him to Mitch."
Tammy sighed. "No, Mitchell Clark is the love of my life. I can spend hours talking to him. He makes me laugh. I get bored with Franklin when I am with him for a long period of time. I never get bored when I'm with Mitchell."
"But you don't want to give Franklin up."
"No he satisfies some needs that Mitchell can't fulfill for me. If I had to, I suppose that I could live without Franklin; but I don't want to." She laughed. "Besides, If I quit seeing Franklin I'd expect Mitchell to stop seeing other women. I don't think I could get him to do that. He loves his little flings."
"Your marriage is a little unconventional, but it seems to be working for you." I stopped and laughed, "Listen to me, I can't believe that I just called your marriage unconventional. Your marriage is very traditional when you compare it to mine."
"Yes, Mitchell has told me a little bit about your relationship with your husband. He says that you told him your husband is your slave. Is that true?"
"Yes, I did tell Mitch that, and it is true."
"How does that work?"
"Its kind of hard to explain." I stopped, "I have an idea. Why don't you an Mitch come over for dinner one night. You can see for yourself."
I'll have to ask Mitchell." She paused, "I wish I could bring Franklin instead. I think he would be fascinated by this."
"Why not bring Franklin." I giggled. "If Mitch gets upset, I'm sure that the two of us can think of a way to make it up to him. Has he ever been with two women at the same time?"
Tammy laughed. "April, I love the way you think."
"So, when do you and Franklin want to come for dinner?"
"You're serious aren't you?'
"Why not?"
"Goodness, let me think. Mitchell and I are going to Las Vegas on Wednesday."
"Really?"
"Yes, didn't he tell you?"
"No."
"Well that's my man, social graces aren't exactly his strength."
I laughed. "I admit that I don't know him very well, but I've already figured that out."
"Next week Franklin and I are going to London on business." She paused. "Do you think you could spend an evening with Mitchell while I'm gone? I always worry about him getting lonely."
"Tammy I love this. You're asking me to spend a night boinking your husband."
She giggled, "I guess I am aren't I? My, we certainly are progressive."
"Yes, I guess you could call it that. Don't worry Tammy, I would be more than happy to spend a night partying with your husband."
"April, you are delightfully direct."
"I had some old friends who taught me that."
"I'll be getting home from London a week from Thursday, could you get together with Mitchell on Monday or Tuesday?"
"Let's plan on Tuesday."
"Thank you April, I'll tell Mitchell."
"Tammy when do you and Franklin want to come over for dinner?"
"Can I get back to you about that? Franklin has a wife. His schedule can be just a bit difficult to manage."
"Why don't you call me when you get back from London."
"Thank you, I would appreciate that."
"Tammy, I'm glad you called."
"I am to April, I hope we can become friends."
"So do I."
I turned off the telephone.
When I set it down Mark asked me, "Who was that?"
"That was Mitch's wife, Tammy."
"Really? What did she have to say?"
"We talked about a lot of things, but all you really need to know is that Thursday night I'll be going back to Baxter's."
Mark smiled at me. "That's exciting."
On Thursday afternoon I had three parent conferences after school. The last one didn't start until 5:30. By the time I got home, it was nearly 7:00.
Mark was waiting for me when I walked in the front door. He knew I was going to be late.
My husband quickly bathed me and shaved my legs and my pussy. After he was done I applied my makeup while he fixed me a light snack. I ate while he ironed my blouse. I was dressed and ready to go by 8:00.
Once we were in the car and on our way to Baxter's, Mark turned to me. "Are you excited about tonight?"
"Yes, very much." I paused for a moment. "I hope Brenda and Maddie are there tonight."
Mark looked at me.
I suddenly realized that after my first trip to Baxter's I was so excited about meeting Mitch that I'd neglected to tell Mark about Brenda and Maddie.
I laughed. "Sorry, I guess I forgot to tell you about them." I stopped for a moment to collect my thoughts. "I met Brenda and Maddie during my last visit to Baxter's. I had dinner with them. While we ate they were kind enough to fill me in on how the night club works."
Mark kept his eyes on the highway as he asked, "Did they hook up with men and go out to the parking lot?"
I smiled. "Oh yes, in fact when Mitch and I were walking out to his car I saw Brenda giving her guy a blow job in the back seat of a Lincoln."
"What makes you think they'll be there tonight?"
"They told me they go to Baxter's every Thursday night. They invited me to join them last Thursday, but of course that was the night I spent with Mitch."
Mark smiled at me. "I hope they're there. It must make it more fun to have someone to visit with while you're looking for a playmate."
I nodded, "Yes, it really does."
For a moment we rode in silence and then I said, "When I was leaving Baxter's two weeks ago Brenda said something that made me very curious."
"What was that?"
"You must remember that I looked pretty ragged after Mitch got done fucking me in his car."
Mark laughed. "When I picked you up that night, you looked like you'd just finished partying with the entire crew of an aircraft carrier that had just returned from a six month cruise."
I giggled. "What a wonderfully exciting thought."
Mark shook his head and rolled his eyes and then he asked, "So what did Brenda say?"
"When she saw how disheveled I looked, she asked me if I was actually going to meet you looking like that."
"I can understand that question."
"I nodded and then I continued. "When I said yes and explained that you knew exactly what I was doing at Baxter's, she told me that we had to talk."
"Really?"
"Yes, I think she knows a lot about the cuckold lifestyle."
We went around a curve. The large neon sign advertising Baxter's was just ahead. Mark slowed down, turned into the driveway, pulled up to the front door and stopped.
Jerry the doorman opened my car door. "Good evening, welcome to Baxter's."
I leaned over and kissed Mark on the cheek. As I got out of the car I said, "I call you when I'm ready to come home."
Mark smiled at me. "I'll be waiting."
I grinned and said, "Tip the man cuckboy"
Mark was opening his wallet as I went inside.
Phil, the maitre d greeted me as I entered the restaurant. "Good evening madam, may I show you to a table?"
I looked at him. "I'm hoping to join two friends." I paused, "Are Brenda and Maddie here?"
Phil smiled. "Of course they are, it's Thursday night. May I show you to their table?"
"Phil, they're not really expecting me. Would you mind if I went in by myself?"
"Not at all."
I walked into the dining room and looked around. I spotted Maddie and Brenda right away.
They were sitting with two very attractive women about my age. Two men were also seated at their table.
I stared at the men for a moment. They weren't your usual Baxter's material. Both of them were small, slightly built, rather effeminate looking pansies. As I inspected them I noticed that they were wearing remarkably feminine clothing. One of them was actually wearing a pink golf shirt with little yellow daisies all over it.
Maddie suddenly noticed me and waved, "Hi April, please join us."
As I approached the table the two gentlemen stood up.
Brenda smiled at me. "April I'd like you to meet our friends, Sandra Monroe and Julie Gordon." She turned to the two women. "Sandra and Julie, this is April Hansen."
Both of them graciously smiled at me.
Sandra said, "Hi April it's nice to meet you." She turned to the gentleman in the flowered golf shirt. "Speedy, fetch Ms. Hansen a chair."
As Speedy was getting my chair Maddie said, "The boy getting your chair belongs to Sandra and Julie. The other wimp is called Quickspurt, he belongs to Brenda."
As soon as I sat down Sandra nodded to Speedy and Quickspurt and said, "Boys you may sit."
After they were seated I looked at everyone and asked, "Are Speedy and Quickspurt cuckold slaves?"
All six of them stared at me, no one said a word. Finally Sandra spoke, "Yes they are." She paused, "April you seem to be quite familiar with the concept."
I laughed. "I should be, I also have one. He just dropped me off."
Sandra raised her eyebrows, "Really? I think the five of us may have quite a lot in common."
"I'm Dr. Richard Norman. If you follow Goodhusband's stories, you know me as Ricky. It's been a long time since April started telling her tale. GH thought it might be appropriate for me to remind you that everyone has been sitting in the parlor at Brenda, Maddie and April's house listening to April while she told this story."
It was 3:00 am, we were all tired, but no one was ready to go to bed.
April looked around the parlor. "All of you are very familiar with the rest of my story. Most of you were at Baxter's that night."
She laid her head on Mark's shoulder and closed her eyes. It was obvious that she was physically and emotionally exhausted.
For a moment everyone in the room was silent.
Finally Brenda looked at April. "Why haven't you ever told us this before?"
Mark kissed April on her cheek and said, "Can I try to answer this for you?"
April nodded; "Yes please, I'd like that very much."
Mark looked at all of us. "The deaths of April's father, Ponce and Danny along with the abandonment by her mother were all very traumatic events for April. She has coped with this trauma by compartmentalizing her life. This allowed her to keep the pain she felt locked up inside her while she tried to go on living."
Mark thought for a moment. "She now has two wonderful support groups." He looked around. "All of you make up one of the two groups. I think your group represents the present and the future for April. Helen, Lorraine, Jessica and Morris make up the other group. They represent her past. Until tonight, she has been careful to keep these two groups separated."
Mark smiled, "The one obvious exception to all of this was Jamal. I was nervous when he became part of this group, but he's always been very respectful of April's past."
Sandra looked at Mark, "So why did she finally decide to tell us her story?"
Mark laughed. "For the same reason that PW could tell us his story. You're a wonderful loving group of people." He paused, "When everyone started to tell their stories last night, April realized that this was her chance to tell all of you about this part of her life. I think she's wanted to tell you this story for a long time, but didn't know how to go about doing it." He smiled, "It's not exactly dinner time conversation."
Julie grinned at everyone. "Okay, now we know the story; when do we get to meet Helen, Jessica, Lorraine and Morris? They sound like our kind of people."
April sat up. There was a big smile on her face. "They're wonderful people and they desperately want to meet all of you." She took a deep breath. "How about a dinner party here next week."
Everyone thought that was a wonderful idea.
Julie looked at April, "Why don't you call and invite them. I'd eventually like to have a date night with them, but I think the first time we meet them it should be a family night.
April nodded, "I agree." She turned to Stevie. "Would you let Lorraine help you prepare the dinner?"
Stevie smiled, "I'd be honored."
Sandra looked at April. "I'm not sure this is the right moment to ask, but I really do want to know."
April turned to her. "Go ahead Sandra; you're my friend, you can ask me anything."
"Do you still know Big Reggie Diamond?"
April shrugged. "The last time I talked to him was just after Ponce and Danny died; but I'm sure he still remembers me, why?"
"I want to try dancing at the Black Knight."
Julie jumped up. "So do I!"
April grinned at them. "I'll call him, I know that Mark would love to have a chance to see me dance."
"This isn't fair."
We all turned. It was Brenda.
Julie said, "What's the matter Bren?"
"I want to dance there to and I can't."
Sandra looked at her. "Why not? I'm sure Bobby wouldn't mind."
"Didn't you listen to April's story? I'm over thirty."
Maddie stood up, "Hey that means that Roxanne and I can't dance there either. I agree with Bren, it's not fair."
Stevie put up his hand. "Everyone slow down. If you girls really want to dance at the Black Knight, I am sure we can make the necessary arrangements so that all of you can get to do it."
Brenda looked at Stevie, "How are you going to do that?"
Stevie laughed. "Well, if we have to we'll open our own strip club." He paused, "But Big Reggie sounds like a good businessman to me. I suspect that if we offer enough money we can get him to change his rules for one night."
Sandra hugged her husband. "You are the smartest man in the entire world." She rubbed his crotch, "Later tonight, I want to talk more about opening up our own strip club."
Julie rolled her eyes. "Stevie now you've gotten her going. Heaven only knows where this is going to end."
I started to giggle.
Julie turned and looked at me. "What are you laughing about Footboy." She grinned, "Does the idea of being married to a stripper get you excited."
All I could do was nod.
Suddenly we heard some muffled sobs. We all turned, Roxanne was crying, PW was trying to comfort her.
Brenda walked over and sat on the edge of their love seat. "Baby, what's the matter?"
Roxanne shook her head, "I just feel so bad for April. Ponce and Danny sounded like wonderful men."
April smiled at Roxanne. "Roxie you're right, they were wonderful men and I miss them so much." She sighed, "There are nights when I still cry myself to sleep." She stopped, "But these days, I'm starting to think more and more about how lucky I've been."
We all looked at her.
Sandra asked, "What do you mean?"
"For some reason Ponce and Danny were taken from me. Maybe it was just random chance." She smiled, "But random chance also brought me Helen, Lorraine, Jessica, Morris, Mark Peters and all of you. I'm a very lucky woman."
We all sat in complete silence for a moment. I think we were appreciating just how lucky we all were to have found each other.
Finally Brenda stood up, "Come on Bobby it's bed time."
There was a low murmur as all of us agreed that it was time to end the evening.
Sandra, Julie, Roxanne, Stevie, PW and I all walked back to our house together. We were tired. As soon as we were home we all got ready for bed.
This ends April's Story. I don't know if we will ever get to come back and tell you more stories; that's up to up to GH. I do know that all of us hope we get to come back. Our lives are filled with adventures and we would love to tell you about every one of them.
"Ricky honey don't forget to tell them about the other stories." I turned, it was Julie. Roxanne and Sandra were right behind her.
Sandra grinned at me. "Those stories aren't about us, but they're still fun."
Roxie nodded. "My favorite is "The Party" and GH promised me he would post that next."
"I don't know what I'd ever do without the help of the three of you."
My wife patted my butt and said, "And don't you ever forget that Footboy. Now it's time for you to say good night to these wonderful people and get your cute little bottom into bed. Sandra, Roxie and I want to play tickle the cucks before we go to sleep."
"I guess I have to go. I look forward to seeing all of you again, but for the time being I reluctantly have to say goodbye."
"I'm Dr. Richard Norman, but if we do get together for more stories, you can call me Ricky."
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I was talking to Rick Miller and Todd Bentley. We'd spent the last hour dissecting the National Football League. All three of us were pretty drunk. We were at a party at Pete Damon's house.
As I listened to Rick talk about his beloved Green Bay Packers I noticed that people were leaving. It was getting late. The party was winding down. I realized that I was tired. I was ready to join them. I also wanted to go home.
I looked around for my wife. I didn't see Janet anywhere.
I turned to Rick and said, "Hey I gotta go find my wife."
Rick nodded and kept on talking to Todd.
I walked into the dining room. Janet's good friends Lisa and Meg were sitting at the table flirting with several guys.
I walked over to them. "Lisa have you seen Janet?"
There was this uncomfortable silence for a moment and then Meg started to giggle. Lisa looked at her and shook her head. Meg quieted down immediately.
Lisa looked at me and said, "No Robbie, I haven't seen her for at least a half hour."
I nodded. "Okay thanks."
I walked into the kitchen. There were several guys in there standing around drinking beer. I knew Don Maxwell.
When I walked in he smiled and said, "Hi Robbie, want a beer?'
I shook my head. "No thanks, I've had enough. Hey have you guys seen Janet?"
The guys all looked at the floor. I think that two of them might have been smiling.
Don took a sip of his beer and said, "Sorry buddy I haven't seen your wife for at least thirty minutes."
"Thanks." I turned and left the room.
As I walked back into the dining room one of the guys caught up to me and tapped me on my shoulder.
I stopped.
"You might want to check upstairs."
I turned and looked at him. He was chuckling. It almost seemed like he was enjoying a little joke.
I walked upstairs. At the top of the stairs a couple was making out. As I walked past them they glared at me. It was almost like I'd violated their privacy.
There were four doors in the upstairs hallway. Three of them were open. The last door on the right was closed.
I looked in the three open doors. The first one was a bathroom. The next two were bedrooms. They were empty.
I stopped when I got to the fourth door. I could hear voices in the room. As I listened I realized that one of the voices belonged to Janet.
I cautiously opened the door and peeked in.
Janet was lying on her back on the bed. She was naked. Brad Thomas was on top of her. He was also naked. He was fucking my wife.
I stood silently and watched. Brad had a huge penis. He was much bigger than I was. My wife cried in ecstasy each time he plunged that enormous cock into her cunt.
After a moment, Janet turned and saw me standing in the doorway. She must have sensed my presence. There was a look of horror in her eyes. We stared at each other. I think she was waiting for me to make a scene.
Brad noticed that my wife's focus of attention had changed. He stopped fucking her and turned. When he saw me in the doorway, he glared at me.
I wilted.
Janet read my reaction and smiled. "Robbie close the door and wait downstairs. Brad and I will be done in a little while."
My wife turned back to her lover and said, "Brad baby I want to be on top for a little bit."
I stood still. I was both horrified and fascinated by the scene in front of me. I didn't know what to do.
Brad rolled off of my wife and lay on his back. As Janet straddled him she looked at me and said, "What the fuck are you still doing here? I thought I told you to wait downstairs."
Now I did move. I timidly closed the door. As I left, Brad and Janet started laughing.
I heard Brad say, "What a wimp."
I did feel like a wimp as I obediently slunk downstairs to wait for my brazenly adulterous wife.
When I walked through the dining room Lisa called to me. "Hey Robbie, did you find Janet?"
It seemed as though everyone in the room started to chuckle.
When I got back into the living room Rick Miller and Todd Bentley were still sitting in the corner talking about football.
I sat back down in the chair I'd occupied earlier. I didn't really feel like talking to anyone, but I needed a place where I could blend into the party. I felt like I was on display. I was sure everyone was staring at me.
Rick Miller looked at me when I sat down. "Did you find your wife?"
I sighed. "Yes I did."
"Where is she?"
I hesitated for a moment. I wasn't sure what I should say. Finally I shrugged. "She's talking to someone."
Thankfully Rick nodded and went back to his conversation with Todd.
I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. I immediately saw Brad on top of my wife pumping his cock in and out of her cunt. The image was burned into my mind.
I was trying to decide what I should do when I heard Janet's voice behind me. "Robbie, it's getting late. It's time for us to go home."
I turned. My wife was standing behind me. She was smiling. I looked around the room. No one seemed to be talking. I felt like everyone was staring at us.
I noticed Brad Thomas standing at the base of the stairs. His attention was focused on me. I think he was trying to gauge my reaction to what had just happened. I avoided his gaze. I didn't want to make eye contact with him.
I nodded to my wife. "Yes it is getting late. I'll get our coats."
I went to the bedroom our hosts were using for coat storage, sorted through the pile of jackets on the bed and found ours. When I returned Janet and I quickly said a few quiet goodbyes and left.
My wife and I rode home in silence. Janet was driving. When we went out together we generally took her car. It was quite a bit nicer than mine.
As soon as we got home, we both went into the bedroom. I was just starting to get undressed when Janet finally broke the silence. "Robbie we need to talk about what happened tonight. We can't just ignore it."
I looked at her and nodded. "All right."
Janet led me into the living room. She sat down on one end of the couch and I sat down on the other end. For a moment we just stared at each other. I don't think either of us knew exactly how to start.
I finally broke the ice. "Was this the first time for you and Brad?"
"Yes."
"Why tonight?"
Janet shrugged. "I don't know. You were busy chatting about football. I started talking to Brad. He just split up with his wife last year. He was telling me about his divorce. He had a bottle of wine with him. He kept refilling our glasses. We were both feeling pretty loose." She sighed. "Somehow we ended up in the back hall. We were alone. Brad kissed me and I kissed him back. The next thing I knew, we were going upstairs."
"Are you going to see him again?"
"I don't know, maybe."
"Have there been other men?"
Janet looked up at me. She seemed to hesitate for a moment. Finally she took a deep breath and said, "Yes."
Her answer shocked me. I was expecting her to say no. I was assuming that tonight's fling was a one time transgression.
I stared at my wife. "How many?"
Janet sighed. "Several."
"Several? How many is several?"
Janet didn't answer.
I pressed her. "Three?"
Janet stared at the floor and whispered, "More".
"Five?"
My wife kept staring at the floor.
I bit my lower lip. "How many Janet?"
She shrugged. "I don't know, I don't keep count. Probably about a dozen"
My mouth dropped open. "We've only been married for just over two years."
Janet nodded. "I know."
For the next few minutes we both silently stared at the floor. I think Janet sensed that I needed a moment to digest this information.
Finally she turned to me. "I'm sorry Robbie."
I nodded. "So am I."
"Robbie, there are some things you don't know about me." Janet paused. She was obviously thinking about what she was going to say next. "You didn't know me in high school and college." She took a deep breath. "I guess you could say I was a campus slut." She shook her head. "Robbie I love sex. I've always loved sex."
She smiled at me. "But I also love you. Robbie I love you almost as much as I love sex." She laughed. "And that's saying a lot."
Janet's voice got very quiet. "Before I met you I had fifty lovers, but none of those men loved me. I was lonely. I had lot's of company, but no one to talk to. "She smiled at me. "And then you came into my life. Robbie please believe me, the last two years have been the happiest two years of my life."
"I imagine they have. You've been having a pretty good time." My voice had a bitter edge to it.
Janet shook her head. "No Robbie, they were wonderful because of you."
"Well you sure didn't do a very good job of thanking me."
"I tried Robbie, believe me I did. After we got married I went a whole month without seeing another guy."
I laughed. It was a sarcastic laugh. "A whole month."
"I know, it doesn't sound like much, but it was a lot to me." She smiled at me. "That was the longest I've gone without a good fuck since I graduated from high school."
"What do you mean? We were having sex, we were having a lot of sex."
Janet leaned forward. "Sweetheart, I love you dearly, and you are a wonderful man; but in the sex department you don't quite measure up. You have a small penis, you cum quickly and you're only good for one erection a night."
I closed my eyes. Janet wasn't telling me anything I didn't already know.
After a moment I looked at my wife. "I try very hard to please you."
"Yes Robbie you do." She smiled at me. "You have become an absolute artist with your tongue." Janet sighed. "But sweetheart, I need more than that. I love big cocks. I love sucking them and I love being fucked by them."
I stared at the floor. I knew that I was supposed to be indignant, but I wasn't. The truth was, I was excited. I didn't want to admit it. It seemed very wrong, but I could not deny the fact that I had an erection.
Janet seemed to sense my reaction. She stared at me. "Robbie, I don't believe you're all that upset about what happened tonight. This isn't the time to be guarded; this is a time for us to be open with each other."
I kept staring at the floor. I knew Janet was right, but in our culture men are supposed to be tough studs who jealously guard their women. How could I possibly admit to anyone that I got excited when I saw another man fucking my wife.
Janet kept staring at me. "Robbie, I am sorry that I cheated on you. I was wrong. I should have told you." She smiled. "But you're not completely innocent either."
I looked up. "What do you mean?"
Janet shook her head. "Robbie, you need to learn how to delete the history of the sites you've visited on our computer. When I'm out in the evening, you're not exactly sitting home knitting."
My wife stared at me. "Yes Robbie, I know about the female domination sites. I've looked at all of them."
My mouth suddenly felt very dry. I started to get nervous.
"Do you really want me to do all those nasty things to you?"
I bowed my head. I didn't know what to say. I was suddenly very embarrassed.
"But those aren't your favorite sites are they Robbie?"
I stopped breathing for a moment. I knew immediately what Janet was talking about.
"You have two sites that you visit every day. What's that funny word they use?" Janet thought for a moment and then she said, "Oh yes, I remember. Cuckold, that's the word isn't it Robbie?"
Janet chuckled. "It's kind of ironic isn't it? You have this secret little fantasy that you're afraid to tell me about and as it turns out, you're actually living it."
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I was suddenly very ashamed. I bit my lower lip and said, "I'm sorry Janet."
My wife looked at me and laughed. "You're sorry?" She picked up my hand and held it. "Honey, you have nothing to be sorry about. I'm the one who needs to be apologizing. You might have a secret fantasy world, but I'm the one who's been cheating."
Janet stared into my eyes. "Robbie I'm sorry. I hope that you can forgive me. I love you so much, and I don't want to lose you."
I looked at my wife. "I love you to Janet."
I really did. Janet was the best thing that ever happened to me. I never could figure out why she was attracted to me. I'm a skinny little wimp with slightly effeminate mannerisms. I've known that I was lousy in bed since I was a freshman in college.
Janet and I met standing in the checkout line at the grocery store. I was totally amazed when this gorgeous woman started talking to me. I don't know why, but I was very relaxed with her. We both started cracking jokes. We had a wonderfully funny conversation about the food in our shopping baskets.
Janet was ahead of me in line. When she was done checking out, she actually waited for me while I checked out. As soon as I had my groceries she asked if she could buy me a cup of coffee.
The next thing I knew, we were dating.
I looked at my wife. "I don't want to lose you either."
She smiled at me. "Really?" She paused. "Even after you saw me with Brad?" Her voice got quiet. "Even though you know about all the different men?"
I took a deep breath and said, "Yes."
Janet and I stared at each other for a long time.
Finally she spoke. "I won't stop seeing other men. I don't think I can. I won't lie to you about it anymore, but I am going to continue dating."
I looked at the floor. I had to think. Here it was, this was the heart of the issue. If I wanted to stay with Janet I had to agree to become a cuckold.
I laughed to myself as I realized that no that wasn't actually the issue. I was already a cuckold. I had to agree to accept my status as a cuckold.
Janet recognized my indecision. "Robbie I think you want this just as much as I do."
I looked at my wife.
"This evening when you found Brad and me in that bedroom, you didn't do anything, you didn't say anything. You just watched. Admit it Robbie, you were excited by what you saw weren't you?"
I knew she was right, but it's a very difficult thing to decide to do something that's contrary to everything your culture considers normal. In our society men don't let their women sleep with other men.
I bit my lower lip and stared at Janet.
My wife pressed her argument. "Think of all the fun we can have. When I come home from a date I promise to describe every detail to you.
Janet stood up, pulled the top of her dress down and exposed her large breasts. "Robbie, look at my breasts. Men love these breasts. Brad loved playing with them tonight. He's a rough lover. He likes to pinch and pull on my nipples."
I took a deep breath. My wife was getting me very excited.
Janet recognized what was happening and smiled. She quickly pulled her dress off. She wasn't wearing her panties. I assumed they were lying on the bedroom floor at Pete Damon's house.
I looked at my wife. She was gorgeous.
Janet stared into my eyes. "Robbie think about what you saw when you opened the bedroom door tonight. I know that you fantasize about this; but that wasn't a fantasy, that really happened. You really did see Brad Thomas fucking me."
Janet leaned over, opened my shirt and slipped it off of my shoulders.
"Robbie, take your pants off. I want you to be naked now."
I quickly stood and pulled my trousers, underwear and socks off. I tossed everything onto the chair next to the couch and sat down again.
We both looked at my crotch. My tiny penis was sticking straight up.
"Robbie admit it, you got excited when you saw me with Brad. Don't be shy baby. I love you. I care about you. You can trust me with your deepest most guarded secrets. I promise I'll never hurt you."
Janet whispered into my ear. "Together we can make your fantasies become real."
I bit my lip. I wanted to scream out "Yes!" I wanted to tell Janet the truth. I wanted to admit that nothing excited me more than the thought of seeing her with another man, but I couldn't do it. Janet was right when she called it a deep and guarded secret. It was. This fantasy was so secret that I could barely even admit to myself that it existed.
Janet could read my fear. "It's okay Robbie, we'll go slowly." She leaned forward. "You did get excited when you saw me with Brad, didn't you?" Don't say anything baby, just nod your head."
I looked up at Janet. She was staring into my eyes. I took a deep breath and slowly moved my head up and down.
Janet patted my cheek. "That's very good Robbie."
My wife's voice got quiet. "Brad has a big cock. It's much bigger than yours. You saw that didn't you?"
Again I nodded.
Janet leaned forward, grabbed my chin and held my face up so that she could look directly into my eyes. "Robbie I want you to do something for me. I want you to do me a favor. It's just a little favor. Will you do that? Will you do a little favor for me?"
I whispered the word, "Yes".
"I want you to hold your penis. Just hold it for me baby, that's all I want you to do. Will you do that for me?'
My voice quavered with excitement as I answered Janet. "Yes, I'll do that."
I put my hand on my tiny cock. Just touching it felt good.
Janet nodded. "Thank you Robbie, now I want another favor. I want you to kneel at my feet."
I stared at Janet.
"I'm going to become very dominant for a little while. You'd like that wouldn't you Robbie?"
A thrill rocketed through me. "Yes, I would like that very much." My voice was barely audible.
Janet smiled. "Then do as your told and get down on your knees." She spoke in a tone of voice that made it sound like she was talking to a small child.
I obediently slipped off the couch. My wife nodded with approval when she saw me submissively kneeling at her feet. "That was very good Robbie. It pleases me that you're being so well behaved. I would hate to have to punish you tonight."
I looked up. Janet read the expression of shock on my face. "Yes Robbie, you heard me correctly. If you don't obey me, I'm going to spank you. You understand that don't you?" Janet was staring into my eyes.
I was very excited. I took a deep breath and answered. "Yes Mistress Janet I understand, I..."
Suddenly I stopped. I looked up at Janet in horror. I hadn't intended to say Mistress Janet, it just slipped out accidentally.
Janet noticed my concern. "That's okay Robbie, I like the title." She paused, "In fact I think that from now on whenever we're at home you should address me that way."
I politely bowed my head. "Yes Mistress Janet."
Janet extended her foot. "Robbie, would you like to kiss your Mistress's foot? It's meant as a reward for being obedient."
Janet must have seen some of the web sites dealing with foot fetishes. She knew this would excite me.
The moment I called Janet, Mistress Janet and she didn't get upset, my whole attitude changed. It was almost as if I'd crossed over a line and accepted a new life.
I started to relax. I smiled at Janet, picked up her foot and reverently kissed it. As I kissed it I looked up at her and said, "Thank you Mistress."
Janet smiled at me. She sensed the change in my attitude. She immediately started to push me.
"Robbie I want you to take your hand off your penis."
I did as I was instructed.
"Very good." Janet's tone of voice became very serious. "Robbie I want you to think very carefully before you answer my next question."
I looked up at Janet.
My wife stared at me. "Do you want me to become your dominant mistress? Robbie think carefully before you answer. If you say yes, it means that we will no longer be equals. You will be my slave. I will demand total obedience from you."
I fully understood why Janet told me to take my hand off of my penis. She was being serious. She wanted to know that my answer was coming from my heart rather than my gonads.
I looked up at her. "Do you want to be my dominant mistress?"
Janet nodded. "Yes, very much."
I closed my eyes. I had to think. I knew that I also wanted this, but surrendering your will and your freedom to another person is not something that's done lightly.
Janet watched me. She wasn't trying to hurry my decision. We both understood the gravity of her question.
I don't know how long I thought about Janet's question. It was probably less than a minute, but it seemed like hours. Finally it came down to three facts. I loved Janet, I trusted Janet and I longed to be her slave.
I looked up at her and smiled. "Mistress, I ask you to please accept me as your slave. I promise to faithfully serve you for the rest of my life."
Janet grinned at me. "Robbie honey, nothing would make me happier."
Janet turned and kneeled on the couch. She was presenting her ass to me. "Slave I want a demonstration of your devotion. I want you to kiss and lick my asshole."
Janet's command made me shiver with excitement. I'd licked her asshole before, but just one time.
It was last New Years Eve. We'd been at a party at Al and Sarah Bennett's house. The liquor flowed freely and both Janet and I were feeling very uninhibited by the time the party ended.
Janet was acting unusually frisky when we left the Bennett's house and relentlessly pawed me as I drove her car home.
As soon as we got to our house we ran into our bedroom and tore our clothes off. Once we were both naked Janet pushed me down on the bed and we started wrestling. Much to my embarrassment, my wife quickly pinned me.
Janet climbed on top of me as I lay helplessly on my back. She kept my shoulders pinned against the mattress while she pushed her knees into my stomach. I'll never forget the look in her eyes when she said, "Say uncle little boy."
Her knees were forcing the air out of my diaphragm. I was having trouble breathing. I just barely managed to croak out the word, "Uncle".
Janet giggled and turned around so that she was facing my feet. I remember her saying, "I won, now I get to make you do anything I want and I want you to do this."
Janet sat down on my face and pressed her cunt against my lips. She squealed with delight when she felt me push my tongue into her very moist pussy. My wife was very excited and my tongue was getting her even more excited. She started rocking back and forth on my face. I quickly realized that she was fucking my mouth.
We feel into a savage rhythm. Soon Janet was rocking her entire body back and forth while she mashed her cunt into my face. I was just as excited as she was. I tried to make my tongue reach every part of her pussy.
Suddenly my wife rocked back so that her asshole was directly over my face. Without thinking, I pushed my tongue into that forbidden orifice.
Janet immediately stopped moving. I started to get nervous. I was about to pull my tongue out of her ass when she sighed and leaned farther back so that I could push my tongue even deeper into her.
I relaxed and started licking Janet's ass with unbridled passion. Janet responded by pressing her ass against my face. I was having some trouble breathing, but I didn't care. Nothing was going to stop me from licking my beautiful goddess's ass.
As I licked her, I realized that Janet was rubbing her clit. Her excitement grew rapidly and it wasn't long before my wife had the most violent orgasm I'd ever witnessed.
As soon as Janet recovered from her orgasm she slipped down to my crotch and gave me the sweetest blow job I've ever experienced. Once she was done we cuddled up together and fell asleep.
The next day we both acted as if it never happened. I was always too shy to bring it up but I never understood why Janet didn't want to do it again. Maybe she felt that it was something she would never do for me, so she didn't feel right about asking me to do it for her.
I guess that theory makes sense because as soon as we established Janet's supremacy in our relationship, the demand came immediately.
Janet turned. I positioned myself between her legs and very carefully spread the cheeks of her beautiful ass. I was so excited that I was shivering. I closed my eyes and slowly lowered my face to Janet's luscious bottom. She cooed when she felt my lips make contact with her asshole.
A tingle of excitement rippled through me as I pushed my tongue into my goddesses dark tunnel. I was submitting to the will of my dominant Mistress. I was abasing myself for her pleasure. I was proving myself to her.
Janet sighed as I kissed and licked her ass. "Robbie this feels so good, it makes me feel so powerful. I want you to do this for me every day for the rest of our lives."
I beamed with pride. My Mistress was pleased. That was all that mattered to me.
I wrapped my arms around Janet's thighs and buried my face in her ass. We were like two lovers locked in a passionate hug, only this wasn't the traditional embrace of a man and a woman this was the embrace of Mistress and slave.
As I hugged my Mistress I realized that the traditional embrace was now going to be reserved for her stud lovers.
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Janet finally rolled over and sat up. Once she was sitting up she leaned over and gently kissed my forehead. It felt like the kind of kiss a mother gives to her little boy.
"Thank you Robbie, that felt wonderful." She patted my head and whispered, "Now I want you to lick my pussy."
I looked up at my wife. I didn't move. The vision of Brad Thomas fucking her less than two hours earlier was burned into my brain and I clearly remembered that he wasn't wearing a condom.
Janet noticed my reticence and immediately understood my concern. "Yes Robbie Brad Thomas fucked me tonight and he did cum inside me." She sighed. "Baby if you're going to be my slave, you're going to have to get used to the idea of licking me after I've been with another man."
Janet smiled at me. "you know, this won't be the first time you've done it."
I stared at Janet.
"If I remember correctly you did it for the very first time on our second date."
I kept looking at Janet. I was on my knees. She was now my Mistress. I wasn't quite sure how I was supposed to act.
"You took me to dinner at the Kensington Grill that night. Do you remember?"
I nodded.
"Do you remember that I was a little flustered when you arrived. I wasn't quite ready and I was racing around trying to get dressed while you waited in the living room."
I nodded again.
Suddenly Janet stopped. She stared at me for a moment and then she smiled and patted the spot next to her on the couch. "Baby come up here and sit next to me."
I got up and sat on the couch next to Janet.
As soon as I was seated she said, "Baby we're going to have to figure out some rules for this game we're playing." She picked up my hand and squeezed it. "I don't want to gain a slave and lose my husband. Robbie I still want to be able to talk with you, eat dinners with you, go for walks with and do all of the wonderful things we do together. Baby you're the love of my life. I don't ever want to give you up." She shrugged. "I don't know how we'll work all of this out. We're both smart people so I am certain that we will, but I know that I want to continue being me and I want you to continue being you."
I smiled at Janet. "I would like that."
She put her arms around me and kissed me. We kissed for a long time.
Janet finally broke off the kiss and looked at me. "Robbie do you want to hear about what happened on our second date or will it make you feel too bad?"
I shrugged. "It might make me feel bad, but if I'm going to be your cuckold, I'd better get use to this. Tell me the rest of the story."
"Do you remember that night?'
"Yes, I remember it very well. When I arrived you really did seem to be flustered. You were way behind schedule. I had to wait in the living room while you took a shower."
"Robbie do you remember passing a man on the stairs when you walked up to my apartment?"
"Maybe, I don't actually recall that. It was two and a half years ago now. I really wasn't paying much attention. I was awfully excited about seeing you."
Janet kissed my cheek and giggled. "You're so sweet."
Suddenly I grasped what Janet was trying to tell me. "Were you with another guy before I got there that day?"
Janet nodded. "It was Jerry Freeman. He just kind of dropped by in the middle of the afternoon. I tried to get him to go, but he was very persistent and baby I've never been very good at saying no." She shrugged. "Jerry kissed me and I melted. The next thing I knew we were in my bedroom. Both of us were naked and Jerry was fucking me."
She sighed. "Jerry fucked me three times that afternoon. The third time he fucked me he was like that battery bunny on television. He just kept going and going. I couldn't make him cum. I finally had to get him off by sucking his cock. It was the only way I could get him to leave."
Janet shook her head. "The first two times he fucked me he filled me up with about a gallon of semen. I tried to wash it out of me while I was taking a shower, but I was still leaking while we were having dinner at the Kensington Grill."
Janet stared into my eyes. "By our second date I was already madly in love with you. I was so worried that you were going to figure out what I'd done and dump me."
I picked up Janet's hand and held it. "I was already in love with you to. I don't know what I would have done if I'd found out, but I suspect that we would have found a way to get through it."
Janet squeezed my hand. "Robbie you're a wonderful man."
I winked at her. "And I'm just learning how to be a wonderful cuckold slave. Tell me the rest of the story."
"There really isn't much more to tell. If you remember, I suggested that we go back to your place rather than mine. I was certain there was a big wet spot in the middle of my bed."
Janet giggled. "That was the first time you ate my pussy."
I nodded. "I gather it was also the first time that you served me a cream pie."
Janet raised her eyebrows. "That's certainly an interesting way to put it."
"It's a phrase from one of the cuckold web sites."
"I assumed it was."
Janet reached down and massaged my crotch with her hand. I had an erection. She giggled. "It feels like my cuckold slaveboy is ready for another cream pie." She leaned over and whispered in my ear. "Is my little cuckboy ready for some late night dessert?"
I took a deep breath and slipped off the couch. As I kneeled between Janet's legs I looked up at her and asked, "Do I have a choice?"
She grinned at me. "Not unless you want to get spanked."
I was just about to kiss Janet's pussy when she stopped me.
"Cuckboy wait for a moment. I want to resolve something before we go any further."
I looked up at Janet. I was about to speak when she put her hand up and stopped me. "Slave you are on your knees. This is our first rule. When you are on your knees you will not speak without first getting permission from me. If you wish to speak you must say, Mistress Janet may I have permission to speak."
She paused and looked at me. "I may or may not grant that permission. It will depend on the situation and my mood. If I do not grant you permission and you choose to speak anyway, I promise you that you will be severely punished. Do you understand me?"
I nodded. I was careful not to speak.
Janet smiled. "That's very good slaveboy. Obedience is a virtue for you."
Janet sat back on the couch and relaxed. She looked like a woman who enjoyed being in control and I was quite certain that my impression was correct.
I patiently waited on my knees for Janet to speak again. She took her time. I think she was establishing her dominance.
Finally she said, "Cucky earlier tonight you were very hesitant about discussing exactly what you saw at the party. Before you lick me, I would like to try talking about it again. Will you talk about it now? You have my permission to speak." After a moment she added, "Slave if you are not ready to talk about it, it will be all right for you to tell me that."
I took a deep breath. "Mistress Janet, I believe that I am ready to talk about it now."
Janet smiled at me. "Very good, Robbie I want you to hold your penis in your hand. You may squeeze it, but be gentle. You must not cum right now. If you cum I will punish you."
Janet leaned forward. "Robbie do you understand that from now on you will always have to get my permission before you're allowed to cum? You may answer me."
Orgasm denial was of course a staple of the cuck web sites so this wasn't a surprise for me.
I looked up at Janet. "Yes Mistress Janet, I understand."
Janet nodded. "Good, Robbie you are being very obedient right now, that pleases me."
I grinned. I was Janet's slave. She was my Mistress. Pleasing her was now my primary goal.
Janet grabbed my upper arm and held it. "Robbie I want you to squeeze your penis." Janet was whispering. Her voice was just barely audible.
"I want you to squeeze your penis and think about what you saw when you opened the bedroom door at the party tonight."
I closed my eyes and remembered the moment when I first looked into the bedroom. It wasn't difficult, the image was burned into my mind.
"Robbie, tell me what you saw."
"Mistress Janet, you and Brad Thomas were on the bed. Both of you were naked. You were lying on your back. Brad was on top of you."
"Robbie refer to him as Mr. Thomas. You must never again call my male friends by their first names. They are now your superiors."
I took a deep breath. This was my deepest fantasy coming true.
"Robbie, what was Mr. Thomas doing to me?"
"He was fucking you Mistress Janet."
"Did seeing that excite you?"
"Yes Mistress Janet, very much."
"Did you enjoy watching?"
"Yes, very much but..." I hesitated.
Janet reached down and picked up my hand. "Tell me baby, it's okay."
"I was shocked and my feelings were hurt. I was also embarrassed."
Janet took my hand. "Robbie, I'm sorry I hurt your feelings. Please understand that I love you. I enjoyed it when Brad fucked me tonight, but I don't love him. Robbie, you're the only man I will ever love."
I looked up at Janet. She was smiling at me. It was a warm and tender smile. I took a deep breath and said, "Mistress, I love you to."
"Even if I let other men fuck me?'
"Yes, even if you let other men fuck you."
Janet took a deep breath. "You understand that I am going to keep doing that."
"Yes Mistress Janet, I understand."
"Are you willing to accept that?"
"Yes Mistress Janet, I am."
"I'm going to bring some of these men to our house. As my slave I will expect you to wait on them. Robbie are you willing to agree to that?"
Now it was my turn to take a deep breath. Janet was demanding total commitment. A little thrill rippled through me. I would have been disappointed if she'd demanded anything less.
I looked up at her and grinned. "Yes Mistress Janet, I'll agree to that."
Janet giggled. "Robbie honey we're going to have so much fun together."
I slowly nodded. I would have verbally agreed, but I didn't have Janet's permission to speak.
Janet smiled at me and said, "Slave, you may now lick my cunt."
I leaned forward and gently kissed Janet's pussy. That was all I did. I didn't lick her and I didn't suck on her clit. At this moment I was madly in love with my wife and I wanted to express that love. My kiss was a kiss of passion. I guess that you might say this was a movie kiss except that I wasn't kissing Janet on the mouth, I was kissing her cunt.
Janet giggled. "Baby that's wonderful, but I want your tongue. Robbie I'm so horny right now that I could burst. Lick me baby, lick me and make me cum."
Janet cooed as I started licking her cunt. I knew exactly how to satisfy my wife with my tongue. Janet was a good teacher and I was a willing learner. She'd taught me well.
As I kissed and licked Janet's cunt I thought about the events of the evening. Oddly, for me the high point may well have been getting to lick Janet's asshole for the second time since we met. As I continued pleasuring my Mistress I thought back to that wonderful evening when I licked her ass for the first time.
I already mentioned that we'd been to a New Years Eve party that evening. As I thought about that night I remembered that Janet had spent the early part of the evening blatantly flirting with Don Maxwell. I also remembered that during the later part of the party Janet and Don mysteriously disappeared for over an hour. I put two and two together and smiled to myself. I was suddenly quite certain that Don fucked Janet that night.
I stopped licking Janet's cunt and looked up at her.
Janet looked down at me. "Baby what's wrong?'
"Mistress Janet may I have permission to speak?"
"Of course baby."
"Mistress Janet did Don Maxwell fuck you during the New Years Eve party at Sarah Bennett's house?"
Janet looked at me. "Honey whatever made you ask me about that?"
"I was just remembering the first time I got to lick your asshole."
Janet giggled. "That was a fun night wasn't it?"
I nodded. "Yes it was."
Janet got very quiet. After a moment she said, "Yes baby he did. Does that upset you?"
I grinned at Janet. "Not anymore. Now it makes that night even more exciting."
Janet reached out, grabbed my hair and pulled my face into her cunt. "Eat me cuckboy! Eat me and make me cum."
I licked Janet to two orgasms. After her second orgasm Janet pulled me up onto the couch and kissed my cheek. "Robbie honey, I am still going to let you fuck me once in a while and I am also going to give you an occasional blow job, but I'm not going to do either one for a little while. I want you to spend some time learning your place as my cuckold slave before I start doing those things again."
I nodded. "Mistress Janet, I understand." I could speak freely now. I wasn't on my knees anymore.
Janet leaned over and whispered to me. "Would you like to masturbate while you lick my asshole?"
I smiled at Janet. "Mistress I would love that."
She giggled. "I would to. I'm going to rub my clit while you lick me. Let's see if we can both cum at the same time."
I laughed. "Your on."
Janet rolled over onto her stomach. I spread her ass cheeks and pushed my tongue into her puckered anus. As soon as my tongue was buried in Janet's ass I started stroking my cock. I noticed that Janet started rubbing her clit at the same time.
We both worked with a frenzy. It wasn't long before I felt that familiar sensation of pleasure building in my loins. At the same time I felt the tension building in Janet's body. Suddenly Janet started screaming with pleasure. At the same moment the first spurt of semen gushed from the head of my penis.
As soon as her orgasm subsided, Janet collapsed on the couch. I collapsed at the same time; only as I collapsed, I kept my face buried in Janet's ass.
I don't really know how long we lay their. It really didn't matter, both of us were in a state of nirvana.
Janet finally rolled over and sat up. "Robbie honey I want you to give me a bath and then it will be time for us to go to bed."
I looked at Janet.
She giggled. "Honey you are my slave. Bathing me is going to be one of your regular duties."
I stood up. "I'll go draw a bath."
As I walked into the bathroom I smiled to myself. Bathing a beautiful naked woman didn't seem at all like it was going to be an arduous chore.
I was just getting the correct water temperature in the bathtub when Janet walked into the bathroom.
"Robbie I have one more thing that I have to tell you."
I turned and looked at Janet. "What is it?"
She took a deep breath and said, "I have a boyfriend."
I just stared at Janet. I didn't know how to react.
"His name is Jerome. We've been seeing each other for about a year now."
My stomach started turning in circles.
Janet grabbed my hand. "Baby you don't have to worry, I don't love him. I only love you. Besides he's married and he wants to stay with his wife. That's why we get along so well. We both want to stay with our spouses."
I shook my head. I was speechless. I really didn't know what to say.
"Baby I think you and Jerome will really like each other. I want to invite him to come over tomorrow night. You can be our slave and serve dinner and drinks for us. We'll talk about the menu in the morning."
Janet stepped into the bathtub. As she sat down she smiled at me. "Robbie honey, life is going to be so much fun now that everything is out in the open."
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It was after 1:00 am when Janet and I finally went to bed. Janet fell asleep immediately. I lay awake for another hour thinking about the incredible events of the evening and wondering what tomorrow would bring.
The next morning I woke just before 7:00. I was very aware that five hours wasn't enough sleep but I was just too excited to see what was going to happen next.
Janet was still sound asleep so I quietly found some clothes and slipped into the bathroom. I took a quick shower, shaved and got dressed. As soon as I was dressed I went into the kitchen and started a pot of coffee.
Once the coffee was brewing I went out to the curb and picked up the Sunday paper.
Once I got back into the kitchen I poured a cup of coffee and found the sports page. If we followed our usual Sunday morning routine Janet and I would read the rest of the paper together.
Spring training for major league baseball was in full swing and I'm a big fan so I had plenty to read about.
It was almost nine when I heard Janet get up and go into the bathroom. I poured a cup of coffee for her and set the rest of the Sunday paper in front of her chair.
My jaw dropped when Janet walked into the kitchen. She was gorgeous. Her long brown hair was pulled back in a pony tail. She was wearing a very short pair of cutoff jeans and a blouse loosely tied around her large breasts.
She walked up behind me, put her arms around my neck and kissed the top of my head. "Good morning slave. I'll take my breakfast in the dining room this morning. I'll miss reading the Sunday paper with you, but today I think our new relationship needs definition."
I followed my wife into the dining room. As she sat down at the head of the table she said, "I think the kitchen and your bedroom will be neutral territory. We need to have a place where we can just be together and love each other. In the rest of the house I will be your Mistress and you will be my slave. That situation is now permanent."
She stared at me. "Do you understand."
I looked at Janet. I was confused about her reference to my bedroom.
Janet noticed my confusion and immediately understood. "Oh yes cuckboy after breakfast you will be spending the rest of the morning moving all of your things to the guest bedroom. That will now be your bedroom. As mistress of the house the master bedroom is now going to become my personal boudoir." She smiled at me. "Cuckie, how can I possibly be expected to entertain my gentleman friends in a room cluttered with my chattel's personal belongings?"
A little thrill fluttered through me. Janet was serious. I really was going to be her slave. I politely bowed my head and said, "Yes Mistress Janet, I understand."
Janet smiled. "Very good cucky." She picked up the front page of the paper and started to read. The discussion was obviously over. After a moment she casually said, "I'll have French toast this morning and bring me some coffee." She didn't bother to look up from the paper.
I quickly went into the kitchen and brought Janet's full cup and a carafe of fresh hot coffee into the dining room. Janet ignored me as I set it down next to her. She was being aloof. Her attitude of disinterest was perfect.
When I walked back into the kitchen I realized that my tiny penis was sticking straight out. This was my wildest fantasy coming true.
I started making my wife's French toast. As I was dropping the egg soaked bread into the fry pan I heard Janet's voice. "Cuckie I would like some more coffee."
I stuck my head into the dining room and said, "Mistress Janet there is a full carafe right next to you."
I turned back into the kitchen. I was just taking a plate down from the cupboard when Janet burst though the kitchen door. She walked right up to me and slapped me hard across the face. "Get down on your knees!"
I fell to my knees. I was shaking with fear.
Janet towered over me like a Greek goddess staring down from Mount Olympus. "Robbie, I did not ask you for the location of the coffee." She pointed a finger in my face. "I want this to be perfectly clear. You are now my slave. I no longer do anything for myself. Your duty in life is to wait on me hand and foot. If you fail to satisfy my needs you will be punished and the punishment will be severe. Do you understand me!"
I looked up at Janet and obediently said, "Yes Mistress Janet. I understand."
Janet nodded her approval, reached down, gently picked me up, put her arms around my neck and gave me a hug. "This is what you want isn't it baby?"
I took a deep breath and said, "Yes Mistress Janet, Very very much."
She smiled. "Good, because it's most definitely what I want." She kissed my cheek and turned. As she walked to the kitchen door she said, "Come into the dining room and pour my coffee."
After I was done serving her breakfast, Janet made me stand by the kitchen door so I would be immediately available if she wanted anything. She deliberately ignored me as she ate her French toast and filled in the New York Times Crossword Puzzle by herself. This was incredibly disappointing for me. Our Sunday morning breakfast ritual was one of my favorite activities of the week.
I suspected that it was just as hard for Janet. I was certain that she loved doing the Sunday crossword with me every bit as much as I enjoyed doing it with her.
When she was almost done with her breakfast Janet looked up at me. After a moment she sighed. She seemed to sense my disappointment
Janet closed her eyes for a moment. She was obviously thinking. Finally she looked at me. "Robbie, I know this is hard for you. It's hard for me to. I love having Sunday breakfast with you." She took a deep breath. "Last night we agreed that we would no longer be equals. You are now my slave and I am now your Mistress. Robbie, you now belong to me. I own you. This is a life style that has fascinated both of us for a very long time."
I was a little surprised by Janet's admission that she'd also been fascinated by this life style.
She noticed my surprise and smiled. "Yes Robbie, your Internet web sites excite me just as much as they do you."
I raised my eyebrows in surprise.
Janet laughed. "Honey you're a submissive masochistic wimp and I'm a dominant sadistic bitch. We really are a perfect match."
After a brief moment Janet's expression became very serious. "Robbie for the next several weeks we're going to have to try to define our new roles. I have to learn how to become your arrogant superior and you have to learn how to become my humble servant."
She sighed. "Baby everything has a cost. Yes we may lose some of the things that we loved in our old relationship, but we both stand to gain so much. Robbie, I'm so excited about what were doing. You are to, aren't you?"
I nodded.
I did understand what Janet was doing. If we really were going to fully understand what life was going to be like as Mistress and slave, we had to establish our roles and live in them for a while. This would be the only way we could truly appreciate what our new life style was going to mean to us.
Janet smiled at me. "Once our new roles are well established, maybe we can find ways to occasionally step out of those roles so we can do some of the things we both enjoyed in our old relationship." She paused, "But it may be a while before that happens."
I looked at my wife. "Mistress Janet, may I have permission to speak?"
"Yes slave, go ahead."
"I understand what you are saying and I think you are being very wise."
Janet slowly shook her head. "Slave that was very well said. You are learning how to show proper respect. Now stand by the door while I finish my breakfast."
Janet ate the rest of her French toast. When she was finished she set her fork down, took her cloth napkin from her lap, set it on her plate and stood up. "Clear the dishes and clean the kitchen. Join me in the den when you're done with your chores."
After my wife disappeared through the dining room door I gathered up her dirty dishes and carried them to the kitchen. It took me about fifteen minutes to do my chores. As soon as I was done I joined Janet in the den.
Janet was sitting in a large stuffed chair reading a romance novel. When she heard me enter the room she set her book on the table next to her and looked up at me. "Fetch me the telephone. I'm going to call my boyfriend."
I obediently retrieved the telephone. When I handed it to Janet I was so nervous that my hands were shaking. The idea that my wife had a boyfriend was both exciting and scary for me.
As Janet took the telephone from me she pointed at the floor in front of her chair. "Kneel there and massage my feet while I talk to Jerome."
I got on my knees and looked up at my wife. Janet must have noticed the worried look on my face. She leaned over and patted my cheek. "Robbie honey, you don't ever have to worry about losing me to Jerome. You don't ever have to worry about losing me to any man. Baby you're the love of my life. When I play around with other guys it's just physical. You're the only man that has my heart. Always remember that, okay sweetheart?"
I nodded. I was on my knees. I didn't dare speak without permission.
She smiled at me. "Good, now listen to me. I plan to humiliate you and I am going to do it without mercy. I'm hoping both of us will get a big thrill out of it; but baby while I'm doing it please remember how much I love you. Robbie, we're both new at this."
She giggled. "The idea of embarrassing you has me so excited that the crotch of my panties is already soaking wet." She winked at me. "And I hope it's going to be just as exciting for you."
Janet shook her head. "But it also scares me a little. I love you. I don't really want to hurt you." She started to giggle again. "At least not very bad."
I grinned at her joke. She grinned back at me. "Sweetie what I'm trying to say is we might have to do some experimenting before we're both comfortable doing this."
She leaned over. "When I was looking at one of your Internet sites about dominant women I read that some couples use safe words. I want us to do that. If I start doing something that really bothers you, I want you to say wife and husband. If you say that to me, I'll immediately stop what I'm doing and we'll talk to each other as equals. Will you do that baby?"
I nodded, as I nodded I thought to myself that in our culture, most people would have said husband and wife; but not Janet. We both knew exactly who should be named first.
"What are the words you're going to say? You have my permission to speak."
"Wife and husband"
Janet grinned at me. "Very good, are you ready?"
I smiled. "Yes Mistress Janet, I am and I promise I'll try to not use those words unless I absolutely have to."
Janet patted my head. "That's a good boy. Now you may massage my feet while I talk to my boyfriend."
She picked up the telephone and started dialing. Suddenly she stopped and stared at me. There was a malevolent twinkle in her eyes. "Cucky go over to the desk. As soon as Jerome answers turn on the speaker phone. I want you to hear both ends of our conversation."
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Once she was finished dialing Janet held the telephone up to her ear. After a moment she said, "Hi Jerry, it's me. Is it safe to talk?"
I pushed the button for the speaker phone. Suddenly I could hear the voice of my wife's boyfriend.
"Sarah went to church. She shouldn't be back for at least an hour. Where's your husband?"
Janet snapped her fingers and pointed to the spot on the floor in front of her.
I scurried over and kneeled down at her feet. As soon as I was in place she said, "He's right here kneeling at my feet."
"What? Does he know who you’re talking to?"
"He sure does, in fact I have you on the speaker phone. He can hear every word you're saying."
"Janet what the fuck is going on?"
"He knows everything baby."
"Everything?"
"Yes."
"Does he have a lawyer yet?"
"Fuck no, in fact the little wimp is massaging my feet right now."
I watched Janet. She was playing with her brassiere strap. This was something she unconsciously did whenever she started to get excited.
"Janet did he just hear you say that?"
"He sure did."
"Janet I'm going to ask you again. What the fuck is going on?"
"Jerry he found out last night, but it's okay he's cool with it."
"I don't understand. How did he find out last night"? I wasn't with you last night and what do you mean he's cool with it? Janet I think you'd better start this story at the beginning."
"Okay, last night we were at a neighborhood party. There was this guy there, his name was Brad. The two of us were drinking wine together in the back hall. We started messing around; you know what I mean, a little harmless kissing and some touchy feely stuff. One thing led to another and the next thing I knew he was asking me to go upstairs with him." Janet shrugged. "You know me baby, he was a hot guy and I'm not very good at saying no."
Jerome started laughing, "No you're sure not. We eliminated all doubt about that at the card party last month."
"Hush now! Robbie doesn't know about that."
Janet glanced at me. There was a guilty look in her eyes. I wondered what happened at the card party.
"Okay, keep telling the story. You're upstairs with this guy Brad. How did Robbie find out? Baby this isn't the first time you ever slipped off with another guy while you were at a party with your husband." He started laughing again. "In fact I wonder if you guys have ever been to a party when you didn't do that."
"Jerry be quiet. Robbie can hear everything you're saying."
"Hey you're the one who put this conversation on the speaker phone."
"Yeah, you're right. Anyway Brad and I are upstairs in one of the bedrooms. We're both naked and he's on top of me. This guy is fucking me like there's no tomorrow. It was really great. Suddenly I notice the bedroom door is open and Robbie's standing there watching us. I got kind of nervous. I wasn't sure what he was going to do. Well Brad realized my attention was focused at the door, so he looked over there. I guess he must have glared at the Robbie because the little wimp just wilted."
"No shit? So what happened next."
"When I realized the little pussy wasn't going to make a scene I told him to go downstairs and wait for me."
"Did he actually go?"
"He sure as hell did."
"That's fucking amazing."
"Anyway, Brad fucked me for at least another ten minutes. He was very good."
"Should I be getting jealous right now?"
Janet laughed. "Baby you have nothing to worry about, you're numero uno with me. Nobody rings my bell like you do."
Suddenly I had a lump in my throat. It was clear that Jerome was Janet's boyfriend and now she was calling him her number one man. I started to worry that Janet really was in love with him.
"Anyway, Brad finally shot his load. I would have loved to see if he could give me an encore, but I didn't want to take the time for it. I was worried about Robbie. I wanted to talk to him, so I got dressed and went downstairs. He was sitting with some guys who were talking about football, but he wasn't saying a word. I could tell he was upset."
"That's not a big surprise, he just saw another guy banging his wife."
"Yeah, he did and he was obviously shook up about it, but it didn't seem like he was angry and I was pretty sure I understood why."
"What do you mean?"
"He didn't say a word the whole way home. We were in the bedroom getting ready for bed when I finally realized that he wasn't going to say anything at all."
"He didn't say anything?"
"That's right, not a word."
I was starting to feel very embarrassed.
"Finally, I brought it up."
"You did?"
"Yes, we had to talk about it."
"I guess you're right. So what happened?"
"We talked for awhile and he finally admitted that it got him off when he saw Brad fucking me."
Janet started to open her blouse. I wasn’t sure if it was for my benefit or hers. She knew I loved to look at her gorgeous breasts, but I also knew that she loved to play with them when she was excited. I suspected that she was doing it for both of us.
"It got him off?"
"Yes, do you remember when I told you about those nasty web sites he was looking at on our computer on the nights I was out with you?"
"Yeah, I remember; you said it was women with whips and shit like that."
"Jerry, Robbie's a masochist. You know what that is don't you?'
"Yeah a guy who gets off on pain" Jerome paused for a moment and then he suddenly said, "No fucking shit. He wants you to hurt him?"
"You got it. That's why I'm making the little pussy listen to our conversation. He knows you're my boyfriend. I want to see if we can make him cry."
"Janet, you're evil".
"Yes I am and I'm just learning how much fun it is to be evil." She paused. "But baby you have to understand something. He wants me to be evil. He wants me to make him cry."
Jerome whistled. "This is fucking unbelievable."
"It gets better."
"what do you mean?"
"He's agreed to become my slave."
"Your what?"
"My slave."
"Isn't that illegal."
"I don't think so. He volunteered for the job. I mean I can't sell him or anything like that and I wouldn't even if I could. I'm still madly in love with him."
"Janet, I don't know about this. It's sounding pretty fucking weird."
"So? You cheat on your wife. You're married and have a girlfriend. If it's okay for you to do that why isn't it okay for Robbie to be my slave."
Jerome took a deep breath. "I guess when you put it like that, the two of you really aren't hurting anyone."
"No were not and baby think about it, this is great for you."
"What do you mean."
"You get to fuck me anytime you want and you don't have to pay for motels anymore. You can fuck me right in my own bedroom."
"You mean with him there?"
"Sure, he's my slave. He has nothing to say about what I do."
"I don't know, that feels creepy to me. I'm not sure I want him watching us while we do it."
"Someday I'd like to do it in front of him. I think it would be really hot to be sucking your great big dick while I make Robbie kneel on the floor at the foot of the bed and watch."
"Shit baby you really are kinky."
"Yes I am and I can't wait to try that, but the first time you come over we'll send him to his room while we fuck."
"His room? I thought the two of you shared a bedroom."
"We did up until today. I'm making him move all of his stuff into the guest bedroom this afternoon." Janet paused. "Hey I have a good idea. You can have his dresser. That way you can keep some clean clothes here. I'll bet you'd love to be able to take a shower and put on clean underwear and a clean shirt after were done fucking."
"That would be nice."
"Our slave can wash your dirty underwear after you leave. That way it will be nice and clean the next time you come over."
"Do you think you can really make him do that?"
"Absolutely, I'll spank him if he doesn't."
"You'll do what?"
"I'll Spank him. He's my slave. I have to be able to discipline him when he's bad."
"This is just amazing."
"Jerry why don't you come over this afternoon. We can play with our slave for a little while and then you can take me into my bedroom and fuck me for as long as you want."
"I don't know, Sarah's going to be home this afternoon."
"Can't you tell her you're going to the tennis club?"
"I guess so, but I'll have to get home early, It's Sunday."
"Come over at 5:00. We'll make the wimp serve us a steak dinner and then we'll retire to my bedroom for some fun and games."
Janet now had her blouse all the way off and she was pulling her large breasts out of her brassiere. I knew my wife very well. It wasn’t going to be long before she'd be twisting her nipples.
"You're sure he's going to be okay with us being together."
"Absolutely, would you like me to prove it to you?"
"How are you going to do that?"
"Just listen."
Janet looked down at me. "Robbie I want you to invite Mr. Turner over for dinner this afternoon."
I stared at my wife. I hadn't expected this. Suddenly I was too nervous to move.
"Slave do I have to spank you to get you to obey?"
"Janet don't make him do this. I'll just come over. The little guy is embarrassed enough already."
"No Jerry, this is important."
Janet glared at me. "Slave, do as you're told."
I knew exactly what Janet wanted me to say. I bit my lower lip and took a deep breath. "Mr. Turner please come to my Mistresses house for dinner this afternoon. I would enjoy preparing a very nice meal for the two of you."
"Holy shit Janet. You really got him to do it. What do I say to him? What do I call him?"
"Say yes, tell him you’re coming over. You can call him anything you want. I think Wimpboy might be a good name for him."
"Okay, here goes. "Thank you very much." Jerome hesitated for a moment and then he added, "Wimpboy."
"See how easy that was?"
"Yeah, it was all right."
"Robbie, what should Mr. Turner and I do after dinner."
"Mistress you should..."
"Robbie, don't tell me; tell Mr. Turner."
I took another deep breath. I was very excited. This was a submissive cuckold's dream fantasy coming true.
"Mr. Turner after dinner you should feel free to take my Mistress to her bedroom."
Janet stared at me. "Robbie, what can he do to me once were in there."
My wife was not going to let me off easy.
"He can fuck you Mistress Janet."
"No Robbie, Mr. Turner is my boyfriend. I don't want him to just fuck me, I want him to make love to me."
Janet was pushing me hard now.
"Say it Wimpboy. Ask him to do it." Suddenly she stopped herself. "No wimpboy, don't ask him, beg him. Beg Mr. Turner to take your wife into her bedroom and make passionate love to her."
Janet told me before we called Jerome that she intended to humiliate me without mercy. Now she was doing it.
I could have said wife and husband and stopped this. I think Janet was actually testing me to see if I would. I didn't. I didn't want to. As I kneeled at my wife's feet I realized that this was the most exciting thing I'd ever done in my entire life. I suddenly understood that I was born to be Janet's submissive cuckold slave.
I took a deep breath and said, "Mr. Turner after you’re finished with dinner I beg you to take my Mistress into her bedroom and make passionate love to her."
For a moment there was silence on the other end of the line. Finally Jerome said, "Well Wimpboy since you asked me so nicely I guess I might just have to do that."
I was now caught up in my role. I quickly answered, "Thank you very much sir. I would appreciate it. I love my Mistress. I want her to enjoy the pleasure you can give her."
My answer took Janet by surprise. She stared at me, After a moment she smiled. "Wimpboy that was a very kind thing to say. You deserve a reward."
Janet stood up, pulled her cutoff jeans and panties down and kicked them off. She then turned around and presented her luscious ass to me. "Wimpboy, you have my permission to lick my asshole while I finish talking to my lover."
Janet kneeled on the couch. I was kneeling on the floor behind her. The situation kept getting more and more exciting. I was about to lick my wife’s asshole while her boyfriend listened on the telephone.
"Janet, what the fuck is going on over there?"
My wife started laughing. "I'm giving my little slave baby a treat."
"I think I heard what it is. Is he really about to..."
"Lick my asshole? He sure is."
"And he thinks that's a treat?"
"Oh yes, and so do I. It feels so good."
Janet turned and looked at me. "Go ahead baby, you earned this reward, enjoy yourself."
Janet cooed as I spread the cheeks of her ass and reverently placed my lips on my goddesses puckered little anus.
"Oh Robbie honey that feels so nice. Use your tongue baby, push it all the way inside me."
"Damn Janet, is he really licking your asshole?"
"He sure is Jerry."
"Will you make him do that when I come over this afternoon? I really want to see this."
"Sure baby, in fact how about if I make him lick my ass while I suck your cock."
"No shit, do you think he'd really do that?"
"Sure why not? He's my little slave boy. He'll do anything I tell him to do, but if you're really curious, why don't you just ask him."
"Can I do that?"
"Of course, he's my slave; you're my boyfriend. He's going to have to get used to taking orders from you." Janet paused. "Jerry, don't ever forget that I love this little guy more than anyone in the entire world. You get to boss him around, but you can't ever do anything that will really hurt him, okay?"
"Hey I understand. I promise I won't ever hurt him."
"Well what are you waiting for, ask him."
"Hey Wimpboy, When I come over this afternoon will you lick your wife's asshole while she sucks my dick?"
It was actually kind of hard to keep from laughing. All three of us were playing a brand new game. Each of us was desperately trying to figure out the rules and define our roles while we were playing.
At least Jerome now understood that he was part of this game and he seemed to be warming to the idea of playing. This was a good thing. Having a dominant male involved in the game would make it more fun for both Janet and me.
As I listened to Jerome talk to Janet, I was actually starting to like him. He seemed like a pretty nice guy. This really shouldn't have been a big shock. Janet was a very good judge of people. It wasn't very likely that she was going to end up with a boyfriend who was an asshole.
"Wimpboy, the big man asked you a question. I hope you're not ignoring him. That would make me very angry."
I’d gotten lost in thought and forgot that Janet and Jerome were waiting for me to answer his question. I didn’t have any problem with the question, but suddenly I realized I wanted to say something. I knew I wasn't really supposed to do this, but I also understood that it was my right. I looked up at Janet and said, "Wife and husband".
Janet stared at me. "What's wrong baby?"
"Nothing really, I just want to say something and it's very important to me."
"Okay baby, go ahead."
Janet turned to the speaker phone. "Jerry, wife and husband is our prearranged code phrase. Anytime either of us says it, Robbie and I have agreed that we will stop what we're doing and talk about it. I'm not sure why he just said the words, but it is his right."
"I understand. What's on your mind buddy?"
I shrugged. "Mistress Janet, maybe I'm not supposed to use the words for this reason, but I just wanted to say that I am already getting to like Jerome. I think you found a nice boyfriend and I'm very willing to trust him."
I turned to the speaker phone. "Mr. Turner, I would be honored to lick Mistress Janet's ass while she sucks your cock this afternoon."
Jerome laughed. "Little buddy, I am not exactly sure how this game is going to finally shake out, but I do believe that the three of us are going to have a lot of fun playing it."
I smiled. "Yes sir, I believe you are correct."
Janet leaned over and kissed my forehead. "Baby, I love you so much."
She turned to the speaker phone. "Jerome I have to go to the mall and do some shopping. Slaveboy is going to go to the grocery store and get dinner for us." She paused. "Baby I know you like beer. What brand do you prefer? I'll make sure that Slaveboy buys some for you."
"Robbie, I'm a Budweiser man."
"Yes sir I understand, I’ll make sure that there’s always a good supply in our refrigerator."
I could hear Jerome chuckling. "Janet honey you were right. This looks like it's going to be a very good deal for me. I think I am going to love having a slave." He paused. "Wimpboy, when will you get back from the grocery store?"
I looked at the clock. It was almost eleven. "I can't see why I wouldn't be back by 1:30."
"Janet why don't I come over around two?"
"I may not be back from the mall until three. When I get back, I'll want Slaveboy to give me a bath"
Jerome started laughing. "If you don't mind I think I'd like to watch that."
Janet started giggling. "This is beginning to sound like a very fun afternoon."
"Hey my wife just got home. I have to go. I'll see you guys this afternoon."
Jerome hung up the telephone.
Janet snapped her fingers and pointed at the speaker phone. "Hang it up slave." There was a huge smile on her face as she said it.
I walked over and shut off the speaker phone. When I was done I walked back over to my wife.
Janet was naked. She was lying back in her chair with her legs spread apart. I kneeled down in front of her.
Janet smiled at me and said, "Pussyboy that got me really horny. Lick my cunt. I want to cum."
I looked up at Janet. "Mistress, may I have permission to speak?"
My wife nodded and said, "Yes slave, what would you like to ask?"
"May I please have permission to jack off while I lick your pussy?"
My wife thought for a moment and then she slowly shook her head. "No way Wimpboy. I want you nice and horny the entire time Jerome is here. I think that will make you much more tractable. If you’re really well behaved, I might consider allowing you to lick my asshole and jack off after he goes home."
She smiled at me. "Now lick my cunt. I want to have a nice orgasm before I leave to go shopping."
Janet sighed when she felt me push my tongue into her pussy. When I started licking her she giggled and said, "Wimpboy, you should have been born as a dominant. Life really is much more fun for me."
I looked up at Janet and grinned.
She tilted her head and said, "Why are you grinning? You may speak."
"Mistress, I love being a sub. I think it's much more fun to give that it is to receive."
Janet started laughing. "Robbie honey we were born to be together."
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The conversation with her boyfriend excited my wife. It didn't take me long to bring her to an orgasm. After she recovered she kissed my forehead and stood up.
Once she was standing she said, "That was very nice slaveboy. Now come into my bedroom and help me get dressed."
Janet stopped when we got to the bedroom door. "This is now my private bedroom. I expect you to knock every time you wish to enter this room. If I am inside the room I expect you to wait for my permission before you cross the threshold of the door. Your new duties as my slave will include making my bed and cleaning my room every morning. You will also have to come into the room to get my dirty laundry. Washing my clothes is another chore that now belongs to you."
Janet stared at me. "You understand that we are not just playing a sex game. You really are going to be my slave. As my slave, you will be responsible for all household chores."
I bowed politely. "Yes Mistress Janet. I understand and I'm eager to serve you."
Janet smiled. "That's very good slave boy. " Janet turned and walked into her bedroom. When I started to follow her she stopped and held up her hand. "Slave boy I believe you're forgetting something."
I stopped and knocked on the open door. "Mistress Janet my I please have permission to enter your room."
"Yes slave, you may enter."
As I walked into the room Janet said, "If you make that mistake again, I will spank you. Do you understand me?"
"Yes Mistress, I understand."
Janet sat down at her makeup table. She gave me my instructions for the rest of the morning while she applied her makeup.
"Jerome and I will be having steak this evening. My boyfriend has a healthy appetite. You should buy a large porterhouse for him. I will have a small tenderloin. Baked potatoes and a tossed salad should be adequate as side dishes."
She thought for a moment. "Pick out a nice merlot for us. Don't be afraid to spend a little money for it. This dinner is going to be a celebration for Jerome and me. It will be the first time we get to make love in my bed."
Janet finished putting on her makeup and stood up. "Slave, fetch me a pair of panties and a brassiere. Pick a something that Jerome will like."
I went to my wife's dresser and started fumbling through the drawers. I was excited and a little disconcerted. Selecting lingerie that my wife was going to wear for another man was a new experience for me. I also didn't actually know where she kept her underwear.
Janet started to lose her patience. "I keep my panties in the top left drawer, my brassieres are in the top right drawer." Her voice had an icy tone. "Next week I expect you to spend some time going through my clothing. As my slave it is your duty to know where everything is kept."
I selected a black lace thong and a matching bra. When I tried to hand them to her, my wife shook her head and pointed at the floor.
"Get down on your knees and hold my panties while I step into them."
I did as I was told.
Janet stepped into the panties. "Now pull them up."
Pulling a pair of lace thong panties up my wife's beautiful legs was one of the most exciting things I'd ever done.
As soon as the panties were in place she quietly said, "And now my bra."
I slipped the straps of the brassiere over Janet's arms. As I was fitting her large breasts into the cups my wife giggled. "It's funny but I don't think I've ever met a guy who didn't get a thrill out of taking my bra off." She turned and leered at me. "Jerome just loves doing it."
It took me a moment to figure out how to fasten the clasp on the back of the brassiere. While I was fumbling with it, Janet started to laugh. "Most guys struggle with that clasp when they're taking my bra off. You're a little pussyboy so you only get to fumble with it when you're putting it on me."
My wife was getting very good at taunting me.
After her bra was fastened Janet turned around. "Fetch my green tank top and a pair of cutoffs. You'll find my tops in the third drawer and my cutoffs in the bottom drawer."
I quickly retrieved the rest of Janet's outfit. When I returned she snapped her fingers and pointed at the floor. "Hold my cutoffs for me."
I obediently followed my wife's directions and got down on my knees. As soon as she stepped into the shorts Janet said, "Now pull them up."
The denim cutoffs were very tight. I had to work to pull them over her hips and ass. Once the shorts were in place I stepped back and waited for my next instructions.
My wife looked at me with an irritated expression. "Pussyboy you need to zip up my jeans and fasten the snap." She shook her head. "Do I have to explain everything to you?"
Janet patted my head while I was pulling up her zipper. "That's a good boy. Robbie, always remember that a well-behaved slave looks for ways to pamper his mistress."
I fastened the snap at the top of Janet's jeans. As soon as I was done I picked up her tank top, slipped it over her head and pulled it into place.
Once she was dressed Janet did a little pirouette for me. "How do I look?"
She was gorgeous. As I gazed at my wife I longed to be allowed to make love to her. She noticed the expression on my face and giggled. "I hope that Jerome finds this outfit just as exciting as you obviously do."
I sighed. "Mistress Janet, I am sure that he will."
There was a tone of disappointment in my voice. Janet noticed it immediately. She put her arms around me and gave me a gentle hug. "Robbie sometimes this lifestyle is going to be very frustrating for you. That's the idea. You're a masochist and I'm a sadist. I'm enjoying your frustration and I want you to enjoy it to."
She reached under my shirt, grabbed my nipple and gave it a vicious twist. I winced from the pain.
My wife started to giggle and twisted it even harder. "Robbie, this is what you want isn't it? Just relax and enjoy the pain."
There were tears running down my cheeks as I looked up at my wife. "Yes Mistress Janet, this is exactly what I want."
Janet released her grip on my nipple, put her arms around me and kissed me hard on the lips. As soon as she was done kissing me she whispered into my ear, "Baby I love you so much. Tonight after Jerome leaves I promise it will be your time. You'll get to suck on my nipples and lick my pussy and my ass." She giggled. "If you're really well behaved while Jerome is here, I might even be willing to reward you with a little blow job. I know just how much you love those."
I grinned at my wife. "Mistress, I promise to be a perfect slave for you and your boyfriend this evening."
Janet patted my cheek. "That's a good boy. Now fetch me my purse. It's time for me to go shopping."
I handed Janet her purse. As she walked to the door she gave me some final instructions. "Jerome is probably going to arrive before I get back. I expect you to attend to all of his needs. Is that clear?"
I nodded. "Yes Mistress Janet. I will work very hard to take care of him.
"Good, When he arrives I want you to take him to the computer and show him your favorite submissive cuckold web sites. I want him to learn a little more about our new lifestyle. You can use the time while he's on the computer to move your things to your new bedroom."
Janet kissed my cheek. "I should be back around three. You should plan on serving dinner at 4:30. Jerome needs to get home early."
My wife walked out the door. As soon as she was gone I sat down on the couch and sighed. Life as Janet's slave was going to be very demanding.
I allowed myself a few moments of relaxation and then I got off the couch. I had chores to do.
I grabbed my car keys and went to grocery store. I found a magnificent 20 ounce porterhouse steak for Jerome, a very nice tenderloin for Janet and a small sirloin for myself. I made a quick stop in the produce section for the salad ingredients and the potatoes and then I went straight to the checkout line.
On the way home I stopped at the liquor store and picked up two twelve packs of Budweiser and a good bottle of California merlot. It was just after one o'clock when I carried the groceries into the kitchen.
After putting the groceries and beer in the refrigerator I went to work moving my things from Janet's room to my new bedroom.
I was just finishing hanging my clothes in my new closet when I heard the doorbell ring. I looked at the clock. It was just after 2:00 pm.
I quickly ran to the front door. When I got there I stopped and took a deep breath. My stomach was churning as I reached for the door knob. Moving my clothes from our marital bedroom to the guest room was an emotional trial, but it was nothing compared to the task of opening the front door so I could greet my wife's boyfriend.
I turned the knob and slowly pulled the door open. For a moment Jerome and I both silently stared at each other.
Jerome Turner was a tall, physically fit man with a ruggedly handsome face. His full head of hair was just starting to turn gray at the temples. He was at least ten years older than Janet and me. I guessed that he was in his late thirties or early forties. He was wearing a sport coat over a very tight fitting tee shirt that showcased his well developed chest muscles and flat stomach.
I laughed to myself, if I had a body like that I'd wear tight tee shirts all the time. Jerome Turner was a stud. It was easy to understand why Janet was attracted to him.
I Finally pulled myself together and smiled at him. "Good afternoon Mr. Turner. Won't you please come in."
He smiled back at me and walked into the house. As he passed me he casually said, "Thank you Robbie."
We walked into the living room. I motioned to the large easy chair. "Please make yourself at home."
He politely nodded and said, "Thanks, I'll do that."
I waited until he was comfortably seated and then asked, "Can I get you a beer?"
"Sure, That'd be real nice."
As I walked into the kitchen I realized that at this moment, Jerome Turner was just as uncomfortable as me. While I was opening the refrigerator I decided that the only way this was going to work was if we both immediately started playing our roles.
I put a bottle of beer, a large glass and a coaster on a tray and carried it back into the living room. As I approached his chair I submissively bowed and said, "Your beer sir."
Jerome smiled at me. I don't think he quite knew how he was supposed to respond.
I set the coaster on the table next to him, put the glass on the coaster and poured the bottle of beer into it.
When I was done I set the tray on the dining room table and turned to face Jerome. I was about to ask him if I could get him anything else when he said, "Wife and husband."
I stared at Jerome. I was just a little bit shocked. "Wife and husband" was of course the phrase that Janet and I had agreed to use when we wanted to step out of our roles and talk to each other as equals.
Jerome smiled at me. "Robbie I talked to Janet on my way over here. I told her that I was a little nervous about meeting you. She suggested that I use that phrase so we could get to know each other before we started playing what she called the game."
I nodded. "That's probably a good idea. Janet's a pretty smart woman."
Jerome laughed. "Yes she certainly is."
There was an uncomfortable moment of silence. I don't think either of us knew exactly how to start.
Finally Jerome motioned to the couch. "Robbie will you please sit down."
As I sat down Jerome shook his head. "It feels kind of funny to offer a man a seat in his own house."
I nodded in agreement. "Yes, this is an unusual situation."
Jerome leaned forward in his chair. "Robbie I don't exactly know how to begin this conversation, so I'm just going to start talking. If I offend you at anytime, please accept my apology in advance. Offending you is not my intention."
I shrugged and said, "Okay."
"Robbie, I've been seeing Janet on a regular basis for several months now."
"I know, she told me."
"I want you to know that during that time I feel like I've also gotten to know you."
"What do you mean?"
He grinned at me. "Your wife talks about you constantly. You can do no wrong in her eyes." He shook his head, "I only wished my wife loved me half as much as Janet loves you."
I chuckled. "That's an interesting comment considering your relationship with her."
He nodded. "Yes, I know. Maybe that's why I feel it's so important to tell you that. Robbie, your wife loves sex. She might be the most passionate woman I've ever met, but to her sex is more of a game." He smiled. "To Janet fucking is like playing golf or tennis. It's a recreational activity."
He shook his head. "Your wife doesn't love me and she never will. Oh yes, we're good friends; but all we ever do when were together is fuck. We never do anything else." He laughed. "When we do have a conversation it's almost always about you."
Jerome sighed. "I don't know if it helps you, but I wanted you to know that."
I smiled at him. "Thank you, that is nice to know."
Jerome appeared to be a nice guy. I decided that it actually might be a good idea if we did get to know each other a little bit better.
I looked at him. "I just learned about you last night, so I know very little about you. What do you do for a living?"
"I sell office supplies. That's how I met Janet."
I understood immediately. My wife was the office manager for a large insurance company.
"Janet told me that you like to play golf. She said you're very good at the game." He laughed. "She actually brags about your ability."
I nodded, "I like to play and sometimes I can hit the ball well enough to win a little money."
Suddenly I started laughing.
Jerome looked at me. "What's so funny?"
"I just realized why Janet is always encouraging me to play golf."
Jerome grinned. "Yes, I suspect you're right." He shrugged. "You get time to play your favorite game and your wife gets time for hers."
I smiled. "That's probably a pretty good way for me to look at this."
"Yes, I think it is." He paused for a moment. "I've always been a tennis player, but I started to take golf lessons last year."
"Do you enjoy the game?"
"Very much, but I'm not any good at it."
"Would you like to get together and play some time?"
Jerome stared at me for a moment and then he said, "Yes, I'd like that a lot." He paused. "You might have to be patient with me; like I said, I'm not very good."
I laughed. "That's okay when I beat you at golf you can just remind me that you're fucking my wife."
Jerome grinned at me. "Robbie it's easy to see why Janet likes you so much."
Suddenly Jerome got very quiet. After a moment he said, "I gather that I am supposed to adopt a cruel and heartless attitude towards you."
I nodded. "Yes sir, that is your role in this game."
He smiled at my response. "Robbie, please remember that I like you and when we go to the golf course, we're going as equals."
"I like you to Jerome, but now I think it's time for you to become Mr. Turner. Janet left very strict instructions about how I was to take care of you. I wouldn't want her to walk in and see us acting like two old army buddies."
Jerome chuckled at my joke and leaned back in his chair. Suddenly his demeanor changed. He took a long sip of beer and said, "All right slaveboy, where do we go from here?"
"My Mistress thought you might like to see some of the web sites dealing with domination and cuckolding."
Jerome sat up. "That would be very helpful to me."
I stood up. "Sir as soon as you're ready I'll take you into the den and set you up on our computer."
Jerome picked up his glass and swallowed the rest of his beer. Once he was done he set the glass back on the coaster and stood up. "Slaveboy, I'm ready right now."
"Please follow me sir."
I led Jerome into the den and pulled out the chair at our computer desk. "Mr. Turner, please sit here."
The computer was already turned on so as Jerome sat down I opened the Internet and typed in the address for my favorite cuckold web site.
As soon as the site opened I said, "I'm going to give you a story to read. If you finish it before Janet gets here, call me and I'll find another one for you. Would you like another beer?"
Jerome shook his head. "No thanks slaveboy. I'll wait until your Mistress gets home."
"Very good sir. If you'll excuse me, I have some tasks to finish. If you need anything please call me."
I left Jerome in the den and went to Janet's bedroom where I gathered the rest of my things and moved them into my new bedroom.
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I was just putting my socks and underwear into my new dresser when I heard my wife's voice.
"I'm home."
I quickly walked into the living room. Janet was in the dining room. She was setting her purse and car keys on the china cabinet.
When she heard me come in she turned and smiled at me. "Hi baby."
I politely bowed and said, "Hello Mistress Janet, did you have a good shopping trip?"
My wife giggled and walked over to me. She gave me a quick peck on the cheek and reached down and gently squeezed my penis and balls. "Slave boy, you're being very well behaved right now. You must be hoping for a little attention after my lover goes home tonight.
I bowed again and said, "Mistress, I'm just trying to be an obedient servant."
Janet patted my cheek. "Robbie this is going to be so much fun." She looked around. "Where's Jerome? I know he's here, his car is parked in the driveway."
"He's in the den reading an Internet story about cuckolding."
"Did the two of you have a talk?"
"Yes we did Mistress."
"Is everything okay Robbie?"
I nodded. "Yes everything is fine."
Janet sighed. "Good, I really want the two of you to get along."
She kissed my cheek. As she kissed me she whispered, "I'm going to go into the den and greet Jerome. I have some packages in my car, fetch them for me. When you come back into the house set them on the dining room table and wait for us in the living room. When we join you I am going to start being very dominant. Are you ready for this pussy boy?"
I took a deep breath. "Yes Mistress Janet, I am."
She giggled. "Good, because right now I'm so excited I could burst.
There were several large shopping bags on the back seat of Janet's convertible. I picked them all up and carried them into the house.
When I walked into the living room I stopped dead in my tracks. Janet and Jerome were already in there. They were locked in a passionate embrace. This may be hard to understand, but seeing another man passionately kissing your wife may actually be more difficult than seeing him fucking her.
After a moment I managed to collect myself. I carried the packages into the dining room and set them the table. Once that task was completed I returned to the living room and stood perfectly still while Jerome kissed and fondled my wife.
Janet finally broke off the kiss and turned to face me. "Oh you're back already. Well, I guess it's time for proper introductions. Jerome Turner this is my pussy wimp husband Robbie, but this afternoon we'll call him peanut. Peanut this is my boyfriend Jerome Turner, but this afternoon you can call him Mr. Turner."
Jerome was now standing behind my wife. His arms were possessively wrapped around her. He was smirking at me as he fondled Janet's large breasts. Mr. Turner had obviously finished his reading.
Janet led Jerome over to the couch. "Come sit down with me baby."
As soon as they were seated she turned to me. "Peanut, get a beer for Mr. Turner and I'd like a martini."
"Yes Mistress Janet, right away." I scurried into the kitchen, got a beer for Jerome, made a martini for Janet and put everything on a tray. Once everything was ready I put the potatoes in the oven. It was just after three, Janet wanted dinner served at 4:30. As soon as the potatoes were in the oven I picked up the tray and carried it into the living room.
Janet and Jerome were kissing when I walked in. Jerome had his hand on my wife's right breast. Janet was massaging Jerome's crotch. I quickly realized that this was a sight I was going to have to get used to seeing.
I set Janet's martini on the coffee table in front of her and placed Jerome's beer glass on the table next to him. I'd just started pouring his beer into the glass when Janet broke off her kiss and looked at me.
There was a devilish glint in her eye and a calculated tone of disdain in her voice as she said, "Oh, you're back." My wife was deliberately trying to give me the impression that she'd forgotten about me. I loved it.
As soon as I finished pouring Jerome's beer Janet picked up her martini and said, "Sweetheart, let's have a toast."
My stomach turned over when I realized that Janet was addressing Jerome rather than me.
Jerome picked up his glass.
Janet held hers up and said, "To a world in which everyone knows their proper place."
Jerome laughed and said, "I'll drink to that."
They clinked their glasses together and took a sip of their drinks. I was ignored during the entire toast.
After they set their glasses down Janet turned to me with a look of mock surprise on her face. "Oh you're still here." She giggled and said, "Foolish me, I suppose you're waiting for your next instructions."
I politely bowed. "Yes Mistress."
Janet snuggled up to Jerome and said, "I think it's time for the presents."
Jerome looked at her. "Presents?"
"Yes I bought presents for all of us today."
He laughed. "This is turning into a very interesting afternoon."
Janet giggled. "Baby you have no idea how interesting it's going to be." She turned to me. "Peanut fetch the shopping bags from the dining room table."
I quickly retrieved the packages from the dining room and set them on the coffee table in front of my wife.
"I get to open one of mine first, I may need to put it to use very soon." Janet reached into one of the bags and removed a long narrow box. The words, "Snyder's Tack Store Everything For The Equestrian", were printed across the top of the box.
Janet opened the box and removed a horsewhip. It was the kind of whip Jockeys use to prod their mounts to victory in the back stretch of a race. When I looked at it, I was certain that if used properly it could inflict excruciating pain.
I shuddered as my wife held the whip up and said, "This is just what a dominant needs to insure total obedience from her slave."
Jerome shook his head. "Janet baby, you are so bad."
She kissed his cheek and giggled. "Honey you have no idea how bad I want to be."
She set the whip down. "Let's find a present for you sweetheart."
She dug into the bags, pulled out a square box and handed it to Jerome.
As he took it, he shook his head. "You really did buy presents for everyone."
Janet nodded. "Yes, this is a very special day for me."
Jerome opened his box. My heart sank when he took out a tooth brush, a hair brush, a razor, a can of shaving cream and a bottle of after shave lotion.
My wife smiled at her boyfriend. "You can keep these in my bathroom. It's the master bathroom. You and I will be the only one's allowed to use it. Peanut will only be allowed in when he needs to clean it or when he's bathing me."
Jerome set the box down and kissed my wife. "Baby this is a great present." He laughed. "I hope I get to go through lots of toothpaste in this house.
Janet grinned at him and then turned to me. "Let's see if we can find a present for Peanut. We wouldn't want him to feel left out."
She dug through the bags. "Here's one"
My wife took out a a pink box. I got very nervous when I noticed that the words "Fredericks of Hollywood" were printed on the top. Janet handed me the box. After I took it I didn't move, I just stared at it. I was very apprehensive about what was inside.
Janet noticed my hesitation, picked up her whip and stood up. "Peanut, you really wouldn't want to insult me by not accepting my gift. That would be very poor judgment on your part."
My wife walked out from behind the coffee table and stood next to me ominously tapping the tip of her riding crop in the palm of her hand. "Peanut, open your present and do it now."
I bit my lower lip, obediently opened the box and looked inside. It contained a pair of lacey pink crotch less panties and a white tank top that looked like it was made for a sixteen year old girl.
I looked at Janet. There was a huge grin on her face. She was planning to completely humiliate me in front of Mr. Turner. "I think that's a very appropriate outfit for a little sissy slave, don't you agree Peanut?"
I just stared at Janet. I was so mortified that I couldn't speak.
"What's the matter Peanut, cat got your tongue?"
I bowed my head. "Please Mistress, don't make me do this."
Janet shook her head. "Peanut you're going to wear your new outfit tonight and you are going to put it on right now. Take your clothes off."
"Please Mist...."
Whap! Janet hit me across the back of my hands with the tip of her whip. The blow stung a little bit, but Janet really didn't hit me very hard.
Jerome started to stand up. "Janet, don't make him do this."
"Jerry stay out of this. He wants this every bit as much as I do. He knows that he always has the choice to say wife and husband. The moment he says it, I'll stop."
Janet turned back to me. "Peanut, strip and do it now. I am losing my patience with you."
Janet was of course correct. The game was humiliation and degradation. My wife was pushing my limits and she was doing it without actually hurting me. I took my shirt off and laid it across a chair.
When I unbuckled my belt and started taking my pants off Jerome said, "Shit Janet, he's really going to do it."
"Yes he is. Jerry, Peanut is my slave. I can make him do anything I want."
Jerome shook his head. "This is fucking amazing."
I pulled my pants off and laid them across the chair with my shirt.
As soon as I was done, Janet ran the tip of her whip across my crotch. My little dick was making a tiny tent in the front of my boxer shorts.
She slipped her whip under my penis and lifted it up. "Do you see this Jerry? The little pussy has an erection. He's enjoying every minute of this."
Jerome just kept shaking his head. "Janet I've never even imagined something like this."
"Are you enjoying yourself?"
"Damn, I have to admit that I really am. This is pretty fucking hot."
"Why don't I give you a little extra encouragement."
Janet turned to me. "Peanut stand perfectly still for a moment."
My wife walked around the coffee table and kneeled on the couch next to her boyfriend. She slowly unzipped his pants and pulled out the biggest cock I've ever seen. It must have been at least eight inches and very thick.
Jerome tried to object. "Janet, Robbie is standing right in front of us."
My wife laughed as she started stroking her boyfriend's dick. "Jerry honey, think about all the times we've done it in your house in front of your dog. This is no different. Just think of Robbie as our pet dog."
Janet leaned over. As she put Jerome's cock in her mouth he said, "Damn baby you are wicked."
My wife just giggled while she sucked her lover's cock in front of me.
After a few moments my wife took Jerome's cock out of her mouth and sat up. She turned and looked at me. She still had her right hand wrapped around her boyfriend's erect penis.
"Well Peanut, you've seen Mr. Turner's cock; don't you think it's time you showed him yours?"
I bit my lower lip. My humiliation was now going to begin in earnest. I took a deep breath and slowly pulled my boxer shorts down.
Janet grinned at me. "Say goodbye to those boxer shorts sissy boy. This is the last time you're ever going to be allowed to wear men's underwear. From now on it's strictly panties for you."
Jerome started laughing. "What?"
Janet patted his hand. "Just wait, you'll understand in a minute."
I pushed my boxer shorts down to my ankles and exposed my three and a half inch penis. It was sticking straight out. The fact that I was obviously aroused added to my humiliation.
Mr. Turner whistled and said, "Holy shit! I've never seen one that tiny on a full grown man before."
Janet laughed. "Well he is full grown, but he's really not a man."
"Damn baby, my eight year old nephew's dick is bigger than that."
"Now do you understand why I'm going to make the little sissy wear panties for the rest of his life."
Jerome shook his head. "This really is amazing."
"That's right it is, and you don't even know the worst part yet."
"What do you mean?"
I took a long slow breath. My face was already a deep shade of crimson, but the situation was about to get even worse.
"His pathetic little dick spits the moment I touch it."
"You mean?"
"That's right he not only has a tiny dick, but he also suffers from premature ejaculation."
"Shit, now I understand why you play around like you do."
Janet laughed. "Damn right, I'm sure as hell not going to get any satisfaction at home."
My wife stared at me while she squeezed Jerome's huge erection. "Hey Peanut, look at my boyfriend's big dick and then look at that little worm between your legs. Which one do you think I'd rather play with this evening?"
I stared at the floor and quietly whispered, "Mr. Turner's Mistress Janet."
My wife nodded. "You got that right, now put on your new slave outfit. I want you to model it for my stud."
I pulled the lace panties out of the box. As I stepped into them and pulled them on Janet laughed and said, "Jerry honey, don't you agree that pink is the perfect color for the little sissy."
Jerome shook his head. "Damn baby, you really are wicked."
Janet squeezed his cock. "From the feel of your dick, you're not exactly having a bad time right now either."
Jerome chuckled. "No this is a pretty fucking hot scene." He looked at me. "Hey Peanut what else is in that bag?"
My wife leaned forward on the couch. "Peanut put on the rest of your outfit for Mr. Turner."
I reached into the bag. It felt like my stomach did a full cartwheel when I realized what Janet had purchased to complete my outfit.
When I pulled it out of the bag Jerome sat up and said, "What the fuck?"
It was a white cotton tank top that looked like it had been designed for a plus sized 12 year old girl. The name, "Tinkerbell" was inscribed across the front in pink sequins. Underneath the name there was a drawing of the famous fairy from "Peter Pan".
As I pulled my new shirt on I was certain that Janet must have laughed herself silly while she was purchasing it for me.
My wife looked at me. After a moment I realized she was inspecting me. Once her visual inspection was complete she wiggled her finger and said, "Peanut come over here."
I walked over to Janet. As soon as I was standing next to her she leaned forward.
"Peanut I want to fix your little wee wee so it sticks out through the slit in the front of your panties."
Janet slipped her fingers through the hole in the crotch. As she grabbed my little penis she looked up at me. "Peanut, if you cum while I'm doing this I guarantee that you will get a nice long taste of my new whip."
I bit my lower lip and said, "I'll try as hard as I can to control myself Mistress."
Janet fiddled with me for a moment and then she sat back and surveyed her handiwork. After a short inspection she giggled. "Oh that's much better, now we have a constant reminder why you're my slave and Mr. Turner is my stud."
I looked down. My tiny cock and balls were now protruding from the hole in the front of my panties.
I shook my head. This was a truly humiliating outfit.
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My wife leaned over and kissed her boyfriend on the cheek. "Are you ready for your next present?"
He smiled at Janet. "I have another one?"
"Oh yes, I have a second present for my wimp husband, so I certainly had to have another one for my boyfriend."
My wife turned to me, snapped her fingers and pointed at one of the bags. "Peanut fetch the big box from that bag."
I pulled out a large box from one of our local department stores and handed it to Janet.
She passed it to her boyfriend. "Here you are baby. I think you'll like it."
Jerome opened the box and pulled out a plush white terry cloth bathrobe.
As he held it up Janet said, "Won't that be nice to wear when we're done fucking."
He smiled at my wife. "Thanks baby, this is a very nice present."
Janet leaned over and kissed his cheek. "I'm glad you like it." She giggled, "It comes with a special surprise."
"Really? What's that?"
"This." My wife slid her face down to Jerome's lap, put his cock back in her mouth and started sucking him again.
He sighed, lay back on the couch and closed his eyes. There was a huge grin on his face.
The initial pangs of jealousy and envy that I felt when I first saw Janet sucking Jerome's cock had now evolved into tingling ripples of erotic excitement. My masochistic desires were quickly overwhelming me. Being forced to watch my wife's brazen adultery while I was dressed in nothing but a pair of pink lace panties was turning into the most stimulating sexual scenario I'd ever experienced. Without realizing it my right hand found it's way to my crotch and I unwittingly started massaging my cock and balls.
Suddenly Jerome opened his eyes and looked right at me. We both realized what I was doing at the exact same moment. I tried to pull my hand away from my crotch; but it was too late, I'd been caught.
Jerome tapped my wife's shoulder and said, "The little wimp is watching us and jerking off."
Janet stopped sucking her lover's dick, sat up and slowly turned. When she was facing me she stared into my eyes and said, "Slave, I thought you understood the rules. You're not allowed to touch yourself without my permission."
I started to get very nervous.
Janet continued to stare at me. "Was Mr. Turner correct? Were you jerking off?"
"I wasn't really Jerking off Mistress."
"Are you calling Mr. Turner a liar?"
"No Mistress, I would never call Mr. Turner a liar."
"Then you must have been jerking off."
"Mistress Janet, I was just rubbing myself."
"Isn't that jerking off?"
"Yes Mistress, I guess it is."
"Then you were breaking the rules weren't you slave."
"Yes Mistress Janet, I was."
Janet sighed and stood up. "Slave you leave me no choice, I'm going to have to punish you."
She picked up her horsewhip and pointed to the chair next to the couch. "Pull your panties down and lie across the arm of that chair."
I obediently did as I was told. Lying across the arm of a chair with a pair of pink panties around my knees while I waited to be whipped was embarrassing. Doing it in front of another man, was maybe the most humiliating experience of my life.
I looked up at my wife. She was licking her lips. There was a glint in her eyes that told me she was already in a state of unparalleled excitement.
"Are you really going to whip him just because he was touching his cock?"
"I most certainly am. He understands the rules very well."
"And he's just going to submit to it?"
"I'm not holding him down right now, am I."
"No, you're not."
"Robbie knows he broke the rules and he understands the consequences, don't you Robbie?"
This was the first time in my life that someone was going to hit me with a whip. I was both terrified and excited. It took all of my strength to pull myself together enough to answer. "Yes Mistress Janet, I do know the rules and I understand that I was wrong. It is both your right and your obligation to punish me."
Janet turned to Jerome. "See."
Jerome stood up. His pants were still unzipped. His huge erection protruded from the front of his open trousers.
He walked over to my Mistress, put his arms around her shoulders and kissed her on the lips. She kissed him back. While they kissed Janet wrapped her hand around her boyfriend's huge dick and slowly stroked him.
I marveled at Jerome's self control. I would have ejaculated immediately in that situation.
After a moment Janet broke off the kiss and turned to me. Her lipstick was smeared, her face was flushed. My wife was aroused.
She took a deep breath, pulled the whip back and said, "Slave boy this is for your own good."
Whap! I winced from the pain as she hit me hard across my bare buttocks. Janet immediately pulled her whip back again. I braced myself. She brought it down hard and fast. Whap! The little fold of leather at the tip of the riding crop stung me as it snapped against my exposed rear.
My wife walked a slow circle around me. She was playing with me now. As soon as she was behind me again, she forced my legs apart with her bare toes. Suddenly I felt something tickling my testicles. Janet was caressing my balls with the soft leather tip of her whip.
"Does that feel good slave boy?"
"Yes Mistress Janet, it feels very good"
Whap! Whap! My wife struck me twice and then started caressing the underside of my tiny penis with the tip of her whip.
"Slaveboy, isn't it interesting how something that can cause so much pleasure can also cause so much pain."
Janet drew her whip back again. "Whap! Whap! Whap"
She hit me very hard on the third stroke. I screamed from the pain.
My wife took a deep breath. "I think it's even more interesting that something that's so painful for you is so pleasurable for me."
Janet drew her whip back again. I cringed as I waited for the next blow. Whap! Whap! Janet hit me twice. I started crying. I didn't want to, but I couldn't help myself.
My wife turned to her lover. "Look Jerry, those are tears running down his cheeks. Do you think the little wimp has learned his lesson?"
Jerome laughed. "I don't know. Why don't you ask him."
I was a little surprised by Mr. Turner's response. I thought he might have a hard time with this, but he seemed to be enjoying it just as much as Janet.
My wife smiled at her lover. "What a good idea."
She leaned over so that her lips were right next to my ear. "What do you think Peanut. Have you learned your lesson? Do you think you can control your urges and not jerk off while you're watching me suck my boyfriend's cock?"
"Please Mistress. I beg you not to whip me again. I promise I'll be good."
"I think I would like a little demonstration of your devotion."
"Anything Mistress, I'll do anything."
Janet stood and backed up to her lover. She snuggled up to his massive body and wrapped her hand around his erect penis. Jerome put his arms around my wife and started fondling her large breasts.
"Wimp boy, crawl over here and kiss my feet."
I stood up. My ass was very sore. When I started to pull my panties up Janet raised her hand and stopped me.
"No leave them where they are." She snickered, "You look much cuter with your panties around your knees." She snapped her fingers and pointed at the floor. "Now get down on your knees and crawl over here."
I obediently got on all fours and crawled over to my wife like a dog. When I reached her I obediently kneeled at her feet.
Janet slipped her right foot out of her sandal and held it up to my face. "Kiss it slave boy. Kiss my foot and show my man and me that you're willing to submit to our every whim."
While I was kissing my wife's foot, Jerome slipped Janet's large breasts out of the cups of her brassiere and started fondling her nipples. At the same time Janet began stroking her boyfriends huge erection.
"Now be a good slaveboy and lick my toes."
I closed my eyes and obediently cleaned each of my wife's toes with my tongue. When I finished her right foot, Janet slipped her left foot out of her sandal and pushed it into my face.
"Now this foot slave boy. Lick these toes nice and clean. Show my boyfriend what a well behaved little boy you are."
I held Janet's foot in my hands. As I licked each of her toes I looked up at my wife and her lover. Jerome was rolling Janet's nipples between his fingers. At the same time, Janet was stroking Jerome's cock. The air was charged with sexual electricity. All three of us were wildly excited.
Suddenly Janet pulled her foot away from my face. I looked up at her. She was grinning at me.
I wondered what was coming next.
My wife started undressing.
While my wife was undressing, Jerome took his sport coat and tee shirt off and tossed them onto the chair next to the couch.
As soon as Janet was naked she dropped to her knees, and started sucking her boyfriends cock.
For a few moments both of them totally ignored me. As I watched my wife give her boyfriend another blow job I was struck by how much Janet was enjoying herself. It was obvious to me that my wife loved sucking Jerome's huge penis. Pangs of envy shot through me when I realized that she never looked like that while she was sucking my tiny toy.
As I watched Janet I suddenly understood that no matter how our dominant cuckold sex game might finally resolve itself, I could never demand that she stop seeing other men. I loved Janet, I could never deny her the pleasure that she was currently getting from sucking Jerome's erection.
Finally Janet took Jerome's cock out of her mouth and turned towards me. There was a mischievous glint in her eyes. "Peanut, you made a promise to my boyfriend this morning. I think it's time you made good on it."
I stared at my wife. I was puzzled. I wasn't sure what she was talking about.
"Peanut, don't you remember? You promised him that you'd lick my asshole while I sucked his cock."
Jerome's face lit up. "Oh Yeah, I gotta see this." He laughed. "I've heard of people who are ass kissers, but I've never actually seen one in action."
Janet looked up at him. "Baby he's going to do more than kiss my ass, he's going to lick my asshole."
"Damn!"
This little interchange was both incredibly humiliating and unforgettably exciting for me.
My wife reached back and gently spanked her ass. "Come on Peanut, it's time to show Mr. Turner what a good little ass licker you are."
Janet went back to sucking Jerome's cock. I crawled over to her. Once I was positioned behind her I carefully spread the cheeks of her gorgeous ass and gently planted a soft kiss on her asshole.
"Damn Janet, he's really doing it."
She giggled "Yes he is." My wife's words were garbled because she hadn't bothered to take Jerome's cock out of her mouth.
For me, kissing my wife's ass is one of the most sexually thrilling things I can do; so needless to say, I was very aroused. I took a deep breath and pushed my tongue into Janet's anus. She squealed with pleasure when she felt my tongue enter her.
"Oh baby that feels so nice."
Jerome leaned over and looked at me. "He really has his tongue in there doesn't he?"
My wife nodded. "Oh yes, he most certainly does and it feels wonderful."
Jerome laughed. "I'll bet it does."
Janet looked up at her boyfriend. "Would you like to try it? Peanut is my slave, I can easily order him to lick your asshole to ."
I looked up in horror. Jerome had a similar expression on his face. Suddenly we both yelled, "Wife and Husband!" in unison.
As soon as we realized what had happened all three of us started laughing.
Janet shook her head and said, "I guess I'll take that as a big no."
Janet pulled me up on my feet. "I guess this is a good time to take a break. Baby did I hurt you when I was whipping you?"
She turned me around so she could inspect my rear end. "Oh sweetheart, you're bottom is all red. I'm sorry, I didn't mean to hurt you."
She turned to Jerome. "Jerry honey there's some salve in the medicine cabinet in my bathroom. Be a dear and get it for me."
Jerome stood up. "I'll be right back." He disappeared into Janet's bedroom.
As soon as he was gone my wife pulled me down on the couch and put her arms around me. "Baby I'm sorry I was so rough on you. I think I got a little too excited." She rubbed my cheek with the tips of her fingers. "Robbie honey, are you doing okay?"
I smiled at her. "Janet I'm doing great. I'm having a wonderful time. You did hurt me when you whipped me, but I also got so excited that I almost came while you were doing it."
Janet giggled. "So did I."
"But the whipping wasn't what hurt me the most."
"Really, what hurt you the most?"
"When You called Mr. Turner sweetheart."
"Oh baby, I'm sorry. That's just me. I call lot's of people sweetheart, but baby you're my only real sweetheart."
I nodded, "I know, but I'm not telling this so you'll stop doing it. It hurt, but it was also very exciting."
Janet grinned at me. "Really? Do you want me to do it some more?"
I nodded, "Yes, very much."
My wife started to giggle. "Oh that's so hot." She looked at me. "What else did you like?"
"I know I learned something."
"What was that?"
"I now know that I don't ever want you to stop seeing other men."
Janet gasped when she heard what I said. "Robbie you know that makes me very happy; but I'm curious, what made you come to that conclusion?"
I saw your eyes while you were sucking Jerome's cock. I don't think I've ever seen you that happy. It's obvious to me that you love sucking big cocks. I love you, I don't think I could ever be happy if I knew I was denying you that pleasure."
Janet took a deep breath. "Robbie you're right, I do love sucking a big cocks. I always have." She smiled at me. "But I also love sucking your little penis."
I smiled at her. "It's nice of you to say that, but I saw the look in your eyes when you were giving Jerome his blow job. You never look like that when you're sucking my tiny cock."
My wife started to say something. I stopped her. "Janet, it's okay. I don't mind. I know you love me. I also know this is a pleasure I can't give you. I wish I could, but I can't. So I fully understand that you're going to have to satisfy that desire with other men."
I winked at her. "Fortunately I happen to be a submissive, cuckold, masochistic wimp. I just happen to get excited when you're partying with other guys."
Janet started laughing, "Robbie I love you so much." She threw her arms around my neck and kissed me. It turned into a long passionate kiss.
Suddenly I heard Jerome's voice behind me. "Do you two want me to go home?"
We broke apart. Janet started to say something but I put my arm on her wrist and stopped her. "Let me answer him."
I looked at Jerome. "No Mr. Turner, absolutely not. I'd like you to stay as long as you can this afternoon and I want my wife to know that as far as I'm concerned, she can invite you to this house anytime she wants."
I took a deep breath. "Mr. Turner, you give my wife something I'm incapable of giving her and I want her to have that. I also like you." I laughed, "I also happen to be a submissive masochist and I'm having a wonderful time this afternoon."
He smiled at me. "Robbie, when I first got here this afternoon, I told you how your wife loved to talk about you when were together. Now I understand why. You are an incredibly nice man. I like you to. I hope we can become good friends. Thank you for inviting me to stay this afternoon and thank you for making me feel welcome in your house."
Jerome turned to Janet and tossed a tube of salve to her. "Is this what you wanted?
My wife caught it and said, "Thanks Jerry."
Janet turned to me and said, "Robbie honey, lie across my lap."
As soon as I was in position Janet squeezed some of the salve onto my burning ass and started rubbing it in. It felt good.
When she was done she lifted me up and said, "Does that feel better baby?"
"I smiled. "Yes it does."
"Stand up sweetheart."
I stood up. Janet pulled my panties up and once again fixed my penis and balls so that they were sticking out of the slit in the crotch.
After she was done she smiled and said, "There that looks much better."
Janet patted the spots on the couch on each side of her. Jerome and I both sat down. As soon as we were seated, my wife grinned. "I'm such a lucky girl, I'm now sitting in between my two favorite men."
Jerome looked at Janet and me and said, "Well what's next?"
Janet shrugged. "Do you guys want to have a mini gangbang? You could take turns fucking me."
I put up my hand. "Hold on, what are we doing here? I thought we had a plan for the afternoon." I looked at Janet and Jerome. "I thought you two were enjoying dominating me."
Janet grabbed my hand. "Robbie I was having a wonderful time, but I think were saying that we both like you and..."
"I like you guys to, but we were playing a fun game. Remember your toast? "To a world in which everyone knows their place."
Jerome leaned forward. "Robbie that was the hottest sex scene I've ever been part of, but I think what Janet is trying to say is that we both like you and we think you've maybe had enough."
I grinned at them. "I may have been having even more fun than you two. I would love to keep playing. We had a plan for this afternoon. I think we should play it out. I'm going to be your slave and serve you dinner while the two of you abuse me without mercy. After dinner the two of you are going to go into Janet's bedroom and fuck while I clean the kitchen."
Janet squeezed my hand. "Baby I need to know one thing."
"What's that?"
"Are you going to get dinner?"
I smiled at my wife. "Yes Janet, I am. I bought a nice sirloin for myself. I'm going to eat in the kitchen while the two of you are eating at the dining room table."
"Would you like to eat with us?"
"Nope, slaves don't eat with their superiors."
Janet giggled. "Okay, you win. How do we get back into the game."
"Are the two of you ready to start again?'
They both nodded their heads.
"Okay I'm going to count. When I get to three, Janet you're going to slap me hard across the face and order me to get back on my knees."
My wife smiled and said, "All right."
"one, two, three"
Slap! "Pussy boy what the fuck are you doing on the couch. Get back on your knees where you belong."
Sometimes when three people are trying to invent a brand new game it can be difficult to figure out how the rules should work.
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I immediately got off the couch and kneeled on the floor in front of Janet.
She turned to Jerome and said, "Having an obedient slave really does make our lives much easier."
Jerome laughed. "I have to admit that I agree with that."
He looked down at me. "Peanut, if you really do get off on this, I am more than willing to take advantage of it."
I politely bowed my head. "Mr. Turner, I am at your service."
"All right, If you don't mind I'd like another beer."
Janet put her hand on Jerome's wrist. "Sweetheart that's not how you do it. Watch this." She turned to me. "Pussy boy, fetch a beer for my lover and don't waste anytime. He's thirsty."
"Yes Mistress Janet. Right away Mistress Janet."
They were both giggling as I scurried into the kitchen.
When I returned with Mr. Turner's beer, Janet was pulling his trousers off. I set a fresh glass on the table next to him and poured his beer into it.
After I was done Janet tossed her boyfriends trousers to me and said, "Gather up the rest of Jerome's clothes and hang them in my closet. You have my permission to enter my bedroom so you can do this."
I quickly gathered up all of Jerome's clothing and carried it to Janet's bedroom. When I got to the door I stopped and knocked.
Behind me Janet said, "Very good slave boy. I was wondering if you would remember. You just managed to avoid another session with my whip."
I went into Janet's bedroom and carefully hung her boyfriend's clothing in her closet. After I was done I returned to the living room.
Jerome was lying back on the couch. Janet was sucking his cock. I watched them for a moment. My wife's eyes were closed. She was enjoying herself so much that she reminded me of a little girl eating her very first ice cream cone.
Jerome looked like a man in a state of perfect serenity. He was also enjoying himself. I was very envious of him. He was obviously capable of controlling his orgasms. If my wife sucked me the way she was sucking her boyfriend, I would have ejaculated in seconds.
After a moment Janet noticed I was standing there. For the next minute she stared into my eyes while she sucked Jerome's large erection. Finally she took his cock out of her mouth, smiled at me and mouthed the words, "Thank you."
I nodded to her. It was my way of saying, "You're welcome."
Janet sat up on the couch. "Peanut, you still have one present left. Are you ready for it?"
"Yes Mistress Janet. I'm very eager to see it."
Janet nodded at me. "Peanut, that was said very nicely. You're learning how to speak to your superiors."
I bowed. "Thank you Mistress Janet."
My wife leaned over and opened one of the smaller bags. She reached in and pulled out a leather dog collar. There was a tag shaped like a dog biscuit attached to it.
When he saw it Jerome shook his head. "Janet, what did you buy for him?"
My wife giggled as she handed the collar to her boyfriend. "Read the tag."
Jerome held it up and read, "My name is Peanut. I belong to Janet Parnell. If I am lost please call..." He stopped and looked at Janet. "That's your cell phone number."
Janet winked at Jerome. "I love my little baby. I don't want to lose him."
Jerome shook his head. "Baby, you are so bad."
Janet grinned at him. "Give the collar back to me so I can put it on our pet and then you can find out just how bad I really can be."
As soon as Jerome handed the collar back to my wife she wiggled her finger at me and said, "Here Peanut."
I started to walk over to my wife, but she put her hand up and stopped me. "No Peanut, get down on your knees and crawl over like a good doggy."
When I got down on my knees Jerome started laughing. "The two of you are fucking amazing."
Janet just giggled some more. She was enjoying this.
I crawled over to her. As soon as I was next to her Janet pointed at a spot on the floor by her feet and said, "Peanut sit!"
I obediently kneeled in front of her. My little dick was erect and sticking straight out of my pink panties."
Jerome snickered when Janet reached down and scratched me behind my ear.
She picked up the collar and slipped it over my head. "Robbie, I expect you to wear this at all times, even under your dress shirt when you go to work."
I looked up at my wife. "Yes Mistress, it will be an honor to wear this collar."
Janet patted me on the head. "Robbie, you're such a good little boy."
Janet looked into another bag. "I still have one more present and it's for me."
She removed a small jewelry box from the bag, opened it and took out a heavy gold chain. It looked like a bracelet. There was a heart shaped gold charm hanging from the chain.
Jerome looked at Janet. "Is that a bracelet?"
My wife nodded. "No, it's an anklet. If you do some more reading on the cuckold web sites, you'll understand."
"What does the charm say?'
Janet handed the anklet to her boyfriend. "Read it."
Jerome studied it for a moment and then looked at Janet. "It says, 'Hot Wife'".
Janet smiled. "Yes it does and Robbie is now going to place it on my ankle. By wearing my wedding ring and this anklet I'm letting men know that I'm a married woman who's available for casual sex."
Jerome shook his head as he handed the anklet back to my wife. "This has certainly turned into an educational afternoon."
Janet handed me the anklet. "Robbie, by putting this on my ankle you are formally giving me your permission to party with other men. Do you understand that?"
I took a deep breath. "Yes Mistress Janet, I understand."
"Very good." Janet extended her right foot.
I carefully fastened the anklet to my wife's ankle. When I was done I submissively leaned over and kissed her toes. After kissing her I looked up at Janet and said, "Mistress, I willingly release you from any promises of fidelity that you made during our wedding ceremony. Furthermore I freely acknowledge your right to enjoy the sexual favors of other men."
Janet grinned at me. "Robbie I think we're at the beginning of a wonderful adventure." She paused for a moment. "Now I think it's time for you to go into the kitchen and get dinner ready while my boyfriend and I enjoy my new freedom."
I stood up. As I walked into the dining room Jerome took my wife into his arms and gave her a long passionate kiss.
I went into the kitchen, started our electric grill so it would get hot and seasoned the steaks. Once that was done, I opened the wine so it could breath and pulled the potatoes out of the oven. I have a recipe for twice baked potatoes that my wife loves. I quickly prepared those and put them back in the oven to stay warm.
After that was done, I decided to set the table before I started grilling the steaks. As I walked into the dining room I happened to glance into the living room. What I saw made me stop and stare. Janet was kneeling on the couch. Jerome was behind her. He was fucking my wife.
I was glued to the ground. I couldn't move. For the second time in less than twenty-four hours I was watching another man have sexual intercourse with my wife.
Suddenly Janet turned and looked at me. It was remarkably similar to last night. She once again seemed to be able to sense my presence; only this time she wasn't the least bit concerned when she realized I was watching her.
This time she smiled at me and said, "Hi baby, don't you wish you could do this. Jerome's been pumping his wonderful cock in and out of my cunt for over five minutes."
My wife shook her head, "Too bad for you limp dick. You never will be able to enjoy me like Jerome does. You don't have the equipment." She giggled. "You're just going to have to be content with licking my ass and jerking off while other men enjoy my cunt."
I realized that Janet was deliberately taunting me, and she was doing a very good job of it. At this moment I was so envious of Jerome that I could have cried."
My wife closed her eyes. It was obvious that Jerome was giving her intense pleasure.
After a moment she took a deep breath and smiled at me. "Pussy boy, this is the first time I've ever tried to carry on a conversation while someone was fucking me. It's not that easy."
Even though I was being ripped apart by pangs of jealousy and envy, I had to chuckle at Janet's comment.
She noticed my smile and winked at me. "Peanut you have a remarkable sense of humor. It's one of the ten million reasons I will always be in love with you."
Janet's words were like a life buoy to my spirits. Suddenly I remembered that my wife loved me and this was a game we both wanted to play.
My mood changed. I started to feel playful. I decided to tease my wife. I jumped out of character and said, "Hey Janet, let's sing our favorite song."
My wife stared at me like I was a lunatic.
"Come on, I'll start."
Our favorite song was an old rock and roll song. I started singing it.
Janet laughed, "Robbie you're crazy."
"Come on baby, you can do it." I sang another verse.
Janet joined in. We sang two verses together and then both of us burst out laughing.
Jerome stopped fucking my wife and started chuckling. "Robbie do you realize you're ruining a great fuck?"
Janet giggled. "I don't know Jerry, this might turn out to be the most memorable fuck of my entire life."
Jerome started pushing his cock in and out of my wife again. "Yeah, well I'm pretty sure I'll never forget it. I've never had a husband try to get his wife to sing an old rock and roll song while I was fucking her."
I grinned at Jerome and said, "It happens to me all the time."
Jerome and Janet stared at me. Suddenly they both burst out laughing.
Jerome shook his head and pulled his cock out of my wife. "I give up." He sat down on the couch, His huge erection glistened from my wife's vaginal secretions.
Janet sat down next to her boyfriend and looked at me. "You know I really should whip you for that."
I nodded. "Yes I know. I'm sorry, I just couldn't stop myself."
Janet grinned at me. "Robbie you really are the most fun man I've ever been around."
She turned to Jerome. "Baby, why don't we do your favorite thing for Peanut." She leaned over and kissed his ear. "You know how much you enjoy it."
He smiled at Janet. "That's a wonderful idea, let's do it."
Janet looked at me. "Peanut, you haven't started the steaks yet have you?"
I shook my head. "No Mistress, I haven't."
"So everything can just sit for a little while, correct?"
I nodded. "Yes, the dinner will be just fine."
My wife stood up and pulled Jerome off the couch. When he was standing up his mammoth erection stuck straight out in front of him. It was really quite imposing.
Janet got down on her knees and squeezed her large breasts together with her hands. Jerome pushed his cock in between Janet's tits and slowly started fucking them.
He'd made several gentle thrusts when suddenly the huge head of his penis emerged from Janet's cleavage. It reminded me of a menacing cobra sticking it's head out of a snake charmer's basket. My wife winked at me, leaned her head forward and started licking it. It was obvious that the two of them had done this before.
Pangs of envy again started to ripple through me. Jerome was doing something to my wife that I could never do. My penis simply wasn't big enough.
Jerome smiled at me. "Peanut, I love to titty fuck your wife."
Janet giggled. "I love it to, it's my favorite way to lick Jerome's cock."
Jerome and Janet fell into an easy rhythm. He pumped his erect penis back and forth between my wife's huge breasts while she kissed and licked his cock head every time it popped out from her cleavage.
Jerome stepped closer to Janet and pushed his cock into her face. My wife responded immediately. She put his stiff member in her mouth and started sucking and licking him.
Suddenly Jerome stepped back, grabbed his cock and started pumping it. He gave it three firm strokes. On the third stroke a big spurt of semen shot from the tip and landed on my wife's chest.
Jerome kept pumping his erection. Four more large spurts of semen streamed from the tip of his cock and splattered all over my wife's breasts.
Janet was giggling.
Gradually the spurts of semen turned into dribbles and Jerome's cock started to shrivel. As it grew smaller, a tiny stream of cum continued to ooze from the little mouth in the head of his penis.
Janet turned to me and wiggled her finger. "Come here Cuckboy. Let's see how much you really know about the cuckold life style."
I started to walk over to my wife but she stopped me. "It think you'd better crawl over here on your hands and knees Cuckie." Janet chuckled. "I think Jerome and I just did a wonderful job of establishing that you are in fact a bona fide pussy boy cuckold."
I got on my knees and crawled over to my wife. When I got there I looked up at Janet.
She grinned at me and said, "Peanut what does a good cuckold do when his wife's lover cums on her breasts."
Suddenly I realized what Janet was about to make me do. Last night when I was licking her pussy Janet made me it clear to me that Brad Thomas had cum inside her. But that was different. Over an hour had passed between the time that Brad came inside my wife and the time I had to lick her cunt. Most of his semen had already dried up by then.
Jerome's cum was fresh, warm and running down my wife's breasts.
"Peanut answer me. What does a well behaved Cuckboy do when another man cums on his Mistress's breasts."
I took a deep breath and said, "He licks it up Mistress."
"Are you a well behaved Cuckboy?"
"Yes Mistress Janet, I am."
"Well then." My wife reached down and pulled me up so I was lying on top of her. "I believe it's time for you to prove that Cuckboy."
I very tentatively took a taste of Jerome's cum. It was still warm. I gagged.
"Cuckboy get to work. Jerome and I are getting impatient. We want our dinner."
I leaned over, closed my eyes and took a big lick of Jerome's semen. I just barely managed to control my gag reflex and swallowed all of it.
I leaned over again and took another big lick. As I swallowed it I heard Jerome say, "Holy fucking shit! He's licking up my cum."
I think that might very well have been the most humiliating moment of my entire life. However, since I happen to be a masochistic submissive wimp, it may also have been the most exciting.
I quickly licked up the rest of Jerome's cum. When I was done Janet patted me on the head and said, "Peanut, you were a very good boy, you did a wonderful job of cleaning up the big man's mess."
She stood up. "Now it's time for the adults to go into their bedroom and change into more comfortable clothes while their little slaveboy gets their dinner ready."
My wife grabbed Jerome's hand and said, "Come on sweetheart, let's go freshen up before dinner."
I turned to walk into the dining room. When I got to the doorway I looked back. The pangs of jealousy and envy returned when I saw my beautiful naked wife leading her naked boyfriend into their master bedroom so they could clean up together.
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I put all three steaks on the grill at the same time. Janet and I both liked our steaks medium rare. My wife had informed me earlier in the day that Jerome liked his steak cooked the same way.
While the steaks were cooking I tore up a head of lettuce and sliced two tomatoes and an avocado. I threw these ingredients into a large wooden salad bowl, added some pine nuts, green peas and olives and tossed everything together with a vinegar and oil salad dressing.
As I set the salad aside, I started laughing to myself. According to the current slang on the adult web sites, this was neither the first nor the last time today that I would toss my wife's salad.
I turned the steaks and walked through the dining room and living room to my wife's bedroom. When I got there her door was closed.
I politely knocked.
"Yes Peanut, what do you want?" It was Janet's voice.
"Your steaks will be ready in five minutes Mistress."
"Thank you Peanut. You may start putting the food on the table in three minutes."
I went back to the kitchen and checked the steaks. They were doing very nicely. I filled two glasses with ice water and brought them to the dining room table along with the open bottle of merlot. I ran back into the kitchen and got the bowl of salad and put it on the table. Once that was done it was time for the hot food. Janet preferred to eat her salad as part of the main course.
Just as I was putting the twice baked potatoes on the plates I heard my wife's bedroom door open. A moment later she and Jerome walked into the dining room. Jerome was wearing his new bathrobe. My wife's outfit was absolutely unbelievable. She was stunning. Janet was wearing a fishnet body stocking that provided the illusion that she was wearing clothing, but it was only an illusion. This outfit left nothing to the imagination.
I stared at my wife as she walked into the dining room.
Janet noticed me looking at her and smiled. "Do you like my outfit Cuckboy?"
"Yes Mistress, very much. I don't believe that I've ever seen it before, is it new?"
She shook her head and casually said, "No I've had it for a long time. It was a gift from Jerome. I only wear it for him."
Janet walked over to the chair at the side of the table. My heart sank when she motioned towards the place at the head of the table and said, "Jerome honey you should sit here. I think this afternoon we clearly established that you're now the master of this house."
It's the little things like that which make becoming a submissive cuckold slave difficult. I had not only lost my seat at the dining room table, but my seat at the head of the table was now occupied by another man. I would have been much happier if Janet had occupied that seat herself; but she chose to give my place to her boyfriend.
I served the steaks. Janet gave me an approving smile when she saw Jerome's porterhouse. It was huge.
Once all of the food was on the table, I poured the wine.
Janet sampled it and smiled at me. "Cuckboy, this wine is fabulous."
I politely bowed. "Thank you Mistress Janet, I tried hard to find something that would please you."
Janet pulled me down so that my face was next to hers and whispered. "Robbie, take the bottle into the kitchen and pour a glass for yourself. This wine really is something special. You have to try it."
That was the only moment of respite for me during the entire dinner. Otherwise I was treated with utter disdain while my wife and her boyfriend quietly chatted and enjoyed their meal.
My only involvement in the dinner was as a slave and my wife demanded diligent service from me. Janet and Jerome did nothing for themselves. I was ordered to stand at attention next to the kitchen door so that I would be available to satisfy my wife's slightest whim.
The demands were unending.
"Peanut, Mr. Turner would like more salad." "We would like some more wine." "My man needs fresh ice cubes for his water." "Fetch me the salt and pepper." (It was on the table immediately in front of my wife, but it was beneath her to reach for it.)
When they finished eating Janet turned to me and said, "Peanut the meal was excellent. You may clear our dirty dishes and serve us coffee."
She paused for a moment to think. "Peanut there are some chocolates in the cupboard. Put a half dozen on a plate and serve them with the coffee. They should make an adequate dessert for us."
Sadness surged through me as I carried their dirty dishes into the kitchen. The chocolates Janet was referring to were made by a small company in Iowa. They were hand dipped and very expensive. They were a special Valentine's Day present from me to my wife. Janet thought they were wonderful and made a big point of carefully rationing them so that they would last.
I put six pieces of chocolate on a plate and carried them into the dining room with the coffee. I set the plate of candies in front of my wife and poured their coffee. When I was done I picked up the rest of the dirty dishes and carried them into the kitchen.
I was just finishing my own dinner when I heard Janet's voice. "Slaveboy we would like some more coffee."
When I walked into the dining room, my wife was feeding a chocolate to her boyfriend. The plate was empty.
"Here darling have the last chocolate." Janet popped the candy into Jerome's mouth. As soon as he ate it she leaned over and kissed him on the lips.
As I was pouring the coffee my wife broke off her kiss and turned to me. "Peanut, my man loved your chocolates. I want you to order some more so we always have them on hand when he comes to visit."
"Yes Mistress Janet. I'll take care of it tomorrow."
Janet patted my butt. "That's a good boy. Now go wash the dishes while we drink our coffee."
I went back into the kitchen. I was loading the dishwasher when I again heard Janet's voice.
"Slaveboy come out here."
I walked into the dining room wondering what my wife wanted now. Janet and Jerome were standing. Jerome had his arm around my nearly naked wife's waist.
When she saw me Janet smiled. "Peanut, Jerome and I are going to go into the bedroom to play some adult games. We want to be left alone. We're going to be doing grown up things that really don't concern a little cuckboy like you.
My wife walked over to me and kissed my forehead. "When you're done cleaning the kitchen you may go into the den, turn on the television and watch cartoons until the big man is done playing with me."
Janet turned to Jerome and picked up his hand. "Come on lover, let's go have some fun."
Jerome shook his head. "Janet, you are evil."
My wife giggled and said, "Stud man, flattery will get you everywhere."
They were both laughing as they disappeared into Janet's bedroom. When my wife's boyfriend closed the door behind them I felt like I was about three feet tall.
After I finished cleaning the kitchen I poured myself a cup of coffee and walked to the den. I was still wearing my Tinkerbell tee shirt and my pink crotchless panties.
To get to the den I had to pass by the door to my wife's bedroom. The sounds coming from inside the room made it explicitly clear that my wife and her boyfriend were having a very good time.
Listening to the sounds of your wife making love to another man might be more difficult than actually seeing her doing it. When you can only hear the sounds your wife is making while another man is fucking her, you become acutely aware of exactly how much pleasure she is actually receiving from the act. It sounded like Jerome was giving my wife a very large helping of pleasure.
I quickly realized that standing outside that door listening to the sounds my wife made while her boyfriend fucked her was an unhealthy way for me to pass time. I shook my head, moved down the hall to the den, turned on the television and sat down.
I did understand that technically Janet instructed me to watch cartoons, but I assumed that was more of a taunt than a direction so I turned on an NBA game. The Pistons were playing the Celtics. It looked like an entertaining game. I took a sip of coffee, settled back in my chair and watched.
It was a very good game. The time passed quickly.
At about 7:45 I heard the door to my wife's bedroom open. A moment later Jerome appeared in the entrance to the den.
"Peanut, I have to go home; my wife will be wondering what happened to me."
I stood up. "I'll walk to the front door with you."
For a moment we walked in silence. I'm not sure either of us knew exactly what to say.
When we got to the living room Jerome said, "Robbie I still don't know what to think about this afternoon and evening." He chuckled. "I do know that I had a good time."
I stopped and stared at him. "Jerome, so did I."
He smiled at me. "Good, I was worried that I might have offended you."
I laughed. "You did, but I would have been disappointed if you hadn't."
He nodded. "I think I understand."
When we got to the front door I opened it. As he was about to leave I said, "Jerome, my wife needs you; please come back."
Jerome stared at me for a moment. Finally he said, "I need her to, I'd like to come back." He paused. "You do understand that I'm not a threat to you."
"Yes, I understand."
He started to walk out the door, but suddenly stopped. "Hey Robbie, that was the best steak dinner I've ever eaten."
"I'm glad you liked it. The weather is getting warmer. The steaks are much better when they're cooked outside on the charcoal grill."
He grinned at me. "I'd like to try one of those slave boy."
I smiled. "I'd like to cook one for you Mr. Turner."
He nodded. "I'll look forward to it."
Jerome walked down the steps. When he was on the front sidewalk he stopped one more time and looked back. "I almost forgot, I'm supposed to tell you that Janet wants you to come to her bedroom."
"Thanks, I have a feeling I know what she wants."
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I closed the front door and went to my wife's bedroom. Her door was closed. I knocked.
"Yes?"
"It's me Mistress Janet. Mr. Turner said that you wanted to see me."
"Peanut you may come in."
I opened the door and entered my wife's bedroom. Janet was lying in the middle of the bed that used to be ours. She was naked. The covers were all pulled down to the foot of the bed. My wife's legs were brazenly spread apart. Her cunt was stretched open. She'd obviously been having intercourse. There was a small pool of fresh semen on the sheets directly below her pussy. I couldn't help staring at her.
When she noticed where I was looking she smiled at me and said, "I'm sure you can see that I've had a very exciting evening. Jerome is a real stud."
I nodded politely. "Yes Mistress, I could hear you when I was in the den. It sounded like you were having a good time."
Janet winked at me. "Peanut I wasn't having a good time, I was having a wonderful time. There's nothing like getting fucked by a real man. Look at how Jerome's big dick stretched my cunt. It felt so good."
She started laughing. "If you tried fuck me with your little pee pee right now, neither of us would feel a thing."
It was evident that my wife was still feeling very dominant. She was taking every opportunity to taunt me about her lovemaking session with Jerome.
Janet looked down at her cunt. "Peanut, it looks like my boyfriend left quite a mess."
She leered at me. "My boyfriend always makes a lot of cum. I'll bet he never jerks off. Of course between his wife and me, he's getting so much pussy that he probably never has time to jerk off."
Janet traced the edges of her stretched out cunt with the tip of her finger. "Look at all this cum.
She looked up at me and wiggled that same finger at me. "Come here Peanut, this is the perfect cleanup job for a good little cuckboy like you."
I got on the bed and crawled in between Janet's legs.
"Start with the pool of cum on the sheets."
I closed my eyes and started licking Jerome's semen off of the sheets. This time I was prepared for the taste and consistency, so I was able to control my gag reflex.
As soon as the sheets were clean Janet sat up and pulled me up by my dog collar. "Cuckboy, roll over."
I did as I was told. When I was lying on my back Janet straddled my head, sat down and pressed her cum dripping cunt against my lips.
Once she was comfortably seated my wife laughed. "You really are a very well behaved pet."
Janet started rocking back and forth on my face. As she moved, a river of warm semen ran into my mouth. For the next several minutes I licked and swallowed Jerome's cum as it leaked out of my wife's gaping cunt.
My wife finally seemed to tire of this game and leaned forward. "Slaveboy, suck on my clit. Make me cum one more time before I go to sleep tonight."
I put my lips around Janet's clit, sucked it into my mouth and started flicking it with my tongue. Janet was already aroused so it wasn't long before she arched her back and had another orgasm.
When her climax started to subside my wife rolled off of my face, lay back on her pillows and closed her eyes. I rolled over onto my stomach. For the next few moments I lay between her legs and watched her. Janet was the picture of serenity.
Just when I was beginning to think she was asleep my wife opened her eyes and smiled at me. After a moment she said, "Peanut, you've been a very well behaved little slave this afternoon. You deserve a nice reward." She sat up and patted my cheek. "I know just what will make a little wimp like you happy."
Janet rolled over onto her stomach, reached back and pulled her ass cheeks apart. "There you are slave boy, enjoy." She started giggling. "Feel free to lick my asshole all you want while you jerk off."
After spending the entire afternoon watching my wife fawn over and make love to another man, this may have been the ultimate indignity. Jerome had just spent the past few hours enjoying my wife in anyway he wanted and now this was all I was being offered.
As I lay there looking at my wife's gorgeous ass I realized that I was her slave and my goddess was being generous. She could have chosen to send me to my room without any release at all.
I took a deep breath, pressed my lips against Janet's ass and pushed my tongue into her anus. At the same time I started stroking myself. It was a matter of seconds before my tiny penis was spurting its little dribble of semen.
After I was done ejaculating I sat up. "Mistress I'm finished."
Janet rolled over and giggled. "Did you have fun cuckboy?"
I nodded. "Yes Mistress Janet. It was an honor to be able to lick your asshole and I thank you for allowing me to jerk off."
Janet patted my head. "It was my pleasure slave boy."
My wife was silent for a moment and then she stretched and yawned. "Peanut, I've had a big day. I'm tired, I think it's time for you to go to your room so I can go to sleep."
My heart sank. I was hoping that Janet might let me sleep with her.
I got off of the bed and stood up. "I'm sorry Mistress Janet. I didn't mean to overstay my welcome."
Janet smiled. "You're excused slave boy. Just don't let it happen again."
"I understand Mistress Janet, it won't.
My wife rolled over so her back was facing me. "Good, I'm glad you understand, now leave."
I stared at Janet for a moment and then I meekly started for her bedroom door.
Janet stopped me. "Slaveboy, aren't you going to kiss your Mistress goodnight."
My heart soared. I eagerly turned. I was ready to smother my wife with kisses when I saw her holding her right foot in the air.
She started giggling. "Here slaveboy, kiss my toes."
I returned to my wife's bed and gave her foot a series of gentle kisses.
When I was done with her right foot, Janet lifted her left foot. "And now this one."
Once I was finished kissing each of my wife's toes I gently laid her foot on her bed and started to leave her bedroom. When I reached the door I hesitated for a moment. I was hoping that Janet would stop me and invite me to spend the night sharing her bed. She didn't, so I left her room and sadly walked down to my new bedroom.
As soon as I got into my room I pulled off my panties and Tinkerbell tee shirt and removed my dog collar.
I set the dog collar on my new dresser and went across the hall to my new bathroom. I took a quick shower. When I was done I brushed my teeth, went back to my bedroom, put on a pair of clean gym shorts and climbed into bed.
Sunday afternoon and evening had been an emotional roller coaster for me. My wife had just spent the day methodically stripping away all of my rights and privileges as an adult male. It was true, I did have a good time; but even though Janet frequently made it clear that she loved me, watching her freely give those rights and privileges to another man was emotionally traumatic. I was tired and my spirits were down.
The casual manner in which she'd just sent me to my room made me feel even lower. For a few moments I sat on the edge of my bed with my face buried in my hands. I felt like crying.
Finally I managed to pull myself together. The past twenty-four hours had been a combination of intense excitement and emotional trauma. I realized that I was exhausted. I sighed and tried to focus my attention on the wonderfully erotic games we'd played. After a few moments I started to feel much better. I was beginning to understand that life as my wife's slave was going to be an incredibly exciting adventure.
I picked up my book and was just starting to read when I heard a light knock on my door and a very soft voice say, "Robbie."
I sat up and swung my feet onto the floor. Once I was sitting on the side of the bed I said, "Janet, please come in."
The bedroom door opened. My wife stepped into my room. All she was wearing was a pair of pink thong panties. For a moment I just gazed at her. As far as I was concerned, Janet was the most beautiful woman in the entire world.
My wife stood inside the door and stared at me. Finally she sighed and said, "Robbie do you hate me?"
I smiled at her. "Of course not. What would make you say such a thing?"
She bit her lower lip. "Sweetheart, I was so awful to you today."
I shook my head and patted the spot next to me on the bed. "Please come over and sit down."
Janet walked over to the side of the bed. Tears wear running down her cheeks.
I got up, put my arms around her and whispered into her ear. "Everything is okay. You didn't do anything wrong."
I sat back down on the edge of the bed and gently pulled her down next to me. Once we were both seated I said, "Now tell me why you're so upset."
Janet started to cry. "Robbie, I was so mean to you today. You're the kindest most wonderful man I've ever met. I love you more than anyone in the world. How can I be so cruel to you?"
I leaned over and kissed her cheek. "Did you enjoy it?"
She stared at me. After a moment she said, "Well yes, but..."
I kissed her again. "So did I."
I picked up Janet's right hand and held it between both of my hands. "Baby, I loved it when you were being dominant this afternoon."
"But I made you watch while another man fucked me and I called you names and I..."
"I know, and some of the things you did made me feel bad."
Janet looked into my eyes. "Sweetie I'm so sorry."
"No, they were supposed to make me feel bad. That's the point."
Janet shrugged. "Robbie all of this is so confusing."
I nodded. "I know, but we're both smart people who love each other. We'll figure all of this out."
I put my arm around my wife. She snuggled up to me and we quietly hugged each other.
After a moment I whispered to her. "Do you feel better now."
Janet sat up and looked a me. "No, I don't."
"What else is wrong?"
"Robbie I hated today."
"What do you mean? You enjoyed the sex you got from Jerome didn't you?"
"Well yes, of course I did."
"And we played some fun domination games didn't we?"
"Yes, but this was Sunday. Robbie I didn't get to do the Sunday crossword with you. We didn't have coffee and toast at the dining room table together. I didn't get to sit in the kitchen with you and drink wine while you made dinner."
Janet shook her head. "Robbie, we had a wonderful bottle of wine today and we didn't get to talk about it like we always do. I love it when we drink our wine and talk about why we like it or don't like it." She giggled, "I don't think either of us knows what we're talking about, but it's still fun."
My wife shrugged. "Baby we didn't get to have our usual Sunday and I love our Sunday's."
I patted Janet's hand. "I have an idea."
"What is it?"
"How about if we designate Sunday as wife husband day."
"Can we do that?"
"I laughed. "Janet honey this is our life, we can do anything we want."
"Maybe Saturday could be Mistress slave day."
I grinned at her. "That sounds like a wonderful idea." I leaned over and kissed Janet's cheek. "Sweetheart we have lots of time to work all of this out."
My wife kissed me. "Robbie, you're the smartest man in the whole world."
I chuckled. "It's a good thing you feel that way, because I have the tiniest dick in the world."
Janet rubbed my crotch and giggled. "Yes you do Peanut, and I am madly in love with your tiny little dick."
"Yeah, just as long as you have a steady supply of great big dicks for sucking and fucking."
Janet winked at me. "That is true cuckboy, but right now I want to suck some tiny dick. Can I use yours?"
I can't think of anything I'd like more."
Janet went down on me. This was actually the first time she'd ever tried to give me a second orgasm during a session of lovemaking.
I playfully mentioned it to her. "I am honored, this is the first time you've ever tried to make me cum two times in the same night."
My wife stopped what she was doing and sat up. "Are you serious?"
I nodded, "Yes."
Janet stared at me for a moment. Finally she said, "I think you're right."
She got very quiet. "Robbie, that's awful. I've been terrible to you."
My wife stared at the floor for a long time. Finally she looked up at me. "Robbie honey I am so sorry. I think I can explain, but it still doesn't excuse me."
She took a deep breath. "You cum quickly and you have a tiny cock, that's part of it; but you also eat pussy better than any man I've ever met."
I grinned at Janet. "I like doing it."
She laughed. "Baby that's obvious and you are an absolute artist with your tongue."
Janet got quiet for a moment. Finally she said, "I suppose that is the real reason."
I stared at my wife with a puzzled expression. "I don't understand."
She shrugged. "You're so good at eating my pussy and your cock is tiny."
Janet closed her eyes. "I had all those other guys with big cocks and they felt so good in my cunt and my mouth so I was getting plenty of satisfaction. Your cock was so tiny, but you were so good with your tongue."
She giggled. "It really is a thrill when you start licking me."
My wife stopped for a moment. When she spoke again her voice was very quiet. "I'm sorry honey. but I guess I just got into the habit of finishing you as quickly as I could so I could feel your tongue in my pussy."
Janet sighed. "I really have been very selfish with you. Can you ever forgive me?"
I squeezed my wife's hand. "Of course I can forgive you, but I'm not certain there's anything to forgive."
I took a moment and collected my thoughts. "Janet, when I look back on our two years together, I now understand that I've always felt like the submissive partner in our marriage. Maybe you're right, maybe you could have tried to pay more attention to giving me pleasure; but I'm not sure I would have liked that. In the past twenty-four hours we have established very clearly that you enjoy being dominant and I enjoy being submissive."
I grinned at my wife. "I love licking your pussy. I'm proud of the fact that I am good at it."
Janet winked at me. "I definitely married the right man."
I nodded, "Yes you did. We were very lucky that we found each other. You're my ying and I'm your yang. We belong together."
I shrugged, "I suppose you're right. You could have given me more opportunities to give you lousy sex with my tiny dick, but I think we found a much more mutually satisfying way to express our love. Janet, you weren't being selfish. We were both inadvertently giving each other exactly what we wanted."
I smiled at my wife. "And now that everything is out in the open our possibilities are limitless."
My wife threw her arms around me and kissed me hard on the lips. "Peanut, I love you so much."
After a moment Janet pushed me down on the bed so I was lying on my back. She kneeled next to me, pulled my gym shorts down and lowered her face to my crotch. I fluffed up a pillow and put it under my head so I could watch as she put my tiny penis into her mouth. This was a wonderful treat. My wife rarely sucked my cock.
Having had orgasm less than a half hour earlier did make a difference. I didn't cum immediately. I lasted for over five minutes. I didn't have the control that Jerome had demonstrated, but I lasted long enough to allow Janet to do some of the same wonderful things that she'd done to her boyfriend.
My wife started by sucking on the head of my penis while she played with my balls, then she held my cock up and licked the underside of my tiny shaft. This was wonderful. I'd never imagined that anything could feel that good. After that she licked my balls while she stroked my tiny penis. Janet was giving me her finest effort. It was fabulous.
When she was done licking my balls Janet put my little erection back in her mouth and stroked my cock while she sucked me. This put me over the edge. I came almost immediately.
Janet kept my cock in her mouth while I ejaculated. When I was done she pushed herself up the bed so that her face was even with my face. She was smiling as she pressed her lips against my lips and pushed my semen into my mouth with her tongue.
"Swallow it baby, swallow all of it."
As soon as I swallowed my cum Janet put her arms around me and giggled. "Robbie we're going to have so much fun together."
I smiled at my wife. "I never imagined that anything could be that wonderful."
Suddenly Janet got very quiet.
I looked at her. "Sweetheart, what's wrong?"
"Robbie I'm so sorry that I haven't been doing that for you ever since we met."
I kissed her forehead. "I think we already put that issue to rest. Janet I cherish every minute that we've spent together. I wouldn't change a thing."
Janet sighed. "Robbie you're a wonderful man."
I kissed my wife's cheek. "Would you like me to go down on you one more time before we go to sleep."
Janet shook her head. "Sweetheart, I'm sorry. I love it when you eat my pussy, but Jerome really wore me out this evening. I think I just want to go to sleep. Is that okay?"
I smiled. "It's just fine."
My wife put her head on my shoulder and cuddled up to me.
We lay together silently. After several minutes. Janet rolled over and looked at me. "Robbie when we have wife husband day on Sundays can we have wife husband sex on Sunday nights?"
"I think that would be wonderful."
She giggled. "Next Sunday I want to see how many times we can make little Robbie stand up."
I started laughing. "I can't wait."
Janet cuddled up to me again. We were both almost asleep when I quietly whispered, "I still want to be your little cuckold slave."
My wife sighed. "And I still want to torment my little cuckold slave."
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All of my stories are romances. They are always about people who are deeply in love with each other. Sadly, sometimes people who were once deeply in love forget about why they were originally attracted to each other. If they're lucky, they remember before it's too late.
I really don't know why Sarah married me. She's a very successful divorce attorney. I'm a college professor. Sarah's annual income approaches seven figures while mine will never reach six figures.
My wife is a thirty-seven year old brown eyed brunette beauty. At 5 feet eight inches, she's an inch taller than I am. Her large bust, narrow waist and slim hips give her a figure that draws the attention of every man she passes on the street. Sarah is a knockout. On the other hand, I'm a slender forty-two year old intellectual with slightly effeminate mannerisms.
Sarah and I have many common interests. Both of us love the opera and the symphony. We readily agree that the New York Times Crossword Puzzle and a fine cup of coffee make a wonderful combination on a Sunday morning.
Clothes are also a favorite mutual interest. Sarah and I can happily spend many hours together perusing the racks of any upscale clothing store. My wife likes to joke that I may be the perfect girlfriend.
We have a very active, albeit different sex life. My penis is tiny. I suppose the girlfriend analogy applies here as well. We've had normal intercourse two times. On both occasions I came almost immediately after I entered Sarah.
Sarah quickly decided that intercourse just wasn't the appropriate way for us to express our love. Those were her exact words. Now I spend hours on my knees licking my wife's ass and pussy while she relaxes on the bed with her eyes closed.
When we were first married, Sarah would always end a session of lovemaking by giving me a nice blow job. It never lasted more than a minute, but I always enjoyed it. About a year ago, she decided to stop sucking my cock.
One night after I'd finished licking Sarah to several orgasms she informed me of her decision. "Louis, your penis is so tiny that I don't actually get much enjoyment out of sucking it. It's really not much more interesting to me than sucking on a soda straw."
She shrugged. "I don't see how you could be getting much enjoyment from it either. You always cum in less than a minute. It really doesn't seem like it's worth the effort."
My wife smiled at me. "I think it would be much more fun for both of us if you ended our lovemaking sessions by licking my ass while you masturbate." Sarah patted my head. "Louis, if you think about it, that's a much more appropriate expression of our love for each other."
I wanted to object, but I didn't. I never objected, it was very difficult for me to argue with Sarah.
Shortly after we were married, Sarah divided our duties. She took over the complete financial management of the household. I turned my pay checks over to her. She paid the bills, managed the checking and charge accounts and took care of all of our investments. Sarah's rationale was simple. She made most of the money so she should manage it.
I now get a weekly allowance. Every Friday morning Sarah hands me an envelope with fifty dollars in it. When she gives it to me she always says, "Here you are dear; it's all yours, spend it wisely."
I was assigned all of the household chores. I do all of the cooking, cleaning and laundry.
Sarah adores this arrangement. Whenever her girlfriends Cassie and Monica come over, she facetiously refers to me as her wife. They always get a big laugh out of it.
Sarah really enjoys this aspect of our marriage. She loves to buy me frilly aprons as gifts. I now have a very large collection and she insists that I wear them whenever I'm working around the house.
She rationalizes this by saying, "Louis, I dress you in very expensive clothing. Wearing an apron is a remarkably intelligent way to keep your clothes neat and nice."
Last year for my birthday, Sarah gave me a large box of lace panties. Inside the box there was a short note.
It said:
This is the perfect gift for a wonderful wife. I expect you to throw out all of your ugly boxer shorts and start wearing these cute panties.
Love
Sarah
The next day Sarah came into the bedroom while I was throwing out my old underwear. As soon as she realized what I was doing She kissed me and said, "Louis, I wasn't really sure how you would react to this. I can't describe how pleased I am to see that you're doing it for me."
She unbuckled my belt and opened my trousers. When she saw the pale yellow panties I was wearing she grinned and said, "Baby, you're such a good little wife."
Sarah pulled my trousers all the way off and dragged me over to the bed. She lifted up her skirt and pulled her panties down. As she lay down on her stomach she said, "Louis lick my asshole. Show me that you understand exactly who the boss is in our marriage."
I obediently spread the cheeks of Sarah's gorgeous ass and started to kiss and lick her asshole. I couldn't argue with her. I could never argue with Sarah. She really was the boss.
About three months ago Sarah began spending more time with her old friends Cassie and Monica. They started going out every Thursday night. They called it girls night out. Sarah told me that they went out for dinner, drinks and gossip. At first she was always home by 10:30. It seemed pretty harmless.
About a month later Sarah went out on a Thursday night and didn't get home until 2:30 in the morning. The next day I confronted her about why she was out so late.
She looked at me and said, "It's really none of your business, but if you must know, after we finished our dinner we went to a night club and spent the evening dancing."
I was shocked. I asked, "Were you dancing with men?"
My wife laughed. "Of course we were, we're not in junior high school."
Sarah waited for me to say something more. When I didn't she sneered at me and said, "If you're done with your little interrogation, I'm hungry. Get your apron on and make me some breakfast."
I obeyed immediately.
The following week Cassie and Monica came over on Saturday afternoon. We had a pool and a patio. The three girls loved to lie in the sun, drink margaritas and gossip. As usual I was required to wait on them. It was on that particular afternoon that my wife first started referring to me as her servant.
I was bringing them their second round of margaritas when I happened to overhear Cassie ask Sarah, "Where are we going for date night this week."
The words "date night" caught my attention.
Sarah answered, "Dave wants to go to Maguire's for dinner. He says they have great steaks. He suggested that after dinner we go dancing at the 520 Club."
Monica nodded. "That would be great, Jerry loves Maguire's."
I turned.
Sarah noticed and stared at me. It seemed as though she wasn't even mildly concerned that I'd overheard what she'd just said.
I took a deep breath and asked, "Who's Dave?"
Sarah shrugged. "It's really none of your business, but if you must know he's the guy I go dancing with on Thursday nights."
For a moment Sarah and I stared at each other. There was dead silence and then Cassie and Monica started giggling. That was all it took, I folded. I sighed and retreated to safety of the house.
For the next several days neither of us mentioned Dave.
The following Thursday evening I walked into the bedroom. Sarah was getting ready to go out. She had just finished showering and was sitting at her makeup table.
I didn't know what to say so I asked a silly question. "Are you going out?"
Sarah shook her head in mock dismay. "Of course I am. You know very well that Thursday is my night out with Cassie and Monica."
"Can I sit with you while you're getting dressed?"
"Sure, but if you don't have anything better to do, why don't you make yourself useful and get me a glass of pinot grigio."
I obediently answered, "Certainly, right away."
I went into the kitchen, opened a bottle of wine and poured a glass for Sarah. I was about to pick it up when I stopped. Lately Sarah had made it clear that she preferred it when I served her wine on a tray. I found a tray and set the glass of wine on it. I was about to pick it up when I decided to surprise Sarah with a light snack. I quickly cut up an apple and sliced some cheddar cheese. I put it all on a small plate and set it on the tray next to Sarah's wine.
Once that was done, I picked up the tray and brought it to Sarah. My wife was standing up when I walked into the bedroom. She was fastening a black garter belt around her waist. Sarah smiled as I carefully set her glass of wine and the plate of apple slices and cheese on her makeup table.
As soon as I was done she looked at me and said, "Louis, you are becoming a very good servant. You really should be proud of yourself."
Pleasing my wife was very important to me. I beamed with pride as I sat down on the bed.
Sarah sat down at her makeup table and took a sip of her wine. After she set her glass down she picked up a black nylon stocking and rolled it onto her leg.
"I haven't seen you wear stockings and a garter belt for a long time. What's the occasion?"
Sarah shrugged. "Nothing really, sometimes it's just fun to feel sexy."
As Sarah rolled her second stocking onto her other leg I asked, "Where are you going for dinner tonight?"
Of course I already knew the answer. I remembered the conversation I'd overheard last Saturday. I just wanted to hear it again.
"Maguire's, it's a new place on the west side of the city."
"Who's going to be there?"
Sarah turned. She also remembered the conversation on Saturday. She stared at me for a moment and then she said, "Cassie and Monica." She paused. "Our dance partners will be there too."
"This guy Dave that you mentioned on Saturday, will he be there?"
Sarah stood and pulled a pair of thong panties on over her garter belt and nylons. "Yes of course he will, he's my dance partner."
I thought about this for a moment. I really didn't know what to say.
Sarah walked over to the bed, picked up her skirt and pulled it on. It was short, very short.
"That's a short skirt."
Sarah smiled. "Yes it is, short skirts make dancing easier."
She picked up her blouse and slipped her arms into the sleeves. She hadn't bothered to put on a brassiere first."
"You're not going to wear a bra tonight?"
"No, I think I look sexier without one." She glared at me. "I enjoy looking sexy, is that a problem for you?"
I looked at the floor and quietly said, "No I guess not."
Sarah smiled as she fastened the two bottom buttons of her blouse. I noticed that she'd left the three top buttons unfastened.
My wife looked in the mirror and then she turned around and faced me. "There, how do I look?"
The truth was, Sarah was dressed like a slut. Her short skirt looked like something a teenager would wear, her breasts spilled out of the open buttons at the top of her blouse and her eye shadow was much too dark.
Part of me wanted to protest. Part of me wanted to scream at her that no decent wife would ever dream of going out dressed like that.
Another part of me had a far different reaction. The meek submissive part of me wanted to fall on my knees and beg to be allowed to kiss Sarah's pussy before she went out.
I was torn, I couldn't decide what to say so finally I just whispered, "You look very sexy."
Sarah stared at me for a moment and then she walked over and patted my cheek. "Louis, you're very sweet."
My wife turned so that she could check her hair in the mirror one more time.
I looked at my watch. It was almost seven o'clock. "What time are Cassie and Monica going to pick you up?"
"I'm not riding with Cassie and Monica tonight. They live on the other side of town. Dave lives about a mile away. It's much more convenient for him to pick me up."
I stared at Sarah. Suddenly I said, "This is a date! Another man is picking you up at our house and taking you out for an evening of dining and dancing." I was appalled, I couldn't believe what I'd just heard.
I shook my head. "You're going out on a date!"
Sarah turned. For a moment she just stared at me and then she shrugged and said, "Yes I suppose I am. Well, there you have it. I'm going out on a date with another man." She placed her hands on her hips. It was a defiant stance. "What are you going to do about it Louis?"
I stood perfectly still. The last remnants of my manhood desperately wanted to scream, No you can't go! You're my wife, you cannot date other men. Sadly, I didn't, that part of me had long ago shriveled away. I no longer had the back bone to protest. Now all I could do was silently stare at the floor.
Sarah smirked and said, "That's what I thought you'd do."
I was completely humiliated.
A car horn sounded outside.
"That's Dave, I have to go. You don't want me to keep him waiting do you?"
Sarah walked over to me and patted the top of my head. "Don't worry Louis, I still love you."
My wife grabbed her purse. As she opened the front door she said, "Don't sit up waiting for me, I'll probably be home quite late."
Sarah stepped through the doorway and paused. "The hamper in my closet is filled with dirty lingerie; you can hand wash all of it for me this evening." She chuckled, "That should keep you from getting bored."
Sarah closed the door behind her and left.
I went to the front window and peeked out the curtain. A tall handsome man in his early forties was standing next to a Lexus. He was holding the passenger door of the car open for Sarah. I assumed that this was Dave.
My heart broke when I saw my wife walk up to this strange man, put her arms around his neck and brazenly kiss him on the lips.
After she broke off her kiss she turned and looked at the house. Sarah knew I would be watching out the window. She waved at me and got into Dave's car. I foolishly waved back.
Dave closed the car door behind her, walked around to the driver's side and got in.
A single tear rolled down my cheek as I watched this handsome man start his car, pull away from the curb and drive off with my wife.
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I didn't want to give Sarah any reason to be angry with me when she came home, so as soon she and Dave drove away I went into her bedroom and found her laundry hamper. I obediently hand washed all of her dirty lingerie and hung it on the clothesline in the basement.
That took me about an hour. Once that chore was completed I went into the kitchen and made myself some dinner. I ate in front of the television. While I ate I thought about what Sarah and Dave might be doing. I looked at my watch, it was a little before 9:00. I assumed that they were just finishing their dinner. I wondered if MacGuire's did have great steaks.
As soon as I was done eating I cleaned the kitchen and washed up my dirty dishes. As I was finishing I looked at the clock again. It was 10:15.
I spent the next hour vacuuming and dusting the living room. Earlier this week Sarah had mentioned that the living room was looking a bit messy. I guess I was feeling a little insecure about Sarah's feelings towards me. I wanted to try to impress her with my skills as a husband.
At 11:30 I took a shower and put on my pajama's. Once I was ready for bed I sat down in the living room and turned on the television. I found an old movie and promptly fell asleep.
I was awakened by the a pair of automobile headlights and the sound of an engine. A car had just pulled into our driveway. I sat up and looked at the clock on the wall. It was 1:45.
Suddenly it was dark and quiet again. Someone had turned the headlights and car engine off.
I waited. When I didn't hear the sound of a car door I got up and carefully peeked out the front window. It was Dave's Lexus. The light on our front walk gave just enough illumination for me to be able to see one person's head in the front seat, but I could only see one head. I was pretty sure it was Dave and he appeared to be lying back in the driver's seat.
I watched. After a few minutes, another head appeared. This was obviously Sarah. My stomach churned when I realized what she must have been doing.
Dave handed Sarah something. She wiped her mouth with it. It must have been his handkerchief. She handed it back and they kissed. It was a long drawn out kiss. Finally they broke apart. They appeared to talk for a moment and then Sarah opened the car door and got out.
I closed the curtain and hurried back to my chair. I didn't want Sarah to know I'd been spying on her.
After a moment the front door opened and Sarah walked into the house. Her blouse was brazenly unbuttoned. Her large breasts were hanging free. She closed the door behind her and set her purse down on the table in the entrance way.
She noticed me as she walked into the living room. "Oh, you're still up."
"You're very late."
"I told you I would be."
"You sat out front in the car for a long time."
"Were you spying on me?"
"You're my wife."
"So what?"
That answer disarmed me for a moment. I wasn't sure what to say next.
Sarah noticed my confusion and said, "What's the matter wimp, cat got your tongue?"
Sarah's aggressive attitude got me even more flustered.
I started to stutter. "Wha wha what were you doing out there?"
Sarah laughed, "What do you think we were doing. Dave and I are two healthy adults of the opposite sex."
"You're a married woman!"
"Dave took me out for a nice dinner and a wonderful evening of dancing. We're not in grade school, we're adults. When a man does that for a woman he expects a little sugar when he takes her home.
Sarah walked over and patted my face. "Relax baby, all he did was kiss me and play with my tits for a little while."
"What about when you're head was in his lap?"
Sarah stared at me for a moment. "Oh you saw that." She sighed, "Okay, I did give him a blow job. Louis, Dave is a healthy adult male. You don't expect me to get him all hot and bothered and then send him on his way do you?" She shook her head, "That would be cruel."
"Why not, you do it to me all the time." I stopped. I don't know what got into me. I just blurted it out.
We both stared at each other in silence.
Finally Sarah scowled at me, "Dave's a man." She kept her eyes fixed on my eyes. Gradually I wilted and averted my gaze to the floor.
Sarah's scowl slowly turned into a smile. She defiantly placed her hands on her hips and hissed, "Now if you are finished, I am tired and I am going to bed. Your cross examination has pissed me off. Louis, I do not want to hear another word out of you until tomorrow morning."
"But..."
"Not another word!"
Sarah stormed into her bedroom and slammed the door behind her.
I stood perfectly still. Waves of regret immediately started rolling through my gut. I couldn't bear having Sarah angry with me.
I quietly knocked on her bedroom door. "Sarah, I'm sorry I made you mad."
"Not another fucking word Louis!"
I got up very early Friday morning and prepared a ham and cheese quiche. It was Sarah's favorite breakfast. I made it from scratch. I'd lain awake all night trying to come up with a way to make amends to her. I couldn't bear the thought of Sarah being angry with me. This was the best plan I could devise.
While I was cooking I listened for sounds of activity from her bedroom. I heard her first footsteps just before 7:30. It was just after 8:00 when Sarah's bedroom door opened and she came out.
I was on my knees waiting for her when she walked into the living room.
Sarah looked gorgeous. She was wearing a very expensive hand tailored wool business suit. She stopped when she saw me kneeling in my lace apron. She stood perfectly still and stared at me.
I swallowed hard and said, "Sarah, I am sorry that I offended you last night. Please forgive me." I smiled at her, "I made your favorite breakfast."
Sarah continued staring at me. Gradually a very subtle smile formed on her rouged lips.
"Louis, you were incredibly rude last night. You had absolutely no business questioning my behavior."
I bowed my head. "I'm Sorry Sarah."
Sarah held up her hand and stopped me. "Louis I think that for the time being it would be better if you called me Ms. Raymond."
My last name was Mitchell. Sarah chose to keep her name when we got married.
"Yes Ms. Raymond."
Sarah walked a slow circle around me. "I am impressed by your display of remorse, but you are going to have to do more than this to atone for last night's incredibly rude behavior."
She stopped and stared at me, "Do you truly wish to make amends?"
I looked up at her. "Yes please, I will do anything."
"Anything?"
"Yes."
Sarah smiled. It was a wicked smile. "Very well, if you truly wish to make amends, you can serve as my slave for one week."
I thought about this for a moment. I already did all the cooking and housework. How much worse could this possibly be? I smiled to myself, I was getting off cheap.
Deep down inside me there was also a little thrill of excitement. There has obviously always been a dominant submissive tone to our relationship. The idea of actually living it was rather enticing.
I bowed my head, "Thank you Ms. Raymond, you're being very generous."
Sarah looked at me, "You're welcome Louis." She paused. "I think you need to do something to demonstrate that you willingly accept my terms."
Sarah thought for a moment and then she smiled. "I know."
She walked over so she was standing in front of me and turned around. Sarah slowly raised the hem of her skirt to her waist, placed one hand on the back of the chair in front of her and leaned forward.
"Pull my panty hose and panties down and lick my ass."
I hesitated for a moment. I'd been licking Sarah's ass since well before we got married. The truth is I enjoyed it, but this time it somehow felt different. This time it seemed like I would be surrendering to Sarah when I did it.
I moved very slowly. The submissive part of me wanted to savor this moment. I carefully pulled Sarah's pantyhose and panties down and reverently spread the cheeks of her full round ass.
I stared at her asshole. I was both terrified and excited. I sensed that by giving her this kiss, I was relinquishing my few remaining rights as a husband and as a man.
Sarah became impatient with my delay. "Well what are you waiting for? I don't have all day."
I closed my eyes and pressed my lips against Sarah's anus.
She sighed when she felt me make contact. I kissed her for a moment, but that still wasn't enough for her.
"I believe my instructions were to lick it."
Sarah quietly cooed when she felt my tongue penetrate her asshole.
After a moment she said, "I think this might be a very interesting week."
Sarah pulled up her panties and pantyhose and pushed her skirt back down. When she walked into the dining room she saw the morning newspaper lying next to her place at the head of the table and smiled.
I poured Sarah a cup of coffee and went into the kitchen. I put a slice of quiche on a plate and poured a glass of orange juice. Sarah was reading the paper when I brought her breakfast into the dining room. I set the quiche and the glass of orange juice in front of her and politely stepped back.
Without lifting her eyes from the newspaper Sarah said, "Thank you Louis." She used the same indifferent tone that an arrogant diner might use with a waiter in a restaurant.
As soon as she finished her quiche Sarah daintily dabbed at her lips with her cloth napkin and stood up. "Louis that was very good." She smiled at me. "I've always believed that you would make an excellent servant."
I bowed politely and said, "Thank you Ms. Raymond." I was trying as hard as I could to please Sarah. I desperately wanted to get back into her good graces.
Sarah smirked at my obedient manner. "Louis, I'm pleased to see that you're being serious in your effort to atone for last night's rude behavior. I wish I could stay and pursue this further, but I have to go to work. We'll continue this when I get home tonight."
Sarah looked at me with a very wicked smile. In her most mocking tone of voice she said, "I'll see you this evening slaveboy."
My wife picked up her purse and walked to the front door. As she opened it Sarah said, "I think I would like Tuna Delmonico for dinner tonight."
I shook my head in dismay. "The sauce for that dish takes almost three hours to prepare."
She smiled, "Yes, I know it does." She stared at me, "What time does you last lecture end today?"
"3:00."
"Good, that will get you home by 3:30. I'll expect you to serve dinner at 7:00, that should allow plenty of preparation time."
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After I was done teaching my last class I left the University as quickly as I could. On my way home I stopped at the grocery store and a fresh fish market to get the ingredients for Sarah's dinner.
It was just after 3:30 when I got home. I quickly put the groceries away, put on my lace apron and started preparing the ginger sauce for Tuna Delmonico. The first hour of preparation requires the most effort. The sauce has to be stirred constantly as it simmers. Once the sauce was cooking, I made garlic mashed potatoes. They were Sarah's favorite. When I was done with the potatoes, I washed the lettuce for two Caesar salads and laid the leaves between the folds of a towel so they could dry. After that was done I had a few spare moments so I vacuumed the living room and dining room.
It was just after 5:30 when Sarah walked in the front door. She smiled when she saw me vacuuming. My wife walked across the living room and went down the hall to her bedroom. As she disappeared through the hall door she said, "Put the vacuum cleaner away and join me in my bedroom."
I quickly did as I was told.
Sarah glared at me when I walked into her room. "Excuse me, just what do you think you're doing?"
"You told me to join you in your bedroom."
"Louis, I will tell you this one time and one time only. You are a slave. You are expected to knock and get permission before you enter this room. If you ever forget that again, you will be severely punished. Do you understand me?"
I bowed my head and quietly said, "Yes Ms. Raymond."
Sarah smiled and then she opened her purse and took out a small box. The words CB 2000 were printed on the top of box.
"I bought a little present for you on my way home."
I was nervous, Sarah wasn't in the frame of mind to be giving me real presents.
"May I ask what it is?"
"Certainly, it's a male chastity cage."
I was momentarily stunned. I didn't even know that such things existed.
Sarah continued, "I really don't want a slave lying around my house jerking off all day, so I'm taking the necessary precaution to control your behavior."
"But I don't...OOOW"
The slap was sudden and unexpected, it hurt.
"Silence! When I want your opinion I'll ask for it." She glared at me, "Louis I am not interested in hearing your thoughtless, self indulgent comments."
I bowed my head in shame. Sarah's slap hurt. Tears were running down my cheeks.
Sarah laughed when she saw I was crying. "I knew you were a little pansy, but I didn't think you were that delicate." She thought for a moment. "I think we'll have to change your name to Louise." She looked at me and smiled, "Yes Louise is a much more appropriate name for a little sissyboy like you."
I stared at Sarah. I didn't know what to say or do.
She seemed to sense my confusion, "Just behave yourself Louise, you'll do fine. You will quickly learn that I reward obedience just as rapidly as I punish insubordination."
Sarah stared at me for a moment. When I didn't reply she said, "Good, I'm glad that's settled; now strip down to your panties."
I stared at my wife.
She shook her head, "I am going to get very cross with you if I have to keep repeating every instruction." Sarah raised her voice, "Louise, Strip!"
This time I responded very quickly to Sarah's command. My apron, shirt, trousers and my shoes and socks were off in a flash. I piled everything in a neat stack on the floor and patiently waited for Sarah's next direction.
She nodded in approval. "Much better, now pull your panties down. It's time to put on your chastity belt."
I did as I was told and obediently stood in front of my wife with my panties around my knees while she read the directions for the CB 2000. When she was ready Sarah slipped the device onto my cock and balls.
As she was doing it she said, "Tonight, before we go to bed I am going to take this off so you can shave off all of this unsightly pubic hair. I think that you will look much better without it."
As soon as she was finished putting the chastity cage on me, Sarah snapped the tiny gold lock into place and put the key in her purse. "Louise you understand that you are never allowed to go into my purse without my specific permission."
I nodded, "Yes Ms. Raymond; I understand."
As I answered I marveled at my wife's skill as an attorney. She once again got me to acquiesce to a much larger demand by getting me to agree to a smaller concession. When I acknowledged the fact that I wasn't allowed go into Sarah's purse, I also agreed to wear the chastity cage.
I pulled up my panties. When I reached down to pick up my trousers, Sarah stopped me. "I don't think those will be allowed this evening. Your lace apron and panties will make a very appropriate outfit for you while you're serving me."
"Ms. Raymond, may I be allowed to make a request?"
"Certainly, but keep it short and respectful."
"I would like to be able to wear a shirt. I'm already cold."
Sarah thought for a moment. Finally she said, "That is a reasonable request." She paused, "Let me think, what do we have that would be appropriate?" Suddenly she smiled, "I know."
Sarah got up, walked over to one of her dressers and opened up the second drawer.
After rummaging through her clothing for a moment she smiled and said, "Here it is." Sarah pulled out pale yellow woman's cotton undershirt. The sleeves and neck were trimmed with white lace.
She handed it to me. "This should keep you nice and warm."
I held it up. It was very feminine.
"Hurry up now, put it on."
I slipped it over my head and pulled it down. I'm about the same height as Sarah and very slender. The shirt actually fit me very well.
Sarah giggled. "Those go nicely with your lace panties. I'll have to buy some more of them for you."
She paused, "Now, put your apron on and check the dinner. Return as quickly as you can. I want you to undress me and give me a bath before I sit down to eat."
For the next half hour I raced between the kitchen and Sarah's bathroom. My wife was a demanding mistress. She refused to do anything for herself. I had to undress her, bathe her, dry her off, brush her beautiful long hair and finally dress her in a very luxurious pair of silk lounging pajamas.
We finished just before 7:00. Once we were done I followed Sarah into the living room. She sat down in a large stuffed chair and picked up a book. As she opened it she said, "Bring me a martini. I want to relax for a few minutes while you put my dinner on the table."
I brought Sarah her drink. She smiled when she saw that it was on a tray. "That's very good Louise. I do believe that you have the potential to become an excellent slave."
I bowed, "Thank you Ms. Raymond." At this point it didn't take very much praise from Sarah to make me happy.
I went into the kitchen and quickly grilled the tuna steaks. While they were cooking, I set the dining room table. I put one place setting in Sarah's usual position at the head of the table and another place setting on the side of the table closest to the kitchen door. This was where I generally sat.
I prepared a large bowl of Caesar salad and carefully divided it into two smaller bowls. After that, I opened a bottle of chardonnay and brought the two salads and the wine out to the dining room table.
Once that was done, I went back into the kitchen, took the two tuna steaks off of the grill and put each of them onto a plate. I smiled as I carefully dribbled the ginger sauce over the steaks. Tuna Delmonico was not only a favorite of Sarah's, it was also one of my favorites. This dinner was going to be a rare treat. I was looking forward to it.
I set the two plates on the table and went into the living room. "Ms. Raymond, dinner is served."
Sarah smiled and stood up. "Very good Louise, you're timing is nearly perfect."
Sarah's praise made me beam with pride. I hurried back into the dining room so I could see her reaction when she saw our dinner.
When my wife walked into the dining room she noticed the table and stopped. Her smile quickly turned into a scowl. Sarah looked at me, "Louise are we expecting company for dinner?"
I shook my head, "No Ms. Raymond."
"Would you care to explain the presence of the second plate?"
I became very nervous. I started to stammer. "It's ah...well sort of for... me."
Sarah glared at me, "Slaves don't ever sit at the table and eat. Slaves eat in the kitchen after they've served their Mistress."
I was completely crushed. I stood absolutely still. I didn't know what to do."
Sarah was quick to give me direction, "Remove your plate immediately and take it into the kitchen." Her voice was icy cold.
I quickly picked up the plate. As I carried it away Sarah said, "Put that piece of fish into a plastic bag. I'll have it for lunch tomorrow. In this household we don't waste fresh tuna steaks on slaves. You can open some canned tuna, that should be sufficient for you."
I took my plate to the kitchen. As I was bagging my tuna steak Sarah called to me, "Louise please hurry; I am waiting for you to pour me a glass of wine."
I returned to the dining room, as I was pouring her wine she said, "Serve me some mashed potatoes."
I set the bottle of chardonnay down and spooned some potatoes onto Sarah's plate. Once that was done, I watched with envy as my wife took a bite of fish. She smiled as she swallowed it.
I waited for some words of praise. When they didn't come I said, "Do you like the fish?"
Sarah stared at me. "I'm sorry, but I don't remember giving you permission to speak. Louise you do not have the right to disturb my dinner."
I hung my head as Sarah continued eating.
Sarah ate most of her salad, and about half of her fish and potatoes. When she was done she set her fork down and smiled at me. "Louise that was delicious. You are an excellent cook."
I beamed with pride.
As she was taking a final sip of wine Sarah noticed me looking at the uneaten portion of her dinner. She got a very wicked smile on her face and said, "Louise you have done a very nice job with this dinner. I believe that you deserve a reward. Would you like to finish my fish and potatoes?"
I really did want to taste the tuna so I said; "Yes please Ms. Raymond, that would be very kind."
"Very well."
I started to sit down in my chair.
"What do you think you're doing? Get away from that chair before I have to punish you!"
I quickly stood.
Sarah pointed to the floor, "Louise get down on your knees."
I stared at my wife for a moment. I didn't understand what she was telling me to do."
Sarah shook her head in dismay. "Are you deaf? I told you to get down on your knees."
The tone of her voice was more than enough motivation for me. I quickly dropped to my knees.
Once I was in place next to her chair Sarah set her plate on the floor in front of me and started to giggle. "Eat up slaveboy."
I looked up at my wife in dismay. I couldn't believe what she was expecting me to do.
Sarah glared at me. "Do not even think about turning down my generosity. I would consider that a personal affront. Louise, I will punish you if you do not accept my gift."
"Would you please pass me a fork?"
Sarah grinned at me, "Of course not. Louise, you make a very nice pet I want to see you eat like one." Sarah laughed as I lapped up the leftover fish and mashed potatoes like a dog.
I was licking the plate clean when I happened to glance up at Sarah. She was staring at me with a slightly lost expression on her face. Suddenly I noticed that her right hand had slipped inside the waistband of her silk lounging pajamas. Sarah was masturbating.
I watched her out of the corner of my eye. I quickly became convinced that Sarah wasn't actually aware that she was doing it. I kept stealing glances at her. Slowly I began to understand that my wife got a sexual thrill out of tormenting me.
Suddenly Sarah caught me looking at her. At the same moment she realized what she was doing. For a brief moment my goddess of self control appeared to be flummoxed.
Her confusion didn't last long. She quickly regained control. She didn't stop masturbating, instead she stared directly into my eyes and started to smile. It was almost as if she was saying - So now that you know, what are you going to do about it wimpboy?
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After dinner Sarah retired to the living room. I brought her a glass of cognac. She relaxed and read her book while I cleaned the kitchen.
Once I was finished with my chores I took my apron off and went into the living room. When she heard me enter the room Sarah looked up from her book, motioned with one hand that I was to wait, and continued reading. She made me stand there for fifteen minutes while she read her book and sipped her cognac.
Finally she set her book down and looked up at me. "Louise fetch me the telephone."
I brought the telephone to Sarah.
She set it down next to her and pointed at the floor in front of her. "Louise, get on your knees and massage my feet."
This was a command that I was more than happy to obey and Sarah knew it. Sarah discovered my little foot fetish shortly after we started dating. Since then she has spent many happy hours relaxing in a chair while I kissed and licked her toes.
My wife sighed with contentment as I started massaging her feet. "Louise, that feels so good. You really are wonderful. You cook, you clean, you massage my feet and you're delightfully obedient. You make an outstanding slave."
Sarah finished the last of her cognac and handed the glass to me. "Take this to the kitchen and bring me a glass of the chardonnay that I had with dinner."
I quickly went to the kitchen, poured a glass of wine, put it on a tray and returned to the living room.
As I set her wine on the end table Sarah said, "Louise fetch my purse."
I obediently retrieved Sarah's purse. She opened it, took out her address book and looked up a telephone number. Once she found it Sarah picked up the telephone.
She was about to dial the number when she suddenly stopped and looked at me. "Get back on your knees and continue kissing and licking my feet."
I dutifully got down on my knees and carefully picked up Sarah's right foot. I gently kissed my wife's big toe while she dialed the telephone and waited for an answer.
After a moment she said, "Hi baby it's me."
"Oh that's sweet. I really enjoyed last night too."
I suddenly realized that Sarah was talking to Dave. I kept kissing her feet. I didn't want her to think I was eavesdropping.
"I agree, Maguires was wonderful. My fillet was excellent."
"Yes, I would love to go there again next Thursday."
Sarah smiled. "The DJ at the 520 Club was very good. I had fun. I agree, we should definitely go back there."
She nodded, "Yes, we both had a little too much to drink."
Sarah started giggling, "You found my panties on the floor of the back seat? I wondered what happened to them."
She listened for a minute then she giggled, "You are so bad. You can't talk like that on the telephone."
"Okay, I'll admit it; I really did enjoy giving it to you. It's been a long time since I sucked one that big."
I stopped and looked up at Sarah. She was brazenly talking to Dave about sucking his cock while I was kneeling at her feet. Sarah looked down at me and smirked. It was obvious that she knew exactly what she was doing.
She went back to her telephone conversation. "Stop that, you're being naughty!" She giggled, "I'm a married woman."
Sarah was quiet, after a moment she said; "I can't wait for next Thursday either. Hey, I have an idea; do you like basketball?"
"I thought so. Would you like to take me to the University game tomorrow night?"
"Yes, I know what game it is. I'm very aware that it's been sold out for months."
"My husband is a professor at the University; he has season tickets. The seats are at center court in the eighth row."
"Yes, those are wonderful seats, would you like to go?"
I looked up at Sarah. I was desperately shaking my head no. I'd been looking foreword to this game for weeks."
Sarah put a finger to her lips to silence me.
"No, he can't use them. Let's just say that he has obligations tomorrow night."
My heart sank.
"Great, the game starts at 8:00. Why don't you come by here at 7:00. We can have a drink before we go."
"Yes, of course I want you to come inside."
"Oh who cares about him. He won't give us any trouble."
"Dave honey, he's kneeling in front of me kissing my feet while I'm talking to you."
"No I'm not making that up. He's really doing it. I'll tell you all about it tomorrow night."
"I would love to see your place. Yes, lets go over there after the game."
"Second base? Honey I think you got to third base in my driveway last night." Sarah giggled, "If you play your cards right, you just might hit a home run tomorrow night."
"Baby, I can't wait either. I'll see you tomorrow night, Goodbye."
Sarah turned the telephone off and handed it to me. "Put this away slaveboy."
I put the telephone back on its base. When I got back to Sarah I stood in front of her with my hands on my hips. I was livid.
Sarah looked at me and said in her most mocking tone of voice, "Oh dear, it looks like I'm about to witness another tantrum."
She smiled at me, "Be careful slaveboy, outrage can be very costly."
I took a deep breath. Sarah was already cowing me into submission. I needed to muster all of my strength."
"You gave away my basketball tickets."
"Is that what has you so upset?" Sarah laughed, "I would have thought you'd be angry because I just promised another man that he could fuck me tomorrow night."
Sarah shrugged, "Louise, you're doing a weeks penance. There was never any chance that I was going to let you attend that basketball game tomorrow night."
"But..."
"But nothing! You are being punished. For the next week your life is going to be full of disappointments. Get used to it."
Sarah smiled at me, "Up until now, you've been very well behaved this evening. If you can get your anger under control, I am willing to forget this little episode and allow you to watch the basketball game on television tomorrow night."
I wilted. Sarah had that effect on me. I couldn't argue with her.
Still, there was one more issue. "You're not really going to let Dave fuck you tomorrow night are you?" At this moment it was more like I was pleading with Sarah than arguing with her.
Sarah smiled, "So you finally decided to get mad about that."
She stared at me. "Louise, for the next week you are not my husband, you are my slave. As my slave you have surrendered any marital rights that you might normally have as my husband. This week I am free to party with any man I might choose."
Sarah paused for a moment to let those words sink in and then she continued. "Frankly, Louise I intend to take full advantage of this situation. Last night I sucked Dave's cock. It was the first real cock I've touched in over two years. All it did was whet my appetite." She stared at me. "Yes, I do plan to let Dave fuck me tomorrow night. I can't wait to feel him push that big cock of his into my cunt."
"You're admitting that you sucked Dave's cock last night?"
"Yes, and if I'm not mistaken we discussed that last night."
"But..."
Sarah held her hand up. "Louise, I am in no mood to be challenged right now. You are coming dangerously close to having your punishment extended for another week. Do you really want to risk that?"
I bowed my head, "No Ms. Raymond, I don't."
Sarah smiled, "Good."
She paused, after a moment she said, "Louise, you've been much too aggressive with me this evening. You need to do something to make amends for that." Sarah thought for a moment. Suddenly she smiled and stood up. "Bring my book slaveboy."
Sarah walked into her bedroom. I picked up her book and followed. When I got to her bedroom door I stopped and knocked.
Sarah looked at me and nodded with approval. "Very good slaveboy. You're learning proper etiquette. You may come in."
Once I was in her bedroom Sarah lay down on her bed and rolled over onto her stomach.
"Take your panties off and give me my book."
I did as I was told.
As soon as I handed Sarah her book she said, "Pull my pajama bottoms down and start licking my ass. I'll let you know when your penance is complete."
For the next hour my wife read her book while I licked her asshole. I wasn't surprised by the amount of time Sarah made me spend doing my penance. She's always enjoyed this particular delight.
Finally Sarah put her book aside and said, "Enough."
She rolled over onto her back, sat up and looked at me. There was an evil grin on her face. "You've been a very good little boy Louise. You deserve a reward. I think I'll give you a nice blow job."
Sarah pulled me down on the bed, rolled me onto my back, leaned over, looked at my plastic covered penis and started laughing. "Oh my, isn't this unfortunate. Your little pee pee seems to be encased in plastic."
My wife started licking the plastic case that held my cock. Of course, I couldn't really feel anything; but having her lips and tongue in that close a proximity to my penis without having any sensation was absolutely maddening. Sarah giggled the entire time she licked my chastity cage. She continued this mental torture for several minutes.
When she finally tired of her little game she sat up and said in a tone of mock indignation, "Well if you're not going to respond to my sexual advances I guess I'll just have to find someone who will."
Sarah started laughing. "I'll bet Dave will go wild when I do that to him tomorrow night."
I didn't say a word. There really wasn't anything that I could say. I just stared at floor.
When I didn't take her bait, Sarah shook her head and lay back on her pillow. "Fetch my purse."
I went into the living room, got Sarah's purse, brought it into the bedroom and handed it to her.
She opened it, took out the key to my chastity cage and unlocked it. "Go into your bathroom and shave. I'm going to inspect you when you're done. I don't want to find a single strand of hair anywhere on your body except on the top of your head."
I spent the next hour shaving. When I was done I showered and returned to Sarah's bedroom. She was reading.
I knocked on the door frame. She looked up from her book, "You may enter."
I walked in.
"Stand still."
Sarah got out of bed and slowly walked around me. It was a very thorough inspection. She lifted my cock and checked my testicles. She nodded approvingly when she saw that I'd shaved them.
Finally she smiled at me and said, "Louise, you did an excellent job." She patted my pubic area. "Your little cock looks so much better without all that unsightly hair."
I bowed my head. "Thank you Ms. Raymond"
"Fetch your cage Louise. It's time to lock you up again."
I brought Sarah the chastity cage.
As she fitted it over my cock and balls she said; "Louise, this really is much better. I don't want to have to worry about you doing nasty things in your bedroom tonight."
Once my cock cage was in place Sarah lay back down on her bed. As she picked up her book she said, "Louise, I will not require your services anymore tonight. It's time for you to go to your room. I'd like to sleep in tomorrow morning so be careful not to disturb me when you get up."
As I turned to leave my wife callously added, "Close the door behind you."
As I lay in bed that I night I asked myself the obvious question. Why was I putting up with this? Why didn't I just leave? I had a good job. I could easily support myself. Our state had no fault divorce. The settlement would most likely be a fifty fifty split. Sarah and I had a lot of money. I'd end up as a very wealthy man.
It didn't take long for me to figure out the answer. Part of me was enjoying the treatment I was receiving. I've had submissive masochistic fantasies for most of my adult life. I've carefully repressed them, but they've always been there.
I'm sure that Sarah sensed these feelings. I suspect that I unconsciously perceived her sadistic desires when we first met. This was most likely one of the reasons we were originally attracted to each other.
I lay in the dark and contemplated all of this. Sarah was turning out to be much more sadistic than I would have liked, but it was only for one week. I knew I could survive this.
Dave was a bit of a complication. I knew about cuckolding, it was actually part of my secret submissive fantasy. Knowing that he was going to fuck my wife tomorrow night was really very exciting. The problem with Dave was that Sarah seemed to be quite taken with him. I feared that she might decide to divorce me in favor of him.
I knew that I loved Sarah. I wanted to stay with her. This week was very intense. I settled on the hope that after this week was over we might find a more reasonable way to live out our fantasies. I smiled to myself. I wanted to be able to sit at the dining room table and have dinner with my wife.
As I fell asleep I had one nagging fear. What would I do if Sarah found an excuse to extend the period of my punishment.
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I got up early on Saturday morning. After making a pot of coffee I went into the den. I was doing some research on the Internet when I heard Sarah call. I went to her bedroom door and knocked.
"You may enter."
I opened the door. Sarah was lying on her bed. The covers were around her ankles. She was naked. For a moment I just stood in the doorway and stared. My wife had a gorgeous body.
She looked at me with a lascivious smile. "I hope Dave has that same reaction tonight."
I sighed and stared at the floor. I really didn't know how to respond to that remark.
Sarah laughed, "That got you a little flustered didn't it pussyboy?"
I continued staring at the floor.
"Pull yourself together and bring me my purse. I want to play a little game with you. I think you might enjoy it."
I retrieved Sarah's purse from the top of her dresser and brought it to her. I felt a small glimmer of excitement when she took out the key to my chastity cage. My wife is one of those women who often wake up in the morning with an itch for sex.
"Take off your apron and panties and sit down on the bed next to me."
I complied without any hesitation.
Sarah unlocked my chastity cage and took it off. My tiny penis immediately sprang to attention.
Sarah laughed, "It looks like someone is certainly ready to play." She reached down and gently grasped my little cock in her finger tips. "Louise, would you like to cum? You were very obedient last night. I think you deserve the opportunity."
I smiled at Sarah. "Yes Ms. Raymond, I would like that very much."
Sarah nodded, "Very well, let's play a game. You lie down on your back."
I lay down on Sarah's bed. I was about to put my head on one of her pillows when she pulled it away. "No! No! No! A slave never uses his Mistress's pillow."
I laid my head down on the bed. Sarah mounted my face and sat down so that her cunt was pressed against my lips.
I closed my eyes and started licking her. It had been at least a week since I last tasted her sex.
Sarah cooed with delight. "That's very nice; but this is a game, there are rules. If you want to cum, you have to do it before I have my orgasm. If I cum first, you lose and I lock your little dick back in your cage without giving you any satisfaction at all." She stared at me, "Do you understand?"
I nodded. As I nodded I thought to myself that this was going to be a piece of cake. I could cum in seconds."
Sarah took a deep breath; "Okay, ready set go."
I grabbed my penis and started stroking it.
Sarah immediately slapped my hand away. "No fair pussyboy, I'm not using my hands so you don't get to use yours."
"But you're getting stimulation from me." The words were muffled by Sarah's pussy, but she understood what I said."
She stopped and thought. After a moment she said; "You're right, it's only fair that I give you a little stimulation too."
She reached down, grabbed both of my nipples and began to gently roll them between her fingertips.
"Will this do?"
It felt very good. I nodded. With Sarah's cunt pressed into my face; her gentle stimulation of my nipples was more than enough to make me cum.
"Good, let the race continue."
I started licking Sarah's pussy again. Our mutual excitement quickly started to grow.
Sarah pulled on my nipples, "How do you like this pussyboy?"
I buried my tongue in her cunt.
She gave my nipples a vicious twist. I cried out from the sudden pain.
Sarah laughed and mashed her cunt into my face. At the same time she dug her fingernails into my nipples and twisted even harder.
The pain was excruciating. "How's this for stimulation sissyboy?"
I started crying.
Sarah giggled, "I'll stop as soon as you make me cum sissyboy."
I found Sarah's clit and started sucking it. I forgot about my own pleasure. At that moment I was under my wife's total control.
Sarah tightened her iron grip on my nipples and laughed out loud as she rocked back and forth on my face.
Tears were running down my cheeks. I'm not sure if they were caused by the pain I was enduring or the intense excitement I was feeling.
Suddenly Sarah screamed as an orgasm erupted inside her. She locked her thighs around my head and bucked wildly as the waves of pleasure rolled through her body. I realized that I couldn't breathe. I tried to push Sarah off of my face, but her hold was too tight.
I was just beginning to panic when I felt my wife start to relax. She rolled off of my face and collapsed onto the bed next to me. I took several deep breaths, and slowly regained my composure.
After a moment Sarah sat up and looked at my crotch. Her lips formed a menacing smile. "I don't see any semen pussyboy. I guess that means you lose."
My heart sank as Sarah picked up my cock cage.
"Stand up!" It was a command.
I responded instantly.
Sarah flicked the underside of the head of my penis with her index finger. I immediately lost my erection. She quickly slipped the chastity cage into place and locked it.
As Sarah was putting the key back in her purse she started laughing, "Louise, you really should try to take better advantage of my generosity."
Sarah handed her purse to me. "Put this away and then join me in my bathroom. It's time for you to give me a bath."
I spent the next half hour giving my wife a leisurely bath. When I was done I dried her off and carefully brushed her long brown hair.
While she was getting dressed I went into the kitchen, sliced some strawberries and mixed them with a dish of yogurt. After that I poured a glass of orange juice and a cup of coffee and set everything on the dining room table. Once the table was ready I went out to the front steps, retrieved the morning newspaper and set it next to Sarah's breakfast.
Sarah smiled when she entered the dining room and saw her breakfast sitting on the dining room table. She walked over to me and patted my cheek. "Very nice Louise, you really do make an excellent slave."
Sarah sat down. She took a sip of coffee and grinned at me, "I hope there aren't any hard feelings about losing the game." She started to giggle. "I really enjoyed it. I hope we can play again in the very near future."
I didn't say anything, I just stared at the floor. My nipples still throbbed from the pain Sarah had inflicted on me.
Sarah picked up the newspaper and started reading. I obediently stood by the kitchen door in case she wanted something.
When she finished her last bite of yogurt she set the newspaper down and turned to me. "Dave is coming in for a cocktail before we go to the game tonight. He drinks Chivas Regal scotch whiskey and Budweiser beer. Go to the liquor store and buy a good supply of both of them. I am quite certain that Dave is about to become a frequent visitor in this house."
After breakfast I cleared the table and washed the dishes. I was just starting to vacuum the dining room when Sarah walked out of her bedroom. She was carrying her purse.
"I'm going out to buy a new outfit to wear tonight. I'll be back in the early afternoon. Dave and I will be snacking at the basketball game, so we won't require dinner." Sarah's voice took on a commanding tone. "I will be expecting you to serve a nice assortment of appetizers with our cocktails."
Sarah waited for a moment. When I didn't respond she turned and walked out the door. After she was gone I smiled, the lawyer had done it again. The big issue of whether or not I was willing to wait on her lover was resolved by directing me to serve appetizers.
I finished tidying up the house and went out to run my errands. In addition to stopping at the liquor store and the grocery store I also went over to the University and took care of a few details in my office.
It was just after 3:00 when I pulled up in front of our house. There was a van parked in our driveway. The sign on the side of the van said, Ed Ryan Locksmith.
I carried the groceries and liquor into the house, set everything on the kitchen counter and went into the living room to see what was happening. I looked down the hall leading to our bedrooms. There was a man on his knees drilling a hole in the den door.
"Hi I live here, what's going on?"
The man looked up from his work. "Talk to your wife. She's having me install deadbolt locks on this door and the two bedroom doors. She's in the master bedroom."
I went to Sarah's room. The door was closed. I knocked.
"Who is it?'"
"Louis."
"Who? I don't know anyone named Louis."
I shook my head. Sarah wanted to humiliate me in front of the locksmith.
I took a deep breath. "It's Louise."
The locksmith looked at me and started laughing.
"You may enter."
I opened the door and walked into Sarah's bedroom. She was trying on a pair of jeans. They were skin tight.
"Louise, do you think these jeans make me look sexy?"
I wanted to say, Sarah they make you look like a slut; but I didn't. Instead I said, "Ms. Raymond you look fabulous in those jeans."
"Do you think Dave will like them?"
I stared at my wife. I was amazed at her nerve. I really didn't know what to say.
Sarah noted my discomfort and patted my cheek. "Louise, it's time that you start to accept the fact that I have a boyfriend."
I decided to change the subject. "Sarah why is the locksmith here?"
She grinned at me. "I'm just making sure that you're properly motivated to behave yourself this evening."
"What do you mean?'
"I expect you to show Dave the respect that he deserves."
"I still don't understand."
Sarah smiled, "Let's just say that your behavior this evening is going to determine how you spend the rest of the night."
I looked at Sarah in horror, "You mean..."
She nodded, "That's correct sissyboy. If you misbehave while my boyfriend is here, I guarantee that you will find the den door locked we when leave for the basketball game. That means no television or computer for you until I get home."
Sarah paused to give me time to grasp the full meaning of her statement and then she continued. "If you really displease me, I'll lock the door to your bedroom and you can sleep on the couch while I'm gone."
I sighed. "What do I have to do to make you happy?"
Sarah grinned. "That's very simple, just obey me without question."
It was after 4:00 by the time the locksmith finished his work. Once he was done the doors to Sarah's room, the den and my bedroom all had dead bolt locks on them. All three locks could be opened by the same key. He gave Sarah four copies.
After he left I went around and examined his work. Sarah's room and the den had locks that opened with a key from the outside and a latch from the inside. I noticed that the lock on my bedroom door required a key to open it from both sides. I immediately grasped the ramifications of this. Sarah was now able to lock me in my bedroom.
I shook my head. Life with Sarah was becoming increasingly difficult.
I walked into the den. I was just about to sit down and watch some basketball on television when I heard Sarah call. "Louise its time for me to start getting ready for my date, come into my bathroom and draw me a bath."
I sighed and went into Sarah's room.
She was already naked. I stared at her for a moment. Sarah's gorgeous nude body always had a mesmerizing effect on me.
Sarah noticed my expression and smiled. "I hope Dave has that same reaction when he sees me naked at his apartment tonight." She winked at me. "This will be the first time he actually gets to see me completely naked."
I bit my lower lip. My wife was becoming increasingly bold about her infidelity.
I was about to go into Sarah's bathroom and start her bath when I noticed a long slender box on her bed. The label said, "William's Saddle Shop, equestrian supplies".
"What's in the box?"
Sarah grinned at me. "I'm so glad you asked. Its another little item to help insure your total devotion as my slave."
She opened the box. It was a horsewhip.
I stared at Sarah. I didn't know what to say.
My wife took the whip out of the box. "I'm actually quite excited about using this." She giggled. "This mornings little romp in my bed awakened a serious sadistic streak in me."
Her voice became very stern. "For your own good, I strongly suggest that you work very hard to avoid giving me any excuse to use this while Dave is here tonight. I warn you that I find the idea of whipping you in front of my boyfriend to be quite exciting."
I spent the next hour attending to Sarah as she prepared for her date, Once we were done she checked herself in the mirror and smiled, "I think Dave will be very pleased when he sees me tonight."
Sarah turned to me. "Louise, it's time for you to change clothes."
I looked at Sarah, I was puzzled.
"Louise, I expect you to be dressed appropriately this evening.
A feeling of absolute horror suddenly rolled through me when I realized what she was talking about.
"Sarah, you can't do this to me."
My wife picked up her whip. There was a menacing smile on her face. "Of course I can." She winked at me. "Not only that, I want to do this to you."
Sarah stared at me for a moment and then she sighed. "Louise, Dave is going to become a regular visitor in this house. You're going to have to get used to the idea that you'll be spending a lot of time around him wearing your panties, your lace tee shirts and your apron." She laughed. "And of course your cock cage."
I started to protest. "Sarah you can't..."
Crack! Sarah smacked her whip against the front of her dresser. "Yes I can! Now go to your room, change your clothes and come right back so I can put your chastity cage on you."
I scurried off to my room. Part of me was horrified by what was happening and part of me was incredibly excited.
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I had very mixed feelings about what was happening to me, but I decided to continue to obey Sarah. I wanted to see how all of this was going to play out. I also realized that I didn't know Dave. He was only part of my life because of his relationship with my wife. Being humiliated in front of a stranger seemed much easier to bear than being humiliated in front of a friend or a colleague at work.
I also had to admit that I've harbored secret submissive fantasies for years. This was actually a good opportunity to find out if I really wanted them to become realities
I took a quick shower and changed into a pair of pale yellow panties.
I went through the stack of new lace trimmed tee shirts that Sarah had recently purchased for me. They all had cute little sayings or pictures across the front. They were obviously designed for adolescent girls. I picked out a yellow one that had the words baby doll written across the chest in red glitter and put it on.
When I was done I returned to Sarah's bedroom. She was talking on the telephone. I knocked politely and then I stood in the doorway and waited.
Sarah looked up, saw me in the doorway and kept talking.
"Dave's coming over tonight, he's taking me to the University basketball game. We're using Louis's tickets."
"Yes, Dave's coming into the house for a drink before the game."
"Of course Louis is going to be home."
"Oh yes, he knows exactly who Dave is."
"Monica I intend to remove all doubt about that before we leave for the game."
"Yes, Dave is taking me to his place after the game."
"I certainly am."
"Honey I can't wait, I haven't been properly fucked in over two years."
"Monica, I have to go. The wimp is standing in my bedroom doorway. I'll call you tomorrow and let you know what happened."
Sarah put the telephone down and looked at me. "You may enter."
I walked into The bedroom.
"Stand over here."
I stood next to Sarah. My cock cage was on the table next to her.
"Pull your panties down."
I did as I was told."
Sarah slipped my cock cage into place, snapped the lock closed and put the key into her purse. After she was done she looked at me and said, "Turn around."
I did a quick turn for Sarah. She giggled, "Oh yes, this will do very nicely."
I looked down, the chastity cage made a large bulge in the front of my panties. It was obvious that I was wearing something hard on my cock and balls. Dave was certain to notice it. This was going to be a very humiliating evening.
"Go start preparing the appetizers for Dave and me. I assume there is plenty of scotch and beer in the house."
"I nodded, "Yes ma'am".
"We'll need the parking card from your car. When we get to the game we'll be using your faculty parking place."
I knew that Sarah planned to spend the night with Dave. I liked to go into my office early on Sunday mornings. It was a nice quiet time to get work done. I looked at Sarah and said, "I was planning to go into my office for a little while in the morning.
She thought for a moment and then she said, "Well I guess you'll just have to park in the student lot won't you."
"But that will give me a nine block walk."
She picked up her whip. "Exercise is good for you. Now go attend to your errands. I want to call Cassie before Dave gets here."
I went into the kitchen and began preparing the appetizers. I made mushroom caps stuffed with crab, miniature crab and shrimp burritos and ham and cheese rolls. I'm really not sure why I went to all the trouble of preparing three very fancy appetizers. I suppose I was trying to impress Sarah with my skill as a chef.
I was terrified that Dave was stealing my wife from me and I was desperately trying to find ways to win her back. But there was more to it than just that. Part of me also found the idea of Sarah taking a lover to be incredibly exciting. There was no question that my current life as a slave was painful, humiliating and very difficult. The nagging problem for me was that deep down inside I also knew that I was enjoying it.
While I worked I thought about everything that was happening to me. I was both afraid and curious to learn just how far Sarah was willing to take this little game that she was playing. The more I thought about it, the more it became clear to me that I wanted to find out. As I finished cooking, I made a decision. Tonight I was going to be a very compliant slave.
I was just putting the appetizers into the oven to keep them warm when Sarah walked into the kitchen.
I stopped and stared at her. My wife was astonishingly beautiful. She was wearing a thin white blouse that just barely concealed her ample breasts. It was obvious that she wasn't wearing a brassiere. Her skin tight jeans and spike heeled pumps showcased her gorgeous rear end. Her long brown hair was pulled back in a pony tail and her makeup were perfect. Sarah was a breathtaking sight. As I looked at my wife I was overwhelmed with envy. I would have given anything to be in Dave's place this evening.
Sarah looked at me. It almost seemed as if she could read my mind. She laughed and said, "Suffer pussyboy, this wasn't done for you."
I obediently bowed my head, "Yes Ms. Raymond, I understand."
Sarah stared at me for a moment and then she said, "Really?"
I slowly nodded, "I will obey."
My wife continued staring at me for a long time. Finally she smiled and said, "Louise, I think this may turn out to be a very exciting evening. I am..."
Suddenly the doorbell rang. Sarah stopped in mid sentence.
"Well pussyboy, don't just stand there; answer the door!"
I ran to the front door. When I got there I stood for a moment and took a deep breath. I was absolutely certain that this was about to be the single most humiliating evening of my entire life.
I opened the front door. For the very first time Dave and I stood face to face with each other. I studied him for a moment. Dave was the classic macho male. He was about 6'3" tall and a little over two hundred pounds. The tight fitting knit golf shirt he was wearing accentuated his muscular frame. He was a little older than I expected. He must have been in his early to mid forties. Nevertheless he was in remarkably good physical condition. His rock hard stomach showed no signs that it might turn into a middle aged paunch. The light streaks of gray that ran through his long black hair gave Dave a very distinguished appearance. He was an extraordinarily handsome man. It was easy to understand why Sarah fell for him.
It was cold outside, but Dave hadn't bothered with a jacket. He was obviously a very tough man.
While I was examining him, Dave was doing the same thing to me. After a brief moment he shook his head, "Hell and damn, I do not believe this."
Behind me Sarah started laughing. "Oh it is true." She paused, "Louise aren't you going to invite our guest to come in?"
"Yes Ms. Raymond."
I bowed politely and said, Dave won't you please come in and sit down."
"Excuse me, but I don't remember anyone giving you permission to call our guest by his first name. I think for someone of your status, Sir would be a much more appropriate way to address him."
"Yes Ms. Raymond. I apologize Ms. Raymond."
"I forgive you Pussyboy, just don't let it happen again."
Dave walked by me shaking his head. "This is fucking unbelievable."
Sarah walked up to him, threw her arms around his neck and gave him a long passionate kiss.
When they were done she smiled at Dave and said, "Hi sweetheart I missed you."
Dave smiled back at her. "I missed you to baby."
My stomach turned over when I heard that. They were talking like old lovers. Hearing your wife call another man sweetheart is very difficult.
Sarah took Dave's hand and led him to the couch. "Sit down sweetheart, make yourself comfortable."
As soon as her boyfriend was seated Sarah sat down next to him. "Dave honey, what can Louise get you to drink. We have both beer and scotch."
Dave looked at me. "Bring me a bottle of beer." He paused and then he added, "Pussyboy."
Sarah giggled. "You heard the man Louise; get him beer and you can bring me a glass of pinot grigio."
She turned to Dave, "Honey, are you hungry? Pussyboy made up a very nice selection of appetizers for you."
Dave nodded, "Thanks, I could use a bite to eat."
Sarah looked at me. "Bring the appetizers as well."
I went into the kitchen, set up the beverages on a tray and carried it back into the living room. As soon as I walked through the kitchen door I stopped dead in my tracks. Dave and Sarah were making out on the couch. I suspected this was coming. I'd been bracing myself for it all afternoon. Nevertheless, imagining it and seeing it close up are two completely different situations.
I took a deep breath and walked into the living room. I set the tray of drinks on the coffee table and waited. Dave and Sarah ignored my presence and kept right on kissing. I wasn't exactly sure how I was supposed to act.
After a moment I said, "Excuse me Ms. Raymond, would Sir like me to pour his beer into a glass?"
Sarah broke off their kiss and glared at me. "Did anyone address you Pussyboy?"
"No ma'am."
"Then I don't understand why we were so rudely interrupted."
"I'm sorry Ms. Raymond. I wasn't sure what I was supposed to do."
"Well now that we've already been disturbed, you may ask him."
"Sir, would you like me to pour your beer into a glass?"
Dave laughed. "No thanks Pussyboy, the bottle will be just fine."
I set their beverages on the table in front of them and went back to the kitchen. I prepared the tray of appetizers. It took me a few minutes to decoratively arrange them on the platter. Once I was done I picked up the tray and carried it into the living room.
I know that I shouldn't have been shocked by what I saw, but I was. Sarah's blouse was unbuttoned. Her large breasts were hanging free and fully exposed. Dave was fondling her nipples. It took every bit of control that I could muster to continue into the room and set the tray of appetizers on the coffee table.
As soon as I set the tray down, Dave grinned at me. "Hey pussyboy, you're a real stand up guy."
I looked at Dave with a puzzled expression.
He laughed. "I'm a titty man and your wife has great titties. I want to thank you for your generosity." He cupped both of Sarah's naked breasts. "It's really nice of you to let me play with these gorgeous titties."
Sarah shook her head. "Dave you don't have to be quite so crude."
He smirked, "Sorry babe, I guess I just got carried away."
He looked at me. "Louise, your wife has beautiful breasts. I want to thank you for allowing me to enjoy them."
Sarah was doing everything she could to keep from bursting out in laughter.
Dave held up Sarah's right breast. "Look at this pussyboy. This breast is magnificent."
He started to play with Sarah's nipple. "Look at this nipple. It's almost perfect." He pulled on it. "Look how long it is, it gets me hard just looking at it."
Sarah was laughing out loud and rolling her eyes.
"Hey pussyboy, wanna know what I'm going to do to your wife when we go to my apartment after the game tonight?"
I just stared at the floor. I had no idea how to respond.
He smiled at me. "I'm going to titty fuck her."
He looked at my wife. "Is that too crude babe?"
Sarah was laughing so hard that all she could do was shake her head.
"Do you know what a titty fuck is Pussyboy?"
I shook my head. I was being honest. I really didn't know.
"Well this must be sex education night, so I'll tell you."
He grinned at me. "I'm going to straddle your wife's waist, stick my big dick between those gorgeous titties, press 'em together and fuck 'em like crazy."
Sarah was now laughing so hard that she had her face buried in her hands.
Dave winked at me. "You ever do that to her Pussyboy?" He shook his head, "I guess not, you need a big great big dick to do that."
Both Dave and Sarah burst into hysterical laughter.
I was totally humiliated.
Sarah looked at me. She had a menacing smile on her face. "Pussyboy get down on your knees."
As I got on my knees Sarah said, "Louise I want you to watch this so that you understand exactly how things are going to be around here from now on."
She leaned over, unzipped Dave's jeans and took his cock out. He had an erection.
Dave's cock wasn't particularly long by pornography standards. It was maybe seven inches, but it was thick. It was the size of a flashlight. It was easy to understand why Sarah was excited about fucking him.
My wife smiled at me, "Pussyboy pay careful attention. After tonight, I don't want any confusion about how things stand between the three of us."
My stomach did a complete flip as Sarah leaned over and kissed the head of Dave's cock.
Sarah was just about to put her boyfriend's cock into her mouth when he stopped her. He picked up his bottle of beer. It was over half full. Dave drained it in two swallows, set it down and looked at me with a huge grin on his face. "Pussyboy, why don't you fetch me another beer before your wife starts sucking my dick."
Sarah turned to me. "Louise, you heard the man; get him a beer."
I stood up, scurried into the kitchen, got another bottle of beer and brought it to the living room.
When I handed it to Dave he winked at me and said, "Thanks Pussyboy, it was real nice of you to do that for me."
Dave took a big swallow of beer. When he set the bottle down on the table Sarah asked, "Are you ready now?"
He smiled, "I sure am baby."
Sarah looked at me. "Louise, I know this might be hard for you to understand, but this is what a woman does for a man when she's attracted to him."
My wife leaned forward and started giving her boyfriend a blow job. It took every bit of self control that I could muster to obediently kneel at her feet while she brazenly sucked another man's cock in front of me.
Sarah's eyes were closed. She was obviously enjoying this. Dave also had his eyes closed. It was apparent that he was enjoying this every bit as much as Sarah. For the next several minutes they both completely forgot about me.
Suddenly Dave gasped and his body jerked. Sarah started stroking his cock even more vigorously than before. I realized immediately that he was ejaculating into my wife's mouth.
Sarah kept sucking Dave's cock. When he started to lose his erection she let it slip out of her mouth and stood up. My wife walked over to me, grabbed my hair and pulled me up to my feet. Once I was standing Sarah held my head between both of her hands and pulled my face to hers. A small dribble of Dave's semen dripped from the corner of her mouth as her lips moved closer and closer to mine.
I knew what was coming. I'd already decided to accept it with grace.
Just as Sarah's lips were about to touch mine she said, "I have a present for you Pussyboy. Open your mouth and let me give it to you."
I obediently parted my lips.
Sarah kissed me and passed all of Dave's semen from her mouth to mine.
As she did this I heard Dave say, "Fucking amazing! I never would have believed that if I hadn't seen it with my own eyes."
Sarah broke off her kiss and turned to her boyfriend. "You owe me a steak dinner at Maguires buddy boy."
Dave shook his head, "Yeah, yeah you win."
Sarah grinned at him, "I knew I could make him do it."
I fell to my knees. I was totally humiliated. I was the butt of an obscene bet."
Sarah quickly buttoned her blouse while Dave zipped up his jeans.
"Baby it's 7:45. We have to hurry or were going to miss the tip off."
Dave looked at me. I was still on my knees. "Hey Pussyboy, thanks for your basketball tickets. They look like great seats."
Dave and Sarah hurried out the door. Just before she left my wife turned to me. "I'm going to spend the night at Dave's. I should be home some time tomorrow afternoon." She paused, "By the way, you were very well behaved tonight. As your reward, I left both the den door and your bedroom door unlocked."
I stood by the window and peeked out the curtain while Dave and Sarah got into Dave's car and drove down the street.
Once they were gone I took a deep breath and tried to relax. I still wasn't exactly sure how I felt about what had just happened, but there was no doubt that it was a very intense experience.
I went into the living room, picked up the glasses and dishes and brought them into the kitchen. Dave had barely touched the plate of appetizers so I warmed them up again, grabbed the bottle of pinot grigio that I'd opened for Sarah and carried everything into the den.
I set the food and wine on the table next to my chair, turned on the television and sat down to watch the basketball game. For the next hour I forgot about everything. I ate snacks, drank wine and watched the game. I had a pretty good time.
The University won the game by sixteen points. After the game ended I took a shower, watched the news, finished the bottle of wine and went to bed. I fell asleep quickly.
On Sunday morning I got up, made a pot of coffee and read the Sunday newspaper. This was the first time I really missed Sarah. Up until recently we had a regular Sunday morning ritual. We would sit at the dining room table together and read the New York Times. Each time we finished a section we would trade so that we could discuss what we were reading. We ate sweet rolls and drank coffee while we read. It was a wonderful way to spend a Sunday morning.
Once we were done reading the paper, Sarah would find the crossword puzzle and read me the clues. We always solved the puzzle together.
That morning, as I sat at the dining room table solving the crossword puzzle by myself I realized that I missed my wife. I began to think about the events of the past few days. I was living a sexual fantasy that I'd dreamed about for years. I should have been wildly excited about what was happening, but I realized that I wasn't.
I pondered this question for the entire day. I finally understood that part of the problem was that I didn't like Dave. It wasn't because he was dating my wife, it was because he was a crude bully. He was the kind of person that I'd spent most of my life trying to avoid.
As I continued to think about all of this I also realized that Sarah had changed. This morning, I desperately missed the woman I married two years ago, but that wasn't the woman who left the house with Dave last night. The woman I married two years ago loved me. I wasn't so sure that the woman who sucked Dave's cock last night felt the same way.
This was all very confusing. I worried that feelings of jealousy might be clouding my perception. I wondered if I just needed time to get used to this new life style. It was after all, a very drastic change.
I finally decided to not do anything. There were still several days before my punishment was due to end. Waiting seemed like a good idea. I wanted my wife back. I wanted to find the woman I married two years ago.
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Sarah got home just after 7:00 on Sunday evening. I was kind of surprised by this, I'd expected her to come home much earlier. I greeted her when she walked in the front door. "Hello Ms. Raymond, did you have an enjoyable night out?"
She smiled at me. "Yes, I had a wonderful evening."
She handed me her coat. "Hang this up please."
As I put her coat in the closet I asked, "Would you like some dinner?"
She shook her head. "No thank you, Dave and I stopped for a hamburger on our way over here."
Sarah seemed strangely distant. I looked at her and asked, "Ms Raymond is everything alright?"
Sarah stared at me for a moment. It almost seemed like she was about to tell me something then chose not to. Instead she said, "I'm fine Louis. I'm just very tired. I didn't get much sleep last night." She looked at me, "If you don't mind, I'm going to go straight to bed."
Sarah started to walk to her bedroom. As she walked away from me I said, "Ms. Raymond would you please unlock my chastity cage."
Sarah stopped and looked at me. After a moment she nodded. "Yes Louis, of course I will. Go get the key from my purse.
I got the key for Sarah. She quickly unlocked my chastity cage and told me to put it in my bedroom. After she was done she walked into her bedroom and closed the door behind her.
Once Sarah was gone I stood perfectly still and considered everything that had just occurred. Sarah's manner was very strange. She seemed preoccupied. There was obviously something on her mind.
Sarah was up before six on Monday morning. This was completely out for character for her. On weekdays Sarah generally slept until seven.
When she walked into the kitchen I was making French toast. This was one of Sarah's favorites.
I asked her if she would like some breakfast. She smiled at me. "No thank you Louis. I have a big day ahead of me. I'll get something when I get to my office."
As Sarah was about to leave she stopped and stared at me. "Louis what time will you get home from the University today?"
"I don't know, my last class ends at four. I suppose that I can easily be home by five."
Sarah thought for a moment. "Can I meet you here at five. I have something we need to discuss."
I smiled. "Of course, I'll make it a point to be home."
Sarah nodded and said, "Good, I'll see you at five." And then she turned and walked out the door.
As soon as she was gone I shook my head. Something was very wrong.
Monday was a busy day. Nonetheless, I spent most of my spare time wondering what Sarah wanted to talk to me about at 5:00.
My last lecture ended at 4:00. I immediately went to my office and cleaned up my desk. I was very efficient, I pulled my car into our garage at 4:45. When I walked into the house it was empty. Sarah wasn't home yet.
I went into the kitchen and started looking for something to make for dinner. I was just taking some lasagna out of the freezer when I heard the front door open. I set everything down and went into the dining room.
Sarah was there. Her briefcase was on the dining room table. It was open. She was taking two file folders out of it.
I smiled at her. "Hello, how was your day?"
She looked up at me. She paused for a moment and then she said, "Oh it was fine."
I nodded toward the files. "What are those?"
Sarah took a deep breath and said, "Louis, Dave asked me to marry him yesterday."
I stared at her. I really didn't know what to say.
"I accepted his proposal. Louis, I am going to marry Dave."
I was flustered, but I quickly pulled myself together. I stared at her. "You understand that you have a small complication with this plan."
"Yes, of course I understand."
I assume you're planning to divorce me."
"Yes, I am."
I was stunned. My complete shock was probably a good thing. I needed to be able to talk with Sarah about this without falling apart.
Sarah took over the conversation. "Louis, I like you very much; but right now I need some things that you can't offer me. Louis, I need a man; a man like Dave."
I stared at Sarah. I didn't say anything.
"Louis, there still could be a place for you in my life."
I looked at her. "What do you mean?"
"Louis, I've enjoyed this last week. You make a wonderful slave. I've discussed this with Dave. He's willing to let me keep you. Louis, I would like you to live with Dave and me as our slave."
I shook my head. "You have to be joking."
"No I'm not. I'm being very serious."
Sarah picked up the two file folders. "These are divorce settlements. I drew them up today. We live in a no fault divorce state."
She set one of the folders on the table and opened it.
"You have two choices. This one is a 60/40 split of our assets. You get the 60 percent. I am being very generous. I want this divorce to go quickly and easily. I do get the house, but you are well compensated for its value. I have been financially very successful over the past several years. Under this plan you reap the benefits of this success. You will walk out of this marriage as a very wealthy man."
Sarah paused, "You can get a lawyer and try to draft your own settlement, but I'm a divorce attorney. I know the law. My offer is much more generous than anything you will ever get from a judge and you will have to pay enormous legal fees as part of that process."
I nodded, "Okay, what's in the other folder?"
"You agree to become my slave. Of course we can't legally phrase it like that, but that will be the result. I will take all of the assets from our marriage. You will get nothing."
Sarah stared at me for a moment and let that sink in, then she continued. "Dave and I will allow you to continue teaching at the University, but all of your income will be surrendered to me. You will be totally dependent on me for everything you need or want. You will not be allowed to have anything of your own, you will be my slave."
She set the second folder on the dining room table.
"Dave is waiting for me in his car. I am going to leave now. You have three choices, accept one of my two offers or get an attorney. I will be back tomorrow at five o'clock. I will expect your decision at that time. If you haven't decided, I will withdraw my offers and we can let a judge resolve this."
Sarah looked at me. "Believe me Louis, in this state a judge will only give you a 50/50 split." She smiled. "Louis, I am really hoping that you will choose my second offer. You really do make a wonderful slave."
Sarah picked up her purse and her briefcase and walked out the door. She left the two folders on the dining room table.
I was stunned. For the next several hours I rode an emotional roller coaster. At first I was devastated by Sarah's rejection of me. I cried like a baby.
Crying was a emotional release for me. The tears helped me purge some of the frustration and tension that had built up inside me during the past week. Gradually the tears stopped and I slowly pulled myself back together.
Later as I continued to think about everything, I got angry. Sarah had changed. She wasn't the woman I married. Now she was just an evil bitch. Dave deserved her.
I opened a bottle of wine and went into the den. I sat down in my chair and started drinking. About halfway through the bottle of wine my masochism took over. The idea of living as Sarah's slave started to intrigue me. I realized that I was being presented with the opportunity to live a life long fantasy.
The previous week had been difficult, but that was partially because it was new and different. I wondered what would it be like once it became a routine.
I remembered the morning Sarah sat on my face and tortured my nipples. I closed my eyes and created a little fantasy about Sarah's whip. I wondered if she would make me wear a collar and a leash.
Dave was still a problem. I didn't like him. He was a bully.
I drank more wine. The alcohol tore down my inhibitions. I remembered the taste of Dave's semen when Sarah kissed me after giving him a blow job. I imagined the exquisite torture of being forced to kneel at the foot of the bed and watch as this dominant brute made love to my beautiful goddess.
I finished the bottle of wine. I was intoxicated. I unzipped my pants and took my penis out. I closed my eyes and stroked my erect cock while I imagined Dave rolling off of Sarah. She was lying on her back enjoying the after glow an intense orgasm. Her legs were brazenly spread open. Dave's cum dripped from her ravaged cunt.
Dave reached down, and in one powerful motion grabbed me, pulled me onto the bed and forced my face into Sarah's cum drenched pussy. I heard both of them laughing as I licked Dave's semen from my ex-wife's cunt. The humiliation I was feeling was exquisite torture.
The idea of submitting to a crude man like Dave was slowly turning into the ultimate masochistic fantasy. I was tired. I went to bed. As I fell asleep I dreamed about living as Sarah's maid. Choice two was becoming more attractive.
I woke early the next morning. Last nights bottle of wine left me with a dull headache. I made some coffee and used it to wash down two aspirins. I felt better after I showered and shaved. I put on a sport coat and tie and drove to the University.
My first lecture was at 9:00. I wasn't at my best. I was hung over and preoccupied with the decision I had to make in the afternoon. Fortunately I was lecturing on a topic that I knew very well. I didn't have to be at my best.
By lunch time I was feeling better. My headache was gone and I knew what I was going to do. Once I had a chance to consider the question with a clear head, it wasn't a difficult decision. I coasted through the rest of my day with a smile on my face. I was actually whistling when I walked to my car.
I got home at 4:30, took off my coat and tie, opened a bottle of wine and poured a glass for myself. I sat down on the couch, kicked my shoes off and picked up the newspaper.
It was just after 5:00 when I heard Sarah's key in the door. She walked in, set her briefcase on the dining room table and noticed the open bottle of wine.
She turned to me. "Louis a glass of wine would be very nice."
I smiled at her. "You know where the glasses are, help yourself."
Sarah stared at me for a moment. Finally she said, "I see. I gather you're telling me that you've made your decision."
I nodded. "Yes I am."
"I'm disappointed. I was hoping you would accept my offer to become my slave."
"I thought about it."
"I guess I misjudged you. I thought you enjoyed being submissive."
"No, your judgment was correct. I do enjoy submitting to a powerful woman."
"Then I don't understand why you rejected my offer."
"It's very simple. The woman I submit to has to love me."
Sarah stared at me for a long time. Finally she said, "I see." She paused. Sarah was obviously trying to collect herself. My last response had apparently disarmed her.
After a moment she sighed and looked at me. "Well I guess that's it then. Will you sign the other agreement?"
I smiled. "Yes, it's very generous."
I signed the other paper. As I handed it to her I said, "I'll be out of the house by the end of the weekend."
"You can have more time if you need it."
"No, I'm sure I can find an apartment in the next few days."
Sarah put both file folders into her briefcase. "Louis, I am sorry it ended this way."
I nodded. "So am I Sarah. I'll miss you."
She stared at me. "Really?'
"Yes, I will."
We looked at each other for a moment. Neither of us said anything.
Finally Sarah sighed. "Louis I have to go. Dave is waiting in the car."
My wife picked up her briefcase and walked out the door. She didn't bother to say good bye.
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Six weeks passed before I saw Sarah again. We met in a judges office. We had to sign the final divorce settlement. During the meeting, Sarah was uncharacteristically reticent.
We left the judges office together. As we walked out of the court house I turned to her. "Have you and Dave set a date for the wedding?"
She shook her head. "No not yet."
I stopped and looked at her. "Really? I would have thought you'd be getting married immediately after our divorce became final."
Sarah snapped at me. "Louis that's really none of your business."
I shook my head. "I'm sorry Sarah. I didn't mean to pry. I was just trying to be cordial." I smiled at her. "Sarah I hope you and Dave are very happy together."
I turned to walk away.
"Louis, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to snap at you. It's just that..." She hesitated.
"What Sarah?"
"Louis, I miss you."
I smiled. "Sarah I miss you too."
I turned and walked away. When I got to the corner I looked back. Sarah was still standing where I'd left her. She was watching me.
I waved. She waved back. The stop light turned green. I walked across the street, got into my car and drove away.
Two months later.
It was Thursday morning. A group of us were standing in the History Department Office gossiping. The University had just named a new Dean to head the Law School. The previous Dean, Roger Franklin resigned several months ago under a cloud of scandal. Shortly after he was appointed as the Dean of the Law School, he was left standing at the altar by a law student.
At first he was merely the butt of campus jokes, but it wasn't long before people started asking why he was going to marry a law student in the first place. Everyone began to question the appropriateness of his behavior
He weathered the scandal for almost a year, but eventually the local newspapers picked up the story. Once that happened his days as the Dean were numbered. It wasn't long before there was a press conference. Dr. Franklin announced that for the good of the University, he was leaving the faculty and going into private practice. The last we heard he was doing quickie divorces in Atlantic City.
Janice, the department secretary was telling us everything she'd heard about the new Dean when the telephone rang.
She picked it up. After a moment she put the caller on hold and looked at me. "Dr. Mitchell, your ex-wife is on the phone.
I nodded to Janice. "Thank you, I'll take it in my office."
I walked into my office and sat down at my desk. After a moment the telephone rang. I picked it up. "Hello Sarah, what can I do for you?"
"Louis, I just called to say hello. " She paused. "Is that alright?"
"Yes, it's very nice. I think about you a lot."
"Really? It's nice to hear you say that. I think about you all the time Louis."
"Sarah, how is Dave? Are you married now?"
"No Louis, I'm not with Dave anymore."
"Really, What happened?"
"I don't know, he turned out to be rather dull. I threw him out about a month ago. Louis, can I see you?"
"What do you mean?"
I'd really like to get together with you, could we have lunch?"
There was a moment of silence on the telephone. I had to stop and think. Part of me was still angry with Sarah.
Sarah picked up on my hesitation. "Louis after the way I treated you I can understand why you might say no, but please give me another chance. I just want to have lunch with you."
I took a deep breath. "Alright Sarah, when do you want to get together?"
"How about today? I don't have any plans for lunch. If my memory is correct you don't have another class until 2:00."
Sarah was right. Her memory of my schedule was accurate.
She prodded me. "I'll buy lunch at the Kensington Grill."
The Kensington Grill was an institution in our city. Sarah knew that I loved eating there. I smiled to myself. Sarah was making an offer that she knew I'd have trouble refusing.
I laughed. "Alright, you've made me an offer I can't refuse."
"Thank you Louis."
"What time shall I meet you?"
"How about 11:30?"
"I'll be there."
"I'll make a reservation. It will be in my name."
"I'll see you in an hour Sarah."
I set the telephone down and smiled. The world was filled with surprises.
I walked into the Kensington Grill at exactly 11:30. I told the maitre d' that I was meeting Sarah Raymond. He led me to her table.
Sarah was sipping a cup of tea. She looked up and smiled as I approached her.
I leaned over and kissed her cheek. "You're still the most beautiful woman in the world."
Sarah smiled at me. "Louis you're very sweet." She sighed. "It would never have occurred to Dave to say something like that."
I sat down. "Sarah, I'm sorry things fell a part with Dave. What happened?"
Sarah stared at me for a moment. Finally she said, "Dave never would have been able to say that either."
I laughed. "Yes, but Dave had a great big dick."
Sarah smiled. "Yes he certainly did." She laughed. "He knew how to use it too."
Sarah stopped and shook her head. "Louis, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to say that." She stared at the floor for a moment. "Well maybe I did want to say that. Louis, Dave is magnificent in bed. He's a much better lover than you are; but Louis, you're twice the man he is."
I stared at Sarah. "What are you talking about?"
"Louis, you're kind and considerate. You have a wonderful variety of interests. You can carry on an interesting conversation. Louis, it's fun to be with you."
I sighed. "But I can't fuck worth a damn."
Sarah smiled at me. "That's not completely true. You're very skilled with your tongue."
"But that wasn't enough for you."
Sarah slowly nodded. "That's true."
She stared at the floor for a moment and then she looked up at me. "Louis you're right. You don't have a big cock that's fun to suck and you can't fuck me until I want to scream for mercy." She reached across the table and held my hand. "But you're a wonderful man and it's so much fun to spend time with you. Louis when Dave wasn't fucking me, he was boring."
We heard a noise behind us. We turned, it was the waiter. He smiled. "Would you like to order lunch?"
Sarah nodded to him. "Yes please, I'll have a chicken Caesar salad and some more tea."
The waiter looked at me. "Sir?"
"I'll have the same thing, only I'd like a cup of coffee rather than tea."
"Very good sir."
The waiter left.
After he was gone Sarah looked at me. "Louis would you consider taking me back?"
She quickly added, "I know I was awful to you. Louis, I'll do anything I can to make it up to you." She shook her head. "Louis I want to do the Sunday crossword with you. I want to go shopping with you. I want to create fancy dinners and sample exotic wines with you. Please give me another chance."
I laughed. "Sarah I want to do those things too."
"Really?"
"Yes, very much."
Sarah started smiling. "Will you take me back?"
"Maybe."
Her smile disappeared. "Louis, I am sorry about what I did to you. Please forgive me. Just tell me what I have to do to make it up to you and I'll do it."
I shook my head. "Sarah, I didn't say maybe because I'm angry with you. I said it because I'm not sure you can live without big cocks. How long will it be before you start dreaming about being fucked until you cry for mercy?"
Sarah sighed. "Louis, life is a series of choices. You're right, I'll miss that; but I now understand just how much you mean to me. I'll have to learn to live without it."
"Why?"
"Haven't you been listening to anything I've said? Louis I love you. I miss you so much. I can't bear to go through life without you."
I grinned at Sarah. "Those are the most wonderful words you've ever said to me. You cannot possibly imagine how much I've longed to hear you say those words during the past year."
"Louis, I'm so sorry. I got very confused during this past year. Sex has a very powerful effect on a person's state of mind."
"I understand that. That's why I'm wondering why you would want to give it up."
Sarah raised her voice. "Because I want to be with you! Can't you get that through your thick skull. I love you. I'll give up everything to be with you."
Sarah quickly regained control. She bowed her head. "I'm sorry Louis. I didn't mean to raise my voice."
I reached out and took her hand. "No, I'm the one that should be sorry. I wasn't making myself clear."
The waiter brought our lunch. We were both quiet while he set our salads in front of us.
As soon as he was gone I took a deep breath. "Sarah, what if I told you that I wouldn't mind if you enjoyed an occasional big cock?"
Sarah stared at me. "Louis, what do you mean?"
I smiled at her. "Sarah don't make me do this all on my own." I looked at her. "You enjoyed our last week together didn't you?"
"Yes, it was one of the most exciting weeks of my life." She looked at me. "But I thought you hated it."
I shook my head. "No, I hated the fact that you ignored me. I hated the fact that you ate dinner with Dave on your way home from a weekend with him rather than waiting and eating with me. I hated it when you locked yourself in your room as soon as you walked into the house." I laughed. "I hated the fact that you divorced me and wanted to marry Dave."
"But I gave you a chance to be my slave. You turned it down."
"You offered me slavery without love. Sarah, I would love to be your slave, but you have to love me in return. You have to care about me. You have to want to spend time with me."
Sarah grabbed my hand and squeezed it. "Louis do you think we can really do that?"
"Yes, I am sure we can. We're going to have to set some ground rules. We're going to have to learn to talk about it." I smiled at her. "But Sarah, we're both smart people, we can make it work if we try."
Sarah grinned at me. "Louis, that would be wonderful."
Three months later.
It was late. It was just after 1:00 am. Sarah was out with Cassie and Monica. They'd gone to dinner. After dinner they'd planned to spend the rest of the evening going to night clubs.
I was reading on the living room couch. Suddenly a set of head lights swept across the living room curtains. A car had just pulled into our driveway.
I got up and peeked out the window. It was a Lincoln Navigator. I could see a man in the driver's seat. He appeared to be alone. He was lying back in his seat.
I watched. After a few minutes Sarah's head appeared. The man handed my wife his handkerchief. Sarah used it to wipe off her mouth.
She returned the handkerchief and kissed the man. It was a long passionate kiss. When they finally broke apart, Sarah got out of the car and ran up the front walk. I went to the front door to greet her.
When she came through the front door, Sarah threw her arms around my neck and kissed me. "Hi baby, I'm so glad you're still up."
"You obviously met a guy."
"Oh yes, Louis he is so hot."
"What's his name?"
Sarah grabbed my hand. "Lets go into the bedroom. I want to sit on your face and tell you all about my evening."
We were both so excited that we almost ran into the bedroom.
As I was undressing Sarah she said. "His name is Ray. I told him all about you. Louis, he would like to meet you. He's coming to dinner Saturday night." She looked at me. "Is that okay?"
I laughed. "Of course it is. I'll make Tuna Delmonico for the two of you."
"Louis, it takes three hours just to make the sauce for that dish."
"I know, but this is a special occasion. It sounds like you might have a new boyfriend."
Sarah pushed me down on the bed. "I can't wait to cuckold you again."
I looked at her. "Sarah would you take my chastity cage off?"
She giggled. "Not until after Ray's fucked me on Saturday night. I want you to be just as excited about this dinner date as I am."
Sarah sat on my face and started telling me all about her knew lover. Life was wonderful. The next few days were going to be such sweet torture.



        Cowboy Steak and Beans

        Sarah meets a handsome cowboy.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/cowboy-steak-and-beans

Title: Cowboy Steak and Beans

Author: Goodhusband

Category: BDSM

Description: Sarah meets a handsome cowboy.

Tags: masochism, sadism, hot wife, cuckold, cream pies, humiliation
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That said, if you are just looking for romantic dramas this story and it's predecessor, "Louis Makes a Decision" are not good choices for you. Sarah Raymond is the most dominant and sadistic wife that I have ever created. She loves her husband, but she also torments him with relentless intensity. These two stories are meant for enthusiasts of this genre.
If you are looking for romantic dramas and won't be offended by the hot wife cuckold life style I would suggest some of my earlier stories. "Sandra and Stevie" or "April's Story" would be good choices.
*
It was the second Sunday in November. Sarah and I had just landed at the San Antonio airport. We were traveling to the tiny town of Janderville, Texas. Janderville was the home of my Great Aunt Maude.
When she was 18, Maude married a Texas cattle rancher named Ben Palmer and moved to Janderville. She spent the rest of her life there helping her husband run their ranch.
While I was growing up my great aunt was a frequent guest in our house. Everyone loved Maude. She was a fascinating woman. My mother went to visit her at least once a year. Because of school, I was never allowed to accompany her on these trips. This was going to be my first visit to Janderville. Unfortunately, it wasn't a pleasure trip.
Last week my cousin Diane called to tell me that Maude was dying in a Janderville nursing home. That night I explained the situation to Sarah. The next day my wife had her secretary make all the necessary travel arrangements. Sarah was adamant, we were going to Texas.
We were lucky, the timing was good. Monday was Veterans Day. The University was on a short break and Sarah had a day with a clear court calendar. This allowed us to fly to Texas on Sunday morning and return home again the next day.
Three hours after landing in San Antonio we were speeding down a two lane highway in west central Texas. We had just passed through the Texas hill country. The scenery was beautiful.
Sarah was at the wheel of our rented Cadillac. She always did the driving when we traveled together. You might say that applied to all aspects of our marriage. My wife always drove.
Sarah liked to drive fast. I watched as she pulled up behind two slower cars and floored the accelerator. My wife took a deep breath as the powerful Cadillac engine roared to life. She casually swung our car into the oncoming traffic lane and passed the two cars like they were standing still. Power was an aphrodisiac to Sarah. When she pulled back into our lane I looked over at the speedometer. We were traveling at well over ninety miles per hour.
It was seven months since we reunited. If you read our previous story, you know about our divorce. Sarah and I got remarried in mid June. That crisis forged a solid bond between us. Since we got back together, our marriage has been a model of indestructible love.
Don't get me wrong. I am still a submissive cuckold slave.
Sarah continues to go dancing every Thursday night with her friends Cassie and Monica. On these evenings my wife occasionally meets a guy she likes. When she does, she feels free to bring him home. After introducing him to me, they generally go directly to her bedroom and spent the rest of the night fucking.
Sarah has had two steady boyfriends since we remarried. Those guys have to go through an interesting selection process. Sarah invites them to dinner. She likes to get my opinion about a guy before she starts seeing him on a regular basis. If I don't approve of her new man, he's out on his ear.
Sarah's newest boyfriend drove us to the airport that morning. His name was Derek Snyder. Mr. Snyder was generally fair and kind, but he treated me with just enough calculated disdain to keep me in my place. Even though Derek was 27 and I was 40, Sarah required me to address him as Mr. Snyder.
Because our flight left at 7:00 that morning, Mr. Snyder spent the previous night at our house.
I served them a very nice dinner of poached salmon and rice pilaf. After dinner Derek and Sarah sat on the living room couch and taunted me by making out while I cleaned the kitchen and dining room. My wife actually gave her boyfriend a blow job while I timidly watched from the dining room.
After they finally got bored with tormenting me, they retired to Sarah's bedroom where, judging from the noise my wife made, they spent most of the rest of the night fucking.
Once I was done cleaning the house I retired to my own bedroom. I was excited. I would have loved to masturbate, but of course I couldn't. There was a man in the house. I was wearing my chastity cage. This was one of Sarah's strictest rules. When she has a male visitor I am not allowed "to run around with a free swinging dick". She always laughs and tells me that she wouldn't want me to get the idea that I was the equal of one of her stud lovers.
The next morning we were up very early. I served a nice breakfast to Derek and Sarah and then my wife gave her boyfriend a goodbye blow job while I put our bags in my beige minivan.
We had to take my car to the airport. Derek and Sarah both drove sports cars. My minivan was the only vehicle big enough to hold all three of us and our luggage.
The minivan was a birthday present from Sarah. When she gave it to me there was a note on the dash board.
"Dear Louis,
This is the perfect car for the perfect housewife.
Your loving husband,
Sarah"
Sarah loved to tease me about our marital roles. She took great pleasure in pointing out that she was the dominant partner so according to tradition, she must be the husband and I was the submissive partner, so I must be the wife. I'm not sure the women's rights movement would appreciate Sarah's joke, but she found it very funny.
Just before we left the house, I took Sarah aside. "Ms. Raymond, may I ask a favor?'
She nodded to me. "Certainly Louis."
"I'm still wearing my chastity cage. Could you please remove it before we leave for the airport?"
Sarah considered my request. After a moment she shook her head. "I'm sorry Louis, you know the rules. Derek is still with us. It just wouldn't be right." She patted my head. "I promise that I'll take it off as soon as we get to the motel in Janderville."
I sighed and bit my lower lip.
When she noticed my dejected expression, my wife shook her head. Her voice took on a very firm tone. "Louis this really is for the best. There are going to be lots of men at the airport. If you're wearing your cage, I think it will be much easier for you to remember your place." Her voice softened. "Now it's time to leave, go get in the back seat of the minivan."
As we sped down the highway to Janderville, I glanced over at my wife. She was a stunning beauty. Sarah Raymond was a 5' 8" blond with a luscious figure that drew the attention of every man she encountered. She knew she was attractive and she enjoyed flaunting her beauty.
Sarah knew exactly how to do that. At that moment she was wearing a very expensive tan corduroy sport jacket with a pair of faded skin tight western jeans. The Jeans did a wonderful job of showcasing her gorgeous ass. It was an attractive outfit, but Sarah's blouse turned it into a masterpiece. The blouse was a lacy, embroidered white shirt that buttoned up the front. When she got dressed this morning, my wife had left the top three buttons open.
Sarah went braless whenever she had the opportunity. This wasn't because she didn't need a brassiere, believe me she did. My wife went braless because she loved the effect it had on the men she encountered. Today's outfit was no exception. Sarah's ample cleavage poured out of the open top of her blouse.
It was just after 2:00 pm when we entered the city limits of Janderville. City might be a misleading term. Janderville was actually a sleepy little cowboy town. The highway went through the center of the business district and served as the main street. There was a two block stretch with a feed store, a grocery store, a hardware store, a gas station, a cafe and a bar.
The high school was at one end of the town. The only motel was four blocks down Main Street at the other end of town. As we drove passed the high school I noticed there was a football field complete with bleachers and lights. This was rural Texas. Football was king here.
My wife pulled the Cadillac into the parking lot of the Slumber Rest Motel.
We went inside. Sarah took care of the check in details. After she was done she smiled at the desk clerk and asked, "Where we can get a nice dinner this evening?"
The attractive middle aged woman behind the desk handed us our keys and said in a lovely Texas drawl, "Your best bet is the King's Court Supper Club. It's in Sanderson. That's about eighteen miles down the highway."
"Isn't there some place closer?'
"Sure, Molly's Cafe on Main Street."
"How's the food at Molly's?"
"Just fine as long as you want cowboy steak and beans."
"Can we get a cocktail there?"
The desk clerk shook her head. "No Ma'am, but you can get one across the street at Benny's Saloon."
Sarah nodded. "Thank you."
As we turned to leave the desk clerk called to us. "By the way, if you want to watch the football game tonight you're going to have to go to Benny's."
Sarah stared at her. "Why is that?"
She shrugged. "Our Satellite dish is broken. Benny's is the only place in town that will have the game on television." She smiled at us. "If you want a good seat to watch the game, I'd get there early. It's the Cowboy's against the Giants. This is Sunday Night Football. You're in Cowboy country. People here have been talking about this game all week long.
As we stepped out the door, Sarah waved. "Thanks, we'll remember that."
The nursing home was at the other end of town. We drove the four blocks. When we got there, Sarah pulled the Cadillac into the parking lot. We got out and went inside.
Aunt Maude was just barely conscious. When I told her who we were she smiled. That was the full extent of our communication that afternoon. I think she remembered who I was, but I couldn't really be sure. We spent a couple hours holding Maude's hand. When we saw the staff bringing supper trays to the rooms we realized it was dinner time and decided to leave.
Once we got back to the car, Sarah held my hand. "Are you okay baby?"
I smiled. "Thanks, I'm fine." I shrugged. "Getting old is hard."
Sarah squeezed my hand. "I'm glad we have each other. It will make getting old much easier for me."
I sighed. "I'm glad we got back together."
She nodded. "So am I."
Sarah put the car into gear and backed out into Main Street. "Let's go get a nice dinner." She looked at me. "An eighteen mile drive doesn't seem all that far to me."
"I agree, we can be at the supper club in fifteen minutes."
Sarah put the Cadillac into gear and took off. We had just gone two blocks when she slammed on the breaks. A middle aged cowboy was crossing the street. It was dusk, but there was still enough light to see that he was a very handsome man.
He hadn't bothered to look before he stepped into the street. It was easy to understand why. At six o'clock on Sunday evening the Main Street of Janderville looked like an empty parking lot.
When he heard our car stopping the cowboy turned and stared at us. After a moment, he casually tipped his hat and continued across the street.
My wife gasped when she saw his full head of dark hair and chiseled jaw. He looked like a movie cowboy. She continued staring at this matinee idol as he sauntered the rest of the way across the street, stepped onto the side walk and disappeared into Molly's Cafe.
Sarah pulled the car into a parking place and turned to me. "Louis, if you don't mind I've suddenly developed an appetite for cowboy steak and beans."
I laughed. "I guess the night life in Janderville just got a whole lot more attractive."
My wife grinned at me. "It most certainly did."
We went into Molly's Cafe and found a table. The cowboy was seated three tables away from us. Sarah took the chair that was facing him. I knew why. During dinner my wife fully intended to brazenly flirt with this strange man.
The waitress hurried over to our table and set menus in front of us. She was an attractive woman in her early forties. She flashed us an engaging smile. "Hi I'm Mandy, welcome to Molly's cafe. Ya all are new around here."
Sarah smiled at her. "Yes we are Mandy. What do you recommend for dinner?"
"I had the meatloaf tonight. It was pretty good.'
"Mandy could you get us two cups of coffee while we look at the menu?"
"I most certainly can."
Mandy left to get our coffee. We read our menus. The choices were very limited. The special was meatloaf. We could also choose fried chicken or a twelve ounce sirloin steak with a side of pinto beans. I assumed that this was the cowboy steak and beans.
Sarah set her menu down. "I'm going to have the sirloin steak. You'll be having the meatloaf."
I took a deep breath. "So it's going to be like that?" When Sarah and I were in a restaurant and she was feeling dominant she always ordered for me.
She nodded. "You'd better believe it Pussyboy."
"I kind of had my heart set on the steak."
She shook her head. "Sorry Wimpboy. I'm the only one whose eating steak tonight. You're having the meatloaf."
I chuckled. "I think we might be in for an interesting evening."
Sarah grinned. "I certainly hope so."
Mandy returned with the coffee pot.
While she was pouring a cup for each of us my wife set her menu down. "Mandy I'll have the sirloin steak done medium rare. My husband will be having the meat loaf."
Mandy turned and stared at me. In Janderville, Mandy was used to seeing the husband order for his wife. She was mildly shocked.
I shrugged. "She's the boss."
Mandy giggled. "Oh my, you two are certainly an interesting couple."
Sarah winked at her. "Mandy you have no idea how interesting we are. What you're seeing is just the tip of the iceberg."
Mandy stared at Sarah. After a moment she turned and looked at me. I had my head obediently bowed.
Mandy's face suddenly turned red. She covered her mouth with her hand in shock and said, "Oh dear!" Then she grabbed our menus and quickly scurried off to the kitchen."
After she was gone Sarah looked at me. "Did you enjoy that as much as I did Pussyboy?"
I nodded. "You're turning this into a very exciting meal."
The service at Molly's was excellent. Our food arrived quickly. We didn't talk much during dinner. My wife's attention was focused elsewhere. That was okay, we'd spent the entire day traveling together. We were actually talked out.
I spent the meal observing Sarah. I never get tired of watching her while she's trying to get a man's attention. My wife is a mistress of seduction.
Once the cowboy finished his dinner he ambled over to the cash register, paid his check and picked up a toothpick. He turned around, put the toothpick in his mouth and strolled over to our table.
He put his hand on the back of my wife's chair and leaned over. "Honey you look good enough to eat."
Sarah pointed at me and smiled. "That's his job. I'm sure that you and I could find a much more interesting way to enjoy each other."
The cowboy chewed on his toothpick. After a moment he nodded. "I do believe we could."
He looked at me. "Is that your husband?"
Sarah nodded. "He is, but you really don't have to worry about him. He's not going to do anything to interfere with our fun."
The cowboy smirked. "Is that true buddy? Will it be okay with you if I decide to hook up with your wife tonight?"
I stared at the floor. Everyone in the restaurant was watching us. I was completely humiliated.
Sarah leaned forward. "Louis, the man asked you a question. You need to answer him."
I very timidly managed to croak out a few words. "Sarah gets to do whatever she wants."
The cowboy chuckled and turned to my wife. "Well Sarah, I'm going to go across the street to Benny's Saloon. Since your husband seems to be such an accommodating little fellow, why don't you join me over there after you finish your dinner. I'll buy you a drink."
Sarah nodded to him. "I think I'd like that, but why don't we make Louis buy both of us a drink?"
The cowboy roared with laughter. "Now that would be a right neighborly thing for him to do."
He leaned over and kissed Sarah's cheek. "Sweetheart I'll be waiting for you at Benny's. He turned and walked out the door.
As soon as he was gone Mandy came over to our table. "I see the two of you just met Bobby Jefferson." She sighed. "He's so handsome. He's the local stud. The town gossips say that he's the real father of over half the students at Janderville Senior High."
After paying the check and leaving Mandy a generous tip, Sarah turned to me. "All right Pussyboy, it's time for us to check out Benny's saloon.
Every eye in Mollie's cafe was fixed on us as I obediently followed my wife out the door.
Benny's was crowded. The odor of stale beer and cigarette smoke hung in the air. Bobby Jefferson was leaning against the far wall. He had a long neck bottle of beer in his hand. A cigarette was dangling from his lips. He was talking to two other men. They were both dressed like cowboys.
When he spotted Sarah he nodded. She nodded back and quickly led me to a table in front of the big screen television.
My wife smiled at me as we sat down. "Louis this should be a good place for you to watch the game."
As soon as we were seated Bobby Jefferson strolled over. He dropped his cigarette on the floor and squashed it out with the tip of his boot. After downing the last of his beer in on swallow; he placed the bottle on the table behind him, pulled a chair up next to Sarah and sat down.
Bobby possessively put his arm around my wife and grinned at me. "Buddy, your wife told me you were going to buy us a couple of beers. I drink Budweiser." He turned to Sarah. "Honey what are you drinking?"
She smiled at him. "Budweiser will be just fine."
This surprised me. Sarah rarely drank beer.
Bobby turned back to me. "The bar maid's name is Trisha. They don't wait on you at Benny's, so hop to it buddy."
Sarah looked at me. "Louis, you heard the man; get us our beer."
I got up. As I walked across the room I shook my head. Bobby Jefferson was not a man who was afraid to take charge.
The bar maid looked up at me when I got to the bar. She had an endearing smile "Hi honey, welcome to Benny's. My name's Patricia. Everyone calls me Trisha. What'll you have?"
"Trisha, I'd like three bottles of Budweiser and three glasses."
Trisha laughed. "Sweetie, I'll get your three beers, but at Benny's you either drink from the bottle or you don't drink at all."



She opened three long neck Bud's. After she set them on the bar she leaned over to me. "Honey is that your wife over there with Bobby Jefferson?"
I nodded. "Yes."
"A word to the wise. If you let him sit there like that with his arm around her; I guarantee you he's going to be in your wife's panties before this night is over."
My voice got very quiet. "My wife is a very independent woman. I have very little control over her behavior."
Trisha stared at me. "Are you telling me that you aren't going to do anything to stop Bobby Jefferson?"
I sighed and slowly nodded my head.
Trisha took my hand. "Honey what's your name?"
"Louis."
"Well Louis I sure do hope that your wife is using some pretty good birth control. If she isn't, Bobby Jefferson's going to make you a daddy tonight."
Trisha patted the back of my hand. "Louis the advice is free. Three bottles of beer is six dollars."
I gave Trisha a ten dollar bill.
She picked it up. "I'll get your change."
I put my hand up. "We're good, thanks for the advice."
Trisha put my change in the tip jar and looked at me. "Louis, later on tonight I suspect you're going to be alone for awhile. When that happens, you come over and sit at the bar with me okay?"
I picked up the three bottles of beer. "I'd like that Trisha."
As I walked away from the bar the man who was sitting next to me started to snicker. Trisha glared at him. "Shut up Zack."
When I got back to our table Sarah was sitting on Bobby's lap. She had her arm around his neck. They were openly flirting with each other. I looked around, it seemed like everyone in the bar was staring at us.
Bobby turned to me as I set the beer on the table. "Thanks buddy, that's real generous of you to buy a couple of beers for me and my woman." He started snickering and kissed Sarah on the lips.
She kissed him back. While she was kissing Bobby she glanced at me out of the corner of her eye. Sarah was making sure I was paying attention. The thrill she got from torturing me was every bit as important to her as the thrill she was getting from kissing her cowboy.
I turned and looked up at the television. Fortunately the football game was starting. I desperately needed something to distract me from what was happening across the table.
I did my best to focus my attention on the game, but it was difficult. Directly across the table, my wife was sitting on another man's lap laughing and giggling like a teenager on her first date.
Sitting in that bar watching Bobby and my wife flirt with each other was the most humiliating experience of my life. There were at least fifty people in Benny's saloon and I was certain that everyone of them knew exactly what was happening.
Bobby was popular. From time to time a cowboy would stop by our table to say hello. Bobby would greet him and introduce Sarah as his new girlfriend. I was of course, ignored.
After about a half hour of this flirting Bobby whispered into Sarah's ear. She giggled and said, "I'd love to."
They stood up. Sarah turned to me. "Louis, Bobby and I are going to the back room to shoot some pool."
I nodded. "Have a good time."
Bobby Jefferson took my wife's hand and led her away. As they disappeared into the backroom I looked around. At every table people were snickering or whispering to each other. I was the laughing stock of the saloon.
I buried my face in my hands and sighed. I was now all alone in a room full of people that were all staring at me. I tried to watch the football game, but I felt foolish sitting by myself.
Suddenly, I remembered Trisha's invitation. This was exactly the situation she was talking about. I decided I deserved a little comfort. I got up and walked over to the bar.
My new friend was waiting for me with an open bottle of Budweiser. As I at down she placed the beer in front of me. "It looks to me like you can use this."
I took a deep breath. "I sure can."
Trisha leaned over the bar and patted my cheek. "Honey, why do you put up with that?"
I spent the next twenty minutes telling Trisha about my marriage to Sarah.
After I was done she stared at me. "You're telling me that it gets you off when your wife plays with other men?"
"Yes."
She shrugged. "Well it certainly doesn't hurt anyone, so I guess it's okay." She laughed. "Louis honey if you ever break up with your wife again, come look me up. I'd love to have you for a husband."
I smiled at her. "I'll keep that in mind Trisha."
Occasionally two people meet and immediately realize that they are destined to become friends. That was true of Trisha the bar maid and me. We both knew that our friendship was going to be very short lived so we made the most of our time together. When Trisha wasn't busy waiting on customers, she and I chatted and watched the football game.
At halftime I looked at my watch and took a deep breath. "I guess I'd better go see what's happening in the backroom."
Trisha nodded. "You're right, it's about time. If I know Bobby, he'll be wanting to get your wife to some place a little more private pretty soon."
When I turned to leave, Trisha stopped me. "Louis, you're a nice man. You deserve better."
I shook my head. "No Trisha, I'm very happy."
She laughed. "Well if you ever change your mind, don't forget about me. I'll be waiting for you right here in Benny's saloon."
I leaned over the bar and kissed her cheek. "Trisha, I'll always remember that."
I turned and slowly walked to the back room of Benny's Saloon. As I made this journey I realized that I loved Sarah and I knew that Sarah loved me. Our relationship excited both of us. I savored the torment and pain that she put me through and she reveled in the thrill she got while she was doing it. Still it was nice to know that the warm love provided by a woman like Trisha was available to me if I should ever want it.
I stepped into Bennie's back room and immediately stopped. Sarah was bent over the pool table trying to make a shot. Bobby was behind her leaning on her back. He was in a position that would ordinarily suggest he was trying to teach her how to line up her shot.
A quick glance was all I needed to realize that wasn't the situation at all. My wife's blouse was completely unbuttoned. Bobby's hands were on her exposed breasts. He was rolling Sarah's erect nipples between his fingers.
Sarah was giggling. "You can't stop me from making this shot."
She was trying to sink the four ball in the corner pocket. She hit the shot, the four ball hit the rail next to the pocket and rolled back onto the table.
Bobby let go of my wife's breasts, slipped his hand between her legs and goosed her.
Sarah shrieked and jumped.
Bobby laughed. "Now it's my turn."
Sarah handed him the pool stick. "This is war buddy. You haven't got a chance."
"Oh yeah! Just watch me."
"Bobby, I have absolutely no intention of just watching."
As Bobby bent over the pool table Sarah put her left arm around his waist and pulled down the zipper of his jeans with her right hand.
When my wife pulled Bobby's enormous erection out of his pants he yelled, "Hey that's not fair."
Sarah laughed. "Oh yeah, I thought this was full contact pool. You said it yourself buddy boy, there are no rules." My wife dropped to her knees and put Bobby's cock in her mouth.
As soon as she started sucking him, the cowboy shook his head and dropped the pool stick on the table. "I think I just lost interest in this game."
Sarah took his cock out of her mouth for a moment. "I was hoping you'd come to that decision."
My wife's lover jumped up on the edge of the pool table. As soon as he was seated Sarah put his cock back in her mouth and continued her blow job.
Bobby was just about to close his eyes when he noticed me standing in the doorway. "Hey Sarah, your husband just joined us."
Sarah stood up and turned so she was facing me.
It was immediately obvious that Bobby and my wife had been spending most of their time in the back room making out. Sarah's hair was a mess, her lipstick was smeared, her blouse was unbuttoned and her large breasts were shamelessly exposed.
She gave me a smug look. "I was wondering when you'd get here. What took you so long Pussyboy?"
Bobby Jefferson laughed. "Nice name."
Sarah turned to her lover. "Oh I have lots of names for my wimp husband, pick a favorite." She started laughing. "They come in categories. Let's start with the dicks. We have tiny dick, limp dick, needle dick and of course dickless. The next category would be the boys. That includes pussyboy. sissyboy. wimpboy and slaveboy. You get the idea."
My wife stared at me. Her face was flushed, She was obviously very aroused. When Sarah gets excited and I'm around; her sadistic streak frequently takes over. At this moment it was hard to tell which she was enjoying more, having sex with her cowboy or tormenting me.
My masochistic streak was now wide awake and I was also having a pretty good time, so I played my role to the hilt. I obediently bowed my head and stood in silence while my wife and her lover verbally abused me.
Bobby laughed. "I kind of like Pussyboy."
Sarah smirked at me. "Well Louis, it looks like you have a new name for the rest of the night."
"Yes Mistress Sarah."
When Bobby heard me say that he whistled. "Damn, I've heard about this kind of shit, but I never thought I'd actually see it."
Sarah put her arm around her cowboys waist. "Honey you are seeing it. Pussyboy over there is my slave. I can make him do anything I want."
She turned and kissed Bobby. "Enough about him. Why don't the three of us go back to our motel. He can wait on us while we enjoy each other in a little more private environment."
Sarah fastened the middle button of her blouse. Her breasts were now just barely concealed. At the same time Bobby put his penis back in his jeans and closed his zipper. His huge erection created an obscene lump along the inside of his left thigh.
"Come on Bobby, we can wait in the car." Sarah grabbed her lover's hand and led him out of the back room. As they passed me she said, "Pussyboy stop at the bar and buy a six pack of beer. My lover may get thirsty while he's fucking me."
I obediently followed Bobby and my wife back into the main room of Benny's Saloon. As Bobby walked back into the bar he possessively put his arm around my wife's shoulder and grinned at everyone in the room. He was putting on a little show.
Several of his cowboy buddies clapped and yelled, "Way to go Bobby."
As he led my wife out the front door Bobby brazenly slipped his hand inside Sarah's blouse and fondled her right breast while he triumphantly waved to his friends.
My face was beet red as I slunk to the bar.
Trisha was waiting for me. "Louis, you certainly are a sucker for punishment."
I gave her a sly smile.
She laughed. "You're enjoying every minute of this aren't you sweetheart?"
I slowly nodded.
Trisha shook her head. "Honey you might be one of the most interesting men I've ever met. I'm very envious of your wife."
I leaned over the bar. "Trisha I need a six pack of Budweiser to go."
Trisha found a bag and put six long neck bottles of beer into it. "If I know Bobby, he'll drink this whole six pack by himself."
I shrugged. "If I know my wife, I won't be allowed to have any of it anyway." I pulled out a twenty dollar bill and handed it to Trisha.
She smiled at me. "I'll get your change."
I shook my head. "No, were good."
"That's an awfully big tip."
"Trisha, you're a nice person. You deserve it."
She leaned over the bar and kissed my cheek. "Louis, have a good time at the motel."
"Thanks Trisha, I have a feeling that it's going to be very exciting evening."
I left the saloon and walked across the street to our Cadillac. I could see Bobby's head in the backseat, but I couldn't see Sarah anywhere.
I wasn't fooled. I knew precisely where my wife was and I knew exactly what she was doing. Sarah loved sucking big cocks and I was certain she was taking full advantage of this opportunity.
My suspicions were confirmed when I got to the car and looked in the back seat. Sarah's head was leaning against Bobby's flat stomach. She had his cock in her mouth.
When she realized I was standing next to the car, Sarah sat up. She took the keys from her purse and tossed them into the front seat. "You're driving Slaveboy. My stud cowboy and I are going to be busy in the backseat."
They were both laughing as I got into the car and started the engine.
As soon as I started backing the car into Janderville's Main Street Sarah's head disappeared again. I looked in the rear view mirror. Bobby Jefferson had a very happy expression on his face. I understood why, my wife gave an excellent blow job.
When we got to the motel I parked in front of our room. The Slumber Rest was an old fashioned motel. Each room had it's own exterior door and a parking place in front of it.
We were in room 22. As soon as I parked I glanced into the back seat. My wife's blouse was lying on the seat next to her. She was naked from the waist up. Bobby's jeans were open. His big cock was out. It was sticking straight up.
Sarah looked at me. "Pussyboy, go open the door so we can run into the room without having to get dressed."
I got out of the car and unlocked the door to the room. As soon as it was open, the back door of the Cadillac flew open and Sarah and Bobby popped out of the back seat. They were both giggling. My wife was still naked from the waist up. Her large breasts were bouncing up and down as she tried to get into the room. Bobby was hanging on to her waist. He was having trouble running because his jeans were down around his knees. His erection was pressed into the small of my wife's back as they wrestled their way into the motel room.
Once they were inside I looked around the parking lot. I was relieved to see that it was empty. There was no one around. Our little exhibition had fortunately gone unnoticed.
I retrieved the beer and Sarah's blouse from the car and joined my wife and her lover in the motel room. Bobby was sitting on the edge of the bed. Sarah was on her knees sucking his cock.
As soon as I closed the motel room door Bobby grinned at me. "Hey Pussyboy, get me one of them beers. I need something to quench my thirst while your wife works out on my dick."
I opened one of the bottles of beer and brought it to Bobby.
He took a big swallow, set the bottle on the night stand next to the bed and lifted up his right leg. "Thanks for the beer Pussyboy, now pull my boots off."
I stood still. I was shocked. As Sarah's slave, I've been forced to submit to a multitude of indignities, but somehow having to pull a man's boots off while my wife sucked his cock was a humiliation that I'd never even imagined.
I didn't move. Suddenly I heard Sarah's voice. "Pussyboy do as you're told. Pull off my stud's boots."
I looked at my wife. She was holding her lover's cock in her hand while she glared at me. "You don't want me to pull your panties down, take you across my knee and give you a spanking in front of Mr. Jefferson do you?"
"I shook my head. "No Mistress Sarah, please don't do that."
"Then do as your told!"
"Yes Mistress."
Both Sarah and Bobby watched as I got down on my knees and obediently pulled Mr. Jefferson's boots off.
After I was finished Bobby grinned at me. "Very good Pussyboy. Now take your wife's jeans and panties off."
Sarah lay back on the bed. I unsnapped her jeans, pulled them off and set them on the chair next to the bed. My wife was now only wearing a pair of thong panties."
Bobby stared at me. "Take her panties off Pussyboy."
I nodded "Yes sir."
Both Sarah and Mr. Jefferson smirked when they heard me address him as sir.
As soon as I pulled Sarah's panties off; Bobby lay back and smiled at her. "Honey you can take my jeans off."
I heard my wife take a deep breath. She liked being dominated by a strong man. She particularly enjoyed it when I was present.
As she stood up, Sarah giggled and said, "Yes Sir."
She pulled Bobby's jeans and boxer shorts off. As soon as he was naked he grabbed my wife's arm and pulled her down on the bed next to him. "It's time for us to get down to some serious fucking."
Sarah giggled with delight when her macho cowboy rolled her onto her back, pinned her to the mattress and climbed on top of her.
As Bobby was rubbing the tip of his large erection against the lips of my wife's sopping cunt she looked at me. "Pussyboy I want you to kneel at the foot of the bed and watch. Mr. Jefferson is going to show you how a real man makes love to a woman."
I got down on my knees at the foot of the bed. I was mesmerized by what was happening in front of me. I'd seen Sarah give several blow jobs to other men, but this was the first time I was ever allowed to watch while a man was fucking her.
Sarah's eyes were closed and she was biting her bottom lip as Bobby slowly pushed his huge cock into her cunt. I couldn't be sure if she was reacting to pain or pleasure.
Once he had his cock all the way inside my wife, Bobby stopped and remained perfectly still. He was obviously letting Sarah get used to the feeling of having his huge penis inside her. This macho cowboy actually appeared to be a gentle caring lover.
After a moment Sarah seemed to relax. She sighed and opened her eyes. I was kneeling to one side of the end of the bed. I wanted to be able to watch my wife's face while Bobby fucked her. When she saw me she smiled and gave me a wink. I think she was trying to let me know that she was all right.
When Bobby noticed that Sarah was ready, he started to slowly push his cock in and out of her cunt. He was making long slow strokes. Sarah synchronized her breathing with his movement. As Bobby pushed his cock into her, my wife took a breath. When he pulled it back out she exhaled. They soon fell into a nice steady rhythm.
I was overwhelmed with envy as I watched Bobby fuck my wife. I could only imagine the incredible pleasure he was feeling as he pushed his cock in and out of Sarah's warm moist pussy.
Bobby started to quicken his pace. As he fucked Sarah, each of his thrusts became increasingly powerful. My wife responded by bucking her hips in an effort to meet each of these vigorous strokes. It wasn't long before it looked like they were attacking each other with the blind fury of two savages fighting for their lives.
Sarah dug her fingers into Bobby's back and started to cry. I immediately recognized the cry. It's a sound I've become quite familiar with over the past several months. I hear it several times a night when my wife is entertaining a man in her bedroom.
I also knew that this cry was merely a prelude to the uncontrolled scream that was coming. Sarah arched her back and started to shake. Suddenly she screamed. As I watched, it was very clear that this scream was an expression of excruciating pleasure.
This was the first time I'd ever witnessed Sarah having an orgasm from intercourse. She was much more vocal during this climax than she was when she came while I was licking her cunt.
When I was giving my wife head, I always backed away when she had an orgasm. Bobby didn't do that. He just ignored Sarah's cries and kept fucking her. He was obviously much more concerned about his own pleasure than my wife's. I guess that made sense. After all, Bobby was a total stranger.
Gradually Sarah's orgasm started to subside, but Bobby continued pumping his cock in and out of her cunt. Suddenly he made a series of quick short thrusts followed by one long slow stroke that penetrated deep into my wife's womb.
Sarah seemed to sense what was happening. She wrapped her legs around Bobby's thighs and held him inside her. Bobby stopped moving. As I watched him I realized that he was ejaculating.



I stared at this man as he pumped his semen deep into my wife. I was fascinated by what was happening. After a moment I saw the muscles in his body start to relax. Apparently he was done cumming. Gradually he collapsed onto Sarah's soft breasts. Her legs were still wrapped around his thighs. She was still holding his cock inside her.
Finally Bobby rolled off of my wife. He was a strong man. He easily broke Sarah's leg hold. She uttered a soft cry of disappointment when she felt her lover's softening cock pop out of her cunt.
Bobby lay still for a brief moment then he sat up and looked at me. "Hey Pussyboy, get me another beer."
I got a beer for Mr. Jefferson. As I handed it to him he sat up and grinned at me. "Pussyboy, fluff up these pillows and put them behind my back."
I looked at Sarah. She gave me a subtle nod. Her message was clear, do as I was told or else.
I obediently fluffed up the pillows and placed them behind Bobby's back.
He took a big swallow of his beer and smirked at me. "Thanks Pussyboy, that feels real good."
Sarah spread he legs. A trickle of Bobby's semen was dripping from her cunt. A small pool of cum had already formed on the bed sheet immediately below her pussy.
She smiled at me. "Pussyboy, Mr. Jefferson left a mess between my legs. You need to come over here and clean it up."
I stared at Sarah. I'd licked her lover's semen out of her cunt on numerous occasions, but it was always after they'd gone home.
She did kiss me and pass Dave's cum into my mouth while he watched, but this was after she gave him a blow job. For some reason it seemed to me that licking a man's semen out of my wife's cunt while he watched was a much more demeaning act.
Sarah recognized my reticence immediately and raised her eyebrows. "Louis, you are being remarkably difficult this evening. If you continue this uncooperative attitude I promise you that you will get a spanking."
I bowed my head and bit my lower lip.
Mr. Jefferson chuckled. "Pussyboy, you'd better do as you're told or your wife's going to take you across her knee and tan your hide."
My face was beet red, but I obeyed. I tentatively moved into position between Sarah's legs and pressed my tongue into her cunt. The cowboy's semen was still warm. I was of course used to the taste and consistency so it really didn't bother me. It was the fact that he was watching that made me balk.
As I started lapping up Bobby's cum I heard him whistle. "Shit, I do believe that I can now go to my grave having seen everything." He laughed. "Sarah, he's really doing it. He's licking up my jizz."
When Sarah answered him, there was a measure of pride in her voice. "My little slaveboy is in fact very well behaved. He will do absolutely anything I tell him to do."
It might sound silly, but when I heard my wife say that I was overwhelmed with a sense of pride. I relaxed and focused my attention on my work. I decided that doing this in front of Mr. Jefferson was actually kind of exciting. It also felt nice to have my face pressed into Sarah's sweet pussy.
My wife gently tapped the top of my head. "Slaveboy don't forget to lick up the pool of cum on the sheet between my legs."
I nodded obediently and quickly went to work. It wasn't long before the pool of semen was just a damp spot on the bed. After I was done I looked up at Sarah. I was waiting for her praise.
She looked down at me and smiled. She knew what I wanted. My wife patted my head like I was a small dog. "Good boy, you did that with a gentle tongue. It felt very nice. Now go back to your spot on the floor."
I sat up beaming with pride. When I turned to get off of the bed, I saw my reflection in the mirror on the wall. My face glistened with Bobby Jefferson's cum.
Sarah waited until I got back to my spot. When she saw that I was properly positioned on my knees, she turned to her cowboy and gently picked up his flaccid penis. "Let's see if we can't find a way to put a little life back in your weapon."
Bobby leaned back on his pillows, took a sip of his beer and grinned. "Go for it Sarah."
My wife leaned over and started licking his limp penis. It wasn't long before it started to grow. As soon as Sarah realized it was getting hard again, she put Bobby's cock in her mouth and sucked it until he had another full erection.
Once he was hard Bobby set his beer on the nightstand, rolled over and pushed Sarah down on the bed. It was clear that this cowboy liked being on top.
As he mounted my wife, Bobby looked back at me. "Pussyboy I'm going to take another try at making you a daddy tonight."
He laughed and turned his attention back to Sarah. This time his cock slipped right into her pussy. My wife was already stretched out from their previous fuck and even though I'd tried my best to lick her clean, there was still quite a bit of Bobby's cum left inside her cunt.
There was no gentle beginning to this second round of fucking. Both Sarah and Bobby picked up right where they'd left off at the end of their last fuck. As soon as he was inside my wife, Bobby started pumping his cock in and out of her cunt with relentless intensity.
Sarah dug her fingernails into his back and cried, "Come on cowboy, give it to me. This time I want it rough."
Bobby laughed and began hammering his cock into my wife's cunt.
Sarah wrapped her legs around the back of Bobby's thighs and started crying with pleasure as she bucked her hips in an effort to meet each of his powerful thrusts.
They kept this up for over twenty minutes. My wife had two orgasms while Bobby fucked her. The cowboy never tired. He was like a machine. He just kept pounding his huge cock in and out of Sarah's cunt.
Just when I was beginning to wonder if Bobby was ever going to cum he thrust his cock deep into my wife's vagina and held it there.
Realizing what was happening, Sarah screamed at her lover. "Yes that's right, do it! Cum inside me; give me your baby."
My wife was just taunting me. When she started dating other men she had a tubal ligation. Getting pregnant wasn't a possibility.
As she screamed Sarah tightened her leg hold around Bobby's waist and held him inside her. It seemed as if she was trying to make sure that none of his fertile semen could escape from her womb.
Bobby laughed and yelled, "Pussyboy, I'm making you into a daddy right now."
He held his cock deep inside my wife until he was done ejaculating. As soon as he lost his erection he rolled off of Sarah and lay down on his back. He was spent.
Bobby lay perfectly still for a moment and then he grinned at me. "Pussyboy I need another one of them beers and I need it pronto."
I jumped up and opened a beer. When I handed it to him he sat up, took a long swallow and flashed me a huge grin. "Thanks pal."
He turned and put his feet on the floor. "Buddy do you think you could toss me my jeans and my boots."
I gathered up Bobby's clothes and put them on the bed next to him. As soon as he was dressed he leaned over and gave my wife a long passionate kiss.
After they broke apart Sarah smiled at Bobby and said, "Thank you, I really enjoyed that."
He laughed. "So did I."
Bobby stood up and turned to me. "Hey Louis, no offense about anything tonight. We were all just having fun right?"
I nodded. "That's right, no offense was taken."
He patted me on the back. "Louis, you're a good guy. I'm not quite sure why you let me fuck your wife, but I'm real glad you did." He shook his head. "She's one very hot woman."
Bobby walked to the door. "If it's okay with the two of you, I'm going to head back to Benny's. I might still be able to catch the tail end of the football game."
I smiled. "You go right ahead Bobby. It was nice to meet you."
He smiled back as he opened the door. "If the two of you are ever back in Janderville, be sure to look me up. You'll most likely find me sitting in Benny's having a beer."
I nodded. "We'll remember that."
Bobby gave us a short wave and walked out the door.
As soon as it was closed Sarah started laughing. "Louis, I want you to remember what he just said. I am one very hot woman."
I laughed. "My dear, there has never been any doubt in my mind about that."
Sarah spread her legs and wiggled her finger at me. "Pussyboy my cowboy may be gone, but you haven't finished your chores yet."
I looked at my wife. There was a trickle of semen running from her gaping pussy.
She giggled at me. "I think it's time for you to get your clothes off."
I undressed quickly. When I pulled my panties down Sarah looked at my chastity cage and shook her head. "You poor little boy. The big cowboy got to have all kinds of fun; but your little wee wee was locked up in it's cage and couldn't get out, so you didn't get to play. All you could do was watch."
My wife grabbed my arm and pulled me down on the bed. "Come here Cuckboy. You deserve a treat." She started laughing. "I have another serving of Texas cream pie just for you."
For the second time that evening I slipped between Sarah's legs and started lapping another man's cum from her cunt. When I was done I looked up at my wife. I knew that my face was smeared with Bobby Franklin's semen.
Sarah patted my head. "That was very good, but I think now that my lover has left, we need to do a more thorough cleaning. Lie down on your back Pussyboy."
I quickly followed directions and lay down on the bed. I knew what Sarah was planning. She climbed onto my face, placed her cunt directly over my mouth and sat down. Once she was on top of me a steady stream of semen dribbled into my mouth. I lapped it up as rapidly as I could. After I was done, Sarah leaned forward so her clit was in my mouth.
When my wife is really excited, she loves having her clit sucked and I revel in doing it for her. Sarah gasped when she felt me seal my lips around her engorged love button. "Louis you do that so well. You were born to give head to a woman."
Her praise made me beam with pride. I sucked Sarah's clit. At the same time, I gently massaged it with my tongue. I knew my wife loved this combination. She was already aroused. It only took a few moments to bring her to her fourth orgasm of the evening. When the waves of pleasure finally subsided Sarah rolled off of my face and lay back on the bed. There was a serene expression on her face. At that moment, my wife was a well satisfied woman.
Sarah stared at the ceiling. "Louis I feel so good right now." She looked at me and smiled. "It would be just perfect if you would give me a nice foot massage."
A pang of disappointment shot through me. I was hoping that Sarah was about to remove my chastity cage and give me a long slow blow job.
I sighed and slid myself down to my wife's feet. As I started to massage Sarah's tiny toes I decided that prolonging my sweet torture wasn't that bad after all.
Sarah closed her eyes. "Louis, that feels so good. Having a slave is such a wonderful luxury."
Sarah's words got me even more excited. I could sense that my wife was beginning to feel very dominant. Suddenly, I desperately wanted to submit to her. I bent over, closed my eyes and passionately kissed her feet.
She opened her eyes and stared at me. After a moment she smiled and whispered, "Indeed, how delightfully interesting."
Sarah raised her right leg and pushed her foot into my face. She wanted me to lick the bottom of her foot. My wife and I both considered this a very demeaning act. She smirked when she felt my tongue bathing the sole of her foot.
Sarah quietly rested on her pillows and enjoyed my demonstration of submission. After a few minutes she raised herself up and tilted her head. "Pussyboy, Bobby and I were in the backroom at Benny's for a long time before you joined us. What were you doing in the bar?"
I gently set Sarah's foot down on the bed. "I was talking to Trisha the bar maid." I smiled at my wife and naively said, "She's the nicest person. We had a very pleasant conversation."
Sarah sat up. "Are you telling me that when I left you alone in the bar, you took the opportunity to hit on the bar maid?"
I shook my head. "No, it was nothing like that. It was all very harmless. We were just talking."
Sarah took a deep breath. "Pussyboy, do not try to pass this off as nothing. When I trusted you and left you alone, you violated my trust and took the opportunity to brazenly flirt with another woman." She shook her head. "You humiliated me in front of all those people."
I knew that none of this was logical. Sarah knew it too. It didn't matter. My wife's sadistic side was aroused. She'd accidentally stumbled onto a wonderful excuse to punish me and it was obvious that she intended to take full advantage of it.
I decided that I might as well just enjoy the fun. I was also fully aware that this was my only choice. Sarah was such a skilled lawyer that any attempt on my part to win a debate about the logic of her complaint would be futile.
I submissively bowed my head. "I'm sorry Mistress, I didn't intend to violate your trust. I beg you to forgive me. If you decide that you have to punish me, I fully understand."
Sarah smiled. "I am impressed by your contrite attitude. It will make it easier for me to forgive you sometime in the future, but for now you do need to be punished."
My wife sighed. "Louis, I'm tired. It's been a very long day. My original plan was to finish our evening by taking your chastity cage off and giving you a nice sweet blow job." She shrugged. "Obviously that's now out of the question. Your behavior this evening has shown me that you can't be trusted. I see no other recourse than to keep your philandering little penis safely locked up until some time in the future when you have managed to prove to me that you are again worthy of my trust."
Sarah rolled over onto her side. "I will punish you tomorrow when we're at home. I assure you that it's going to involve my whip. In the meantime, I suggest that you do everything you can to atone for your unspeakable breach of faith."
I had to admire Sarah. She almost had me believing I'd done something wrong.
She laid her head on her pillows. "If you really are feeling remorse about your behavior, you might want to demonstrate it by spending the night with your tongue in my ass."
I knew Sarah wasn't kidding. I realized that I wouldn't get much of an opportunity to sleep, but it certainly would make for a night that I'd never forget.
I spread the cheeks of her ass apart. My wife cooed when she felt me push my tongue into her asshole. "That's a very good boy."
It was a long night. Attempting to sleep with your tongue buried in a beautiful woman's ass is not exactly conducive to getting a good night's rest. Sarah on the other hand appeared to sleep like a baby. Bobby Jefferson had obviously exhausted her.
Just before 6:00 am I felt my wife begin to stir. It took her several minutes to move from sleep to consciousness. As soon as she was awake she felt the presence of my tongue.
There was an obvious moment of confusion as she tried to figure out what was happening. When she remembered, she rolled over onto her back and smiled at me. "You really did it didn't you?"
I smiled back at her. "Yes I did."
"It must have been hard to sleep."
I nodded. "I was awake for most of the night."
Sarah threw her arms around my neck and gave me a long slow kiss. After a moment she pulled away. "Louis, that might be the most romantic thing you have ever done. I love you so much."
She sat up on the edge of the bed. "Making you do that was so wicked. I get tingly all over just thinking about it."
I got down on my knees in front of Sarah and picked up her right foot. As I kissed the bottom of her toes I looked up at her. "Mistress I am so very sorry that I upset you last night."
My wife took a deep breath. She was obviously excited that I wanted to continue playing the game. She looked down at me. "Louis, I'm still going to punish you when we get home and I don't know when I'll unlock your chastity cage."
I obediently nodded. "Mistress Sarah, I understand. I am your slave. You can do with me as you chose."
Sarah stood up and smiled at me. "Louis, I am so glad that we got back together. We really are the perfect couple." She reached down and picked me up. "Come on, let's get in the shower. You can bathe me and wash yourself. We have to get on the road. We have a plane to catch."
Sarah and I moved quickly. We were on the highway bound for San Antonio in less than 20 minutes.
The trip back was uneventful. We suspended our sex game until we got home. Sarah and I enjoy traveling together. We looked at the scenery and listened to the radio. My wife had us booked into first class so our flight home from San Antonio was very comfortable.
Derek picked us up at the airport. As soon as he arrived, I again became a slave.
When we got home I prepared a nice dinner for them while Sarah gave Derek a blow job in the living room. After dinner they retired to Sarah's bedroom and spent the rest of the night fucking.
On Tuesday night Sarah whipped me in front of Derek. She spent Wednesday night at Derek's apartment. On Thursday evening she whipped me again after she got home from work.
I was also still wearing my cock cage. This was the longest Sarah had ever made me wear it. I was actually starting to get used to having it on.
Before Sarah left for work Friday morning she turned to me. "Louis, I want you to you prepare a special dinner for tonight. If you have the time, I would like Tuna Delmonico."
I bowed. "Mistress, I do have the time and I would be happy to prepare it for you. May I ask what the occasion is?"
She nodded. "Certainly, I plan to spend the evening with my favorite lover."
I was puzzled by that response. I didn't think Sarah had a favorite lover. I shrugged. It had to be Derek, but that surprised me. I always thought Sarah viewed him as nothing more than a good fuck.
I smiled at my wife. "What time would you and Master Derek like to dine?"
Sarah shook her head. "I am not dining with Derek tonight and he is most certainly not my favorite lover."
I bit my lower lip. "I'm sorry Mistress. I didn't mean to pry."
Sarah kissed my cheek. "That's all right. I know you were trying to be good."
I looked at Sarah. "May I be so bold as to ask who you are dining with this evening?"
"Of course you may. You know him very well." She grinned at me. "It's you silly."
Sarah threw her arms around me. "You will always be my favorite lover. No other man will ever be your equal in my eyes." She hugged me. "Louis, it's time to end this game. We can start another one in the future. I want to spend a wonderful weekend relaxing with my favorite man."
That night Sarah and I sat together at the dining room table and ate our favorite dinner. After dinner she sat at the kitchen table while I washed the dishes. When I was done, we went into her bedroom. She took my cock cage off and we spent the rest of the night making oral love to each other.
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*
My entire body tingled excitement as I nestled myself between my wife's legs. My face was inches from her smoothly shaved cunt. I took a moment to study her. This was something I always did. Jennifer didn't mind, in fact she found it both provocative and amusing that merely be allowed to look at her sex was such an intoxicating thrill for me. My wife loved me, so she always granted me this simple pleasure.
The lips of Jennifer's pussy were moist. Her large clitoris arrogantly protruded from it's protective hood of soft flesh. She was already aroused. I'd spent the previous fifteen minutes kissing and licking her asshole. She relished this simple pleasure so it had become a compulsory prelude to every session of our lovemaking.
I wanted to kiss her engorged clit, but I knew that wouldn't yet be allowed. First I would have to lick and kiss her soft moist lips and thoroughly tongue the entrance to her womb.
It was time to begin. I'd dawdled long enough. Jennifer was waiting for me to pleasure her and I didn't dare test her patience. My wife gasped when she felt my lips gently brush the moist cleft of her pussy. She purred as I covered her sex with soft kisses. Her breath caught when I extended my tongue and started licking her.
I closed my eyes and made passionate love to my wife. My excitement grew with hers. I needed to please Jennifer. I was desperate to please her. She was my goddess. Pleasing her was the sole reason for my existence.
I pressed my face into Jennifer's sopping cunt and pushed my tongue into her womb. This was now the only way I was allowed to fuck my wife. It had been over a year since I'd last been permitted to enter her with my tiny penis. I understood. It was better this way. My lack of size and my tendency to ejaculate prematurely had been much too frustrating for Jennifer.
My wife responded to my efforts by grinding her crotch into my face. An electric thrill surged through my body. We were fucking. I pushed my tongue as deeply into Jennifer as I possibly could. If I couldn't satisfy her with my penis, I would do it with my tongue.
I heard Jennifer's breath quicken. That was my signal. It was time. I pulled my tongue out of her pussy and moved up to her engorged clitoris. I kissed it for a moment and then I wrapped my lips around it and sucked it into my mouth. At the same time I pushed my middle finger into my wife's cunt.
I passionately sucked Jennifer's clit while I fucked her cunt with my finger. She squealed with delight and yelled. "Yes Dusty, that's right! Do it! Suck my clit! Give me head! Be my little slut!"
Jennifer's lewd provocations excited me and spurred me to even greater efforts. Suddenly her entire body stiffened and then she screamed. I kept sucking on her clit and fingering her pussy while she shook and cried out from the pleasure of her orgasm.
Finally my wife's cries turned into whimpers and she began to relax. I stopped sucking on her clit and lay between her legs, my head resting against her thigh, my face glistening with the moisture of her arousal.
After a few minutes my wife sat up and smiled at me. "Dusty, you really are an artist at giving head to a woman."
I beamed with pride.
Jennifer pulled me up to her and kissed my cheek. "Now it's your turn."
She pushed my head down so that I could suckle on her large breast and then she picked up my tiny erection and started masturbating me. My wife used to give me a slow sweet blow job as my reward for pleasuring her, but about a year ago she decided that sucking my cock was too demeaning so she started using her hand instead.
It didn't take her long to make me cum. It never did. As soon as I was finished ejaculating Jennifer made me lick my semen off of her fingertips. When she used to give me blow jobs my wife would let me orgasm in her mouth. As soon as I was done she would tell me that a man's semen was too great a delicacy to waste, then she would kiss me and push my cum into my mouth with her tongue. Now that she jacks me off instead of sucking me, Jennifer continues to make me enjoy that little treat, but she no longer indulges in it herself.
Once I was finished licking her fingers clean Jennifer glanced at the clock on her night table. It was 6:15. She pushed me off of her and sat up on the edge of the bed. "Dusty, go draw me a bath. I have to get ready to go out. Kendall will be here at seven. He's taking me to a dinner party tonight."
I climbed off of our bed, scurried into the bathroom and started filling the bathtub.
Kendall Madison was a financial tycoon. He was also a very handsome middle aged man and was considered to be one of Chicago's most eligible bachelors. Whenever I saw him I was struck by his distinguished appearance. He was tall, maybe 6'2" with a trim athletic build that was rare for a fifty-five year old businessman. He had a full head of long black hair that he wore combed straight back and his penetrating blue eyes seemed to be constantly taking in everything around him. He was always expensively dressed. He favored hand tailored suits and expensive Italian loafers. All of these factors combined to make him an extremely imposing figure.
He was my wife's boss.
Jennifer Watson and I met while we were both sophomore's in college. We were students at a small liberal arts school in central Ohio. Jennifer was an economics major. I was an English major. We were taking a biology class and were assigned as lab partners. We immediately liked each other and became close friends. Gradually that friendship turned into a romance and by the time we were seniors we were engaged to be married.
When we first met Jennifer was a shy, retiring, almost mousy little girl. In high school she'd been regarded as an intellectual and a nerd. Her self esteem took a beating. College was good for her. It was an environment that valued intelligence and creative thought. Her self esteem grew and at the same time her body filled out. By the time she was a senior, Jennifer Watson had blossomed into a beautiful woman.
I'm Dustin Klein. Everyone calls me Dusty. I'm a slightly built man just over 5'7" tall. I have mildly effeminate features and the two spinster aunts who raised me often commented that I would have been a very cute girl.
I'm sure that you can imagine that high school was also a trying experience for me. Skinny little boys don't get to date cheerleaders, in fact they often don't get to date anyone at all. My plight was confounded by the fact that I had a tiny penis. This shortcoming was discovered by my peers during a ninth grade gym class and I quickly earned the nickname, stubby."
College was also good for me and my self esteem grew as quickly as Jennifer's. In my case however, that was all that grew. By the time I was a senior in college I was still a scrawny little kid with a tiny penis.
Fortunately Jennifer had already fallen in love with me. Two weeks after we graduated from college we drove to Jennifer's hometown in eastern Wisconsin and this scrawny little kid from northern Iowa married his now ravishing brunette.
In college I'd been a good student, but Jennifer was a great one. I finished with a 3.25 grade point average. Jennifer's GPA was 3.95. She graduated Magna Cum Laude and was selected for membership in Phi Beta Kappa. She also had two papers published in elite economics journals.
During the spring of our senior year in college, Jennifer was heavily courted by several prestigious investment firms. One of them was Madison Investments. Kendall Madison was the president and sole stockholder. He offered Jennifer a very enticing package that included a generous starting salary and solid opportunities for rapid advancement. The firm's location in Chicago made it even more attractive. It was close to both of our hometowns. A week before our wedding Jennifer accepted a position as a financial analyst for Madison Investments. That summer we moved to Chicago and bought a small bungalow three blocks from Wrigley Field and five blocks from lake Michigan.
Unfortunately I quickly found out that my employment prospects were much more limited. Outside of teaching, the opportunities for English majors were very sparse. After a month of searching I was finally offered a job as a clerk in a Michigan Avenue book store. I jumped at it.
The job didn't pay much, but Jennifer made more than enough money to support both of us. The hours were also not good. I frequently had to work evenings and weekends. This actually turned out to be an unexpected advantage. It freed Jennifer to throw herself into her job. By the beginning of September she was regularly putting in twelve to fourteen hour days.
While my hours were irregular, I generally only put in about thirty-two hours a week so the responsibility for maintaining the house quickly fell to me. We never discussed it, but by the end of September all of the household chores had informally become my duties. This meant that I was doing all of the cooking, all of the cleaning and all of the laundry.
Because Jennifer was in the investment industry and because she earned eighty-five percent of our income, she took over the financial management of our household.
By the end of the year, there wasn't any doubt in either of our minds that Jennifer had emerged as the dominant partner in our marriage.
As time passed we both gradually recognized that Jennifer enjoyed taking the dominant role in our relationship and I enjoyed being submissive to her. Jennifer started exploring Internet websites that discussed topics like wife led marriages and female authority. Soon she was reading books on the subject and emailing web site links to me.
We had a few casual discussions about the subject, but we never made any official decisions. Everything was informal. It just happened. By our first wedding anniversary I'd become my wife's maid.
Jennifer climbed into the bathtub. She sighed as she lay back in the hot soothing water. I picked up a loofah and began washing her.
I'm not exactly certain when bathing my wife became one of my established duties. Like everything else, it just happened. It started as a prelude to sex, but that changed almost immediately. Jennifer quickly realized that it was a luxury that she truly enjoyed. Now it's just one of the myriad of ways that I'm expected to pamper her when she's at home.
I will admit that I enjoy it every bit as much as she does. Jennifer has a voluptuous body and washing her is a labor of love.
As I was bathing my wife I casually asked, "Where is the dinner party tonight?"
"The Traver's house."
I raised my eyebrows. The Traver's House was one of Chicago's most exclusive restaurants. "You're dining in style this evening."
Jennifer nodded. "Kendall is entertaining several important clients. You know how he is, in this situation he only wants the best."
My wife's abilities and her dedication to hard work were quickly recognized by the firm. Eighteen months after she started working for Madison Investments she was promoted to the prestigious position of senior financial analyst and six months later she became Kendall Madison's personal assistant.
The job as Kendall's personal assistant was an unbelievable stroke of good fortune. Jennifer now collected a base salary of nearly nine hundred thousand dollars a year with the opportunity to earn additional bonuses. Her fringe benefits included an expense account that allowed her to shop at Chicago's most exclusive women's clothing stores. And of course there was the Lexus.
Naturally, these rewards came with a price. Kendall Madison was a workaholic. He regularly put in sixteen hour days and as his assistant Jennifer was expected to be by his side for most of that time.
As I mentioned earlier, Kendall Madison was a bachelor. He'd never married. He didn't have any interest in having a wife. Business was his passion. It consumed his life. Because of this, one of Jennifer's job duties was to be available to be his escort in social situations. This wasn't just a matter of convenience. It was done by deliberate design. Since most of the social situations that involved Kendall were business related, it was extremely advantageous to have a date who was also his personal assistant and a skilled and knowledgeable financial analyst.
Once I was finished bathing Jennifer she stood up. As she stepped out of the bathtub I wrapped a large towel around her and patted her dry. As soon as she was dry I draped a plush terry cloth robe over her shoulders and accompanied her back to the bedroom.
My wife sat down at her makeup table and started combing out her long brown hair. While she worked she said, "Dusty lay out that new black cocktail dress that I bought at Saks Fifth Avenue last week and pick out some lingerie for me. Since my dress will be black the lingerie should also be black." She thought for a moment. "The dress is very low cut, so I'll need a strapless shelf bra."
I found the dress and laid it on the bed. As I was searching for a suitable brassiere my wife said, "Find me a nice pair of black lace panties and I want to wear stockings tonight, so I'll need a garter belt."
I looked at my wife with a puzzled expression. "Why aren't you going to wear pantyhose?"
Jennifer turned around. She stared at me for a moment. There was a hint if irritation in her eyes.
I started to get nervous. I quickly retreated. "It's all right. I mean what you choose to wear is your own business. I'm sorry, I didn't mean to pry."
She smiled at me. "It's okay Dusty. You're my husband. You have the right to ask me about what I choose to wear. The truth is, Kendall enjoys seeing me in a sexy outfit. He likes it when I occasionally flash a little stocking top while were sitting at a dinner table or riding in his limousine and he absolutely loves it when my dress shows a little cleavage. Sweetheart, he's my boss. He pays me very very well. I think that making him happy is extremely important to both you and me."
I nodded. "Yes Ms. Watson, I understand." Recently I'd started calling Jennifer Ms. Watson with increasing frequency. It seemed to please her when I used her formal name and she often said very encouraging things to me after I did it.
Jennifer smiled at me. "That's a good boy, now go find the rest of my outfit while I put on my makeup." She looked at the clock on her makeup table. "Kendall is going to be here in fifteen minutes."
I laid out the rest of my wife's outfit. After applying her makeup she dressed quickly. It was obvious that she didn't want to keep her boss waiting. While she was getting dressed I noticed that she slipped her panties on after she'd put on her garter belt and nylons. I knew there could only be one reason for that, but I was afraid to challenge her. I'd already risked provoking Jennifer's ire once that evening. I didn't dare do it again.
As soon as she was dressed my wife checked herself in her full length mirror, then she twirled around and asked me, "How do I look?"
I smiled. "You look absolutely gorgeous. Kendall is going to be enchanted."
I immediately regretted the comment. It may have been true, but it was still inappropriate for the situation.
Jennifer stared at me for a moment and then she smiled. "Dusty, I'm glad you feel that way. It shows me that you're being very open minded about the demands of my job."
She walked over, wrapped her arms around me and kissed me passionately on the lips. After a moment she whispered into my ear, "Dusty you do know that I will always love you don't you?"
I quietly answered, "Yes Ms. Watson, I do."
Jennifer glanced at the clock on her makeup table. My eyes followed hers. It was two minutes to seven.
"Dusty we'd better move into the living room so we can watch for Kendall's limousine. I don't want to keep him waiting."
I nodded in agreement.
Jennifer grabbed a small black satin clutch purse and hurried out of the bedroom. I quickly grabbed a light sweater from her closet and followed her. It was June, but the night breezes from Lake Michigan could be chilly. I didn't want my wife to get cold.
As I walked into the living room Jennifer said, "There he is now. Dusty I have to run."
I rushed over to my wife and handed her the sweater. "This is just so you won't get chilly on the way home."
She smiled at me. "Thank you Dusty, you're a wonderful help." She gave me a quick peck on the cheek. "Don't wait up for me. You know how these business dinners are, I'll probably be quite late."
I watched through the front window. Kendall was waiting on the curb next to his Rolls Royce. As soon as my wife walked up to him he gave her a peck on the cheek and then he opened the door for her. Jennifer got into the limousine and Kendall slid in next to her. Kendall's chauffeur closed the door behind him, walked around the car and got into the driver's seat. The rear windows of the limousine were slightly tinted, so it was hard to be positive; but as they drove away I think I saw Kendall put his arms around my wife and give her a passionate kiss on the lips.
I sat down on the living room sofa and took a deep breath. I was quite certain that my wife was having an affair with her boss. The circumstantial evidence was overwhelming. I know I should have been angry, but I wasn't. I was worried, a little jealous and afraid. Strangely, I was also excited by the idea.
Over the past year I had become increasingly comfortable in the submissive role I was taking in my relationship with my wife. The thought of Jennifer having an affair with another man didn't make me angry because I now viewed it as one of her rights as the dominant partner in our marriage. Also, I loved my wife. I realized that while she enjoyed what I could do with my tongue, she had to long for the pleasure that only a strong virile man like Kendall Madison could give her. I did not want to deny her that pleasure.
I was afraid that Jennifer might leave me for Kendall. After all he was handsome, exciting and a very wealthy man. I was certain that even though she might still love me, the possibility of becoming Mrs. Kendell Madison had to be very attractive to her.
My hope was that Jennifer's assertion that Kendall never wanted to get married was accurate. If that was the case I would be very happy to be my wife's cuckold husband while she carried on a torrid love affair with her boss.
I went into my bedroom, turned on my lap top computer and started surfing through the cuckold websites. Over the past few months they had become my favorites. I spent several hours reading stories and then I masturbated while I imagined Kendall and my wife making love. As I stroked my tiny erection I had a wildly masochistic thought. I fantasized that Jennifer stopped giving me blow jobs a year ago because she'd decided to reserve that pleasure exclusively for her lover.
That was all I needed to put me over the edge. I caught my semen in my fingertips and when I was finished ejaculating I obediently licked it all up. I knew that if my wife had been here she would expect me to do exactly that.
I looked at the clock. It was just after 10:00. I wasn't sleepy so I went into the living room and turned on the television. The Cubs were playing the Dodger's in Los Angeles. Because of the time difference they were only in the second inning. I sat down and watched. It was almost midnight by the time the game finally ended. The Dodgers won three to two. I turned off the television.
Sitting alone in the dark I started thinking about Jennifer and Kendall again. The idea that Kendall might be fucking my wife at that very moment got me wildly excited. Somehow I had to let Jennifer know that I didn't care that she was having an affair with her boss.



Suddenly I thought about the possibility that Jennifer might be planning to leave me for Kendall. It was late. I was tired. The idea terrified me. I convinced myself that it had to be the most likely outcome for this situation. How could it not be? Jennifer was young and beautiful. Kendall was rich and sexy. He had to be attracted to my wife and I couldn't imagine how I could possibly compete with him.
I fought off my despair by grasping at the faint hope that Kendall really didn't have any desire to get married. It was possible that his only interest was a casual relationship with my wife. That would be fine with me. I smiled to myself. No, that wouldn't be fine, it would be wonderful.
I closed my eyes. I had to rest for a moment. I fell asleep.
I was abruptly awakened by a set of headlights and the noise of an automobile engine. I realized that a car had stopped in front of our house. I tried to shake the cobwebs out of my head, but it was difficult. I'd been sound asleep.
I looked at the clock on the mantle over the fireplace. It was 1:30. I heard the click of Jennifer's high heels on the sidewalk. I could also hear someone else walking with her.
I recognized the sound of Jennifer putting her key into the lock and then the lock clicked.
The door opened. I heard my wife say; "Goodnight Kendall, I had a wonderful evening." There was silence. I realized that Kendall had walked my wife to the front door and now he was kissing her goodnight. Several seconds passed. It was a long kiss.
Finally I heard his voice. "I wish I could come inside."
"I wish you could too, but we both know that you can't. If Dusty were to wake up and catch us together it would devastate him. You know how much I love him. I'll never do anything that might jeopardize our marriage."
Kendall sighed. "I find it ironic that as wealthy as I am, I'll always have to play second fiddle to a bookstore clerk."
Jennifer snickered. "What are you talking about? You know very well that even if I did leave Dusty you'd never agree to marry me."
"Yes that is true, but you would make a wonderful concubine."
"A concubine?"
"Yes, all the great kings of Europe had them. They were women they loved, but would never marry."
My wife laughed. "Are you comparing yourself to the great kings of Europe?"
"No I'm comparing you to the great concubines of Europe."
There was silence. I could tell that Kendall was kissing my wife again.
After a moment Jennifer breathlessly said, "Can you imagine how wonderful it would be if I lived with you as your concubine and Dusty lived with us as our slave."
"I can't imagine that he would ever agree to that.'
"Yes, I know; but it' still a wonderful fantasy."
"Yes it is."
There was silence again. Finally Jennifer said, "It's late. I'd better go inside and you'd better go home. I'll see you in the morning."
"Yes, yes you will. Goodnight Jennifer."
"Goodnight Kendall."
Jennifer stepped into the house and closed the front door behind her. For a moment she stood still and listened while Kendall walked back to his limousine. We both heard the car door close. The engine started, the headlights came on and then Rolls Royce pulled away from the curb and sped down the street.
My wife walked into the dining room. The interior of the house was dark. As she crossed the living room she didn't see me sitting on the couch. When she passed me I noticed that in addition to her purse and sweater, she was carrying several other articles of clothing.
As soon as she entered the dining room Jennifer turned on the light. She had her back to me so she still didn't know that I was less than twelve feet away from her. She set her purse and the clothing she was carrying on the dining room table. Her brassiere, nylon stockings and panties were all piled next to her sweater.
When my wife turned around I was surprised. She was normally very fastidious about her appearance; but now her hair was disheveled, her makeup was smeared and most shocking of all, the top of her dress had been pulled down and her large breasts were freely hanging out in front of her. They must have been fully exposed the entire time she was talking to Kendall on our front steps.
Jennifer looked into the living room and saw me sitting on the couch. She gasped. After a moment she nervously said, "Dusty I didn't realize that you were still up. How long have you been sitting there?"
"I fell asleep on the couch after the baseball game ended. I woke up when I heard Mr. Madison's limousine pull up in front of the house."
My wife nervously asked, "Did you hear our conversation on the front steps?"
I nodded. "Yes."
"All of it?"
"I think so."
Jennifer stared at the floor. She was obviously trying to think of something to say. Suddenly she realized that her breasts were exposed. She instinctively tried to cover them with her hands."
I smiled at her. "I'm your husband. I think it's all right for me to see them."
Jennifer grasped the significance of what she'd just done and started to cry. After a moment she looked at me and said, "Dusty I'm so sorry. I never wanted to hurt you. I've always hoped that you'd never find out."
I patted the spot on the couch next to me. "Why don't you come over here and sit down."
My wife smiled. "Would you mind if I put myself back together first." She glanced at her exposed breasts. "I'm feeling a little uncomfortable about this right now."
I nodded. "Go ahead."
Jennifer pulled the front of her dress up and stuffed her breasts back inside. After she was done she walked over to the couch and nervously sat down next to me.
As soon as she was seated she said, "I guess you know don't you."
"Yes I think so. Did the two of you do it tonight?" Considering my wife's appearance I suppose that it was a stupid question, but I still had to ask.
Jennifer nodded. "Yes."
"Where?"
"In his limousine. We were parked along Lake Michigan."
"Couldn't his chauffeur see you?" Again I suppose it was a stupid question, but in this situation strange things occur to a person.
"No, Kendall has a privacy curtain."
"Did you let him fuck you?"
"Yes."
"How many times?"
"Just twice."
"Just twice? What does that mean? Does he sometimes do it more?"
As soon as she recognized the implications of how she'd worded her answer Jennifer bit her lower lip and buried her face in her hands. After a moment she quietly said, "Dusty please don't do this."
I shook my head. "I have to know."
She looked up. "All right. Sometimes Kendall can do it three or four times in an evening."
I was silent. I needed a moment to absorb that information. Finally I asked, "How long have you been having an affair with him?"
"It started about a month before I became his administrative assistant."
"That was over a year ago."
"Dusty, I'm so sorry."
For a minute we just sat together, both of us staring at the floor. Finally Jennifer said, "Please Dusty, you have to understand. With Kendall it's just sex. I don't love him. I only love you. He's a wonderful lover and his dominant personality excites me, but you're the only man I want to be with for the rest of my life."
"That's not what you said to him on the steps tonight."
"What do you mean?"
"You offered to leave me so you could marry him."
Jennifer frantically shook her head. "No! No! That's not at all what I meant when I said that. I was just trying to point out to Kendall that even if I did leave you he'd never agree to marry me."
"You told him that you'd be willing to be his concubine."
My wife sighed. "Please Dusty, you have to understand. That's only a fantasy and you're a central part of that fantasy. Before I would ever consider agreeing to become Kendall's concubine you would have to agree to come with me as my slave."
Jennifer shook her head. "When I actually say that it sounds so venal and self serving. Dusty, you have to believe me. That's only a fantasy. I would never dream of leaving you. Baby, I will do anything to make this up to you. I don't love Kendall, at least not in the same way that I love you. He's fun and exciting and I enjoy his power and wealth; but if it means losing you I'll throw it all away in a flash. Dusty I'll quit my job and go to work with you at the bookstore. I'd much rather be poor and insignificant with you than rich and powerful without you. I promise that I'll never see Kendall again, please just don't leave me."
My wife was upset. She was frantically trying to convince me that she really did love me. She'd been speed talking for over a minute. Her concern made it obvious to me that she was telling the truth. She really did love me. That was all I needed to know.
The moment she stopped to take a breath I whispered. "It's my fantasy too."
She started talking again. "Dusty, you have to give me another chance. I got caught up in the glamor of my..." Suddenly she stopped in mid sentence and looked at me. "Dusty, what did you just say?"
I quietly repeated myself. "It's my fantasy too."
"What is? What's your fantasy?"
"To live as your slave while you're Mr. Madison's concubine."
My wife stared at me. She was totally amazed. "Dusty to you understand what you're saying?"
"Yes I think so." I smiled at my wife. "What I don't understand is why you're so surprised. Everything we've done since we got married has been leading us to this moment. Think about the amount of time the two of us have spent studying books and websites about female authority and wife lead marriages. Consider how excited we both get when we read cuckold husband stories together. Ms. Watson, your noble dominance and my humble subservience now define our marriage. I do all of the household chores and you manage our finances. Earlier tonight I bathed you and laid out the clothes you were going to wear for a dinner date with another man. Jennifer, I already am your slave."
She shook her head. "Dusty I'm so sorry, I didn't have any idea that I was being so selfish."
"No! No! You weren't being selfish. This is what both of us want. It's your nature to be dominant and it's mine to be submissive. Jennifer, I was born to be your slave and you were born to be my mistress. I firmly believe that it's my destiny to serve you."
"Dusty, are you sure?"
I answered emphatically, "Yes, I am. I've never been so sure about anything in my entire life." Then I paused and added. "You have to promise to love me and treat me with respect and kindness."
Jennifer grinned at me. "Dusty that will be so easy. I promise you that I will always be a kind, considerate and loving mistress."
She thought for a moment and then she excitedly said, "This will be wonderful. Kendall has a large mansion in Lake Forest and a very luxurious penthouse in a Michigan Avenue high rise. I'm sure that he will give us our own bedroom at both residences."
"Won't you want to sleep with him?"
Jennifer looked at me. "Would that be all right?"
"Of course it would. You'll be his concubine."
Jennifer shook her head. "It would be nice to be able to sleep with him once in a while, but I'll want to sleep with you most of the time. I think that will probably be fine with Kendall. He likes to sleep alone. It's one of the reasons he doesn't want to get married. I suspect that most of the time I'll start the night in his bedroom, but after were done making love I'll join you in our bedroom. Would that be okay with you?"
"It would be wonderful."
"Actually living with Kendall will make your life much easier. He has a full household staff at both his mansion and his condominium. You won't have to do any housework. If you'd like, you could keep your job at the bookstore, or you could write. I know you've always wanted to do that. You'll have to find something to occupy your spare time. You already know how many hours Kendall and I put in working and I'm certain that he's going to want to spend quite a bit of alone time with me. Kendall really does love sex."
I smiled at Jennifer. I was enjoying her obvious excitement about all of this.
She smiled back at me. "Dusty I can't wait to tell Kendall. He's going to be so excited."
My wife took a moment to enjoy that thought and then she turned to me. Suddenly her demeanor changed. In a voice dripping with nobility she said, "Slave I believe it's time for you to get down on your knees."
I obediently slipped off the couch and kneeled at Jennifer's feet.
"I would like you to demonstrate your willingness to serve me by kissing my feet."
I submissively removed my wife's high heels and gently cradled her feet in my hands. As I pressed my lips to her bare toes I understood that I was symbolically surrendering all rights as Jennifer's husband and officially accepting my new position as her slave.
Jennifer allowed me to kiss and lick her toes for a minute and then she pulled her feet away. "That's enough slave. Now I have another duty for you." She slid her hips forward and spread her legs. "Kendall doesn't like to use condoms. Tonight he came inside me two times. He left a mess. As my slave it's going to be your duty to clean up his messes."
A bolt of excitement surged through my loins. This was one of my most secret fantasies. My wife's panties were lying on the dining room table so I was looking at her naked cunt. I could tell that she'd recently been fucked. The entrance to her womb was still stretched and raw. Her lips glistened with the remains of Mr. Madison's dried semen.
Suddenly a question occurred to me. I looked up at my wife. "Ms. Watson is this the first time I've ever done this?"
She smiled at me. "Yes Dusty, it is. In the past I always made sure that I bathed before I allowed you to make love to me."
I nodded and then I leaned forward. As I kissed my wife's recently fucked pussy I realized that this was the first of many times that I would taste Kendall Madison's semen.
Jennifer was very excited. I licked her clean and then I sucked her engorged clit into my mouth and brought her to an explosive orgasm.
As soon as she recovered my wife reached down and pulled me up onto the couch next to her. She unzipped my pants and took out my tiny erection.
As she started masturbating me I said, "Ms. Watson may I ask you a question."
She nodded. "Certainly, what would you like to know?"
"Do you suck Mr. Madison's cock?"
Jennifer stared at me for a moment. Suddenly she grasped the significance of my question. She smiled at me and answered, "Of course I do, Kendall is a man. I could never deny him that pleasure."
I nodded to my wife and then I closed my eyes and enjoyed the gentle touch of her fingers as she masturbated me to a wonderful orgasm.
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It was 7:30 on a blustery night in late October. The sun had gone down over an hour ago. A light drizzle and the bitter bite of the frigid wind made it a miserable time to be outside. Sadly I had no choice. I had to wait for my wife.
I was huddled in the doorway of Smithson's Jewelry Store. In a futile attempt to stay warm I'd pulled the collar of my coat up over my ears and I was blowing on my hands. It was a Thursday night. The store had closed at six. The sidewalk in front of me was deserted and dark. The only illumination came from the street light on the corner and the lights surrounding the main entrance to The Whetmore Building directly across the street.
The firm of Jackson, Tyler and Reynolds occupied the entire fifty-second floor of the fifty-four story Whetmore Building. My wife, Kelly Mason worked for Jackson, Tyler and Reynolds.
JTandR as it was commonly known to it's employees was a very elite investment firm. Kelly was an administrative assistant to Martin Jackson, the senior partner and Chief Executive Officer of JTandR. Martin Jackson was a very wealthy man. He was also one of the most influential power brokers in our city.
My name is Timothy Jamieson. Everyone who knows me calls me Timmy.
I guess you could say that I was a writer of sorts. I worked for one of those local advertising newspapers. You know what I'm talking about, they're those skinny little publications that get stuffed into your front door a couple of times each month. The one I worked for was called The Southwest Crier. I edited advertising copy. The job didn't pay very much, but the hours were good. I also got a lot of extra time to work on my novel.
Oh yes, I'm one of those guys who has a dream. Someday I'm going to write a best seller, or at the very least a book that gets published.
My wife makes a whole lot more money than I do. Actually the disparity in our incomes makes mine nearly inconsequential. The Crier pays me just over two thousand dollars a month. During her first year at JTandR Kelly earned nearly a hundred and fifty thousand dollars and this year she's on track to make almost double that.
Kelly's rise in the firm has been meteoric. JTandR hired her right out of college. She started as an assistant to one of the corporate analysts. Apparently she made an immediate impression, because four months later she was working as an assistant to the three partners and the following December she was made a special assistant to Martin Jackson. As I already mentioned, he's the head honcho.
My wife is a gorgeous 5'4" fireball with naturally blond hair.
There's an athletic club located on the third floor of the Whetmore Building. JTandR provides a membership for Kelly as part of her compensation. She makes daily use of the exercise machines. Those regular workouts help my wife maintain a trim athletic body that draws admiring glances from every healthy adult male she encounters.
Of course those glances may also have something to do with Kelly's most notable attribute, or maybe it would be more precise to say attributes. My wife is well endowed, I mean spectacularly well endowed. We're talking about a pair of double D's on a five foot four inch, one hundred and fifteen pound frame.
Kelly laughingly refers to her breasts as both her gift and her curse. She freely admits that since the age of fifteen her bosom has garnered her privileges, male attention and special treatment that other girls didn't get; but she's also quick to point out that her huge breasts and blond hair have made it very difficult to get people to accept her as anything but a mindless bimbo.
I suppose that was one of the reasons that Kelly was attracted to me. Ironically, I'm not a breast man. I happen to be an avowed butt man. Now my wife does have a very cute little bottom, but it's no where near as spectacular as her bust.
Actually I was originally attracted to Kelly's brain. We met as Sophomores at Kelroy College. We were enrolled in the same creative writing class. My wife loves to write poetry and she's very good at it. About three weeks into the semester she was asked to read one of her poems to the class. The poem she chose described a little girl's feelings as she chased a butterfly through a rose garden on a sunny summer afternoon. It took my breath away.
After class I waited in the hallway for Kelly. I really don't know where I found the courage to do it. I was a pathetically shy, slightly effeminate, scrawny little wimp. Kelly was gorgeous and very popular. Kelroy was a small private college; everyone knew everything about everybody. I was well aware of the fact that Kelly only dated handsome fraternity guys and muscular football players. She was way out of my league.
When she stepped out of the classroom I walked up to her and just barely managed to stammer out the words, "Kelly I thought your poem was one of the most beautiful pieces of writing I've ever heard."
I'll never forget her response. My future wife stared at me for a moment and then she started to smile. "Really? Do you mean that?"
Kelly's smile encouraged me and made me bolder. I smiled back and said, "Yes I do mean that. When you were reading it I actually felt like I was in the garden with the little girl."
"I have lots of poems, I write them all the time. Would you like to hear some more?"
I nodded. "Yes, I'd like that very much."
"Are you doing anything right now?"
I shook my head. "No, but..." I was starting to get scared.
Kelly noticed my distress. In the softest most gentle voice I've ever heard she said, "There's nothing to be afraid of. I promise I won't hurt you." She took my hand. "Come on, let's go to my dorm room. I'll make us some hot chocolate. I'll read some of my poems to you and then maybe you could read something you've written."
We became immediate friends and it wasn't long before we were best friends. We wrote poetry together, studied together, read novels together, watched movies together and listened to music together. Two weeks after that first meeting we were nearly inseparable.
The only thing we didn't do was date. Kelly continued her habit of exclusively going out with handsome fraternity guys and muscular football players. To make matters worse, she had a reputation for being easy. The campus rumor mongers all called her the blow job queen of Kelroy College. On Friday and Saturday nights I not only had to sit at home alone, I had to do it knowing that there was a high probability that the girl I was madly in love with was getting fucked by another guy.
I never complained, but one afternoon I did gather enough courage to ask Kelly about it. I'll never forget that day. We were studying in her dorm room. I'd already fallen desperately in love with her and I had to know if the rumors were true.
I set my book down and nervously watched Kelly. She was engrossed in her own book and didn't notice me. I made a little noise. She looked up. When she saw me staring at her she asked, "What is it?"
"Can I ask you a question?"
"Sure Timmy, you're my best friend. You can ask me anything."
"It's very personal."
Sighing, she set her book down. "I suppose you want to know about the rumors?"
I nodded. "Yes, but you don't have to tell me if you don't want to."
Kelly shook her head. "No, I meant it when I said that you could ask me anything." She took a deep breath and then she quietly whispered. "I'm sorry Timmy, but they're all true. I love sex and I especially love sucking cocks. I probably am the blow job queen of Kelroy College."
I stared at the floor. Her frank admission shocked me. I didn't know how to respond.
She reached over and took my hand. "Timmy, I'm sorry if I shocked you, but you're my best friend and I think I'm falling in love with you. I don't want to lie to you. I don't ever want to lie to you. Do you hate me now?"
I looked at Kelly and shook my head. "I'm falling in love with you too. I could never hate you."
She kissed my cheek and then she pushed me down on the bed. Once I was lying on my back she unbuckled my belt, unzipped my jeans and pulled out my tiny cock.
I'd seen enough other guys in locker rooms after gym classes to know that I had a very small penis. I looked at her with an embarrassed expression and said, "I'm sorry, it's not very big."
Kelly smiled at me. "I get to play with plenty of big cocks. This one is yours and because it's yours it will always be my favorite."
She leaned over and kissed the tiny head of my erect penis and then she put it in her mouth and started to suck it. Kelly had caught me completely off guard. Even in my wildest dreams I'd never imagined that something as wonderful as this might happen.
I came immediately. I tried to warn Kelly, but there really wasn't much time. As it turned out, it didn't actually matter. Even after she realized I was ejaculating Kelly kept my cock in her mouth and greedily sucked up all of my semen.
As soon as I was finished ejaculating Kelly looked up at me and smiled. "It's okay Timmy, you can always cum in my mouth. I love the taste of a guys semen."
She sat up and pulled her sweatshirt over her head exposing her huge breasts. Tossing the shirt onto her dresser, she asked, "Timmy, do you like my big boobs? Lots of guys on this campus would give anything to be able to touch them and now you get to play with them anytime you want. All you have to do is ask."
I didn't say a word. I couldn't.
Kelly laughed. "You're absolutely speechless aren't you baby?"
I nodded.
Kelly unfastened her jeans, pulled them down to her ankles and kicked them off. Now all she was wearing was a tiny pale blue thong.
I took a deep breath and whispered, "You're beautiful."
"There isn't another boy in the entire world that I would rather have looking at me." Kelly lay back on her bed, hooked her thumbs into the waist band of her panties, pulled them down to her ankles, pushed them off with her feet and lasciviously spread her legs. She was shaved.
I stared at her cunt. I couldn't help myself. I'd looked at lots of pictures of naked women in magazines and on the Internet, but this was the first time that I'd ever seen a bare pussy in real life.
Kelly noticed my fascination and laughed. "This is the first time you've ever seen a girls cunt, isn't it Timmy?"
My mouth dropped open in shock. Kelly was my goddess. I'd never imagined that she could use such a coarse word.
She chuckled when she saw my dumbfounded expression. "You'd better get used to that Timmy, I love to talk dirty when I'm making it with a guy."
I was completely befuddled. I didn't move. Actually I was paralyzed and I couldn't move. I just sat on the foot of the bed and continued staring at Kelly's naked sex.
She started laughing. "You could spend the rest of the evening looking at my pussy, but I was sort of hoping that you might want to try licking it."
I gasped when I heard her suggestion.
Kelly misunderstood the gasp and frowned. "Don't you want to lick my cunt? Don't worry, it's not dirty or nasty, it's fun." She smiled at me. "I did something for you, now I think it's only fair for you to do something for me."
I had to pull myself together. Kelly was getting the wrong idea. I not only wanted to lick her pussy, doing it was my ultimate fantasy.
Quickly shaking my head, I said; "No, I want to do it. I want to do it more than anything in the entire world."
She giggled. "That's a lot. Well what are you waiting for big boy? Go for it."
I took a deep breath and very tentatively kissed the lips of Kelly's sex.
"Oh yes Timmy, that's right. Just kiss me for a minute. That feels so good."
Kelly's response gave me confidence so I kissed her again, only this time I was more aggressive. Kelly quivered. I closed my eyes and kissed her even harder. Now it was her turn to gasp. I felt her moisture on my lips. I knew that girls got wet when they were excited, but this was the first time I'd ever felt that moisture.
"Timmy use your tongue, give my pussy a French kiss."
I pushed my tongue into Kelly and for the very first time in my life I tasted a woman's sex. My entire body tingled with excitement.
"Lick me Timmy. Lick my pussy like it's a big lollipop." She giggled. "That's what I always do when I start sucking a cock."
I was a very good student. I did exactly what I was told to do. As soon as I started licking her, Kelly responded by giggling with delight.
I quickly understood that I got a thrill from giving pleasure to this beautiful woman. I began to experiment. Kelly held her breath when I licked her with long slow strokes and she started giggling again when I licked her quickly.
I decided to try to tease Kelly. I placed my tongue at the base of her pussy and began a tortuously slow climb through her cleft to the top of her cunt.
When she realized what I was doing Kelly started giggling and said, "Timmy that's cruel."
I looked up at her. "Do you want me to stop?"
She burst out laughing. "Absolutely not!"
I pushed my tongue back into her and continued my climb. When I got to the top I found her engorged clitoris. I'd read enough erotic stories on the Internet to know exactly what it was. I kissed it.
Kelly shrieked.
I got scared and pulled back.
She sat up. "No baby, don't stop. That was wonderful. Please kiss me there again."
As I said earlier, I'm a very good student and I do exactly as I'm told. I kissed Kelly again only this time I used my tongue when I kissed her. She shrieked again, but this time I didn't stop. This time, while I kissed her I also flicked her clit with the tip of my tongue. Kelly started laughing hysterically. I kept flicking her clit with my tongue. She went wild and responded by grinding her hips against my face.
Suddenly, without any explanation, Kelly stopped laughing and grinding her hips. It felt like all of the muscles in her body had locked up. She took a deep breath and lay perfectly still for a moment and then, after taking another deep breath, she started to scream. It was a high pitched, blood curdling scream.
I pulled back. I was afraid that I'd hurt her.
Kelly's entire body began to shake and she started laughing again. Quickly realizing that she was having an orgasm I relaxed and watched her. Several seconds passed before her body stopped shaking and her laughter turned into low cries. Gradually the cries became soft whimpers. Several more seconds passed and then she was quiet.
Kelly lay perfectly still for almost a minute and then she sat up and smiled at me. "Timmy you just gave me an orgasm. Very few guys are capable of doing that. Sweetheart, you just became my favorite lover."
I knew that her words were meant as a compliment, a wonderful compliment, but there was also subtle message in those words. It was a message that made me feel sad. When Kelly told me that I'd just become her favorite lover she'd also implied that I wouldn't be her only lover.
I couldn't help myself. I bit my lower lip and stared sadly at the floor.
Kelly studied me for a moment and then she asked, "Timmy, what's wrong? We just had wonderful sex."
I looked at her. After a moment I quietly said, "If I'm your favorite lover, it also means that I won't be your only lover."
Kelly thought about that for a moment and then she sighed. "Timmy you're my best friend and I think I might be falling in love with you. Baby I promise you that you're the only guy who has my heart; but Timmy honey, I''m afraid that you're going to have to share my body. At least for now." She smiled at me. "Sweetheart, I love sex. At this point in my life it's a huge adventure for me." Holding up her large breasts, she giggled and said, "You have to admit that I'm built for fucking." She picked up my hand and held it to her breast. "Baby, before I finally settle down I want to experience as many different men as I possibly can." Kelly leaned over and kissed my cheek. "But I do promise you that you'll always be my number one man. Can you live with that?"
I stared at her for a moment and then I smiled. "Yes, I think I can."
Kelly sighed with relief. "Timmy, thank you for being so understanding." She kissed me lightly on the lips. It was a tender kiss, not hot and passionate, but filled with love. And then she reached down and wrapped her fingers round my penis. It was sticking straight up.
Giggling, Kelly said, "It looks like somebody is ready for round two. How would you like to eat me again and after I cum maybe you'd like to try fucking me."
I stared at her. I couldn't believe what I'd just heard.
She grinned at me. "If you're going to be my number one lover you're going to have to fuck me once in a while."
"Is it safe? I don't have any condoms. I don't want to get you pregnant."
Kelly shook her head. "Timmy you might just be the nicest boy in the entire world. Yes, it is safe. I'm on the pill; but thank you for asking. Most guys aren't so considerate. It should also be safe for diseases. You're a virgin so I'm not worried about you and I always make the guys I date wear condoms." She poked me in the stomach. "You're the only guy who gets to fuck me bareback." She giggled again. "But you'd better not let me catch you fooling around with any other girls."
I held up my arms. "Hey you don't have to worry about that. I won't ever play around with any other girls, I promise."
Kelly stared at me."Timmy that's silly. I was just teasing you. You don't have to make that promise to me. Especially after I just got done telling you I'm going to keep dating other guys."
I shrugged. "It's not exactly like there's a crowd of girls lining up to go out with me."
Kelly laughed. "When the other girls on my floor find out that the scream that they heard a little while ago was me having an orgasm because you were eating my pussy, you might just find yourself overwhelmed with invitations."
Suddenly a little thrill rippled through me. At the time I didn't know why the idea excited me so much, I just knew that it did. Later I figured out that it was the first of my submissive cuckold fantasies coming to the surface. I kissed Kelly on the cheek and said; "I give you permission to freely date as many guys as you like, but I promise that I will always remain completely faithful to you."
Kelly stared at me. "Timmy are you being serious? Do you really want to make that promise?"
I nodded.
She took a deep breath. "Baby that is so hot."
Kelly smiled at me and then she lay back on the bed and spread her legs. "Eat me Timmy, give me pleasure, make me cum."
I buried my face between Kelly's thighs. At that moment the only thing I wanted was to give this woman pleasure.
That afternoon I brought Kelly to two more orgasms with my tongue. After she recovered from her second orgasm she lay back on the bed, spread her legs and wiggled her finger at me. "Come on studman, it's time."



I nervously climbed on top of Kelly, pushed my tiny erection into her sopping pussy and started pumping like a madman.
Kelly giggled. "Timmy honey, you have to put it in me before you start doing that."
I stopped moving and looked at her. "I am inside you." Suddenly I realized the implications of her comment. I rolled off of her and buried my face in my hands. I was humiliated.
Kelly sat up, put her arm around my shoulder and whispered to me. "Timmy I'm sorry, I didn't..." She stopped. I think she realized that there was nothing she could say that would make the situation better. Instead she just held me. After several minutes she whispered into my ear; "Timmy you're still my favorite lover and your cock is still my favorite cock."
I laughed. It was a sarcastic laugh. "Oh yeah? You can't even feel it when I'm making love to you."
"No Timmy, you're wrong. When you're making love to me I do feel it." She sighed. "Yes, it is true; you have a tiny penis and maybe it doesn't feel as good as it does when a guy with a big cock is fucking me." She stared into my eyes. "Timmy those guys are just fucking me. They pump their big cocks in and out of my cunt until they shoot their load and then they send me home. Sure it feels good." She laughed. "No, actually it feels wonderful. But Timmy, tonight you made love to me. I had three magnificent orgasms with you. Timmy you're the first guy that has ever been able to do that for me."
I looked at her. "Really?"
Kelly nodded. "Yes, really."
I smiled. I was starting to feel better again.
Kelly sensed the change in my mood. "All right cowboy, it's time to get back in the saddle and start riding again." She grabbed my arm and tried to pull me back on top of her.
I resisted. "Why? Those other guys are much better at fucking you than I am. Why bother with me?"
She shook her head in exasperation. "Because it's you dummy. I love you and I want you to fuck me. Yes, there are other things that you do better and there are other guys who are better at fucking me than you are; but that still doesn't mean that I don't want you to fuck me."
I thought about this for a moment and then I said, "Okay, but you have to promise that you won't laugh while I'm doing it."
Kelly rolled her eyes. "Okay, I promise."
It was wonderful and afterward we cuddled in her bed until it was time to go to the dining hall for dinner.
I thought about the first time Kelly went out on a date after we'd become boyfriend girlfriend. It was the Friday night after that wonderful Tuesday when we first made love. A fraternity guy named Wendell Foster was taking her to dinner at the Kensington Grill. The Kensington Grill just happened to be the fanciest restaurant in our city.
When Kelly told me about the date she grinned and said, "Wendell's just taking me to that fancy restaurant to impress me. He thinks it'll give him a better chance to get into my panties." She winked at me. "A hunk like Wendell could buy me a hot dog at a convenience store and still get into my panties."
We both laughed at her joke.
The night of her date I sat on the bed in Kelly's dorm room and watched her get dressed. After she was done putting on her makeup she turned to me and said, "Timmy are you going to be jealous tonight?"
I thought about her question for a moment and then I said, "I'll probably be envious, but I don't think I have to be jealous."
Kelly stared at me. "I don't understand."
I shook my head. "Kelly Mason, you're an English major. You know the difference between jealousy and envy, don't you."
"Of course I do." She took a second to think and then she smiled. "Yes, now I understand. Envy means that you wish that you had something that someone else has. Tonight you're going to wish that I was with you rather than Wendell."
I nodded.
She continued. "But jealousy is the fear that someone you love is falling in love with someone else."
Kelly stood up, walked over to the bed and kissed me. "Timmy you never have to be jealous. You're the only man I'll ever love."
Kelly Glanced at the clock and her relaxed manner suddenly changed. "Look at the time! It's seven o'clock. Wendell is probably already downstairs waiting for me."
After checking herself one last time in her mirror, Kelly quickly grabbed her purse. As she was opening the door to leave she paused for a moment and then she turned back to me. "Timmy will you please stay here. I would love to be able to see you when I come home tonight. I don't think I'll probably be too late. I expect that after dinner we'll go right back to Wendell's apartment so that he can fuck me. I'm pretty sure that he'll want to take me home as soon as we're finished. The only real question is how often can he get it up." She giggled. "If he turns out to be a real animal I'll give him a blow job to slow him down a little. They don't take much time and there isn't a guy alive who doesn't love them."
I smiled at Kelly. "I would love to wait here for you."
She leered at me. "Will you eat my pussy when I get back. I promise I'll make Wendell wear a condom."
I laughed. "I'm already looking forward to it."
Kelly smiled and then she sighed and said, "Timmy I really do have to go. I should be back around midnight."
As I nodded to her she blew me a quick kiss and ran out the door.
After she was gone I tried to study, but I couldn't concentrate on biology or European History so tried reading a novel instead. That didn't work either. I couldn't stop thinking about Kelly and Wendell. In my mind I could picture every second of their date.
I saw them walking into the restaurant holding hands.
I pictured them flirting with each other during their dinner. Kelly hung on every word her date said and laughed at all of his jokes.
After dinner I imagined Kelly taking Wendell's arm. Pressing her body against his, they walked out to his car. When they got to his car...
I shook my head. Enough! I was going crazy. I closed my eyes and rubbed my forehead. I didn't know what I was going to do. Sitting in Kelly's room waiting for her to come home was turning out to be unbearable. Suddenly a solution popped into my brain. It was obvious. I sat down at Kelly's desk, turned on her lap top computer and started typing.
The title of the story was "Kelly and Wendell". It was almost midnight by the time I finished it. I hoped that Kelly might want to read it when she got back from her date so I left her computer turned on.
I was just about to lie down on Kelly's bed so that I could take a short nap when she opened the door and walked into the room.
As soon as she saw me, she smiled. "Timmy I'm so happy to see you're still here. I was worried that you might have gotten bored and decided to go home."
I shook my head. "No I told you I'd wait here until you got back." I shrugged. "I'm just that kind of a guy, I'll always wait for you."
Kelly grinned at me. "And that's why I'm falling madly in love with you Timothy Jamieson."
"So how was your date?"
Sighing, Kelly said; "It was wonderful. Wendell is an absolutely magnificent fuck..." Suddenly she stopped and looked at me. "I'm sorry Timmy, that wasn't very sensitive. Does it bother you when you hear me say that?"
I shook my head. "Not if it's true." Then smiling at her, I asked; "So tell me, why was he so good?"
"Do you really want to hear that?"
"Yes, I think I do. This is a big part of your life right now and I want you to be able to share it with me."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, I think I am."
"Okay. Timmy, Wendell got three erections tonight. Most guys can only get it up twice and on his third erection I thought he was going to go all night long. I'm not exaggerating Timmy. The last time I think he fucked me for over a half hour." Kelly giggled. "I'm a little sore down there right now."
"Would you rather wait to fool around until tomorrow night?"
Grinning at me, Kelly shook her and said; "Oh no, I think your sweet little tongue is exactly what I need to soothe my poor little pussy right now."
Kelly sat down on the bed next to me and rested her hand on the inside of my thigh. "So what did you do while Wendell was busy fucking my brains out?"
We both chuckled at her crude comment and then I smiled proudly and said, "I wrote a story."
Kelly's eyes lit up. "Really? What's it about? Where is it? Can I read it?"
"It's called, Kelly and Wendell. It's on your computer and yes you can read it."
"Kelly and Wendell? Really? I can't wait to read it. Maybe I could read it aloud while you lick my pussy."
Kelly pulled up her skirt and sat down at her desk. She wasn't wearing any panties. I was certain that I saw her put on a pair when she was dressing for her date so I asked, "What happened to your panties?"
"I let Wendell keep them as a souvenir." Kelly shrugged. "I thought it was the least I could do. The dinner at the Kensington Grill was really expensive."
I laughed. "You shouldn't feel too guilty, after all you did let him fuck you three times."
"Let him? Honey child when I saw Wendell's great big dick I would have begged him to fuck me." Giggling, Kelly spread her legs, snapped her fingers and pointed at the floor near her feet. "Now get over here and start eating my cunt little boy. I've got a story to read."
My entire body tingled with excitement as I got off the bed, crawled between Kelly's parted thighs and pressed my lips against her recently fucked sex.
That started a tradition for us. Whenever Kelly was out on a date I used the time while she was gone to write a story. When she returned home she always read it out loud to me while I kneeled on the floor between her legs and licked her pussy.
As I stood huddled in the doorway of Smithson's Jewelry Store an overwhelming sense of sadness permeated my soul. I tried to tell myself that my low spirits were caused by the cold wet rain and the dark deserted street in front of me, but I knew that wasn't true. I understood exactly why I was feeling so blue. It was the horrible task that I was facing. I wasn't waiting outside my wife's office so that I could meet her, I was hiding in that doorway so that I could follow her.
About a year ago, the demands of Kelly's job increased dramatically. After she was promoted to the position of administrative assistant to the three partners she had to start working longer hours. Her new work schedule included many evenings and some weekends.
At first, these longer hours weren't a problem. I was pleased that Kelly enjoyed her work and of course as her salary increased we both reaped the material benefits of her efforts. Kelly was also very careful to make sure that when she was at home we always had an opportunity to spend some quality time together.
During this time our sex life continued to flourish. Now, don't get me wrong. I'm not trying to present myself as some sort of Don Juan. Believe me, I'm not. I already told you about our first sexual encounter. I have a tiny penis and I tend to cum quickly when I try to have normal intercourse.
Because of that Kelly and I had developed a rather unorthodox sexual relationship. In the bedroom my wife had gradually become increasingly assertive with me. Actually, dominant might be a better term. I hadn't resisted this change, in fact to be totally honest, I'd encouraged it. I'd discovered that I had quite a submissive streak.
Kelly continued to teach me how to please her orally and it wasn't long before she was spending hours on her back enjoying orgasm after orgasm while I licked and kissed her pussy and eventually her ass.
While it was true that Kelly had quickly become the dominant partner in our relationship, she still loved me and once she was well satisfied she always finished off one of our lovemaking sessions by giving me the sweetest little blow job I could possibly imagine.
By the time we were married we were only having intercourse on special occasions. It really wasn't a conscious decision on either of our parts. The truth was, my tiny penis made intercourse frustrating for both of us and we had a much better time when we pleased each other orally. I do have to admit that I spent a lot more time pleasing Kelly than she did me, but I didn't care. I loved eating her pussy and her ass.
Kelly's ass, yes I do lick my wife's asshole, or at least I did when we were still making love. I'll never forget the first time I did it. It was about a month after we started having sex. Kelly didn't have a date so we were spending the evening studying together in her dorm room. Once we were finished we decided to find a hot story on one of the cuckold web sites so that Kelly could read it out loud while I licked her pussy.
I'd discovered these sites one night while I was waiting for Kelly to come home from a date. I was still writing stories about Kelly and her lovers while she was out, but she was very popular and it wasn't unusual for her to have as many as four dates in a week. I was writing a lot of stories and they were starting to get repetitive. I needed some fresh ideas so I began searching the web. I found a veritable treasure trove.
I showed the sites to Kelly as soon as she came home. They got her so excited that we stayed up until dawn reading stories. We quickly fell into a wonderful routine. Kelly would read a story out loud while I kneeled between her legs and licked her pussy. She sometimes had as many as four orgasms during one of our story sessions.
On this particular night we found a story in which a dominant wife made her husband kiss and lick her asshole before she left for a date. Kelly was sitting on the edge of her bed. Her laptop computer was propped up on her night stand. I was kneeling on the floor between her legs.We were both naked. My face was buried in her sopping cunt.
As soon as she read the passage where the husband first kissed and then licked his wife's asshole Kelly grabbed me by the hair and lifted my face out of her pussy. "Timmy did you hear that?"
I nodded. "Yes I did."
Shaking her head, Kelly said; "That is so hot. I don't know how she could get her husband to do that for her. He must really love her."
I'd been licking Kelly's pussy for about fifteen minutes. I was very excited and feeling extremely submissive. Looking up at Kelly, my face glistening with the moisture of her arousal, I said; "I love you that much."
Kelly stared at me. After a moment she said, "Timmy are you saying that you'd be willing to do that for me?"
I smiled at her. "Yes I am."
Kelly gasped, but she was also grinning. "When?"
"How about right now."
"Timmy are you serious?"
"Yes, I'm very serious."
Kelly was silent for a moment and then in a mildly apologetic tone of voice, she said; "Timmy, I don't think I can do that for you. It's not that I don't love you, but..."
I patted her knee. "It's okay, I don't think you should do it for me. I wouldn't seem right."
I watched Kelly while she thought about what I'd just told her. Finally she looked at me and said. "I think I understand. It's kind of the same thing as when you told me that you still wanted to be faithful to me even though you knew that I was going to continue dating other guys."
I nodded. "Yes, I think that's right."
Kelly considered that for a few seconds and then she said, "It doesn't seem like it's fair, but I think that might be what makes it so much fun."
I grinned at her and said, "I think so too."
Giggling, Kelly lay down on her stomach with the side of her face resting comfortably on a pillow. My entire body was tingling with excitement as I got up on the bed and positioned myself between her thighs.
When she felt me spreading the soft cheeks of her gorgeous ass Kelly breathlessly said, "Timmy this might be the most exciting thing I've ever done."
I slowly lowered my face to Kelly's rear. When she felt my lips touch her tiny anus she shivered with excitement. At first I just kissed her. Neither of us said anything. We didn't have to. We both understood exactly what was happening. I was pledging myself to my goddess.
Finally I tentatively extended my tongue and tasted Kelly's asshole for the very first time. It excited me and I wanted more so I pushed my tongue into her.
As soon as she felt me exploring her Kelly got up on her hands and knees to give me freer access to her rear. I pushed my tongue even deeper into her. She responded by grinding her ass against my face. I reached between Kelly's legs and started rubbing her engorged clitoris while I continued kissing and licking her asshole.
That put Kelly over the edge. She gasped, I felt all of the muscles in her body flex and then she screamed. It was a volcanic orgasm.
Afterward we searched for more stories that featured ass licking. It wasn't long before we encountered the term, anal worship. Kelly thought it was an apt description. From that night on, whenever we made love Kelly would roll over onto her stomach and say, "I think it's time for my little boyfriend to express his love with a little anal worship."
I'm not sure which of us enjoyed it more, but I did know that the role that each of us was destined to play in our relationship was gradually becoming more clearly defined.
After Kelly received her first promotion I took on the exclusive responsibility for doing all of the household chores. The shopping, cooking, cleaning and laundry all became my duties. I didn't object. In fact I liked it. It also made sense to both of us. My job was much less demanding than Kelly's and while neither of us had ever voiced this, I'm quite certain that we both saw it as appropriate. My wife's dominance was slowly moving out of the bedroom and into the rest of the house. Bit by bit she was assuming the role of the dominant bread winner and I was becoming the submissive homemaker.
Kelly enthusiastically embraced her developing role. She loved being the dominant partner in our marriage and she played her part to the hilt. When I served her a dinner that she especially enjoyed or she came home and found the house particularly clean she would joke that I had become the perfect housewife. My wife would giggle and tell me that I was the ideal mate for her. I could clean, cook and give wonderful head. The most amazing part is that I found her praise both gratifying and exciting. I loved my submissive status every bit as much as Kelly loved her dominant position.
Our life was still something out of a storybook. It maybe wasn't the typical storybook of our culture, but it was one that worked very well for us. Kelly worked hard at her job and supplied us with an ample flow of money. I kept the house and diligently tried to support her by trying to meet her every need.
It was last winter when I first noticed that things were beginning to change. Now, as I look back, I realize that the changes had been gradually occurring for almost a year, but they accelerated when Kelly was promoted to the position of special assistant to Martin Jackson. While that was just before Christmas I didn't really begin notice that something was happening until the first Friday in February.
Kelly got home from work at about six. I was happy, on the three previous Friday's she'd had to work until ten or eleven o'clock. As soon as she walked into the house she kicked off her shoes and called to me, "Timmy honey, bring me a martini."
I was already making it. I knew my wife and I prided myself on my ability to anticipate her needs. Once her cocktail was ready I put it on a tray. Kelly always seemed to be pleased when I brought things to her on a tray. I set the daily newspaper next to her drink and carried the tray into the living room.
My wife was sitting in her favorite chair. I set her cocktail and the newspaper on the table next to her and bowed politely. Kelly smiled at me and said, "Thank you Timmy, what's for dinner?"



"I made a marinara sauce this morning. I stopped at the store on my way home from work and bought a chicken breast. I plan to dice it, saute it in olive oil with mushrooms and shallots, blend it into the marinara sauce and serve it on angel hair pasta. I'll make a small salad to go with it."
"How long will it take you to prepare everything?"
"About twenty minutes."
My wife picked up her newspaper. "I'm tired, why don't you start cooking now." She unfolded the first section and began to peruse the front page.
For a moment I stood next to Kelly and waited. I was hoping that she would change her mind and invite me to get a martini for myself so that we could read the newspaper together and discuss the events of the week. Friday nights used to be special for us. We would have several cocktails, share a bottle of wine while we ate a nice dinner and then retire to the bedroom for several hours of sex.
That night my wife disappointed me. She took a sip of her martini, focused her attention on her newspaper and ignored my presence.
I left the living room feeling incredibly dejected. Once I was inside the kitchen I leaned against the counter and took several deep breaths. I told myself that Kelly had to work hard at her job and I tried very hard to convince myself that I shouldn't take it personally when she came home feeling tired and a little aloof.
I quickly prepared our meal. As soon as everything was ready I set the dining room table and called Kelly to dinner.
My wife took her usual place at the head of the table and I sat down next to her. Kelly had been working such long hours that we really hadn't seen each other for several days. I was hoping that we would spend a little time talking about our daily lives. I was very curious to hear about my wife's new duties at work. When I asked she just sighed and said, "Timmy I really don't feel like talking about work right now."
We ate our dinners in silence. As soon as we finished eating I stood up and started clearing the dishes. As I was taking them into the kitchen Kelly said, "Timmy the firm is just finishing a very important project. This weekend I'm going to have to work on both Saturday and Sunday."
I stopped and turned around. Sunday was Super Bowl Sunday. While Kelly and I weren't actually football fans we enjoyed the pageantry and commercials of the super bowl. We always watched the game together. It had become a special evening for us.
"Will you be home in time for the game?"
Shaking her head, Kelly said; "I don't think so Timmy. You'd better plan on watching it by yourself. The firm is on the verge of completing a big merger. If the deal goes through everyone, including me, is going to get a nice bonus. There's an important meeting on Monday morning. All of the paperwork has to be perfect. I'm certain that I'm going to have to work very late on Sunday night."
I stared at Kelly. I was incredibly disappointed. "Why can't you get everything done on Saturday?"
My wife sighed. "Timmy I don't have the energy to argue about this." She stood up. "I have to work this weekend. You're not going to see much of me. Live with it!" Kelly stormed into the bedroom and slammed the door behind her.
I finished clearing the table and cleaned up the kitchen. By the time I was done I was feeling very petty about making a fuss because Kelly had to work during the Superbowl. This was her job and she made an excellent income for us. Working long hours was difficult enough, she didn't have to listen to me complain about it.
As soon as I was done with my chores I tiptoed to the bedroom, opened the door and peaked inside. The lights were off, Kelly was already in bed. I quickly undressed, slipped under the covers and put my arm around her shoulder. As I gently kissed the back of her neck I whispered. "I'm sorry that you have to work so hard this weekend. Please forgive me for being cross with you earlier."
Kelly ignored me, but as I lay next to her in the dark I was quite certain that I could hear her crying.
Things were better the next morning. When my wife got up I was making French toast. It was her favorite breakfast. The moment she walked into the kitchen I turned to her and said, "Kelly, I'm sorry about last night. I shouldn't have pressed you so hard about being home for the Superbowl. I know that your job is demanding. I was being selfish."
Kelly shook her head. "No Timmy, it was all my fault. Last night was Friday night. That's always been special for us. I may have been tired, but I still should have taken some time for you." She sighed. "Baby I know I've been neglecting you lately. I'm sorry, things should get easier after we finish this merger."
After breakfast Kelly took me into the bedroom so that I could go down on her. I gave her two orgasms. As soon as she'd recovered from her second orgasm she gave me one of her wonderful blow jobs. When I finished ejaculating we cuddled up together and slept in each others arms until the early afternoon.
Kelly had to go back to work at three. When I asked why she was going in so late, she smiled at me and said, "Everyone wanted to spend Saturday morning with their families. Now I understand what they were talking about." She kissed me. "Timmy it was a wonderful morning. Thank you so much for being so understanding." She turned. As she was walking out the door she said, "Baby I'm probably going to be very late tonight. You shouldn't wait up for me."
She was right. That night my wife didn't get home until 1:00 AM. The next night, Super Bowl Sunday, she didn't get home until 2:30.
Still, for awhile things were better. Kelly's mood improved and when she was at home, she tried to be a little more attentive.
The improvement was only temporary. By early March Kelly was working late on at least two and sometimes as many as four nights a week. When she was at home her foul mood had returned and our sex life was dead.
Kelly also started traveling in March. Her first trip was to New York City. She left on a Tuesday morning and was home again by dinner time on Thursday. She explained the trip by telling me that the three partners were meeting with an important Wall Street investment firm. They were bringing her along to keep track of the paperwork.
Four weeks later she had to go to Chicago and three weeks after that she accompanied the partners to Los Angeles. All of these trips seemed credible to me. The cities were all major financial centers and my wife did work for a firm that invested capital and bought and sold businesses.
It was in early May that she took the first trip that aroused my suspicion. Kelly and all three of the partners spent a week at a private estate near a well known golf community in South Carolina. When she told me about the trip I asked my wife why they were going to a golf resort.
She explained that the firm was about to attempt a hostile take over of a large well known corporation. The purpose of the trip was to get everyone together in a place where they wouldn't be disturbed so they could put together a strategic plan for the take over. Kelly's explanation made sense. I had to accept it.
After that her trips became more frequent and appeared to be increasingly less business oriented. In late May she spent several days at a luxury resort in Jamaica. In early June she went back to Evergreen. That was the name of the estate in South Carolina. At the end of June she spent a week in Hawaii. She took her first trip to Las Vegas in early July and by the end of the summer she'd made two more visits to that gambling mecca and four to Evergreen. She spent the Labor Day weekend on Cape Cod and in September she made another trip to Las Vegas and flew to South Carolina three more times.
When I asked her why she was traveling to vacation destinations rather than business centers, Kelly explained that they were trying to raise capital and it was easier to persuade potential investors to meet with representatives of the firm if they held the meetings in places that were fun to visit.
Again her explanation made just enough sense to make it plausible. Still, the fact was that my wife was gone more than she was at home and when she was at home, she was crabby, aloof and often stayed out until the middle of the night. It was clear to me that our marriage was falling apart.
On the last Monday in September Kelly spent a rare evening at home. We ate dinner in silence. After dinner I cleaned the kitchen while she sat on the couch reading a magazine. As soon as I was finished in the kitchen I joined her in the living room.
When I sat down on the couch next to her my wife didn't even bother to look up from her magazine. This was the final straw. I decided that I couldn't live like this any more. Something was wrong and I had to know what it was.
I took a deep breath and said, "Kelly we have to talk."
My wife set her magazine down and in an irritated tone of voice said, "What's wrong now?"
I shook my head. "What's wrong? Can't you see what's wrong? You're rarely at home and when you are at home you barely acknowledge my presence. Kelly honey we haven't had sex in over two months. You used to love sex. You used to live for sex. Baby I'm worried, there's something drastically wrong."
Kelly sighed. "Timmy your constant whining about my job and our life is really beginning to annoy me. I'm working my tail off trying to establish some financial independence for us and all you seem to be able to do is harp at me about it. Well I'm getting sick and tired of hearing your petty grievances." She stood up and glared at me. "If you were a man and had a decent job, maybe I wouldn't have to work so hard. Now I'm tired and I'm going to bed."
Kelly turned and started to walk towards the bedroom.
I called to her. "Kelly we have to talk about this. We can't ignore it anymore. Our marriage is falling apart. Baby I'd rather be poor and happy than rich and miserable."
She spun around. "Timmy I don't want to hear another word out of you tonight. Do you understand me? Not one more word."
Kelly turned her back to me, stormed into the bedroom and slammed the door behind her.
For a little while I sat on the couch in silence. I just couldn't make any sense out of this situation. Before she went to work at JTandR Kelly never really cared much about money. Writing poetry, listening to music and taking the time to cook a nice dinner, those were the things that used to motivate her. Oh and of course sex. She always loved sex. Kelly lived for sex. It was the greatest joy in her life.
I shook my head. We hadn't made love in over a month and Kelly claimed that she was still being faithful. If that was true, then she was living a celibate life. Could a person really change that much in two short years? I didn't think it was possible.
I decided that my wife had to be having an affair. It was the only reasonable explanation for the radical change in her behavior.
The problem with that theory was that it really didn't make any sense. Why would she bother to hide it from me? She'd dated other guys right up to our wedding day. I chuckled to myself. Her girlfriends told me that she had quite a bachelorette party. Apparently there were a half dozen very handsome men in attendance and my bride started the festivities by sucking all of their cocks while everyone else watched. I gather that things went down hill from there.
I never asked my wife to stop seeing other men. In fact on our wedding night I made it clear to her that if she wanted to continue dating it would be perfectly all right with me. I explained that I actually got a thrill out of being her cuckold.
Giving up other men was Kelly's idea. She told me that she was grateful that I'd given her the opportunity to sow her wild oats, but now that we were married she wanted to try to be a faithful wife.
If she'd started dating again, why wouldn't she just tell me? She had to know that I wouldn't care.
Suddenly the answer became clear. It was the only scenario that made any sense. My wife must have fallen in love with another man. It explained everything; the frequent trips, Kelly's foul mood when she was at home, her late nights, her lack of interest in having sex with me and most of all her reluctance to tell me about her lover. It all fit together.
When I realized that it was likely that I'd already lost Kelly my stomach churned and then I buried my face in my hands and started to cry.
I cried for over an hour. When I finally stopped and pulled myself back together I felt better. The emotional outburst had released tension and anguish that had been building up inside of me for the past several months.
I was able to think with more clarity. I now had a theory that my wife may have fallen in love with another man; but that was all it was, just a theory. I needed proof before I dared to confront Kelly. I also realized that there could be other explanations. It was possible that Kelly was either ill, or the pressure of her job had caused her to have a mental breakdown. I decided that I would wait and watch. If my wife had actually fallen in love with another man, there would be signs.
The next morning my wife's mood had not improved.
When she walked into the kitchen I was making French Toast. I greeted her with a warm smile and said, "Good morning Kelly, I made your favorite breakfast."
She glared at me while she silently poured herself a cup of coffee and then she sat down at the kitchen table. When I offered her a slice of French toast she waved it away and in a monotone voice said, "I'm not hungry."
I sat down at the table and watched her sip her coffee. After a moment I said, "Kelly, you're not yourself. I think you should consider seeing a doctor."
My wife looked up at me. There was pure venom in her eyes. In an icy voice she said, "Timmy I am going to repeat what I told you last night. I work very hard at my job. It's taking all of my energy right now and I would very much appreciate it if you would stop harping at me every time I come home." Glaring, Kelly stood up, turned her back to me and stormed out of the kitchen.
I followed her. "Kelly I'm starting to wonder if you're having an affair with another man."
My wife stopped. For a moment she stood perfectly still and then she turned and quietly whispered. "No Timmy, I am not having an affair."
"Do you still love me?"
She nodded. "Yes, I do."
Kelly and I stared at each other. After a moment she sighed and retreated to the bedroom. She quickly returned carrying her overnight bag. "Timmy I have to go to Las Vegas for a day. I'll be back tomorrow night." She walked over and gave me kiss on the cheek. It wasn't the kind of kiss that a wife would give to her husband before she left for an overnight trip to another city. It was more like the kind of kiss a mother would give to her son as she was leaving for work.
I watched Kelly walk out the door. After she was gone I silently mouthed the words, "I love you."
Kelly returned home from her trip to Las Vegas at about 6:00 pm the next day. When she walked into the house I was in the kitchen making fettuccine carbonara for dinner. I smiled at her and said, "Hello Kelly."
She went straight into the bedroom without acknowledging my greeting.
I stood perfectly still for a moment. I wasn't sure what I should do. Finally I decided that I had to try to talk to her again. I followed her to the bedroom. Kelly was in the bathroom. Her overnight bag was on the bed. It was open. There was a black lace baby doll nightie, a pair of black nylon stockings and a black lace garter belt in the bag. Underneath the lingerie I could see a black cocktail dress. I took it out of the bag and held it up. It was short, very short, almost indecently short and shockingly low cut. It was obvious that the dress would just barely conceal my wife's large breasts.
"I see that now you've even stooped to searching my luggage." Kelly walked over and took the dress out of my hands, put it back in her overnight bag and closed it.
I stared at my wife. "That's not exactly your traditional business outfit. Kelly, I think you owe me an explanation."
I waited. Kelly just glared at me. Finally I said, "Kelly you know that I've always been willing to let you date other men. If that's what you're doing, please just tell me."
My wife looked at the floor. She didn't say a word.
Finally I said, "Kelly I'm worried that you're having an affair. I'm afraid that you've fallen in love with another man."
"I am not having an affair and I am not in love with another man." Kelly took a deep breath. "Timmy yesterday you pointed out that we never have sex anymore and you found it necessary to remind me that I used to love sex. Well you needn't have bothered to remind me. I am very aware of how much I miss sex. I am sorry that my job saps all of my energy and if you must know, these clothes are my one refuge. When I'm alone in my hotel room after working all day it feels good to put on some lingerie that makes me feel sexy and masturbate. Yes, Timmy you heard me correctly, I masturbate when I'm alone and I'll bet you do too. There, are you satisfied? Have you humiliated me enough tonight or is there something else you want to cross exam me about? If there isn't, then I'm tired and I want to be alone."
Kelly turned, fled into the bathroom and slammed the door behind her.
I stared at the bathroom door for a moment and then I turned, walked out to the living room and sat down on the couch. Kelly's explanation was ridiculous. I believed that she might masturbate when she was alone at night in her hotel room, but I didn't believe that she put on sexy lingerie and a slinky black dress when she did it. I was now even more convinced that my wife was having an affair, but I still wasn't a hundred per cent certain.
As I sat on the couch I realized that this situation was destroying both of us. I had to find a way to resolve it. While I realized that I would be devastated if I actually found out that my wife was in love with another man, I still had to know. Our life was falling apart. We couldn't keep living like this.
Kelly was asleep by the time I came to bed. I slept fitfully and got up well before my wife. She slept in. She often did that after she came home from a business trip. It was ten o'clock when she finally walked into the kitchen.
I smiled at her. "Would you like some breakfast?"
Kelly looked at the clock on the wall. "No thank you Timmy, It's late. I have to get into the office."
I quietly said, "Very well."
As Kelly picked up her purse she said, "I'm sorry but I have a late meeting tonight. I probably won't be home until well after midnight."
I looked at my wife. "Kelly please don't go out tonight. Come home, we need to talk. I promise you that I won't be upset if you tell me that you're just having a casual affair with this man." I paused for a moment and then I whispered, "And if you're in love with him, well we need to talk about that too."
Kelly shook her head. "Timmy how many times do I have to say this? I am not having an affair. I'm working." She sighed. "What do you want from me?"
"I want it to be like it used to be. I want to love you and I want you to love me."
"Timmy please believe me, I do love you."
"Then come home tonight."
"Timmy I can't, I have to work."
Kelly turned. As she walked out the door she said, "Don't wait up, I'm going to be home late."
I huddled in the doorway of Smithson Jewelers. It seemed to be getting colder. I glanced at my watch. It was 8:30. I'd been waiting there for over an hour.
The confrontation that I just described had taken place that morning. I'd spent the entire day considering possible courses of action. Finally I decided that my only choice was to follow my wife so that I could find out what she was actually doing while she was out at night.



I was just beginning to believe that Kelly really was going to spend the evening in her office when I saw the door to the Whetmore Building open. Someone was coming out. I watched carefully. It was a woman. It was my wife.
Kelly walked into the parking ramp next door. I ran to my car, started the engine and waited.
Three minutes later her Mercedes S 550 pulled out of the parking ramp and turned north. I waited for her to get about a block ahead of me and then I pulled my Ford Focus away from the curb and followed her.
My wife brought the luxury sedan home about four months earlier. I was shocked when I saw it and asked her how we could possibly afford such an expensive car. Kelly just shrugged and told me that her boss, Martin Jackson had been so pleased by her hard work and effort on a recent project that he'd bought if for her as a token of his appreciation.
At the time, I was still driving an old Toyota Corolla with over 200, 000 miles on it. The next day my wife had a new Ford Focus delivered to the house. When she got home that night I asked Kelly about the new car. She kissed my cheek and told me that I was such a good little helpmate for her that when she got a reward, I deserved to get one too.
Kelly made a left turn onto Fourth Avenue. The Calvert Hotel was in the middle of the block. She pulled up to the front entrance and parked. The valet opened her door. My wife handed him the keys to her Mercedes and went straight into the hotel.
I parked my Ford on the street and followed her. As soon as I entered the lobby I looked around. Kelly was waiting for the elevator. I went into the cocktail lounge and found a seat at the bar that had a clear view of my wife.
When the elevator doors opened Kelly got in. As soon as the doors were closed I raced over and watched to see where the elevator stopped. It was the seventeenth floor. I pressed the up button. The elevator came straight back down. My wife had been the only passenger.
I got into the elevator and pressed the button for the seventeenth floor. My heart was racing. I took several deep breaths to try to calm myself. As soon as the elevator stopped and the doors opened I cautiously stepped out. I looked up and down the hallway. It was vacant. There was no sign of my wife.
The Calvert is a relatively small hotel. There are only about twenty rooms on each of it's nineteen floors. Most of them are luxury suites. As I started walking down the hallway I realized that even with the small number of rooms I still had no way of knowing which one my wife had gone into.
Suddenly I heard the elevator door open. There was an opening about ten feet ahead of me. I ducked into it. I found myself in the room that housed the ice, candy and a soft drink machines. I stood in front of the candy machine and pretended to be trying to make a selection.
As I stood there a bellman passed by the doorway. He was carrying a tray with a bottle of champagne in an ice bucket and two glasses.
I heard him knock on a door.
I peeked around the corner. The bellman was standing in front of the room that was across the hall and two doors down.
The door opened. The bellman said, "Good evening Melody, how are you tonight?"
"I'm very good Mark, how are you?" It was Kelly's voice.
"I'm doing well Melody, thank you for asking. Shall I set the champagne in the usual place?"
"Yes, that will be just fine."
"Has Mr. Baldwin arrived?"
"Yes Mark, he's here. He's in the powder room right now."
There was a moment of silence and then I heard a pop. I assumed that the bellman had just opened the champagne.
"Thank you Mark. Please put this on Mr. Baldwin's bill."
"Of course, have a pleasant evening." There was a pause and then the bellman said, "Thank you Melody, you're always very generous."
Kelly answered, "Thank you Mark, you always take excellent care of us. Mr. Baldwin and I appreciate your effort."
The door closed. I ducked behind the ice machine. Fortunately the bellman walked by without looking into the room where I was hiding. I waited until I heard the sound of the elevator doors closing and then I stepped out into the hallway and carefully tiptoed down to the room occupied by my wife and Mr. Baldwin. It was room 1712.
I listened at the door. I could just make out a man's voice. "Melody, you are gorgeous. Take off your blouse, do it slowly. I've been waiting for this all day."
There was silence. I thought I heard the rustle of clothing, but I wasn't sure.
"They're so beautiful. I just love looking at them."
"Roger, why don't you let me take off your pants. You can play with my big tits while I suck your cock." It was Kelly's voice, there wasn't any question about that.
I turned and slowly walked down the hallway. There was no longer any doubt. I was now one hundred percent certain, my wife was having an affair and her lover's name was Roger Baldwin. I also now knew that this wasn't just a casual fling. It was clear that Kelly and Roger Baldwin were regular guests at the Calvert Hotel. Even worse, Kelly's lover had a pet name for her. A pet name that even the bellman knew.
I also knew the name and understanding it's significance tore me apart. When Kelly was a senior at Kelroy she wrote a story about a little girl who's parents were getting a divorce. The little girl coped with the stress in her life by taking refuge in a fantasy world. Her guardian in that fantasy world was a beautiful, but very naughty fairy who protected the little girl while the two of them enjoyed a series of wonderful adventures. The fairy's name was of course, Melody. If Roger Baldwin knew about Melody, he and Kelly had to be very close.
I sighed as I got onto the elevator. I was sad and I was afraid that I'd lost my wife. I was also angry. I wasn't angry with Kelly because she was being unfaithful. I'd long ago learned that she viewed love and sex as two completely separate entities. I wasn't even angry because she may have fallen in love with someone else. That hurt, It hurt me deeply; but love is something that just happens, it's not something that we can control. I couldn't be angry at Kelly because she'd met someone new. That just happens to people.
I was angry at Kelly because she lied to me. I remembered the afternoon that I asked her about her reputation at Kelroy. She'd told me that she didn't want to lie to me, in fact Kelly promised that she would never lie to me. Now it was clear that she had been lying. As I stepped off the elevator I was trying to figure out what had changed her.
I decided that I wanted to give Kelly one more chance. I walked into the cocktail lounge and sat down at the bar. When the bartender came over I ordered a bottle of Heineken. As soon as he was gone I took out my cell phone and dialed Kelly's cell number.
Her phone started to ring. I was actually surprised that she still had it turned on. I waited. She answered it on the fifth ring. "Hello?"
"Kelly, it's me."
"Hello Timmy. Why are you calling me? Is something wrong?"
"Kelly I just wanted to apologize for the way I've been acting lately. I'm sorry that I haven't trusted you. I was being foolish. I know that you would never lie to me."
There was a moment of silence and then Kelly said, "It's okay baby, I forgive you. Both of us have been under a lot of pressure lately."
"Are you in your office right now?"
"Yes I am, why?"
"I was thinking about making some chocolate chip cookies. I thought you and the rest of the people in your office who have to work late tonight might enjoy them."
"Oh Timmy, thank you, but the door to the Whetmore Building is locked and if I go down to the lobby to wait for you it will be that much longer before I get to go home. Maybe you could bring us some on another night." She paused for a moment and then she said, "I'm sorry Timmy I have to go. I'm in the middle of a meeting with several of our corporate analysts and they're all waiting for me. I'll be home later. Baby, don't wait up. I'll see you in the morning. Good night Timmy. I love you."
"Kelly, I love you too." My wife didn't hear that. She'd already turned off her cell phone.
I paid for my beer, left the bar and walked out to my car. I was sick. The woman I loved and trusted had just finished telling me a mammoth lie."
When I got home I sat down in the living room and waited for my wife.
It was just after 1:00 AM when I heard the garage door open. The headlights of Kelly's Mercedes lit up the living room curtains as she pulled into the driveway and then the lights disappeared when she drove into the garage.
I listened. The garage door closed and then the side door opened. I heard the click of Kelly's high heels on the linoleum floor . She turned on the kitchen light. After a moment she came into the dining room and turned on that light. Now I could see her, but the living room was still dark. She didn't know that I was watching her.
Kelly set her purse down on the dining room table and casually thumbed through the stack of mail that was next to it. She sighed and then she turned. As she walked into the living room she gasped when suddenly saw me sitting on the couch. She was clearly startled. She didn't expect me to be up.
Quickly gathering her wits, Kelly asked, "Timmy, why are you sitting in the dark?"
"I was just waiting for you to come home."
"That was very thoughtful, but you shouldn't have sweetheart. I told you I was going to be very late."
I nodded. "Yes you did."
Kelly smiled at me. "Baby, offering to bring me chocolate chip cookies tonight was very sweet. I told everyone and they're all hoping that some other night we really can do that."
"Everyone?"
"Oh yes, and they all thought it was a very nice gesture."
"Even Roger Baldwin?"
Kelly stopped. For a moment she stood perfectly still and then she looked at me and asked, "Who?"
"Roger Baldwin; Kelly, you know who he is. He's the man you met tonight in room 1712 of the Calvert Hotel. From the discussion you had with Mark the bellman I gather that the two of you are regular visitors at the Calvert."
Kelly shook her head. "No Timmy you have it all wrong. Mr. Baldwin is a potential investor that we're courting. I had to bring him some papers to sign."
"And I assume that you commemorated that signing with the champagne that Mark the bellman brought to his room."
Kelly smiled. "Timmy honey, Roger put in a hard day. He ordered the champagne for himself. I didn't drink any of it, I was working. As soon as he signed the papers I left and went right back to the office. You know I was there, you called me."
"No when I called your cell phone I was calling you from the cocktail lounge at the Calvert. You were still upstairs. Kelly you lied to me and you're still lying to me. I don't care that you let another man fuck you tonight, but I do care that you're lying to me about it. Kelly when we first started dating you promised me that you would never lie to me. What happened to that promise?"
Kelly sighed. "All right I did tell you a little white lie tonight, but honey you've been so suspicious lately. I just didn't want to have to explain why I was at the Calvert. Roger didn't fuck me tonight. I really was getting his signature on some papers."
"So why did he say to you, Kelly take off your blouse and do it slowly. I've been waiting all day for this. And then I'm quite certain that I heard him he also say, They're so beautiful. I just love looking at them. I assume you were showing him your breasts at that moment." I shook my head. "Kelly, I don't think that exposing your breasts is a normal part of a business meeting."
Kelly held her hand up. "All right, Roger did make a pass at me. Timmy I'm a blond with big boobs, that's something I have to deal with all the time. Men are constantly making passes at me." She laughed. "If they ever stop I'll get worried."
"So you were fending him off, is that what you're telling me?"
"Yes, of course I was fending him off."
"If that's true, why did you tell him to take off his pants so that he could play with your big tits while you sucked his cock?"
Kelly gasped and then she whispered, "You heard me say that?"
I slowly nodded. "Yes I did. I was standing right outside the door."
My wife stared at me. As she stared her expression hardened. Suddenly she yelled, "You pathetic little wimp, you were spying on me."
I smiled. "Yes I was and it appears that it was a good thing that I was, because you seem to have turned into a chronic liar."
Kelly's face was now filled with rage. "I don't have to take this. I work hard and make a very good living for us. I'm sick and tired of all your whining and grousing. I'm going to bed. I'm done with this conversation and I never want to hear another word about it."
My wife stormed into the bedroom and slammed the door behind her.
This time I followed her. When she saw me open the door she screamed "Get out, you can sleep on the couch. I don't want to see your sorry face anymore tonight."
I ignored her and I walked over to my closet, picked up my overnight bag and started filling it with clothing.
Kelly watched me for a moment and then she asked, "Timmy what are you doing?"
"I'm leaving you Kelly. I don't mind that you're sleeping with another man, but I am sick and tired of the all the lying and I'm also sick and tired of the the way you've been treating me for the past year."
Kelly's face filled with an expression of absolute horror. "Timmy no! You can't mean that. I love you. That man tonight means nothing to me. I don't even know his real name. Please let me explain."
I shook my head. "No Kelly, I've spent the last six months trying to get you to explain. I'm tired of the lies. I'm done."
"No Timmy, you have to let me explain. This time I promise to tell the truth."
"It's too late Kelly. Maybe Roger Baldwin will marry you, but I doubt that he'll put up with your lying either."
"No Timmy, you have it all wrong. Roger Baldwin's not a real person. He doesn't exist."
I shook my head. "Kelly, shame on you. I heard him talking. He even calls you Melody. The two of you must be very close if you told him about that story."
"Timmy, he doesn't know about that story, that's just a name I use. Please believe me."
"But Roger Baldwin does exist."
"No he doesn't exist."
"Kelly, stop lying. It's not helping you."
"Timmy, I'm not lying. I swear that I'm not."
I shook my head and said, "Oh Kelly." and then I closed my overnight bag.
As I left the bedroom my wife wailed. "Timmy please don't leave me. I can't bear the thought of going through life without you."
I forced myself to ignore her as I walked quickly to the garage and got into my car. My heart was broken. I still loved Kelly. I knew that I would always love her, but I also understood that if I stayed her lies would tear me apart.
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I parked my car in the overflow lot of a suburban shopping mall and tried to get some rest. It was a wasted effort. I was much too upset to sleep.
I had a membership at the local YMCA. They opened at 6:00 AM. As soon the sun came up I drove over there and took a shower. After I cleaned up I walked across the street to the Tip Top Cafe and ordered a ranch breakfast. By the time I was finished eating it was 7:30.
I needed to call my buddy Albie Porter so I turned on my cell phone. I'd switched it off as I left the Calvert Hotel. When I stormed out of the house after my confrontation with Kelly I didn't bother to turn it on again. At the time, I didn't feel like talking to anyone.
I had five messages. All of them were from Kelly. I listened to the first one. "Timmy, please call me. I know that this looks really bad, but you misunderstood everything. Baby I'm not having an affair. If you'll just give me an opportunity to explain what happened I'm sure I can fix this. Please call me."
I shook my head in disgust. Kelly was still trying to lie her way out of this crisis. I erased the rest of her messages without bothering to listen to any of them.
I called Albie. When I explained the situation he told me that I was welcome to sleep on his couch until I could find a more permanent living situation.
After I dropped my clothes at his place I went looking for a second part time job. I knew that I wouldn't be able to support myself on my income from The Southwest Crier.
I was lucky. A convenience store in Albie's neighborhood, Kirby's Quick Stop, was looking for an early morning cashier. The job fit my schedule perfectly. I could work from six until ten at the convenience store and then spend the afternoon working at The Crier.
The owner, Kirby Lundquist, was a retired navy cook. He was a big man with a giant belly and huge arms that were covered with an elaborate tableau of colorful tattoos. Kirby was a little rough around the edges, but he had a wonderful sense of humor and he loved to laugh. We hit it off immediately. He hired me on the spot and asked me if I could start in the morning. I agreed. I needed the job and I needed it right away.
The next several days were difficult. I was so lonely. I missed my wife terribly. Kelly kept leaving me messages on my cell phone begging me to call her. Even though I missed her, I kept erasing them. I loved my wife, but her deceitful behavior was slowly destroying both of us. I couldn't allow that to continue. I also noticed that there were several messages from someone at JTandR. I couldn't imagine why anyone at that firm would want to talk to me and I had absolutely no desire to find out, so I erased those messages too.
The following Wednesday morning I was just finishing my shift at Kirby's Quick Stop. It was 10:30, Elvira Higgins, the afternoon cashier, had just arrived.
Elvira was seventy-two years old. She and her husband Maxwell had been married for fifty-one years. Max had died of a heart attack the previous spring. Elvira told me that her husband's death had devastated her. She said that she'd spent the next two months locked in her bedroom crying. She told me that she didn't need the cashier's job. She had plenty of money. Max had a good pension and she'd get a monthly check for the rest of her life. She took the cashier's job because she knew that she had to get out of that bedroom before she withered away and died.
I liked Elvira. It was hard not to, she was one smart old lady.
Elvira and I had just finished tabulating my cash register so that she could take over when a black Lincoln Continental pulled into the parking lot. A middle aged man wearing a navy blue pinstripe suit got out of the back seat and walked into the store. He looked around for a moment and then he turned to me and said, "Are you Timothy Jamieson?"
"Who's asking?"
"My name is Edward Baylor. "Now, are you Timothy Jamieson?"
I shrugged. "Okay, you found me; what do you want?"
"Could we have a word in private?"
I looked around and chuckled. "I don't see any conference rooms in here. Maybe we could talk next to the beer cooler."
"I thought that we might talk in the back seat of my car."
"I don't know, my mother warned me about getting into cars with strange men."
Mr. Baylor was not amused. He took a deep breath and said, "Mr. Jamieson I am authorized to present a proposition that could be very lucrative for you. If you choose to make light of it and ignore me, well I guess that will be your loss."
I nodded. "Yeah all right, let's go sit in your car."
As soon as we were both settled in the back seat of the Lincoln the man said; "Mr. Jamieson, I work for Jackson, Tyler and Reynolds. I believe that you are familiar with the firm.
I nodded. "Yeah, my wife works there."
He shook his head. "Actually she doesn't."
I stared at him. "I don't understand?"
"Your wife resigned from her position on Friday. Her resignation took effect immediately."
"You're kidding?"
"No Mr. Jamieson, I am not. I never kid."
I believed him.
Mr. Baylor paused to think. He seemed to be trying to choose his next words carefully. I waited.
After a moment he said, "Mr. Jamieson; Mr. Jackson, Mr. Tyler and Mr. Reynolds were all quite distressed when your wife informed them that the two of you were having marital problems. They were even more distressed when Ms. Mason submitted her resignation. They considered her to be a very valuable member of our team."
I shrugged. "Yeah, she must have been, they sure paid her a hell of a lot of money."
"Mr. Jamieson, Mr. Jackson would like to meet with you."
"No shit?" I was surprised.
I thought for a moment and then I shook my head. "Nope, not interested. Our life fell apart when my wife started working for your firm. I don't blame you guys for what happened. Kelly and I are both adults. We're responsible for our own behavior, but I have nothing to say to Mr. Jackson and I'm not interested in hearing anything he has to say to me."
"Mr. Jackson thought that might be your response so he's authorized me to offer you five thousand dollars if you will agree to meet with him for thirty minutes."
"He must feel like he has something pretty important to discuss with me if he's willing to pay that kind of money."
"Actually Mr. Jamieson; for Mr. Jackson, the thirty minutes of time is probably much more valuable than the five thousand dollars."
"He must be a pretty busy guy."
"Believe me Mr. Jamieson, he is."
"I sure could use the five grand right now and if a guy as busy as Mr. Jackson thinks it's that important to talk to me, well I guess I'd better go see him. Will you set up an appointment?"
"You already have one."
"Really? When is it?"
"Eleven o'clock today."
I looked at my watch. It was 10:45. I chuckled. "You guys are pretty sure of yourselves, aren't you?"
He nodded.
"Well I guess we'd better get going. I'll get my car and follow you."
"I'm sorry Mr. Jamieson, we don't have time. We'd like you to ride over with us. John will take you back to your car after the meeting is finished."
I shrugged. "All right, let's go."
As soon as the Lincoln pulled up in front of the Whetmore Building Edward Baylor opened the car door and we stepped out. Before he closed the door he leaned in and said, "John wait here so you can drive Mr. Jamieson back to his car after the meeting is over."
John looked at me. "I'll be waiting for you right here Mr. Jamieson."
I nodded and then I followed Mr. Baylor into the Whetmore Building. We got into the elevator and he pushed the button for the 52nd floor.
When the elevator stopped the doors opened into an oak paneled alcove. There was a set of double glass doors on the opposite side of the alcove. The name Jackson, Tyler and Reynolds was etched into one of the panes of glass.
Mr. Baylor opened one of the glass doors and said, "After you Mr. Jamieson."
I walked into the reception area of Jackson, Tyler and Reynolds. It was about the size of a large living room, but much more opulent. The entire room was finished with the same oak paneling that I saw in the alcove outside the elevator. The luxurious carpeting was deep burgundy and there were eight very comfortable looking brown leather chairs arranged in two groups along each side of the room.
I was standing with my back to the door to the elevator alcove. There was a corridor that led off to the right and another one that led off to the left. On the opposite side of the room from me there was a very large oak desk. An attractive brunette who appeared to be in her early thirties was seated at the far side of the desk. There was a third corridor behind her.
As soon as she saw me come in she stood up. "Good morning Mr. Jamieson. Welcome to Jackson, Tyler and Reynolds. My name is Janet Collins. You should call me Janet." She pressed a button on her desk. "Mr. Jackson is expecting you. Please come with me."
I wasn't surprised when Janet Collins appeared to recognize me. During the trip over, Edward Baylor made two cell phone calls. He made the first one right after we left the convenience store and he made the second as we pulled up in front of The Whetmore Building. This was a well organized operation.
Janet turned and walked down the hallway that was behind her desk. I followed her. She stopped when she got to a door at the far end of the hall. It was closed. She knocked one time. It opened immediately.
A handsome middle aged man wearing a very expensive looking dark gray suit stepped out and walked directly over to me with his hand extended. "Mr. Jamieson, I'm Martin Jackson. It's a pleasure to meet you."
After we shook hands he said, "Please come into my office." He put his hand on my shoulder and gently guided me through the door. As soon as I was inside he turned to Janet Collins. She was still standing in the doorway. "Janet for the next thirty minutes I do not want to be disturbed for any reason."
"Yes Mr. Jackson. I'll see that you're left alone." She closed the door.
Mr. Jackson gestured towards four brown leather chairs similar to the ones that I'd seen in the reception area. They were arranged around a small oak coffee table. "Mr. Jamieson, why don't we sit over here."
I sat in the chair closest to the door. As soon as I was seated Mr. Jackson said, "Can I get you anything? Water, coffee, a soda, or maybe a cocktail?"
I shook my head. "No thank you, I'm fine."
He sat down in the leather chair opposite mine. "Mr. Jamieson, thank you for agreeing to meet with me."
I smiled at him. "Five thousand dollars is a powerful persuader."
He nodded. "Yes, well it was very important to me that we talk." He took a deep breath. "Mr. Jamieson, let's get right to the point. I think that I have been involved in some very bad decisions regarding your wife. Actually I think that you are in an excellent position to sue my firm and if you choose to do that, my lawyers tell me that there is an extreme likelihood you will win."
I stared at him. "I don't understand?"
I'll explain everything in a moment, but before I begin I have to say something to you. It's very important to me."
"Go ahead."
"Mr. Jamieson, do you know what we do."
"From what Kelly has told me I gather that you're corporate raiders who use other people's money when you're doing your raiding."
Mr. Jackson laughed. "That's not a bad description, although I am leery of the term corporate raider."
"Why is that?"
"Most corporate raiders act like a swarm of locusts. When they take over a business they swoop in and suck every penny they can out of it without regard for the people who have spent their entire lives working for that company. Once they're done feeding they walk away leaving a pile of worthless rubble and a group of shattered lives behind them."
He shook his head. "My partners and I not only think that's inhumane, we also think it's bad business. Instead we look for businesses that are failing because of poor management or a streak of bad luck. We study them and if we decide that they can be salvaged we buy them or if we have to, we purchase all the available stock and take them over. Once we own a company we try to repair it and get it to be profitable again. If we're successful we either sell it or run it ourselves."
"What happens if you're not successful when you try to revive a company?"
Mr. Jackson smiled at me. "Mr. Jamieson, we are very good at researching and planning and we are even better at executing our plans. We rarely fail."
He paused for a moment and then he continued. "Mr. Jamieson, I am telling you this because I want you to understand that while we are ruthless businessmen, we are not inhumane monsters. We try to make money without hurting people." He took a deep breath. "I am afraid that we have inadvertently hurt both you and your wife. This meeting is the first of several steps that I plan to take in an effort to right those wrongs."
"I still don't understand."
"Why don't I start at the beginning."
"I think that's a very good idea."
"We were first attracted to your wife because of her writing and organizational skills. Mr. Jamieson, at JTandR we are very careful when we hire new team members. We are also constantly looking for quality people who can enhance our firm. Because of the high standards at Kelroy, we monitor the student body there very closely. We have several faculty members who alert us when they spot a particularly talented student. Your wife was brought to our attention during the second semester of her senior year. You may remember that she had her first interview with us about two weeks before she graduated."
I nodded. "I remember it very well. The night before the interview Kelly was so nervous that she couldn't sleep."
Mr. Jackson smiled and then he continued. "When we interviewed Kelly we were very impressed by her self confidence, her resourcefulness and her ability to express herself. We decided that we wanted to hire her. While we were making that decision, John Reynolds, one of my partners commented on her attractive figure and joked that it was too bad that we couldn't hire her as a hostess."
"A hostess?"
"Mr. Jamieson when we are executing a takeover we have to find ways to persuade people to join us. Sometimes we require their financial support, sometimes we need to get them to vote with us during stockholder meetings and sometimes we just have to persuade them to give us information. Earlier I told you that we try to be humane, but let there be no mistake, we are still ruthless businessmen. We will use any means at our disposal to persuade people to join us and sex is a very powerful motivator."
"So a hostess is a company prostitute."
Mr. Jackson sighed. "I suppose you could say that, but technically it wouldn't be correct."
"Why do you say that?'
"Prostitutes have sex for money. Like the rest of our employees, our hostesses earn a base salary and then they earn bonuses when we achieve company goals."
"I think you're splitting hairs."
"I won't waste time arguing that point with you."
Suddenly I realized what Mr. Jackson was telling me. I stared at him for a moment and then I asked, "Are you telling me that my wife was a company whore?"
"Mr. Jamieson, whore is a very harsh term. We prefer hostess. Your wife and her peers are actually partial to the title courtesan."
"My wife was a prostitute?"
"Again Mr. Jamieson I would prefer to avoid that term; but I don't think it's fruitful to spend time arguing about semantics so my answer is, yes that is correct."
For a moment Mr. Jackson and I stared at each other in silence. I needed some time to process the information he'd just given me and he was astute enough to understand what I was doing.
Finally I said, "Okay, my wife worked as a company whore for you. It's going to take me a little time to work through that."
Mr. Jackson nodded. "That's understandable."
I looked at him with a puzzled expression. "Right now, I do have to admit that I'm a little confused."
"All right, tell me why." It was clear that Mr. Jackson was trying to be patient with me.
"A few minutes ago you said that you made some decisions regarding my wife and me that you now regret. You also started this conversation by telling me that I was in a position to successfully sue your firm. I don't understand. My wife is an adult. Unless you drugged her or coerced her in some way, it seems clear to me that the choice to work as a prostitute was her decision. The fact that she chose to lie to me about it was also her decision."
"Why don't I continue telling you about the process we went through when we hired Kelly."
"Okay."
"My partner's comment about your wife's figure intrigued me. Mr. Jamieson, I am sure you understand that for many men your wife is a living, breathing Venus.
I nodded. "Yes, I am well aware of that fact."
"For obvious reasons, our firm employs a very thorough group of investigators. After Kelly's interview I sent them to Kelroy with the task of learning everything they could about you and your future wife. They talked to dormitory maids, other students, custodians and anyone else who might have known anything about either of you. Their report was very interesting."
"I imagine that you learned about her reputation as the blow job queen of Kelroy College."
"Yes, and of course that really piqued my interest. A young, attractive, natural blond who has large breasts and enjoys giving fellatio is the ultimate sexual fantasy for a large number of men."
I smiled. "Yes I also understand that very well."
"There was still a major problem."
"What was that?"
"You, Kelly was about to get married. For obvious reasons we prefer hostesses who are single."
"That makes sense."
"But the report included some other startling information. Even though the two of you were engaged to be married Kelly was still openly dating other men and you didn't seem to mind."
Suddenly feeling very uncomfortable, I leaned forward in my chair and prepared to stand up. "Yes, well now this is getting sort of embarrassing."
Mr. Jackson held up his hand. "Mr. Jamieson I'm fifty-two years old. During the course of my life I've encountered a wide variety of individuals. I stopped judging people long ago."
I took a deep breath and tried to calm myself. After a moment I said, "I can handle this." The words were more for my benefit than Mr. Jackson's.
Mr. Jackson smiled at me. It was a gentle smile, one that I wouldn't have expected from a ruthless corporate raider.
His reassuring smile helped calmed me, but I was now feeling very defensive. I took a few more seconds to fully regain my composure and then I said, "So now you knew that my wife loved giving blow jobs and I didn't mind that she dated other guys. What did you do? Call her up and ask her if she wanted to be a company hooker?"
Ignoring the sarcasm in my voice, Mr. Jackson answered; "For obvious legal reasons we couldn't do that. No, we hired her as an administrative assistant and assigned her to Chris Kendricks."
"Who's Chris Kendricks?"
"He's one of our corporate analysts. He also occasionally works as a host."



"Occasionally?"
"Let me explain. The majority of the stockholders and investors that we deal with are heterosexual men. Men also seem to be a little more open to casual sexual encounters, so hostesses are in greater demand than hosts. We only employ one full time host, the others all have additional duties for the firm. Our hostesses are all very socially skilled, but our hosts are even more skilled. They have to be."
"Why do you say that?"
"Determining whether or not a male associate." He smiled at me. "When we're working with stockholders or investors we refer to them as associates or guests."
I nodded.
"Trying to determine if a male associate is interested in a little extra curricular sexual activity is generally quite easy. Most of the time, all we have to do is ask. If we do feel the need to be a little more discreet about the offer, we'll find a reason to bring one of our hostesses into the room while were meeting with the associate. We might ask her to bring us a file, or maybe a pot of coffee. While she's in the room we watch him to see how he reacts. If he seems interested we'll wait until she leaves and then one of us will make an off hand comment like, Isn't she beautiful? If he responds we pursue it and hint that she might be available. If he doesn't respond or show any interest we simply move on."
Mr. Jackson shook his head. "Women are much more difficult. We have to be very careful. If we're too direct, we risk insulting them. Generally one of my partners or myself will invite our associate to dinner. We'll include Chris or one of our other hosts in the party. Chris is one of our most adept hosts. He's in his early thirties, very handsome, very bright and he has an engaging personality. Most women find him extremely attractive. At dinner we'll make sure that Chris is seated next to our associate. Before the dinner we'll arm him with a detailed overview of her interests. Chris excels at small talk and the information we feed him gives him an excellent opportunity to engage our associate. Once we've finished dinner Chris will suggest an after dinner drink in the bar. The rest of us will decline and politely excuse ourselves. After that, the rest of the evening is up to Chris and our associate."
"I assume that you're telling me this so that I'll excuse my wife's behavior because she was swept off her feet by a master of seduction. Mr. Jackson, I am not upset with Kelly because she was sleeping with another man. I'm upset because she lied to me about it."
"No Mr. Jamieson, I am not trying to provide an excuse for your wife's behavior. I am telling you this because I want you to understand why I feel that I've made decisions that harmed both you and your wife." There was a slight hint of irritation in Mr. Jackson's voice.
Not willing to be cowed, I stared at him and responded in an icy tone, "Very well, go ahead."
Mr, Jackson paused before he answered. It was clear that he was taking a moment to try to quell the tension that had suddenly developed between us. Finally in a very calm voice he said, "Chris did eventually seduce your wife, but it took him almost two months to do it. Not grasping the significance of that fact was my first mistake. Your wife is a gorgeous woman and I jumped to the erroneous conclusion that she was ignoring Chris's advances because she didn't need him. I assumed that she was already overwhelmed by a steady flow of propositions from a large group of very handsome men outside of work."
I laughed. "Kelly has been inundated by propositions since she was a teenager."
Mr. Jackson nodded and then he said, "I now know that at the time your wife was staunchly fending off every one of the propositions she was getting. Sadly, I didn't recognize that fact. I should have. When Kelly was so tenaciously resisting all of Chris's advances I should have asked why and then taken the time to do some additional investigation. If I had done that I would have discovered the vow of fidelity that your wife made to you on your wedding day."
He looked at me. "Mr. Jamieson, I am ashamed that I missed that crucial detail. It was uncharacteristically sloppy research on our part and that oversight caused us to act in a manner that was detrimental to both you and your wife."
"When did you learn about it?"
"Last Friday morning when Kelly came in to see me to explain why she was resigning."
"I thought you asked Kelly to resign."
Mr. Jackson shook his head, "No, the resignation was your wife's idea. I offered her a leave of absence, but she turned it down. Kelly told me that she plans to devote the rest of her life to trying to regain your trust and win you back. Mr. Jamieson, I am a very wealthy man, but I would happily trade all of that wealth to have just one person who loves me as much as your wife loves you."
I stared at him. After a moment I said, "But Kelly lied to me."
"Yes Mr. Jamieson she did, but before you decide to end your marriage, I suggest that you try to find the answer to one very important question."
"What's that?"
"Why would a woman who professes to love you so much, decide to lie to you?"
Mr. Jackson glanced at his watch. "Our time is coming to an end. At the beginning of this meeting you asked me why I felt responsible for your wife's sexual indiscretions and why my attorneys thought my firm was vulnerable to a law suit. The answer is quite simple. Your wife came to us seeking a normal job. Because of a negligent failure on our part to gather adequate background information, I deliberately threw a carefully calculated temptation at Kelly and kept throwing it at her even though she repeatedly rebuffed it. Once she finally succumbed to our temptation I callously ignored some obvious signs of unhappiness and distress in your wife and allowed her to continue working in the job that was causing that unhappiness and stress."
Shaking his head, he said, "Mr. Jamieson, at best we are guilty of callously ignoring the desires, health and well being of you and your wife and at worst we are responsible for deliberately entrapping your wife in a life of prostitution and destroying your marriage."
Mr. Jackson rubbed his forehead. "My lawyers tell me that if we are lucky we might be able to settle for as little a $500,000 in damages, but they think the amount could easily be as much as $2,000,000. I am prepared to offer you a settlement of $4,000,000."
I stared at Mr. Jackson. "Why are you being so generous?"
"Mr Jamieson, I am a businessman, I am not a monster. In the past two years I have made several critical mistakes that resulted in injury to both you and your wife. I wish to try to atone for those errors."
He paused for a moment and then he continued. "I also wish to add another incentive.'
"What is it?"
"If you are able to reconcile with your wife I will double the amount. That's $8,000,000 and if you are willing to trust me with that money for five years, I believe that I can easily turn it into thirty million dollars."
I laughed. "That's a very attractive offer." And then I closed my eyes and sighed. "Why are you doing this?"
"Because I think that you and your wife had a storybook love and I was responsible for destroying it."
"But my wife lied to me."
"Yes Mr. Jamieson, she did; but I suggest that you ask yourself why she did it. Your wife loves sex. Her vow of fidelity was never realistic. She wanted to be the perfect wife for you, but her model of perfection was based on the cultural norms that had been instilled in her since she was a little girl rather than your actual expectations. I believe that she understood that you had no objection to her dating other men, but she couldn't reconcile that fact with her conception of how a proper wife behaves. She had to slip. It was inevitable. I don't believe that Kelly is capable of being faithful to one man."
Mr. Jackson smiled at me. "The problem is that when she slipped she felt like she was letting you down. We both know that she wasn't, but her traditional upbringing made her feel like she was. After Chris finally succeeded in seducing her, she was too ashamed to tell you about it. Of course that pushed her into a new quagmire. Now she'd lied to you and of course that was the one thing she'd promised that she would never do."
Mr. Jackson shook his head. "It's ironic that in her desperate effort to keep you, she committed the one sin that you could never forgive."
"Okay, Chris seduced her, but she ended up working as a corporate whore."
"Mr. Jamieson, you are an intelligent man. I am certain that you understand that the first bite of the apple is always the most difficult to swallow. After that each bite gets easier. We all live on the edge of a slippery slope. Your wife's problem was that as she slid down that slope it became increasingly difficult for her to tell you about it."
Mr. Jackson looked at his watch and stood up. "Mr. Jamieson, our half hour is over. I would love to spend the rest of the afternoon talking with you, but I have some pressing business that requires my attention. I hope you'll understand."
I stood up. "Mr. Jackson, if you'll indulge me I have one more question."
"What is it?"
"Who is Roger Baldwin?"
Mr. Jackson smiled. "Roger Baldwin doesn't exist."
"Of course he does, I heard him talking to my wife in that hotel room." I shook my head. "Judging from the conversation between Kelly and the bellman I gather that the two them are frequent visitors to the hotel."
"Mr. Jamieson, the stock holders and investors that we deal with are all extremely wealthy individuals and often pillars of their communities. When we're entertaining them it's essential that we take utmost care to protect them from scandal."
"You don't want them to get arrested."
Mr. Jackson shook his head. "That's not the problem at all. No money changes hands when our hostesses are entertaining an associate. Prostitution laws aren't an issue."
"So why are you worried about scandals?"
"Business Mr. Jamieson. When our hostesses are entertaining an associate we're trying to influence them to do something that we want them to do. The worst thing that could happen would be to let an unethical competitor catch them in a compromising situation. We have to be very careful that we don't put our associates in a position where they can be blackmailed."
I nodded. I was starting to understand.
"When they're visiting this city, most of our associates stay at the Calvert Hotel. We employ four full time hostesses and one full time host. The firm maintains a permanent suite at the Calvert for each of them. Your wife's suite was 1712. Those suites are all reserved under fictitious names. Kelly's was registered to Roger Baldwin."
I closed my eyes and sighed.
Mr. Jackson continued. "When we set up a date for one of our associates we give them a room key and instruct them to arrive at least fifteen minutes before our hostess. The night you followed your wife, her associate was already in the room when she got there.
"Several of the bellmen, including the one you saw, are well paid to help us play out a charade. After our hostess arrives they always bring a bottle of champagne to the room. Whenever there is a knock at the door our associates are instructed to go into the bathroom. This is to insure that they're protected in case a photographer tries to burst into the room when the door is opened. When the bellman delivers the champagne he and the hostess have a script that they follow that's designed to fool anyone who might be outside the room listening."
He smiled at me. "It appears that our system works. We certainly fooled you."
I shrugged. "Yes you did."
"When a hostess is with an associate she's instructed to always use the name of the man that the room is registered to. In your wife's case it was Roger. Again we are attempting to confuse anyone who might be listening at the door."
He stared at me. "Mr. Jamieson, your wife was not having an affair with another man and she certainly hasn't fallen in love with anyone else. Please believe me, she loves you and she loves only you."
I shook my head. "But the man had a pet name for Kelly. He called her Melody. That name is extremely important to my wife. He had to know her very well."
Mr. Jackson smiled. "Mr. Jamieson, I don't know about the importance of the name to your wife, but I can tell you this. In order to be discreet, all of our hostesses use a pseudonym. Your wife chose the name, Melody. The name may be important to Kelly, but I can assure you that the man she was with that night at the Calvert didn't know anything about its significance to her."
I took a moment to digest that information and then I looked at Mr. Jackson and said, "May I ask you one more question?"
Mr. Jackson took another quick glance at his watch. "Yes, but only one more."
"Have you had sex with my wife?"
Mr. Jackson closed his eyes and sighed. "At the beginning of this meeting I promised you total candor, so I'll answer that question. Mr. Jamieson, do you remember when I alluded to the fact that there are some men for whom fellatio is the ultimate sexual pleasure?"
"Yes."
"I happen to be one of those men. Please excuse my vulgarity, but I don't know how to put this any other way. For the past year your wife has been giving me a blow job at least three times a week."
I slowly nodded. "Mr. Jackson, thank you; I appreciate your honesty."
"Please believe me Mr. Jamieson, I never would have done that if I'd known you were unaware of your wife's activities."
I smiled at him. "It's all right." And then I chuckled as I added, "She gives a pretty good one, doesn't she."
Mr. Jackson grinned at me. "Mr. Jamieson, your wife is an artist."
I nodded in agreement.
"And now Mr. Jamieson you will have to excuse me. I must move on to other business."
He took my arm and led me to the door of his office. As he opened it he said, "Janet has your five thousand dollars. She'll give it to you on your way out. John is waiting in front of the building to drive you back to your car. My attorneys will contact you next week to start negotiating the financial settlement that we discussed."
He extended his hand. "Mr. Jamieson, it was a pleasure to finally meet you and I do sincerely hope that you will be able to reconcile with your wife."
I shook his hand and said, "Thank you Mr. Jackson." And then I stepped out into the hallway and he closed his door behind me.
When I passed by her desk Janet Collins handed me an envelope. She told me that it contained fifty one hundred dollar bills. While I was a little uncomfortable about accepting the money, Mr. Jackson had just told me that he was a very wealthy man. I really needed the cash; so I thanked Ms. Collins, put the envelope in my pocket and left the office.
John was waiting for me in front of the Whetmore Building with the Lincoln. He drove me back to Kirby's Quick Stop so I could get my own car.
After we arrived at the store I stopped inside and said hello to Elvira Higgins and then I got into my car and drove to a small park that overlooked the river. It was a place that I visited when I needed some time to think or relax.
I parked my car, walked out to a bench, sat down and began trying to make some sense out of this situation. The meeting with Martin Jackson had been filled with startling revelations. Of course, the most startling of all was that my wife was working as a prostitute for his firm.
I understood that he preferred other terms, but it didn't really matter. You could call Kelly a courtesan or a hostess, but it still boiled down to one fact. They were paying her to have sex with their business associates.
As I thought about that, I realized that as long as Kelly was doing it because she wanted to do it and they weren't coercing her, it really didn't bother me. Actually it sort of helped. I could easily understand that my wife was so worried about how I would react to what she was doing that she would try to find ways to avoid telling me about it.
Still, why didn't she tell me when Chris Kendricks seduced her? She had to know that it wouldn't upset me. I considered this for a few minutes and then I remembered Mr. Jackson's words. "Kelly wanted to be the perfect wife for you, but her model of perfection was based on the cultural norms that had been instilled in her since she was a little girl rather than on your expectations."
That actually made a lot of sense. I thought back to our college days. Sometimes late at night, when we were lying in bed after she'd come home from a date, Kelly would ask me if I hated her because she enjoyed having sex with a variety of men. I would scoff at the idea and tell her that we were perfectly matched because I loved being a cuckold. That always seemed to placate her fears, but now it was apparent to me that her infidelity had always bothered her. That would explain why Kelly was so insistent on making a vow of fidelity to me when we were married.
As I considered that I began to understand that when a handsome man like Chris Kendricks started trying to seduce Kelly, the conflict between her need to be a proper wife and her desire for sexual adventure must have created a nearly unendurable level of anxiety inside of her. I also realized that she must have been incredibly ashamed when she finally succumbed to his advances. She didn't lie to me because she wanted to deceive me, she lied to me because she was ashamed of what she was doing.
But what had caused Kelly to make the transition from having a casual affair with a handsome man like Chris to becoming a courtesan for JTandR?
As soon as I asked the question the answer became obvious. Part of it was the slippery slope that Mr. Jackson had alluded to, but there was another factor. It was the reason that Mr. Jackson was so worried about legal action. Kelly's boss and his partners wanted my wife to be a courtesan and they deliberately created an environment that would encourage her to behave like one. Of course, that fed right into my wife's love of sexual adventure. It was a little like giving a candy lover a job in a chocolate factory. In Mr. Jackson's defense, he didn't know that the candy lover had vowed to only eat sweets with her husband.
Part of me, the offended husband, protested that all of this was just psychological mumbo jumbo; but another more rational part of me argued that this situation was much more complicated than my original assumption. This was definitely not just a simple case of my wife deliberately trying to deceive me in order to hide the fact that she was falling in love with another man.
The rational part of me won the debate. I now understood that before I could give up on our marriage I had hear my wife's explanation for what had happened. I had to call Kelly.
I turned on my cell phone. There were eight messages. All of them were from Kelly. I ignored them and pushed the number for her cell phone on my speed dial.
My wife answered after three rings. "Timmy is that really you? When I saw your name on my caller ID I didn't dare believe it."
"Yes Kelly, it really is me."
"Timmy thank you for calling me. Baby, I'm so sorry I lied to you and I've been so awful to you lately. I don't blame you for hating me."
"Kelly, I'd like to get together with you and talk about this."
"Oh yes please, that would be wonderful."
"Kelly listen to me."
"Yes, I'm listening."
"I don't care what you have done. It doesn't matter to me if a thousand different men have fucked you in the last year. I can forgive anything, but please do not lie to me anymore."
"Timmy I promise to tell you everything." She paused a for a moment and then she continued. "But Timmy, I've done some awful things. I'm afraid that your going to hate me after you learn the truth."



"Kelly have you murdered anyone or stolen money?"
"Well no, but..."
"Kelly, I know the woman I married. She's not a bad person. I don't believe that you've done anything that I can't forgive."
"Timmy a lot of men have fucked me during the last year."
"I know, it's okay."
"Really?'
"Yes, really; just promise that you won't lie to me anymore."
"I won't Timmy, I promise I won't."
"Kelly are you at home?"
"Yes Timmy I am."
"Can I come over?"
My wife laughed. "Of course you can silly, nothing would make me happier."
"Kelly, I'm at our favorite park by the river. I'll be home in fifteen minutes."
"Thank you Timmy, thank you so much."
As I was driving to our house, I was suddenly overwhelmed by a sickening fear. What if Kelly really didn't love me anymore? What if she actually wanted to be rid of me so that she could freely continue the wild life she was leading at JTandR.
As the paranoia insinuated itself into my tired brain I remembered a nagging concern that used to wake me up in the middle of the night during my senior year in college. Kelly was way out of my league, what would happen when she finally realized it?
Suddenly everything looked different.
I remembered Mr. Jackson telling me that when Kelly turned in her resignation she'd told him that she was doing it so that she could devote the rest of her life to trying to regain my trust. I desperately wanted to believe that she'd said that, but Mr. Jackson was a clever man and he was obviously very concerned about his exposed legal position. That may have been a ploy to take the edge off of my anger so that I'd be more amenable to accepting an out of court settlement with his firm.
Kelly sounded very anxious to talk to me when we spoke on the phone. She'd also left numerous messages for me. She appeared to be eager to reconcile with me, but she'd lied to me so freely lately and she'd been treating me with such blatant disdain that it was easy to be skeptical about her motives. She might just be saying these things to try to lure me into a reasonable divorce settlement. I didn't actually know much about the divorce laws in our state, but I assumed that a judge would not look favorably at Kelly if he found out that she'd been working as a courtesan for JTandR.
I laughed. Courtesan, why did I choose that term? Why didn't I say whore or hooker? Mr. Jackson had said it was the name that Kelly and the other hostesses favored. I could see why, it made what they were doing seem sophisticated and glamorous.
I smiled. I knew exactly why I chose that term. The idea that my wife was a corporate courtesan excited the cuckold inside me.
I bit my lip. I had to get those thoughts out of my head. This was a moment when I needed to be making decisions with my brain, not my perverted little pecker. I chuckled to myself. I'd better be using my brain. People often misjudged Kelly when they met her. They only saw a blond with big tits. The truth was, my wife was an extremely smart woman.
I started to get very nervous about this meeting. I pulled over to the curb, stopped my car and took out my cell phone. I was just about to call Kelly and tell her that I wasn't going to be coming over when I realized exactly what I needed to do.
I relaxed. All of the fears that were running through my brain were related to protecting myself financially, but I didn't give a shit about money. I've never cared about money. Hell, I had five thousand dollars in cash in my pocket, a part time job at a hack newspaper and another part time job at a convenience store. No one could hurt me. I had more than enough resources to start a new life.
The divorce settlement and Mr. Jackson's offer of four million dollars were nothing to me. If she wanted it, Kelly could have it all; the house, our savings, our stocks and bonds, Mr. Jackson's millions, everything. Hell, it was all hers anyway. She'd done the work to earn it.
All I wanted was my wife and if she didn't want me, then there was no amount of money in this world that would make me happy.
I started my car and pulled away from the curb. I now knew exactly what I had to do. I would begin our meeting by presenting my wife with a very generous proposal. I would offer to walk away from the marriage and leave her with everything. If she was indeed seeking a divorce, my proposition would be very difficult for her to resist.
If a divorce was what my wife wanted, I needed to establish that fact as quickly as possible and get on with my life. Losing Kelly would be excruciatingly painful for me, but if it was inevitable then I preferred to suffer the pain in one quick blow rather than prolonging it over weeks or even months.
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I parked my car in the driveway rather than pulling it into the garage. I didn't live in this house anymore. Using the garage seemed inappropriate. I got out of my car and walked up the side walk. When I got to the front door I started to take out my key but stopped. Using my key wasn't appropriate either. Instead, I rang the door bell.
I heard footsteps inside and then the front door opened. Kelly looked beautiful. It was a chilly October day. She was wearing a pink cable knit sweater and a pair of denim jeans. She'd obviously just put on fresh makeup and brushed her hair.
"Why didn't you use your key?"
"I don't live here anymore Kelly."
"I see." Kelly paused. She was obviously disconcerted by my answer. After taking a moment to regain her composure, she said, "Timmy please come in."
I stepped inside.
"Why don't we sit in the living room."
"Very well."
She gestured towards the couch. "Let's sit here."
I walked over to the easy chair opposite the couch and sat down. "I'd prefer to sit over here."
Kelly nodded. I wasn't certain what she was expecting, but my reserved attitude was clearly unsettling for her.
She took a deep breath and then she smiled at me. "Can I get anything for you?"
I was a little surprised. This was the first time in almost a year that my wife had offered to do something for me. I shook my head. "No, I'm fine."
Kelly sat down on the couch. As soon as she was seated she said, "Timmy I'm so sorry about everything. I don't..."
I put up my hand and interrupted her. "Kelly before you begin I have two things I have to say."
"Okay."
"Kelly, if you want a divorce I'll let you have everything. You can keep the house, our savings account, all of our stocks and bonds, everything. All I'll take will be a few personal items and my car."
My wife stared at me. "Timmy is that what you want?"
"No Kelly, it isn't. I love you, I will always love you. I would like to find a way to resolve this mess so we can start living together again, but if you want to end our marriage I'm offering you that opportunity right now."
Kelly shook her head. "No Timmy, I don't want a divorce. I want to stay married to you. I love you too. Please give me a chance to explain..."
I interrupted her again. I was being very firm. "I am going to give you a chance to explain, but please don't lie to me." I smiled at her. "Sweetheart, I don't care how many man you've had sex with in the last year and I do not believe that you've done anything that I can't forgive. I just want you to be truthful with me."
Kelly nodded and then she whispered. "Timmy I'm sorry that I lied to you, I am so very sorry that I lied to you."
She stared at the floor. After a moment she said, "I've done awful things. I'm really not certain how many men have fucked me in the last year. It's a lot." She looked up at me. "Timmy I don't know how to tell you all of this. I'm sure you're going to hate me when you find out what I've done."
"No Kelly, I know you. You're my best friend."
She smiled at me.
"I don't believe that you could ever do anything that would make me hate you. We have a lot of time. Let's go slowly. Start at the beginning. Tell me about everything that's happened since you started working for JTandR."
Kelly again stared at the floor. It was almost like she was gathering her courage. Suddenly she looked up at me and blurted out, "Timmy, I was a prostitute for JTandR."
I smiled at her. "I thought you preferred the term courtesan."
She stared at me. "How did you know about that?'
"This morning I spent almost an hour talking with Martin Jackson."
"You talked with Martin this morning?"
"Yes I did."
"What did he tell you?"
"Enough so that I have a pretty good idea about what you've been doing for the past year."
"And you still called me? You still came to see me?"
I nodded. "Yes I did and I still love you." I looked at my wife. "But I do need to hear you to tell me about it."
"Okay." There was a tone of resignation in her voice.
Kelly closed her eyes. She seemed to be thinking. After a moment she looked at me and said, "I don't know where to begin."
"Why don't you start by telling me about Chris Kendricks."
"Mr. Jackson told you about him?"
"Yes he did."
Kelly was quiet. She didn't say anything for almost a minute. Finally she looked at me and said, "Timmy you know how much I love sex."
"Yes, of course I do."
"In my family girls were expected to be proper ladies. I was taught that sex was an expression of love that was supposed to be reserved exclusively for my husband. When I graduated from high school I was still a virgin." Kelly smiled at me. "Because of my big tits the boys were constantly hitting on me, but I was a good girl, I always fought off their advances."
She shrugged. "When I got to college I rebelled. I think that's pretty common. I lost my virginity during freshman orientation week." She grinned. "It was wonderful and I immediately fell in love with sex. Timmy I fell in love with cocks, big hard magnificent cocks. I loved touching them, playing with them and getting fucked by them." She grinned at me, "But most of all I loved sucking them. By the end of my freshman year I was an dedicated blow job queen. I had an insatiable appetite for sucking cocks."
She sighed. "And then during the winter of my sophomore year I met you and immediately fell head over heels in love. Timmy you are the man of my dreams. You are my white knight. You are my soul mate."
She paused. "Except...."
"I can't fuck worth a damn and my tiny cock isn't much fun to suck."
"No that's not true, I love sucking your tiny cock. I adore your tiny cock." Kelly looked down at the floor. Her voice dropped to a whisper. "The problem is that sometimes I need more. Sometimes I want to suck a really big cock."
"I know and I never objected when you did it."
My wife smiled. "Yes, and that was just one more reason for me to love you. Timmy you were the perfect man."
"And you were the perfect girl."
"No Timmy, that's the problem. I wasn't."
"What do you mean?"
"I was taught that the perfect girl is faithful to her man. She doesn't sleep around." Kelly shook her head. "Timmy during college I always felt so guilty when I left you waiting in my dorm room while I went out on a date with another guy."
"But it was okay with me. I knew what you were doing, and I didn't mind."
"Yes, but I'd been taught that what I was freely giving to those other guys should only be given to you. Timmy, I loved having sex with all those other guys, but while I was doing it I felt like I was cheating you out of something that should exclusively belong to you and only you."
"But I didn't care."
"I know, but I did."
Kelly looked at me."The night we decided to get married you made me the happiest woman in the world. That night, after you went to sleep, I vowed to myself that after our wedding I would be faithful to you for the rest of our lives. You were the perfect husband and I wanted to be the perfect wife."
"But you didn't have to do that."
"Yes I did, but not for you, for me." She smiled. "Anyway, after we were married I spent a lot of time fending off old boyfriends."
"I didn't know that."
She nodded. "They called me on my cell phone. Baby I was so proud of myself, I turned all of them down."
"So what happened when you went to work at JTandR?"
"They assigned me to the guy that you just asked me about, Chris Kendricks. He was one of the corporate analysts. Timmy when I met him I nearly wet my panties. He was so good looking."
She smiled at me. "Chris is about thirty. He's tall, at least 6'2". He has very sexy long dark curly hair and a handsome face with deep blue eyes. He goes to the gym every day so he's in excellent shape. He has a slim waist, broad shoulders and nice firm muscles. Chris is an absolute dreamboat."
Kelly shook her head. "Timmy I have to admit that as soon as I saw him I had the hots for him, but I was a good girl. I resisted him. At the end of our first day working together he made a pass at me. I was putting some folders back in one of the file cabinets. He came up behind me, put his strong hands on my shoulders and whispered in my ear. He told me that I was beautiful and that he wanted to take me in his arms and kiss me. Then he let his right hand slip to my breast."
My wife sighed. "Timmy I almost gave in and let him kiss me, but I didn't. I really wanted to be a good wife. Instead I took his hand away from my breast and told him that good girls never play around at work."
"That was an odd thing to say. Why didn't you just tell him you were a married woman?"
"I don't know. I guess that I'm so used to fending off advances that I rarely think about what I'm actually saying. I always try to crack a silly joke when I'm saying no to a guy. I think it makes the situation a little less awkward."
I nodded. That actually made sense. It also explained why Mr. Jackson and his partners thought Kelly was turning down Chris's advances because she was already inundated with dates outside of work.
"I held out for two months. After his initial attempt to seduce me failed, Chris cooled his advances; but he still kept working on me."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, maybe I'm not being completely fair to Chris when I say that. He's an extremely thoughtful and considerate man. Working for him was very easy. He's one of those people who are always making you feel good about yourself. He complimented me on my appearance all the time. Not in a creepy way. It was more like he was just being friendly. He always noticed when I got my hair cut and styled. If I was trying a new shade of lipstick he would comment on it. Things like that. And he was constantly telling me how smart and efficient I was. I really started to like him."
My wife sighed. "Anyway, after a while I began having fantasies about having sex with him. Timmy you are the love of my life and if someone told me that I could only have sex one more time before I died, I would want it to be with you. I would want you to lick my pussy, there is nothing in this world that I enjoy more than that."
I laughed. "Well it's lucky that we found each other because I feel the same way. There's nothing in this world that I enjoy more than licking your pussy."
Kelly grinned at me. "Timmy I've missed you so much during the past year."
At first that struck me as a strange comment. After all, up until five days ago Kelly and I were living together; but as I thought about it, I understood exactly what she was saying.
We smiled at each other. For a brief moment I felt a surge of electricity between us that hadn't been there for months and then just as suddenly as it had appeared, it was gone again.
Kelly must have also felt it dissipate because her excited smile turned into a frown. She sighed and then she quietly continued. "Timmy after two months of being faithful to you, I have to admit that I was beginning to miss the wonderful sensation of sucking and being fucked by a great big hard dick. I'm ashamed to tell you that I started day dreaming about Chris's cock."
"I wish you would have told me, I would have given you my blessing."
She nodded. "I know, but I wanted to be a good wife. I had to be a good wife. It was important to me. I was trying so hard."
Kelly took a deep breath. "On the first Wednesday in September the firm completed a takeover of a struggling company. Chris had been instrumental in drawing up the initial plan and since I worked for Chris I was also involved. The stockholders meeting was held in the early afternoon. We succeeded in taking control of the board of directors. When the partners got back to the office they called everyone who had worked on the project into the conference room. Timmy, they had two cases of French champagne. I'd never even tasted French champagne. It was wonderful, I had three glasses."
Kelly's voice dropped to a whisper. "After the party ended Chris and I went back to his office. I was organizing some papers on his desk when he walked up behind me, put his hands on my shoulders and whispered to me that I had been a very important part of the project. He told me that they couldn't have done it without me and then he kissed my neck."
My wife slowly shook her head. "Timmy I'm so sorry, I melted. I fell into Chris's powerful arms and let him kiss me. It was a soft, gentle kiss. Sometimes those can be the most exciting. While he was kissing me he slipped his hand onto my right breast. Timmy I didn't stop him. I didn't remove his hand. Instead, I let my hand slip to his crotch. He had an erection and it was huge. It was so exciting. Baby the next thing I knew I was on my knees. Chris's pants were unzipped and I was sucking his great big beautiful cock."
"I let Chris fuck me three times that afternoon. The last time he fucked me I had this huge orgasm. It was wonderful." My wife closed her eyes. It looked like she was reliving the moment.
Suddenly she realized what she was doing and looked at me. There was an expression of alarm on her face. She quickly said, "Timmy I'm sorry that I slipped. I was trying so hard to be a good wife."
I shrugged. "It's okay, I just wish you'd told me about it."
She stared at the floor. After a moment Kelly started to whisper. "Later when I was driving home I started to cry. I felt so awful about what I'd done. I drove around aimlessly for over an hour. I was afraid to face you. I was wracked with guilt."
Shaking her head, Kelly said; "When I got home that night and finally had to face you I was so ashamed. You'd prepared a wonderful dinner and while I was eating, it was all I could do to keep from crying. After dinner I tried to make it up to you. I took you into the bedroom and we made love for a really long time. That night I desperately wanted you to be able to enjoy my body even more than Chris had."
Part of me heard Kelly's heartfelt apology and wanted to reach out and console her, but another part of me was still deeply hurt by both her deceit and the memory of the callous treatment that I'd had to endure over the past year. That part of me made me stare at my wife and coldly ask, "Did you make Chris wear a condom?"
Kelly gasped. She immediately grasped the significance of my question. She stared at the floor for a moment. Finally she looked up at me and asked, "Do you really want to know?"
I nodded. "Yes I do."
She shook her head. "No I didn't. It all happened so suddenly. We didn't have any and Chris told me that he'd just gotten himself checked by his doctor."
"I see, so that night when I was licking your pussy I was also eating Chris's dried semen."
Kelly nodded. "I guess so. I'm sorry sweetheart, I didn't really think about that at the time."
I tried to maintain my anger, but I couldn't. I loved my wife too much. And there was another factor. My perverted little penis woke up and started sending ripples of excitement through me. I melted and smiled at Kelly. "It's all right. Anyway, it kind of fits into my cuckold fantasies." I shook my head, "But I would have enjoyed it more if I'd actually known what I was doing."
"I'm sorry baby, I was so confused that night. I felt horrible about cheating on you." She closed her eyes. "But there was something that was even worse."
"What was that?"
"When we went to sleep I was already starting to fantasize about Chris's big cock again. Timmy, that made me feel awful."
"Kelly, if you'd just told me, everything would have been fine."
"I know, but do you understand why I didn't?"
"I'm think I'm starting to."
She shook her head. "It gets worse."
"What do you mean?"
"The next morning, as soon as I walked into his office, Chris took me in his arms and kissed me. This time it was a hot passionate kiss and by the time we were finished I was burning with desire."
Kelly looked at me. "But Timmy, then something really strange happened."
"What was it?"
"After Chris kissed me he held me in his arms and asked me how you reacted when I got home and told you about what had happened the previous afternoon."
"He asked you that?"
"Yes, and the question startled me."
"What did you tell him?"
"Baby, I'm so ashamed. At that moment I wanted him so badly that I lied and told him you were just fine with it." She closed her eyes and whispered. "And then I dropped to my knees, unzipped his pants and started sucking his cock."
I smiled at my wife. "You got yourself into a real mess, didn't you"
She nodded her head. "That was just the beginning."
Suddenly Kelly started laughing.
I stared at her. "What's so funny?"
"Nothing, it just feels so good to finally be telling you the truth about all of this."
"So how long did your affair with Chris last?"
Kelly stared at me and then she started shaking her head.
"Are you questioning my use of the word affair?"
"Yes."
"Okay, how long did you continue having sex with this man?"
"About a month."
"How often?"
My wife closed her eyes and quietly answered, "Every day."
"So if it wasn't an affair, what word would you use to describe it?"
Kelly sighed. "Okay, it was an affair. It's just that when I was driving home every night I would swear that would be the very last time I'd let Chris fuck me." She slowly shook her head, "But by the time I was driving back to work the next morning I'd already be finding reasons to justify letting him do it one more time. Timmy, I'm sorry. I kept telling myself it was wrong, but by the time we got to the end of our work day, I'd always ended up letting him fuck me again."
"What you're trying to tell me is that you didn't want it to be an affair. Is that correct?"
"Yes."
"Why did the affair end after a month?"
Kelly thought for a moment and then she said, "I guess it really didn't end, it just sort of tapered off. I still see Chris about once a month for sex. We've kind of become fuck buddies." Suddenly she realized what she'd just said and looked at me. "I promise I won't ever see him again."
I smiled at her. "Kelly, I don't want you to make promises you're not going to be able to keep. Why don't we worry about the future of your relationship with Chris a little later. Now, why did the affair taper off?"
My wife closed her eyes, after a moment she quietly said, "I got involved with another man."
"Who was he?"
"John Reynolds, he's the youngest of the three partners. I think he's in his early forties. John's not a total dream boat like Chris, but he's still a very handsome man."
"How did it happen?"
"It was just before Halloween. The firm had been studying another company to see if it was a good possibility for a takeover. Chris and I had been heavily involved in the research. The partners set up a dinner party at the Goldenrod Supper Club to discuss the feasibility of a takeover attempt. Chris and I were included in the group. It was the first time that I'd ever been invited to a meeting like that."
"That must have been very exciting for you."
Kelly nodded. "It really was. When we sat down to dinner, I was seated right next to John Reynolds. Timmy, I'd met the partners during my interviews, but after I started working for JTandR I had very little contact with them."



"So being seated next to John Reynolds must have made the evening even more exciting."
"Timmy I was so nervous, but John was wonderful. He was so easy to talk to. He started out by asking me about Kelroy and then we talked a little bit about you." She smiled at me. "I told him how wonderful you were and how you were working so hard to support me in my job. After dinner the business part of the meeting started. Chris had cautioned me to not say anything unless I was asked a direct question, so I just sat next to John and listened. Martin Jackson and Wendell Tyler were both there too, but John had led the research effort on this project, so he was running the meeting.
"And you were still sitting next to him."
"Yes."
"That must have made you feel very important."
"Timmy it really did and John was so masterful." She sighed. "Timmy you're my favorite man in the entire world, but I have to admit that I find powerful men very exciting."
Suddenly she stopped. There was an expression of alarm on her face. "Timmy, I'm sorry; I didn't mean to imply that you weren't a powerful man. It's just that you demonstrate your power in other ways."
I smiled at Kelly. "It's okay, I understand."
She sighed. It was an obvious sigh of relief. Kelly appeared to be very concerned about hurting my feelings while she was telling me about all of this.
After a moment she continued. "So anyway, the meeting didn't last very long. After a short discussion they concluded that there were still two questions that had to be answered before they could make their final decision."
"I see, so what happened next?"
"As soon as the meeting broke up Martin Jackson approached Chris and asked him if he could talk to him for a few minutes. Chris told Martin that I'd ridden over with him and he felt responsible for getting me back to the office. Martin turned to John and asked him if I could ride back with him. John smiled at me and very gallantly asked if I would do him the honor of allowing him to escort me back to the office. I giggled at his exaggerated chivalry and told him that of course I would. He offered me his arm and said that his car and his driver were awaiting us outside the restaurant.'"
Kelly looked at me. "Timmy all three of the partners go everywhere in chauffeured Lincolns."
I nodded. "Yes, I'm fairly certain that I rode in Martin Jackson's car this morning."
"Really? How did that happen?"
"After you're done telling me your story, I'll tell you all about my day."
My wife stared at me for a moment and then she shook her head and continued her story. "When we got back to the Whetmore building John invited me up to his office for a drink. Timmy, I had to go; he was one of the partners."
"He was also very handsome. Be truthful Kelly, you wanted to go, didn't you?"
Kelly smiled at me. "Yes Timmy I did. At that moment I was so turned on. I really was hoping that John would try to seduce me." She closed her eyes. "Timmy, I'm sorry, I know I should have told you about all of this, but once I started sleeping with Chris it was almost like I began living two separate lives. In my work life I saw myself as a hardworking, free living libertine. I was the woman that I'd dreamed of becoming while I was going to college. In my home life I was trying to be a faithful and respectable wife. Timmy when I was with you I was trying so hard to be the woman I was taught to be while I was growing up."
"And your work life was fun and exciting, but when you came home you were racked by guilt."
"Yes! But how...?"
I sighed as I said, "The pieces of the puzzle are beginning to fall into place. Kelly, what happened when you got to John's office?"
"He took off his suit coat and tie and then without saying anything he put his arms around me and kissed me full on the lips. He didn't ask permission, he just did it. John is the kind of man who takes what he wants. I melted. He was so powerful. Suddenly I had this overwhelming desire to please him. I dropped to my knees, unzipped his suit trousers and started sucking his cock. He came in my mouth. I swallowed all of his semen."
Kelly's voice dropped to a whisper. "As soon as John was done ejaculating he led me over to the sofa in the corner of his office and told me to undress. He sat on the couch and watched as I stripped naked for him and then he told me to undress him. Once we were both naked I kneeled on the floor between his legs, wrapped my fingers around his flaccid penis and started kissing his balls. Right away, I could feel his cock beginning to grow. I put it in my mouth and sucked on it. It took me less than a minute to get him fully erect again. Once he was hard he pulled me down on the couch, climbed on top of me and pushed his stiff cock into my cunt. He fucked me two times that night. The second time I think he must have lasted for over forty-five minutes. Timmy I had three orgasms while he was fucking me."
Kelly looked at me. "It was almost nine o'clock when I finally got home. You were in the den watching television. As usual, by the time I walked in the front door I was feeling horribly guilty about cheating on you. That night it was even worse than normal. That evening I'd not only cheated on you, I'd done it with a new man. Somehow that made it much worse in my mind. I was so ashamed of myself."
I nodded sympathetically.
"Timmy when I saw you sitting in the den I was overwhelmed with guilt about what I'd just done with John. The only way I knew how to cope with my shame was to try to make amends for my behavior by giving you a wonderful session of steamy sex before we went to bed." Kelly grinned at me. "When I walked through our front door that night I was primed for a very hot time."
I smiled at Kelly. "I remember, last fall your work days did start to get longer, but when you came home we always seemed to have some absolutely fantastic sex."
Kelly giggled. "Yes we did didn't we. Anyway, when I walked into the den you stood up and greeted me. As soon as I sat down you disappeared into the kitchen. When you returned you had a single glass of wine on a tray. That was the first time you'd ever served me with a tray. It got me very excited. We'd been playing around with sexual domination games since we first met. In the beginning they were very subtle. I think we were both a little self conscious about admitting to each other just how much we enjoyed them. As we became more confident about our roles and more comfortable with each other, the games gradually became more and more overt. I was really starting to enjoy dominating you, and it was apparent that you loved submitting to me."
I laughed as I vigorously nodded my head in agreement.
Kelly giggled at my reaction and then she asked, "Timmy do you remember that night?"
I nodded. "Yes, I remember it very well. You were starting to work longer hours and I was so lonely and I was also bored. I started spending more time on the Internet reading erotic stories. I'm sure you can guess that I was reading stories about female domination and those stories were fueling some very vivid submissive fantasies for me."
"Baby, I'm sorry that you were getting lonely, but that night you were fantastic. You served me that glass of wine like you were my slave and then you kneeled down on the floor in front of me, took off my shoes and massaged my feet. After a moment you started kissing my toes. Timmy, it was so wonderful, you made me feel like a queen and suddenly I didn't feel as guilty about cheating on you. I guess I felt like I was your goddess and goddesses don't have to feel guilty about anything."
"The game would have been more fun if I'd been included in that part."
"I know, I'm sorry."
"After that, you started to become more and more dominant, didn't you?"
"Yes, for awhile it helped me cope with my guilt, but as my cheating became more outrageous, I think my dominance turned into cruelty. Timmy I'm very sorry about the way I've treated you over the past several months."
"I can forgive you for that."
"Really?"
"Yes, I love you."
"Even after everything you've heard?"
"Yes."
"Timmy I love you so much."
"I know you do Kelly."
"So when did you start sleeping with Martin Jackson?"
"You know about that?"
"Yes, he told me."
"Really, when?"
"Today."
Kelly stared at me for a moment and then she shook her head. "Today? You really talked to Martin today? I know you mentioned it before, but I don't understand. How did it happen?"
"When you're done telling me about everything that's occurred in the last year, I'll tell you about my day. Right now it's time for you to tell me about Martin Jackson."
Kelly nodded. "Okay." She took a deep breath and said, "Actually it was the next day."
"The next day?"
"Yes, when I went into work the next morning Chris told me that John wanted to see me. I went straight to his office. His secretary let me go right in. He was seated at his desk. As soon as he heard me come in he looked up and told me that he had some very good news for me.'"
"What was the good news?"
"They were giving me a promotion."
I shook my head in exasperation. "Kelly honey, you let this guy fuck you and then the very next morning he offered you a promotion. Didn't you see a correlation?"
She hesitated for a moment and then she said, "Yeah, I guess so, maybe?"
"You didn't, did you?"
My wife sheepishly shook her head. "I guess I was a little star struck."
I smiled at her. "Sweetheart, you are the most wonderful combination of naivety and brilliance that I have ever encountered. It is one of the ten thousand reasons that I fell madly in love with you."
Giggling Kelly said, "Only ten thousand? If you really love me there should be more."
"Yeah well I guess I'm not very imaginative."
Kelly stuck her tongue out at me. "And for your information Mr. Know-it- all, I did understand that they were promoting me because I'd let John boink me. I just didn't care."
"And how is that revelation helping you at this moment?"
Kelly shook her head. "I'm sorry Timmy. It's just that I have so much fun when I start talking to you that it's hard to be serious." She stared into my eyes. "Baby that's why you have to believe me when I tell you that I could never fall in love with another man. I enjoy you too much to ever do that."
"I know, but the last several months have made it very difficult for me to believe that."
Kelly sighed. "I know and I'm going to have to spend the rest of my life trying to atone for the way I've treated you during this past year."
"No, I don't think that will be necessary."
"What do you mean?"
"I think that we're just going to have to agree to make a fresh start."
"Can we do that?'
"Sure, we can do anything we want to do."
"No. let me rephrase that. Can you do that?"
I slowly nodded. "Yes, I think it might be possible, but you still have a little more explaining to do."
Kelly stared at me for a moment and then she started to smile. "Timmy I love you so much."
"I know you do Kelly. I know you do."
We stared at each other. After a moment we both started to smile. I whispered, "Why don't you finish telling me about Martin Jackson."
Kelly nodded. "All right." She closed her eyes. She appeared to be thinking. After a moment she looked up at me. It seemed like she was ready to start when she suddenly stopped. A naughty smile formed at the corners of her mouth and a devilish twinkle appeared in her eyes. In a delightfully playful voice she asked, "Do you want to hear every seamy little detail?"
I knew that we were supposed to be in the middle of a serious discussion, but I couldn't help myself. A little shiver of excitement rippled up my spine. I took a deep breath and said, "Yes, I want to hear every seamy little detail."
Kelly giggled. "Okay." She paused. "Let me see, where was I? Oh yes, After John told me about the promotion he stood up, walked straight over to me, took me in his arms and kissed me. I melted. We didn't say a word to each other, I just dropped to my knees, unzipped his pants, took out his big hard dick and started sucking it."
"You heard about the promotion and without saying anything, immediately started giving him a blow job? Did you even say good morning to him?"
My wife grinned at me. "Nope, I just started sucking his cock. Wasn't that wicked thing to do?"
I laughed. "It certainly was."
Still grinning, Kelly continued. "After I finished sucking his cock John zipped up his pants, sat down on his couch and watched me while I straightened my dress and repaired my makeup." My wife winked at me. "Giving a blow job can really mess up a girls lipstick."
I chuckled. "I'm sure that it does."
"As soon as I was finished putting myself back together John patted the spot next to him on the couch. I sat down and he started telling me more about the promotion."
"Hold it."
"What?"
"Didn't he do anything for you? I mean, you just sucked his cock, didn't he fuck you or do something to get you off?"
Kelly grinned at me. "Nope."
"Didn't that make you mad?"
"Not at all. Sometimes I love just giving a guy a blow job, especially when he's still wearing his clothes. It makes me feel deliciously naughty." Kelly winked at me. "Being a bad girl is fun."
That made me laugh. "Okay, now tell me about the promotion."
"All right, once I was sitting on the couch with John, he told me that he'd met with Martin and Wendell that morning. All three of them had decided that they were very impressed with my work. They agreed that they wanted to make me an administrative assistant to the three of them. Timmy that was when I got my first really big raise. John explained that my salary would go from $51,000 a year to $93,000 a year. I'm sure you can understand that after he told me that I got very excited and started kissing him and saying, thank you, over and over again."
"I remember when you came home and told me about the raise. You really were very excited."
"I was. Anyway, John started laughing and told me that Martin was the one that I should be thanking. He said that it was actually his idea to promote me. I immediately asked John if I could go see Martin. John shook his head and explained that Martin was a very busy man, I couldn't just walk into his office unannounced. He suggested that I send him a note instead."
Kelly shook her head. "I told John that I'd like to be able to thank him in person."
Looking at me, Kelly smiled and said; "Suddenly I had a very naughty idea. I asked John if he thought Martin might be interested in an extra special thank you."
I chuckled. "You were having an extremely naughty morning weren't you?"
Kelly giggled. "Yes I was."
"So what did John say?"
"He stared at me for a moment and then he asked how extra special?"
"What did you tell him?"
"I told John that I wanted to thank Martin in the exact same way that I'd greeted him that morning."
"How did John react to that?"
"He looked at me and asked very directly if I was offering to give Martin a blow job."
Kelly shook her head. "Timmy, suddenly I got worried that in my excitement I might have offended John. I timidly told him that I kind of was, but I didn't want to upset anyone so if it was a bad idea maybe we could just pretend that I'd never said anything."
"And what did he say to that?"
"He laughed and told me that I hadn't offended anyone and he knew for a fact that Martin would love a blow job. Timmy, the next thing I knew John was on the telephone and two minutes later I was on my way to Martin Jackson's office with butterflies in my stomach. I was about to give a blow job to a man I barely knew, who was at least twenty-five years older than me."
"So what happened?"
Kelly giggled. "By the time I got to the door of Martin's office the butterflies were gone and my entire body was tingling with excitement. Baby I felt so wicked."
She grinned at me. "Timmy honey, I've discovered that I like being wicked. When we were students I loved my reputation as the blow job queen of Kelroy College. I cultivated it. I love dominating you for the same reason. It feels so sinful. The night John seduced me I felt wonderfully wicked when I made you lick my pussy and ass less than an hour after he finished fucking me."
"You didn't make me lick your pussy and ass, I volunteered."
Kelly giggled, "I know you did, but it makes it even hotter for me if I tell myself that I'm making you do it."
I grinned at her. "That makes it pretty hot for me too."
"Timmy I think this is why I can't be faithful. Baby I don't want to be faithful. I like being a naughty slut. Everyone else wanted me to be a nice obedient little housewife."
"Everyone else?"
"Yes, my mother, my older sisters, my friends. Timmy my sisters used to sit at home and cut recipes out of the newspaper and paste them into scrap books. They were saving them so that after they were married they could have wonderful meals ready when their husbands came home from a hard day at work. Timmy that attitude was pounded into me from the day I was born until the day I left for college."
Kelly shook her head. "But that's not me! I don't want to be a faithful little housewife. I want to be a wicked slut business woman who fucks as many men as she wants and rules her own household when she's at home."
"I've never asked you to be a faithful little housewife."
"I know, my mother and my sisters did and when you and I got married I desperately wanted to try to live up to their expectations. I'm finally starting to realize that I can't do that. Timmy I can't do that because I don't want to do that. Being a sweet, faithful little housewife isn't part of my nature."
"That wicked slut business woman is the girl I fell in love with in college." I smiled at Kelly. "But somehow I lost her when we got married."
My wife closed her eyes and whispered, "I know Timmy, believe me I know."
For a moment we stared at each other in silence.
"Okay, you were standing outside Martin Jackson's office feeling very naughty."
Kelly giggled. "I really was."
"So what happened?"
"Martin's office is next door to John's office and he knew that I was coming so just as I started to knock the door opened. It was Martin. He greeted me with a big smile and said good morning Ms. Mason and then he invited me into his office. Timmy, he's a very gracious man."
I nodded. "Yes he is."
Kelly stared at me. "You really did meet with him today?"
"Yes I did."
"I have to hear all about that."
"You will. Now tell me what happened next."
"As soon I was inside his office Martin closed his door and pointed to these two big leather chairs that were arranged around a coffee table and suggested that we sit down."
Kelly looked at me. "Martin is a very distinguished man. I was starting to get nervous again."
I smiled at her. "Yes, I can easily understand that."
"Once we were seated he sat back in his chair, smiled at me and said that he understood that John had told me about my promotion. Martin has a very warm smile. It relaxed me. I smiled back at him and told him that he had. Martin was silent for a moment. It was almost like he was considering what to do next and then he leaned forward and said that John had told him that I'd given him a very warm thank you."
Kelly looked at me. "He was being exceedingly tactful with me."
"I'm certain that he wanted to be careful to avoid any misunderstandings. In his position as your employer he was extremely vulnerable to a sexual harassment suit."
Kelly giggled. "I quickly eliminated any possibility of a misunderstanding."
"What did you do?'
"I told him that I would love to give him the same warm thank you and if he was interested all he had to do was invite me to sit on his lap."
"How did he respond to that?"



"He laughed, patted his knee and told me to come right on over."
An impish smile formed at the corners of my wife's mouth.
"What are you smiling about?"
"When I stood up I had a very naughty idea."
"What was it?"
"I told Martin that I was wearing a brand new, dainty little thong. I asked him if he'd like to see it."
I laughed. "I'm sure he was very interested."
"Oh yes, he certainly was. I lifted the hem of my skirt up to my waist, pulled my panty hose down and slowly turned around."
"You were modeling it for him."
Kelly nodded."He told me that I had a cute little bottom."
"What did you say?"
"I thanked him of course and then Martin suggested that he might be able to appreciate my thong even more if I took off my skirt and panty hose before I sat down."
"I assume you did that."
"Yes, very slowly. I pretended that I was doing a strip tease dance for him."
"That must have been incredibly exciting for you."
"Timmy it was so hot, I was taking off my clothes for a man twenty-five years old than me who I barely knew."
"You were feeling wicked, weren't you?"
Kelly took a deep breath and answered, "Yes, I was being a very bad girl."
"You like being a bad girl, don't you."
"Very much."
"What did you do after you finished taking off your skirt and your panty hose?"
"I told Martin that I was wearing a matching brassiere and I asked him if he'd like to see that too."
I chuckled. "I'll bet that went over pretty well."
Kelly smiled at me. "Oh yes, it really did. Martin nodded at me and then he sat back in his big leather chair and watched me while I slowly unbuttoned my blouse and slipped it off of my shoulders"
"You enjoyed doing that, didn't you?"
"Yes."
"So now you were standing in front of this man you barely knew, wearing nothing but your thong panties and your brassiere, correct?"
"Yes."
"What happened next?"
"Martin patted his knee and told me to sit down on his lap."
"Did you?"
"Yes, of course I did. As soon as I was seated I put my arms around him, kissed him full on the mouth and then whispered to him that I loved being naughty with handsome older men."
Kelly smiled. "Martin laughed when he heard that and told me that he loved naughty young girls. I started to giggle and asked him if he wanted me to be naughty with him?"
My wife looked at me. "Timmy honey he was really excited."
"How could you tell?"
"Martin has a very big cock and it was poking me in the butt." Kelly grinned at me and then she continued. "Anyway, he quietly said yes, so I picked up his hand and placed it on my breast."
"You were still wearing your bra, correct?
"Yes, but as soon as he started fondling me I whispered to him that it would be even naughtier if he took off my brassiere."
"Did he do that?"
Kelly nodded. "Yes, he reached around behind me, unclasped my bra and tossed it onto the coffee table. After he took it off I put my arms around his shoulders and pressed my naked breasts into his face. Martin immediately started sucking on my nipple."
"I'll bet you both loved that." My wife not only has large breasts, they 're also very sensitive. Kelly loves having her nipples sucked.
She grinned at me. "Oh yes, you know I did."
"What happened next?
"I picked up Martin's hand and placed it between my legs. He immediately slipped his fingers inside my thong and started rubbing my pussy. Timmy I was so wet."
I smiled at her. "I'll bet you were."
"That pushed me over the edge. I had to have his cock in my mouth. I stood up and quickly pulled my panties off and tried to get down on my knees between Martin's legs."
"Tried to?"
"That's right, he wouldn't let me."
"How did he stop you?"
"He put one hand under my butt and the other hand between my legs and lifted me up on my toes. Martin is very strong. He pushed two fingers into my pussy and held me in place while he finger fucked me."
"I imagine that was pretty exciting."
Kelly shivered. "Timmy it was one of the hottest things I've every done."
My wife closed her eyes and took several deep breaths. She was obviously very excited and seemed to be trying to regain her composure. After a moment she smiled at me and continued. "After a few minutes of this Martin took his fingers out of my cunt and gently stroked my cheek with them. I took his hand, guided it to my lips and stared into his eyes while I sucked on his fingers like they were a cock. Martin let me do that for moment and then he took his fingers out of my mouth, gently pushed me to my knees and told me to unzip his pants."
"Did you give him a blow job?"
"Yes and it was so much fun. I let him cum in my mouth."
"You always do that, don't you?"
Kelly smiled at me. "Baby, you know me so well."
Suddenly Kelly's expression changed. She stared at the floor for a moment and then she quietly said, "I sorry Timmy, I got carried away while I was telling you about Martin. I didn't mean to get so excited.
I got up, walked over to the couch, sat down next to Kelly, put my arm around her and softly whispered, "It's okay, you were just being honest. You asked me if I wanted to hear every seamy little detail and I told you that I did." I kissed her cheek. "And you weren't the only one who got excited while you were telling the story."
Kelly looked at me. "Really?"
I smiled. "Yes really."
Suddenly Kelly laid her head against my chest and started to cry. While she cried I held her in my arms and slowly rocked her back and forth.
She sobbed uncontrollably for several minutes. I think that the past year had been just as difficult for her as it had been for me. When she finally stopped she lay quietly in my arms for another few minutes and then she sat up and smiled at me. I took out my handkerchief and gently wiped the tears from her cheeks.
She kissed me on my forehead and said, "Thank you."
I nodded. "I think you needed that."
Kelly sniffled a little and then she smiled at me and said, "All that crying gave me an appetite. I'm going to make a sandwich. Can I make one for you too?"
"Why don't you let me make them."
"I can make a sandwich and I certainly think it's my turn."
I stared at my wife. "Kelly, I don't want it to be your turn. I don't ever want it to be your turn."
"What do mean?" Kelly had a puzzled expression on her face.
"I like being your submissive house husband. If we're able to resolve our problems and get back together I want to continue being your submissive house husband. Kelly I love being your servant."
My wife giggled. "And I love being your mistress."
"Kelly, earlier today you told me that after you started sleeping with Chris it was almost like you began living two separate lives. In your work life you said that you saw yourself as a hardworking, free living libertine."
I smiled at her. "Libertine, I like that word. It describes you very well. You also told me that you wanted to be a wicked slut business woman who fucks as many men as she wants and rules her own household when she's at home."
Kelly grinned at me.
"You said that was the woman you dreamed of becoming while you were going to college. And then you told me that in your home life you were trying to be a faithful, respectable and proper wife. That was the person you were taught to be while you were growing up."
Kelly nodded. "Yes, that's true."
"Kelly in your home life you were trying to be someone you're not and the attempt nearly destroyed us. You don't need to be a faithful loving wife. That's my job. Let me be the faithful, loving spouse while you go out in the world and work hard, live free and enjoy as much sex as you want."
"But won't I be cheating you out of your rights as my husband?'
"Maybe in a traditional marriage you'd be doing that, but were not traditional people. I don't see why we have to be bound by traditional roles. Kelly I love making dinners and keeping the house for you. I'm very happy to wait up for you and give you head after you come home from a long day at the office." I smiled at her. "Even when you spend your day at the office letting other men fuck you. Baby, I loved hearing about your meeting with Martin Jackson. I just wish I could have heard about it when you came home that day."
My wife thought about what I'd just said. After a moment she looked at me. "I don't know Timmy, it just doesn't seem fair to you."
"That's because you're not me and I'm not you. No Kelly, you don't want the life that I want." I smiled at my wife. "But I would very happily spend the rest of my life serving you. All I ask in return is for you to to love me, be honest with me, treat me with kindness and respect and include me in your life."
Staring at me, Kelly asked; "Are you sure about that?"
"Yes, I'm very sure."
Kelly sighed, "Timmy I'm so sorry that I haven't done that. I feel like I've let you down."
"You have let me down, but I think things can still be okay. After you finish telling me everything that's happened, I'm going to tell you about my day and then we're going to see if we can reach an agreement about how were going to live together in the future. If we can do that, we're going to try to start fresh and forget about everything that's happened before today."
"Timmy I've been so awful to you. Do you think you can really do that?"
"We'll see, I still have to be convinced that I can trust you."
"Baby, I promise that I'll never again sleep with anyone but you."
"No Kelly that's not what I mean. Please understand me, I do not care about that. What I need is to be able to trust that no matter what you do, no matter how terrible you think it was, no matter how much you feel that you've let me down or you've let yourself down; you will always tell me about it." I smiled at her. "Of course that also means that you'll have to trust me. You'll have to trust that I know you and love you and will always accept you for who you are."
"Do you think we can do that Timmy?"
"Yes I do, but I think we may have to work at it."
I stood up. "Now what kind of sandwich would you like. Unless you've been to the grocery store, I think our choices are tuna fish and cheese or cheese and tuna fish."
Kelly giggled. "I'll have tuna fish and cheese."
There was a can tuna fish in the cupboard and a block of cheddar cheese in the refrigerator. I also found a loaf of bread in the freezer. I was a good homemaker, my kitchen was always well stocked.
I made two open faced sandwiches and put them under the broiler. Kelly sat at the kitchen table and watched me cook. This was something we used to do when we were first married. I'd missed it. I was happy to be doing it again.
As soon as the sandwiches were ready I poured a glass of milk for each of us and we sat at the kitchen table together and ate. It was very pleasant. After we were done eating Kelly watched me clear the kitchen table and put the dirty dishes in the dishwasher. She offered to help, but I wouldn't let her. Cleaning the kitchen was my job.
Once I was done with the chores, we moved back into the living room. This time I sat down on the couch next to Kelly right away.
We took a moment to make small talk about the lunch and then I asked, "So did Martin fuck you that morning.?"
Kelly shook her head. "No Martin is a very busy man and he has a real thing for blow jobs. He used to fuck me once in a while, but mostly I would just give him a blow job and then he'd get back to work."
"So that morning you gave two older men blow jobs and got nothing in return."
My wife grinned at me. "That's pretty slutty isn't it?"
I laughed. "You really do love being bad, don't you."
Kelly giggled. "It gets better." And then she stopped herself and quietly said, "Or maybe worse, It depends on...."
I held up my hand and stopped her. "We'll stick with better. Your sexual behavior isn't the problem. Now tell me how it got better."
"After we were done, I got dressed and then I took a pocket mirror out of my purse and started to repair my makeup. While I was doing that Martin casually mentioned that Wendell was also involved in the decision to promote me."
Chuckling, I said; "I think I can guess where this is going."
Kelly looked at me. "Timmy, Wendell Tyler is seventy-four years old."
"Oh my!"
"Yes!"
I asked, "What did you do?" We were both grinning.
Kelly answered, "Needless to say, I was a little shocked when Martin brought it up. Martin noticed my reaction immediately. He told me that he understood that Wendell was an old man, but he said that it would be a very nice gesture if I could manage to do it."
Still smiling, I said; "All right, what did you say to that?"
Kelly giggled. "I started to think about how naughty it would be to give a blow job to a man old enough to be my grandfather."
I laughed. "This bad girl routine is totally out of control."
She nodded. "Totally."
"So what happened?"
"I told Martin that I'd do it and Timmy I'm so glad that I did."
"Why?"
"Next to you, Wendell Tyler is the sweetest man that I've ever met."
"I'm not sure I like being compared to a seventy-four year old man."
My wife made a face and stuck out her tongue. "That's not what I meant and you know it. He's just a very very nice man and so are you."
I chuckled. "All right, I'll take it as a compliment."
"Martin called him. He was very direct on the telephone. He told Wendell that I was coming over to give him a blow job." Kelly looked at me. "That actually made it easier."
"What do you mean?"
"When I got into his office we both knew exactly why I was there. Playing coy little games with a very old man would have been kind of difficult for me."
Kelly smiled. "Wendell is about the same size as you are."
"You mean he's not very big."
She nodded. "I think that when you're seventy-four you're going to look just like Wendell. He's very cute and awfully sweet. Now he's probably my best friend at JTandR."
"Really?"
"Yes, last Friday I went to see Wendell before my meeting with Martin. I told him everything and then I spent an hour crying on his shoulder."
"What did he say to you."
He told me that I was a fool for getting myself into this situation." Kelly smiled at me. "He already knew how much I loved you. When we traveled together I used to spend hours telling him about you."
"Traveled together?"
"Yes, sometimes Martin, Wendell and John would take me along to important business meetings so that I'd be available in case they needed me to help sway an investor or a stockholder."
"Those would have been the trips to places like New York, Chicago and Los Angeles."
"Yes."
"What did Wendell tell you to do?"
"He said that I should quit my job at the firm and focus all of my attention on trying to regain your trust. He also made me promise that from that moment on I would be totally honest with you."
"I can see why you like this man. He sounds very wise."
"I hope that someday you can meet him."
"I think I'd like that." I smiled at Kelly. "Okay, what happened the first time you went into see Wendell."
"Timmy I was so nervous. Martin walked me over to his office and reintroduced us. I'd met him when I was interviewed for my job, but that was the only time I'd ever seen him. Wendell is the quietest of the three partners and he's also regarded as the smartest. He's responsible for most of the firm's strategic planning."
Kelly looked at me. "As soon as Martin left, Wendell gave me the cutest smile in the world and joked that I was in his office on an errand of mercy. Timmy, I burst out laughing and then I asked Wendell if he was sure his heart could take it. He told me that he wasn't sure, but if it couldn't he was quite certain that it would be an outstanding way to die."
I nodded. "I can see why you like him."
"He sat down on his sofa and I did a little strip for him. As soon as I was naked I got down on my knees between his legs, unzipped his pants and took out his cock. It wasn't very big and it was still limp. I put it in my mouth and started sucking it. It didn't seem to make any difference. His cock still didn't get hard. I looked up at Wendell and I could see that he was a little embarrassed. He told me that he took several medications for his heart and they made it difficult for him to get an erection. I asked him what he wanted me to do."
"What did he say?"
"He told me that he could still cum and that he would enjoy it more if I sat next to him on the couch and gave him a hand job. Timmy I cuddled up with him and slowly stroked his penis while he played with my breasts. It was really nice. It didn't take me long to make him cum and when he did I made a big point of licking his semen off of my fingers." Kelly smiled. "He really liked that."
"I'll bet he did."
"After that we just sat together and talked. By the time I left his office we were already well on the way to becoming very good friends."
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"So how did you make the transition from having sex with your bosses to becoming a courtesan?"
Kelly stared at me. "Why do you keep using the word, courtesan?"
"I thought that was the term you and your fellow workers preferred."
"It was. It makes what we do seem almost elegant, but why would you use it? I'd think you'd choose a word like hooker or even whore."
"Those words are pejoratives, especially whore. They imply that there was something wrong with what you were doing."
"Don't you think there was?"
"Only if you do."
My wife stared at me for a very long time. Finally she said, "It destroyed our marriage."
"No, not being truthful with me destroyed our marriage."
Kelly closed her eyes and shook her head. She was clearly confused by my reaction.
In a very gentle voice I added, "And I'm beginning to believe that it might be more apt to say that it nearly destroyed our marriage."
Kelly looked up at me. After a moment she smiled.
I smiled back at her and then I patted her thigh and quietly said, "Why don't you tell me about the first time you met an associate for sex."
Kelly's smile changed to an expression of curiosity. "How do you know that word?'
"Martin Jackson explained the process to me."
Still looking puzzled, Kelly said, "Okay." Her voice was barely above a whisper. She paused. It was clear that she was thinking. Finally Kelly said, "It was on a Tuesday morning about a month after I got my promotion. John Reynolds called me into his office. He told me that they were in a bit of a jam and they needed a huge favor. There was a very wealthy investor who was considering joining them in their latest take over attempt. He'd never dealt with them before and he was being a little wary about making a commitment. They wanted to try to build some good will with him. John explained to me that Martin knew the man and thought that setting him up with an attractive young woman for an evening might be a good way to create some rapport."
Kelly shook her head. "I was a little confused about what John wanted me to do, so I asked him if they wanted me to go out to dinner with this man."
"What did he say?"
"He told me no, that wasn't what they were asking. They wanted to know if I might be willing to spend an evening with him in a luxury suite at the Calvert Hotel."
"I assume that gave you a better idea about what John was requesting."
My wife nodded. "It certainly did and I was shocked. I stared at John and asked him if he was actually suggesting that I let this guy fuck me."
"How did John react to that?"
"He back tracked very quickly. He told me that he didn't mean to offend me, they just knew how much I enjoyed sex and they thought there was a chance that I might consider helping them out. He then made it clear that this was definitely not part of my job and it was perfectly okay for me to say no."
"What did you say to that?"
"Timmy I'm sorry, but as soon as I got over my initial shock I began thinking about how wicked it would be to meet a strange man in a hotel room for sex. Baby I started to get excited."
I chuckled. "The naughty girl was back."
Kelly grinned at me. "Yes she was."
"So what did you do?"
"John asked me to forget that he'd said anything and then he started to apologize. I interrupted him and told him that I would be willing to help them out." Kelly giggled. "He stared at me for a moment and didn't say anything at all. I think he was a little disconcerted."
I laughed. "I'll bet he was."
"John's a pretty smooth guy. He quickly gathered his wits, thanked me and told me that if this man did decide to invest in the project, there would be a nice bonus for me." Kelly looked at me. "That's how the firm operates. Everyone earns a small base salary and then we get bonuses when we successfully complete a project."
"Yes, you explained that to me when you started working for JTandR"
"I guess I did. Anyway, John thanked me again and told me that he'd get back to me later in the day with all the details. I went back to my office and waited."
"Your office?"
"Yes, when I became an administrative assistant to Martin, Wendell and John I was given a very small office down the hall from their offices."
"That must have made you feel very important."
Kelly looked at me. "I thought I told you about that."
I shook my head. "I don't think so. By last fall, you weren't telling much at all about your job."
"Timmy I'm sorry, that wasn't intentional. I think I was unconsciously trying to keep my two lives separated."
"Don't worry, I'm starting to understand that. Tell me what happened when John got back to you."
"He came by my office at about three. Baby I was starting to get very nervous and I was trying to think of a way I could gracefully back out of the situation."
"I would think so, meeting a strange man in a hotel room for sex is a pretty daring thing to do."
"John told me the man's name was Eric."
"Just Eric, no last name?"
Kelly nodded. "That's right and then he gave me a key to a suite at the Calvert and told me to meet Eric there at 8:30 that night. John said that they would arrange for room service to deliver a bottle of chilled champagne to the room at 8:35. He told me to add a twenty dollar tip to the bill and sign the tab. He explained that the firm has an account with the Calvert."
My wife looked at me. "Timmy when I actually heard the plan for the evening I began to get excited again. It was well orchestrated and the idea of sipping champagne with a mysterious gentleman in a luxurious suite at the Calvert Hotel was incredibly intriguing."
I chuckled. "I can imagine that it was. I'll bet that you were starting to feel very wicked again."
Kelly took a deep breath. "Yes Timmy, I really was."
"So what happened next?"
"Once he was done filling me in on all the details of the date John asked me if I was still willing to do it."
"He was giving you another chance to back out."
"Yes."
"That was very nice of him."
"Martin, John and Wendell are tough businessmen, but they're very considerate and they go to great lengths to take care of the people who work for them."
"You obviously told him that you'd do it."
She nodded. "Yes, at that moment I was very excited." Kelly's tone of voice changed. "But as soon as John left my office I thought about you and I was suddenly overcome by a feeling of absolute horror."
"What do you mean?"
"Timmy it dawned on me that this could turn into a very late night and I was going to have to call you and give you some kind of explanation about where I was going to be."
"I see."
"Baby up until that point all of my lies had just been little omissions. I didn't actually tell you something that wasn't true, I just neglected to tell you about everything that happened."
"But now you were going to have to lie to me."
My wife quietly said, "Yes, do you remember that night?'
I nodded, "Yes, I remember it very well. It was the first time that you didn't get home from work until well after midnight. You called me in the afternoon and told me that several investors were coming into town for an unexpected meeting in the morning and you had to help get a proposal ready for them." Shaking my head, I said; "I believed you."
Kelly closed her eyes and whispered, "Timmy I'm sorry. By that time I felt like I was mired so deeply in my secret life that I couldn't get out anymore. I didn't know what else to do. It seemed like lying was my only choice." She shook her head. "You were so wonderful. You told me that you understood and that you'd have a nice dinner waiting for me when I got home."
"And you told me not to wait up, and not to worry about dinner. You said the partners were having food brought into the office."
"Timmy I'm sorry. I didn't know what else to tell you." She sighed. "After I hung up the telephone I laid my head down on my desk and cried for a half hour."
Suddenly tears began to roll down my wife's cheeks.
This time I didn't chastise Kelly about her lying. I didn't need to, she was already doing that to herself. Instead I put my arm around her and held her close to me.
Kelly pressed her face into my chest and once again started to sob.
I let Kelly cry for a few minutes and then I took out my handkerchief, lifted her face and gently wiped the tears from her cheeks.
She smiled at me.
I whispered to her, "I still love you".
She closed her eyes and said, "Oh please let that be true."
I gently kissed the tip of Kelly's nose. "Don't worry, it is."
Kelly cuddled up to me and said, "Timmy I love you so much."
"I know you do." I whispered it.
After waiting for another minute I patted my wife's thigh and quietly said, "Tell me what happened after you finally stopped crying."
Kelly thought for a moment and then she said, "Tonya Lewis came to see me."
"Who's Tonya Lewis?"
"She's the lead hostess. I didn't know that at the time, but that's her job."
"The lead hostess? It sounds like it's an actual department in the firm."
"Kind of, but not really. There's five of us, or at least there used to be when I worked there. Tonya made sure that we had everything we needed. She also kept the master schedule."
"Everything you needed?"
"Yes, clothes, lingerie, jewelry; it was important that we looked good."
"That makes sense. Who were the five hostesses."
"Actually there were four hostesses and one host."
"That's right, Mr. Jackson told me that they had one man working full time for them."
Kelly looked at me in surprise. "He did?"
"Yes."
"I really do want to hear about your conversation with him."
"You will, now tell me about the four hostesses and the one host."
Kelly nodded. "Okay, Tonya Lewis is the lead hostess. She's older, maybe in her early forties. She's been with the firm for a very long time. She helped me out a lot when I was first getting started. Timmy she's so beautiful. When I'm forty I hope I look half as good as Tonya."
I laughed. "I'll bet you'll look twice as good as she does when you're forty."
Kelly grinned at me. "Your opinion doesn't count. You're not an impartial judge. You're biased." She reached over, grabbed my nipple through my shirt and gave it a vicious twist. "And you damn well better be biased."
The shot of pain startled me. It also excited me. As soon as Kelly released my nipple I laughed and said, "I'll always be biased. I have to be, you're my goddess."
Kelly giggled. "Being your goddess is my favorite job."
We both smiled. We used to play with each other like that all the time. It was one of the reasons we enjoyed each other so much. Gradually during the past year we'd stopped. I missed that part of our life and desperately wanted it back. I sensed that Kelly did too. While I knew that it was going to take some work, I was feeling optimistic and starting to believe that it might be possible.
I let us enjoy the moment for a little longer and then I asked, "Who are the others?"
Kelly sighed. It was a sigh of resignation. It was clear that she didn't want the moment to end any more than I did, but she also knew that we had work to do if we wanted to recapture the relationship that we'd both once enjoyed so much.
Getting back to work Kelly said, "Mandy Wells and Keisha Edwards are the other hostesses and Antoine Carter is the host. Mandy is a very slender brunette. She's sort of my opposite. She has tiny tits."
"Some guys like women with small breasts."
Kelly nodded. "She's very popular. When we go to Evergreen she looks really cute in a thong."
"Evergreen that's the place in South Carolina, right?"
"Yes, it's a huge estate owned by the firm. They use it to throw parties."
"I imagine you can throw a pretty good party at a southern mansion."
"Timmy you would be amazed by some of the things that have happened at Evergreen."
"I'd like to hear about them, but first, tell me about Keisha Edwards and Antoine Carter and then you have to continue telling me about your first evening at the Calvert."
"Keisha is a gorgeous black girl. Timmy she has beautiful coffee colored skin and long shiny black hair. She's a large breasted girl like me, only she also has the most beautiful bottom I've ever seen."
Kelly grinned at me. "I think you'd really enjoy licking it."
"Your's is the only bottom I'm ever going to lick."
"What if I ordered you to do it? A good boy should never disobey his goddess." Kelly had a mischievous smile on her face. "I think I might enjoy seeing your face buried in Keisha's gorgeous rear end."
That image sent a little thrill rippling through my body. I closed my eyes and bit my lower lip in an effort to regain my composure.
Kelly noticed how excited I was getting so she pushed a little. "Keisha and Tonya are both very experienced dominants. They always take the associates who enjoy a little discipline." My wife winked at me. "Maybe I'll call them up and invite them over some day. I think it might be very exciting to watch them give you few lessons on how to properly treat a lady."
I laughed. "You're starting to feel wicked again, aren't you."
She grinned at me as she slowly nodded her head.
Suddenly I stopped and looked at my wife. "I would have thought that they would have given you the associates who enjoy a little discipline."
Kelly shook her head. "No, in fact Mandy and I are usually assigned to the men who enjoy being dominant." She thought for a moment and then she said. "Timmy, I don't think there's anything in this world that gets me as excited as dominating you, but a really powerful man who knows how to take control of a girl can also get me pretty wet." She shrugged. "I guess I'm just a slut. Anything that has to do with sex gets me hot."
I leaned over and kissed Kelly's cheek. "That's the girl I fell in love with."
We both burst out laughing.
After a moment I said, "All right, let's try to stay focused. Tell me about Antoine Carter."
"Antoine is a tall slender black man. I think he's twenty-eight. He's extremely handsome and very athletic. He played college basketball. He also has a big cock." Kelly giggled. "I'm talking about a really big cock. When it's erect it must be at least a foot long."
I grinned at her. "That's big."
Kelly grinned back at me. "Yes it is. Timmy, it's so much fun to suck a cock that big and Antoine is a very considerate lover. When he fucks a woman, he's always exceedingly careful and very gentle, especially at first. He has to be. You understand why, don't you."
"I assume that it's because he's so big and he doesn't want to hurt anyone."
Kelly nodded. "That's right."
"Has he fucked you?"
After a brief pause, Kelly looked at me and quietly answered, "Yes, he has. I'm sorry Timmy, I..."
Smiling at her I said, "It's okay, Kelly. Was he good?"
My question surprised Kelly, but her surprise quickly vanished as she realized that it also meant that I wasn't angry with her. Sounding relieved Kelly said, "Yes Timmy, he was."
I nodded. "I imagine that a considerate, gentle lover with a huge cock would be good."
Kelly giggled. "Actually, Antoine isn't just good, he's amazing."
"I see."
"Timmy, Antoine's not just a guy with a big cock, he's also a very nice man. That's the real reason he's so good in bed. You're amazing in bed too and for the same reason. Antoine has a big cock. You have a little cock, but you're an artist with your tongue. Both of you are, in your own ways, skilled lovers. That's what makes you good, but what sets you apart and makes you great is that you're both kind, considerate, loving men."
"It sounds like you really like Antoine."
"I do, he's a very good friend."
"Should I be jealous?"
Laughing, Kelly said; "Absolutely not, Antoine is a good friend and an amazing fuck; but Timmy honey, you don't have anything to worry about. You're the only man I'll ever love."
"You made some good friends at JTandR, didn't you."
"Yes, I'm going to miss them." Kelly's voice trailed off to a whisper. Her disappointment was clear.
For a moment we stared at each other in silence. An unvoiced question hung in the air between us. Kelly was afraid to ask it and I wasn't yet ready to answer it, so we both chose to ignore it.
Finally I said, "Why don't you finish telling me about your first evening at the Calvert."
Happy to relieve the tension, Kelly nodded. "Okay." She paused for a second and then she said, "Tonya Lewis came to see me. At that time I didn't know who she was. I didn't even know that hostesses existed and she didn't mention anything about them. She just told me that she occasionally entertained associates for the firm and Martin had asked her to stop by and help me prepare for the evening."
"I see."
"She explained that my date was expected to be kind and respectful. She made it very clear that if he didn't behave appropriately, no one at the firm would be upset if I got dressed and left." Kelly looked at me. "Timmy that made me feel much better."
"I imagine it did."
"Then the fun part started."
"What was that?"
"Tonya gave me a company credit card and told me to go to Maxine's Dress Shop and buy a new dress and some sexy lingerie. Timmy, Maxine's Dress Shop is the most exclusive women's clothing store in this city. I'd never even been in there. I asked Tonya how much I could spend and she told me to try to keep it under $800.00. Timmy $800.00 for a new dress and some underwear! It was unbelievable."
"You were in girl heaven, weren't you."
"Yes I was. And then she told me that after I was finished at Maxine's I should go across the mall to Grant's Shoe store and buy a pair of high heels to match the dress. Tonya suggested that I should be able to get a very nice pair for around $200.00. Timmy, at that time I didn't own a single pair of shoes that cost over $80.00."
"They were making this job very attractive, weren't they?"
Kelly nodded. "Yes they were. Now, when I look back on it, I'm certain that they were trying to entice me to become a hostess."
"Are you angry about that?"
Kelly thought about my question for a moment and then she shook her head. "No, not really. It's clear that they took steps to encourage me to become a hostess; but they never did anything to coerce me or deceive me." She grinned at me. "They may have shown me the path, but I chose to happily skip down it on my own."
I smiled. This was the girl that I'd fallen in love with. She knew how to take responsibility for her own behavior.
"So what did you do when you were done shopping?"
"I had dinner at the Goldenrod Supper Club."
"Really, by yourself?"
She nodded. "Yes, Tonya gave me a card that allowed me to put my dinner on the firm's tab. They maintain an account there. They know the owner. He's a huge ex-convict. He goes by the name, Big Reggie Diamond."
"He sounds dangerous,"
"Not really, I've gotten to know him. He's actually a pretty sweet guy. He also owns a strip club on the outskirts of downtown called the Black Knight."
"I've been there. It's on 3rd Avenue."
"Timothy Jamieson when did you ever go to a strip club?"
"Hey, I'm a pretty wild guy. I've done all kinds of things that you don't know about." I grinned at Kelly. "You know that I do happen to be married to a courtesan."



Kelly looked at me. After a moment she said, "An ex courtesan and it almost sounded like you were proud of it."
I shrugged. "I don't know, maybe I am."
My wife stared at me for a very long time. Finally she said, "Timmy this is all incredibly confusing."
I nodded. "Yes it certainly is."
"Okay, so you had dinner at the Goldenrod Supper Club."
"It was wonderful. I had a fillet mignon."
I nodded approvingly. "You were living well."
"Yes, the firm was taking very good care of me."
"What did you do after dinner?"
"I went back to Tonya's office."
"Tonya's office?"
Kelly nodded. "She'd given me a key that afternoon. Her office had a private bathroom with a shower and a huge closet. I later learned that all the hostesses had offices like that."
"Did you have one of those offices?"
"Yes, after I officially became a hostess I did."
Suddenly I had a very troubling thought. I stared at my wife. "I assume that your office contained a large wardrobe of sexy clothing that I knew nothing about."
Kelly sighed. "Yes Timmy it did."
I closed my eyes and remembered the neglect, indifference and sexual frustration that I'd been forced to endure for the past eight months. As I thought about it anger began to well up inside of me.
Looking at my wife, I said; "For the past year, you've used those sexy outfits to tantalize and excite a host of strange men; but for some reason you were never able to find the time or interest to treat me, your husband, to the sight of you wearing any of them."
There was an icy tone in my voice. It alarmed Kelly. She shook her head and quickly answered. "Timmy I never brought them home. They were always kept in my office. They belonged to the firm."
"Don't lie to me Kelly. The lingerie that I saw in your travel bag after you came back from Las Vegas last week was part of that wardrobe, wasn't it?"
My wife quietly answered, "Yes it was."
"Kelly you lied to me that afternoon and it was a silly lie. You told me that you had that lingerie so you could wear it and feel sexy while you masturbated."
Kelly closed her eyes. "Yes, I did." Shaking her head, she added; "When I hear it now I'm ashamed of myself. It was a stupid thing to say."
Suddenly a wave of anger overwhelmed me. I glared at my wife. "Kelly that afternoon you also had the audacity to accuse me of masturbating."
Kelly quietly answered, "I know, I'm sorry Timmy."
I looked at her. "The night before, when you were in Las Vegas, did you go there to meet a man?"
"Yes."
"Did you wear that hot dress and sexy lingerie for him."
Kelly took a deep breath and whispered, "Yes."
I chuckled. "The same clothes that you couldn't be bothered to wear for me, your loving husband."
My wife didn't say anything, she just stared at the floor."
"Kelly, did you let him fuck you that night?"
"Yes."
"How many times? Tell me the truth Kelly, don't lie."
"Twice."
"Did you let him cum inside you?"
"Yes."
"Both times?"
"Yes."
"Did you suck his cock?"
"Yes, when we first met in the hotel room. That was before we went down to have dinner in the restaurant."
"Did you you let him cum in your mouth."
"Yes, you know I always do that."
"Yes I do."
"Did you spend the night with him?"
"Yes, that's part of the deal when I meet a guy in Vegas. He has me for the entire night.'
"The entire night?" I laughed. "Kelly it's been over a year since I've had you for an entire night."
My wife shook her head. "Timmy, that's not true. It can't be true."
"Think about Kelly, it is true."
Kelly buried her face in her hands. She was clearly upset, but I was in no mood to let up on her.
"Did you let him fuck you again the next morning?"
Kelly didn't look up she just mumbled, "Yes."
"Kelly you let a stranger cum inside you four times in less than twenty-four hours. Do you know how many times you've let me cum inside you in the last four months? You've probably forgotten, so I'll tell you. Zero Kelly, not one time. We haven't made love at all in the last two months and in the two months before that we only made love twice and on those two occasions all you were willing to do was give me a handjob."
I raised my voice. "That afternoon, after enjoying the pleasure of getting laid three times and sucking a guys cock at least once, you had the audacity to accuse me of masturbating. Well Kelly, I do masturbate. I masturbate constantly. I have to, do you want to know why?"
My wife didn't look at me. She kept her face buried in her hands.
"I'll tell you why Kelly, I have to masturbate because my wife lost all interest in having sex with me!"
Kelly burst into tears.
I closed my eyes and bit my lower lip. "Kelly I can accept the fact that for the past six months you've enjoyed sex with a large number of men; but knowing that at the same time you deliberately forced me, the man you profess to love, to be celibate really sticks in my craw."
I was now very upset. I stood up. "Kelly I don't think I can ever forgive you for that."
I stormed across the living room. When I got to the front door I turned and glared at my wife. "Last week you stood in this house and yelled at me because I pointed out that we never had sex anymore. You actually became irate when I dared to remind you that you used to love sex. When I questioned you about why you no longer seemed to be interested in it, you looked me in the eyes and told me that you did miss sex."
Laughing sarcastically, I said; "And then you tried to make me believe that the problem was that your job sapped you of all your energy."
Finally I lost my temper and yelled. "Kelly I was living without sex at that time, but you weren't. You were getting boinked every single fucking day of the week and you dared to tell me that you missed sex." I laughed. "You don't even know what it means to miss sex."
My voice got very quiet. "And to add insult to injury, you tried to convince me that those sexy clothes were your one refuge." I shook my head. "You actually thought you could get me to believe that you had that lingerie so you could dress up an feel sexy while you masturbated in your hotel room. Kelly you must think I'm an idiot!"
I sighed. "Kelly I can easily forgive you for sleeping with all those other men. I can even forgive you for lying to me; but I don't think I can ever forgive you neglecting me, treating me with utter disdain and contempt and most of all for so callously ignoring my own needs as a man."
I turned and walked out the door. As I slammed it behind me I heard Kelly scream; "No Timmy, please don't go."
I drove back to the little park by the river, got out of my car and walked out to one of the benches near the edge of the bluff. It was a Wednesday, so even though it was a warm fall afternoon, the park was deserted. The secluded bench that I'd selected was on the edge of a grove of trees that had just passed the peak of their fall colors. The ground underneath them was slowly being covered by an ever thickening carpet of dry leaves. It was a beautiful serene spot. I needed to be alone and this was the perfect haven for me. I sat down, buried my face in my hands and started to cry.
I bawled like a baby for a few minutes and then I stopped. I was done, that was all I needed. I took a deep breath, sat up, pulled out my handkerchief and blew my nose. I felt much better. Crying may not be very manly, but it sure does help release some pent up emotions.
The events of the past week had taken a heavy toll on my spirit. I sat back, took several more deep breaths and quietly watched the Mississippi River flow by. It was incredibly soothing. The combination of the tears and the steady flow of the mighty river helped to clear my mind. Eventually I was able to start thinking again.
Blowing up at Kelly had given me no pleasure, but as I sat there thinking, I came to the conclusion that it had been an essential part of the healing process for me. Over the past several months her anger, contempt and indifference had created some deep wounds. If we ever were going to be able to patch up our marriage we had to address her spiteful behavior.
When I stormed out of the house I'd told Kelly that I would never be able to forgive her for the way she'd been treating me. Even at the time, I knew that wasn't true. Those were words said in anger. I knew that I couldn't ignore her callous behavior. I fully understood that if we didn't address it, if we just tried to overlook it and pretend that it never happened, it was going to gnaw at me for the rest of our lives. We had to discuss it and we both had to be able to reach an understanding of why she'd acted that way towards me.
If we were able to do that and if Kelly could commit to being open and honest with me, I was now reasonably certain that we had a good chance to reconcile our differences and save our marriage.
I was just trying to decide how soon I should attempt to contact Kelly when I felt a hand gently touch my shoulder and I heard my wife's soft voice.
"There isn't any possible excuse for the way I've treated you over the past several months and I fully understand why you would be reluctant to ever consider forgiving me. I'm not sure that I'll ever be able to forgive myself. I realize that it may now be too late, but I want you to know that I plan to spend the rest of my life trying to make amends to you."
I didn't turn around, I didn't move and I didn't say anything.
"Timmy I was so angry with myself when I started cheating on you. I couldn't understand why other women could be so strong and I had to be so weak. It seemed to be so easy for them to avoid the temptations that were so difficult for me to resist. I so badly wanted to be the faithful wife that my family had expected me to become."
I heard Kelly sigh.
"When I started lying to you I became even angrier with myself. I knew it was wrong, and I now know that I should have come to you and told you everything, but I was afraid. I was afraid that if you found out how unreliable and corrupt I really was, you wouldn't love me anymore. Timmy you're so strong and honorable and I'm so weak and despicable."
I felt Kelly's hand clutch my shoulder.
"After I became a hostess, my life at work got even more exciting, but it also forced me to start lying to you all the time. The more I lied to you, the more I hated myself and as my self hatred grew, so did my my anger. Timmy, anger needs a target and you were the only one around. I know that this doesn't make any sense, but I was angry with myself. When I came home, you were the only available target for that anger so I bombarded you with it."
I slowly nodded. It was the first time I'd moved since Kelly had started talking.
"But there was another reason that I was so cruel to you. I couldn't bear the thought of having you find out how weak and despicable I really was. I was convinced that you would leave me the moment you discovered my secret life. I believed that I had to protect that secret at all cost, so I built a wall around myself. It was a wall constructed of lies, deceit, anger, contempt and indifference. It was all unconscious, none of it was deliberate, but I now believe that I was trying to keep you at arms length so you wouldn't discover the awful person hiding inside of me."
Kelly was silent for a moment. Finally she said, "Eventually my heavy travel schedule and constant late night business meetings aroused your suspicions. When you started to question my lies I was thrown into a state of total panic. The possibility that you might actually discover my secret life terrified me. I responded in the only way I knew how. My lies became more outrageous, I unleashed my anger and the attitude of contempt and disdain that I was using to protect myself became even more intense."
My wife gently rubbed my shoulder.
"In a desperate effort to keep you from hating me I inadvertently did everything I possibly could to make you hate me." She sighed. "And now I've finally succeeded."
Kelly put her arms around me and then she leaned over and softly kissed my ear. "You are the love of my life, and now I've lost you. My only hope is that time might eventually heal the wounds that I've inflicted in your heart and temper the anger and contempt that you now feel for me. Timmy, if that ever happens I want you to know that I will be waiting for you. I will always be waiting for you. If necessary, I intend to wait for you until the end of time."
My wife kissed me one more time and then she turned and walked away.
I sat on that park bench hastily trying to digest everything that had happened in the past several hours. I quickly came to one conclusion. I did not want Kelly to leave that park before I had a chance to tell her now much I loved her.
I stood up and turned around. Kelly was already in her Mercedes. The car door was closed and she was putting on her seat belt. She was at least 200 feet away. I ran. I ran as fast as my legs could possibly carry me.
I heard the engine start. I was still fifty feet away. I ran harder.
The front wheels of the Mercedes turned. I was still twenty feet away.
Kelly looked over her right shoulder to check for oncoming cars. Just as her car started moving I managed to reach out and rap on the rear passenger window. Kelly heard me and stepped on the brakes. The Mercedes stopped moving.
My wife looked back and saw me. I was standing with my hands on my hips trying to catch my breath. She lowered her car window and stared at me. There was a tear running down her cheek.
I was still out of breath, but I managed to say, "Kelly you are not weak and despicable. You're strong and good. You were just trying to do something that's not part of your nature. You have no more business trying to be a faithful housewife, than I have trying to play linebacker for the Chicago Bears. It just isn't you."
I smiled at her. "Baby, I don't need to wait until the end of time. I know right now that I love you and I know that I will always love you. Earlier today I told you that there was nothing that you could ever do that would make me hate you. I meant that when I said it."
I took a deep breath. "Yes, you did hurt me; but that pain pales when I compare it to the torment that I would have to endure each and every day if I were forced to go through life without you."
Kelly grinned at me. "Timothy Jamieson, you certainly do have a way with words. Will you please come home with me."
I laughed. "Nothing in this world would make me happier."
"Get your car, I'll see you at the house."
"Just a moment I have something I have to do before we go."
"What?"
"This."
I leaned forward, reached around Kelly's head and gently pulled her face to mine. She closed her eyes as I kissed her on the lips. For the first time in months I felt my wife return one of my kisses with passion."
When we finally broke apart Kelly whispered to me. "Timmy I love you so much."
I smiled at her. "I know, I love you too Kelly."
I got into my car and followed Kelly home. I noticed that while she was driving she took out her cell phone and made a call. When we got to our house we both pulled into the driveway, but Kelly didn't drive her Mercedes into the garage. Instead she waited while I parked my car on my side of the garage.
As soon as I was stopped I got out of my car and walked over to her. She was still sitting in her Mercedes.
She looked at me and said, "Timmy I have to run an errand."
My heart sank. I closed my eyes and sighed. This scene was much too familiar.
Kelly saw my reaction and said, "No sweetheart, you don't understand. I want you to come with me."
I stared at her for a moment. I didn't say anything.
She looked at me. "Will you please come with me. It's very important."
I nodded and then I walked around to the passenger side of her car and opened the door. As I was sitting down in the plush leather seat I realized that this was the first time that I'd ever ridden in my wife's Mercedes. I decided that there had already been enough recriminations for one day, so I didn't say anything. Instead I just quietly closed the door and put on my seat belt.
Kelly backed out of the driveway, put the big sedan into gear and stepped on the accelerator.
As soon as we were moving I looked at her and asked, "Where are we going?"
"Downtown to the Whetmore Building."
"Why are we going there?"
"I just finished talking to Tonya. I asked her if they've already cleared out my office. She told me that they haven't. I asked her if she knew what they were going to do with my lingerie. She said that they were going to throw all of it out. I asked her if I could have some of it. She told me that I could help myself to anything I wanted."
Kelly grinned at me. "Sweetheart, tonight I am going to put on a lingerie fashion show for you that you will remember for the rest of your life."
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We pulled onto Jackson Street. Jackson was a three lane one way street going towards downtown. Charles Street was one block west. It was a three lane one way street leaving downtown. Kelly and I both agreed that when we were driving downtown it was faster to take Jackson and Charles than to drive a mile east and get onto the freeway.
It was 5:00 o'clock, rush hour. Most of the cars were over on Charles Street heading south out of downtown, but Jackson was still busy.
As soon as Kelly settled her Mercedes into the traffic flow she turned to me and said, "Would you like to hear the rest of the story about the first time I met an associate at the Calvert?"
I smiled at her. "Yes I would."
She reached over and placed her hand on the inside of my thigh. "Which version would you like to hear? The impassive narrative or the steamy, x rated description." She slid her hand over to my crotch and squeezed my penis.
I gasped when I felt my wife fondling me. Suddenly I got very nervous and decided that I'd better warn her. "Be careful, it's been a long time since you touched me there. I don't want to make a mess in my pants."
Kelly giggled. "Don't worry, I'll be careful; but once we get into my office it's going to be a different situation."
"What do you mean?"
"Baby, there's a couch in my office. You're going to sit down on it and I'm going to kneel between your legs and give you my very best blow job." She leered at me. "Timmy we are going to spend the next week finding out how many times I can make you can cum inside me."
I took a deep breath and then I grinned at Kelly and said, "I guess I'll take the x rated version."
"Oh good, I was hoping you'd say that."
My wife slipped her hand back to the inside of my thigh. I was thankful. I was very close to making a mess.
"Okay, let's see, where was I? Oh yes, in Tonya's office at JTandR." She turned to me. "Oh by the way Tonya will still be at the office when we get there and she's dying to meet you."
"How does she even know who I am?'
"Sweetheart, she knows all about you and she's very envious of me because I have you."
I looked at Kelly. "You certainly were living two different lives, weren't you?"
She sighed. "Yes, Timmy I'm sorry. I was."
I patted her thigh. "That's in the past. We're moving on with our lives. I shouldn't have said anything. Now go on with your story. You were in Tonya's office getting ready for your date."
"I was so excited. My new dress was a beautiful deep burgundy wool business suit. It had a pencil skirt that came down to just above my knees and..."
"A pencil skirt?"
Kelly smiled at me. "You'd just call it a tight fitting skirt."
I nodded and then I asked, "Why did you buy a business suit. You were meeting a man in a hotel room to have sex with him. Why not buy a leather mini skirt and a crop top or something like that?'
My wife shook her head. "First of all, Tonya cautioned me not to do that. The Calvert Hotel doesn't want us running around their lobby looking like street hookers. Secondly, a business suit makes me look much more elegant. That's a plus when you're dealing with a middle aged businessman."
"But that black cocktail dress that you had in your overnight bag when you came back from the Las Vegas trip was very short, very low cut and looked like it would be very tight."
Kelly giggled. "You're right, that dress is really hot. I'll bring it home so that I can model it for you tonight."
"I don't understand?"
"Sweetie that dress is for Vegas. The standards are a little different there." She looked at me. "Frequently the middle aged businessmen that I'd meet there wanted to show me off. You understand don't you? I was kind of a trophy date. Most of the guys wanted me to dress in a very sexy outfit."
"I see."
"But at the Calvert, discretion and anonymity are essential. Most of the businessmen we deal with are very concerned that someone might find out that they're meeting a woman in a hotel room for sex."
"So why is Las Vegas different than the Calvert?"
"I think most of the men who want a GFE night in Vegas are usually single or they have an understanding with their wives. In any case, they're not worried about being black mailed."
"A GFE night, what does that mean?"
"It's a term that professional escorts use. It means girl friend experience. We think the term is very descriptive. We borrowed it from them, but we've expanded the concept."
"I still don't understand." I looked at Kelly. "When you say professional escort; you're talking about a prostitute, right?."
"Yes, but a very high class prostitute."
"So what does girl friend experience mean?"
"Escorts who aren't GFE are very mechanical. No kissing, no real foreplay, just a quick blow job followed by a fuck. As soon as you cum you're done. Some guys like that. It's sort of, let's get down to business and get it done."
"All right."
"Girls who advertise that they're GFE kiss and take a little time for foreplay. If a guy wants to eat her pussy he can do it. It makes a guy feel more like he's making love to his girlfriend."
Suddenly a little pang of jealousy rippled through me. I looked at Kelly and asked, "Did you let guys eat your pussy?"
Kelly looked at me. When she saw the sad expression on my face she realized that I was upset, but I could tell that she was confused about why I was upset. She stared at me for a moment and then suddenly she understood. She sighed. "I'm sorry Timmy, but I did. Baby my job was to fulfill fantasies and for a lot of guys that's a big part of the fantasy."
I nodded and then I took a deep breath and asked, "Did you let guys lick your ass too?"
Kelly whispered, "Yes, if they wanted to do it, they could."
Very quietly, I said; "I see." And then I turned and silently stared out the car window."
Kelly pulled her Mercedes over to the curb and shut the engine off. Turning to me, she said; "I wish that I could tell you that I reserved certain things just for you, but that wasn't a choice. I was in the business of fulfilling dreams. I was paid to give men what they wanted. Baby do you remember that when we were in college I used to tell you that I'd never let a guy fuck me in the ass?"
I kept staring out the car window, but I nodded my head.
"Now I can take a huge cock in my ass and I enjoy it. I had to learn. Sweetheart, my job was to help men realize their dreams and I loved it. I provided the pleasures that the men I entertained couldn't get from their wives. Most of them just wanted to play with my big tits while I gave them a blow job; but some of them wanted to eat my pussy, some of them wanted to lick my asshole and some of them wanted to fuck my asshole. If that was what it took to get them to give us their stock proxies or invest in our projects, then that's what I let them do. Baby I was a courtesan and I was a very good one.
My wife paused for a moment and then she said, "But the one thing I have always reserved for you is my love. Timmy, another man can lick my pussy but it never feels as good as it does when you lick my pussy. Another man can lick my asshole, but I never enjoy it as much as I do when you lick my asshole. Sweetheart I'm a blow job queen. I love sucking cocks, but I will always be happiest when I'm sucking your little cock." Kelly grinned at me. "The reason is quite simple. I happen to be madly and uncontrollably, head over heels in love with you."
Giggling, she added; "By the way, before we go to sleep tonight, you're going to fuck me in my ass."
Puzzled, I turned and stared at Kelly.
She shrugged. "Baby after tonight I want to be absolutely certain that no other man has ever enjoyed my body in a way that you haven't."
Kelly picked up my hand and held it. For a moment we were both silent and then she said, "Timmy if you ask me to do it, I'll promise you that I'll try to never let anyone but you lick my pussy. If you ask me to do it, I'll promise you that I'll try to never let anyone but you lick my asshole. If you ask me to do it, I'll promise you that I'll try to never let anyone but you fuck my ass. If you ask me to do it, I'll promise you that I'll try to never let anyone but you fuck my pussy. If you ask me to do it, I'll promise you that I'll try to never suck a cock other than yours. If you ask me to do it, I'll promise you that I'll try to never let anyone but you touch my tits. And if you ask me to do it, I'll promise you that I'll try to never let anyone but you kiss me."
Kelly stared at me. "If you ask me to do those things, I'll promise you that I will try; but the only guarantee that I can make to you with absolute certainty is that I will always love you and I will always love only you."
I took a second to think about what my wife had just told me and then I turned to her and said, "Just promise me that you'll love me. That will be enough for me."
"Timmy you have that promise. You've always had that promise."
We stared at each other in silence. Kelly was still holding my hand. After a moment she smiled at me and asked, "Are you okay now or are you still sad that I've let other guys lick my pussy and my ass."
I shook my head. "No I'm not sad about it anymore. It helps me when remember that it was your job." I grinned at my wife. "I'll bet that you were an outstanding courtesan."
Kelly nodded. "Yes I was. I was very good."
I smiled at my wife. At that moment I was incredibly proud of her.
Kelly switched on her left turn indicator, looked over her shoulder, waited for a gap in the oncoming cars and pulled back out onto Jackson Street. Once she was back into the traffic flow she put her hand on my thigh and said, "Are you ready to hear more of the story?"
I smiled at her. "Yes I am."
"Okay, my new outfit was a burgundy wool suit. It had a pencil skirt."
I nodded. I now knew what that meant.
"It also had this cute waist length jacket. When I wore the Jacket open, it framed by bosom very nicely."
I chuckled. "Bosom?"
Kelly rolled her eyes. "I was trying to be classy little boy. Would you prefer the term boobies?"
I grinned at her. "How about bodacious ta tas."
Kelly laughed and pulled up her sweater, exposing her brassiere covered breasts. "Are you suggesting that these magnificent symbols of feminine sexuality should be called ta tas?"
Suddenly the driver of the car in the lane to Kelly's left started blowing his horn. We both looked over. Two college aged boys were wildly waving at us.
Kelly turned towards them, slipped her left breast out of its brassiere cup and held it up for the two guys.
The driver leaned on the horn. The kid in the passenger seat lowered his window and pointed towards the curb. They wanted us to stop so that they could talk to my wife.
Kelly laughed and mouthed the words, "No way." And then she stuffed her breast back into her bra and pulled her sweater back down.
It had been an impulsive act. Realizing what she'd just done, Kelly glanced at me. There was an expression of chagrin on her face."
"Well so much for life as a prim and proper housewife." I blurted it out. It was meant as a joke, but as soon as I said it I regretted it.
Kelly sighed. "I'm sorry, I don't know why I have to do things like that."
I reached over and patted her thigh. "Hey I was just teasing you. I enjoyed it. I thought it was both funny and kind of exciting."
"Really?"
"Yes."
My wife giggled. "So did I."
"Okay, back to the story. Your new suit had a cute waist length jacket that framed your bosom."
Kelly laughed. "You mean my ta tas, don't you?"
"Yes, your ta tas. Are you going to tell this story or are you just going to play around all afternoon?"
"Okay Mr. Serious. For a blouse I had this really hot satin hip length tank top. It was a rich ivory color and trimmed with lace. It was tight fitting and and very low cut." Kelly winked at me. "It exposed a lot of cleavage. Tonya told me that if I bought a business suit I could be a little daring with the blouse and believe me, I was. I'd also picked out a set of delightfully provocative lingerie that matched the blouse. Timmy, by the time I finished getting dressed I was feeling very sexy and incredibly elegant."
"What did your lingerie look like?"
Kelly grinned at me. "Listen to you. You're a little perv."
I nodded. "Yes I am and so are you. That's why were a perfect match for each other."
She reached over and squeezed my hand. "We are perfect for each other, aren't we ."
"Yup."
"Well the bra and panties were all lace and the material was so thin that they were nearly transparent. The bra was wireless."
"Wireless?"
"That means it didn't give me much support, but I wasn't planning on wearing it for very long. I didn't need much support."
"Why were you wearing it at all."
"Tonya suggested that I wear a bra. She said that most guys get a big thrill out of taking them off."
"I think she's right about that."
"The panties were matching lace bikinis."
"Why not a thong?"
"A thong is nice if you're going to be parading around in it; but if you're just planning to undress for a guy so he can fuck you, a pair of lace bikini panties are much sexier."
"Parading around?"
"You know, teasing guys at a sex party."
"A sex party?"
"Yes, the firm puts them on at Evergreen and Eagle Lake."
"I know about Evergreen, that's the mansion in South Carolina, right?"
"Yes."
"Eagle Lake, isn't that out on the Northwest side of the city?"
"That's right, the firm has another mansion out there."
"What happens at those places?"
"Sometimes it was just like Vegas. I'd meet a guy for an afternoon and evening of GFE."
"I now understand how that works in Vegas, but how does it work at one of the mansions?"
Kelly looked at me. "Do you really want to know?"
"Yes I think I do." I smiled at her. "But not because I'm angry about what you were doing. I want to hear about all of this because I'm finding it exciting.
Grinning at me, Kelly said; "You really are a perv."
I wiggled my eyebrows at her. "Yes I am, but I thought you already knew that."
We both laughed.
Suddenly Kelly stopped laughing. She silently stared at the road ahead of her. After a moment she whispered, "I guess I did know that. I just stupidly forgot about it for a little while."
I smiled at her. "Well now you remember again and that's all that matters. Tell me how a GFE night at Eagle Lake worked."
Taking a quick glance at me, Kelly smiled and said, "Okay." And then she started giggling. She reached over and gave my erect penis a firm squeeze "Do you want me to play with your little pecker while I tell you about it?"
I vigorously shook my head. "No, I think that might get very messy very quickly."
"You are enjoying this aren't you?"
Laughing, I said; "Yes, I am. That's why it might get messy."
Kelly kept giggling, but she pulled her hand away from my crotch. After flashing me a quick wink she said, "Okay, a GFE night at Eagle Lake. It worked like this. I'd be assigned to an associate and basically become his girlfriend for the entire time we were together. In the summer we'd spend the afternoon lying by the pool. In the winter we'd sit in front of this huge fireplace in the parlor. I'd flirt with him and fawn over him just like he was my boyfriend. There would generally be ten or fifteen people around including the partners. They'd usually try to talk a little business while we were sitting together. The whole time I'd be hanging on my associate, constantly touching him and rubbing my breasts against his body. It was my job to make it very clear to everyone that I belonged to him."
"At the end of the afternoon we'd go back to his room and take a shower together. After we showered I'd usually give him a blow job and then we'd get dressed and go down to dinner. During dinner I'd continue to be his date. Whenever the partners were focusing on someone else it was my job to keep my associate entertained. After dinner we'd generally move to the patio or the parlor for cognac and coffee. At the end of the evening we'd go back to his room for a night of hot sex. Once he was exhausted, I'd either sleep with him or leave him and move to another bedroom in the house. That was his choice. If he wanted me to sleep with him I'd let him fuck me one more time when we woke up in the morning."
"You enjoyed those evenings, didn't you."
"Baby, I loved them."
"I can see why. You like to flirt and you love sex. This was your ideal job."
Kelly smiled at me. "Yes, it really was."
We were both silent for a moment and then I asked, "So what happened at the sex parties?"
Kelly didn't say anything, she just tightened her grip on the steering wheel and stared at the road ahead of us. It was obvious that my question had caused her to become very anxious. I sensed that she was reluctant to tell me about the parties. Earlier that afternoon she'd told me that she'd done awful things that would make me hate her. I suspected that some of those things may have occurred at the parties. I quickly decided that I shouldn't press Kelly about them until she was feeling a little more secure about my feelings towards her.
Instead I smiled at her and said, "Why don't we save the sex parties for later. Right now I'd like to hear rest of the story about your first night at the Calvert."
Kelly's face broke into a big smile. "Timmy, when it was finally time to go I was so excited."
"It was a big adventure, wasn't it."
She nodded, "Yes, it really was. I loved being a hostess." She shrugged. "I'll admit that getting to have tons of sex with a lot of different guys was big part of the reason; but there was more. It was also exciting. All of it was an incredible adventure."
"And you made a lot of money."
Kelly giggled. "I also got to buy a closet full of expensive new clothes and I didn't have to pay for any of them."
I laughed. "The job really was girl heaven, wasn't it."
My wife sighed. "It was, but it also almost destroyed our marriage."
That quieted both of us. There was a moment of uncomfortable silence.
Finally, in a very subdued voice, Kelly said, "Why don't I tell you more about the night at the Calvert."
Nodding, I said, "That's a good idea."
Kelly reached across and brushed my knee with her fingertips.
I smiled at her.
She smiled back at me and then she said, "I was so nervous when I drove up to the Calvert. Timmy, I'd never even been inside that hotel. Tonya had given me some money for tips and told me to use the valet parking." Taking a quick glance at me, Kelly said, "That was the first time I'd ever used valet parking. It made me feel sophisticated." She giggled. "Although, I do have to admit that when I pulled up in front of the hotel I was feeling a little embarrassed about my old Honda Civic."
"It certainly wasn't as fancy as the Mercedes you're driving now."
That made Kelly laugh. "No it wasn't, but the valet was still very polite. He didn't say a word about my junky old car. He just took the keys and told me to have a nice evening."
I chuckled. "Sweetheart, you're a gorgeous blond and you were dressed in a very expensive business suit. I'm sure that you could have ridden up on a bicycle and he still would have been polite."



Kelly grinned. "You're probably right. Anyway, I tipped him and went inside. Timmy I love the Calvert. It's such an elegant old hotel."
"The night I followed you was the only time I've ever been there. I was impressed. It really is very nice."
Kelly looked at me. "Maybe sometime we could spend a night there together. I know it's really expensive, but it would only be for one night and I have a lot of money saved up from my job."
"I think I'd like that."
My wife smiled at me and then she continued her story. "When I got on the elevator and pushed the button for the sixteenth floor my stomach started churning. I was so nervous."
"The other night you were on the seventeenth floor."
"Yes, that was my regular suite. Each hostess has her own permanent suite at the Calvert. Mine was 1712." She looked at me. "I still haven't explained that have I?"
"No, but Martin Jackson did."
"Really?"
"Yes."
"So you know that I wasn't lying when I told you that Roger Baldwin doesn't really exist."
"Yes, Mr. Jackson explained everything to me. Roger Baldwin was a fictitious name the firm used when they leased your room. He also told me that they used the name to create a phony identity to fool people who might be trying to catch your associate in a compromising position."
I laughed. "It worked. They fooled me."
"I'm sorry that happened, but at least now you know that I wasn't in love with another man." Kelly smiled at me. "Baby I'll never be in love with anyone but you."
I patted Kelly's thigh. "I know and I'll always love you too." And then I paused and added, "No matter what you've done."
Kelly stared at me. After a moment she asked, "Are you sure?"
I shook my head. "Maybe not, did you kill any puppies or kitties?"
She rolled her eyes. "Of course not."
I shrugged. "Then I'm sure."
"Timmy, I wish you'd followed me six months ago."
"Are you sure about that?"
"Of course I am. Why would you ask such a silly question?"
"Because if I'd followed you six months ago you might never have had the chance to become a courtesan."
"Yes, but..."
"Kelly you loved that job."
"It almost destroyed our marriage."
"But it didn't and now I know all about it, and we're still together."
Kelly stared at the road in silence. Almost a minute passed. Finally she turned to me and said, "Timmy would you ever consider letting me...."
I held my hand up and stopped her. This was of course, the unvoiced question and I still wasn't ready to answer it. Shaking my head, I said; "We still have a lot of talking to do before we get to that question."
Kelly sighed. "Yes, of course we do."
I smiled. "Lets get back to the story. You were getting off the elevator on the sixteenth floor."
"Timmy, at that moment I was so nervous. I almost turned around and went back to the office."
"What stopped you?"
"I'd bought all those fancy clothes. I was afraid they'd make me pay for them if I chickened out."
I laughed. Kelly stuck her tongue out at me.
"Okay, so you didn't chicken out. What happened when you got to the hotel room door?"
"I had a key, so I took a deep breath and opened it."
"You didn't knock?"
"No Tonya told me not to. They don't want our associates to ever open a door when someone knocks. That's why they gave me a key."
"That makes sense. They don't want a photographer or a private investigator bursting in on them."
"I was so nervous; but as soon as I opened the door everything was all right. Eric was gorgeous."
"That doesn't surprise me."
Kelly turned and looked at me. "What makes you say that?"
I put my hand up. "I'm sorry, I shouldn't have said anything. We'll talk about it after I've told you about my day. Finish telling me about Eric."
My wife stared at me for a moment and then she shrugged and continued. "He must have been in his early forties. He had long wavy dark hair with just a little gray at the temples." She smiled. "It was very distinguished looking. He was sitting on the sofa sipping a glass of scotch from the minibar."
"A sofa in a hotel room?"
"Timmy, these are luxury suites. They're really two rooms. The living room has a couch, a coffee table, a stuffed chair and a desk. The other room is an incredibly lavish bedroom with a king sized bed and a magnificent bathroom."
"No television?'
Kelly rolled her eyes. "There's a large flat screen television in both rooms."
"Oh."
"Anyway, Eric was sitting on the sofa. He was wearing a white dress shirt and a tie. The tie was loosened and the collar of his shirt was unbuttoned."
"He was relaxing."
"Yes he was. He smiled at me when I walked into the room. His smile was almost as charming as yours."
"Thank you."
Kelly patted my knee. "Your smile is one of the many reasons that you're my babydoll."
"I'll bet Eric wasn't your babydoll."
Kelly laughed. "No he certainly wasn't. Eric was a stud. He was so sexy. When I walked in he smiled at me and in this deep rich voice said; Hi I'm Eric, you must be Joanne."
"Joanne?"
"We never use our real names."
"I know, but I thought you used Melody."
"I did, but this was before I was a full time courtesan. They gave me the name Joanne for that night."
"I prefer Melody."
Kelly smiled. "So do I."
"He really wasn't Eric either, was he?"
"No I'm sure he wasn't."
"So what happened?"
"He patted the spot next to him on the couch and invited me to sit down. I was about to do that when there was a knock at the door."
"I assume that it was the bellman with your champagne."
"Yes, it was. Eric went into the bathroom. The associates are instructed to always do that when someone knocks. I opened the door and let the bellman into the room. He opened the champagne and left it on the desk. I signed the bill and gave him a twenty dollar tip."
"That was a big tip."
"Tonya told me to give him that much. The firm takes excellent care of the bell staff at the Calvert."
"I'm sure that encourages them to be very cooperative."
Kelly nodded and then she continued, "As soon as the bellman was gone Eric came out of the bathroom and poured a glass of champagne for each of us. We sat on the couch, sipped our champagne and talked. Timmy, I felt so cosmopolitan and Eric was a very interesting man. I liked him."
"That made it easier to have sex with him, didn't it."
"Yes it really did. Anyway, after we finished our first glass of champagne Eric poured us a second and while he was up he suggested that we get more comfortable."
"What happened?"
"He set our glasses of champagne on the coffee table and took off his tie, shirt and pants. He had an erection. It was making a huge tent in the front of his boxers. Timmy, Eric had a really big cock."
"That must have made you happy."
Kelly giggled. "Oh yes."
"So what did you do?"
I stood up and told Eric to sit down and then I did a slow striptease for him."
"I'll bet he enjoyed that."
"He couldn't take his eyes off of me."
"I don't doubt that at all. How much did you take off?"
"Just my jacket, blouse and skirt. Then I sat down next to him and asked him if he'd like to take off my brassiere."
"I'll bet that went over pretty well."
"I didn't have to ask twice."
"So now your sitting on the couch with this man you just met. He's wearing nothing but his boxer shorts and you're only wearing your panties, garter belt and nylons; correct?"
My wife grinned at me.
"What happened next?"
"I got a very naughty idea."
I shook my head. "Tell me."
"I picked up one of the glasses and started dribbling champagne on my breasts."
"What did Eric do?"
"He smiled at me and started licking the champagne off of my nipple."
My breath caught.
Kelly looked at me. "That excites you doesn't it?"
I slowly nodded.
She giggled. "Eric had the same reaction. He slipped his hand into my panties and started massaging my pussy with his fingertips."
"I'll bet that excited you."
"Timmy I was so wet. Suddenly I didn't want to play anymore games. I wanted Eric in the worst way. I wanted to suck his cock and then I wanted him to fuck me. I stopped dribbling the champagne onto my breasts. Eric Immediately sensed the change in my mood. He took the glass from my hand, set it on the coffee table and kissed me full on the lips."
Kelly sighed. "Timmy he was so strong and masterful. At that moment I would have done anything for him."
I swallowed hard. "And I'll bet you did."
"Yes, after he broke off our kiss he pulled his boxer shorts down and kicked them away. His erect cock was sticking straight up. I slipped my panties off, kneeled on the couch next to him and kissed the head of that magnificent penis."
"You love cocks, don't you Kelly."
"I really do." My wife smiled at me. "I gave him my very best blow job. First I licked the head of his penis like it was an ice cream cone and then I slowly kissed my way down that luscious stiff shaft until I got to his balls."
Glancing over at me, Kelly said; "Chris Kendricks taught me to lick and suck a guys balls while I stroke the shaft of his cock at the same time. It really does drive a lot of men wild."
"I'll bet Eric enjoyed it."
"He really did." Kelly grinned at me. "I did too. I would have been happy to have done that to him for a very long time, but we had a big evening ahead of us and I wanted to make him cum."
"Why did you want to make him cum right away?"
"Most guys can last a lot longer after they've had their first orgasm. When I'm with a guy I like to begin with a nice hot blow job. Almost all of them enjoy it. It's a big fantasy for most guys. Lots of older men have wives who think it's dirty and nasty so they never get them."
I wanted to make a crack about being one of those guys who never gets a blow job from his wife, but Kelly was already feeling bad enough about neglecting me so I didn't say anything.
She continued. "Anyway, I licked Eric's balls for a few minutes and then I put his big cock in my mouth and started sucking him in earnest."
"Did he cum right away?"
Kelly shook her head. "Nope, I brought him right to the edge twice and then I backed him off."
"I'm not sure I understand."
My wife glanced at me out of the corner of her eye and quietly said, "No I don't suppose that you do. Please don't be offended when I say this, but controlling your orgasms is one of your problems."
"I know."
"If I suck on the head of your penis really hard and masturbate you at the same time, I can make you cum almost immediately. I can do that with any guy."
"Okay."
"Just before a guy is about to cum I can feel the tension building in his body. When I feel that tension in you, it's already too late for you to be able to stop yourself. At that point it doesn't matter what I do, you're going to ejaculate. When I'm with a guy like Chris or Eric and I feel that tension beginning to build, I can back off a little. They have enough control to be able to take a couple of deep breaths, compose themselves and stop before they start to cum."
"I see."
"Those same guys can also do it while they're fucking, only in that situation they're the ones who are in control. They have to be responsible for putting on the brakes. That's one of several skills that make a man an outstanding lover. Maybe if we practiced a little you could learn to do that."
"I think I'd like to try."
Kelly giggled. "I'd love to be your coach. Just think about the fun we could have while you're in training."
For a moment Kelly and I rode together in silence. We were both smiling. This silence wasn't caused by an emotional wound. Both of us were taking a moment to enjoy a feeling of camaraderie that hadn't existed between us for several months.
Finally, Kelly broke the silence. "Eventually I did make him cum."
"Did you let him cum in your mouth?"
Giggling, Kelly said; "Do you even have to ask."
I grinned at her. "Nope, I just like to hear you say it."
My wife playfully slapped my knee. "You are a perv."
I laughed. "We've already established that fact."
Kelly rolled her eyes and shook her head in pretend consternation. We smiled at each other for a moment and then she said, "After he came, Eric took me into the bedroom. He laid me down on this wonderful king sized bed, climbed on top of me and kissed me hard on the lips. Timmy it was so hot. My entire body was tingling. Eric was unbelievably powerful. At that moment I belonged to him."
Suddenly she stopped and looked at me. "Baby does it bother you when I say things like that?"
Shaking my head, I said; "No, I don't think so." But then I paused and thought about what she'd said. I looked at her. "Well maybe a little, but it's okay. It makes me envious of Eric. Men like him obviously get you very excited. I wish I could do that for you, but I can't."
Nodding. Kelly said; "No, it's just not in your nature, but that's also why I love you so much."
"What do you mean?"
"I love that you're sweet, caring and gentle." She smiled. "And you make me feel powerful. Dominant men are exciting, but I'd rather spend my life with you. If I ever had to choose, I would always choose you. And Timmy, you do get me excited, you get me really excited."
'I know, but not in the same way."
Sighing, Kelly said; "Yes, that is true."
I smiled. "It's okay, I can live with that. I love you and I want you to be happy. I don't want you to have to choose. I don't think I could ever be content knowing that I was keeping you from enjoying the pleasure of being taken by a really powerful man."
"Do you mean that?"
"Yes, I do."
Kelly glanced over at me and whispered the words, "Timmy, I love you."
I nodded. "I know you do. I love you too."
For a moment we both watched the road ahead of us. Finally Kelly continued the story. "After a long hot kiss Eric rolled us over so that I was on top. I knew exactly what he wanted and I knew exactly what to do. His cock was still limp and he was ready for me to get him hard again."
Kelly reached over and placed her hand on my crotch. She was checking to see if I had a erection. I did. She rubbed it for a moment and then she giggled. "You always did like hearing all the details when I got back to my dorm room after a date."
Suddenly her expression changed. Now somber, Kelly gave me a quick glance and said, "Timmy I'm sorry that I stopped telling you about my evenings out."
"It's okay, that's all in the past. Tell me how you got Eric hard."
That brought her smile back. "I went down on him again silly." Kelly squeezed my tiny penis. "Sucking a limp cock is much different than sucking an erect one. You have to tease it and play with it. It becomes a challenge to see how quickly you can make it grow. Eric was a real stud. It wasn't long at all before I felt his soft toy start to make its transformation into a menacing weapon."
"A menacing weapon?"
Kelly winked at me. "Poetic license. You were an English major. You understand, don't you?"
I chuckled. "Yes I understand. All right, so what did you do with his menacing weapon?"
Kelly took a deep breath. The memory was obviously exciting her. "As soon as Eric was erect I looked up at him. He was smiling at me. He wiggled his finger in a come here gesture, so I crawled up his body until I was straddling his hips."
She giggled. "Eric's menacing weapon was right under my very wet pussy. I reached back and held it while I lowered myself onto him. While I was doing that Eric reached up and started fondling my breasts."
Kelly took a deep breath. "Having him inside me felt so good. Timmy, Eric's cock was big. It must have been at least eight or nine inches."
"Eight inches isn't so big."
Kelly laughed. "Maybe not by porn web site standards, but in real life eight inches is a big dick and nine inches is a very big dick."
"How is three and a half inches classified?'
Kelly grinned at me and gave my tiny erection a firm squeeze. "Cute, very very cute. It just happens to be my favorite size."
I chuckled. "That's good because that happens to be exactly what I'm packin."
"Packin?"
"Yup and it's menacing weapon too."
We both burst out laughing.
After a moment Kelly looked at me and said, "All right stud man, are you ready to hear the rest of the story?"
I leaned back, put my foot up on the dash board in front of me and confidently said, "Yup."
Kelly rolled her eyes in response to my pretend macho demeanor. After playfully slapping my foot away from the leather covered dash board of her Mercedes she shook her head and said; "This is the hot part of the story. Are you going to be serious?"
I sat up straight and folded my hands. "Yes Ms. Mason."
Kelly looked at me and started to giggle again. "Ooo I like it when you call me Ms. Mason."
Now it was my turn to be serious. I stared into Kelly's eyes and whispered, "So do I."
She took a deep breath. "I think that we're going to have to return to this discussion in the very near future."
"I hope so Ms. Mason."
We smiled at each other for a moment and then Kelly said, "As soon as I had Eric's huge cock all the way inside me I stopped and looked into his eyes. He was still playing with my breasts."
"You mean your ta tas, don't you."
Kelly poked me in my side. "Be serious."
"All right."
"Anyway, I had all of Eric's big cock inside me." My wife lifted her sweater a little and rubbed her exposed tummy just below her belly button. "I could feel it way up here. Timmy having a big cock deep inside me feels so nice. I took a moment to enjoy the wonderful sensation and then I slowly started to rock back and forth. I had to move slowly at first. I needed a little time to get used to moving with that big thing inside me."
Kelly glanced over at me. "Being on top is fun because I get to be in control. I can dictate the pace. It's nice to be able to go slow at first and then gradually speed up my movement as my pussy gets used to my lover's presence."
She smiled. "Eric was wonderful. He just lay back on the bed and played with my tits while I fucked his great big dick. I really don't know how long we kept that up, I was enjoying myself so much that I lost track of the time."
"Eric finally rolled me off of him, turned me over and pulled me up so that I was on my hands and knees. He didn't ask permission, he just did it. He was very gentle, but there was no doubt about the fact that he was taking control."
Taking a deep breath, Kelly said; "He kneeled behind me and pushed his great big cock into my wet pussy and then he started a series of long slow thrusts in and out of me. It felt so good that it was almost maddening."
She took another deep breath. It was obvious that Kelly was starting to get very excited. "Eric gradually picked up the pace and it wasn't long before he was pumping his cock in and out of me with an almost savage intensity. I was getting so excited that I reached back and began rubbing my clit. Eric saw what I was doing so he leaned over and started twisting my nipple with one hand while he supported himself with his other hand. That put me over the edge. I had a huge orgasm."
Kelly glanced over at me. "As you well know, I can be pretty noisy when I'm cumming. Some guys get a little nervous when I start screaming."
I laughed. "I'll never forget the first time we fooled around. It was in your dorm room. I was licking your pussy. You nearly scared me to death when you had your first orgasm."
Kelly giggled. "I'll always remember that afternoon. You were so nervous."
We both chuckled for a moment and then Kelly said, "My screams didn't faze Eric at all. I think he was probably used to women having orgasms while he was fucking them. He just kept pumping his big hard cock in and out of my cunt. Once my orgasm subsided we fell into a nice easy rhythm. Timmy he was like a machine. He just kept fucking me. I was beginning to think that he might keep fucking me forever, when he suddenly intensified the pace. His thrusts became harder and quicker and then he pushed his cock deep inside me, grunted one time and stopped moving."



Kelly's breath caught. In a quiet voice she said; "I could feel him pumping his semen deep into my womb. After he was finished I collapsed onto the bed and Eric collapsed on top of me. We lay together silently for a moment and then I felt his softening cock slip out of my pussy."
Kelly sighed. "I felt so good. Eric rolled off of me and lay back on the bed with his head on a pillow. I cuddled up next to him. For a little while we just lay together and talked quietly. We both deliberately avoided anything personal. He told me about Pittsburgh, that was the city where he lived. I told him about Kelroy College."
"After a few minutes I reached down and gently grasped his limp penis. As soon as I touched it I felt it twitch a little. I kissed Eric's cheek and asked him if he was interested in another round. He laughed and gently pushed me down to his cock. As soon as I started sucking him, he responded. Once he was fully erect he sat up, laid me on my back and climbed on top of me. My cunt was already well lubricated with his semen, so he easily slipped right into me."
"Timmy, I love having a guy on top. It's the position that gives both of us the most freedom of movement. As soon as Eric started fucking me I responded by wrapping my legs around his thighs and bucking my hips to meet each of his powerful thrusts. We fell into a savage rhythm. At times it almost felt like we were locked in combat. I had two wonderful orgasms. After Eric finally came we both collapsed on the bed. We were totally exhausted."
Kelly smiled wistfully. "We cuddled together quietly for a few minutes and then Eric stood up and started gathering his clothes. I took the hint and started picking up mine too. Once we were both dressed Eric kissed my cheek, thanked me for a wonderful evening and went into the bathroom. I opened the door to the hallway and checked to make sure that there was no one around. As soon as I was certain that the hall was empty I called Eric. He kissed me one more time and then he left. I closed the door to the room and waited for ten minutes and then I left."
Shaking her head, Kelly said; "While I was riding down in the elevator I realized that Eric's cum was running down the inside of my thigh."
I smiled at her. "That must have been a little unsettling."
"It really was. I felt so self conscious while I was walking across the hotel lobby. I was very relieved when I finally reached the privacy of my car."
Kelly stared at the road ahead of her. "Once I was on my way home I started to think about what I'd just done and what I was going to do when I had to face you. Timmy, I was suddenly so ashamed of myself. I'd just met a total stranger in a hotel room and let him fuck me. I had this vision of my mother and my sisters pointing at me and calling me a tramp and a slut. I saw them clucking their tongues and shaking their heads and I imagined that I could hear them telling me that I wasn't worthy of being married to a wonderful man like you. I started to sob. When I finally got home I had to sit in the garage and fix my makeup so that you wouldn't be able to tell that I'd been crying."
There was a pause, then in a quiet voice she said, "You were waiting up for me. I was so ashamed. I couldn't bear to look you in the eye. I kept hearing my mother and my sisters calling me a slut and a tramp."
Kelly smiled. "You were so sweet. You kissed me and asked if you could get me anything. I told you that I had a splitting headache and I just wanted to go to bed. I felt terrible. You looked so disappointed when I said that, but I couldn't face you. I went into the bathroom, locked the door, sat down on the toilet and started to cry again. When I was finally done crying I took a long hot shower and tried to wash all of Eric's cum out of me. By the time I got out of the bathroom you were sound asleep."
I reached over and gently patted Kelly's thigh. "I think it's time for you to stop letting your mother and your sisters dictate our morals and the terms of our marriage. Kelly, we don't have to justify our behavior to anyone but ourselves. As far as I'm concerned, you only did one thing wrong that night."
Kelly sighed. "I know, I lied to you about it."
"That's right."
"Timmy, I'm sorry."
I shook my head. "We're done apologizing. I've already forgiven you. Now all were doing is getting everything out in the open so we can move on."
"Do you think we can really do that?"
"I know we can do it. We can do it because we both want to do it."
Kelly turned her Mercedes onto Second Street. We were on the edge of downtown. She drove four blocks and turned left onto First Avenue. The Whetmore Building was in the middle of the block on our right. Kelly pulled into the parking ramp next door to it.
I looked at her. "This is a contract ramp, are you sure you can still park in here?"
She shrugged. "I don't see why not, I still have my parking card and the contract is paid up until the end of the month. Besides, Jerry the night attendant at the ramp has a crush on me. He'd probably let me park here even if I didn't have a card."
"Have you ever let him fuck you?" I just blurted it out. As soon as I said it I realized that it was a stupid question.
Kelly looked over at me. "Of course not." She thought for a moment and then she started to giggle. "But he really is cute, maybe I should." Suddenly she put her hand over her mouth and shook her head. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to say that."
I smiled at her. "No it's okay, if he's cute and you're attracted to him, maybe you should let him fuck you."
"Timmy what are you telling me?" There was a puzzled expression on my wife's face.
"Kelly I'm going to repeat what I said earlier. It's time for us to stop letting your mother and your sisters influence the rules of our marriage and our own personal moral codes. When you meet a man who attracts you and you decide that you'd like to sleep with him, I want you to feel free to do it. I just want you to tell me about it and I don't want you to feel guilty after you've done it."
Kelly thought about what I'd just said to her. After a moment she said, "We really do have a lot to discuss, don't we?"
I nodded. "Yes we do, but we also have lots of time. We'll work all of this out."
Kelly pulled her Mercedes into a parking spot, shifted the big sedan into park and shut the engine off. I was about to open my car door and get out when I noticed that she wasn't moving.
I stopped and looked at her. "Kelly, is something wrong?"
"When we get into the office Tonya Lewis is going to be there and she's going to want to meet you."
"Yes, you've already told me that. That's fine with me. Actually I'm excited about finally getting a chance to meet some of your coworkers."
"Timmy, there's something I have to tell you."
I settled back in my seat. "Okay."
"Remember how I told you that I've done some bad things? Some things that might make you hate me."
"Yes, and do you remember that I told you that I didn't believe that there was anything in this world that you could do that would make me hate you?"
Kelly nodded.
I picked up her hand and held it. "Just say it. It will be okay. This is what we have to do. We have to get everything out in the open. We have to get rid of all the secrets."
"Do you promise you won't hate me."
I smiled. "Yes, I promise."
Kelly took a deep breath and then she quickly said, "Tonya and I are lovers."
I stared at my wife for a moment and then I gently squeezed her hand and said, "It's okay, I'm not angry with you. I'm glad you told me."
She smiled at me.
As I started to think about the ramifications of what my wife had just said I began to get very nervous. Several questions popped into my head. I looked at Kelly and anxiously asked, "Does that mean you're a lesbian now? Are you in love with Tonya? Are you going to leave me for her?"
Now it was Kelly's turn to reassure me. She shook her head. "No silly, I am not a lesbian and no, I am not going to leave you for Tonya. Timmy I love you. I will always love you and I will always love only you."
She paused for a moment to think and then she said, "I suppose you could say that I'm bisexual, but I don't really think I am because I still have such a strong preference for men." She shrugged. "Once in a while it's just fun to fool around with Tonya. Sometimes I play with Keisha and Mandy too. Sometimes all four of us play together. It's just for fun." She giggled. "It makes me feel wicked."
I nodded. "I'll bet it does."
Kelly looked at me. "Timmy do you hate me now?"
I laughed. "No I don't hate you, but..." I hesitated.
Kelly stared at me. "But what?"
Nervously, I said; "It's kind of exciting. I mean it sort of adds to the fantasy."
"I don't understand. What's exciting?"
"When you first told me about Tonya, you said that she took care of all the associates that enjoy being dominated."
"Yes, that's right."
"So I assume that Tonya enjoys being dominant."
"Yes, as a matter of fact she loves it."
I took a deep breath and said, "The idea of being dominated by two women who are lovers is pretty exciting."
Kelly looked at me and then she burst out laughing. "Timmy you are priceless."
My cheeks turned beet red. I bent over and buried my face in my hands. Kelly's laughter had embarrassed me.
Immediately understanding her mistake, Kelly leaned over and gently rubbed my back. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to embarrass you. It's just that I was so worried about how you were going to react when I told you about my relationship with Tonya and then it turned out that you were excited by it. Baby when I laughed I wasn't laughing at you, I was releasing nervous tension. Sweetie I think it's really hot that you might want to be dominated by Tonya and me."
I looked at Kelly and smiled.
She kissed my cheek and then she whispered into my ear. "When were alone in my office with Tonya, I might be a little bossy with you, would that be okay?"
I stared at my wife. After a moment I asked, "Is Tonya nice?"
"Yes, she's very nice. She's now probably my second best friend."
"Who's your best friend?"
Kelly playfully punched my arm. "You silly."
My body started to tingle with excitement. I took a deep breath and said, "Yes, I think I'd like it very much if you dominated me in front of Tonya."
Kelly grinned at me. "So would I."
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My wife patted my knee. "Are you ready to go up to my office?"
"Yes I am."
"Let's go." Kelly opened her car door and got out.
I followed her.
Kelly's parking spot was on the third floor of the parking ramp. We took the elevator down to the street level. When we walked out onto First Avenue I couldn't stop myself from staring at the doorway to Smithson Jewelers across the street. I sighed as thought back to the previous Thursday night and remembered the cold, miserable hours that I'd spent huddled in that space waiting for Kelly to come out of the Whetmore building.
My wife noticed my distraction and asked, "What are you thinking about?"
I pointed at the jewelry store. "Last Thursday night I froze my butt off standing in that doorway waiting for you to come out of your office."
Kelly shook her head. "Timmy I'm sorry that you had to do that." And then she smiled at me. "But I'm so glad that you did. My secret life was slowly destroying our marriage. I'm terrified to think about what might have eventually happened to us if you hadn't intervened."
I took my wife's hand and held it. "Whether it happened this week, next week or next month, it was a matter of time before I was finally going to figure out what was going on. I think today we've done a pretty good job of establishing the fact that I still love you and you still love me. Our love for each other is pretty strong. I don't think either of us would have let our marriage collapse."
Kelly didn't say anything, she just squeezed my hand. That was enough. That little squeeze spoke volumes.
We walked into the lobby of the Whetmore Building and rode the elevator up to the fifty-second floor. I smiled as the elevator doors opened and we stepped into the oak paneled alcove. It had been less than seven hours since the first time I'd entered that alcove, but so much had happened during those seven hours that it actually felt like days.
I opened the glass doors that led into the headquarters of JTandR and looked around. I was shocked. It was just after six o'clock on a Wednesday. I was expecting that the premises would be deserted, but that wasn't the case at all. The office was bustling with activity.
I glanced at the front desk. Janet Collins was gone, but there was another woman sitting there. She was about the same age as Janet, and just as attractive. It appeared that the partners had a strict criteria that they followed when they hired a receptionist.
Kelly called to the woman. "Hi Colleen."
She looked up and smiled when she saw my wife. "Hi Kelly, it's nice to see you. Everyone misses you."
Kelly nodded. "I miss everyone too."
"What brings you to JTandR tonight?"
"I'm meeting Tonya. She told me that I could keep some of my clothes."
"I don't see why you shouldn't. They're going to throw them all out on Friday." Colleen picked up her telephone. "I'll call Tonya and tell her that you're here."
"Tell her that I'll be in my old office."
Colleen nodded.
Kelly grabbed my hand. "Come on Timmy, my office is this way." She pulled me down the corridor that led off to the right. When we got to the end of that corridor Kelly stopped and opened a door. It led into another much shorter hallway. There were three doors on each side of this hall. Kelly went to the second door on the right.
As she opened the door she said, "This is my old office."
We stepped inside. Kelly left the door open.
I looked around. It was an unusually furnished office. It looked more like an elegant boudoir. The walls were painted a light shade of pink and the carpeting was the color of French vanilla ice cream. In one corner there was a small wooden desk and a padded desk chair. A large overstuffed brown leather chair similar to the ones I'd seen in Martin Jackson's office sat in front of the desk.
In the opposite corner there was another larger wooden desk and another padded desk chair. This desk was pushed up against the wall. A large mirror had been mounted on the wall above the desk and another mirror, this one full length, occupied the space on the wall next to the desk. The desk was covered with an assortment of ornate cut glass bottles and several delicately carved and decorated wooden boxes. I assumed that the bottles were filled with a variety of perfumes and the boxes contained the cosmetics and jewelry that my wife wore on her dates.
There was a door on each end of the wall across from the door that we'd just come through. Between these two doors was a large, very comfortable looking brown leather couch. Above the couch there were two elegantly framed paintings. Both of them were classical full length portraits of nude females.
The masculine feel of the brown leather couch and the chair in front of the desk made them seem out of place in this otherwise overtly feminine room. I suspected that they were here so that the three partners could relax in comfort while my wife entertained them.
Kelly walked over to one of the doors. As she opened it she pointed to the other door. "If you need to use it, there's a full bathroom in there."
I shook my head. "No I'm okay."
She nodded and went through the other door. I followed her and found myself in a large walk in closet. A closet rod extended for the entire length of the wall opposite the door. An assortment of dresses, women's suits and long filmy negligee's hung from this rod. A rack of shelves that extended from the floor to the ceiling had been built on the wall next to the door. These shelves were filled with a collection of expensive looking women's shoes. At each end of the closet there was a large dresser.
Kelly walked over to the dresser at the right end of the closet and opened one of the middle drawers. It was filled with sets of lingerie.
My wife was just starting to sort through the lingerie when I heard a voice behind me.
"Oh your in here."
I turned. A gorgeous middle aged blond was standing in the closet doorway.
As soon as she heard the voice Kelly set the lingerie down and turned around. There was a warm smile on her face. She glanced at me and the warm smile turned into a devilish grin. She walked over to the woman, put her arms around her neck and kissed her full on the lips. The older woman put her arms around Kelly and returned the kiss with passion.
I leaned awkwardly against the rack of shoes and watched as my wife and this older woman lasciviously made out with each other right in front of me.
When they finally broke apart they both took a breath and then the older woman said, "Well that was quite a greeting."
Kelly laughed. "I wanted to be sure that my little pussy husband understands the full scope of our friendship."
The woman shook her head. "Pussy husband? That's an interesting name for the man you generally describe as the most wonderful human being on the face of the planet."
The woman turned to me. "I"m Tonya Lewis. I assume that you're Tim Jamieson."
I nodded.
She extended her hand "Tim it's a pleasure to finally meet you."
I shook her hand and said, "It's a pleasure to finally meet you too Tonya. Please call me Timmy."
She smiled at me. It was a wonderfully endearing smile. "Very well."
Tonya turned to Kelly. "Let's go back into your office and sit down on the couch. I want to hear about everything that's happened in the past week, but first I want you to explain that hot kiss you just gave me and why you're referring to the man you've always described as the love of your life as your little pussy husband."
I followed Tonya and Kelly out of the closet. Tonya sat down on the couch and patted the spot next to her. "Timmy why don't you sit here between Kelly and me."
I sat down next to Tonya and Kelly sat on the other side of me.
As soon as all three of us were settled Tonya looked at my wife and said, "All right Kelly, what's going on?"
Kelly thought for a moment and then she sighed. "Tonya I've kind of been neglecting Timmy for a while."
Tonya shook her head. "Neglecting him? I don't understand, for the past year you've spent every day at work describing this man as the greatest husband in the entire world. How could you have possibly been neglecting him?"
"Well I've been a little distant from him lately. I guess you could say that I've been emotionally and physically unavailable." Kelly paused and took a deep breath. "And I've been lying to him."
Tonya stared at my wife for a moment and then she said. "Kelly are you telling me that the rumors are true?"
"What rumors?"
"You created quite a stir last Friday when you came into the office and suddenly resigned. After you left the partners spent a full hour in a private meeting with the firm's lawyers. Everyone was dying to know what was going on. A rumor started circulating that your husband didn't know that you were working as a hostess. I told everyone that the rumor had to be nonsense. I didn't believe you would ever do that to Timmy."
Kelly stared at the floor and quietly whispered. "I was very stupid."
Tonya looked at me. "You really didn't know?"
I nodded.
"Kelly, how could you have possibly been that stupid? You're a smart woman. You went to Kelroy. Keisha, Mandy and I would give anything to have a man like Timmy and now it turns out that you've been lying to him for the past year!" The volume of Tonya's voice had been gradually increasing . By the time she'd said the last few words she was yelling .
Tonya stopped and took a deep breath. That calmed her. In a quieter voice, she asked; "What do you mean when you say that you've been distant and emotionally and physically unavailable? Are you saying that Timmy hasn't been getting any sex?"
Kelly quietly answered, "Yes."
"Kelly! For the past six months you've been boinking at least four different guys a week and now you're telling me that you were not only lying to your husband about it; you were also leaving him high and dry during that time." Tonya patted my shoulder. "You told all of us that you loved this man. How could you possibly have been that cruel to him?"
My wife started to cry.
Tonya looked at me. "I imagine that you're going to divorce her."
I shook my head. "No I'm not. In fact, I've already forgiven her."
Kelly looked at me, but she didn't say anything.
Slowly shaking her head, Tonya said; "Timothy Jamieson, you certainly are a prince." She laughed. "If you ever get tired of Kelly, come look me up. I can assure you that I would know exactly how to treat a man like you."
I laughed. "Actually that's kind of what I'm hoping for, but first let's finish filling you in on everything that's happened."
I put my arm around Kelly and kissed her cheek. "My wife has already done a pretty good job of beating herself up about what she's done. I don't think we need to add to that. As I just said, I've already forgiven her and we're moving on."
Looking at Tonya, I said; "Kelly considers you to be her best friend, so I want you to understand what's happened and why we think she acted the way she did."
Tonya nodded. "All right."
For the next half hour I described the events that led up to Kelly's resignation. I started by telling Tonya how, while we were in college, Kelly had dated and slept with other men with my full knowledge and approval. I went on to talk about the vow of fidelity that Kelly made to me on our wedding day, and tried to explain the reasons that prompted her to make that vow.
After that I chronicled some of the key events of our life together after Kelly went to work for JTandR. Tonya was particularly attentive when I told her how my wife had gradually evolved into the dominant partner in our marriage and I had become increasingly submissive to her.
It became more difficult for all of us when I started describing the deterioration of our relationship that had occurred during the past year. Tonya was a good friend. I could tell that she wanted to chastise Kelly, but she resisted the urge. Instead she listened in patient silence.
I went on to tell Tonya about the events of the past week. I mentioned my meeting with Martin Jackson that morning. I didn't include any details other than to tell her that he was the one who'd finally told me that Kelly had been working as a hostess and what that meant. I finished by recounting the key points of the discussion that Kelly and I'd had that afternoon. I wanted to try to help Tonya understand why Kelly had acted the way she did.
When I was done Tonya looked at Kelly and said, "Your mother and sisters really did a number on you, didn't they?"
My wife nodded. "Yes, I guess they did."
Tonya turned to me. "And you're ready to forgive Kelly for all of that?"
I shrugged. "I love her and I want to be with her. Forgiving her is the only course of action that makes any sense to me." I chuckled, "Besides, I want to forgive her."
"Timmy you are a prince." Tonya turned to Kelly. "And young lady, you are a moron; but you're a lovable moron. Please promise me that you'll never ever lie to this wonderful man again."
Kelly smiled. It was the first time she'd smiled in almost an hour. "I promise."
Tonya looked at both of us. "All right, so what are your plans for the future?"
I laughed. "We're still trying to cope with the past. I think right now were living from day to day."
Kelly giggled. "It's more like hour to hour."
I nodded. "The only thing I know for certain is that I have to be at work at six o'clock tomorrow morning."
My wife turned and stared at me. "Six o'clock tomorrow morning? When did the newspaper start making you come in that early?"
"I didn't tell you, did I? When I moved out of the house I realized that I'd need more money than I could earn at "The Crier" so I took a part time job at a convenience store."
Kelly shrieked, "A convenience store!"
"Yes, that's right. It's called Kirby's Quick Stop. I work from six until ten every morning."
"Well you can quit right now! You're back living at home again and we have plenty of money. You do not need to work at a convenience store."
I smiled at my wife. "Yes I do. I promised the owner that I'd work there and I intend to keep my word until he can find someone to replace me."
"But a convenience store? You might get killed in a holdup."
Tonya reached across me and patted my wife's knee. "Kel, this is why you love this man so much and it's why I'm quickly falling in love with him too. He's true to his word and completely trustworthy. He made a promise and he needs to keep it. Don't try to prevent him from doing that."
Kelly sighed. "You're right Tonnie." Turning to me, she said; "Promise me that if someone comes in to rob the store, you won't try to be a hero. Please tell me that you'll just give them all the money."
I laughed. "All right, I promise."
Tonya looked at both of us. "I think it's time for us to get back to my first questions. What was that hot kiss all about and why were you calling Timmy your little pussy husband?"
Kelly smiled. "I feel very bad about neglecting him and I'm starting a concentrated effort to try to make up for it. That's why I'm here getting the lingerie. Timmy feels bad that I've been wearing all this sexy clothing for other men, but I've never worn any of it for him. I agree with him. Tonight I intend to put on a lingerie fashion show that will blow my sweet little man's mind."
Tonya grinned at her. "Kelly honey, that's a wonderful idea. If I didn't have to work tonight I'd offer to join you and give him a double show."
Kelly reached over and squeezed my hand. "I think my baby might like that. Maybe on your next night off you could come over for dinner. Timmy is an outstanding cook."
Tonya smiled at us. "I'd like that. Now let's get back to the questions. The fashion show is a wonderful idea, but it doesn't explain the kiss or the pussy husband remark."
"It is related. I'm trying to be totally honest with Timmy. Before I brought him up here to meet you I told him that you and I had been lovers."
Tonya nodded. "Considering everything that's happened, I think that was a good idea." She looked at me. "Did that upset you?"
"At first it made me nervous. I was afraid that Kelly was telling me that she'd become a lesbian and that she was planning to leave me so that she could be with you."
"You know that's not true, don't you?" Tonya's voice was soft and soothing.
"Yes."
She looked at Kelly. "So why the hot kiss? Were you trying to scare the poor guy to death?"
Kelly shook her head. "No, after I was done reassuring Timmy that I loved him and that I wasn't going to leave him, I started to worry that he might hate me because I occasionally played with women. When I asked him about that he very hesitantly admitted that he not only didn't hate me, he found it kind of exciting."
"That really shouldn't surprise you Kelly. Think about some of the parties at Eagle Lake and Evergreen. Watching two women make love is a pretty big fantasy for a lot of men."
Kelly's expression suddenly changed to a look of fear. "Tonya, I haven't told Timmy about the parties."
"Well I think it might be time."
I put my hand up. "No, she can tell me when she's ready."
Kelly patted my knee. "Thank you, but no, I can do it now." She took a deep breath. "Sometimes the partners hold sex parties at Eagle Lake and Evergreen. Usually there will be five or six men at these parties, sometimes a few more. Both estates have special rooms set up for sex shows. The rooms have a king sized bed in the middle, with about a dozen comfortable chairs placed in a circle around the bed." My wife hesitated for a moment and then she whispered, "Sometimes Tonya and I were the show. We'd make love on the bed while the men watched."
Kelly buried her face in her hands. "Timmy, I'm so sorry."
I leaned over and gently kissed the back of her neck. "It's okay, I still don't hate you. In fact, I still love you and I still want to be married to you."
Kelly sat up and looked at me. "Timmy are you sure?"
"Yes, but I don't think we should tell your mother or your sisters about this."
All three of us burst out laughing.
Once we settled down again Tonya smiled at Kelly. "Okay that explains the hot kiss. You were putting on a little show for Timmy."
"Yes I was." Kelly poked me in the ribs. "If you're interested, we can do a whole lot more than kiss."
I blushed.
Tonya laughed. "Kel, he is absolutely adorable. I think I might try to steal him from you."
"You can't have him, but I might be willing to share him with you."
Tonya leaned over and nuzzled my ear. "Did you hear that Timmy? Your wife might let me borrow you once in a while. Believe me, I know just what to do with a cute little guy like you." Her voice dropped to a very seductive whisper. "Kelly told me that you eat pussy better than anyone she's ever met. Is that true?"
Totally flustered by Tonya's aggressive teasing, I just barely managed to stammer out; "I ah, I don't..."
Thankfully Kelly intervened. "Tonnie, you're scaring him to death."
Tonya patted my thigh. "Sorry sweetie, I was just having fun. I didn't mean to frighten you."
I nervously answered, "It's okay, sometimes I'm just a little shy around women."
Tonya looked at Kelly. "He really is priceless, isn't he?"



My wife nodded. "I've always thought so."
"You said he has a small penis. Can I feel it?"
"Tonnie! You're going to make him have a heart attack."
Tonya leaned over and kissed my neck. "Timmy honey, you wouldn't mind if I touched your little dicky would you?"
I looked at Kelly. She was grinning, but as I studied her I realized that it wasn't a malicious grin. She was just happy. I slowly started to understand. As we gradually became more and more estranged over the past year, Kelly had to find another source for emotional support. Tonya Lewis was one of the people who provided that support. I was beginning to realize that she was not only a lover and friend for Kelly, she also filled the role of a mother or a sister who would not only condone her lifestyle, but would actually support her in it. Now she was seeing Tonya and I getting to know each other and I think she was hoping that two of the primary sources of emotional support in her life would become close friends. Of course for Kelly, sex was an essential part of any close relationship so she was not only not offended by what she saw Tonya doing, she was hoping it would go further.
I decided that I might as well relax and go with the flow. I smiled at Tonya and said, "If Kelly doesn't mind, it's okay with me."
Tonya looked at Kelly.
Kelly studied me for a moment and then she asked, "Timmy are you sure?"
"It's important to you, isn't it?"
Kelly thought about that. After a moment she nodded. "Yes, I think it is."
My wife turned to her friend. "Be careful with him. He's a little insecure about the size of his penis and he doesn't have very good control. Don't make him mess up his pants."
Tonya nodded. "I'll be careful." She laid her hand on my crotch and gently traced the outline of my erect penis with her fingertips.
Kelly was the only person who had ever touched me like that. I was both very nervous and incredibly excited.
Tonya looked at Kelly and asked, "Can I take it out?"
"I think that might be a good idea. It's less likely that he'll mess up his pants that way." Kelly opened her purse, took out several tissues and handed them to Tonya. "You'd better keep these handy."
Tonya set the tissues next to her and then she unbuckled my belt, unzipped my pants and pulled them open. I had an erection.
She grinned at Kelly. "He has a little stiffy."
My wife laughed. "What did you expect? I haven't touched him in two months. The poor guy is probably on the verge of dying from frustration."
Tonya stared at Kelly. "You mean you haven't had any makeup sex yet?"
Kelly shook her head. "We haven't had time. That's what the lingerie show tonight is all about."
"Shouldn't you be the one who's doing this right now?"
"No, tonight he's going to get to enjoy me in every way possible." Kelly giggled. "I fully intend to wear his little dicky out. Tonya, you and Timmy are the two most important people in the world to me. I think that after Timmy and I have reestablished our marriage, I'm going to start dating other men again. Timmy is already encouraging me to do that. He enjoys being a cuckold. A crucial part of that fantasy for him is that he doesn't have that same privilege."
Tonya looked at me. "Is that true Timmy? You want your wife to be free to fool around with other men, but you want her to demand that you stay faithful to her?"
Having to make that admission to this woman that I'd just met was very embarrassing, but I thought I understood what Kelly was doing so I nervously answered, "Yes, that's right."
Tonya shook her head. "Isn't that kind of masochistic?"
Kelly intervened. "Yes it is. Do you remember a little earlier when Timmy told you that as our relationship developed I gradually became more dominant and he gradually became more submissive."
"Yes."
"Timmy is also a masochist. It hurts him when I date other men, but he enjoys that pain."
Tonya looked at me. I nodded. The admission was both exciting and humiliating. Of course the humiliation made it even more exciting.
She gasped. "Oh my, that is exciting."
"That's why I gave you that hot kiss this afternoon and then called Timmy my pussy husband. When we were talking in the car before we came up here he didn't just tell me that he was excited because you and I were lovers, he told me that he was excited by the thought of being dominated by two lesbians."
Tonya burst out laughing.
Kelly snapped at her. "Tonnie, don't embarrass him!"
Tonya immediately stopped laughing. She gently patted my cheek and then she leaned over and kissed my forehead. It was an almost maternal kiss. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to laugh at you." She shook her head. "I was only laughing because we share the exact same fantasy."
I stared at her. "What do you mean?"
"I would love to play a game where Kelly and I are lesbian lovers and you're our little bitch slave." Tonya firmly grasped my chin with her hand and turned my face towards hers. Staring into my eyes she said, "Would you like that pussyboy? Would you like to kneel on the floor and watch while I make love to your wife?"
At first the sudden change in Tonya's demeanor shocked me, but I quickly understood. She and Kelly were both professionals. I remembered what Kelly had said earlier. Fulfilling a man's fantasies was her business. Clearly it was Tonya's too. Apparently play acting was easy for them.
Excited, I nervously started to stammer out an answer. "I ah...maybe. I mean yes, I think that would be fun...."
Kelly interrupted me. "Tonya before we start playing I have to tell you that there's another reason I want you to be the one who makes Timmy cum right now."
Tonya released my chin and turned to Kelly. "What is it?"
"I feel awful that I've so callously neglected him during the past few months. I know that my desperate need to hide my secret life from him was the major reason for that neglect, but I'm not sure that it was the only reason."
I looked at my wife. "What do you mean?"
"Timmy you are the love of my life. You always will be, but when I'm dating other men it's very easy to get caught up in the excitement of the moment. When that happens I'm afraid that I might inadvertently start neglecting you again."
Kelly thought for a moment and then she said, "I think that it's also very likely that we're going to start incorporating more of the cuckold hot wife lifestyle into our marriage. I suspect that I'm going to become more overtly dominant and you're going to become increasingly submissive. That will make it even easier for me to neglect you."
Taking a deep breath, Kelly continued. "I'd like to try to include to Tonya in our lives. I know that it's important for you to remain faithful to me, but I think I would like you and Tonya to become lovers. Actually, I think I'd like all three of us to be lovers. That way Tonya can be there to support you when you need it and she can also jerk me back to reality if I start to neglect you again."
I looked at Tonya. "Do you want that?"
She smiled at me. "More than anything in the entire world. Timmy, I'm a middle aged whore. I've never been able to keep a man because I've never been able to remain faithful to one. I've lost every boyfriend I've ever had because I cheated on him. When I was a senior in high school my prom date stormed out of the hotel ballroom an hour after the dance started because he caught me giving another guy a blow job in the men's lavatory."
She shook her head. "I've never had children, I haven't lived in a home since I left my parent's house and I don't know what I'm going to do when I finally get so old that men lose interest in having sex with me."
Tonya picked up my hand and held it. "Timmy, I don't expect you to fall in love with me, but I am hoping that we can become very close friends. If Kelly really is comfortable with it, I would very much like to have you as a lover." She giggled. "I have a soft spot for submissive men with tiny cocks."
I turned and looked at Kelly. She smiled at me.
I asked her, "Are you sure this is what you want?"
She nodded. "Yes, I really hadn't considered it before we came down here this afternoon; but I think it would be good for all three of us."
I wasn't exactly certain how this was going to end up, but it was clear to me that Tonya really did need us and I could also see that we probably needed her too.
Smiling at Tonya, I slipped her hand down the front of my briefs. She wrapped her fingers around my erect penis. At the same time she leaned over and pressed her lips against mine. I responded. It quickly became a passionate kiss filled with mutual need. She pushed her tongue into my mouth. We tasted each other and our arousal grew.
As we kissed, I remembered my vow of fidelity to Kelly. It had been a serious pledge, one that I was hesitant to break, even when aroused. I was torn. Tonya's embrace was not only exciting, it was also comforting. I sensed a fundamental goodness in this woman and I felt safe in her arms. It was a sense of security that I was reluctant to give up. I also realized that it was a mutual need. Tonya wanted to be able to take refuge in my arms every bit as much as I needed the security of hers.
I thought about what Kelly had just told us and I understood. I realized what she was trying to do and I knew that she was right. The three of us needed each other. Together we would be stronger and our collective strength would make it very hard for anything in this world to ever hurt any one of us again.
Behind me Kelly whispered, "Timmy, I want you to put your hand on Tonya's breast."
I hesitated, not because I didn't want to do it; I did. I hesitated because I was nervous.
Kelly picked up my hand. As she placed it on Tonya I closed my eyes and for the first time in my life, intimately touched a woman other than Kelly.
Tonya responded to my touch by squeezing my erection and kissing me even harder.
Emboldened by my wife's encouragement and Tonya's response, I found Tonya's nipple and began rubbing it with my fingertips.
As soon as she realized what I was doing Tonya broke off our kiss and said, "This would be a lot more fun if I took off my blouse and brassiere."
As Tonya started unbuttoning her blouse Kelly said, "Tonnie, I think Timmy would like it if we were a little aggressive with him."
Tonya looked at me. "Is that right? Do you want Kelly and me to make you our little bitch right now?"
My entire body started to tingle with excitement. Tonya and Kelly were talking about bringing one of my most secret fantasies to life and they were offering to do it at that very moment. Realizing that this was not the time to be coy I took a deep breath and whispered; "Yes please."
Next to me Kelly giggled. "This is going to be so much fun. Timmy, Tonnie is a very skilled dominant. I've watched her put on some sex shows at Evergreen that were absolutely breathtaking."
I turned and looked at my wife. "How many different kinds of sex shows have you two put on?"
Tonya patted my shoulder. "A lot, and we promise to tell you about everyone of them, but let's do that later. Right now it's time for us to play. This afternoon now we're going to put on a sex show just for you; only in this show, you also get to be one of the players."
She looked at my wife. "Kel, why don't you go into your closet and pick out a nice frilly pair of crotchless panties while I explain the rules of this game to Timmy."
Kelly nodded and then she stood up and walked into her closet.
As soon she was gone Tonya said, "We want everyone to have fun, but in order to do that Kelly and I have to be able to push your limits just a little bit. We want to be able to take you right to the edge of what you can tolerate. We'll go a little slower today because this is your first time, but I suspect that the three of us are going to start playing this game on a regular basis. As we get more comfortable with each other Kelly and I are going to push you harder, but we don't ever want to hurt you and we don't ever want to make you submit to something you don't want to do. That means you have to be able to tell us when you need us to stop. To do that we're going to have to have a safe word."
I nodded. I already knew about safe words. Over the past six months I'd spent many hours on the Internet reading stories about dominant women and submissive men.
"The safe word were going to use is check. If at any time you start to feel uncomfortable about what we're doing, all you have to do is say the word check and we'll stop and discuss what's happening. Do you understand?"
"Yes."
Kelly walked back into the room. She was carrying a pair of pink lace panties with little ruffles all over them. I smiled when I saw them. The fashion show was about to begin.
"Timmy don't look at those panties, look at me." It was Tonya. I immediately obeyed and focused my attention back on her. "If we are doing something that you find particularly exciting, we want you to beg us to stop doing it. For dominant sadists like Kelly and me..."
I gasped when I heard the word, sadist.
Tonya noted my reaction. She smiled. "Oh yes, your wife and I are both dominant sadists; although unlike me, Kelly does get an occasional thrill out of submitting to a very powerful man." She paused for a moment and then she added, "Or a woman."
Tonya studied me. It must have been obvious to her that I was getting very excited. After a moment she continued. "Anyway, dominant sadists like Kelly and me get a real thrill out of hearing a sub beg us to stop what were doing and we get an even greater thrill when we callously ignore those pleas and continue tormenting our slave. Of course we would never be able to do that without a safe word. Kelly loves you and I think I might easily fall in love with you too. Neither of us would never want to do anything that would actually hurt you. Do you understand that?"
"Yes."
"Good, now give me a kiss and then give your wife a kiss. In a way, you're kissing us good bye, because for a little while, the two of us are going to become very different people."
I leaned over and kissed Tonya and then I turned and kissed Kelly. After that I anxiously sat with my hands folded in my lap. Every nerve in my body was tingling with anticipatory excitement.
Tonya's looked at Kelly and said, "Are you ready?"
Kelly nodded.
Tonya turned back to me. Her warm smile had turned into a menacing sneer. Without warning, she drew her hand back and slapped me across the face. It wasn't a playful slap. It stung. She'd hit me hard.
I rubbed my cheek.
"That's just a taste of what's in store for you if you fail to please us. Now what the fuck is your sorry butt doing on this couch?" Tonya laughed. "Kel it almost looks like your little pussy husband thinks he's our equal."
My wife grabbed me by my hair and turned my head so that I was looking at her. "Well you're not pussy boy. We only let men sit on this couch with us, not little sissies like you."
Kelly stared at me with an excited smile. Suddenly that smile changed to an expression of concern. Gently placing a hand on my shoulder, she whispered into my ear; "Timmy I love you so much. Please don't get confused about this."
"Kelly stay in character! He knows you love him. That's why were doing this. Don't worry, as soon as we're done playing were both going to love him up and make him feel like a king."
I looked at Tonya and said, "Check."
She nodded. "What do you want to say?"
I turned to Kelly. "Tonya's right, relax and let yourself go. I understand that right now you're a little more sensitive about hurting my feelings than you might usually be. You don't have to worry, you're not going to hurt my feelings. We both know this is a game and we both know that we love each other. Besides, Tonya is here. I realize that I still haven't gotten to know her very well, but my first impression is that she's one of those people who is totally trustworthy. I don't believe that she would ever let any harm come to either of us."
Tonya stared at me. "Timmy that was a maybe the nicest thing anyone has ever said about me. I think I might start crying."
I patted her knee. "Isn't that a little out of character for a ruthless dominatrix."
Tonya rubbed her eyes and then she smiled at me. "Hey you're the one who said check."
I laughed. "All right everyone, get ready. It's time to get back to work." Suddenly I remembered something. I stopped, looking at Tonya I asked; "Didn't you say that you have to work tonight? How much time do we have before you have to leave?"
"There's a party at Eagle Lake. The associates are going to arrive at 9:00. Mandy, Keisha, Antoine and I all have to be there by 8:30." She glanced at the clock on Kelly's makeup desk. It was 6:45. "I have about a half hour before I should start getting ready."
Kelly asked, "Why is Antoine going to be there? Is one of the associates a woman?'
Tonya shook her head. "No, they want a show, the usual one. Since you're not working anymore, Mandy is going to have to do it tonight."
"Oh." Kelly paused for a moment and then she said, "Mandy can do it."
"She can, but you know it's harder for her."
Kelly nodded. "I know."
I understood the part of Kelly and Tonya's conversation about a sex show during the party, but their comments about Mandy confused me.
Tonya noticed my puzzled expression and said, "I'm sorry Timmy, that was rude of us. We were talking shop and ignoring you. Antoine is a host."
"Yes, Kelly told me about him. He's a black guy with a big cock."
Tonya laughed. "Yes, that's right."
"And Mandy and Keisha are the other hostesses, correct."
"Yes, that's also right."
"what does Mandy have to do tonight because Kelly's not going to be there and why will it be harder for her?"
"Timmy, earlier Kelly and I told you that we sometimes put on lesbian sex shows for groups of associates at Evergreen and Eagle Lake."
"Yes."
"We put on other kinds of shows too."
I smiled. "I think I understand. The show tonight is a black guy and a white girl."
Tonya nodded. "Yes and it's a very popular show."
"I imagine it is, that's a pretty common fantasy on the Internet web sites."
"If Kelly was still working she'd be doing the show this evening, but since she's no longer employed by the firm, Mandy has to take her place."
"From what you just said I gather that's a problem for Mandy. Earlier today Kelly told me that Mandy's not very big, is Antoine's cock too much for her?"
Tonya nodded. "Yes, but not in the way you're thinking."
"I don't understand."
Kelly patted my thigh. "Timmy honey, during tonight's show Antoine isn't going to fuck Mandy; she's going to give him a blow job and while she's doing it she has to deep throat him."
Tonya shook her head. "All twelve inches of it."
"And I gather that she doesn't like doing that."
Kelly shrugged. "Actually she enjoys deep throating a guy and she's very good at it, but you remembered correctly. Mandy is slender and petite. She has a little trouble swallowing that much cock."
I looked at Tonya. "Why don't you do the show?"
"I would, but we're entertaining a group of older white businessmen who are a little kinky. They want to see a young white girl sucking a huge black man."
I nodded. "Now I understand. That means Keisha can't do it either."
"That's right and since your wife isn't working for the firm anymore that leaves Mandy."
I looked at my wife. "Can you deep throat a cock that big?"
Kelly smiled. "Easily."
"When did you learn to do that?"
"While we were still in college. Actually I already knew how to do it when I met you."
"How come you've never done it for me?"
Kelly shook her head. "Honey, your cock isn't big enough to reach my throat."
"Oh." I started chuckling. "I guess that ends that conversation."



I glanced over at the clock on the makeup desk. It was 6:50. We'd just spent five minutes talking.
"Tonya has to go to work in twenty-five minutes. If the two of you still intend to teach me the meaning of the word respect before it's time for her to leave, we'd better get crackin"
Kelly looked at me and started to giggle. "Get crackin? Packin? Sweetheart, where are you coming up with these words?"
"My dear, have you so quickly forgotten? I was an English major at Kelroy."
My wife shook her head. "I was taking the exact same classes as you and I never learned those words."
"I don't want to be critical, but there were times when I think you might have been paying better attention." I was grinning at Kelly.
She rolled her eyes. "Timothy Jamieson, you know very well that every time we had an examination you had to borrow my class notes so you could study."
Pretending to be indignant, I said; "That's because I was spending all my time building my vocabulary."
"Ahem! Would the two of you please focus. I'm in the mood for a hot domination scene and I would love to be able to feel Timmy's tongue in my pussy and ass before I have to go to work tonight." Tonya was shaking her head, but she was also laughing.
I turned to Kelly. "Your wise friend is correct. We'd better get down to business. I'm going to say, uncheck and then it will be your turn to slap me. After that you should make some demeaning comments and boot me off the couch."
Tonya started laughing.
Kelly looked at her. "What's so funny?"
"Your husband is the first sub I've ever met who does the dominating for me."
My wife giggled. "He is a cooperative fellow, isn't he."
I shook my head. "Now it's the two of you who are having way too much fun."
Tonya started laughing again. "Kel I am having too much fun. I think I'm going to have to call in sick so I can spend the rest of the evening playing with you guys."
Kelly rolled her eyes. "Tonnie honey, you can't call in sick. You're already at work."
"Oh that's right. Well then, to quote our sweet little pussyboy; we'd better get crackin."
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Realizing that we were running out of time I said, "Ahem." Once I had Kelly and Tonya's attention I said, "Uncheck!"
Kelly nodded to me and then she took a deep breath, cocked her arm and slapped me hard across the face.
It stung. I rubbed my cheek. "Ow! That hurt."
Grinning at me, Kelly lifted her foot up and pushed me off the couch. "It was supposed to hurt. Now get those clothes off. Our slaves serve us naked."
The tone in the room had changed. All three of us were back in character. I quickly shed my clothes. As soon as I was naked Tonya picked up the pink panties that Kelly had brought from her closet and tossed them at me.
"Put these on pussyboy. We don't want there to be any question about how much of a sissy you really are."
I picked up the panties and examined them.
Tonya stared at me. "You thought your wife was going to be wearing those, didn't you." She laughed. It was a cruel and demeaning laugh. "Well you were wrong. She doesn't wear sexy lingerie for a little wimp like you. She only wears lingerie like that for real men. Men who have the necessary equipment and skill to properly make love to her. "
I looked up at Tonya. Her eyes were fixed on me. I glanced over at Kelly. She was watching me carefully. There was a concerned look on her face. All three of us knew that Tonya was deliberately picking at a raw nerve.
My body started to tingle with excitement. Tonya wasn't just a good dom, she was an outstanding dom. She'd attacked me immediately and she knew exactly where to hit me. This was why she'd given me a safe word. She wanted to push my limits and she knew that if I really was upset by what she was saying, I could say check.
I didn't use the safe word. Of course one reason was that I was a masochist and Tonya's taunts were exciting me, but there was another much more important reason. While it was true that I had been both hurt and angered by the discovery that during our difficulties Kelly had been doing things for other men that she hadn't been doing for me, Kelly and I had already addressed that issue. I now understood how and why it had happened. Kelly had made it clear to me that she regretted letting it happen and I believed that my wife was going to do everything she possibly could to make it up to me.
I view myself as a healthy adult. I realize that because of my masochism, there are those who might question that perception; but that's their problem, not mine. As a healthy adult I understand that people make mistakes. Sometimes they make bad mistakes. Sometimes they make mistakes that hurt the people they love. Life is full of conflict. When we're wronged it's easy to become angry and bitter. At first that anger and bitterness can be an emotional release for the pain we suffered, but eventually we have to let it go and move on with our lives. If we don't do that the anger and bitterness festers and eventually tears us apart, destroying relationships that we once valued and enjoyed.
Kelly and I had chosen to put that issue behind us and move forward. Because of that decision, this dead issue was now fair game for our masochistic cuckold sex play.
Tonya had not only given me a safe word to use to stop her when her treatment of me became intolerable, she'd also given me a second tool. It was a tool designed to allow me to help shape the manner and degree of my degradation and humiliation. I decided that it was time to use this second tool.
I looked up at Tonya and pleaded, "Please Ms. Lewis, I beg you not to tease me about the men who have made love to my wife and even more I implore you not to taunt me about the lingerie shows that she's put on for them." I closed my eyes and whispered. "The shows that she's never put on for me."
When she heard these words my wife stared at me. After a moment she started to smile and then in a very icy tone of voice she slowly said, "A woman uses sexy lingerie as a tool to help her seduce a man. What would ever make you think that a woman would be interested in seducing a tiny dicked little wimp like you?"
Those were the most humiliating words that Kelly had ever said to me and as I heard them a bolt of electric excitement rippled through my loins.
Tonya laughed. "Got the picture wimpboy? Now get those fuckin panties on before we lose our patience."
I took a deep breath, stepped into the lacy pink underpants and pulled them up. They were crotchless so I had to take a moment to fit the panties around my tiny cock and balls. Once I was finished I looked up at Tonya and Kelly. They both had smirks on their faces.
I suddenly felt incredibly embarrassed. These were two women who were used to partying with powerful, masculine businessmen. Now I was being forced to stand in front of them wearing nothing but a pair of frilly pink lace panties and they were giggling about it.
My face must have turned beet red because Tonya started laughing and said, "Look at him Kel. The little pussy is embarrassed."
My wife shook her head. "He shouldn't be. I've know he was a sissy wimp since the very first time I laid eyes on him." She looked at me. "Why do you think I have to date other men?"
Of course we both knew that while Kelly enjoyed masculine lovers with big cocks, the real reason she dated other men was because she had an insatiable hunger for variety. At this moment we were playing a sex game and it was actually a pretty creative taunt so I didn't see any reason to start questioning its validity. Instead I played my part and hung my head in shame.
Tonya kicked off her high heels and held up her foot. "Get down on your knees wimpboy and start kissing my toes."
A shiver of excitement rippled through me. Kelly and I had played some very exciting domination games, especially during the first few months after she started working at JTandR, but this was different. This was the first time I'd ever been forced to submit to two people at the same time. For a submissive masochist, being dominated and humiliated by one person is exciting. Having two women simultaneously gang up on you is almost staggering.
I dropped to my knees, carefully picked up Tonya's foot, closed my eyes and reverently kissed her big toe. She was a goddess.
Tonya sighed when she felt my lips touch her toes and then as I kissed her feet she giggled and said, "He is an obedient little wimp, isn't he."
"We can make him do anything we want." I was certain that I detected a hint of pride in my wife's voice.
Suddenly I felt movement on the couch above me. I looked up. What I saw made me stop kissing Tonya's feet. She had her arms around my wife. They were locked in a passionate embrace. Tonya's lips were pressed against Kelly's and her right hand was under her sweater.
Tonya must have noticed that I'd stopped kissing her feet because she glanced down at me and in a very stern voice, said; "Keep kissing my toes pussyboy. What we're doing up here doesn't concern you."
I obediently returned my attention to Tonya's feet, but I continued to sneak an occasional covert peek at the lovers above me.
The sound of rustling clothing caused me to openly look up again, only this time I was careful to keep my lips pressed against Tonya's toes. The two women were busily undressing each other. The skill and efficiency with which they opened clasps, unfastened buttons and lowered zippers suggested to me that this was not the first time they'd ever done this.
In a matter of seconds both women were completely undressed. Once they were naked, they started kissing again, only this time while they were kissing Tonya pulled Kelly's knees apart and began massaging her bare cunt. I watched with fascination as this older woman played with my my aroused wife's glistening pussy.
Kelly responded to Tonya's fondling by reaching over, grabbing her lover's nipple between her fingertips and pulling on it with an almost vicious intensity.
Tonya gasped and pushed two fingers into Kelly's cunt. Kelly shivered in response to Tonya's probing fingers and then she removed her hand from Tonya's breast, slipped it between her legs and started massaging her engorged clitoris.
Obviously excited by Kelly's fondling, Tonya sat up. Staring down at me with a menacing grin, she said; "Look up at me sissyboy."
I did as I was told. Our eyes met.
She slipped her fingers out of my wife's sopping cunt and held them up to my face. They were coated with Kelly's wetness. "I understand that it's been awhile since you've been allowed to taste your wife's pussy." She smirked. "You'll have to forgive her, she's been too busy enjoying herself with other men."
I took a deep breath. Tonya was pressing me, she was pressing me hard.
She pushed her fingers into my mouth. "Here, have a little taste. It will help you remember."
I closed my eyes and sucked on Tonya's fingers. It was humiliating, but it was also incredibly exciting.
"Does her pussy taste different now wimpboy? I would imagine that it must. There have to have been at least thirty different cocks in there since the last time you tasted her. Can you taste those cocks cuckboy? Can you taste all the different men who have enjoyed your wife during the past few months?"
I took a deep breath, closed my eyes and bit my lower lip. Tonya was pushing me very very hard. She was trying to find my limit.
"Tonya Stop! That's enough! This is all still too fresh." It was Kelly. She was staring into my eyes. I think she was trying to see if I was all right.
I smiled at her. She sighed with relief.
Tonya reached down and pulled me up on the couch. As soon as I was seated between them she kissed my cheek and asked, "Was I too rough on you babydoll?"
On the other side of me Kelly rubbed my back and said, "She was just trying to push your limits. Baby I love you and tonight I'm going to put on the hottest fashion show you can possibly imagine and it's going to be just for you."
I grinned at both of them. "I kind of like this, you two really are a couple of ruthless doms."
Tonya started laughing.
Kelly punched my arm. "Hey, I was worried about you. I thought Tonya might have been getting a little too close to an issue that just a couple of hours ago made you pretty upset. Baby I don't ever again want to make you feel bad."
I patted my wife's knee. "Thank you, I appreciate your concern; but I'm okay. "
Kelly stared at me. "You are?"
I smiled at her. "Yes I am. Please listen to me. Earlier today when I lost my temper and stormed out of the house; that was a reaction to the neglect and indifference that I've been feeling from you for the past several months. We've discussed that and now I think I understand how and why it happened. I also believe that you truly regret letting it happen. The last several months were painful for me, but they were painful for you too."
I sighed. "They weren't painful for either of us because you were sleeping with other men. They were painful for me because you weren't loving me and they were painful for you because you were plagued with guilt about what you were doing."
Kelly started to say something. I put up my hand to stop her. "Don't worry, I know you love me. You proved that today when you came to the park. You proved it by quitting your job last Friday.. While we were in college you proved it every single day. You even proved it during the past year. You tried to be a perfect wife."
I smiled. 'It is true that your attempt to be a perfect wife was what got us into this situation and your idea of what it took to be a perfect wife was something that neither of us cared about and in fact didn't even want; but that doesn't matter, you still tried."
I leaned over and gently kissed Kelly's forehead. "I do know that you love me and because I know that, Tonya can taunt me about anything she can imagine. That includes all of the men who were fucking you during the past few months and the sexy clothes that you were wearing for them. She can ridicule my tiny dick and remind me that I'm a lousy fuck. She can even tease me about the fact that over the past year you've done things for other men that you haven't done for me. She can do all of that because I know that you love me. Kelly, that's all that I care about."
"I think I'm going to cry." It was Tonya. She wasn't being sarcastic.
Kelly and I both looked at her.
"I'd give anything to have a man who loved me that much. Kel you just might be the luckiest woman in the entire world." Tonya shook her head. "And you almost fucked it up."
I patted Tonya's knee. "But she didn't fuck it up. We're going to be just fine and you just helped us."
Kelly looked at me. "What do you mean?"
"We got into trouble because you were trying to hide your involvement with other men. I think the real solution to our problem is for you to be very open and straight forward about your dating. It needs to become part of our sex games. It needs to be part of our life, not just your life. That way I can also enjoy your fun. Kelly, I'm a submissive masochistic cuckold. We've both known that for a very long time. I want to hear about your affairs, I want to hear about them in minute detail. I want it to be the way it was before we got married, only now I want it to go farther. I want you to torment me with the intimate details of your affairs. I want you to taunt me about them just like Tonya was taunting me about them tonight."
"But Timmy, won't that make you feel bad?"
I smiled at Kelly. "Of course it will, but that's the point. I'm a masochist. I'll enjoy it."
Sighing, she said; "This is all very hard to understand."
"No it's not!"
Kelly and I both turned and looked at Tonya.
"Kel, you're an incurable slut. Any handsome man who takes a moment to wink at you can get into your panties. Please don't be offended by that observation, I have the same problem. We're both sluts. We love sex and we both want to enjoy it with as many handsome men as we possibly can. Your sisters and your mother could never begin to understand us, but that doesn't make us wrong. It just makes us different. Your wonderful husband gets excited by pain and humiliation. You and I aren't submissive masochists, so it's difficult for us to understand him.
Tonya paused for a moment and then she said, "Before you judge him, think about this. It's just as hard for your sisters and mother to understand why you're willing to spread your legs for every good looking guy you meet as it is for you to understand why Timmy enjoys hearing about your parties with other men."
Smiling, Tonya continued. "Timmy is telling you that he's willing to accept you for who you are. Actually I think he always has. All he wants from you is for you to accept him for who he is. He not only doesn't want you to lie about your affairs, he's asking you to share every tiny detail with him. Kelly honey, tonight when you're putting on your fashion show for Timmy, you can spice it up for him by telling him about the different men you wore the lingerie for during the last few months."
She winked. "And if your a little arrogant about it, he'll enjoy it even more."
Kelly looked at me. "Timmy is that really what you want?"
I nodded. "Yes, I think it is; but maybe we need to wait a little while before you start getting really arrogant about your affairs. I think we might need a day or two where we just love each other."
Kelly smiled. "I'd like that very much."
Tonya looked at us. "I should just go back to my office and get ready for tonight. I think it's time for the two of you to be alone."
I shook my head. "No, maybe were not quite ready for a ruthless domination game, but I think I would like to ah, you know..."
I was stammering. Kelly mercifully interrupted me. She was giggling. "My babydoll is trying to tell you that he feels like he still owes you a little oral attention and I think he wants to pay his debt before you leave.."
Tonya smiled at me. "I am very curious. Your wife loves to brag about your skill with your tongue. She claims that you eat pussy even better than Mandy and Mandy is absolutely fabulous."
I started to blush.
Kelly kissed my cheek. "You are very good, and I'm certain that you'll both enjoy it." She reached over and squeezed my penis. "You also might want to remember that Tonnie and I love to reward obedience."
I looked at my wife. "Are You sure that you'll be okay with it?"
Kelly laughed. "Yes, of course I will. I want you to do it." She winked at me. "In fact, I'm ordering you to do it." And then she playfully pushed me off the couch and said; "All right slaveboy, get down on your knees. It's time for you to go to work."
As I was getting back down on the floor Kelly looked at Tonya and said, "Tonnie why don't you roll over. I think our little slave needs to earn the right to lick your pussy."
Tonya laughed. "Kel, I think that's an excellent idea." She turned around and kneeled on the couch so that her beautiful ass was facing me.
I positioned myself directly behind her.
Kelly leaned over, spread the cheeks of Tonya's gorgeous rear and exposed her puckered little anus.
I looked at Tonya's ass and then I looked at my wife. Kelly was smiling at me. In a very gentle voice she said, "Go ahead Timmy, I know you want to do it. Both Tonya and I want you to do it too."
Taking a deep breath, I leaned forward and softly placed my lips on Tonya's asshole. She cooed with delight when she felt me kissing her.
Suddenly I had a strange thought. I looked up at Tonya and said, "Ms. Lewis, may I take a moment to ask you a question?"
She looked over her shoulder at me. "Sure Timmy, you can ask me anything."
"Have many men done this to you?"
She turned so she was leaning on her side and smiled at me. "Yes Timmy, lots of men have done this to me."
"So this is really no big deal for you."
Tonya stared at me for a moment and then she said, "No Timmy, you're wrong about that. This is a very big deal for me. Right now I'm not just getting my ass kissed, I'm getting my ass kissed by you. That makes it very special for me."
She turned around completely. "Timmy I think it's extremely important for you to understand something. Sex in all forms is nothing more than a physical act. It's fun." She laughed. "It's incredibly fun, but it's just a physical act. Sex becomes special when you have a bond with the person your doing it with and the more special that bond is, the better the sex becomes. Sometimes the bond is nothing more than a physical attraction. That makes it better, but it's not as good as it is when there's an emotional bond."
She paused for a moment to think and then she said, "Timmy I'm a mature woman. Many older men are attracted to older women, so most of the older associates are assigned to me. Anyway, I love to fuck. I always have. It's fun. It's even fun when a fat old bald headed businessman that I've never met is fucking me, but it's not special. When I know the man and I like him, it starts to become a little special. When we're good friends it becomes even more special."



She took a deep breath. "Timmy your wife is a blow job queen. She loves to suck cocks and she is an absolute artist. Because of that, the associates who were hot for blow jobs were generally assigned to her. That's why she would have been doing the show tonight at Eagle Lake. Over the past several months your wife has probably given blow jobs to at least fifty different men."
She reached down and gently raised my chin so I was looking directly into her eyes. "Kelly loves to suck cocks, but her favorite cock is your tiny little penis. It's special. It's special because it's yours. The blow job that she gives you tonight will mean much more to her than all of those other blow jobs combined."
Tonya sat back. "Yes Timmy, lots of men have kissed and licked my asshole. It seems to be an exciting fantasy for many older men and I always enjoy it" She smiled. "But when you do it, it's going to be special. You're Timothy Jamieson. Over the past several months you've become a legend for Mandy, Keisha and me. You're Kelly's husband. You're all she ever talked about and in our minds you became a prince. You were the perfect man; kind, honest, trustworthy and wise. Now that I've finally met you I've discovered that Kelly wasn't exaggerating. You really are a prince. So believe me sweetheart, when you kiss and lick my asshole it's going to be a very big thing."
I stared up at Tonya. I wasn't quite sure how I should respond to what she'd just told me. I was about to say something really inane when Kelly stopped me.
"Timmy, you don't need to say anything, just smiling at Tonya will be enough."
I took her advice and just smiled. Tonya smiled back at me and then she started to giggle. Turning to my wife, she said, "He really is endearing, isn't he."
Kelly nodded. "Yes he is, that's one of the many reasons I married him." She winked at Tonya. "His talented tongue is another one of those reasons."
Turning to me, she said; "And my friend is still waiting for that experience."
I laughed. "Ms Lewis I apologize for causing this delay. If you would care to turn around I will try to pick up where we left off."
Tonya chuckled. "That's an invitation I won't pass up."
She turned around and once again kneeled on the couch so that her ass was in my face. This time I spread her cheeks myself. When she felt me place my lips on her asshole, Tonya sighed. Her sigh gave me confidence. I closed my eyes and concentrated on kissing her beautiful rear.
After a moment Kelly quietly said, "Use your tongue Timmy, give Tonnie's ass a French kiss."
That was all the prompting I needed. I slowly pushed my tongue into Tonya's anus. She shuddered when she felt me probing that forbidden tunnel.
Suddenly I felt movement to my right. I looked up. Kelly had moved over so that her naked body was pressed against her friends naked body. She had her arm around Tonya's shoulder. They were kissing. A surge of excitement rippled through me as I watched my wife make out with Tonya while I licked her asshole.
I pushed my tongue even deeper into Tonya's ass. She shivered. I reached between her legs and found the cleft of her pussy. She was sopping wet. I was just starting to look for her clit when I felt another hand join mine.
I glanced up. My wife was looking at me. There was a lascivious smile on her face. Together we began to masturbate her friend. Kelly massaged Tonya's clit while I pushed first one and then two fingers into her cunt. At the same time I kept my tongue buried in her asshole.
This was too much for Tonya. I felt every muscle in her body tighten and then she arched her back and screamed like a banshee. I started to back off, but I saw Kelly continuing to rub Tonya's clit, so I pushed my tongue back into her ass and kept it there while her body convulsed from her orgasm.
Once the intensity of Tonya's climax begin to diminish Kelly gently pulled my face away from her ass and pushed the same fingers that had been massaging Tonya's cunt into my mouth.
Tonya rolled over and watched lustfully while I greedily sucked her nectar off my my wife's fingers. While she watched me her own fingers moved to her slippery sex and wantonly started massaging her engorged clitoris.
As I sucked on Kelly's fingers I couldn't help noticing the size of Tonya's clit. My wife was similarly endowed. I wondered if their insatiable sexual appetites might in part be related to that particular physical attribute.
"Tonnie tastes good, doesn't she Timmy?"
I smiled at my wife and nodded.
"I think it's time for you to have a really big taste."
Kelly pulled her fingers out of my mouth, placed her hand behind my head and gently pushed my face towards Tonya's glistening cunt.
"Make me proud Timmy. Show Tonya just how good you are at eating pussy."
My wife's praise both excited me and motivated me. I wanted to give Tonya my best effort. Kelly had obviously bragged to her friends about my ability to pleasure a woman with my tongue and I didn't want to let her down.
Tonya took her hand away from her cunt. Both women stared at me. They were waiting.
I took a deep breath and nervously moved forward. When my mouth was almost touching Tonya I started to softly blow on her sex. I'd learned to do this with Kelly while we were still in college. When I start giving her head her pussy tends to be a little sensitive so I try to be very gentle at first. Because Tonya was already aroused, this was probably an unnecessary step, but I still did it. I wanted to show her everything I knew.
Tonya giggled when she felt me blowing on her. Turning to my wife, she said, "That tickles."
Kelly nodded. "Yes it does, bit it also feels good."
"It does."
After blowing on her for a moment I softly brushed Tonya's pussy with my lips. I felt her moisture. She was wet, very wet. That excited me and I started kissing her. They were gentle sensitive kisses, they weren't aggressive and filled with passion. Those would come soon, but not quite yet.
I extended my tongue. Tonya cooed with delight as she felt my gentle kisses become gentle French kisses. I kissed her and teased her with my tongue everywhere except her clitoris. I deliberately avoided that special spot. That would also come later.
Gradually my kisses became more forceful and I stopped using my tongue to tease Tonya and instead started using it to lick her. I repeatedly kissed and licked the entire crevasse of her sex and then I pushed my tongue into her and explored the opening to her womb. While I was doing that I thought about all of the huge stiff cocks that had penetrated her there. I wondered if I would ever be allowed that privilege. I realized that my inadequate penis would probably give this worldly woman very little pleasure, but it was still a delight that I could dream about.
Suddenly I realized that my mind was wandering. I stopped myself. I needed to concentrate on Tonya's pleasure, not on my own. I refocused my attention on licking and kissing her cunt. I was excited, very excited. My kisses became more and more forceful and increasingly passionate. I closed my eyes and made out with Tonya's sex. I felt her pressing herself into my face in an effort to respond to my kisses. Above me I could hear her panting from excitement.
Still I avoiding Tonya's clit, I started licking her again; but I slowed my movement. I licked her four times. Each time I started at the base of Tonya's pussy and moved firmly and deliberately, but also very slowly, upwards towards her engorged love button.
I always stopped just before I got to her clit. I was teasing her. I knew she was ready for more intense pleasure, but I was also aware that she was on a wonderful sexual high and I wanted to prolong that high for as long as I possibly could.
I returned my tongue to the base of Tonya's pussy and started a fifth ascent. I moved even slower. I repeatedly stopped and explored the folds of her aroused cunt. I was deliberately trying to tease Tonya.
When I approached her clitoris I stopped, only this time I didn't withdraw. This time I started drawing little circles around her tiny soldier with my tongue.
I heard Tonya take a deep breath.
I flicked her clit one time very quickly.
She gasped
I flicked it again and then I kissed it.
She cried out, "Yessssssss!"
I wrapped my lips around her clit and sucked it into my mouth. I heard her breath catch.
Next to us my wife giggled. "This is the best part."
I closed my eyes and started sucking on Tonya's clit. While I sucked it I occasionally flicked it with my tongue.
Tonya laughed. "It's almost like I have a tiny cock and he's giving me a blow job."
"Isn't it wonderful!"
"It's magnificent. He's magnificent."
My heart soared when I heard Kelly and Tonya's praise. I was filled with pride, but I still wasn't done. I had one more trick, a brand new trick. One that even my wife hadn't yet experienced.
During the past several months I'd frequently found myself at home alone with very little to do. I'm sure you won't be surprised when I tell you that I spent some of that time reading erotic stories on the Internet. One story particularly caught my attention. In that story a submissive husband pleasured his wife by sucking on her clit in much the same way that I pleasured Kelly. Only in this story the husband had an extra wrinkle. While he was sucking on his wife's clit he would fuck her asshole with his middle finger.
At the time I was reading the story I remembered Kelly's adamant contention that she would never allow her dates to fuck her ass, so I assumed that she would never be willing to allow me to penetrate her ass with my finger. I classified the story as a hot little fantasy and forgot about it.
Earlier that afternoon, during our car ride downtown, Kelly told me that she now not only allowed men to fuck her ass, she actually enjoyed it. While she was telling me that I remembered the story and wondered if my wife might now be open to that little pleasure.
As I was sucking on Tonya's clit I again remembered the story. I knew that Tonya was a very worldly woman and I suspected that she was most likely the person who'd persuaded my wife to try anal sex.
I knew that I couldn't be absolutely certain that this was true, but I was reasonably confident that it was. I decided that would move slowly. That would give Tonya an opportunity to object if she didn't like what I was doing. If Tonya did allow me to do it, I suspected that I might be able to give her one of the most powerful orgasms that she'd ever experienced and Kelly would be even more proud of me.
I decided to try. Of course this whole debate took place over a time span of about five seconds and during that entire time I was still busily sucking on Tonya's clit.
I momentarily took my mouth off of Tonya's cunt so I could wet my finger. The brief interruption caused Tonya to open her eyes.
Next to me I heard my wife say, "Timmy?"
I ignored her, this wasn't the moment for explanations. Instead I quickly returned to sucking Tonya's pussy. She closed her eyes again.
I heard Kelly whisper to Tonya. "Are you enjoying this Tonnie? Isn't he wonderful?"
And then I heard movement. I glanced up. My wife was leaning over. Her lips were pressed against Tonya's. She was kissing her.
I smiled to myself. This was perfect. I had just the diversion I needed to be able to spring my little surprise. I reached down, slipped my finger between the cheeks of Tonya's ass and found her anus. It was still moist from the earlier attention it had received from my tongue. I kept one eye on Tonya and Kelly. They were still kissing.
I started massaging Tonya's asshole. She responded by slowly moving her hips in rhythm with my finger. She was enjoying it. That was all the encouragement I needed. I gently pushed my finger into her ass. At the same time I sucked on her clit even harder and began flicking it with my tongue.
I heard Tonya gasp.
My wife stopped kissing her and looked down at me. "Timmy what in the world are you doing?"
I smiled at Kelly and pulled my finger out of Tonya's asshole.
Tonya shook her head. "No please don't stop. That feels wonderful."
I had no intention of stopping. I just wanted to lick my finger again so it would be well lubricated. I was trying to be very careful to avoid causing Tonya any discomfort.
I put my finger in my mouth and got it nice and wet and then I pushed it back into Tonya's asshole. This time I was much bolder. I pushed my finger all the way in to the second knuckle.
Tonya laughed. "Timmy that really does feel wonderful."
"Timmy, what are you doing?" My wife was staring at me.
Quickly grinning at her and I said, "I'll explain later." And then I returned to sucking and licking Tonya's clitoris while I fucked her ass with my finger at the same time."
Tonya shrieked. "Kelly this is magnificent. Why didn't you ever tell me about this?"
My wife shook her head and quietly whispered, "I didn't know. I've never seen him do it before."
I ignored their conversation and just kept sucking and licking Tonya's clit while I finger fucked her anus.
Tonya cried out, "Oh shit! Do it Timmy! Suck on my clit and fuck my asshole!"
Suddenly I felt all of the muscles in her body tighten and then Tonya arched her back, took a deep breath and screamed. "Yesssssssssss!"
I'd learned from Tonya's earlier orgasm that I didn't need to stop or worry about being gentle while she was cumming, so I continued sucking and licking her clit and pumping my finger in and out of her ass.
Tonya screamed again. Her entire body began to shake and then she started laughing. Her laughter was interspersed with cries of pleasure. I looked at her face. There were tears running down her cheeks. Tonya Lewis was clearly a very passionate woman.
After a moment, the intensity of Tonya's orgasm began to diminish. When I felt her muscles relax I stopped sucking on her clit and pulled my finger out of her ass. She slumped back on the couch.
Kelly leaned over and gently kissed her forehead.
Tonya looked up at my wife. She smiled and then she whispered, "You were right, Timmy is better than Mandy."
My heart filled with pride. Being able to please these two women was very important to me.
"Timmy, where did you learn to do that?" Kelly was staring at me. There was an incredulous look on her face.
I smiled at her and in a satirically deep voice said, "Actually my dear, in my spare time I've been hiring out as a high paid male escort for the bored housewives of wealthy Wall Street power brokers."
Tonya sat up. Both women stared at me for a moment and then they burst out laughing. Tonya reached down, pulled me up on the couch and kissed my cheek. "Sweetie that's a nice fantasy; but I don't think there's very much demand for gigolos with miniature cocks."
Kelly giggled. "I don't know, he's got two potential customers right here."
Tonya nodded. "Yes, but the two of us have soft spots for tiny dicked wimps. I'm not sure that frustrated high society wives share our viewpoint."
I looked at Tonya. "Hey! That's not a nice thing to call me." I was grinning at her.
"Sorry." She winked at me. "How about if I change it to tiny dicked pussylickers."
I smiled. "That's much better."
My wife shook her head. "All right Mr. Tiny dicked pussylicker, I'm going to ask you one more time. Where did you learn to do that?"
I thought for a moment and then I said, "I spent the past two months working as a bouncer in a Parisian bordello. The ladies taught me."
Tonya started laughing.
Kelly stared at me. There was a menacing smile on her face. Suddenly she grabbed my nipple and gave it a vicious twist.
I yelped from the pain.
She gave my nipple another twist. "It's not nice to tease your Mistresses. Now where did you learn to do that. I'll let go of your nipple as soon as you give me a straight answer."
"From a story on the Internet." I shouted it out.
Kelly released my nipple.
I sighed with relief.
She kissed my cheek. "I'm sorry baby. Did I really hurt you?"
I rubbed my nipple. "A little." I smiled at her. "But it was kind of fun."
Kelly giggled. "I liked it too." She grabbed my hand and pressed it between her legs. "It made me even wetter."
"Would you like me to make you feel better?"
"Mmmmm very much, but I think we should save that for later. Right now it's our turn to take care of you."
Kelly turned to Tonya. "Tonnie would you like to do the honors?"
Tonya grinned. "I would love to, but you said it's been two months since you've made him cum. Don't you think you should be the one who's doing it this first time?"
Kelly looked at me. "Timmy you're going to have me for the entire evening. Would you mind if Tonnie was the first one to get you off today?"
I smiled and slowly stroked my chin. "Well let me think about that."
My wife raised her eyebrows. "Timmy, you're not trying to tease your mistresses again, are you?"
I slowly shook my head. "Oh no Ms. Mason, I would never dream of doing that."
Tonya was laughing out loud. Kelly and I were both grinning at each other.
Kelly hugged me. "Timmy I've missed you so much."
I kissed her. "I missed you too. It's nice to have you back again." I turned to Tonya. "Ms. Lewis, I would like it very much if you did the honors."
Tonya grinned at me. "Thank you Timmy." She giggled. "I can't wait to get your little dicky in my mouth." She looked at my wife. "Kel, slide down to the end of the couch and sit so you're facing my end of the couch with your knees up."
We both waited while my wife repositioned herself. I little thrill rippled through me when Kelly pulled her knees up, spread her legs and exposed her naked shaved pussy. She was indeed very wet.
"Now Timmy I want you to sit between your wife's legs so you're facing me."
I turned, lifted my feet up on the couch and scooted myself into position between Kelly's knees. As soon as I was settled she put her arms around me and pulled my head back so that it was resting between her large bare breasts.
I chuckled. "I think I could happily spend the rest of my life right here."
Kelly whispered in my ear. "That would be just fine with me."
"All right you two, be quiet! I want your full attention."
Tonya pulled my pink panties off and tossed them onto the floor next to the couch. "I think these will just get in the way."
She pushed my knees apart, lay down on her stomach between my legs and looked up at me. "Timmy you just entertained me with your new trick. Now it's time for me to entertain you with some tricks that I know. I am about to give you my very finest blow job."
"Tonnie honey, remember that he has a little trouble with control. You might want to give him the abbreviated version."
Tonya nodded. "Thanks Kel, that's a good idea."
Kelly whispered in my ear. "Timmy, Tonya is very good. When I first started working as a hostess she gave me a little course on how to give a blow job. Baby it was like going to cock sucking graduate school."
Tonya grinned at us. "Timmy your wife has surpassed her teacher. She is now the master. I think she could write a doctoral thesis on fellatio."
Kelly giggled. "It's always easier to learn when you're doing something you enjoy."
Tonya stared at me. "Timmy you're wife and I are both professionals." She paused. "I guess I should say that your wife was a professional."
I thought I detected a hint of sadness in Tonya's voice. She obviously felt bad about losing Kelly as a coworker.
Tonya smiled at me. "I am very experienced and very skilled at giving head. I know every trick in the book, but I'm just a craftsman. Your wife has become an artist."
I looked at Tonya. I had to ask. "You're sad that you won't be working with Kelly anymore, aren't you?"




She nodded. "Yes I am, but I also understand why it's necessary. I agree with her decision to resign."
The three of us were silent for a moment. Finally Kelly said, "It's time for my teacher to show you why she was my teacher and why I was her student. " She whispered in my ear. "Relax baby, I want you to enjoy this. Tonya was just being modest. She's also an artist."
Tonya looked up at us and smiled and then she gingerly lifted my tiny erection with one hand and cradled my little balls in her other hand. Once she was holding me remained perfectly still. She didn't move at all. I think she was taking great care to keep me from cumming prematurely. After a few seconds she gently wrapped her thumb and forefinger around the base of my cock and held it in place while she leaned forward and started softly kissing my balls.
She moved so slowly, so deliberately and with so much concentration that I began to get the feeling that she was enjoying this even more than I was. I suspected that her ability to make me believe that was one of the qualities that distinguished an artist from a craftsman.
As she was kissing my balls Tonya parted her lips and slowly sucked them into her mouth.
During the car ride downtown Kelly had told me about doing this same thing to Eric. He was, of course, the first man she'd entertained at the Calvert Hotel. She'd said that Chris Kendricks had taught her to do it. Now that Tonya was doing the same thing to me I wondered if Kelly had remembered wrong and that she'd actually learned it from Tonya, or maybe Tonya had taught it to Chris Kendricks. I quickly realized that it didn't matter. For the past year my wife had been working with a group of sexual virtuosos. I was certain that they'd taught her a number of new tricks. Now I was face with a choice. I could be hurt and angry because my wife had been doing things for other men that she'd never done for me or I could be excited that she'd acquired a repertoire of sexual skills that I was about to enjoy for the rest of my life.
I am certain that there are people reading this story who would call me a wimp for making the choice I made. For me it was never a serious question. I could spend the rest of my life being bitter, angry and alone; or I could spend the rest of my life enjoying the woman I loved and the sexual expertise she'd acquired while she was working as a courtesan.
I put all the anger and hurt aside and relaxed. Tonya's slow gentle movement was a completely new experience for me. I felt her tongue pushing my testicles around inside her mouth. She was teasing me. It was a delightful sensation.
Suddenly Tonya stopped moving. I could feel her tongue pressing against the bottom of my ball sac. She opened her mouth and released my testicles and then she slowly drew the tip of her tongue across them to the base of my erect penis. The sensation was maddening. She was moving slowly, very slowly; but she was filled with purpose and totally focused. At that moment I felt like my penis and balls were the only thing in this world that Tonya cared about.
Kelly was still holding me tightly in her arms. She leaned over and whispered in my ear. "Baby doll, isn't she wonderful."
I nodded, but I didn't speak.
Tonya looked up at us. She smiled and then she squeezed the base of my erection with her thumb and her forefinger.
I took a deep breath.
Still maintaining her strangle hold on my cock, she slowly pushed her two fingers up my rigid shaft until they were choking that sensitive spot just below the head.
I gasped. The pleasure was almost excruciating.
Tonya started to tickle the base of my cock with the tip of her tongue. After a moment I felt her dancing tongue start to climb the sensitive underside of my miniature pole. At the same time she slowly pulled her strangling fingers back down to their starting point at the base of my stiff shaft.
As soon as her tongue reached the head of my penis Tonya gave it several kisses and then she parted her lips and sucked it into her mouth. At the same time she wrapped three of her fingers around my tiny shaft and gave it a very firm squeeze. This caused a wave of intense pleasure to ripple through my loins.
It was wonderful, even amazing, but I understood that it was only the first of the pleasures I was about to experience. I held my breath in anticipation of what was to come.
Tonya didn't disappoint me. Still maintaining her tight grip, she started sucking on the engorged head of my penis while she pumped her fingers up and down my stiff shaft. She was still moving slowly, the pleasure she was causing was so intense that it was almost painful.
Tonya increased her tempo. My breath caught. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the incredible sensations created by the combination of her mouth and her fingers. Suddenly my entire body started to tingle and I felt the familiar warm glow beginning to radiate through my loins. I immediately recognized what was happening. These sensations were the harbingers of an impending orgasm.
I started to panic. I didn't want to cum this quickly. Of course I was enjoying Tonya's blow job and I wanted to prolong the pleasure I was experiencing for as long as possible; but that wasn't the actual cause of my panic. There was another much more important reason for me to try to keep from cumming. I wanted to show my wife and her friend that I actually could control my orgasms. I wanted to prove to them that I was a better lover than they thought I was.
Tonya kept pumping and sucking my penis. I wanted to beg her to stop. I needed a break. A few seconds was all I had to have. I just needed a chance to compose myself so that we could keep going.
Tonya didn't give me a break. I knew she wouldn't. I guessed that this was still the early stages of her blow job. I was certain that the stud lovers that she and my wife enjoyed would still easily be in full control of themselves at this point.
I was desperate. I needed something to divert my attention from the intense pleasure that Tonya was giving me. I tried dividing 18648 by 312. I was attempting to multiply 312 by 6 when the damn burst. I felt my butt muscles tighten and then my tiny cock pumped out its first spurt of semen.
Tonya kept sucking on my penis while I ejaculated my cum into her mouth. It felt wonderful. It had been months since I'd had an orgasm that intense. I finished cumming, but Tonya kept sucking my penis. She kept sucking it until it was completely limp. Finally she took it out of her mouth, sat up and looked at me.
There was a huge smile on her face. She waited for a moment and then she asked, "Timmy, did you enjoy that?"
Tonya had just given me the greatest blow job of my life. I realized that I should have been thanking her profusely, but I didn't. At that moment I felt disheartened and embarrassed. I had so desperately wanted to prove to my wife that I could last, that I could control myself, that I was a good lover; but I'd failed. I knew that I was being petty. I knew that I should just forget about my failure and be happy, but I couldn't.
I understood that I had to say something to Tonya, so I pulled myself together and quietly said, "Thank you, that was very nice."
My response exasperated Kelly. "Nice! Timmy, what's the matter with you? Tonnie just gave you her very best blow job and all you can say is that it was nice? Timmy most men will go through their entire lives and never experience a blow job like that one. Nice? It wasn't nice, it was great."
Kelly was angry with me and I didn't blame her. I needed to get my emotions under control. I had to give Tonya a proper thank you and explain my behavior.
Tonya was staring at me. I could see that her feelings were hurt. I felt awful.
I took a deep breath. "Tonya I'm sorry. I didn't mean to be ungrateful. It really was the greatest blow job that I've ever experienced in my entire life."
Tonya smiled at me.
I smiled back. "I acted the way I did because I'm disappointed and ashamed of myself. I desperately wanted to prove to you and Kelly that I could control myself."
I sighed. "But I couldn't. I guess I'll always be a lousy lover."
Shaking her head, Tonya looked at my wife. "Can I have him for a minute?"
Kelly nodded.
Tonya took my hand. "Come here baby doll."
She pulled me to her, wrapped her arms around my shoulders and held me firmly against her naked breasts. "Sweetie, you have nothing to be ashamed about. Yes, there are men who can last much longer than you did; but you lasted longer than many of the businessmen I entertain." She kissed my forehead. "And you're not a lousy lover. You're a very caring and sensitive lover. Timmy you just gave me two of the most intense orgasms I've ever experienced."
Gently stroking my cheek, she said; "Baby, Kelly and I could work with you a little bit on improving your control. Would you like that?"
I nodded. "Yes, I'd like that very much."
Tonya giggled. "I would too. I think the training exercises might be very exciting for all of us."
She patted my cheek. "Are you okay now baby?"
I smiled at her. "Yes, I think I am. I'm sorry I acted like a child."
Tonya shook her head. "No it's okay. You don't need to apologize. I understand. I'm certain that knowing that we can compare you to an army of other men might give you a little performance anxiety. Just remember that there are lots of different ways that people can excel. Big cocked lovers who can fuck for hours are actually quite easy to find. A sensitive man who knows how to satisfy a woman with his tongue is much rarer."
She laughed. "Besides, if you learn to control yourself, you'll have to become a stud and then we won't be able to play our domination games anymore. Timmy I like you just the way you are."
Kelly nodded in agreement. "Timmy, please don't try to change. I love my tiny dicked pussylicker."
Grinning, I shook my head and said; "All right, I guess I'll just have to be satisfied with my role as my wife's cuckold wimp."
Kelly took a deep breath when she heard me say that. "Timmy, there is nothing in this world that would make me happier."
Tonya glanced at the clock on Kelly's makeup table. "Damn look at the time." She stood up and started grabbing her clothes. "Guys I have to run. I just barely have enough time to clean up and drive out to Eagle Lake."
Kelly looked at her. "Can we do anything to help you?"
She shook her head. "No I just have to take a quick shower, put on fresh makeup and get dressed. The clothes I'm going to wear are already laid out in my office."
Tonya was holding her clothes in a bundle, but she didn't make any effort to put them on. Instead she just walked to the door to hallway and opened it. As she left she said, "Kelly I'll call you tomorrow. Timmy it was a pleasure to meet you. I really like you. I hope we can become very close friends." And then she left, closing the door behind her.
As soon as she was gone I turned to my wife. "She went out in the hall without putting her clothes back on."
Kelly smiled at me. "Don't worry, no one will be offended. People are used to seeing us run around naked at this end of the hall. That's why they put our offices way down here." She laughed. "And I guess there's another reason too."
"What's that?"
"You may have noticed that once in a while it gets a little noisy down here."
I remembered the way Tonya had screamed while she was having her orgasms and smiled at my wife. "Yes, I understand."
Kelly stood up. "Come on Timmy. Let's get dressed and gather up some of my lingerie. We have a big evening ahead of us, and right now I'm getting hungry. As soon as we get home I want my little cuckold wimp to make me some dinner."
I stood up. As I was picking up my underwear I smiled at my wife and said, "Ms. Mason, I would love to make dinner for you."
I was about to step into my boxer shorts when Kelly stopped me. "Timmy what are you doing?"
"Putting on my underwear, why?"
"That's not the underwear that Tonya gave you."
I stared at my wife. She had a wicked grin on her face. It took me a moment to actually grasp what she was saying to me. I was a little shocked by the implication of her statement, but the tingling in my balls revealed my true feelings. "Are you telling me that you want me to wear those pink panties?"
"Didn't you just say that you were going to be happy with your role as my cuckold wimp?"
I could feel my penis beginning to grow. Still, I stared at the floor in embarrassment.
Kelly wasn't about to give me any quarter. "Wouldn't you agree that pink panties are the appropriate underwear for a tiny dicked pussylicker?"
I realized exactly what Kelly was doing and I had to admit that it was very exciting. I decided that this was not the time to be coy. I grinned at my wife and said; "Yes Ms. Mason, I do."
She nodded. "Very good." She walked over, picked up the panties and handed them to me. "Put them on. When we're going through my lingerie drawers we'll pick out several more pairs for you. I don't think I'm ever going to allow you to wear men's underwear again. From now on it's going to be nothing but panties for you pussyboy."
She paused for a moment. "Of course, if you really don't want me to make this demand, you could always say check."
I shook my head. "No Ms. Mason, I'm not going to say check." Smiling at Kelly, I added; "But I am going to beg you to not make me wear these panties or turn me into your little cuckold wimp or start dating other men."
This was of course the code that Tonya had just taught me to use. If I was really enjoying something that she and Kelly were doing I was to beg them to stop doing it. That way they could pretend to be cruel doms and callously ignore my pleas for mercy as they ruthlessly kept doing whatever it was that they were doing at the time. Of course this only worked because we had a real safe word. A word I could use if I really did want them to stop. Our safe word was check.
Realizing what I was doing, Kelly started giggling and then she winked at me and gently slapped me across the face. "Silence! You will wear whatever I tell you to wear. Is that clear slave?"
Trembling with excitement, I meekly bowed my head and said, "Yes Ms. Mason, I understand."
"And I don't have to turn you into my little cuckold wimp. You already are my little cuckold wimp."
Kelly paused for a moment and then she quietly asked, "Are you really willing to let me date other men?"
I smiled at her. "Yes, of course I am. I want you to date other men. I never wanted you to stop dating other men. I just don't ever want you to lie to me about it."
"When can I start?"
I chuckled. "It's been several days since you've had a good fuck hasn't it?"
Suddenly Kelly looked down at the floor. "I'm sorry Timmy. I wasn't thinking. That was an awful thing to ask you today."
I put my arms around my wife and hugged her. "No, it was okay. I know you. You're Kelly Mason. We've been together for over four years now. I know exactly how much you love a good fuck. I love you Kelly. I want you to have that."
I kissed her cheek. "Now tell me, when was the last time you got boinked by a guy with a nice big cock?"
Kelly laughed. "Boinked?"
"I think that was your word. I clearly remember you using it earlier today."
She nodded, "You're right, I admit it. I did." Then the expression on her face became much more serious and she asked, "Do you really want to know?"
"Yes, of course I do. I always want to know."
"It was a week ago last Saturday. There was a dinner party at Eagle Lake. My date was a middle aged businessman from Dallas. He really wasn't all that big, but he knew how to use what he had and he could go all night. He fucked me three times." She giggled. "He really wore me out."
"What about the guy in Vegas last week?"
Kelly shrugged. "He was a nice guy, but mostly he just wanted to be seen in the casino with a sexy blond. That's why I brought that outrageous dress."
I smiled. "I'd still like to see you wearing it."
"It's in the closet. I'll bring it home and wear it for you tonight." She giggled. "Maybe you could put on your sports jacket and a tie and we could pretend we were out for dinner."
"Why don't we go out for dinner for real? We have a lot to celebrate. We could go to the Kensington Grill."
Kelly shook her head. "Oh no Timmy, I could never wear that dress to the Kensington Grill. It's much too risque for that restaurant. Besides, I don't have a job anymore. We have to save our money."
"Kelly, we have a huge savings account. We can afford one dinner in a fancy restaurant."
"It would be fun to go out." My wife thought for a moment and then she said, "I could never wear that dress to the Kensington Grill, but I could wear it to the Goldenrod Supper club. Would you like to go there?"
"I've never been to the Goldenrod Supper Club. Is the food good?"
"It's not as good as the Kensington Grill, but they do have great steaks."
Kelly looked at me. "Timmy, when I was working for JTandR I ate at the Goldenrod Supper Club at least two nights a week. That was one of the parts of my life that I kept hidden from you. I think we should go there." She smiled. "This might be one way that you could learn a little more about what my life was like when I was working as a hostess."
I thought about this for a moment and then I said, "That sounds like a very good idea. I would love to try the Goldenrod Supper Club."
"This is going to be so much fun. I know everyone at that restaurant."
Kelly paused. She seemed to be thinking. After a second she said, "Timmy we could pretend like it's one of my dates in Vegas." She giggled. "And you can be my date. As soon as we get back to the house we'll clean up and get ready to go. Right before we leave I'll give you a blow job. That's the way I always did it. When I met a guy in his hotel room I'd give him a blow job right before we left for dinner. It seemed to take a little of the pressure off and make the dinner a bit more relaxed. Otherwise most of the guys were so anxious about getting me into bed that we couldn't enjoy the evening."
I nodded. "That makes sense."
"Anyway, after I give you a blow job I'll fix my make up and we can go." Kelly shook her head. "Giving a blow job really does mess up a girl's makeup, especially her lipstick"
"You mentioned that earlier today."
"Did I? Oh sorry."
"No, it's okay, I love hearing about all of these details."
"Really?"
"Yes, really."
"Maybe over dinner I can tell you about some of my dates."
"I'd enjoy that."
Kelly licked her lips. "Will stories like that get you all hot and bothered?"
I laughed. "Yes, I'm quite certain that they will."
"Good, because after we're finished with dinner we going to go back to the house. As soon as we get home I'm going to do a little strip tease for you. I love to do that. I love to dance for a guy before we start fooling around. It's gets them really hot." She giggled. "It also gets me really hot. Timmy, I've discovered that I'm a dedicated exhibitionist."
I looked at Kelly. "You've never done a strip tease for me." It just sort of popped out and I regretted it as soon as I said it.
Kelly stared at me for a moment and then she sighed. "Timmy I'm so sorry. I didn't start doing them until I became a hostess and then well..."
I kissed Kelly's cheek. "It's okay. I shouldn't have said anything. Let's forget about it. I'm already looking forward to seeing you do a strip tease tonight."
Kelly hugged me. "Timmy, I'm afraid that there are lots of things I've done for other guys that I've never done for you. After I started working at JTandR my professional life revolved around sex and I became more and more adventurous. Sweetheart I'm sorry that I shut you out of that part of my life. I promise that I'll try to make it up to you by doing all of those things for you as soon as I possibly can."



I held Kelly in my arms. "Hey, I'm sure you will. Don't worry, we have lots of time."
My wife sighed. "Yes we do. We have our whole lives ahead of us, but I'm still still sorry that I haven't been taking care of you. I've been a lousy wife."
I smiled. "It's okay, I know you'll make it up to me, now let's get back to tonight. What's going to happen after you do your strip tease for me."
Kelly laughed. "Don't you know?"
"No, I've never been on a date like this."
"Silly boy, you're going to fuck me and after you're done fucking me I'm going to tease you and play with you until you get another erection and then you're going to fuck me again." Kelly seductively brushed her lips across my neck. "And if you'd like it, after you're done fucking me the second time I'll try to get you hard again so that you can fuck me a third time."
"What if you start to get tired?"
"It doesn't matter. I'm a courtesan. Pleasing you is my job." She giggled. "And a guy has to be pretty good to wear me out."
"Did you ever meet a guy who could wear you out?"
"Yes, once in a while I'd end up with a real rabbit. I'd usually find those guys during the sex parties at Eagle Lake and Evergreen."
"What did you do?"
"When a guy can get it up a fourth or a fifth time, he can also usually go for a really long time on those later erections. If my pussy started to get sore, I'd just invite him to fuck my ass for a while."
My wife laughed. "That invitation always gets an enthusiastic response. Most guys also get so excited when they're doing it that they cum right away."
Kelly paused. After a moment she said, "Once in a great while I'd meet a rammer and jammer who could get it up three or four times. Rammers and jammers aren't much fun and they really can wear out my pussy." She chuckled. "And I definitely don't want those guys fucking my ass. That could hurt."
"So what did you do with those guys?"
"I'd just start giving them blow jobs." Kelly shrugged. "Timmy after they've fucked me once or twice, most guys are pretty content to lie back and let me suck their cocks."
"You were really good at your job, weren't you."
Kelly nodded. "Yes Timmy I was."
"You enjoyed it too, didn't you."
"Yes I did, very much."
Kelly and I silently smiled at each other.
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Kelly patted my pantie covered butt. "Sweetie let's finish getting dressed. We have a big night ahead of us."
Both of us hurriedly put on our clothes. As soon as we were dressed we went back into Kelly's office closet. Tonya had brought us four shopping bags and I excitedly watched while Kelly filled them with sexy lingerie, exotic dresses and several pairs of spike heeled shoes.
After she was done she turned to me and said, "There, that should be enough sexy clothing for several very hot fashion shows." She winked at me. "I also packed a nice selection of panties for you."
I laughed. "Well I certainly appreciate that."
Kelly playfully punched my arm. "You'd damn well better appreciate it pussyboy."
She walked over to the closet rod and picked up the dress she'd worn in Las Vegas the previous week. It was the dress I'd found in her overnight bag and it was also the dress she was going to wear to dinner tonight at the Goldenrod Supper Club. It was still on its hanger.
Handing it to me, she said; "Here, drape this over your arm. If we try to pack it in one of the shopping bags it will be too wrinkled to wear tonight. Once we get to my car we can hang it in the back seat."
I followed Kelly's instruction and carefully draped the dress over my arm. It wasn't all that difficult. The black cocktail dress was so skimpy that it was more like draping a tee shirt over my arm.
Kelly handed me two of the shopping bags. One of them was filled with shoes. "Can you carry these along with the dress."
I nodded. "No problem."
She smiled. "Good, let's go."
I followed her out of the walk in closet. As we reentered Kelly's old office we were both startled to see a slender, elderly man sitting in the easy chair next to Kelly's old desk.
Kelly's face broke into a huge grin. She set her shopping bags down and ran over to him with her arms outstretched.
He stood up to meet her. Kelly threw her arms around the man and gave him a big hug.
As she was hugging him he said, "Were you planning to leave without stopping to say hello?"
My wife kissed his cheek and stepped back. "I'm sorry Wendell, I was afraid that you might be too busy to see me."
He shook his head. "Kelly honey, I'll always make time for you."
Kelly turned to me. "Wendell, this is my husband Tim Jamieson. You can call him Timmy. Timmy this is my good friend Wendell Tyler."
Mr. Tyler stepped forward and extended his hand. "Timmy it is a pleasure to finally meet you. Kelly has told me so many wonderful things about you."
I shook his hand and said; "Mr. Tyler, it's nice to meet you too. Kelly has also said some very nice things about you."
"Please call me Wendell."
I smiled. "Thank you."
Wendell looked at Kelly. "I would assume that seeing the two of you together is a good sign."
Kelly nodded.
He turned to me. "Timmy you have a wonderful wife. While she was at JTandR she and I have become very close friends and I rarely form friendships with the people who work for me."
He paused. He seemed to be thinking about his next words. After a moment he continued. "Timmy it appears that your wife made some very poor choices during the past year and I gather that those choices have jeopardized your marriage. I want you to know that last Friday she spent over two hours talking with me about this and I do believe that she deeply regrets making those choices. I hope you will be able to find it in your heart to forgive her."
He sighed. "I also want to assure you that if I'd known that you weren't aware of what she was doing, I never would have allowed Kelly to work as a hostess. Please forgive me for that."
I smiled at him. "I have already forgiven her and Kelly has told me about the friendship that the two of you have, so I am also willing to forgive you."
We smiled at each other.
"But there are still some questions about the conduct of your firm in this matter."
He nodded. "Yes and I understand that you and Martin are currently involved in negotiations regarding those questions."
"That's correct."
"Then it would be inappropriate for us to have any further discussions about those issues."
"I think that would be wise."
Wendell turned to Kelly. "Your husband is a very intelligent man."
Kelly stared at me for a moment and then she said, "Yes he is."
"As your friend I would counsel you to follow his lead in these upcoming discussions."
"I don't know anything about any upcoming discussions." Kelly had a puzzled expression on her face.
Wendell looked at me.
"We're still working on piecing together everything that's happened during the past several months. We haven't yet had an opportunity to discuss either the present or the future."
Wendell nodded. "I see, well it appears that my comments may have been premature. When you told me that you've forgiven Kelly I was hoping that the past had been put to rest."
"We're very close, but we have a couple of issues left that we still have to address. We're moving slowly. Over the past several months we've grown apart. Right now we're focusing on renewing our relationship."
Warren turned to Kelly. He picked up her hand and held it between both of his hands. "Listen to me kiddo, during the past year you've spent hours extolling the virtues of this man. Now that I've finally met him, my first impression is that you weren't exaggerating. I repeat my earlier admonition. Kelly I know that you are bright, strong willed and independent. You like to fight your own battles, but I think this is an excellent time for you to trust Timmy. Let him work all of this out. Follow his lead. You're going to be too personally involved in this situation. It will be very easy for you to start thinking with your emotions rather than your brain."
Kelly shook her head. "I'm very confused. I don't have any idea what you're talking about."
He squeezed her hand. "When he thinks the time is right, Timmy will explain it all to you. Right now it appears that his priority is saving your marriage and I have to say that I agree with him. Please Kelly, just promise me that you will follow Timmy's lead."
My wife nodded. "Wendell you've always given me good advice in the past, so I'll listen to you now. I promise you that I will listen to Timmy and follow his lead."
Wendell kissed her cheek. "Thank you. Kelly, I Hope that when all of this is finally over we can still be friends."
Kelly stared at him. "I can't possibly imagine a situation where that wouldn't be the case."
Wendell sighed. "I fear that it's very likely that the next few weeks will test that assumption."
He paused for a moment and then he shook his head. "I'm sorry, I've probably already said too much."
After another pause he smiled at both of us and said, "I'm so happy that the two of you are trying to work things out and save your marriage." He patted my shoulder. "Timmy I admire you. Many men would have strangled Kelly when they found out what she'd been doing."
I shrugged. "Despite everything that's happened, I still love Kelly. More than anything I want to be with her. If I strangled her or took the more reasonable course of divorcing her, I wouldn't be able to be with her. The only way I can get what I want is to forgive her."
Wendell looked at Kelly. "And that's why you need to follow his lead right now. Even in an extremely emotional situation he's able to think with his brain." He glanced at his watch. "I have to run. There's a party out a Eagle Lake tonight and Martin wants me to be there." He laughed. "I'm getting too old for these things. I'll probably fall asleep during dinner."
He turned. As he stepped out the door he looked over his shoulder and said, "Kelly if you're still speaking to me next week, let's have lunch. Give Stella a call so she can put it on my calendar." And then, without waiting for an answer, he left.
As soon as he was gone Kelly looked at me. "Timmy what's going on? What could possibly make Wendell think that I might not be willing to speak to him next week? Have they done something awful?"
I picked up my two shopping bags. "Grab your bags, let's go down to your car. The issues that Wendell was mentioning have to do with our relationship with JTandR. Right now our relationship with each other is more important to me and I hope it's also more important to you."
Kelly picked up her shopping bags. "Of course it is, but I still don't understand."
"Don't worry, you will."
When we got to Kelly's Mercedes I loaded the shopping bags into the trunk while she hung her dress in the back seat. Once that was done we got into her car, left the parking ramp and started the drive home.
As soon as Kelly turned onto Second Street she glanced over at me and said, "Okay, what's going on with JTandR? What was Wendell talking about?"
I sighed. "Kelly, you're going to have to be patient with me on this one. I really do believe that we need to finish repairing our marriage before we start addressing our relationship with JTandR."
"Why do you say our relationship with JTandR? I was the only one who had a relationship with the firm."
"No, you're my wife. You're relationship with the firm had an enormous effect on our relationship with each other, so I think we do have to talk about our relationship with JTandR." I paused. After a moment I said, "Kelly I wish Wendell hadn't said anything at all. I'd planned to wait until tomorrow or even Friday before I broached this issue."
"Is it that bad?"
"No it's not, but it's complicated. It's going to require a very lengthy discussion on our part and right now I'd rather put that time and energy into restoring our marriage. I understand that you're curious, but please try to forget about this for a little while."
"But it's not bad?"
"No, but it is very complicated and merits a great deal of discussion. In the end, it could actually turn out to be good."
Kelly shrugged. "Okay, I'll try to forget about it for a little while."
We were both quiet for a moment and then Kelly glanced at me and said, "Okay, what do you want to talk about?"
I smiled at her. "Tell me more about the trip to Las Vegas last week. Up in your office you implied that the guy wasn't a very good fuck.
Kelly chuckled. "You're a perv."
I laughed. "Is that a new discovery for you? Remember, while we were in college I was tho one who used to write fantasy stories about your dates with other guys. After you got home from those dates you used to sit on my face and tell me every minute detail about the sex you had while I licked your pussy,"
Kelly grinned at me. "That was fun, wasn't it?"
"Yes it was."
"Okay, the guy in Vegas last week." She thought for a moment. Finally she turned to me. "Actually, I really don't know if he was a good lay. He never fucked me."
"He never fucked you?'
She nodded. "That wasn't all that uncommon. I gave him a blow job when we met in his hotel room before dinner and I gave him another blow job when we returned to his room after he was finished gambling in the casino. As soon as he came from the second blow job he thanked me and told me I was done for the night. He wanted to go to sleep. I'm pretty sure he had a good time. Some guys were just like that. It was my job to give them what they wanted. He mostly wanted to be seen in the casino with a hot blond hanging on his arm."
"I can understand that. What about the guy at the Calvert Hotel?"
"He was a nice guy, but he couldn't fuck worth a damn. He was a rammer and jammer."
"A rammer and jammer? You used that phrase earlier, what does it mean?"
"You know, he had no rhythm or style. He just stuck his dick inside me and rammed it in and out as fast and hard as he possibly could. I gave him a blow job and then he fucked me two times. He could get it up all right, but who cares. I mean an occasional burst of hard and fast is fun, but if a guy wants to give a girl a good fuck, he's got to slow down and get into a nice rhythm. He's got try to vary the tempo just a little bit. Fucking is a lot like dancing." She shook her head. "I'll bet he was a terrible dancer. He got off, but I sure didn't."
"The guy you told me about earlier, the guy at Eagle Lake the weekend before last. Did you get off with him?"
Grinning at me, Kelly said; "Oh yes, several times. He was a very nice fuck."
"So it's been over a week and a half since you've been properly laid."
Kelly laughed. "Listen to you, properly laid. It's almost sounds like you want other guys to fuck me."
I stared at Kelly. "I do want other guys to fuck you."
"Why? When we were in college I thought you put up with it so you could stay with me. That's one of the reasons I tried to stop when we got married. I was afraid you might leave me if I kept dating other guys and I didn't want to lose you."
"That may have been partially true when we first started hanging around with each other. I mean it did take me a while to get used to the idea that you were letting other guys fuck you."
I shrugged. "And I really was afraid that if I objected you would have stopped seeing me. Kelly you're so beautiful and you were always surrounded by so many handsome men. I was always worried that you were going to dump me for one of them."
She smiled at me. "I didn't dump you because I was head over heels in love with you. Timmy I enjoy being with you. I not only love you, you're my best friend."
"I finally did figure that out." I paused for a moment and then I quietly added. "Although I do have to admit that during the past two months I started to question that belief again."
Kelly sighed. "Timmy I..."
"Don't worry, we've moved on from that. I'm no longer worried that you're in love with another man and except for the past several weeks, it's been a long time since I've worried that you might fall in love with anyone else. In fact, that confidence is one of the reasons I can be comfortable knowing that you let other men fuck you."
"What do you mean?"
"As I got to know you, I learned that you clearly differentiated between love and sex. When you're with other men you suck their cocks and let them fondle you and fuck you; but you just do it for fun. I don't believe that you ever make love to them.
Kelly nodded. "You're the only one I make love to."
"I know. By the time we were juniors I understood that when you let another guy fuck you, it really was just sex." I shrugged. "After I figured that out, I rarely felt jealous anymore."
"You never had to be jealous. We used spend a lot of time taking about that when we first started hanging around together."
"I know, but there were times when I was jealous. It was hard not to be. I was just afraid to tell you about it. I was afraid you might refuse to see me anymore."
"I never would have done that. By the end of our sophomore year I was already in love with you."
"And I was in love with you by then too." I smiled at Kelly. "It was my love for you that eventually caused me to not only accept that fact that you were going to have sex with other men, but to actually begin wanting you to do it."
Kelly turned and looked at me. "Now that I really don't understand."
"Keep your eyes on the road."
My wife laughed. "Okay."
As soon as Kelly's attention was again focused on her driving I said, "There are several reasons that I want you to date other men. We both know that I'm a masochist. I get a huge thrill from the pain of knowing that other men are enjoying your body. I also enjoy the humiliation of being your cuckold." I smiled at Kelly. "And of course the fact that you date other men while I'm required to remain completely faithful to you is, in my mind, the ultimate demonstration of your total domination of me."
My wife glanced at me and smiled. "That last reason gets me very excited."
I chuckled. "It gets me excited too."
I took a deep breath. "All of those reasons are important, but they all pale when compared to the major reason."
"What's the major reason?" Kelly giggled. "I mean all of the ones you just listed seem pretty good to me." She winked at me. "Especially that last one."
I rolled my eyes. "I'm trying to be serious."
"Sorry." Her expression became very serious. "What's the most important reason?"
"It's actually very simple. I love you. I know how much sex means to you and I know how much you enjoy a variety of partners. Because I love you, I want you to have that pleasure."
"Timmy I've never said this to you, but I really do love cocks."
I chuckled. "That's not a very well kept secret."
Kelly stuck her tongue out a me. "Hush! Now I'm the one who's trying to be serious."
"Sorry."
She sighed. "What I'm trying to tell you is that I love them. I adore them, I think about them all the time. I don't care if they're hard or soft, big or small, or circumcised or uncircumcised. I don't care what color they are or how old their owners are. I just love them. The first time I ever saw one I knew that it was special and I've been crazy about them ever since." She chuckled. "Some women love to raise flowers, others love to cook. I love to play with cocks. Encountering a new cock, a cock that I've never seen or touched before is an indescribable thrill for me. Timmy I can't explain it and from the first moment that I discovered this passion I've felt guilty about it, but I can't help it. It's almost like an addiction for me. I love cocks and I want to touch, feel, play with, suck and get fucked by as many of them as I possibly can."
Kelly shook her head, "I called it an addiction, and maybe it is; but is it a harmful addiction? It doesn't hurt me and it doesn't hurt the men I'm with." Suddenly she stopped. After a moment she quietly said, "But I fear that it does hurt the man I love."
She took a deep breath. "But I need variety. I crave variety. When I meet a new man everything is an adventure. I revel in the color and texture of his skin, the way he smells, the taste of his cock and the taste of his cum. Some men are more dominant in bed, others are more submissive. Some of them have firm, well developed muscles, others are soft. Some guys have big cocks some of them have little cocks; but it doesn't matter, I think all of them are fun."
She glanced over at me, "Timmy does that make me a whore?"
I shook my head. "No, not in my mind. It just makes you a woman who has a passion for sex. You're right, it doesn't hurt either you or the men your with." I paused and looked at Kelly. "I do think there is one very important detail that you have to consider. It doesn't hurt your partners as long as they understand why you're sharing their bed. It's important that all of them understand that you're just having fun with them. They need to know that there isn't any chance at all for them to establish a relationship with you."
Kelly nodded. "That's why the job at JTandR was so wonderful. It was purely business and fun and everyone knew it."
I touched Kelly's knee. "A minute ago you said that you fear that your appetite for sex hurts the man you love."
I paused for a moment and then I said, "I'm that man, and I assure you that as long as I know about what you're doing, it doesn't hurt me." I smiled at her."So it seems to me that as long as everyone knows that it's just for fun, it doesn't hurt anyone at all."



Kelly smiled back at me. "I definitely married the right man.
For a moment we rode together in silence. Finally I turned to my wife and said, "Kelly there are a couple of questions that I have to ask you. The first one may seem trivial to you, but it's extremely important to me. I expect that you will find the second one to be very difficult."
Kelly sighed, but then she nodded and said; "Yes, I know you're right. We have to do this. Go ahead, I'll tell you anything you want to know."
I took a deep breath. "Tell me about the weekend of the Superbowl. That was the first time I began to worry that I was losing you. Do you remember that weekend?"
"Yes, I remember it very well. I don't think I'll ever be able to forget that weekend." She looked at me. "Timmy I'm so sorry about what happened."
"It's okay, I'm all done being angry with you. I just want you to tell me about it."
"Timmy, when I think about it, I'm not so sure this is a good idea. It might be better if you never hear about some of the things I've done."
I shook my head. "No, if our marriage is going to work, we can't have any secrets. If we do, it won't be long until you start hiding things from me again."
"No! I promise I won't do that."
"Think about it Kelly. It will be perfectly innocent at first. It might be a very handsome man who gets you really hot. A guy like Chris. You discover that you have a little crush on him. It's nothing major, just a passing fancy. You start seeing him once or twice a week, but you decide that it would be better not to tell me. It's just going to be a little fling, but you're not sure I'll understand and you don't want me to make me jealous. It's not long before you have to start lying to me to cover up your dates. Once you've started lying the guilt follows and we've both learned that the guilt soon turns into anger."
"Timmy, I'll never have a crush on anyone but you."
I smiled at her. "Kelly honey, can you tell me that you didn't have a crush on Chris Kendricks?"
Kelly sighed. "No I guess I can't, but it was just a little one and I never stopped loving you."
I patted her leg. "It's okay, I expect that you will develop an occasional crush on one of your lovers. I suspect that it's probably inevitable. I'm very confident in the strength of our love for each other and I believe that the only way one of these crushes could hurt us is if you try to hide it from me. When it happens you need to let me know. You have to tell me all about him. You can treat me like a girlfriend and tell me all your secrets. You can rave about him and tell me how handsome and sexy he is. You can describe every minute detail of the wonderful sex you have with him."
"Timmy won't that make you insanely jealous?"
"Yes it certainly will, but maybe we could make it into a game. You could get a little sadistic about it and tell me what a great lover he is and how I could never be his equal. You could use him to torture me."
"But Timmy..."
"Kelly we have to rely on the strength of our love."
"Do you promise you won't leave me if I have an occasional romance with another man?"
I laughed. "Yes I can assure you that I will never leave you."
She smiled at me. "I promise that no matter what happens, I'll always come back to you."
"I know."
We both stared at the road in silence. After a moment Kelly said, "Timmy I think there still may be some things that happened while I worked for JtandR that shouldn't be discussed."
"Did you do things that you're ashamed about?"
"No, but I'm afraid you might be ashamed of me."
"But you're not ashamed about anything you did?"
"No it was just sex. Sometimes it got a little kinky, that's all."
"Did anyone ever make you do something you didn't want to do?"
"No, everyone was always very considerate of my feelings, but sometimes I did things that might shock some people."
"You mean like your sisters and your mother?"
Kelly laughed. "Yes like my sisters and my mother."
"Did you enjoy being kinky?"
She took a deep breath. "Yes, very much. It made me feel wicked."
"Then I suspect that you're going to want to do some of those things again. Are you going to lie to me when that happens?"
Kelly whispered, "No."
"Don't get you think it's better to just get it all out in the open?"
"Do you promise not to hate me?"
I laughed. "Yes Kelly, I promise."
I paused for a moment and then I said, "Kelly I'm pretty open minded about sex. You're my wife and I'm urging you to brazenly date other men. I'm asking you, no begging you to cuckold me. I just finished giving you permission to sadistically torment me with the details of a love affair you might have with another man. Over the past year I've allowed you to gradually turn me into your personal slave. That's pretty kinky, I think it might shock a whole lot of people."
My wife took a quick glance at me. "Do you really see yourself as my personal slave? I mean full time, for real."
Suddenly my entire body started tingling. I quietly answered, "Yes, I think I do."
"Timmy, that makes me so hot. My pussy is dripping wet."
"And my little penis is very hard."
I thought for a moment and then I smiled and said, "Think about this. If I really am your slave, then I actually don't have the right to judge your behavior. You're my superior. You're free to do anything you want and if you like, you can rub my face in it after you've done it."
Kelly giggled. "Timmy you really are just as kinky as I am."
"Yes, that's true. I am just as kinky as you are, so there really isn't any reason that you shouldn't tell me about all the wicked things you did while you worked for JtandR."
Smiling, Kelly nodded and said; "Okay, I'll start with the Superbowl weekend."
Kelly took a minute to think and then she quietly said, "The Wednesday morning before the Superbowl I was in Martin Jackson's office giving him a blow job."
She looked over at me. "It's okay for me to tell you things like that, isn't it?"
I smiled. "Yes, in fact I want you to tell me things like that."
She nodded. "After I made him cum I stood up and started getting dressed." Kelly glanced over at me. "Martin always liked me to be naked while I was sucking his cock. Usually I did a little strip tease for him before I started his blow job."
I laughed. 'I'll bet that's a pretty hot show."
Kelly grinned at me. "Oh yes, when we get to the house you're going to get a chance to see it for yourself."
I winked at her. "I can't wait."
"Anyway, while I was getting dressed Martin told me that the firm needed me to work that weekend."
She looked at me. "I tried to get out of it, I really did."
I nodded to her acknowledging that I believed her.
"I told him that the Superbowl was a big deal for both you and me. I explained that we had a little tradition for the weekend. We liked to spend Saturday night watching the show about all the parties and on Sunday evening we always ordered a pizza and watched the game together."
"Martin told me that he understood, but he said that this was a very special situation. Four of his oldest and most loyal investors were going to be here for a weekend visit. He explained that he'd told them about the gorgeous new hostess that was working for the firm and they were all excited to meet me."
My wife smiled at me. "He was flattering me and of course you know me. I fell for it. I asked him if the party couldn't be postponed until the following weekend, but as I was saying it I realized that I already knew the answer."
She shook her head. "Martin was extremely patient with me. He took the time to explain the problem. He pointed out that these were all important businessmen with very demanding schedules. Finding a weekend when all four of them could be free was exceedingly difficult. He said that they'd actually planned the party a year in advance. When he told me that, he apologized for not giving me more notice."
"That was nice of him."
"Yes it was. He went on to explain that Wendell, John, the four men who were coming into town and himself were all close friends with some very special common interests. They loved expensive wine, fine French cuisine and beautiful women. He added that all seven of them jokingly referred to themselves as the seven aficionados of fellatio."
She giggled. "Timmy that made me laugh. Martin told me that it was a joke, but he also said that like most jokes, it was based on fact. All seven of them really did love blow jobs. I was well aware of the fact that Martin and John both enjoyed having their cocks sucked." She rolled her eyes. "I should know, I spent several hours a week doing it for them. I also knew that when Wendell was younger he'd loved them too."
I smiled at Kelly. "It also explains why he was so anxious to have you at the party."
She nodded. "That's right and he was very direct about that. He told me that both he and John had been raving about my skill and passion for giving head and all four of their friends were eagerly looking forward to experiencing one of my blow jobs."
I chuckled. "I'm beginning to see where this is going."
"Yes, when Martin wants something he doesn't worry about subtlety when he's asking."
"I assume that you just told him that you'd do it."
"Actually I tried to propose a compromise."
"Really, what was it?"
"I asked him if the party could be held on Saturday night. I knew that they had no intention of watching the football game so it didn't seem like it should really matter and that way I could have been home with you on Sunday night."
"I assume that Martin told you that everything had been set up for Sunday night and the arrangements couldn't be changed at that late date."
"Yes he did say that, but he also gave me an even more compelling reason."
"What was that?"
"He told me that one of the four men was Sam Jacobs. Martin explained that Sam was Wendell Tyler's closest friend. When Wendell was starting his first business forty-five years ago he'd hired Sam to be his accountant. Sam had just graduated from college. Together they built a successful trucking company and sold it for several million dollars. Over the next thirty years they started six more companies and sold all of them for huge profits. After they sold their last business Sam moved to Los Angeles and started a small investment company that services a select group of very wealthy clients there. Wendell of course joined Martin, John and two other men and together they started the firm that eventually became JTandR."
"Okay, why was this a reason that the party had to be held on Sunday night?"
"Because Wendell wanted me to be able to spend Saturday night at the Calvert Hotel with Sam."
"You really like Wendell don't you?"
"Yes, you're my best friend, but Tonya and Wendell are my next closest friends."
"You didn't want to disappoint him, did you?"
"No."
"That put you in a real bind, didn't it?"
"Yes it did."
"So you told Martin that you'd do it."
"Yes, and he told me that if I explained the situation to you he was certain that you'd understand."
"He believed that I knew you were working as a hostess, didn't he?"
"Yes."
"He believed that because that's what you'd told him, correct?"
"Yes."
"So you were lying to both of us."
Kelly sighed. "Yes I was."
I patted her knee. "You really painted yourself into a corner, didn't you?"
She shook her head, "Yes, I really did."
We were both quiet for a moment and then Kelly said, "Timmy I need to say something to you."
"What is it?"
"When I came home that Friday night I was dreading having to tell you that I was going to be gone for most of the weekend. I'm so ashamed of myself when I remember that evening and think about how I acted. I was so mean to you. I didn't know what to do. I had to lie and I hated lying to you. I spent most of that night crying."
"I know, I heard you when I came to bed."
"The next morning you were so wonderful. You made French toast for me and then you actually apologized for pressuring me about my work schedule. Timmy you really are an extraordinary man."
I smiled at Kelly. "I remember that we also had some pretty hot sex that morning."
She giggled. "Yes we certainly did."
"So what happened on Saturday?"
"If you remember, I left at about three o'clock to go to work. I was scheduled to meet Sam and Wendell at eight o'clock for dinner at The Goldenrod Supper Club. All I had to do was stop at the office and change into some sexy lingerie and a cocktail dress. I could have left much later, but you were already questioning why I was going into work so late, so I didn't dare leave any later."
"I do remember wondering about that."
"Anyway, when I got into the office Tonya and Mandy were there. They told me that I was going to be putting on a sex show during the party the next night. Timmy, I'd watched Mandy, Keisha and Tonya all put on shows, but I'd never done one before. They told me that Antoine was going to be there too. I was going to be sucking his cock in front of everyone."
Kelly glanced over at me. "You remember who Antoine is don't you?"
"Yes, of course I do. He's the black guy with the big cock. The man that Mandy's going to have to deep throat tonight."
Kelly smiled. "Yes, that's Antoine." She took a deep breath. "The idea of doing a strip tease in front of seven men and then sucking a guys cock while all of those men were watching got me very excited."
"I'll bet you were feeling incredibly wicked, weren't you."
"Timmy, I really was."
I looked at Kelly. She was obviously getting aroused by her confession. I'd always known that she was an exhibitionist. She's always loved to tease men. Now, as I was learning more about her life as a hostess I was becoming increasingly aware of just how much of an exhibitionist she really was. I smiled to myself. In the future, we were going to be able to play some very exciting games.
Filing that thought in the back of my mind, I said; "Finish telling me about Saturday night."
"I killed a little more time with Tonya and Mandy and then I got dressed, put on fresh makeup and left for dinner. Timmy, Sam Jacobs was a younger version of Wendell." She giggled. "And they're both older versions of you. All three of you are charming and sweet and have a wonderful sense of humor. Wendell and Sam had me laughing all the way through dinner. By the time we were finishing our coffee I was very excited about the prospect of spending several hours playing with Sam in my room at the Calvert."
Kelly glanced over at me. "Timmy I'm sorry I wasn't with you that night, but I have to admit that I really did have a good time."
I smiled at her. "It's okay. I understand what happened. I know you like Wendell and I'm glad that Sam turned out to be nice."
She nodded. "Anyway, we split up when we left the restaurant. Wendell drove Sam to The Calvert and I took my car. You remember that at the Calvert I always met the guy in the room. We never went up together."
"Yes I remember."
Suddenly Kelly started to giggle.
I looked at her. "What's so funny?"
"Wendell was so cute when we were leaving the restaurant. He pulled me aside and whispered to me that he wanted me to be sure and do a strip tease for Sam. He said that Sam was very shy about sex and he was afraid that he'd never ask for it on his own."
"Did you do a strip for him."
"Of course I did. When I got to the room he was waiting for me inside. He'd already taken off his jacket, tie and shoes. As soon as the door was closed I pushed him down on the bed and slowly removed his shirt and pants. He already had an erection."
My wife smiled at me. "His cock was about the same size as yours. That made me happy."
"Why? I thought you loved big cocks."
"I do, but at that time I was already getting plenty of those. Because of you I have a real soft spot for guys with tiny dicks."
I chuckled. "You just love cocks of all sizes, don't you?"
Kelly laughed. "You know my secret buddy boy."
We took a moment to smile at each other and then she continued. "I pulled off his tee shirt and boxer shorts, fluffed up one of the pillows and told him to lie back and relax. Once he was settled I plugged my mp3 player into the stereo, turned on some music and started to dance for him."
"Stereos? Do the rooms at the Calvert come with stereo systems?"
"By that time I had room 1712. That was the room you followed me to that night. The firm leased the room. One of the reasons they did that was so we could leave some things there. In one of the dressers I had a very nice collection of dildos and vibrators. Some guys wanted a strip tease that was just a little bit more explicit."
"You really do enjoy putting on a show, don't you?"
Kelly took a deep breath. "Yes, I really do."
"So anyway, you were dancing for Sam."
"Yes I was and it was very sexy. I stared into his eyes while I slowly lowered my dress. He couldn't take his eyes off of me. We were both excited. His little cock was sticking straight up and my pussy was already wet. Under my dress I was wearing a half bra, garter belt, nylon stockings and a pair of lace panties. They were all black."
"I'll bet Sam loved your outfit."
"Yes he did. There was a great big smile on his face as I stepped out of my dress and laid it across the dresser and I heard him gasp when I reached back and unclasped my brassiere."
Kelly smiled at me. "Then I teased him Timmy. I held the half cups of my bra over my nipples while I danced for him. He was a shy man and a little submissive. I thought about making him beg to see my tits, but he was Wendell's friend and I really didn't know him very well, so I didn't think that would be appropriate."
I chuckled. "That was probably a good choice."
"When I took off my bra I wrapped it around his penis and stroked him for a moment. That's something that works much better with guys who have bigger cocks, but it was still fun. As I was pulling my bra off of his cock I used it to to gently whip him few times. He laughed nervously while I was doing that so I think he probably did have a little submissive streak."
Kelly glanced over at me and winked. "Submissive men really turn me on."
I grinned at my wife. "Then I must get you very excited, because I'm extremely submissive."
She laughed. "I'm figuring that out. Tonight you're going to be my date, but tomorrow night were going to spend some time finding out just how submissive you really are."
I smiled at Kelly. "Maybe the real question is how dominant are you?"
Kelly stared at me for a moment and then she asked, "Is that a challenge?"
I nodded. "Yes, I think it is."
She took a deep breath. "I can't wait for tomorrow night."
I laughed. "All right, let's get focused again. I'm enjoying this story."
Kelly giggled. "You really are a perv."
"Yes I am and so are you and I want you to remember that tomorrow night."
"Believe me buddy boy, I will."
Kelly was grinning as she watched the road ahead. It had been over a year since I'd sensed a bond between us that was as strong as the one that existed at that moment.
"Okay, so you just finished whipping Sam with your brassiere."
"That's right. After I whipped him I tossed my bra onto the dresser and then I turned and danced in place for him. Timmy, you know what I mean. I stood in front of Sam shaking my tits and wiggling my hips in time to the music. After about a minute I hooked the waist band of my panties with my thumbs and slowly pushed them down to my thighs. Sam gasped when he saw my shaved pussy."
Kelly glanced at me. "Lots of older guys get really turned on by a shaved pussy."
I winked at her. "So do lots of younger guys."
She laughed. "Sam sure loved my shaved pussy. He couldn't stop staring at it and I didn't really want him to stop staring, so I kept dancing for him. While I danced I slowly wiggled my panties down to my ankles and then I kicked them off. Now I was wearing nothing but my garter belt, nylon stocking and high heeled shoes."



"That's a very sexy outfit."
"Sam thought so too."
"What did you do next?"
"I kept dancing for him, but while I was dancing for him I started pulling on my right nipple with one hand while I rubbed my pussy with my other hand."
Kelly took a deep breath. "Timmy I felt like such a wicked slut."
"And you loved that, didn't you?"
"Yes, I did."
"I also like it when you're a wicked slut."
My wife stared at the road. I was certain that she was thinking about what I'd just said. After a moment she started to smile.
A few more seconds passed and then Kelly asked. "Do you want to hear what happened next?"
I nodded. "Yes, very much."
"When I'm entertaining a man at the Calvert, I almost always start out with a strip tease. I've never met a guy who didn't like that. Once I'm down to my nylons and garter belt I keep the music going and give him a lap dance. You know, like the ones the dancers give in strip clubs."
"Yes, I know. Before I met you I went to a strip club with a group of guys in my dorm. Most of them bought lap dances, but I didn't."
"Why didn't you?"
"I was afraid I might cum and mess up my pants."
Kelly smiled at me. I smiled back at her.
"Well if you had bought one, you would have learned that there are rules you have to follow while you're getting your lap dance."
"Yes, I know. I watched some of the other guys get their lap dances. They couldn't touch the dancers with their hands and it looked like the dancers couldn't touch the guy's crotches with their hands."
"Yes, those rules are pretty standard in most strip clubs." Kelly winked at me, "But there aren't any rules governing a lap dance when it's done in the privacy of a hotel room. A guy can touch me anywhere he wants and I can touch him anywhere I want." Kelly giggled. "And believe me, we do."
My breath caught as I visualized my beautiful wife sensuously moving to the heavy beat of a rhythm and blues song while she straddled a handsome man that she barely knew and allowed him to freely explore her nearly naked body.
I looked at Kelly. "Did you give Sam a lap dance?"
"Yes."
"Did you let him play with your tits and your pussy while you were doing it?"
"Yes, he pulled on my nipples and rubbed my clit. He was a good lover. He knew how to be rough with my nipples and gentle with my pussy. It felt wonderful. I let him fondle me for a few minutes and then I leaned over and whispered in his ear that I wanted to suck his cock. He gasped when he heard me say that."
"I'll bet he did."
Kelly smiled at me. "I slipped down his body so that I was lying on my stomach between his legs. Once I was in position I gently bent his little cock back and started licking his balls. Timmy he loved it, but I only did it for about a minute."
"Why?"
"I had him pretty worked up and I wanted to be sucking him when he came."
I nodded. I knew my wife. She loved having a guy cum in her mouth. She'd also given enough blow jobs to know that ejaculating while you're being sucked is an incredible pleasure for any man.
"You were giving him your best blow job, weren't you."
"Yes."
"Did he cum in your mouth while you were sucking him?"
Kelly grinned at me. "Of course he did."
"Were you able to get him hard again, or was that the only time he came?"
Kelly laughed. "Timmy you really are enjoying this, aren't you."
I nodded.
Still grinning, Kelly said; "Yes, I did get him hard again. In fact I was able to coax two more erections out of him."
"Did you let him fuck you?"
"I told him that he could, but he didn't want to. He just wanted me to suck his cock. The third blow job lasted for over thirty minutes. It was really fun."
Kelly smiled. "After I finished giving him his last blow job we cuddled on the bed. Sam was a very sweet man. After a little while he told me that he was tired and wanted to go back to his room. He put on his clothes and thanked me. I gave him a long slow kiss and then he left. As soon as he was gone I got dressed. I had to wait for a few minutes before I left the room. When I was done entertaining a guy, I was always careful to make sure that no one would see us leaving the room together."
"Yes, you mentioned that earlier today."
Kelly sighed. "It was after 1:00 AM by the time I finally got home. You were sound asleep. I felt so guilty when I saw you lying in our bed. I'd left you all alone on a Saturday night while I was out partying with another man. I'd had a wonderful evening, but when I got home and saw you I couldn't enjoy the memory of it. I went into the bathroom and took a shower. while I was in the shower I cried."
I patted my wife's leg. "Wouldn't it have been wonderful if you could have woke me up that night. I would have loved to have been able to lick your pussy while you told me every little detail about your date."
Kelly smiled. "It would have been just like it was when we were in college." She shook her head. "Timmy I screwed things up so badly."
"Kelly that's all over now. We given each other a fresh start. The next time you go out on a date, you are going to wake me up when you get home and you are going to tell me every little detail."
"Will you be licking my pussy while I'm telling you?"
I slowly nodded. "The entire time."
Kelly giggled. "I can't wait."
For a moment we rode together in silence and then Kelly said; "The next morning you let me sleep in."
"Yes I did. If I remember correctly it was almost noon before you got out of bed. Once you were up you got dressed very quickly and rushed off to work."
Kelly nodded. "I couldn't face you. I was afraid I might start crying. By that time work was starting to become a refuge for me."
"A refuge?"
"Yes, when I was with you at home I was constantly forced to lie and be deceitful. I was overwhelmed with guilt about what I was doing. I had to be incessantly on guard to make sure I didn't slip up and get caught in a lie. When I went to work I could relax and be myself."
"I'm surprised that you didn't divorce me."
"I would never do that. I love you Timmy. I can't bear the thought of going through life without you."
I smiled at Kelly. "Well it's over now. You can relax. You won't ever need to lie to me again."
While Kelly was smiling back at me her expression suddenly changed. In a voice filled with alarm, she said; "Oh dear I almost forgot. I have to call the Goldenrod and make a reservation for dinner." As she was opening her purse she glanced at the clock on the dashboard of her Mercedes and turned to me. "It's 7:40 now, do you think we can make it to the Goldenrod by nine?"
I shook my head. "No problem."
"Remember, you're my date tonight. We have leave enough time so I can give you a blow job right before we go."
I laughed. "That won't take long."
Kelly giggled. "You're right it probably won't."
She opened her purse, took out her cell phone, pushed a button and waited. Apparently the Goldenrod Supper Club was on her speed dial.
After a moment she said; "Good evening, this is Kelly Mason." There was a pause and then she said, "Thank you, I'm fine. John, I'd like to make a reservation for dinner tonight at nine o'clock." She paused again. "No tonight it will be for two. Thank you John, I'll see you at nine."
Kelly turned off her cell phone. As she was putting it back into her purse she turned her Mercedes onto our street. "Timmy I'm afraid you're going to have wait until were on our way back downtown to hear the story about the Superbowl party."
"I can do that."
She pushed a button above her rear view mirror. Our garage door opened. Kelly pulled her car into her garage stall. As soon as the car stopped she pushed the dashboard button that popped the truck lid and opened her car door.
"Come on Timmy, we have a big night ahead of us."
I grabbed the shopping bags from the trunk while Kelly got her dress out of the back seat. We went into the house and carried everything into the bedroom. I set the bags on the floor next to Kelly's dresser while she hung her dress in the closet.
As soon as everything was done Kelly turned to me and said, "Get your clothes off. We can shower together." She giggled. "If you wash my pussy, I'll wash your cute little pee pee."
I laughed as I started unbuttoning my shirt. "Now that's an offer I could never refuse."
Showering with Kelly is always a wonderful pleasure. Her milky white skin, full round breasts and soft curves make washing her an erotic adventure. Generally when we're in this situation I'm bathing my wife. It's an act of loving submission and when I'm done bathing Kelly I have to bathe myself. She is a goddess and goddesses don't attend to their servants.
On that evening it was different. That night Kelly and I were equals. We took turns washing each other. It was fun. We played with each other, fondled each other and teased each other. We never stopped giggling. After we were done bathing we wrapped large fluffy bath towels around ourselves and took turns patting each other dry.
As soon as we were both dry we went into the bedroom. As Kelly started sifting through the bags of lingerie she said, "Timmy tonight you are Mr. Timothy Jamieson, an affluent businessman and investor. You should wear your blue blazer, gray flannel slacks, a white dress shirt and your burgundy and navy striped tie."
She pulled a pair of pale yellow lace panties out of one of the bags and tossed them to me. "You may be a big time investor, but underneath it all you're still my little pussyboy. Even tonight the edict still stands, no more men's underwear for you. Baby doll from now on, it's strictly panties."
I laughed as I caught the panties. "I guess tonight you'll have to call me Mr. Pussystud."
Kelly grinned at me. "That's very good, now get into your clothes Mr. Pussystud."
I nodded and started getting dressed. As I was dressing I noticed that Kelly had selected a black lace half bra and matching garter belt. A pair of black lace bikini panties and pair of black nylon stockings.
Once she was done putting on her lingerie my wife sat down at her makeup table and began applying her makeup. As soon as I was dressed she said, "Timmy why don't make two martini's and bring them into the den. When I'm ready I'll join you there.
Apparently Kelly had a plan for this game we were playing and I didn't see any reason to not go along with it. I grabbed my blazer, left the bedroom and went into the kitchen to make the martinis. Once they were ready I brought them to the den along with the evening newspaper and waited for Kelly.
I had just finished reading an article about Sunday's NFL games when the telephone next to my chair rang.
I picked it up. A voice on the other end said, "May I please speak to Mr. Timothy Jamieson." It was Kelly. She must have been calling on her cell phone. I smiled. She really was going to show me how her dates worked in Las Vegas.
I answered. "This is Timothy Jamieson."
"Mr. Jamieson, my name is Melody Charles. I represent JTandR. It's my understanding that we have an appointment for dinner tonight."
"Yes Ms. Charles I believe we do have an appointment. I've been looking forward to meeting you all day."
"Mr. Jamieson, I'm down in the hotel lobby. May I come up to your room?"
"Yes Ms. Charles, please do."
"I'll see you in a moment."
I hung up the telephone. A moment later there was a knock on the den door. "Mr. Jamieson, it's Melody Charles."
I opened the den door and gasped. Kelly was absolutely stunning. Her long blond hair was carefully styled and tied back in a very loose pony tail. Her makeup, particularly her eye shadow and lipstick was just a little heavier than usual. She was wearing a gold necklace around her neck with a matching pair of gold earrings and bracelet.
All of this was incredible, but it was her dress that actually took my breath away. It was the dress that I'd seen in her overnight bag on the afternoon she'd returned from Las Vegas a little over a week ago.
It was a black cocktail dress covered with sequins, but that wasn't what made this dress remarkable. This dress may very well have been the sexiest article of clothing I'd ever seen my wife wear. It was low cut. I mean extremely low cut. Kelly's large breasts seemed to pour out of the top of the dress and it just barely covered her nipples. It was also short, very short. The hem of the dress just reached the the tops of her nylon stockings.
Kelly walked into the den and kissed my cheek. "Mr. Jamieson, I'm Melody Charles, please call me Melody. May I call you Tim?"
I shook my head. "I prefer Timmy. Please call me Timmy."
"Very well Timmy. I see you have two martinis on the table. Is one of them for me?"
"Yes, I thought we might have a cocktail before we go down to dinner."
She smiled. "How nice, I just love having cocktails with a handsome gentleman in his hotel room."
I picked up the two martinis and handed one of them to my wife.
She smiled and held up her glass. "A toast."
I held up my glass. Kelly seductively stared into my eyes. "To an evening of pleasure and satisfaction."
We clinked our glasses and then each of us took a sip of our cocktails. As I rolled the vodka over my tongue I wondered how many different men my wife had engaged with that particular toast during the past several months.
Kelly set her glass down and then she took mine from my hand. As she set it down next to hers she said, "Timmy you are a remarkably handsome man. Would you mind if I kissed you?"
I smiled. "No, I wouldn't mind at all."
Kelly put her arms around my neck and kissed me on the lips. It quickly turned into a very passionate kiss. As my wife's tongue pushed it's way into my mouth I felt her right hand drop to my crotch. I gasped as she began to massage my erect penis."
Kelly broke off her kiss, but she kept rubbing my erection as she whispered in my ear. "You seem to have a lot of tension down here. I'm very good at relieving tension. Why don't we go into the bedroom so I can help you relax a little before we go down to dinner."
My wife took my hand and led me across the hall to our bedroom. When we were standing next to the bed she affectionately stroked my cheek and said, "Timmy why don't you take off your jacket and your shoes and make yourself comfortable on the bed."
I kicked off my shoes. While I was removing my blazer Kelly was fluffing up two pillows for my head. She was being very attentive. It was exciting. I lay down on the bed and rested my head on the pillows. As soon as I was comfortably positioned she sat down next to me.
She rested her hand on my knee and looked into my eyes. "Timmy sometimes I like to be a very naughty girl. I particularly enjoy being naughty when I'm with a handsome man like you."
She slowly moved her hand up my thigh towards my crotch. "I want you to think about all those naughty little things that you secretly dream about.
Kelly moved her hand onto my cock and balls. As she massaged me she said, "I love to make men happy."
She reached up and slipped her left breast out of the top of her dress. I was amazed at how easily it popped out. She picked up my hand and guided it to her exposed nipple. "Timmy I have large breasts and it gets me very excited when a strong man like you plays with them."
While I fondled her nipple my wife slowly unbuckled my belt, unfastened my trousers and lowered my zipper. I was excited, very excited. Kelly was good. She was demonstrating an amazing ability to arouse a man. At that moment I was truly impressed with her skill. I felt a sense of pride. My wife was indeed a master of the art of seduction.
She reached into my open fly. As Kelly slipped the front of my yellow panties down I started to chuckle.
She looked up at me. "What's so funny?"
I grinned at her. "I was just wondering how many of your dates wore yellow lace panties."
Kelly rolled her eyes. "Be Serious. If you keep fooling around I'm going to switch places with you and make you lick my pussy and ass until I have a nice sweet orgasm. After that, I'll leave you here to clean the house while I go to dinner at the Goldenrod." She leered at me. "I'm quite certain that in this dress I won't have any trouble finding a very handsome man who would be more than willing to be my dinner partner." She shook her head. "And I doubt that he'll laugh while I'm sucking his cock."
I smiled at her. "Kelly honey, you're so beautiful that you could go to The Goldenrod with your hair in curlers wearing nothing but an old bathrobe and you'd still find a host of men who would be eager to be your dinner partners."
Kelly burst out laughing. "Timmy Jamieson, you make me laugh. That's one of the ten million reasons that I'm so madly in love with you."
She took a moment to regain her composure and then with a very stern expression she said, "Now get serious. I want you to enjoy this. Take a deep breath and get back to being Mr. Timothy Jamieson the affluent businessman."
"All right."
Kelly waited a second and then she said, "Are you ready now?'
"Yes."
"Good."
Kelly carefully took my erect penis out of my panties and held it in her hand. "Timmy, you have a beautiful cock. It's so proud and firm." She smiled at me. "Would you mind if I kissed it?"
I shook my head. "Not at all."
I stopped fondling Kelly's nipple so that I could watch with undivided attention while she leaned over and kissed the head of my erect penis. After she kissed it she rubbed it against her red painted lips and then my breath caught as she parted those provocative lips and enveloped my tiny erection in her warm moist mouth.
Kelly looked up at me. For a moment she didn't do anything else. She just gazed at me with my cock in her mouth. She was smiling. Her smile gave me the impression that she was enjoying this even more than I was. I remembered Tonya's blow job earlier that afternoon. She'd given me that same feeling. This reinforced my earlier assumption. Their ability to make a man believe that they enjoyed giving him his blow job every bit as much as a he enjoyed receiving it, was one of the qualities that made Tonya and my wife artists at fellatio.
For a moment Kelly allowed me to relax and enjoy the pleasant comfort of her mouth, but then she started sucking me and that all changed. The sweet feeling of relaxed comfort turned into a sensation of intense pleasure. There was nothing grand or elaborate about this blow job. I knew that it was simply intended to be a preview of coming attractions. Nonetheless, my wife was very good at giving head and even in this sneak peek, she was demonstrating her skill.
This time I lasted a little longer than I did with Tonya, but it was still only about a minute before I felt that tingling sensation building in my loins. I just closed my eyes and relaxed. I knew my wife. She wanted me to cum in her mouth.
When she felt me start to ejaculate Kelly kept sucking me. It really is quite an incredible feeling to have a woman suck you while you're cumming.
After I was done cumming, Kelly kept sucking me. She didn't stop until my cock was completely limp.
When she finally took my shrinking penis out of her mouth she kissed the head and looked up at me. There was a big smile on her face. "That was just a little preview of what's in store for you tonight. When we get back from dinner I'm going to suck your cock again and then when you're nice and hard I'm going to let you fuck me."
I laughed and teasingly said, "I'll bet you say that to all the boys."
Kelly giggled at my joke and then she winked at me and said, "Actually I do."
She sat up and then she pulled me up. I repositioned myself so that I was sitting next to her on the edge of the bed.
She kissed me. It was just a quick peck on the lips. "Did you enjoy that baby?"
I chuckled. "Of course I did. What a wonderful way to start and evening out. Would you like me to do you now?"



Kelly laughed, "I always like it when you do me, but not tonight. Tonight you're an associate, you're my date. Tonight it's all about your pleasure."
I grinned at her. "I guess I'm in for a very exciting evening."
"Yes you are."
"Is that really what you did when you met a guy in Las Vegas?"
Kelly nodded. "Almost word for word. Tonya taught me. All four of us follow that exact same script. When you're meeting a strange man for sex you have to be very careful at first. You don't want any misunderstandings."
I shook my head. "No, I don't imagine you do."
"We also want to make our date feel comfortable and we want to make him believe that we're every bit as excited about being with him as he is about being with us."
Kelly glanced at the clock. "Timmy it's 8:30. We have to go." She stood up and turned so her back was facing me. "Be a dear and unzip my dress."
I laughed as I stood up. "Isn't this a move in the wrong direction?'
"No, I have to put myself back together. You don't want me running around the Goldenrod Supper Club with my tit hanging out, do you?"
"Well..."
"Just unzip my dress."
I unzipped Kelly. She slipped her breast back into the little half bra she was wearing and fixed the top of her dress. As soon as she was done she said, "There, now zip me up again."
As I was zipping her up she said, "Put yourself back together and take the martini glasses to the kitchen while I fix my makeup."
I looked down and laughed. My penis was still sticking out of the front of my open slacks. I stuffed my limp little friend back into my panties, zipped up my trousers, tucked in my shirt, buckled my belt, straightened my tie and put on my shoes. As soon as I was back together I grabbed my blue blazer and went to the den to get the martini glasses. As I was walking out of the bedroom Kelly was seated at her makeup table fixing her lipstick. I smiled to myself when I thought about the number of times she's mentioned that sucking a guys cock really messes up a girls lipstick.
I rinsed the two martini glasses and put them into the dishwasher. Once that was done I walked out into the living room. I was just about to sit down when Kelly breezed into the room.
"Timmy are you ready to go? We have just enough time to get to the Goldenrod by nine o'clock."
I stared at my wife. I couldn't move. Her sumptuous beauty was absolutely bewitching. For a moment I wondered how it was possible that this stunning woman was my wife."
"Timmy, what's the matter? Put on your sports jacket. We don't have time for you to dawdle. We have a dinner reservation."
I smiled at Kelly. "When you walked into the room just now you took my breath away. You really are an amazingly beautiful woman."
Kelly laughed. "And you my sweet husband are a very skillful charmer." She kissed my cheek. "And if you keep saying things like that, I guarantee that you're going to get very lucky tonight."
She was carrying a small clutch purse and a black sequined sweater jacket. Kelly handed her purse to me and put on the sweater. As she took her purse back she said, "Now put on your sports jacket. It's time to go."
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We got into Kelly's Mercedes and headed back downtown. As soon as she pulled her car onto Jackson Street she turned to me and said, "Are you ready to hear about the Superbowl Party?"
I smiled at her. "I'm all ears."
"When I arrived at the office, both Tonya and Mandy were already there. Martin Jackson had sent Tonya out to buy clothes for all four of us. Each of us had a cocktail dress and a matching set of lingerie that included a brassiere, panties, garter belt, nylon stockings and shoes. Tonya's outfit was black, mine was scarlet, Mandy's was baby blue and Keisha's was pale yellow."
Kelly glanced over at me. "They told me that after dinner all four of us were going to do a striptease and then we would be spending the rest of the evening wearing nothing but our garter belt, nylon stockings and shoes. When I heard that I got very excited. Timmy, I've discovered that I'm a fervent exhibitionist. I love it when I know men are looking at me."
"It makes you feel wicked, doesn't it."
My wife laughed. "You're getting to know me much to well."
"All right, so all of you had new outfits and after dinner you were going to dance for these men. Tell me more."
Kelly was quiet for a moment and then she sighed. "Timmy, I don't exactly know how to say this."
She paused again.
I looked at her. "What's the matter?"
"I feel so guilty when I think about that night."
"Why, what happened?"
"Nothing all that bad. I mean after my strip tease I ended up giving a lot of blow jobs, but you probably already guessed that."
"Yes I did, so what's the problem?"
"Timmy I know that night was special for us. I was supposed to be at home with you. I feel like I should have hated every minute of that party." Kelly's voice got very quiet. "But I didn't hate it and that makes me feel awful." She looked over at me. "Timmy, it turned out to be one of the most exciting nights of my entire life. I feel terrible that it didn't involve you and I feel even worse that while I was having so much fun I was cheating you out of a night that was important to you."
I shrugged. "It's okay. The super bowl was always a fun night for us, but it really wasn't all that important. I mean it wasn't like you were missing our wedding night or our first wedding anniversary." I smiled at her. "Actually, I'm pleased to hear that it was a memorable experience for you. Just relax and tell me about it."
"I feel like I should downplay everything that happened. I don't want to make you feel bad."
"You won't. You had a good time. There's nothing wrong with that. Tell me about it. I want you to share the experience with me. Kelly I want you to share all of these experiences with me."
"I wish you could have been there Timmy."
"Thank you that's very nice; but when you think about it, that's probably never going to happen. I doubt that these rich businessmen are ever going to want to include me in their parties."
"Well I don't work for JTandR anymore, so I don't think they'll be including me in their parties either."
I laughed. "I guess that is true; but you still have your memories and you can share those with me. I can enjoy the party vicariously. Don't worry, I won't get upset."
"Okay."
Kelly paused for a moment and then she said, "Timmy these guys were all very rich and they spent a fortune on this party. I think I told you that they were wine connoisseurs. Each of them brought three bottles of wine and a bottle of champagne from their private cellars."
She stopped and shook her head. "I'm sorry, I'd better start at the beginning. Tonya, Mandy, Keisha and I arrived Eagle Lake at 4:30. The men were due to arrive at 5:00. When we got there the house was in a flurry of activity. There were strange people everywhere. The men had hired a fancy New York restaurant called, Aventure79 to cater the party. That morning, the entire kitchen and wait staff and all the food had been flown in from New York by a private jet."
"That must have cost a fortune. I'm beginning to understand why this turned out to be such a n incredible experience."
"For cocktails they had a bar set up with an assortment if single malt scotches."
"Do you even like single malt scotch?"
"Not really, but it was still fun to try it. I gathered that all of the different brands were very old and extremely expensive. While we were having cocktails the caterers served appetizers. They had these little croissants that were filled with cream cheese and crab or lobster. They were fabulous."
"There was a huge flat screen television mounted on one of the walls in the parlor. It was tuned to the football game, but I don't think anyone was watching it. Tonya, Mandy, Keisha and I sure weren't. We were too busy flirting with all the men and they seemed like they were enjoying every minute of it."
"I'm sure they were."
"When dinner was served I was seated between Sam and Wendell. They were so nice and the dinner was amazing. There were at least seven courses. They served soup, pasta, fish and beef. Every course had a different wine. Timmy the men discussed every bottle of wine. Some of them cost over five hundred dollars."
"I'll bet those wines didn't come in a box."
Kelly rolled her eyes. "Will you please be serious." Then she giggled. "No forget I said that. I don't ever want you to be serious. I love your jokes."
"Don't worry, I won't be."
Kelly flashed me a grin and then she continued. "After dinner we moved back to the parlor for dessert. The caterers served coffee, cognac, champagne and some wonderful little hand dipped chocolates."
"Knowing you, I'm sure that you loved the chocolates."
"I did. I ate several of them. Anyway, while we were eating dinner someone had moved seven leather love seats into the parlor and arranged them in a semicircle."
"They turned the room into a little theater."
"Yes, that's exactly what they did. I was sitting on one of the love seats with this man named Everett. He was in his fifties. He was handsome and very interesting. He liked to travel and he'd been all over the world." My wife giggled. "While we were talking I was thinking about how much fun it was going to be to suck his cock a little later in the evening.
That made me chuckle.
Kelly smiled at me and then she said, "Everett told me to try eating a chocolate while I was sipping some cognac. Timmy that's a wonderful combination. We have to do that some night."
"I'd like that."
"Anyway, Everett was telling me about a trip he'd taken up the Amazon River when Martin walked to the center of the semicircle of love seats. He announced that the evenings entertainment was about to begin and then he sat down on his love seat. I looked around. Mandy was sitting with a bald headed man in his mid sixties named Lawrence and Keisha was sitting with small slender man who looked to be about the same age as Lawrence, only he had a full head of gray hair. His name was Brandon." Kelly giggled." Keisha had her hand on Brandon's crotch. She can be really forward."
"I would guess that Brandon didn't mind."
Kelly laughed. "No, I'm sure he didn't. I decided that if Keisha could do it so could I."
"You mean you started playing with Everett's cock?"
"Yes and he had a nice big one and it was very hard."
"I'll bet that really made you want to suck it."
My wife glanced over at me. There was a playful smile on her face. "Listen to you. You really get off on the fact that I love to give blow jobs, don't you."
"Is that new information for you?"
Kelly shook her head. "No I guess it isn't." And then she started to laugh. "You're going to love the rest of this story."
"I already love this story. Right now my cock is just as hard as Everett's was that night."
"Already? I just gave you a blow job."
"I guess your story is a pretty good aphrodisiac for me."
My wife giggled. "I love being married to a man who gets an erection when he thinks about me sucking another guys cock."
I laughed. "We seem to be very well matched."
Kelly winked at me. "Okay cuckboy, pay attention."
"I'm all ears."
"The big screen television on the wall was tuned to the football game, but suddenly it changed and started showing a video of Tonya sucking Antoine's cock. At the same time a stereo began playing Wilson Pickett's song, "In The Midnight Hour" and Tonya walked into the room and started dancing."
Kelly shook her head. "Timmy, watching a woman do a strip tease in front of a big screen TV that's playing a video of her sucking a huge black cock is pretty hot. All the men kept shifting their eyes back and forth from Tonya to the television screen behind her."
Chuckling, I said; "I'm sure that everyone was very attentive."
"You'd better believe it. When Tonya took off her dress all of us clapped and cheered and when she took off her bra we all did it again, but we were even louder."
"Those dignified old businessmen cheered?"
"Yes they did, but when she pulled her panties down and showed them her shaved pussy, they got very quiet. The music was the only sound in the room. After she was finished with her dance, Tonya walked over to Sam, handed her panties to him and then sat down and gave him a long hot kiss on the lips."
"It was turning into a very wild party."
Kelly nodded. "Yes, but it got even wilder."
"What happened next?"
"The television changed to a video of Mandy sucking Antoine's cock and an Otis Redding song started playing. Mandy kissed Lawrence on the cheek and told him that she had to go to work, but she'd be back as soon as she was done. She also stripped down to nothing but her garter belt, nylons and shoes. As soon as she was finished she went straight back to Lawrence, handed her panties to him, sat down and gave him a big kiss."
"Did you or Keisha go next?"
"Keisha, I was the grand finale."
"That must have made you feel good."
"It really did. It was the first time I got to be the star of a show."
"I assume Keisha's dance was just like Tonya's and Mandy's."
"Yes it was."
"Tell me about your dance."
"Timmy I was so nervous. When it was my turn I kissed Everett on the cheek and told him I'd be right back and then I walked out to the center of the room. The television was playing a video of me sucking Antoine's cock. It felt funny to be standing in front of a group of strange men while a video playing behind me showed me on my knees completely naked with a guys cock in my mouth."
"Yes, I can certainly understand how that might be a bit disconcerting."
Kelly nodded. "But I like to dance and I'd stripped for enough men by then that I was pretty comfortable about it. As soon as the music started I relaxed "
"What music did they play for you?"
"Aretha Franklin's Dr. Feelgood."
"A nice choice."
"You know how much I love Aretha Franklin and that song is so slow and sexy. It gave me a real opportunity to do a little teasing during my dance."
"Tell me about your dance."
"All right. My dress had spaghetti straps and zipped in the back. I danced for a minute and then I reached back, lowered the zipper, slipped the straps off of my shoulders and let the top of my dress fall to my waist."
"But you were still wearing a brassiere."
"Yes, a little half bra that just barely covered my nipples."
I took a deep breath. Kelly heard me and smiled. "That cocktail dress is still at the office, but I think that later tonight I can do a pretty sexy strip for you in the dress I'm wearing right now."
I laughed. "I have no doubt about that."
"I danced in my dress and bra for a minute and then I turned around so the men could all see me unclasping my brassiere. As soon as it was unfastened I put my hands on the cups to hold it in place and turned back around."
My wife glanced over at me. "Timmy it was so hot. Those men couldn't take their eyes off of me. My pussy was already soaking wet."
"You get a big thrill out of stripping in front of a group of men, don't you."
"Yes, I really do. I already told you that one of the things I learned about myself while I was working at JTandR is that I'm a dedicated exhibitionist." Kelly laughed. "I'll probably still be flashing men when I'm an old lady.' She glanced over at me. "Timmy can you imagine what I'll be like when I'm eighty. I'll be dropping coins on the sidewalk so I can bend over and flash my wrinkled old butt at a group of hot young college guys."
"You won't have to drop the coins."
"What do you mean?"
I winked at my wife. "I'll be there dropping them for you."
We both burst out laughing.
After a moment I said, "Okay, so you were holding the cups of your brassiere over your breasts while you danced."
"Yes, and I was acting like a real brat. I was teasing the men unmercifully. I'd let one of the cups slip so that I was just barely exposing a nipple and then I'd pretend to get embarrassed and quickly cover it up again."
"I don't think that makes you a brat, but you were certainly acting like a coquette."
Kelly giggled. "A coquette, I like that. It sounds so much nicer than brat."
I chuckled.
My wife stuck her tongue out at me and then she laughed and continued her story. "After I teased the men for a little while I pulled my bra away and tossed it to Wendell."
"You're good friend."
"Yes, and as soon as he caught my bra I danced to the front of the semicircle of love seats so that all the men had a very good view of me and then I bent over and slowly pulled the skirt of my dress up to my waist."
"You were still wearing your panties?"
"Yes I was, but not for long. Once I had the hem of my skirt gathered around my waist I started wiggling my butt in time to the music while I slowly pushed my panties down my legs. I pushed them all the way down to my ankles. Timmy, it was unbelievably hot. I felt so naughty. My entire body was tingling with excitement."
"I'll bet you weren't the only person in the room who was excited."
Kelly laughed. "No, I'm sure I wasn't."
"What happened next?"
"After I'd given every man in the room a nice long look at my naked rear end I stood up, kicked my panties off and turned around." Kelly giggled. "I couldn't resist the opportunity to quickly flash my shaved pussy at the men before I let my skirt fall back into place."
I smiled at Kelly and then I said, "So now your breasts were fully exposed and your were naked under the skirt of your dress."
"That's right and there was about a minute and a half left in the song, so I used the time to dance for each of the men. While I danced for them I raised the hem of my skirt and gave them a very close look at my naked cunt."
"I'll bet that made you feel wicked."
"Timmy, I was so turned on. At that moment it took every bit of self control I had to keep from touching myself"
"What stopped you? I mean there really weren't any rules at this party."
"I was afraid that I'd have an orgasm. If I'd been lying on a bed and it had been a sex show I wouldn't have been in the least bit concerned about cumming in front of those men." She shook her head. "But this was a dance. I didn't want to lose control in that situation."
I nodded. "I understand."
"Just before the end of the song I let my dress drop to the floor. I stepped out of it and then I danced in front of the men wearing nothing but my garter belt, nylon stockings and high heeled shoes."
I grinned at my wife. "Now that's a sight I wish I could have seen."
Kelly reached over and patted my knee. "I wish you could have too; but don't worry, I'll dance for you tonight." She giggled. "And when I flash my pussy at you, I'll let you kiss it too."
"How about when you flash your ass at me?"
Kelly glanced at me for a moment and then she started laughing. "You are a perv."
I nodded vigorously. "Yes I am."
My wife giggled. "Me too."
We smiled at each other. After a moment Kelly said, "I have to tell you what happened next."
"Okay, what happened? Tell me."
"When I went to pick up my dress and my panties I noticed that none of the men were watching me any more. They were all staring at something behind me. I was curious about what was attracting their attention so I turned around to look. It was Antoine. He must have just come into the room. He was completely naked and he had an erection."
Kelly shook her head. "Timmy, when he's naked Antoine is really quite spectacular. He's tall, at least 6'5". He played basketball in college and he has that slender, well muscled body that's so common among black basketball players."
Kelly laughed. "I already told you that he has a big cock, but you can't really appreciate what that means until you've actually seen it. When it's erect his cock is an imposing sight. It's long. It's not extraordinarily thick, but it's amazingly long. I've never measured it, but it has to be at least a full foot and it could very well be more. It also has this wonderful upward curve."
Kelly glanced over at me. "Timmy, do you know what I'm talking about? When men with big cocks are aroused it's very common that their erections will curve upwards." She giggled. "They kind of remind me of an angry snake rearing it's head back while it hisses at everything around it. Those cocks are really fun to suck."
"So I would imagine that you enjoy giving Antoine head."
My wife took a deep breath. "Oh yes."
"What did you do?"
"I glanced over at Tonya. She nodded to me. Before the party, she and Mandy had warned me that I was going to have a surprise that night and apparently this was it. I assumed that I was supposed to give Antoine a blow job while all of those men watched."
"You did say to me me earlier that they'd told you that you were going to be the star of the show that night."
"Yes, but I thought that just meant I'd be doing the final strip tease."
"Were you nervous?"
"Not really, but I was wildly excited. Timmy I was so hot that I had goose bumps all over my body.
"I'll bet you were feeling very wicked too."
Kelly giggled. "I really was."
"Tell me what happened."
"I laid my dress and panties on the edge of Wendell's love seat and walked over to Antoine. I wrapped my right hand around his great big dick, put my left arm around his neck, pulled him to me and kissed him full on the lips. Behind me the men all started to clap and cheer."
Kelly glanced over at me. "After a moment I broke off the kiss and stepped back, but I didn't let go of Antoine's cock. I kept a tight hold on it. We grinned at each other for a moment and then I said in a voice loud enough for everyone to hear, Is there anything I can do for you big boy?. I guess I was trying to mimic Mae West."
Obviously very excited, Kelly paused to take a deep breath and then she continued. "Antoine gave me this macho stare and said, You know what I want. As he said those words he put his hands on my shoulders and very gently pushed me to my knees."
Kelly's voice got quieter. "I held Antoine's cock in both of my hands. I was so excited that my entire body was shaking. Timmy, counting the waiter and the bartender there were at least a dozen people watching us. When I leaned forward and kissed the head of Antoine's cock I heard a collective gasp behind me. That got me even more excited."



Kelly glanced over at me. I think she was trying to gauge my reaction to what she was telling me. I smiled at her.
That smile reassured her. She continued. "Antoine nudged my shoulder and we both rotated our positions slightly. He wanted to be sure that all of the men had a good view of what we were doing from where they were sitting. Once we were settled I pushed Antoine's huge cock back and started licking and kissing his great big balls. The men all clapped again and that turned me on even more."
Laughing, Kelly said; "Timmy I was so hot that I couldn't bear to waste another second. All I wanted to do was suck that beautiful black cock. I pulled Antoine's erection back down, licked the shaft a few times and then I put that magnificent monster into my mouth. By that time I was on fire. I didn't care who was in the room. All of my attention was focused on Antoine's wonderful erection."
My wife sighed. It was obvious that this memory was very exciting for her. After a moment she said, "I don't really know how long I sucked Antoine. It was probably only a minute or two. Tonya and Mandy came over and intervened. Tonya tapped my shoulder and pulled me to my feet. As I stood up all the men clapped and cheered. Mandy grabbed Antoine's erect penis and used it as a handle to lead him out of the room. I later learned that she took him to her privacy room and got him off."
"Privacy room?"
"Yes, both Eagle Lake and Evergreen have them. The two houses are actually huge old mansions. Both of them have an enormous amount of space. JTandR bought the houses so they could use them to hold parties, sex parties. Both houses have sleeping spaces on the upper floors, but the main floors are used exclusively for entertaining associates. Immediately after buying the houses they did extensive renovations to both of them. One of the renovations was to create six private rooms near the parlor in both houses. These rooms are just large enough for a double bed and a small table."
Kelly smiled at me. "Timmy, they're private sex rooms."
I nodded. "I assumed that was their purpose. What happened next?"
"After that, the tone of the party changed. Tonya led me over to Everett and asked him if he'd be interested in visiting one of the private rooms with me. Of course he was, so I led him off to my privacy room."
"You each had your own privacy room?"
"Yes, it was easier that way. When you opened the door to a room you didn't have to worry that someone else might already be in there."
"That makes sense."
"Everett was fun and he did have a big cock. He really appreciated his blow job. When I sensed that he was getting close to cumming I stopped and offered to let him fuck me, but he said no. He explained that they called themselves the aficionados of fellatio for a reason and on that night they were all indulging their passion for that particular pleasure."
I laughed. "It must be nice to be fabulously wealthy."
Kelly shook her head. "I don't know, I suspect that lifestyle could get very old very quickly." She giggled. "But it would be fun to try it for a while."
I looked at her. "But you did try it for a while.'
She nodded. "Yes, I guess I did."
"Are you sure you're ready to leave it?"
My wife stared at me for a moment and then she asked, "Do I have a choice?"
"I'm not sure were ready to address that question quite yet."
She sighed. "Yes, you're right."
"Tell me what was happening when you and Everett returned to the party."
"Everyone had moved into the library."
"The library? Why the library? Did they all want to read 'Moby Dick'?"
Kelly laughed. "No, but I'm sure they all would have loved to watch one of us suck Moby's dick."
I shook my head. "And you called me a perv."
"Sorry."
I laughed. "Don't be, actually I loved the joke. It was just silly enough to appeal to my warped sense of humor."
Kelly grinned. "Timmy I have so much fun when I'm with you."
I sighed. "I just wish I was better in bed."
"You're pretty good with your tongue."
"Yes, but I don't think that's not enough for you."
My wife was quiet for a moment and then she said, "No, I don't think it is; but Timmy, I also don't think that it probably matters."
"What do you mean?"
"You recognized it earlier. I crave variety. Even if you had a cock as big as Antoine's, I still think I'd want to date other men."
We were both silent. After a moment Kelly said, "Timmy, be honest with me. If you want me to be faithful to you, I'll try. I really will."
I didn't even have to think about my answer. I just smiled at Kelly and said, "No, I don't. Kelly, men are you passion. I want you to be free to enjoy as many of them as you want. "
There was a pause and then Kelly whispered; "Thank you, I promise to always love you and put you first."
"As long as you promise to tease and torment me a little bit too, that will be enough for me."
Kelly giggled . "That's a promise."
I smiled at her and then I asked, "Okay, so why did the party move into the library?"
"Martin, John and Wendell loved to play craps. There was a full sized craps table in the library. They actually sent one of the business analysts to a school in Las Vegas so that he could learn to be a croupier."
"When you play craps I thought you were playing against the house?"
"That's true."
"Doesn't that mean that when Wendell, John and Martin are playing, they're playing against themselves?"
"I guess it sort of does, but not really."
"I don't understand."
"JTandR is the house. Martin, John and Wendell are playing with their own money." Kelly shrugged. "Besides these are extremely wealthy men and they're not really playing for all that much money. Winning or losing is what's important to them."
"How much do they play for?"
"They bet in increments of three hundred dollars."
I smiled. "That's a lot of money to you and me, but I suppose it really isn't to them. Why three hundred dollars? That's an odd amount. Why not five hundred or two hundred?"
"Do you know how to play craps?"
"I sort of know what the game looks like, but I really don't know how to play it."
"Some night we'll find a craps game on the computer and I'll show you."
"Do you know how?"
"Of course I do. Over the past several months I've spent many evenings watching my dates play craps in Las Vegas. I've also watched plenty of games at Evergreen and Eagle Lake."
"Have you ever played yourself?"
Kelly shook her head. "No, gambling doesn't do much for me." She giggled. "Sex is my vice, but I've rolled the dice lots of times."
"How could you do that?"
"In craps the dice get passed from player to player. When they got passed to my dates it was fairly common for them to ask me to roll for them. I guess a lot of guys get off on having a hot blond roll the dice for them at a craps table."
I smiled at my wife. "You've led a very exciting life for the past year, haven't you."
Kelly sighed, "I'm sorry Timmy."
I reached over and patted her thigh. "You don't have to apologize. Were past that." I paused for a moment and then I said, "But I am a little worried about something."
"What's that?"
"I'm afraid you're going to miss the exciting life you were leading while you were working as a hostess."
Kelly nodded. "Yes, I'm afraid I will too."
We were both quiet. After a moment I said, "Tell me about the rest of the party."
"At first Keisha, Mandy, Tonya and I just circulated among the men while they played craps. All four of us were wearing nothing but our garter belts, nylons stockings and high heels. We'd put our arms around the guys and rub up against them while they played. Occasionally a man would drop out of the game and ask one of us to take him to a privacy room and give him a blow job."
Kelly glanced over at me. "The champagne was flowing pretty freely and as the evening progressed the party got wilder and wilder. The men started fondling us while we stood next to them at the table. I was standing next to Everett when the dice were passed to him. He handed them to me and then he actually fingered my pussy while I rolled for him. "
I laughed. "That must have added a little excitement to the game."
"Timmy it was crazy. I held the dice for several minutes. That's a good thing in craps. It generally means that everyone at the table is winning money. When I finally rolled a seven I handed the dice back to Everett. John was standing next to Everett, so Everett had to pass the dice to him. Keisha was standing with her arm around John's waist. As soon as John took the dice from Everett he handed them to Keisha, but she didn't roll them. Instead, she rubbed them in her pussy, handed them back to John and told him that she'd rather entertain him while he rolled the dice."
Shaking her head, Kelly said; "Keisha got down on her knees, took John's big cock out of his pants and started sucking him right in front of everybody."
"I'll bet that loosened up the party."
"It certainly did." Kelly giggled. "I wasn't about to let her out do me so I got down on my knees, took Everett's cock out of his pants and started sucking him."
I laughed. "The privacy rooms didn't get much more use that night, did they."
"No they sure didn't. After that, we all started giving the guys blow jobs while they were playing. As soon as we got a guy off we'd move on to the next guy." Kelly looked over at me and grinned. "I got to suck Wendell's cock. It was so much fun. He'd taken some Levitra before the party started so I was able to get him hard. He has a cute little cock. It's just a tiny bit bigger than yours. Timmy I love sucking a little cock. I can take it all the way into my mouth without having to put it down my throat. That makes it much easier for me to use my tongue while I'm sucking it."
She winked at me. "When we get home tonight I'll show you."
I chuckled. "I'd be very interested in a detailed demonstration."
Kelly giggled. "I'll bet you would."
We both smiled at each other for a moment and then I asked, "How much longer did the party last? I mean these were older men. The four of you had to be wearing them out."
"The guys started getting tired around midnight. They were all staying at Eagle Lake that night, so they slipped off to bed one by one. John and Martin were the last ones to go to bed. It was about 1:00 when they finally went upstairs."
It was after 3:00 when you finally got home. What did you do after the men went to bed?"
"The four of us had been doing a lot to get the guys off, but no one had been doing anything to get us off. Antoine was still there. After the men went to bed, the five of us decided to have a little party of our own."
"Tell me about it."
"We went back to the parlor. There were still some embers burning in the fireplace, so we stoked it up with wood. Once we had the fire roaring again we started to play."
Kelly looked at me. "Have I told you that Mandy is submissive?"
"Maybe, I don't actually remember."
"Timmy she's even more submissive than you are." Kelly giggled. "After I start dating again I'd like to have a little dinner party with Keisha and Tonya. We'll each get a date and you and Mandy can be our servants."
My breath caught when I heard Kelly's idea.
She noticed my reaction and laughed. "I guess that suggestion made your little pecker pop up."
I started blushing.
"Timmy, would you like to see me with another man?"
I nodded. "Yes, very much."
Kelly grinned. "Baby we're going to have so much fun."
I grinned back at her and then I said, "Tell me what happened when you started to play. That little tidbit about Mandy being even more submissive than I am has piqued my curiosity."
"Perv!"
"That's already been established and I might point out that this is a classic case of the pot calling the kettle black."
My wife burst out laughing. "Yes it certainly is."
"So are you going to tell me about your little party or are you going to make me die of curiosity."
"All right. We took turns. Antoine is actually quite amazing. He not only has a huge cock, he can fuck for a really long time." Kelly glanced over at me. "I mean a really really long time and he can cum without losing his erection. We had Antoine and Mandy lie side by side on their backs in front of the fire. Tonya straddled Antoine's hips and slipped that big cock of his into her cunt. At the same time I sat on his face. Antoine loves to eat pussy."
Taking another quick glance at me, Kelly said; "It isn't because he's submissive, believe me he's not. I think it's because he's very sexual. He loves the taste of a woman's cunt."
I nodded. That made sense to me.
"So I was sitting on Antoine's face while he and Tonya were fucking. Next to us, Keisha straddled Mandy's face and made her start licking her asshole. Timmy, Keisha loves having her ass licked. She's always making Mandy do it to her."
Kelly winked at me. "I'm certain that you and Keisha would enjoy spending some time together."
I grinned at her. "Yes, we seem to have a common interest."
Kelly laughed. "Oh yes, you most certainly do."
"What happened after that?"
"About every five minutes Keisha, Tonya and I rotated positions."
"So Mandy licked your asshole that night."
Kelly turned and looked at me. There was an expression of concern on her face. "Timmy, does that upset you? I'm sorry if it does."
I shook my head, "No I'm okay with that now. I was just asking because it excites me that she apparently likes to lick your ass just as much as I do."
The expression of concern on Kelly's face disappeared. She took a moment to think about what I'd just told her and then she said, "You'd like to meet another sub, wouldn't you Timmy."
"Yes, I think I would."
"That makes sense. It certainly helped me to get to know Tonya, Keisha and Mandy." She giggled. "We're all sluts."
I laughed. "Mandy's lucky, she gets to be in two groups."
I paused for a moment and then I looked at Kelly and said, "Nobody did anything for her that night. I mean Antoine was getting to fuck the three of you and you were getting fucked and getting your pussies and asses licked, but no one was doing anything for Mandy."
In a surprisingly matter of fact tone of voice, Kelly said; "She's a sub. If she gets to cum it won't happen until the rest of us are all well satisfied. When you start playing with us, you'll be treated exactly the same way."
That statement and Kelly's dispassionate manner took my breath away. Barely able to contain my excitement, I quietly said; "I understand. I know my proper place and I accept the fact that my needs and desires are of little importance to my superiors, Their needs and desires are all that matter."
Kelly stared at me. After a second she smiled and said, "I think that in the very near future, I am definitely going to have to host a little dinner party at our house."
My wife's use of the pronoun I rather than we made my entire body shiver with excitement. I was about to ask her to tell me more about her idea for this dinner party when we turned the corner and I saw the Goldenrod Supper Club ahead on the right.
Kelly pulled up to the curb in front of the main entrance of the restaurant, shifted her Mercedes into park and said, "We're here."
As soon as I saw the attendant walking around to open Kelly's car door I realized that she was planning to use valet parking. I nervously whispered to her, "This is kind of extravagant. Don't you think we should be parking the car ourselves?"
Shaking her head, Kelly said; "Not tonight, tonight you're an associate and associates always go first class."
I laughed. "I'm glad we're not flying to Paris tonight. We'd have to spend the rest of our lives trying to pay for it."
Kelly winked at me. "Don't worry, if we ever find ourselves in dire need of money, I just happen to excel at an extremely lucrative business that ."
"Yes, but that particular business can also get you arrested."
Kelly patted my knee. "It would be your job as my pimp to keep me out of jail."
I vigorously shook my head. "No that's an even worse idea."
She laughed. "I'm just teasing you baby."
As I sighed with relief, Kelly grinned at me and said; "We both know that I'd have to get a gigantic black man who wears lots of bling to be my pimp."
I stared at her with a horrified expression.
Kelly clapped her hands together and giggled like a school girl.
As I was rolling my eyes in exasperation, the valet opened Kelly's car door. "Good evening Ms. Mason. Welcome to The Goldenrod."
Kelly stepped out of her car. I noticed that she'd left the keys in the ignition. "Good evening Jeff, how are you tonight?"
"I'm well Ms. Mason, thank you for asking."
I got out of the car.
As Jeff was handing Kelly a claim ticket she said, "Jeff, this is my husband Tim Jamieson."
Jeff looked at me for a moment and then he smiled. "It's a pleasure to meet you Mr. Jamieson. I have to tell you that you're the envy of every man at The Goldenrod."
I wasn't quite sure how to respond to Jeff's comment, so I simply said, "It's a pleasure to meet you too Jeff."
He nodded to me and then he got into Kelly's Mercedes and drove it away.
I opened the front door to the restaurant, held it for my wife and then I followed her through.
The lighting inside the Goldenrod was very subdued. A doorway on our right led to a bustling cocktail lounge. It was filled with a number of what appeared to be affluent businessmen. There was a coat check on our left.
I whispered to Kelly, "Would you like me to check your wrap?"
She shook her head. "No thank you, it's a little chilly in here. I think I'll keep it around my shoulders right now."
The maitre 'd station was straight ahead of us. A middle aged man dressed in a dark gray business suit was standing behind it. As soon as he saw Kelly he smiled. "Good evening Ms. Mason. I was so pleased when I saw your name on this evenings reservations list. We've missed seeing you at the Goldenrod."
Kelly smiled. "Thank you John, it's very kind of you to say that. John, I would like you to meet my husband, Tim Jamieson."
John bowed his head politely and said, "It's a pleasure to meet you Mr. Jamieson and I must say that you are a very lucky man to be married to a woman as kind and beautiful as Ms. Mason."
Kelly blushed at his comment.
I nodded to him. "It's a pleasure to meet you too John and yes, I do consider myself to be a very lucky man."
Kelly laughed. "The two of you are certainly a pair of accomplished flatterers."
All three of us chuckled and then John picked up two menus and a wine list and led us to our table. He pulled Kelly's chair out and held if for her while she sat down. Once she was seated I sat down in the chair to her left. John placed the menus in front of us, set the wine list in the middle of the table and then, bowing politely, he said; "Tonight your server will be Michael."
As soon as he was gone a bus boy appeared and poured a glass of water for each of us. A moment later a man in his early thirties dressed in a white shirt and tie approached our table.
"Good evening Ms. Mason, how are you to night?"
"I'm very good Michael, how are you?"
"I'm fine thank you. It's nice to have you back with us."
"Thank you Michael, it's nice to be back."
"Can I get you something from the bar?"
Kelly smiled. "I'd like a vodka martini with a twist of lemon."
Michael nodded and looked at me. "Sir?"
"I'll have the same thing."
"Very good. I'll give you a moment to peruse the menu while I get your cocktails." Michael turned and left.
As soon as he was gone I looked at Kelly and said, "You're very well known here."
She shrugged. "They should know me, for the past three months I've been eating dinner here at least two nights a week."



"You've been living very well."
Yes, being a hostess definitely has it's perks."
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Michael, our waiter, brought our cocktails. As soon as he set them in front of us he asked, "Are you ready to order?"
Kelly smiled at him. "Michael can you give us a little more time?"
"Of course, I'll check back in a few minutes."
My wife picked up her menu. As she opened it I had an idea that caused my penis to twitch. I didn't pick up my menu, instead I watched Kelly.
After a moment she glanced at me and noticed that I wasn't reading my menu. She set hers down and said, "Michael will be back in a moment. I think we'd better decide what we want to order for dinner."
I smiled at her. "I think it would be more appropriate if you to ordered for me."
Kelly stared at me for several seconds and then she asked, "Are you suggesting what I think you're suggesting?"
"You are the dominant partner in our marriage. I don't see any reason that I should be allowed to make any decisions on my own."
My wife took a deep breath. "Timmy that's one of the most exciting things you've ever said to me, but baby, tonight you're supposed to be my date."
I shrugged. "It's our game. I think we should be able to play by any rules we choose."
Kelly shook her head. "I don't know. This is supposed to be your night. Timmy I feel very guilty because I've done some things for other men that I've never done for you and I want to try to make that up to you tonight. Baby I promised you a really hot strip tease and I also want you to fuck my ass tonight."
"We can still do all those things."
"I don't know, being dominant arouses me. Once I get started it's hard for me to turn it off again."
I chuckled.
Kelly looked at me. "What's so funny?"
"That may be one of the most exciting things you've ever said to me."
Kelly's breath caught. "Oh my." She leaned forward and whispered, "Timmy I'm starting to get wet."
I shrugged. "We have lots of time. If we don't get to all of those things you want to do tonight, it just means that we have to do them on another night."
"Are you sure about this? It might be a little embarrassing for you."
"I'm hoping it will be."
Kelly giggled. "I'm glad I made you wear those panties tonight. Since you were going to be my date I almost decided not to do it."
"I'm glad you did. I'd much rather play a game where I'm your pussy husband than one where I'm your date."
"Timmy I wish I could make you get under the table and eat my pussy right now."
"That might get us thrown out of here and banned from ever returning. Since you seem to like this restaurant, I think we'd better try to be a little discreet."
"You're right, but when we get home, you are going to give me some serious head."
"I can't wait."
Suddenly we both noticed Michael approaching our table.
Kelly whispered, "Are you sure?"
I nodded. 'Yes I am."
"Is a small steak okay?"
"That would be great."
Michael looked at us. We were whispering and giggling like two small children planning to pull a prank on their older brother. He politely asked, "Have you decided?"
Still giggling, Kelly nodded. "Yes, I'll start with a Caesar salad and then I'll have a small fillet and the garlic mashed potatoes."
Choosing to ignore her silliness, Michael maintained his decorum and asked; "Very good, how would you like your steak prepared?"
"Medium rare will be fine."
"Would you like anchovies on your salad?"
"No thank you."
Michael looked at me. "Sir?"
Grinning, Kelly answered for me. "Michael, my husband will have the same thing; a Caesar salad and a small fillet with a side of the garlic mashed potatoes."
Michael looked puzzled for a moment and then he quickly collected himself and turned to Kelly. "Very good madam." He looked back at me. "How would you like your steak done sir?"
"My husband will also have his steak medium rare." There was now a bit of an edge to Kelly's voice. She was playing her role perfectly.
Michael noticed Kelly's pique and politely said, "Yes Madam, of course. Would your husband care for anchovies on his salad?"
Kelly looked at me. "Timmy honey, would you like some anchovies tonight?'
I answered in a very submissive tone of voice. "Yes dear, that would be very nice."
Kelly turned to the waiter. "Michael you may put a few anchovies on his salad."
Michael bowed and said, "Will there be anything else Madam?"
"Yes, I'd like another vodka martini." Kelly glanced over at me. "Timmy, would you like another cocktail?"
"Yes please."
"My husband will also have another vodka martini. Oh and Michael we'd like a bottle of the Australian Syrah with our dinner."
"Yes madam, I'll put in your dinner order right away and then I'll bring your cocktails and open the bottle of wine."
Kelly smiled. "That will be fine Michael."
He turned and left. As soon as he was gone Kelly turned to me. "That was fun." She was grinning.
Suddenly her expression changed. In a serious tone of voice she asked, "Timmy is this just a game, or would you actually consider making it into lifestyle?"
I thought for a moment. Kelly was asking me a serious question and I wanted to give her a serious answer, but I had to hesitate. Her question was complicated. It was a question that couldn't be answered with a simple yes or no. My gut feeling was that it was a question who's answer would evolve over time. Still, I wanted to give Kelly some kind of a response so I said, "I'm not sure. I'm certainly fascinated by the idea of making it a lifestyle, but I don't think I know what that would actually mean. I am certain that I'm not willing to surrender complete control over my life, but I have to admit that the idea of serving you is both extraordinarily exciting and very appealing to me."
I placed my hand on top of Kelly's and looked into her eyes. "Right now, we still have a couple of other issues left to resolve. Once we've settled those questions and were back into a regular domestic routine, I would be willing to explore your question a little further."
Kelly nodded. It was clear that she understood the depth of her question.
Michael brought our second round of cocktails and opened up the bottle of syrah so that it could breath.
As soon as he was gone I said, "In some ways it already is a life style for us."
"What do you mean?"
"You're free to party with other men, I'm not allowed to see other women."
"You got to lick Tonya's pussy this afternoon."
"All right, I'll qualify that. You get to play with any man you choose. If I have sex with another woman it's only with your expressed permission."
Kelly giggled. "That seems like a pretty good system to me."
"Actually it does to me too; but right now, that's beside the point."
"Oh all right, go on."
"I already do most of the housework and we both like to joke about you being the husband and me being your wife."
I smiled. "I suppose that a lot of twenty-first century women would take offense at the suggestion that being a wife is a submissive role. When you and I are joking about our positions in our marriage, I think we're referring to the traditional roles of a dominant husband and submissive wife that were once taken for granted. That's why our little restaurant game is so much fun. In the past, some husbands did make it a practice to order for their wives when they were dining out."
I thought for a moment and then I said, "I suppose the real question is, are we going to start using other terms to describe the roles that have already been established in our marriage. Putting a name on something can often significantly affect it's character."
"Give me an example."
"Let's use this situation. It's very subtle when you call me your wife, but it becomes much less subtle if I become your servant and what happens if we choose the word slave?"
Kelly's breath caught when she heard the word slave. She took a moment to think and then she quietly whispered, "Would you ever consider becoming my slave?"
"The idea excites you doesn't it?"
"Yes."
"It excites me too, but that's a question that's going to require a great deal of discussion and we still have several other issues to resolve first."
Kelly nodded. "Yes, of course you're right."
We both took a sip of our cocktails. There was a moment of comfortable silence and then Kelly said, "I believe that you have one more question to ask."
"Yes."
"Are you sure you want to ask it?"
"Yes, I'm positive that I do. In fact, I want to phrase it even more directly than I did earlier. Today, when we first got together, you told me that while you were working for JTandR you did some things that you were afraid would make me hate you if I found out about them. I hope that you now understand that I could never hate you. I also don't believe that you've done anything that I would even consider to be wrong."
I smiled at Kelly. "I want to be sure that you're never again afraid to tell me about anything that you've done or are about to do. Tonight, at this table, I want to end those concerns forever. I want you to tell me about the most outrageous thing you did while you were working for JTandR. The word outrageous was chosen carefully. You may shock me, but I don't believe that you're capable of doing something that would make me hate you. I love you Kelly, and I have faith in you and now I ask you to have faith in me. Please trust me, I will never stop loving you."
Kelly slowly nodded. "I do understand what you're trying to do and I think you're right. I need to do this. I don't want to spend the rest of my life being afraid that you're going to find about something I did in the past."
She took a deep breath. "All afternoon and evening this question has been in the back of my mind. I've been trying to decide which party I would tell you about. If you'd like, over time, I'll tell you about all of them. I don't want to have any secrets from you ever again, but tonight I just need to tell you about one."
Kelly's voice was barely a whisper. "This party took place at Evergreen about two months ago. It was an overnight party. We were entertaining three middle aged men from New Jersey. They'd made a fortune buying and redeveloping condemned real estate in Manhattan. Martin and John were trying to persuade them to invest a sizable sum of money in a corporate buyout they were organizing."
"Martin told Tonya, Keisha, Mandy, Antoine and me that they needed us to put together a very hot night for these guys. He said that they had a thing for anal sex and S&M. They'd shown them pictures of us and I was the one that all three of them wanted."
Kelly shrugged. "I was flattered, but I was also a little scared. Tonya, Keisha, Mandy and Antoine all told me not to worry. They assured me that they would all be there and they wouldn't let anything bad happen to me."
"Timmy, all four of them were such good friends. I'm going to miss them so much." Kelly sighed. After a moment she said, "We flew down to South Carolina on a Wednesday morning. The party was going to be held that night. John, Martin and Wendell went with us. We met the three guys on Wednesday afternoon. They were big burly dark haired men. They looked like gangsters. Tonya was sure they were connected to the mob."
Kelly laughed. "We spent the rest of the afternoon sitting around the pool. Tonya, Keisha, Mandy and I took our bikini's off and sun bathed nude. They loved that. At the end of the afternoon I took them one at a time into a pool side cabana and gave each of them a blow job." My wife giggled. "They were very appreciative."
I laughed. "I'll bet they were."
"Timmy, once I got to know them I realized that they were actually pretty sweet guys."
"Looks can be very deceiving."
"Yes they can."
"What happened next?"
"We had a wonderful steak dinner. Timmy, the party I told you about earlier included a very fancy catered dinner, but the usual food at Eagle Lake and Evergreen is always excellent."
"That doesn't surprise me. John, Martin and Wendell seem to be very adept at entertaining their business associates."
Kelly smiled. "Yes, they certainly are."
"Tell me what happened after dinner."
"We moved into the parlor. Eagle Lake and Evergreen are both old mansions and they have very similar layouts. Everyone including Tonya, Keisha and Antoine made themselves comfortable and then I did a strip tease for the entire group."
"What happened to Mandy?"
"Timmy she's a sub. She had to kneel in the corner."
I looked at my wife. "If I went to one of these parties that's what would happen to me, isn't it?"
Kelly nodded. "Yes, once Martin and John realized that you were submissive they would never let you sit with the rest of us."
I took a deep breath. "You have no idea how much that idea excites me."
Kelly shook her head. "No Timmy, I really don't. Once in a while I can enjoy being submissive to a dominant man." She winked at me. "Or a woman."
We smiled at each other for a moment and then Kelly continued. "But it's only a game to me and in fact it's a game that starts to bore me very quickly. Baby my preference is definitely to be a top. Being on my knees doesn't really thrill me. I find it much more exciting to be sitting in one of the chairs."
Grinning at her, I said; "It's a good thing we found each other. While you're sitting in that chair, I always want to be kneeling at your feet. I seem to be the ying to your yang."
Kelly giggled. "Yes you are and when we get home I'm going to make you lick both my ying and my yang."
That made us laugh.
Michael brought our salads and poured a glass of wine for each of us. We were both hungry so after he left we focused on our food and ate in silence.
Once Kelly had finished about a third of her salad she looked up at me and said, "Maybe I do have a similar kink."
I stared at her. Her comment puzzled me.
"You know, to your submissive masochism; your desire to surrender power, serve me and subject yourself to pain and humiliation for my pleasure."
I shook my head. "Wow, it sounds really bad when you put it like that."
Kelly giggled. "Well it's not. In fact, it gets me pretty excited. I mean I don't have to understand it to enjoy it." She winked at me. "And believe me, I do enjoy it."
I grinned at her. "That little admission just made my tiny dicklet twitch."
My wife raised her eyebrows. "Dicklet? What a delightfully descriptive word. I think that might just have to become one of my pet names for you." She thought for a moment and then she said, "Yes, it does have a very nice ring to it and it would be a wonderful way to torment you." She looked at me with a malicious smile. "What do you think Dicklet, do you like your new name."
I sighed in resignation. "Does it matter?"
"Not at all, in fact it almost makes it more fun if I know you don't like it."
I laughed. "You certainly do have a wicked streak."
Kelly grinned at me. "Yes, I do." She paused for a moment. "Timmy you do remember that if you really don't want me to call you Dicklet, you can always say check."
I nodded. "Yes, I do remember and I find it very reassuring that you're concerned enough to remind me."
"Baby, I do get a thrill out of humiliating you, but a large part of that thrill comes from knowing that you're enjoying it."
I nodded to Kelly and then I added, "I also remember that Tonya gave me another option."
"Another option?"
Yes, I was supposed to use it if I was actually getting a masochistic thrill out of the humiliating and demeaning way I was being treated. If I remember correctly I think I was supposed to say something like this; "Please Ms. Mason, I beg you not to call me demeaning names like Dicklet, especially here in the restaurant where other people might overhear you."
Kelly stared at me for a moment and then she said, "Are you just reminding me about that option or are you choosing to make use of it?"
I stared into her eyes and repeated my statement. "Please Ms. Mason, I beg you not to call me demeaning names like Dicklet, especially here in the restaurant where other people might overhear you."
Kelly took a deep breath and said, "This is certainly turning out to be a very exciting dinner." And then she smiled. It was a menacing smile. "Isn't it Dicklet."
I quietly answered, "Yes Ms. Mason, it really is."
Michael brought our steaks. The salads had taken the edge off of our appetites, but we were both still hungry. For a few minutes we focused our attention on our dinners. Kelly had done an excellent job of ordering. My steak was tender and perfectly prepared and the garlic mashed potatoes were outstanding.
After consuming about a third of my steak and potatoes I set my fork down and looked at my wife. "You told me that you had a kink that might help you understand the thrill I get from being a submissive masochist."
Kelly set her fork down, took a sip of wine and nodded. "Yes, I enjoy it when a very powerful man makes me act like a slut."
"Isn't that a form of humiliation?"
"I don't think so. To me if feels more like he's pushing me to overcome my inhibitions so that I can explore the full depths of my sexuality."
"Give me an example.
Kelly thought for a moment and then she said, "Sometimes Martin used to make me act like his little slut. He even liked to call me his little blond slut."
"And you enjoyed it when he did that?"
"Yes, very much. It made me feel wicked and shameless ." Kelly smiled. "Sometimes he'd have me take off all my clothes, sit on this big leather chair in front of his desk and masturbate for him while he talked to business clients on the telephone."
Kelly stared at me. I think she was trying to gauge my reaction to what she'd just told me.
I tried very hard not to appear shocked. In a very matter of fact voice I said, "Did that excite?"
"Oh yes."
"I imagine that it appealed to the exhibitionist in you."
"Yes it did, but it's much more than that. I get a thrill out of doing things that make me feel lewd and salacious just like you get a thrill out of pain and humiliation. I don't think either of us can explain why these things excite us, but I also don't believe that it matter. It should be enough to simply say that they do excite us."
I smiled at my wife, "I agree, but sometimes I still feel ashamed about being a submissive masochist."
She nodded. "And sometimes I feel ashamed about being a slut."
I sighed. "We are the products of our culture and our culture condemns those behaviors"
Shaking her head, Kelly said; "People are eager to condemn both of us because we want to choose life styles that are contrary to what they consider to be an appropriate and moral way to live."
"When you say, people, are you really referring to your sisters and mother?"
Kelly sighed. "Yes, I suppose that I am, but I think it goes further than that. Their attitudes simply reflect the uptight moral standards of our entire community. I don't see anything wrong with being a slut. So what if I used to masturbate for Martin while he was talking on the telephone. We both got a kick out of it. Why should anybody care?"
I nodded.
"And why should anyone care if you get a thrill from serving me a glass of wine, kissing my feet or hearing me call you demeaning names?" Kelly shrugged. "Just because I don't find that exciting, doesn't mean I have the right to condemn you because you enjoy it."



I smiled at Kelly. "I agree, our behavior doesn't affect anyone else's life. If I choose to allow you to lovingly humiliate me and inflict harmless pain on me, or if I reject the normal role of a male in our society and instead elect to live as a submissive husband to my dominant wife; that really isn't anyone else's business. "
Kelly smiled back at me. "If I choose to take advantage of my dominant position and openly in engage in uninhibited sexual behavior with other men, society will brand me as a slut or a harlot. What gives society the right to do that?"
"A harlot? I like that." I winked at Kelly. "I'm married to a harlot."
She giggled. "And I'm married to a pussy wimp."
"Yes you are."
We both grinned at each other. After a moment I said, "All right harlot, how about telling me some more about the party with the three land developers from New Jersey. If I remember correctly, everyone had just finished dinner."
"Certainly little Dicklet, I would love to tell you more of the story about your naughty slut wife and the three big studs from New Jersey."
I laughed. "Naughty slut wife stories are my favorites."
"Then you're going to love the rest of this story because your wife gets very very naughty."
I took a deep breath and then I quietly said, "Please tell me."
Suddenly Kelly started to smile at me, but this wasn't a warm caring smile, this was more of a menacing, malevolent smile. "Dicklet, are you sure? This is a story about rough tough men and the way they play with women like me. It might be kind of upsetting for a sweet little sissyboy like you. I wouldn't want to tell you a story that might make you have naughty dreams tonight."
I immediately realized what Kelly was doing and I answered in my most submissive tone of voice. "Please, Ms. Mason, if you tell me the story, I promise I'll do anything you want when we get home tonight."
My wife raised her eyebrows. "Really? Anything?"
"Yes, anything."
"You licked Tonya's ass this afternoon, but it's been a long time since you've licked my ass. It's feeling very neglected right now. If I tell you my naughty story, you have to promise that when we get home tonight you'll strip down to your panties, get on your hands and knees and crawl across the room like a good little puppy dog so that you can lick my asshole."
"You're getting very creative."
"You know how I just told you that the thrill I get out of acting like a dirty nasty slut helps me understand the enjoyment you get from being a submissive masochistic wimp?"
"Yes."
"Well that isn't the only reason I can understand your masochism." My wife smiled at me. "I also happen to love dominating you. I'm discovering that I have a very wicked sadistic streak. Tormenting you and humiliating you gets me very wet."
I laughed. "You are a perv."
"So are you."
"Isn't it wonderful."
"Oh yes."
"Are you going to tell me the rest of the story?"
"Are you sure you can handle it pussyboy?"
"Yes, I think I can."
"All right, after we finished dinner we moved into the parlor and I did a strip tease dance for everyone. Timmy, men are so goofy. These guys had spent the two hours before dinner staring at me while I paraded around the pool stark naked, but it didn't seem to matter. The moment I started stripping all three of them kept their eyes glued on me like they were school boys seeing a woman take her clothes off for the very first time."
"You do happen to have a very gorgeous body."
Kelly smiled at me. "You're sweet."
"Well I may be sweet, but in fact I'm also telling the truth. You have an absolutely stunning figure."
"Apparently the guys from New Jersey agreed with you. When I pulled my panties down they couldn't take their eyes off of my pussy."
I laughed. 'I'm married to you. I've had an up close and personal relationship with your pussy for almost four years now and when you're walking around the house naked, I still can't stop staring at it."
"You're a perv, you're just obsessed with female genitalia."
"That is true, but you do have a particularly attractive pussy."
"I'm sorry baby, but now you're going too far. A pussy is just a pussy."
"Kelly honey, that is not true and you happen to have been blessed with what some men consider to be the Cadillac of pussies."
"What do you mean?"
"Sweetheart, you have what is commonly known as a camel toe."
"That sounds rather crude."
"I'm sorry, it's not meant to be."
"All right then, enlighten me. What is a camel toe?"
I laughed. "You mean I know something about sex that you don't know?"
Kelly rolled her eyes. "Only in the juvenile world of school boy sex terms."
"Okay, I deserved that."
"I'm waiting, what is a camel toe?"
"It means that the cleft of your pussy extends further up your pelvis than most women's does."
"Are you saying I have a big cunt?"
"No, I'm saying you have a long cunt."
"And men find that attractive?"
"Some men find it to be hypnotic."
"Are you one of those men?"
I took a deep breath. "Oh yes and I'm guessing that the guys from New Jersey were too."
My wife smiled. It was clear that she was pleased by this new discovery. She looked at me. "I do have a long cunt. In boy terms I guess that makes me well endowed."
"For girls, I think that may actually have more to do with the size of your clitoris."
"But I also have a big clit."
"Yes you do."
"So I guess I am well endowed."
I laughed. "Yes, I guess you are."
Kelly leered at me. "I have a big clit and a camel toe and you have a little dicklet and tiny balls. Do you think that might be part of the reason that I sit in the chair, while you kneel at my feet?"
I didn't actually think that my wife's logic would stand up to even a perfunctory analysis, but as a submissive masochist I got a huge thrill out of the spirit of her assertion, so I quietly said, "Yes Ms. Mason I believe that you are probably correct."
Kelly giggled.
I grinned at her for a moment and then I said, "All right, you took your panties off and the guys from New Jersey were all staring at your gorgeous pussy."
"You mean my perfect camel toe pussy."
"Yes, your perfect camel toe pussy." I laughed. "My comment seems to have gone to your head."
"Oh yes it certainly has, and I think that was a good thing."
I was beginning to wonder if I was married to Gracie Allen. Cautiously, I asked, "Why do you say that?"
"It helps justify my penchant for having sex with lots of different men."
"Would you care to elaborate on that?"
"Of course I would. I was actually hoping you'd ask."
I shook my head. I was afraid that was going to be Kelly's response.
"You see Timmy, I already knew that I had killer boobs. Everyone's been telling me that since I was fifteen. And ever since I was a little girl men of all ages have loved my naturally blond hair. By the time I was a teenager every boy I knew wanted to have sex with me. Now I find out that I not only have the hair and the boobs of a sex goddess I also have a perfect pussy."
Kelly giggled. "Timmy, you have to admit that it really would be an affront to nature if I didn't share my body with as many men as I possibly could."
I started to laugh."
Shaking her head, Kelly said, "I'm not done yet."
"Please go on."
Kelly stared at me. There was a definite twinkle in her eyes. "Dicklet, I'm not sure that your taking my explanation seriously."
I grinned at her. "I'm not sure you are either."
She winked at me, but then she said; "The problem is, you're not absolutely certain that I'm not and that scares you."
Suddenly my mood became much more serious. I looked at Kelly and said, "No, you're wrong about that. I do know that you're kidding. I know you much too well. You're not a narcissistic person. Nonetheless I think you may have inadvertently touched on an issue that should be a concern for us."
"What's that?"
"You used to talk about it when we were still in college. Kelly, you are gorgeous. You have beautiful blond hair, the face of an angel and deep blue eyes that are capable of mesmerizing any man who happens to gaze into them."
Kelly started to giggle, but she stopped herself and in a tone of mock seriousness said, "Please go on."
I chuckled. Despite my attempt at being serious, we were both having fun with this. "You do have an incredible body." I stared at the cleavage pouring out of the top of heer low cut dress and said, "Your large breasts stir the soul of every healthy adult male who sees them and as I pointed out a moment ago, you have a perfect pussy."
"What about my ass? You didn't mention it. Does that mean it's mediocre?" Kelly could barely contain her laughter.
"No I intend to tell you about that as soon as we get home tonight. My plan is to deliver a stirring oration about the beauty of your glorious back side while I'm licking your asshole."
Kelly started to giggle again. "I want to say it, but I can't. It's too stupid."
"Go ahead, if you don't I will."
She shook her head and said, "Okay buddy boy, here it comes. I guess that will make your speech a tongue in cheek monologue."
We both burst out laughing.
After a moment I reached out and took my wife's hand. "I still think you touched on a serious issue."
"Okay, what is it?"
"You're not only beautiful, you're also a very bright, well educated and quick witted woman."
"You're not exactly bursting the inflated balloon of my ego."
I ignored her comment and continued. "Kelly I don't want to see that part of you get overshadowed by your beauty and your raw sexuality."
"And my camel toe pussy."
I shook my head. "Yes and your camel toe pussy."
Kelly squeezed my hand. "I'm sorry Timmy, I really was listening to what you said. When I was working for JTandR I actually spent a great deal of time thinking about that. I had a wonderful job. It paid me a very generous salary. I loved the adventure, excitement and of course the sex. The people I worked with were also all wonderful. I made some very close friends while I was there."
She sighed. "Of course there was this one huge problem. The job was destroying my marriage. I just kept pushing that issue to the back of my mind because I didn't know what to do about it."
She smiled at me. I nodded.
"Timmy the job did give me quite a bit of free time, and before last week I was actually thinking about starting to write again."
I looked at her. "Really?"
"Yes, I wanted to try writing a novel just like you." She shrugged. "But now that I don't work there anymore, I'll probably end up having to find a job that won't give me the time to write."
"I have two jobs now, maybe you could just find a part time job."
"Timmy one of your jobs is editing advertising copy for a neighborhood shopping flyer and your other job is working as part time cashier at a convenience store. Honey, I love you and you're a wonderful man, but you don't earn enough money to make our house payment."
Kelly smiled at me. "Baby, I want to have enough money so that both of us can buy nice things. I want to be able to afford to go out to dinner at restaurants like this one. I want to travel. I want to see the world. Baby I don't want to be poor."
"I could try to find a better job."
"But sweetie, then you won't have any time to write either."
I sighed. "You really did have the perfect job, didn't you?"
"Yes I did."
Kelly stared at me for a moment and then she said, "Timmy would you consider letting me go back to my old job? You know all about it now, so I wouldn't have to lie to you anymore. It could be like it was in college. When I get home from a night out or a trip I can tell you all about the wonderful sex I had while you eat my pussy."
I smiled. "That's a very tempting thought. Why don't you finish telling me about the party with the guys from New Jersey. After that, we have one more issue to discuss and then we can talk about the possibility of you're going back to JtandR."
Kelly's face lit up. "Really Timmy? Will you actually consider it?"
"Yes, I'll actually consider it, but we still have to finish the other discussions before we can get to that one."
"All right, here's the rest of the story about the guys from New Jersey. As soon as I was done doing my strip Martin stood up and invited everyone to move into the sex room." Kelly looked at me. "You remember don't you? That's the room they have set up for sex shows. There's a bed in the middle of the room and it's surrounded by comfortable chairs."
"Yes I remember. Mandy's going to deep throat Antoine's cock in the sex room at Eagle Lake tonight."
"That's right. There's a similar room at Evergreen."
"You mentioned that earlier."
"Did I? Good. As soon as all the men were seated in the sex room I lay down on the bed and started to masturbate for them."
Kelly paused and looked at me. I think she was trying to gauge my reaction to what she'd just told me. I'd made a commitment to myself that know matter how shocking this story might become I was going to try to remain as casual as possible, so just nodded to her. That seemed to relax her a little.
She smiled and said, "While I was masturbating Tonya came into the room. She was now completely naked and she was carrying a butt plug. Timmy do you know what that is?"
"Yes I've seen them in porn movies."
"Tonya got on the bed next to me and we started making out. Needless to say, the guys from New Jersey watched that in absolute silence."
I chuckled. "I imagine they did. I saw you and Tonya naked and kissing this afternoon. It was a sight that certainly held my attention."
Grinning, Kelly said; "Baby, I can't wait to see the expression on your face when you finally get to watch me when I'm with a guy. I'm going to stare right into your eyes while I'm sucking his cock."
I took a deep breath. "Do you really think that might happen."
"At my very first opportunity. I'm sure that both Antoine and Chris Kendricks would be willing to let you watch while they fuck me."
"At the same time?"
Kelly laughed. "Well they'd probably enjoy doing that too, but for your first time watching, I think it it would probably be wiser if I just get one of them."
I nodded. "That might be an easier way to start."
My wife smiled at me and then she continued with her story. "While Tonya and I were making out I heard the guys gasp. I looked up and saw Keisha coming into the room with Mandy. They were both naked. Mandy was crawling on her hands and knees. She was wearing a dog collar around her neck. Keisha was leading her on a leash that was attached to the dog collar."
My breath caught.
Kelly noticed. The corners of her mouth formed a very wicked smile and she said, "Would you like me to bring you to a sex party and lead you around on a collar and leash all night?" She laughed. "Of course I'd have to let go of the leash while my date was fucking me."
I just stared at Kelly. I was too flustered to speak.
She winked at me. "Would you like that Timmy?"
I took a deep breath and quietly answered, "Yes."
"I thought you might. Mandy loves it and you're every bit as submissive as she is."
Kelly grinned for a moment and then she said, "Keisha led Mandy over to me and told her to get up on the bed and start licking my pussy. Timmy, it was so hot. Tonya and I were still making out. All the guys were watching and then Mandy started eating my cunt."
"Did you cum?"
"Oh yes, and that made the scene even hotter."
My wife took a sip of her wine and then she said, "Tonya stopped kissing me. She sat up on the bed and handed the butt plug to Keisha. Keisha grabbed Mandy's leash, pulled her face away from my cunt, pushed the butt plug into her mouth and told her to get it nice and wet."
Kelly took another sip of wine and set her glass down. "Tonya pulled me up and started rolling me over onto my stomach. While she was doing it I noticed that the three guys from New Jersey had their cocks out. Baby all three of them were masturbating while they watched us."
"They were pretty kinky guys."
She nodded. "Yes they were. Once I was on my stomach I got up on my hands and knees. I got an extra little thrill from knowing that all three of those guys now had a very good view of both my cunt and my ass."
"I'll bet you felt really slutty at that moment."
"Yes I did."
"That made you even more excited, didn't it?"
"Yes it did."
"What happened next?"
"Keisha took the butt plug out of Mandy's mouth and told her to lick my asshole and get it nice and wet. Timmy, Mandy is almost as good at licking my ass as you are. It felt so nice. At the same time Tonya reached between my legs and started massaging my cunt."
"So let me see if I have this right. You're on the bed naked. Mandy is licking your asshole and Tonya is playing with your clit."
"That's right.'
"And while this is going on, the guys from New Jersey have their cocks out and they're masturbating." I laughed. "This is a pretty hot scene."
"It gets hotter."
"Tell me."
"As soon as my asshole was nice and wet Keisha pulled Mandy's face out of my rear and pushed the butt plug back into her mouth. Once it was wet she took it back out of Mandy's mouth and pushed it into my ass."
"How did that feel?"
"It felt good. Martin and John both loved to fuck my ass, so by that time I was fairly used to taking a cock back there. I knew how to relax those muscles, so the butt plug went in very easily."
I shook my head. "I'd think it would feel very strange to have something back there."
Kelly shrugged. "It does at first, but you get used to it pretty quickly." She smiled. "And then it feels really good."
"Better than a cock in your pussy?"
"Keisha and Mandy both thinks so, but I don't. Nothing feels as good as a cock in my pussy. Taking a cock in my ass feels different and sometimes it's fun to do things that feel different."
Kelly chuckled. "Mandy has a little pussy. She says it's actually more comfortable for her to take a big cock in her ass than in her cunt. Timmy I can't wait to see you fucking Mandy. She'll love your little cock."
"But I'll cum right away."
"No, we'll get you off a couple of times first and then you'll be able to last longer."
"Won't you get jealous if you see me fucking Mandy?"
Kelly shook her head. "No baby, Mandy's my friend. Seeing the two of you having fun together would make me very happy."
Suddenly her expression became very serious. "But don't you dare fuck some woman without my permission. That would get me very angry. In this marriage I'm the only one who gets to freely play around."
I smiled at Kelly. "You don't have to worry about that."
She nodded. "I know."
"What happened after Keisha put the butt plug in your ass?"
"Keisha, Tonya and Mandy all left."
"They left?"
"Yes, and as soon as they were gone Antoine came into the room. He was completely naked and he had an erection."
"I'll bet that got everyone's attention."
Kelly laughed. "It always does."
"So what did Antoine do?"
"He walked over to me and stood by the edge of the bed so I could suck his huge cock. I was still on my hands and knees. I sucked his cock for about a minute and then he got on the bed behind me, pulled the butt plug out of me and very slowly pushed his big cock into my ass."
"Did you take all of him?"
"Of course I did. The butt plug helped get me ready and Antoine's cock isn't all that thick, it's just really long. I can take his whole cock pretty easily."
"Did you enjoy it?"
"Of course I did, but he only fucked me for about a minute. Then Martin stood up and tapped his shoulder. He told him that it was now time to give our guests a turn. Antoine pulled his cock out of my ass. While he was leaving the three guys from New Jersey took off their clothes. After Antoine was gone Mandy came back into the room and Martin, John and Wendell all left."



"Why did Mandy come back into the room?"
"She kneeled beside the bed and acted like a slave, but her real purpose was to make sure that the guys from New Jersey behaved like gentlemen."
I laughed. "You mean while they were fucking you in the ass."
"Yes, while they were fucking me in the ass. Timmy that was fine, that was what they were supposed to do. Mandy was there to make sure they didn't try to get rough with me."
"What would she have done if they had?
"Everyone was right across the hall in the parlor. She would have gone for help. Antoine, Keisha and Tonya would have been there in a flash and Martin, John and Wendell would have been right behind them. The party would have ended immediately."
"Did anything bad happen?"
"No. the guys were actually very gentle. They each took a turn fucking my ass. All three of them pulled out just before they came and ejaculated on my butt. After each of them finished Mandy licked his semen off of my bottom and the next guy got on the bed to take his turn. It was fun. We all enjoyed it."
Kelly smiled at me. "After they each had a turn they got dressed and we all went back to the parlor. We had a glass of champagne together and then they left and went back to their hotel room. The next day Wendell told me that they committed a huge sum of money to our project. Timmy I was paid a very nice bonus for my efforts that night."
"That was a pretty wild night, Did you enjoy it?"
"Yes, very much."
I picked up Kelly's hand and stared into her eyes. "Please be assured that I still love you. What you did that night was certainly shameless and lewd, but apparently everyone enjoyed it and nobody got hurt. There wasn't anything you did that night that I would consider to be bad. Kelly I will always love you and I do not believe that you could ever be capable of doing something that would make me stop loving you."
She smiled at me. "Thank you, I think I'm finally starting to understand that."
"Good."
"Baby you have to promise me something."
"Certainly, what is it?"
"When I start dating other men again, I want you to remember that you never have to be jealous. No matter how much I might seem to be enjoying the company of another man, I want you to promise to remember that I will always love you and I will always love only you."
I smiled at Kelly. "I'll remember that, I promise ."
Michael appeared at our table. I suspect that he'd been watching us and noticed that we were engrossed in a deep conversation. He was a good waiter. He'd tried to leave us alone until he was certain that we were done talking.
We were both finished with our dinners. He motioned for a bus boy. As the young man was clearing our plates Michael turned to Kelly and asked, "Madam would you like to see the dessert cart?"
Kelly shook her head. "No thank you, I'm full." And then she turned to me. "Timmy would you like some dessert?"
I shook my head. "No thank you Ms. Mason, I'm full too."
Kelly hadn't called me dicklet, and that was probably a prudent choice, but I still added a little more spice to our game by addressing her as Ms. Mason in front of Michael ."
She turned back to our waiter. "I think we're ready for our check."
Michael nodded. "Very good Madam, I'll go prepare it now."
After he was gone Kelly looked at me and started to giggle. "Ms Mason?"
I nodded. "Yes, and he's good. He didn't even flinch."
We both laughed for a second and then Kelly got very quiet. Something seemed to be bothering her. After watching her for a moment I gently asked, "What's wrong?"
She stared at the table. She seemed to be gathering the courage to say something. Finally she looked up at me and asked. "Timmy do you think I'm a whore?"
I smiled at her. "What just made you ask me that question?" Shaking my head, I quickly added; "No I don't think you're a whore."
"Please Timmy, it was a serious question, I would like a serious answer."
"All right." I thought about the question. After a moment I carefully answered, "I think that you're a woman who passionately loves sex and enjoys having a variety of lovers."
"I got paid for having sex."
"Yes you did. Is that what this is about? Do you think getting paid made you a whore?"
"I don't know, it seems like it might have."
"So getting paid is the issue?"
"I guess so."
"You don't work for the firm anymore. Are you still going to try to have a large number of different lovers?"
"If it's all right with you I think I'd like to do that."
"Because you enjoy it, right?"
"Yes."
"Sex is kind of a hobby for you, isn't it?"
Kelly laughed. "I guess you could say that."
"What if your hobby was golf rather than sex. Would you be a whore if you joined the women's professional golf tour?"
"But that's different."
"Is it? Our culture tells us that it's different, but I don't think it is." I looked at Kelly. "When you were working as a hostess, did you ever do anything that you thought was morally wrong?"
Kelly laughed. "No, but a lot of other people might think I did."
"But did you think that?"
"No, I just played some very creative sex games with a lot of different men."
"I think a whore is someone who violates his or her moral code for money or power. The preacher who bangs the married choir director on Saturday night and then rails against marital infidelity on Sunday morning is a whore. The politician who sucks another man's cock in a sleazy motel room after he voted against gay rights legislation is a whore."
"I tried to pretend that I was being faithful to you when I really wasn't. Doesn't that make me a whore?"
We stared at each other for a minute. Finally I smiled and said, "We all make mistakes. Your mistake was trying to adhere to a moral code that was neither yours nor mine. You lied to me and that was a violation of both of our moral codes, but the supposed sins that you were trying to cover up weren't a violation of either of our moral codes."
"So you're saying that I might have been a whore because I tried to cover up what I was doing, but the moment I start being honest with you about it, I cease being a whore?"
I smiled at Kelly. "I'm not sure I'd say it like that, but I guess that's pretty much it in a nutshell."
She shook her head. "This is all very confusing."
"Think about it this way. That Saturday night of the Superbowl weekend, when you came home after being with Wendell's friend Sam, you told me that you cried in the shower."
"That's right."
"Were you crying because you gave Sam three blowjobs?"
"No, I was crying because I'd lied to you about what I'd done that night."
"All right, how about if we make a rule. Anytime either of us finds ourselves crying about something we've done, let's promise to immediately wake the other one up and tell them about it and the other one has to promise not to be mad."
"Can we do that?"
"Sure, why not?"
Kelly thought for a moment and then she smiled at me. "Okay, I promise."
I nodded. "So do I."
For a few seconds neither of us said anything. Finally I broke the silence. "Kelly, in my mind, working at a job where you were paid to have sex did not make you a whore and I don't think either of us should give a hoot about the opinion of all those narrow minded, hypocritical bastards out there."
Kelly giggled. "All right, if you don't think I should give a hoot, then I won't."
"Are you making fun of my choice of words?"
She smiled at me. "No Timmy, I'm not. Actually I find them to be very descriptive. In the future I'm going to try very hard to avoid giving a hoot about anyone's opinion but yours."
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Michael brought our check. Kelly glanced at it and handed it back to him along with her credit card.
He smiled. "I'll go run this and be right back."
As soon as he was gone I looked at Kelly. "We have one more matter to discuss."
"Is it the issue that Wendell alluded to this afternoon?"
"Yes."
Kelly took a deep breath. "I'm not sure why, but I feel a sudden sense of foreboding."
"Just remember what Wendell said this afternoon and I think everything will be fine."
"You mean that I should listen to you and follow your lead on this?"
"Yes."
"Why did he say that?"
"I suspect that he feels that I have less emotional involvement in this issue."
"Really?"
"Yes, and I think he's right."
"Now my curiosity is piqued."
Michael reappeared with my wife's credit card and the charge slip. He set it in front of her and discreetly drifted away. Kelly inspected the charge slip for a moment and then she added a tip and signed it.
Once that was done she put her credit card away and said, "Why don't we move into the cocktail lounge. We can have a cognac while you tell me what this is all about."
I laughed. "You just want to show off your hot dress to all those guys in there."
Kelly nodded. "That is true, but I also want you to be able to see the envy in their eyes when they realize that I'm with you." She shook her head. "I suppose that sounds rather vain, but it is one of the reasons that some of the associates would ask to spend an evening with me in Las Vegas."
"You mean to be seen with a sexy young blond with great big..."
"Eyes? Kelly was grinning at me. "You were about to say eyes, weren't you, Dicklet?"
I looked pointedly at the mountains of soft flesh spilling out of the top of my wife's dress and said, "Yes, when we walk into the bar I am quite certain that all of those men are going to be staring at your big beautiful eyes."
Kelly winked at me and stood up. "Damn right cuckboy, now let's go into the bar for a cognac. I can't wait to see all those handsome men looking at my big beautiful eyes."
I shook my head and then chuckling, I stood up and followed my wife.
As we entered the short hallway between the cocktail lounge and the restaurant Kelly took her wrap off of her shoulders and tossed it back to me. "We wouldn't want anything covering up my gorgeous eyes would we Dicklet?"
I laughed. "No Ms. Mason, we certainly wouldn't."
Kelly stopped. As soon as I caught up to her she grabbed my arm, leaned over and kissed my cheek. "Timmy, I love you so much. I don't think there's another man in the entire world who could possibly make me as happy as you do."
I smiled at her. "Except maybe in bed."
My wife shook her head. "No, not even in bed." She giggled. "But of course in bed quantity does rival quality. Sweetie, you are the best, but as you know, variety and numbers are also important to me. She grabbed my hand. "Come on, let's go into the bar."
Kelly pulled me along behind her. As we walked into the bar I looked around. The room was filled with middle aged businessmen. Some were sitting in groups of two, three or four while others were alone. When we entered the room all of their eyes shifted their focus to my wife.
While Kelly was leading me to a table I suddenly became acutely aware of just how skimpy the dress she was wearing really was. I knew that women often complained about men undressing them with their eyes, but this was the first time I'd actually witnessed the phenomena. If any of the men in that bar had been capable of psychokinesis, my wife would have been stark naked by the time we reached our table.
Most of the men were mildly discreet about their stares; but as I pulled out Kelly's chair so that she could sit down, I spotted one man who was a notable exception. He was seated on a stool leaning back against the bar so that he was facing us. His immaculate grooming and expensive looking dark gray suit gave him the appearance of a successful businessman. His rugged face and the streaks of gray in his dark hair suggested that he was in his early to mid forties. He held his cocktail in his left hand. His right arm was casually draped behind him in such a way that he arrogantly took up both his space and the space next to him at the already overly crowded bar. His eyes were brazenly fixed on my wife's ample cleavage.
As soon as we were both seated Kelly leaned over and whispered, "My god, did you see him?"
I smiled. "You mean the guy at the bar?"
Kelly nodded.
"He looks like kind of an asshole to me."
My wife laughed. "That's probably true, but he's the kind of asshole that could get into my panties in a flash." She took a deep breath. "I'm getting wet from just thinking about him."
"Is he really that handsome?"
"No, not at all." She smiled at me. "Timmy women are much less concerned about physical appearance than men. We're more attuned to a man's attitude and demeanor than to his looks." She took a deep breath. "And that man is an alpha male."
"I'm not an alpha male, and you chose to marry me."
Kelly nodded. "Yes, and I am very happy that I did choose you. You're a wonderful husband. Men like the guy at the bar are very sexy and often turn out to be fabulous in bed, but they make terrible husbands. Timmy, I agree with your first impression, he probably is an asshole." She laughed. "But if he took me to his bed I would be willing to do things for him that would make my mother and sisters cringe in horror."
"A few minutes ago you told me that you didn't enjoy being submissive."
"I don't, and there would be nothing submissive about what I'd do with that man. Men like him just bring out the slut inside a woman like me."
Suddenly a glimmer of fear that this wonderful evening with my wife was about to end crept into my gut. I closed my eyes and quietly said, "I see."
Kelly noticed the change in my demeanor and reached out and took my hand. "Don't worry baby. I'm not going to run off with him tonight. There are lots of guys like the man at the bar and when I want one, I don't have any trouble attracting them. You're the real jewel. Timmy honey, tonight I'm with you and I fully intend to finish the evening with you." She giggled. "And when we get home tonight I promise that I'll do all the slutty things with you that I would have done if I'd decided to hook up with him instead."
I smiled at my wife, "Really?"
"Yes, really."
"You know, I'm not actually all that interested in an after dinner drink."
Kelly laughed. "Listen to you. You're turning into a little sex fiend."
I eagerly nodded. "Yes I am."
She squeezed my hand. "Well you're just going to have to control your urges for a little while longer. I still have to hear about this problem that you and Wendell were talking about."
I sighed. "Yes, I guess you're right."
"Hi Kelly! How are you tonight?"
The voice startled Kelly and me. We had been so deeply engrossed in our conversation that we didn't see the waitress approach our table. We both looked up.
My wife smiled when she saw her. "Hi Traci, I'm good. How are you?"
Traci shook her head. "I've worked seven nights straight. I'm beat. I need a day off."
Traci was an extremely attractive blond who appeared to be in her mid to late thirties. She was also the most provocatively dressed woman I 'd ever encountered in real life. She was wearing black patent leather high heeled pumps, black nylon stockings and a garter belt. I knew this because her very short black miniskirt wasn't long enough to cover the stays that held up her stockings.
A skimpy halter top just barely concealed Traci's large breasts and her long golden hair was combed to one side and pulled back into a pony tail that was casually draped over her right shoulder. While her outfit was unquestionably the most suggestive clothing I'd ever seen a woman wear in public, it was Traci's makeup that actually captured my attention. Her dark eyeshadow and heavy mascara was applied in a manner that turned her blue eyes into mesmerizing pools of temptation and her bright red lip gloss hinted that she might be a woman who delighted in using her sumptuous mouth to satisfy a man's most base desires.
Kelly glanced over at me, noticed the fascination in my eyes and laughed. "Timmy, reel your tongue back into your mouth before you get the floor wet."
She turned back to the waitress. "Traci, I think my husband finds your attire to be just a little bit stimulating."
Traci grinned. "That was my intention when I got dressed this afternoon. In this place putting a little pizazz in my outfit dramatically improves the tips I get." She stared at my wife for a moment and then she said, "And I have to add that you're not exactly dressed like one of the nuns at St. Theresa's Elementary School."
Kelly smiled at her. "Touche'"
"Tonya, Keisha, Mandy and Antoine were in here the other night. They told me that you quit your job with the firm. What happened?"
Kelly was quiet for a moment and then she said, "Let's just say that Timmy didn't exactly understand the true nature of my job duties." There was a hint of shame in her voice.
Traci raised her eyebrows. "Really?" She turned and looked at me. For a second she seemed to be studying me. Finally she smiled and extended her hand. "We haven't been formally introduced. I'm Traci Dylan."
I stood up, took her hand and gently shook it. "I'm Tim Jamieson. It's a pleasure to meet you Traci, please call me Timmy."
Traci nodded. "Thank you Timmy, please sit down."
As I sat down Kelly shook her head and said, "I'm sorry Traci, I should have done that."
Traci shrugged. "Don't worry about it, people don't generally introduce the waitresses in a restaurant."
"Yes, but Traci, you're my friend."
Traci smiled at Kelly. "Thank you Kel."
She turned back to me. "You must be quite a guy if you're still with Kelly after finding out what she really did for the firm."
"Believe me Traci, he is." Kelly shook her head. "And I almost fucked up a storybook marriage to an absolutely perfect man."
"What are you going to do for a job?"
"I don't know. We're still focused on healing our marriage."
Traci smiled at me. "Well I applaud you for trying to work things out. Most guys would have thrown Kelly out on her ass when they found out what she did."
We were all silent for a moment and then Traci asked. "So what can I get for the two of you?"
Kelly looked at me. "Timmy we were going to have cognac, but have you ever had a rusty nail?"
"No, I don't think I've ever even heard of it."
"Martin loves them. They frequently serve them as an after dinner drink at Evergreen and Eagle Lake."
"What is it?"
"Scotch and Drambuie."
"Drambuie is already scotch and honey, isn't it?"
"Yes, but adding the extra whisky reduces the sweetness of the Drambuie just a little bit."
"Sounds interesting, I'd love to try one."
Kelly looked at Traci. "Bring us two rusty nails."
Traci smiled. "You got it Kelly."
She turned and was about to leave, but my wife stopped her. "Traci wait just a minute."
Kelly turned to me. "Timmy there's a little tradition in the bar at the Goldenrod. Give me a five dollar bill."
I wasn't certain what this was all about, but I didn't see any reason to question Kelly's request; so I took out my money clip, peeled off a five dollar bill and handed it to my wife."
Traci laughed. "Kelly you really do love teasing the guys in here don't you."
My wife nodded. "Yes I do." And then she amazed me by lifting the hem of Traci's skirt and slipping the five dollar bill into one of the straps of her garter belt. Once the bill was secured under the lace strap Kelly slipped her hand between Traci's thighs and for a very brief moment gently massaged her pantie covered pussy."
When Kelly took her hand away she winked at me and said, "It's a nice little tradition, isn't it."
I was so astonished that all I could do was nod.
Traci winked at me. "If a guy wanted to cop a feel like that he'd have to put at least a fifty in my garter, but for your wife it's free." She looked around. I followed her gaze. Every man in the bar was watching us.
Traci grinned at Kelly. "I think every guy in the place just popped a chubby. My tips for the next hour are going to sky rocket."
Kelly laughed. "I'm glad I could help you out."
Traci nodded. "I'm glad you did too, but face it Kel, you just love putting on a show." She turned and smiled at me. "Is there any chance you might let Kelly go back to her old job? Your wife was a natu..." Suddenly she stopped herself. Shaking her head, Traci said; "I'm sorry Timmy, that was a stupid and insensitive remark. I'm sure this has been a very difficult situation for you."
I smiled at Traci. "Hey, it's okay. Yes, it has been a little trying, but we're working it out and frankly, I am open to looking at ways that Kelly might return to her old job."
Traci stared at me. After a moment she said, "Really? Even if you know that other guys will be screwing her?"
I nodded. "Yes, even then."
Traci stared at me for a few seconds. Finally she smiled and said, "Timmy, you remind me of an old and very dear friend. He was much larger than you are, but you seem to have the same kind heart and self confidence that he had. He was wise enough and secure enough to understand that even though the woman he loved was sleeping with other men it didn't diminish her love for him."
I stared at Traci. I noticed a tear in her eye.
I quietly said, "When you talk about this friend you use the past tense. What happened to him?"
Traci sighed and then she whispered, "He and another good friend were killed when a group of thugs tried to rob them. They'd been trying to raise enough money to buy a house for the woman they both loved."
That piqued Kelly's curiosity. She looked at Traci and asked, "They both loved the same woman?"
Traci nodded. "Yes and I have never met three people who loved each other more than they did."
"What happened to the woman when her two friends were murdered?"
"It nearly destroyed her; but April, Ponce and Danny had become close friends with two older couples. After Ponce and Danny were killed the two couples adopted April and took care of her while she was recovering from the trauma."
"Where is April now?"
"She lives in this city. I see her every once in a while. It took her almost two years to recover from the death of Ponce and Danny, but with the help of her friends she finally did get over it. Eventually she met another man and married him."
Traci smiled at me. "I think that the two of you are also very similar men."
I looked at Traci. "Did you say April, Ponce and Danny?"
"Yes."
"How long ago did this happen?"
Traci thought for a moment and then she said, "It's been about eight years since Ponce and Danny were killed."
"They went to Kelroy College, didn't they?"
"Yes they did."
Suddenly Kelly said, "Oh my god, you're talking about April Hansen and Marion Poncely."
Traci stared at Kelly for several seconds. Finally she said, "Yes. that's right. Did you know them?"
Kelly shook her head. "No, Timmy and I both went to Kelroy but April graduated the year before we got there." She smiled, "Everyone at Kelroy knows the story of April, Ponce and Danny. It's like a legend at the school. Were they really your friends?"
Traci slowly nodded her head. "Yes, they used to work here. Ponce and Danny were bar tenders and April was a cocktail waitress like me. I was falling in love with Danny and I think he was falling in love with me. If they'd been able to buy that house I'm pretty sure Danny would have asked me to live there with him." She sighed, "I just wish they would have asked me, I could have helped them with the money and they'd still be alive today."
"Hey Traci, the guys at that table over there need drinks." We all turned. The bartender was smiling at Traci and pointing at a table of five rather impatient looking men.
She waved. "Sorry Billy, I'll get right over there." Traci looked at us and shrugged. "Hey, I have to get back to work. I'll be right back with your rusty nails."
Kelly smiled. "We understand, maybe we can get together some night when you're not working."
Traci's face lit up. "I'd love that."
Behind us Billy the bartender said, "Traci, they're waiting."
"I gotta go." She turned and hustled over to the other table. As soon as she got there she pressed her body up against one of the men and ran her fingers through his hair. "Sorry guys, they're old friends. I got a little distracted. If you'll forgive me I promise to be very good to you for the rest of the night."
The man she was pressed up against slipped his hand under her skirt and rubbed her pantie covered rear. Traci didn't make any effort to stop him. As the man continued feeling her ass he said, "We'll forgive you, but we expect excellent service for the rest of the night."
Traci bent over and kissed his cheek. While she was kissing him she deliberately gave the rest of the men at the table a very good look at her ample cleavage. By the time she was done taking their drink orders all five of the men were smiling.
I turned to Kelly. "She's very good at her job."
"Yes she is."
"You seem to know each other quite well."
"Remember, I used to eat in this restaurant several evenings a week." Suddenly Kelly sighed and then she closed her eyes and shook her head. After a moment she whispered, "Timmy I'm so sorry that I wasn't eating dinner with you on those nights. I've neglected you so badly. Can you ever forgive me?" She smiled at me. "You're the best thing that ever happened to me in my entire life and I took you for granted. I ignored you. I must be the stupidest woman in the world."
I reached over and patted her hand. "All of that is now part of the past. It happened and that's a fact that we can't change, but I don't think we should let it destroy us. You made a mistake. It nearly shattered our marriage, but it didn't and I don't believe that either of us wants to end our marriage. It seems to me that our only option is to agree to start over again."
"Do you really think you can do that after the way I treated you?"
"It doesn't appear to me that I have a choice."
"Of course you have a choice."
"Okay, I do have a choice. I can choose to be angry with you and allow my anger to shut you out of my life." I shrugged. "But I don't want that to happen. To me, going through life without you is an untenable outcome, so I have to opt for the other choice."
"What's that?'
"To forgive you, learn from this experience and try to rebuild our marriage."
Kelly thought about this for a moment and then she said, "Timmy I'm not sure I deserve you."
I laughed. "Well, deserve me or not you've got me and I don't think there's anything in this world that's going to change that fact."
Kelly stared at me. Suddenly she started to grin like the Cheshire Cat. "Timmy I love you so much."
I picked up my wife's hand and held it firmly between both of my hands. "That's a good thing, because I'm head over heels in love with you."
I glanced across the room. Traci was busy delivering a tray of cocktails to the table of five men who she'd earlier neglected.



I looked back at Kelly. "When Traci was telling us about April and Ponce she said something that puzzled me."
"What was that?"
"She mentioned that she wished that Ponce and Danny had asked her to help them finance the house they were trying to buy."
"Okay, why does that puzzle you?"
"Traci's a cocktail waitress. I'm certain that she's a very good cocktail waitress and I don't doubt that she gets fabulous tips, but we're talking about financing the purchase of a house. That requires significant financial assets, very significant financial assets, assets that you wouldn't normally associate with a cocktail waitress." I laughed. "Or for that matter, a hack copy editor for an neighborhood advertising paper."
Kelly grinned. "Or a part time clerk at a convenience store."
"Yes, that's correct. I couldn't finance the purchase of a house either." I shrugged. "I'll grant you that Traci probably makes significantly more money that I do, but I doubt that she earns enough to make a financial move like putting up the cash to buy a house."
Kelly nodded. "Traci is quite wealthy; but you're right, she didn't amass her fortune by working as a cocktail waitress."
"So how did she do it?"
"Timmy it's only partially true that Traci and I became friends because I used to regularly eat dinner in this restaurant."
"All right."
"The firm occasionally employs her as a hostess."
"Really?"
"Yes, Martin knows her very well. When Traci was younger she worked as a headline dancer at the Black Knight."
"The strip club on the outskirts of downtown. You mentioned it earlier this evening. Are you telling me that she amassed a fortune working as a stripper?"
"Partially, from what Traci has told me the dancers at the Black Knight earn a very good income."
"But you said partially."
"Yes, Traci told me that the Black Knight has a policy of only employing dancers who are under the age of thirty."
I nodded. "That makes sense. Nude dancing is certainly a profession where youth is an advantage. Men like to look at young women."
Kelly laughed. "Maybe most men, but I'm not so sure that's true about you. Neither Tonya nor Traci appeared to have any trouble catching your attention today."
I shrugged. "Hey what can I say, I'm an open minded guy."
My wife shook her head. "Open minded guy? You're a degenerate perv."
I grinned at her. "Okay, I'll admit that."
"And Timothy Jamieson, it's one of the seven million reasons that I'm madly in love with you." Kelly was giggling.
"All right, so I assume that Traci had to quit dancing when she turned thirty. How was that relevant to her financial status?"
"She became an escort, a very highly paid escort."
"You mean a prostitute."
My wife shrugged. "I guess that's technically correct, but that word evokes the image of a woman standing on a street corner wearing black thigh high boots and a miniskirt. That certainly wasn't what Traci was doing. She was meeting affluent businessmen in upscale hotels."
"That's the same thing you were doing, isn't it?" The words just popped out and I immediately regretted saying them.
Kelly stared at me for a moment and then she sighed. "Yes, I suppose you're right. I was a prostitute too."
I shook my head. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to say that, it just popped out."
"You can't deny that what you said was true."
"Yes, but I think we already had this discussion. I don't believe there's anything inherently wrong with being paid to have sex."
"So you wouldn't object if I decided to become a paid escort."
I smiled at my wife. I don't think it was deliberate on her part, but we both knew that she'd just backed me into a corner. Suddenly I found myself confronting the fundamental question. Could I handle being married to a prostitute?
I thought about the question. After a moment I asked, "Would that mean you'd have a pimp?"
Kelly shook her head. "No, I would never want to be involved with a pimp. During a flight to Evergreen last summer Traci described her life as an escort. She told us that she always had what you might call an administrative assistant. She needed someone to take telephone calls when she was occupied with a date, assist her with her calendar and help her stay on schedule."
"Stay on schedule?"
My wife giggled. "Traci told us that it's sometimes easy to lose track of the time when you're busy fucking. She always had her assistant call her when her session was scheduled to end."
I laughed. "Yes, I suppose that would be necessary."
"She also used the assistant for another very important purpose."
"What was that?"
"Security."
"I'm not sure I understand."
"When she was doing incall her assistant..."
"Incall?"
"That means she provided the hotel room. Outcall means that she would go to her dates hotel room. Traci told us that she rarely did outcall. If she went to a strange hotel room she always felt that there was a greater risk that she was walking into a trap set up by the police."
"I guess that makes sense."
"When she did incall she always had her assistant stationed in the hotel lobby. Her dates never knew what room she was in until they got to the hotel. That way, when they arrived they had to call her cell phone from the lobby. Traci and her assistant were on a second cell phone and if her date was alone her assistant would tell her and Traci would give him the room number and tell him to come up to the room. Once her date got to the hotel room Traci would make casual conversation with him for a few minutes while her assistant monitored the hotel lobby. As soon as her assistant felt confident that nobody was following Traci's date she would call Traci and tell her that everything was all right."
"Did the system work?"
"Traci said that she never got arrested."
I smiled. "I guess it worked."
"She also used the assistant for one other purpose."
"What was that?"
"She said that when you're meeting strange men in a hotel room for sex, there's always the concern that you're going to run into a real freak. You know what I mean, a guy who likes to hurt women."
I nodded. "Yes I understand. So, one of the assistant's duties was to always know where she was and have some information like a cell phone record of who she was with."
"Yes, and that was another reason that her assistant always called her at the end of a session."
"You mean to make sure she was okay?"
"Yes, and she called again when she saw the date leaving the hotel."
"Okay, so you wouldn't have a pimp, but you would need someone to work as your assistant."
"Yes." Kelly grinned at me for a moment and then she said, "Maybe you could be my assistant."
I suppose that it shouldn't have, but Kelly's suggestion took me by surprise. My jaw must have dropped to the floor because Kelly started laughing.
"Hey it's not such a bad idea. That would allow us to be together all the time and you could have a lap top computer and work on your book while I entertained my dates." Kelly paused. After a moment she added, "Traci's fee was four hundred dollars an hour. I think I could probably get at least that much. If we worked four days a week and I entertained five dates on each of those days I could earn eight thousand dollars a week. Timmy that's four hundred thousand dollars a year."
"How would the men find you?"
"Traci said that there are Internet sites where escorts advertise."
"Doesn't that also let the police find you?"
"We'd have to be very careful."
"What if you did get arrested? It's very likely that your mother and sisters would find out? Could you handle that?"
Kelly closed her eyes and sighed. It was obvious that she hadn't considered that possibility. After a moment she said, "I don't know, I'll have to think about that."
For several seconds we were both quiet and then my wife started to smile. She looked at me and said, "You still haven't answered the question."
"What question?"
Kelly rolled her eyes. "The original question silly. Would you object if I decided to become a paid escort?"
I closed my eyes for a moment and thought about my answer. Finally I said, "I don't know. I don't think I'd be bothered by any moral issues and I certainly wouldn't be jealous of your dates, but I think it's dangerous. No matter how careful we are, there is always the possibility that you could get arrested and I would always be worried about the possibility that you might run into a freak who would hurt or even kill you."
My wife shrugged. "There would be risks, but Timmy we could make a lot of money and work together. And both of us would have time to write."
I nodded, "That's all true, but you could also make a very good income and have time to write if you went back to your old job at the firm, and you wouldn't have any of the risks."
Kelly stared at me. "Timmy are you saying that it would be all right with you if I went back to my old job?"
I smiled at her. "It's a safer choice for you than becoming a paid escort. It wouldn't allow us to work together, but I think that's good trade off for the security and safety the job offers. Bedsides, if you're not trying to hide what your doing from me, we'll still have more time to spend together than we had in the past year."
My wife's face lit up. "Oh Timmy thank you! I promise I'll always be very honest about what I'm doing and I'm absolutely certain that we'll be able to spend a lot more time together."
I held up my hand. "Hold on, I haven't fully agreed. There is one last matter that we still have to discuss and frankly money might not be an issue for us."
"Sorry it took me so long to get your cocktails. I sort of fell behind with my tables while I was talking with you. I had to do a little hustling to get caught up."
Kelly and I turned. Traci was standing behind us. She was holding a tray with two small glasses filled with amber colored liquor and ice cubes.
Kelly smiled at her. "That's okay, as you can see, we were so busy talking that we weren't paying any attention to the time."
Traci placed a napkin in front of each of us and set our rusty nails on the napkins.
As she was doing that Kelly glanced at me and said, "Timmy give Traci a twenty dollar bill."
While I was taking out my money clip and finding a twenty dollar bill Kelly said to Traci, "We're only going to have one drink. If we settle up right now you won't have to worry about us for the remainder of the time were here."
Traci nodded. "That's a good idea. It looks like I'm going to be pretty busy for the rest of the evening. By the way, your little act with the five dollar bill was very good for business." She raised the hem of her skirt. The straps of her garter belt were stuffed with five dollar bills."
Kelly laughed. "I'm glad I could help you out."
Traci shook her head. "I'm getting some very good tips, but I'm also having to slap a lot of wandering hands away from my ass and my pussy."
I didn't actually have a twenty dollar bill so I had to hand Traci two tens. As she took them from me Kelly asked, "Is that enough to cover the drinks and a tip?"
Traci nodded. "The rusty nails are eight dollars each." You've really already given me my tip, so why don't you let me give you four dollars back."
Kelly shook her head. "Absolutely not."
Traci stared at Kelly. "Are you sure? Honey you're out of work and I remind you that I really don't need the money."
Kelly smiled. "Thank you, but I am sure. Timmy and I are both very frugal. We have a nice nest egg stashed away. We'll be all right for quite a while."
"Okay." Traci picked up her pen, scrawled something on one of the napkins on her tray and handed the napkin to Kelly. "Here's my telephone number. Let's get together some evening when I'm not working."
"That would be very nice. You could come over for dinner. Timmy is a wonderful cook."
Traci smiled. "I'd like that very much." She glanced around the bar. "Hey the natives are starting to get restless again. I'd better get going."
"Traci before you leave can I ask you one question?"
"Sure Kelly, but it has to be a quick one."
"I have the impression that during the time you were working as an escort you put away a fairly large sum of money. If that's true, why are you working as a cocktail waitress?"
Traci laughed. "That question is easy. You're right, while I was working as an escort I did put away enough money to live on for the rest of my life, but I just turned forty. I'm much too young to move into the old people's home. Working as a cocktail waitress is fun and it gives me a good opportunity to meet new people."
She looked around again. The men sitting at a table on the other side of the bar were trying to get her attention. "Hey listen, I gotta go. Call me okay?"
"I'll call you this week Traci."
Traci nodded and then she turned and hurried to the table on the other side of the room."
As Traci left our table I glanced over at the bar and noticed that the man who had been brazenly staring at my wife when we walked in was still there, and he was still staring at Kelly.
Kelly picked up her cocktail and smiled at me. "A toast."
I picked up my drink. "All right."
"To a fresh start."
I smiled and clinked her glass. "I will definitely drink to that."
We both took a sip of our rusty nails. As I set mine down Kelly asked, "Well what do you think? Do you like it?"
I nodded. "Yes, I do like it. It does make a wonderful after dinner drink. It's sweet, but it still has that nice smoky flavor of scotch.
My wife grinned at me. "Good, I was hoping you'd like it." She set her glass down. "Okay, what's this big mystery that you and Wendell were talking about?"
I thought for a moment. I wasn't quite sure how I should begin. Finally I took a deep breath and said, "Do you remember that I mentioned that I had a meeting with Martin Jackson this morning?"
"Yes, of course I remember. I gather that it's one of the reasons you were willing to talk to me this afternoon."
"That's right. Martin Jackson spoke very passionately on your behalf."
Kelly smiled. "He really is a good man." She suddenly stopped and stared at me. "I'm actually kind of surprised that you agreed to meet with him."
"He bribed me."
"He bribed you?"
"Yes, he bribed me. He offered me five thousand dollars if I would agree to meet with him for thirty minutes."
"Really?"
"Yes."
"Did he actually give you the money?"
"Yes he did."
"In cash?"
"Of course."
"You mean you have five thousand dollars in cash with you right now?"
I laughed. "That's correct."
"Why didn't you tell me?"
"We had too many other things to talk about. This was my first opportunity to tell you."
Kelly nodded. "Yes, I guess that makes sense."
We were both silent for a moment. I think Kelly was waiting for me to tell her about the meeting and I was trying to decide how to tell her about it.
Finally she asked, "So what did you and Martin talk about?"
I decided that the best course of action was to be perfectly frank. I suspected that Kelly was going to have a difficult time accepting what I was about to tell her, but I realized that the only way we could get beyond this was to confront it directly. I looked at Kelly and said, "He started by telling me that his lawyers felt that I was in a very good position to sue his firm."
"Sue them? Why would you be able do that?"
"I asked him that exact same question. This is what he told me. Do you remember your very first interview with JTandR? It was at the end of our Senior year at Kelroy."
"Of course I remember it. I''ll never be able to forget it. I was so nervous that I couldn't sleep the night before the interview,"
I smiled. "Yes, I remembered that too. They were impressed with you, but they had the same problem that everyone else has when they first meet you. They had trouble getting beyond your beautiful face, long blond hair and sexy body. After the interview was over John Reynolds suggested that maybe they should be trying to recruit you as a hostess."
Kelly stared at me in silence.
"Martin agreed that John's suggestion had merit so they sent their investigators to Kelroy and interviewed everyone who knew us, including the dormitory maids, other students, our professors and anybody else they could find who might know anything about us. I gather that it was an exhaustive investigation."
Kelly smiled. "Yes, they are very thorough."
"You can imagine what they found out"
My wife nodded. "I'm sure they learned about my reputation as the blow job queen of Kelroy College."
"And that really piqued their curiosity, but I was a problem for them."
"Why?"
"We were getting married. They prefer that their hosts and hostesses are single."
"Yes I guess that's right, I was the only married hostess."
"They were about to give up on the idea of hiring you as a hostess, but then their investigators made what they considered to be a rather startling observation. We were engaged to be married, yet you continued to openly date other men and I didn't seem to mind. Suddenly the possibility that you might become a hostess became feasible again."
"But when they hired me they never even mentioned the possibility that I might become a hostess. At that time I never would have even considered it."
"That's correct, and that's what they missed. That's why they feel that I'm," I paused. "Actually we are in a position to sue them and win."
"What do you mean?"
"When we got married they didn't realize that you were taking the vow of fidelity that you made during our wedding ceremony seriously."
"Timmy, I'm still very confused. I was hired in June, but we never discussed my becoming a hostess until the following November."
"Kelly think about it. When they hired you they really couldn't have just offered you a job as a hostess. The moment you realized what that actually meant you could have filed a sexual harassment charge against them."
"But they hired me as a research analyst."
"Yes, and then they assigned you to Chris Kendricks, who just happened to be their most skilled host."
My wife stared at me. Suddenly she gasped. "Oh my god."
I nodded. "That's correct, it was his job to seduce you and find out just how open you were about having casual sex with numerous partners."
Kelly's expression became very serious. In a quiet, but extremely firm voice she said, "Go on."
"As you well know, you resisted Chris's advances for several months. Martin and John were puzzled about that, but they assumed that because you were such a beautiful woman you had an ample supply of willing lovers outside the workplace and you didn't need to have an affair with a coworker. Again I point out that they completely missed the possibility that you weren't responding to Chris's advances because you were trying to remain faithful to me."
"Timmy, are you telling me that Chris Kendricks was part of a plot to entice me into becoming a hostess?"
"Yes I am and do you remember what he asked you the morning after the first afternoon the two of you had sex? You mentioned it to me earlier today and Martin remembers it very well."
"He kissed me and when he was done kissing me he asked me how you reacted when I told you about what had happened on the previous afternoon."
"And what did you tell him?"
Kelly quietly whispered. "I lied and told him that you were just fine with it and then I gave him a blow job." She looked at me. "Martin knew about that?"
"Yes, Chris was making regular reports to Martin about the progress he was making in his attempts to seduce you. Once you and Chris started having sex and they believed that I was comfortable with the situation, they began a course of action that gradually moved you into your eventual role as a hostess."
"Please explain that." There was now a hint of anger in my wife's voice. She was reacting as both Wendell and I feared she might react.



"I'm quite certain that the dinner meeting at this restaurant was part of the plan. You remember it. You told me about it earlier today. It was your first official business meeting with the three partners and you were seated next to John Reynolds. You told me that he was so nice to you. You also told me that the meeting ended abruptly, but Martin wanted to stay and talk to Chris, so John had to give you a ride home."
"And when we got back to his office John seduced me and the next morning, when I got to work John called me into his office to tell me that they'd decided to promote me." Kelly shook her head. "And I was so excited that I ended up having sex with all three of the partners that morning."
My wife sighed. "Timmy I really am just a dumb blond." She smiled at me. "I'll bet Eric was a setup too."
"You mean that first associate you met at the Calvert Hotel?'
"Yes, he was one of the most handsome men I've ever met and he was so good in bed. When I left that night I actually felt lucky that I had a job where I occasionally got to sleep with a good looking man and get paid for it. Timmy I was unbelievably stupid."
Kelly stared at me for a moment and then she said, "Timmy they manipulated me. They played me like a puppet so that I'd become their little corporate hooker and I'm so dumb that I fell for it." She laughed. "I fell for it because I wanted to fall for it. I even lied to them because I wanted to become their little whore."
My wife closed her eyes. There was a tear rolling down her cheek. She bit her lower lip and quietly said, "That's all I am is a cheap little whore and that's all I'll ever be. I tried to be faithful to you, but I couldn't do that. Instead I let those bastards play me."
Kelly's voice started to get louder. "Of course they were able to play me because they recognized exactly what I was, a little slut whore. I'm nothing but a dumb blond with big tits who's willing to spread her legs for any bastard that smiles at her."
I reached out and picked up my wife's hand. "Kelly, please remember what Wendell said to you this afternoon. Listen to me, please listen to me. Think about all of the things we said to each other today. You are not a whore. You're a wonderful bright woman who I dearly love."
Kelly snatched her hand away. "No Timmy, you're wrong. Martin and John recognized my true nature and they took advantage of it. They made me into their little whore."
"No they turned you into a courtesan and it was a job you loved."
My wife stood up. "That's pure bullshit Timmy. I'm your goddess. You have me up on such a high pedestal that you can't really see what a pathetic slut you married. Well, it's time you found out."
My wife turned so that she was looking at the handsome man at the bar who'd been staring at her all evening. She smiled at him. He smiled back at her.
Kelly looked back at me. "You'd better go home now Timmy. Ask Traci to call a taxicab. You can afford it, you've got a wad of money in your pocket. I'll be home when this stud is done fucking me."
She walked over to the man at the bar. The stool next to him was still open. She grabbed his arm. "Hey handsome, is this seat taken?"
He patted the bar stool. "Make yourself comfortable. I was wondering how long it would take you to come to your senses and ditch that loser you're with so you could join me."
Kelly laughed. "That's my pussy husband. I told him to call a cab and go home. We had a nice dinner together, but now I'm ready for a little excitement and you look like just the kind of guy who can give it to me. My name's Melody, what's yours?"
"I'm Brad, it's a pleasure to meet you Melody. Can I buy you a drink?"
"Brad, I'd love a vodka martini."
Brad turned to the Billy the bartender. "Hey barkeep, I need a martini for the lady and I'll have another manhattan."
I was in a quandary as I sat at the table watching what was happening at the bar. The submissive cuckold in me told me that this was my wife's right. She was my goddess. I should do as I was told and get a cab and go home, but that just didn't seem right to me. This wasn't healthy. Kelly wasn't doing this for fun and pleasure, she was acting out of anger and disgust. She was angry at the firm for using her, but mostly I think she was disgusted with herself for allowing them to use her. Ever since she was teenager my wife had fought to disprove the presumption people made that she was just a dumb blond. Kelly had worked hard to prove that she was a bright, hard working, well educated woman. Now I think she was feeling like she'd allowed the firm to manipulate her into becoming nothing more than the shallow dumb blond that everyone always assumed she was.
I also suspected that part of her anger with herself came from the feeling that she had once again failed to live up to the standards set by her mother and her sisters. Only this time it was much worse. This time she wasn't a free living libertine rebelling against a set of narrow minded moral values dogmatically instilled by her family and her culture. This time she was a stupid whore who had been manipulated by a group of lying, thieving scoundrels. These were just the type of men her sisters and mother had constantly warned her about and now Kelly felt like a fool because she'd allowed these awful men to dupe her and lead her into an immoral life of carnal sin and nearly destroy her perfect marriage.
I knew that I couldn't leave Kelly right now. Somehow I had to find a way to pull her out of this self destructive act and help her see that while the partners at the firm may have manipulated her, they also lead her into a job that she dearly loved and up until twenty minutes ago desperately wanted to resume.
I took a deep breath, stood up and nervously walked over to Brad and my wife. As I approached them they both turned and looked at me.
Brad had a smirk on his face. "What do you want wimp?"
I mustered all of my courage and said, "I want to talk to my wife and it doesn't concern you."
"Fuckin A it concerns me pussyboy. She may be your wife, but in case you haven't noticed, she left you to be with me. Now get lost!"
I ignored him and looked at my wife. "Kelly, you know I don't mind if you do things like this, but not tonight. Not when you're angry and hurt. You're not doing this for fun, you're doing this out of some sort of self deprecating need to demean and punish yourself. I can't let you do it. Please come home with me."
Brad grabbed my arm and yelled, "Wimpboy, I thought I told you to get lost. Your wife is going to stay with me for the rest of the night. Live with it!"
I grabbed his hand and with an amazing burst of strength I pulled it off of my arm and stared into his face. "No I will not leave her here with you, not tonight."
Brad stood up and balled his fist. "Then I guess I'll just have to make you leave."
Now my adrenalin was flowing. I continued staring at him. "There isn't any doubt in my mind that you can beat me up, but I promise you that you are going to have to do just that. I will not leave without my wife. If you hit me I promise that I will fight back as hard as I possibly can and I will not stop fighting until I'm either unconscious or dead. Before you start this fight and you will have to be the one who throws the first punch, I suggest you think about this. I intend to create such a ruckus that Billy the bartender is going to have to call the police. I doubt very much that you will be able to get out of here before they arrive. When they do get here I would imagine that we will both be arrested for disorderly conduct."
I smiled at Brad. "Of course the story that will come out of this is that we got into a fight because I was trying to stop you from seducing my wife."
I glanced down at his left hand. "I notice that you're wearing a wedding band. I wonder how your wife will feel when she finds out that you were jailed for beating up a jealous husband who was just trying to defend his wife's honor."
I let that sink in for a moment and then I added. "You're also wearing an expensive looking business suit. I would imagine that you have a very good job. I wonder how your employer will respond when he finds out that you were involved in a bar fight with a jealous husband."
I laughed. "I work as a clerk in a convenience store. My boss is a retired navy cook. He not only won't be angry when he finds out what happened, he'll come down to the jail and bail me out and then he'll probably give me a raise."
Brad stared at me. I stared right back at him. After a moment he shook his head. "You two mother fuckers are crazy. I'm getting the hell out of here." He threw two twenty dollar bills on the bar and yelled at Billy, "That should cover my tab. Keep the mother fuckin change." And then he roughly pushed me aside and stormed out of the restaurant.
As soon as he was gone I looked around the bar. Everyone was staring at me. The men at one of the tables started to applaud. Two men at another table joined them but they also stood up. Suddenly everyone in the bar was giving me a standing ovation.
I gave them a modest bow and then I turned to my wife. Tears were running down her cheeks. "Kelly, I understand why you reacted the way you did and I'm not angry with you, but I can't keep saving you from yourself so I'm going to leave now and catch a bus that will take me home. That should give you plenty of time to pull yourself together and join me there. If you're not there when I get home, I will assume that you decided to keep on wallowing in self pity and let one of these other men pick you up so that you can continue your little display of self flagellation. If you decide to do that, I'll get my car and go back to Albie Porter's house. My things are still there."
I nodded to my wife. "Goodnight Kelly, I hope I see you when I get home, but that's your decision, not mine."
I turned and walked out of the bar. As I left I glanced back at my wife. She was still sitting on the bar stool. Her face was buried in her hands. She was crying. Traci was standing next to her trying to comfort her.
I glanced at my watch as I left the restaurant. It was almost ten o'clock. It was late October. There was a cold wind blowing out of the northwest. As I walked down the deserted street I pulled the collar of my blue blazer up around my neck in an effort to stay warm. It didn't help.
When I got to the corner I sat down on the bus bench and settled in for a long wait. I didn't actually have any idea about when the bus would come, but at that time on a week night I suspected that I might be sitting on that cold bench for quite awhile.
Once I was settled on the bench I took a deep breath and started to relax. As I relaxed I realized that I was exhausted. The entire day had been an emotional roller coaster for me. Even though my meeting with Martin Jackson had only been eleven hours ago, so much had occurred since that meeting that it now felt like it had taken place last year.
The confrontation with Brad in the restaurant had sapped me of any reserve energy that I might have had. I was drained, but I hoped that the day wasn't over yet. I desperately wanted to find Kelly waiting for me when I finally got home.
I knew I could take a taxi. It was expensive, but I had plenty of money. I didn't choose to do that because I knew that the bus would be slower. I wanted to be absolutely certain that Kelly had enough time to get home ahead of me. I did not want this last confrontation to be the end of our marriage.
I wondered about the wisdom of leaving my wife at the restaurant. The bar was filled with handsome businessmen and I was certain that many of them probably recognized that she was vulnerable at this moment.
I considered going back to get her, but I rejected that idea. I'd just stepped in and stopped my wife from making an impulsive decision that I believed she would later regret. Now I felt that it was Kelly's turn to exhibit some strength and character. She'd made a number of promises to me during our earlier discussions that day. If she truly wanted to save our marriage it was now up to her to overcome her anger and disgust with herself and keep those promises.
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I leaned back against the bus bench and closed my eyes. It was cold and I was tired. At that moment all I wanted was to get back to our house and find Kelly there waiting for me.
I was just about to give up on the bus and take out my cell phone so that I could call a taxi when Kelly's Mercedes pulled up to the curb in front of me. She lowered her window and said, "Timmy I'm so ashamed about what I just did in the bar. I beg you to forgive me. Please get in the car and come home with me."
I sighed. It was a sigh of relief. And then I smiled at her and said, "Of course I forgive you. I told you in the bar that I wasn't angry with you and yes, I would love a ride home."
Kelly was parked on the wrong side of the street. There was very little traffic, so it really didn't matter, but I had to walk around her car to get in on the passenger side. As soon as I was seated and my door was closed Kelly put her car in gear and took off.
For a few moments we rode in silence. I had gotten very cold while I was waiting on that bus bench. The heater in Kelly's car was just starting to produce warm air, so my attention was focused on rubbing my hands together over the closest heat vent.
Kelly saw what I was doing and said, "Poor baby, you must have froze out there. Here let me turn up the fan."
Kelly adjusted a switch on her dashboard and I was suddenly bathed in a stream of warm air. My wife gave me a few minutes to get warm. Once I finally stopped shivering she smiled and asked. "Do you feel better now?"
I nodded. "Yes, thanks for coming to get me. I hate to think about how long I might have had to wait for either the bus or a cab."
"I'm the only one who needs to be doing any thanking tonight. Timmy I'm so sorry I pulled that stupid stunt. I acted like a petulant little brat."
"Hey, it's okay. I understand how you were feeling. That's why I intervened."
Suddenly my wife pulled her Mercedes over to the curb. As soon as the car was stopped she shifted it into park and turned to me. "Timmy that was the bravest most valiant thing anyone has ever done for me. I'm ashamed that I put you into that position, but baby you were wonderful. That man could have hurt you."
I laughed. "Yes he certainly could have." My voice became more serious. "But he didn't and it's over now."
Kelly nodded. "I know, but I want you to know that I will never forget what you did. Timmy I love you so much."
I smiled at her. "I know, and I love you too. That's why I did what I did. Now let's go home."
Kelly grinned at me. "Okay." She put her car into gear, looked over her left shoulder for oncoming cars and pulled back into the traffic lane."
We rode in silence again. The last hour had been emotionally very intense. We both needed a little time to catch our breath.
After a few minutes Kelly broke the silence. "Timmy before you started telling me about how the partners manipulated me, when we were still talking about my going back to work for the firm, you said that money might not be an issue for us. Why did you say that?"
"Remember that I told you that Martin started my meeting with him by telling me that he felt we were in a position to sue the firm?"
"Yes."
"He told me that his lawyers felt that we could probably expect to get a settlement that was somewhere between five hundred thousand and two million dollars.'
"Really?"
"Yes, but Martin offered us an immediate settlement of four million dollars."
Kelly pulled over to the curb again. Once the car was stopped she looked at me and asked, "Why would he do that?"
"Because the partners feel bad about what they did to us. He also offered to double the amount if we're able to reconcile our differences and continue being married."
"Timmy, is that true?"
"Yes and he also told me that if we're willing to trust him with the eight million dollars for five years he was quite certain that he could turn it into thirty million dollars."
Kelly stared at me. After a moment she said, "I don't understand."
I smiled at my wife. "Martin Jackson is a ruthless businessman, but I don't think he's a bad man. I've never met John Reynolds, but my first impression of Wendell Tyler is that he is in fact a very good man. I believe that these men feel guilty and negligent because they made a mistake."
"What was the mistake?"
"I told you earlier, but at the time I think you were so focused on how they'd manipulated you that you didn't hear me. When they were doing their background research on us they missed the fact that on our wedding day you made a vow of fidelity to me and you wanted to try to honor it. If they'd been aware of that, I don't believe they ever would have tried to entice you to become a hostess. Kelly, the money they're offering us is more an attempt to atone for that error than a legal settlement."
I smiled. "Kelly honey, do you believe that Wendell Tyler would ever try to trick you into doing something that you didn't want to do?"
"But why couldn't they have just asked me if I wanted to become a hostess? Why did they have to trick me."
"Come on Kelly, you're smarter than that."
She sighed. "Yes, you're right. They didn't actually try to trick me, they just presented me with a series of choices."
"That's right, they never actually coerced you into doing anything, You could have continued to resist Chris's advances. You could have rebuffed John Reynolds that night after the dinner at the Goldenrod. When you were given your promotion you didn't have to thank Martin and Wendell with blow jobs and when they asked you to meet with Eric in that hotel room, you could have said, no."
Kelly nodded, "You're right; I did those things because I wanted to do them." She looked at me. "So why are they feeling so guilty?"
"Because they found out that you had been trying to remain faithful to me. They'd deliberately created an atmosphere of temptation and now they've discovered that you didn't want to be tempted. I suppose you could say that it was a little like giving a two pound box of very expensive chocolates to a woman who you later discovered was trying to diet."
Kelly looked at me. "Timmy what are we going to do?"
"Let's start by going home."
She smiled. "Okay." Kelly put her car into gear and pulled back out into the traffic lane.
For a few minutes, neither of us said anything. Both of us were thinking about the situation. Finally Kelly glanced over at me and asked, "What do you think we should do?"
"What did you want to do before I started telling you about all of this?"
Kelly laughed. "Try to get my job back."
"Is there any reason to abandon that plan?"
"Well of course there is, they..."
I interrupted Kelly and finished her sentence for her. "They enticed you into taking the most wonderful job you could possibly imagine."
Kelly thought about that for a moment and then she started to smile. "Yes they did, didn't they."
"Their only mistake was that they didn't realize that you were trying to be faithful to me." I shook my head. "But over the last ten hours I think we've both come to the conclusion that that wasn't a very good plan. It was a life style you thought your mothers and sisters wanted us to lead, but it wasn't a life style either of us wanted."
Grinning at Kelly, I said; "I think we should probably be thanking the partners for helping us find our way back to a life that both of us really want to live."
"Timmy, this is all very confusing."
I nodded. "Yes, it certainly is."
"I still don't know what I should do. It's hard for me to stop being angry with them. They made me hurt you so badly."
"Kelly remember, you lied to them. They may have manipulated you, but you also mislead them."
"Yes, I suppose that is true."
Kelly was quiet for a moment and then she said, "What about the money? If I go back to my old job won't that weaken our legal position?"
"Yes I'm sure it will, but do you really want to sue them?"
"Timmy we could be rich."
"We're already rich. We have each other. Kelly, you've never been motivated by money. Sex has always been your passion. I also remind you that your job as a hostess paid you a very generous salary."
"It almost sounds like you want me to go back to my old job."
I shrugged. "I guess maybe I do. I know one thing for certain."
"What's that?"
"I don't want you to make a decision that you might regret for the rest of your life because of the possibility of a little extra money."
Kelly was quiet again. She was obviously considering all of this. Finally she glanced over at me and asked, "Timmy what should I do?"
"I think you should try to gather a little more information."
"How can I do that?"
"Tomorrow while I'm at work, why don't you talk with Wendell and Chris Kendricks. Find out what they have to say about all of this. You trusted both of them, didn't you?"
"Yes I did, but I'm not sure I can trust them anymore."
"Kelly, you have always been an excellent judge of people and these two men were very good friends. I think you owe them the benefit of the doubt. Go see them with an open mind."
Kelly turned her Mercedes onto our street. Just before she got to our driveway she pushed a button above her windshield and our garage door started to open. Once it was up she drove into the garage and put the car in park.
As soon as we were stopped I winked at my wife and said. "After you're done talking with Chris you might see if he'd like to fuck you."
Kelly turned to me and yelled, "Timmy!"
I grinned at her and then I casually shrugged. "Earlier today you told me that you haven't been properly fucked in over a week. I would think Chris would be the perfect guy to take care of that problem for you."
"Are you sure that would be okay with you?"
I nodded. "Yes, I'm very sure. You just have to promise to tell me all about it when you get home."
Kelly giggled. "Maybe after we're done discussing this situation Chris and I can have some hot makeup sex."
I laughed. "That sounds like an excellent plan."
My wife poked me in my ribs. "Come on studman, let's go inside. You've got me in the mood for some hot sex right now. I can't wait to feel your tiny cock in my pussy and my ass."
I raised my eyebrows. "In your ass?"
"Oh yes big guy, tonight I am going to introduce you to the joys of anal intercourse."
The moment we were inside the house Kelly grabbed me, pulled me to her and gave me a passionate kiss on the lips. I put my arms around her and kissed her back. I don't know how long we kissed. We didn't care about time. The only thing that mattered to us was loving each other.
Once we finally did break apart, Kelly slipped my sports jacket off of my shoulders. After she tossed it on the couch she loosened my tie, pulled it off of me and threw it at my sports jacket. Then she started unfastening the buttons on my shirt.
As soon as my shirt was open she started rubbing my chest and whispered, "When I was entertaining a man in Las Vegas we would spend the evening having dinner and gambling in the casino. Once my date was ready, we would go back to his room. After the door was closed and locked I would peel off his suit coat, remove his tie and unbutton his shirt just like I did to you now. Then I would whisper these words in his ear; Finish undressing and make yourself comfortable on the bed. I'm going to put on a little show for you. I think you'll enjoy it."
Kelly nibbled my ear, rubbed my nipple and said in a very soft voice, "Finish undressing, go into our bedroom and make yourself comfortable on the bed. I'm going to put on a little show for you. I think you'll enjoy it." She reached down, massaged my tiny erection through my trousers and added, "What do you say big fella, are you interested?"
I slowly nodded and then I kissed her cheek and answered, "Yes, I'm very interested."
As soon as I got into our bedroom I took off my clothes. Just as I was sitting down on the bed Kelly walked in carrying a boom box that she used in the summer time while she was sun bathing on our patio. She plugged her mp3 player into it and selected a song. A moment later Al Green started singing, "Let's Get It On."
My wife grinned at me as she slowly swayed her hips to the easy tempo of the rhythm and blues song. "Timmy when I entertained a guy in Vegas I always danced for him when we got back to his room. I loved using this song. It sets the mood so nicely."
Kelly unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor. As she picked it up and tossed it onto her dresser she looked at my tiny erection and giggled. "Apparently it's already gotten you in the mood."
I blushed. She smiled at me. "Timmy honey you are so cute when you blush. It's one of the many things I love about you."
I didn't say anything, mostly because I couldn't think of anything to say. My mind was much too preoccupied with the sight in front of me. My wife was absolutely gorgeous. Her long blond hair hung loosely around her shoulders. The black lingerie she was wearing created an allure of elegance that I had never before seen in her.
Her soft milky white skin looked like alabaster and combined with her graceful athletic body to create the impression that I was watching the statue of an ancient Greek goddess coming to life.
When I looked at my wife's beautiful face, I realized that she looked more like an Egyptian goddess of fertility. Her mesmerizing eyes were decorated with a heavy layer of dark mascara and eye liner and her lips were painted a deep shade of crimson. Her lingerie and high heeled shoes were indeed elegant, but it was the elegance of a voluptuous courtesan rather than a chaste queen. Kelly was a goddess, but she wasn't a goddess of purity and virtue, she was a goddess of lust and uninhibited passion.
Still swaying her luscious hips in time to the music, Kelly lasciviously stared into my eyes while she reached behind her and unclasped the fastener on her black lace brassiere. Rather than allowing the brassiere fall free, she quickly put her hands over the cups and held them in place while she continued to dance for me. As she danced she giggled, "Hey big boy, are you ready to meet the twins?"
I slowly nodded. I was much too aroused to speak.
Kelly laughed. "Are you sure your heart can stand this?"
My wife and I were both 24. The comment struck me as inappropriate, but then I realized what was happening. Kelly was showing me a very well rehearsed act. This was exactly what she said and did every time she entertained a man for the firm. I wasn't offended. Kelly had promised me that tonight I would enjoy all the pleasures that she'd been giving to other men over the past year and in her own way she was doing the best she could to keep that promise.
I smiled at her and said, "No, I think I'll be all right."
Kelly grinned. "That's good, because I wouldn't want to have to dial 911." Again, I was quite certain that the comment was part of a well memorized script.
"If you think it's safe, then it's time for you to meet the twins." Kelly pulled her brassiere away and exposed her large firm breasts. Now as she danced she was deliberately moving her shoulders as well as her hips. She was shaking those beautiful breasts for me. "Do you like them Timmy? Do you like my great big titties?"
She moved closer to me. She was right next to the bed standing between my legs. Still moving in time to the music, she said, "You can touch them. They belong to you tonight. You can play with them as much as you want." She leaned over, picked up my hands and placed one of them on each of her breasts. "Play with them Timmy, pull on my nipples, twist them a little. I like that."
Kelly continued dancing for me while I freely fondled her nipples. As I was doing it I got a little masochistic cuckold thrill out of knowing during the past year a large number of other men had been given this same privilege.
While I played with Kelly's breasts she slipped her thumbs into the waist band of her panties and started inching them down her hips. As she was doing it she teased me. "I'll bet you'd like to see my pussy, wouldn't you Timmy. It's very wet and it's just for you."
This was clearly one the reasons my wife was such a good hostess. She was very adept at making a man believe that he was the most important person in the entire world.
I stopped playing with Kelly's nipples and watched as she continued to slowly lower her panties. When she got to the point where she was about to expose the cleft of her pussy she flashed me a mischievous smile and said, "Are you sure you want to see my pussy?" The was a twinkle in her eye. She was toying with me and she was enjoying it.
I nodded my head.
Kelly was still swinging her hips in time to the music. Her panties were now nothing more than a thin line of bunched up black lace that just barely hid her sex. Her large breasts swung freely in front of my eyes. The room was filled with sexual energy. There wasn't any question that my wife was very skilled at arousing a man.
She grabbed my hands and put them on the waist band of her panties. "If you want to see my pussy, you'll have to pull my panties down."
Taking a deep breath, I slowly lowered the bunched up line of black lace and exposed the swollen lips of my wife's smoothly shaved cunt. I took a moment to look at it and then I pulled Kelly's panties all the way down to her knees.
Once her pussy was fully exposed she stared into my eyes and placed first one and then two fingers into her sex and fucked herself while she continued dancing to the rhythmic strains of the music playing in the background. After a moment she took the fingers out of her cunt and held them up to my lips. They glistened with the moisture of her arousal. "Open your mouth Timmy, open your mouth so you can taste me."
I parted my lips and Kelly pushed her wet fingers into my mouth. "Timmy, you like the taste of my pussy, don't you?"
I looked at her and breathlessly answered, "Yes, very much."
"Timmy, my cunt is dripping wet." She took my right hand and placed it between her thighs. She was wet, very wet.
"Fuck me with your fingers Timmy, fuck me while I dance for you."
For the next few moments Kelly stood between my legs with her panties around her knees, swinging her hips and shoulders in time to the music while I pushed two of my fingers in and out of her sopping cunt and massaged her engorged clitoris with the heel of my hand,
Suddenly she stopped dancing, pushed her panties to her ankles and kicked them off. My hand was still between her legs, my fingers were still buried in her cunt. Kelly stared into my eyes while she gently took hold of my wrist, removed my hand from between her thighs and brought it to her lips. She put the two fingers that had been fucking her cunt into her mouth and started fellating them. As she did this, she smiled at me and said; "Timmy I want to give you a blow job. Will let me do that? Will you let me put your big hard cock in my mouth and suck it?"
Nodding, I quietly answered; "Yes please." I assumed that the question was part of my wife's regular routine and as she dropped to her knees I wondered how many men had answered the question with the word, please.



As soon as my wife was kneeling between my legs she picked up my tiny penis and gently held it in her fingers while she leaned over and lovingly kissed the head.
My breath caught. I was very aroused and Kelly's fingers and lips felt wonderful, but I Suddenly started to worry. I knew that it would be a matter of seconds before I began ejaculating and I also knew that there was nothing I could do to stop it.
My wife sensed my unease and immediately grasped its cause. She looked up at me and in her most gentle voice said, "Don't worry Timmy, I want you to cum quickly. This is only the first of several orgasms you're going to have tonight. You'll be able to last much longer when you have the next two. Now just relax and let yourself go. I want you to enjoy this."
Kelly leaned forward again, put my cock in her mouth and started aggressively sucking me. I understood exactly what she was doing. Since I was going to cum almost immediately, there wasn't any reason to fool around with teasing and fondling. The last thing either of us wanted to have happen was for me to cum by accident while Kelly was playing with me.
Her sucking had an almost instantaneous effect. It began with a warm glow throughout my midsection and then the familiar tingling started in my loins. I could have warned Kelly, but I knew she didn't care. She loves it when a guy cums in her mouth.
Suddenly a burst of pleasure exploded inside of me and I pumped several spurts of semen into my wife's mouth. Kelly kept sucking me. It felt like she was trying to coax every last drop of cum out to my cock before she was willing to end the blow job.
Eventually she did stop sucking me. Once she was finished she took my softening cock out of her mouth, crawled up on the bed next to me and whispered in my ear. "Timmy honey, did you enjoy that?"
I laughed. "Kelly, it was wonderful."
I was lying on my back. She put her arm around my chest, cuddled up to my side and nuzzled my neck. "Good, I was hoping you'd like it."
For a few minutes we cuddled together on the bed and then Kelly sat up and started smiling at me.
I looked at her, there was a wicked glint in her eye. I had to ask. "What is it?"
She kept smiling. "I wouldn't normally ask one of my dates this question. If he wanted to do it he could, but he would have to request it."
I shook my head. "I still don't understand."
Kelly grinned at me. "Feel like returning the favor while you're recovering?"
Suddenly I realized what she was talking about and I started laughing. "Sorry, sometimes I can be a little obtuse."
Kelly rolled her eyes. "Only sometimes?"
"Hey be nice and yes, you know me; I would love to return the favor."
"I was hoping you'd say that." She turned around so that she was facing my feet and then she swung one of her legs over my head and positioned her pussy directly over my face. "Are you ready Timmy? Pat my thigh if you can't breathe."
"Yes, I'm ready and I guarantee you that if I'm having trouble breathing you'll be the first person I'll tell ."
"Who the hell else would you tell?"
"I thought I might call your mother and your sisters."
Kelly reached behind her and playfully slapped my cheek. "Quit fooling around and start eating my pussy." Then without giving me an opportunity to respond she sat down on my face and pressed her very wet cunt against my lips.
My wife and I were now in very familiar territory. This was something we'd been doing since we were sophomores in college. The very first afternoon we fooled around we figured out that Kelly loved having me go down on her, and I loved doing it. Since that day, giving Kelly oral pleasure has been the primary focus of our lovemaking.
Kelly also quickly learned that she loved sitting on my face while I pleasured her. It was a matter of control. When she was riding me she could dictate where I had my tongue. If she leaned forward, she could push her clit into my mouth and if she leaned back and slid her hips forward she could press her ass against my face so that I could lick her asshole.
In this position she can also control how hard her pussy or ass is pressed into my face. Generally when we begin our lovemaking Kelly will kneel over me so that I am just licking her, but as she becomes increasingly aroused she likes to kick her legs forward and actually sit down on my face. Once she's in that position she can grind her pelvis against my lips and nose and pleasure herself with relentless intensity.
We soon figured out that we needed to have a signal so that I could let Kelly know if I was having trouble breathing. Once she was actually sitting on my face she was often so absorbed in her own gratification that she'd forget about me. We quickly realized it was possible that she might inadvertently lock me in a position where I could neither move nor breathe. While I often joked about how I couldn't imagine a better way to die, I didn't actually have any interest in making the supreme sacrifice for my wife's pleasure.
When we started to dabble with sexual domination and sadomasochism Kelly discovered another advantage to the position. She could control the intensity with which I licked her by twisting my nipples and when she was feeling particularly nasty, slapping my cock and balls. Being an avowed masochist, I both loved and feared that discovery.
Kelly was still kneeling over me, so I wasn't yet bearing the burden of her full weight on my face. This allowed me to start by gently kissing the cleft of her wet cunt.
When she felt my lips touching her, she sighed and said, "Timmy, that feels so nice. I can't tell you how much I've missed the feel of your lips kissing my pussy. Baby I'm so sorry that I got confused. I promise to try very hard to never let it happen again."
Since my wife was still kneeling and wasn't yet actually sitting on my face, I was able to talk. "Hey, it's okay, we've put all of that behind us. You just danced for me and gave me a wonderful blow job, now I want you to enjoy this. Kelly honey, you should just forget everything, relax and let yourself go."
She giggled. "I've never had any trouble letting go."
I laughed. "That's the truth."
Kelly wiggled her butt and said, "Okay pussyboy, you asked for it. Get busy, my cunt hasn't been properly licked for several weeks."
Actually it was probably closer to several months, but that was water over the dam. The last thing we needed to do was start discussing our problems again, so I answered my wife by pushing my tongue into her cunt.
Both of us sighed at the same time. Kelly was enjoying the touch of my tongue and I was savoring the taste of her aroused pussy. I closed my eyes and started licking her. She didn't move. I could feel an electric tension in her body. She was relishing the sweet sensations I was giving her.
Kelly sat up and slid her hips forward so that her rear was directly over my face. "Timmy, I want to feel your tongue in my ass. It's been so long. Lick me baby, lick my asshole for me."
This was not something I had to be cajoled into doing. I loved to lick Kelly's asshole. I put my hands on her hips, pulled her to me and softly kissed her tiny hole.
Kelly cooed with delight when she felt the touch of my lips. "Yes Timmy, kiss me, kiss my ass, show me that I'm your goddess, worship me."
It was clear that we had at least temporarily stopped playing the scene where I was my wife's Las Vegas date, but I didn't care. The date game was fun, but worshiping Kelly my passion.
"Timmy I love it when you kiss me there. Give me a French kiss, I want to feel your tongue in my ass." Apparently Kelly agreed with me.
I eagerly pushed my tongue into Kelly's asshole and tasted her for the first time in weeks.
When she felt me pushing my tongue into her, Kelly ground her rear into my face and cried; "Oh my god Timmy that feels so good. Do it, eat me, eat my asshole."
I wrapped my arms around my wife's waist, pulled her ass tighter against my face and pushed my tongue even deeper into her puckered anus. This was an expression of my love and complete devotion to Kelly. I wanted her to know that I was willing to give myself to her totally.
Kelly's breath caught as she felt, then sensed and finally understood what I was doing. "Yes Timmy, lick me and kiss me. Show me that you belong to me, that you're mine."
I tried to push my tongue even deeper into my wife's ass. She cried with delight when she felt me doing it. "Oh god Timmy, that's wonderful."
Kelly reached between her legs and started rubbing her engorged clitoris while I continued probing her ass with my tongue. "Yes Timmy, lick me! Show me that you're willing to anything for me."
We were now both completely absorbed in a frenzy of uncontrolled lust. Our ardent passion had demolished the defenses and inhibitions that would normally prevent us from expressing our most secret desires. I couldn't speak, my tongue was buried in my wife's asshole; but I wanted her to know that I was willing to do anything for her. I was willing to devote my life to serving her. I was willing, no I was eager to become her slave.
I wrapped my arms even more tightly around Kelly's waist, pressed my face into the crack of her ass and started licking and kissing her asshole with ungoverned abandon.
Kelly responded by grinding her ass into my face and pushing two fingers into her already soaking pussy while she continued frigging her clit the the fingers of her other hand.
For a moment both of us were completely consumed by our desires. Kelly had become a goddess, selfishly enjoying the pleasures that only an obedient slave would be willing to provide and I had become her devoted servant, eager to satisfy her every whim and desire.
Suddenly my wife stopped moving. After a moment she arched her back, screamed out the words, "Oh yes!" and started to shake. While she was cumming Kelly ruthlessly ground her rear into my face. I positioned my hands defensively under the cheeks of her ass. If I was going to be suffocated, this was when it was going to happen.
The waves of pleasure battered my wife's body for several seconds and then they slowly started to subside. A few moments later Kelly rolled off of my face, cuddled up next to me and lay silently with her head on my shoulder.
After a minute she sat up and kissed my cheek. "Timmy that was wonderful. Tomorrow night could we spend the whole evening playing Mistress slave games?"
A little thrill rippled up my spine. I grinned at Kelly and said, "Nothing would make me happier. We could even play for the rest of tonight if you'd like that."
Kelly shook her head. "No sweetheart, tonight I've danced for you and sucked your cock, but you still haven't fucked either my pussy or my ass. Before this wonderful evening comes to an end, I'm determined that you're going to enjoy both of those pleasures.
Kelly glanced down at my crotch. My eyes followed hers. I had an erection.
She grinned at me. "It appears that my big stud is ready for action again. Timmy honey, I think it's time for you to fuck my pussy." She rolled over on her back and spread her legs. "Come on baby doll, it's time for you to go for a ride and I can't wait to give it to you."
Suddenly my mind was flooded with a slew of concerns. Sexual intercourse has never been an activity that I engaged in with confidence. Now as Kelly was inviting me to enjoy her, I was overwhelmed by performance anxiety. I'm sure you can understand. It's human nature. We all tend to avoid activities where we've experienced the humiliation of failure.
Kelly sensed my apprehension and sat up. "Sweetheart, what's the matter?"
I stared at the sheets underneath me and whispered, "I'm afraid I'll disappoint you."
My wife nodded her head in understanding and then she picked up my hand and gently held it. For a moment we both sat on the bed in silence. Finally Kelly said, "Timmy many of the problems you've had with sexual intercourse in the past have been my fault."
I looked at her. "What do you mean?"
"You're so good at eating my pussy, and I enjoy it so much that I probably haven't given you enough opportunities to perform."
I shook my head. "I still don't understand."
"Timmy, when most healthy young men are having sex they tend to cum quickly the first time they have an orgasm. We've talked about this before. Remember I told you that when I'm partying with a guy I always try to begin by giving him blow job. I like to get that first quick orgasm out of the way. After he's recovered that allows us to get down to some serious fucking and settle into a nice long adventure."
I laughed. "Adventure?"
Kelly smiled. "Yes, a good long fuck is definitely an adventure."
I shrugged. "I wouldn't know. I've never been part of a good long fuck."
Kelly sighed. "I know that Timmy and I'm trying to explain to you that it's all my fault. I've never given you the same consideration I've given to other guys. When I think about it, I realize that it was due to my own selfishness. As I just mentioned, you're so good at licking my pussy and I enjoy it so much that I've never really tried to set up a nice long fuck with you. The problem started while were in college. I was dating all those other guys and I was getting fucked all the time. When you ate my pussy it was a special treat, so every time we were together, that was what I wanted. I was young and self centered and I didn't consider the possibility that you might enjoy a good long fuck."
My wife was quiet for a moment. She seemed to be thinking. I waited. Finally she said, "When we started to play with sexual domination and cuckolding, that made the problem even worse. It gave me a justification for focusing our lovemaking on my needs."
"Yes, but I love the sex games we play."
"I know you do Timmy, and so do I; but that still doesn't mean you shouldn't get to enjoy a nice long fuck once in awhile."
I nodded, "Yes, that would be nice." And then I sighed and said, "But it really doesn't matter."
Kelly stared at me. "What do you mean?"
"My penis is so small that even if I could fuck you for a long time, neither of us would actually be able to feel it."
Shaking her head, Kelly said; "I really have done a number on you haven't I?"
"I don't understand."
"Timmy, size isn't nearly as important as you think it is..."
"But all the cuckold web site say it is."
"Yes they do and I've also teased you about it, but that has more to do with the humiliation games we play than with reality. We both enjoy it when I make fun of your tiny dick and that's also part of the cuckold mystique on the web sites."
"But..."
"When we were in college and I was fucking a lot of different guys, it probably was a little more difficult for me to enjoy your tiny penis, especially right after I'd been with a guy who had a larger cock."
"Yes, that's exactly what I'm talking about."
"Timmy, when I started working as a hostess Tonya told me that I had to do kegels and then she taught me how to do them. As a hostess I had to entertain lots of different men. Some of them had big cocks, but some of them also had little cocks just like yours. I had to be able to give all of them a good time."
"What are kegels?"
"They're vaginal exercises. When a woman has a baby her pubococcygeous muscle gets stretched out. The same thing happens to me when a guy with a really big cock fucks me."
"Her what muscle?"
Kelly laughed. "pubococcygeous muscle, just call it the pc muscle."
"What is it?"
My wife picked up my hand and placed it on her pussy. "Put a finger inside me Timmy."
I pushed my middle finger into Kelly's cunt. She was very wet. Suddenly I felt her squeeze my finger.
"Do you feel that Timmy?"
I nodded.
"That's the pc muscle."
I pulled my finger back out of my wife's cunt, but as I pulled it out I deliberately moved up to her clit and gave it a little tweak.
Kelly giggled. "Hey no fair, we're in the middle of a serious discussion."
I winked at her. "Sorry, I couldn't stop myself."
My wife reached over and gave my nipple a vicious twist. I yelped from the pain. She laughed. "Sorry, I couldn't stop myself."
I shook my head in mock protest. "That's not fair. When I rubbed your clit it made you feel good. When you twisted my nipple it hurt."
Kelly grinned at me. "I'm a top and you're a bottom. You give me pleasure and I give you pain. That's just the way it is."
I stared at Kelly. She looked at me. After a moment she said, "What?"
I took a deep breath and said, "What you just said."
"Yes?"
"It made my cock even harder."
Kelly smiled. "It made my pussy tingle too. Timmy, we really were destined to be together."
"Want to play around some more?"
"I want you to fuck me." There was a tone of determination in Kelly's voice. "But first I want to be sure you understand what I'm telling you."
"Okay, go ahead.'
"Timmy, the pc muscle is just like any other muscle. If you exercise it regularly it gets stronger, firmer and tighter. That means that after a guy with a really big cock fucks me my cunt will be stretched out, but if my pc muscle is well toned it will recover and gradually return to its normal tautness. It's the same thing that happens when you go to the gym and lift weights. The weights will stretch the muscles your working; but if they're well toned, after a day of rest they'll return to their normal condition. If you're not in good shape it will take you longer to recover. Kegels are exercises designed to strengthen the pc muscle and I do them every day. My pc muscle is very well toned."
Kelly giggled. "I also haven't been with a man for over a week now. My pussy is going to be nice and tight. We're both going to enjoy this fuck."
She leaned over and kissed my cheek. "Does that make you feel any better?"
I nodded. "Yes it does." I grinned at her. "Wanna fuck?"
Kelly smiled at me and slowly nodded her head. "Yes I do; very, very much." Then she lay back on the bed and spread her legs. "Come on big Tim, give me your best shot."
I climbed on top of my wife. This was not familiar territory for us. In the four years that we'd been together, I could count the number of times that Kelly has let me fuck her on two hands.
Once I was in position I could feel the tip of my penis rubbing against the lips of Kelly's very wet cunt. She put her arms around my shoulders and whispered, "That's right baby, now just relax and push it in."
My cock slipped into Kelly with ease. As soon as I was inside her I felt her vagina squeeze my penis. It felt wonderful, but it also scared me a little. My previous experiences in this situation had all quickly ended with a sudden uncontrolled ejaculation.
Kelly giggled. "That's another advantage of a well toned pc muscle."
"It feels good, but I think you should stop messing with me for a minute. Give me a chance to get used to this situation. I'm kind of nervous, this has always ended disastrously for me."
"Sorry Baby Doll, I'm a little excited and I really do want you to enjoy this. Take a minute and relax. I'm happy. Just having you inside me feels very nice."
We both lay perfectly still. It really was nice. I was on top of Kelly. She had her arms wrapped around my back. Her large breasts were pressed against my chest and miraculously my erect penis was inside of her.
After about moment Kelly whispered, "How are you doing big boy?"
I whispered back, "I think I'm going to be okay."
"I'm sure you are. Are you ready to start?"
"Yes, I think I am."
"Timmy, fucking is just like dancing and you're a wonderful dancer. Dance with me Timmy. Let's start out with a nice slow waltz."
"I don't understand."
"Timmy, I'll count the cadence. One, two, three; one, two, three; one, two, three."
"I'm still confused."
"Okay, try this. In, rest, out; in, rest, out; in, rest, out. "



I tried it.
After a few seconds Kelly said, "Oh yes baby, now you've got it. That feels so nice. Keep that rhythm sweetheart." She giggled. "I could do this all night long with you."
Amazingly I believed that I could too and it was a marvelous feeling. My confidence grew. I started to become adventurous. I whispered to my wife, "Kelly, do you remember when we took dancing lessons while we were juniors?"
"Of course."
"Do you remember the rhumba?"
"Timmy!"
"Do you?"
"Well yes, but..."
"Come on, we can do it. You remember; slow, quick, quick."
"Timmy this is sil...Oh god, that feels good." Kelly started to giggle. "Timmy this is great." She wrapped her legs around my thighs and we rhumbad.
We rhumbad ourselves right into a sexual frenzy. Soon both of us were sweating and panting. It became harder to keep the rhythm. It wasn't long before slow, quick, quick degenerated into quick, quick, quick.
Suddenly Kelly screamed. "Timmy just fuck me. Fuck me like an animal. Make me cum."
That was all the encouragement I needed. I stopped being Timmy the Latin lover and turned into Timmy the pile driving piston.
Kelly started laughing and giggling with delight. She bucked her hips in an effort to meet each of my thrusts. We began pounding at each other like two warriors engaged in mortal combat.
Suddenly I felt all the muscles in Kelly's body tighten. There was a brief moment of stillness and then she dug her fingernails into my back and screamed. I recognized immediately that she was having an orgasm, but I sensed that I should just keep fucking her. As I continued pushing my cock in and out of Kelly I felt the familiar tingling begin to build in my loins and then a burst of pleasure exploded in my gut and I started pumping my cum into my wife's womb.
Chaos reigned. Kelly was laughing and giggling like a teenager. Her legs were locked tightly around my buttocks. Her fingers were clawing at my back. I was trying to keep on pumping my cock in and out of her, but she wouldn't let me. She was apparently trying to hold me as deeply inside her as she possibly could while I finished ejaculating every last drop of my cum into her cunt.
Eventually, like two windup toys who were slowly becoming unwound we began to relax. I collapsed onto Kelly's comfortable body. Her large breasts were like two supple cushions under my chest. She held me in her arms until she felt my softening penis slip from her semen filled pussy and then she rolled me off of her.
We lay next to each other in silence. Finally Kelly rolled over on her side and smiled at me. "Studman, you were magnificent." She started to giggle. "I can't wait to tell Tonya and Keisha about the rhumba. Timmy that was fabulous."
And then Kelly was quiet again. She just stared at me. There was a contented smile on her face. My heart was filled with pride. I'd just fucked my wife and she enjoyed it.
Finally Kelly sat up. For a moment she seemed to be thinking about something and then she said, "Timmy would you fuck Mandy?"
The question took me by surprise. It was one thing to eat Tonya's pussy and ass, but I was a submissive cuckold. I wasn't allowed to fuck any other women and even fucking my wife was supposed to be a rare privilege. I shook my head. "I don't know, I don't think I'm supposed to be able to do that kind of thing."
Kelly smiled at me. "It's okay baby. I'm your Mistress. You are correct, you're never allowed to fuck another woman on you own. That would be cheating on me, but if I tell you to do it, then it's okay."
"Are you sure?"
Kelly laughed. "Timmy it's our game. We get to make up the rules."
I thought about this for a moment and then I shrugged. "Okay, I guess if that's what you want I'd be happy to do it."
"I would like that Timmy. Mandy has a very small pussy. She's learned to take big cocks because that's her job; but when a guy first starts fucking her, she always has to make him go slow. It works because she often plays the role of the young virgin."
"What do you mean?"
"Remember I told you that we fulfill fantasies."
"Yes."
"We can all do whatever we're needed to do, but we also all have our specialties. I'm the blond with big tits who loves to give head. Keisha is the black girl. She has four our five different roles she can play. Tonya is the dominatrix. Mandy is the young virgin. Some guys get off on pretending that it's her first time."
"I see."
"Anyway Timmy, Mandy has a very small pussy. I think with you she could relax and really let herself go." Kelly winked at me. "You could teach her to Rhumba."
"Okay, but how will we do this? Do you just want me to call her up and ask her out?"
Kelly burst out laughing. "Timmy, sometimes you are absolutely priceless."
I blushed.
"No honey, we'll do it at a party." She paused to think. "Keisha, Tonya and I can all get dates. You and Mandy would of course be our slaves. After dinner, when the two of you are done cleaning up, we'll bring you into the living room and make you put on sex show for us. Wouldn't that be hot?"
I stared at Kelly. I was totally dumbfounded.
She noticed my reaction and said, "What's the matter baby? Wouldn't you like to do that?"
I looked down at the floor. "I guess so, it just that, I ah well..."
"What baby?"
"I've never even thought about doing something like that."
"Timmy, you think about being a slave all the time."
I shook my head. "No, not that. I mean fucking in front of a group of people."
Kelly smiled. "Oh that. Don't worry honey, you get used to it very quickly. After a while it becomes a real turn on."
"Yes, but you're an exhibitionist."
"And you're a slave who belongs to an exhibitionist. Timmy, I shut you out of my life. It was a terrible mistake. It almost destroyed our marriage. Today we both agreed that I should try to include you in my life. I want to do that. This is going to be a brand new way of living for you. It's going to be filled with a variety of new experiences. You'd better get used to the idea that you're going to be doing a lot of things you never thought about doing before."
I considered this for a moment and then I quietly said, "All right, I'll try; but you're going to have to be patient with me."
Kelly smiled. "Don't worry, I will be; but you're going to have to be willing to try new things."
"I know that. I will."
We sat on the bed in silence. I think we were both contemplating the ramifications this was going to have on our lives.
After a minute Kelly turned to me and said. "Timmy can I ask you something?'
"Of course."
"Earlier tonight when we talked about my going to see Chris Kendricks tomorrow, you suggested that I invite him to fuck me."
"Yes, I think you'd enjoy that."
"Yes, I would; but you understand that if I do let Chris fuck me with his big cock tomorrow, my pussy will be too stretched out for me to feel your little penis if you want to fuck me tomorrow night. Even with the kegels it takes a day or two for my pc muscle to recover."
I smiled at Kelly. "I know. I still want you to let Chris fuck you tomorrow. I'm a submissive cuckold. Being allowed to actually fuck you should be a rare privilege. Besides, I thought we already decided that tomorrow night should be a mistress slave night."
Kelly nodded. "Yes we did, didn't we."
"I'm already looking forward to it, and I think it will be even more fun if I know that you let Chris fuck you in the afternoon."
"Really?"
"Oh yes."
My wife thought about this for a moment and then she said, "Timmy would it be all right if I invited Chris to be my dinner guest tomorrow night? You would be my slave. I would expect you to prepare and serve the dinner and wait on us for the entire evening. After dinner I'm fairly certain that Chris would be willing to let you watch while he fucks me."
My entire body started to tingle with excitement, but at the same time, a knot of fear began to form in my gut. This was beginning to feel like a decision point for me. The party scene with Mandy and now the dinner with Chris made it clear that Kelly was trying to include me in her professional and social life; but it was also becoming apparent to me that my involvement was, at least in part, going to be as her slave.
I was an eager participant in our sexual domination games, but they had always been casual, spur of the moment escapades. They had never really been planned or even discussed by Kelly and me. Now my role as Kelly's slave was being defined and not only with Kelly, but others as well.
I knew that it wouldn't actually change my personal relationship with Kelly. Despite our recent difficulties, I was confident that in addition to being husband and wife, we were also close friends and enjoyed each other much too much for that to ever happen.
As I thought about it, I began to understand that it wasn't the perception of others that concerned me, it was Kelly's perception of me and my perception of myself. That realization alleviated my fears. Kelly and I understood exactly who both of us really were. That was why I was able to understand and get by the events of the past year so easily. I knew my wife and I understood exactly how she fell into the situation that eventually entrapped her. I also trusted that Kelly understood that our sex games were just that, games. This discussion wasn't about changing our relationship; it was about formally defining our games, playing them more frequently and including other people. That prospect didn't scare me, it excited me.
Kelly was watching me intently. She was a bright woman and she knew me. She recognized that I was considering this question very carefully. "Timmy, tomorrow night would just be a trial. After Chris leaves we can talk about it and decide if it's something we'd like to do more often."
Kelly was trying to reduce the importance of this moment and make the formal definition of my role as her slave occur a little more gradually.
I appreciated her attempt. It was comforting, but I didn't really think I needed it. Kelly was offering me a life of games that I had been fantasizing about for several years. The only real fear I had was, would the reality be as good as the fantasy. I decided that there was only one way I would ever know.
I took a deep breath and said; "Ms. Mason, what would you like me to serve for dinner tomorrow night?"
Kelly stared at me. After a moment she said, "Are we really going to do it?"
"You'd like to, wouldn't you?"
Slowly nodding, Kelly said; "Yes Dicklet, I'd like that very much."
I raised my eyebrows. "Dicklet? I thought we just established that size doesn't matter."
I was just teasing and Kelly knew it, but she chose to give me a serious answer anyway. "You're right. As long my pussy hasn't been stretched out by a bigger cock, size doesn't matter; but that's just physical. We also have to consider the psychological aspect. I happen to find big cocks aesthetically pleasing."
She giggled. "Actually I find them outrageously exciting. I love looking at them, playing with them and sucking them. Timmy honey I love you more than you can possibly imagine and I adore your tiny penis. It will always be my favorite cock in the entire world, but that doesn't mean that I can't appreciate other cocks. A great big dick that has a slight upward curve to it when it's fully erect, absolutely takes my breath away. It always has and it always will."
Kelly paused for a second and then with a mischievous twinkle in her eyes, she said; "We both know that the size of your penis is a source of humiliation for you and we also know that you get a huge masochistic thrill out of being humiliated." She grinned at me. "And I just happen to get a very big sadistic thrill out of humiliating you. Timmy, size may not matter, but pretending that it does certainly adds excitement to the games we play."
She winked at me. "And since we have to spend a few minutes waiting for you to recover anyway, why don't you demonstrate to me that you understand exactly how a good slave should treat his Mistress."
Kelly's explanation made my entire body tingle. She was of course correct. I was a masochist. I didn't just enjoy humiliation, I relished it and the fact that my wife got just as big a thrill from humiliating me made it even more exciting.
I slipped off of the bed, kneeled at my wife's feet and reverently bowed my head. "Ms. Mason, I'm sorry that my penis is so inadequate. I will try to atone for my deficiency by eagerly serving as your loyal slave."
When Kelly heard me she started giggling.
I looked up at her. My feelings were hurt.
Quickly realizing what she'd just done, Kelly slipped forward on the bed, gently pushed my head over so that my cheek was pressed against the inside of her thigh and softly stroked my hair. "Timmy honey, I'm sorry. I wasn't laughing at you, I was giggling because I was so impressed with how good you are."
I looked up at her and quietly said, "I don't understand?"
"Honey, I worked with people who were professional fantasy sex game players and you are as good or better than any of them. Baby, you are an absolutely marvelous sub."
I kissed the inside of my wife's thigh and then I smiled at her and said, "Ms. Mason, may I please have permission to kiss your feet."
Kelly started to giggle again, but she stopped herself. She smiled back at me and said, "You really are good." And then she made what was obviously a concerted effort to adopt a more serious demeanor. After a moment she took a deep breath and said, "Yes Dicklet, that would be very nice. You may kiss my feet."
I picked up my wife's right foot. She sighed when she felt my lips touch her toes. "Timmy, when you kiss my feet it makes me feel so powerful."
I glanced up at Kelly and smiled. Her right hand was on her sex. She was slowly pushing two fingers in and out of her cunt. When I saw what she was doing a surge of excitement rolled through my body. My goddess was enjoying my expression of adoration.
I started passionately kissing and licking Kelly's feet. She responded by closing her eyes and almost violently pleasuring herself with the fingers of her right hand. We were working ourselves into a carnal frenzy. I had a new erection. I was so excited that I started to worry that I might cum without even touching myself.
Suddenly my wife pulled her foot out of my hands and sat up. Her face was flushed. Her large breasts were covered with beads of sweat. Her pussy was soaking wet. "Timmy we have to stop."
I looked at her with a questioning expression.
She smiled at me. "Baby that was wonderful, but all evening I've been looking forward to something and I don't want to go to sleep tonight without having experienced it."
"What is it?"
"Do you remember how you got Tonya off this afternoon?
I nodded.
"You promised that you'd do that for me this evening."
I grinned at Kelly. "Ms. Mason, I'll happily do that for you every day for the rest of our lives."
Kelly laughed. "Dicklet honey, I may just hold you to that promise."
Earlier that day my wife had watched as I got her friend Tonya off by sucking on her clit while I fucked her asshole with my finger. I'd read about it on the Internet during the time Kelly and I weren't having sex because she was totally absorbed and preoccupied with her job. Because of that I'd never had an opportunity to do it for her. I also would have been reluctant to try it because while we were in college Kelly had always been adamant that she would never let one of her dates fuck her ass. At that time I was of course licking her asshole, but her edict kept me from ever daring to try slipping a finger into that forbidden little orifice.
Once she went to work for the firm Kelly's attitude about anal intercourse apparently changed dramatically. Earlier that day she had told me that she was now freely allowing her lovers to enjoy her rear whenever they wanted it.
I smiled to myself, I did in fact remember Kelly making me promise that I would do it for her later that night. Now it was that night and she was holding me to my promise. That was fine with me. Nothing made me happier than giving my wife pleasure.
Kelly pulled her feet up onto the bed and lay back. "This is the right position isn't Babydoll?"
I nodded. "Yes, Ms. Mason, that's perfect." In that position I had free access to both Kelly's pussy and her asshole.
I leaned forward. Kelly sighed as I buried my face in her cunt and started pleasuring her with my tongue. Once I felt her excitement building, I slipped down and began licking her asshole. I wanted to get it nice and wet. As soon as my wife felt my tongue enter her rear she started giggling with delight.
I loved licking Kelly's asshole and I could have happily kept doing it all night long, but I knew that at that moment she wanted more.
I pulled my face away from Kelly's rear and put my middle finger in my mouth. After getting it nice and wet I placed it on her puckered hole and started slowly pushing it into her. Kelly shivered with excitement as my finger penetrated her.
I pushed my finger about an inch into her and then I pulled it out again. Kelly quietly groaned with disappointment. I put the finger back into my mouth. After getting it very wet again I pushed it back into my wife. This time it slid in easily and I pushed it in all the way up to my second knuckle.
"Timmy that feels so nice. Don't take it out again, just fuck me with it. Do it nice and slow."
I followed her instructions and started pushing my middle finger in and out of my wife's rear. While I was doing that I leaned forward and gently kissed the lips of her pussy.
Kelly gasped when she felt me kissing her cunt. I immediately extended my tongue and started licking her. She responded by gyrating her hips and grinding her sopping cunt into my face.
I kept fucking my wife's ass with my finger. Kelly was going wild. I found her clit and flicked it with my tongue. This made her giggle. I tantalized her for a moment and then I placed my lips on her engorged love button and sucked it into my mouth.
Kelly's breath caught. She froze. Her entire body was wound like a clock spring in anticipation what was coming next.
I began sucking on her clit.
Kelly started laughing. When she spoke her voice had a rough guttural quality. "Yes Timmy, that's it, that's what I want. Give me a blow job. Suck on my clit like it's a little dick while you finger fuck my ass."
Kelly's wanton display of uncontrolled lasciviousness excited me. I abandoned all pretense of timing and grace and blindly focused all of my attention on giving her pleasure. I sucked on her clit and pumped my finger in and out of her asshole with as much intensity as I possibly could muster.
Kelly started gyrating her hips again. There wasn't any rhythm or style to what we were doing, both of us were caught up in a frenzy of unbridled lust. This was just raw physical pleasure. Suddenly my wife arched her back and started to scream. My first reaction was to back off and allow her to enjoy her orgasm without anymore distractions from me; but after watching Tonya with her earlier in the day, I knew that wasn't the correct response. Instead I continued sucking on Kelly's clit and fucking her ass with my finger.
This orgasm was particularly intense. The convulsions of pleasure seem to go on forever. I don't think either of us cared. We were both immersed in a fog of carnal bliss.
Finally the torrent of sexual ecstasy that was ravaging my wife started to subside. As the storm weakened Kelly's body seemed to slowly melt into the mattress. I pulled my face away from her glistening cunt, took my finger out of her ass and waited patiently at her feet while she lay quietly on the bed enjoying the tranquil aftermath of her climax.
After a moment Kelly sat up. She took a deep breath and gazed down at me. I was still kneeling on the floor at her feet. She grinned when our eyes met. "Timmy that was magnificent. You really are a very creative lover."



Her praise made me beam with pride.
Kelly reached down, grabbed my arm and pulled me up on the bed. "Come here lover boy. You just introduced me to a new pleasure and now it's time for me to return the favor."
As I as climbing onto the bed Kelly noticed that my little penis was again sticking straight up in the air. She winked at me. "I see that my stud is ready for action."
I blushed.
Giggling, Kelly said; "Timmy you are so cute."
I shook my head. "I'm not sure that cute is a word a man wants to hear a woman use to describe him while they're making love."
Kelly kissed my cheek. "Come on baby, don't be so sensitive. Tonya and I both think you're a living doll."
I laughed. "Being a doll isn't much better than being called cute."
Kelly rolled her eyes and then she playfully poked me in the ribs. "Timmy, you're not a big muscular stud, but there's more than one kind of sexy. You my sweet husband are cute and lovable and that just happens to be a huge turn on for lots of women, including me." She gently stroked my hair. "You're also a very sensitive lover and that's incredibly important to most women."
"But you like big muscular studs."
"Timmy, why this sudden burst of insecurity? You just gave me the most intense orgasm that I have ever experienced in my entire life. You should be strutting around like the king rooster of the hen house."
"King roosters aren't cute, they're big muscular studs like Chris Kendricks."
Kelly sighed. "Yes Timmy, I do like big muscular studs and Chris Kendricks does get me very excited. Baby that doesn't mean that I don't find you just as sexy and attractive. Honey, I'm a sex fiend. You've known that since the day we met. Men are like ice cream to me. They come in all kinds of wonderful flavors and I want to enjoy each and every one of those different flavors." She kissed me. "Please understand that you will always be my favorite flavor."
"Even though I'm a little wimp with a tiny dick?"
Kelly laughed. "Yes, tiny dicked little wimps who know how to use their tongues are my absolute favorite kind of man." She reached down and wrapped her fingers around my erect penis. "Now it's time for my wonderful tiny dicked little wimp to become an ass fucking stud." She squeezed my cock. "Would you like that Romeo? Would you like to fuck your wife's cute little butt? I'm all ready, you just did a wonderful job of getting me warmed up."
Kelly rolled over onto her stomach and got up on her hands and knees. "Come on big boy, let me have your best shot. With bigger guys I'd want a little lubricant before we start, but you just got me nice and wet with your tongue and I think your little dick is going to slide into me very easily."
I was excited. My entire body was tingling as I got up on my knees behind my wife, but as soon as I was in position I realized that this wasn't going to work. I simply wasn't tall enough. If I really stretched I could rub the head of my cock against the lips of Kelly's cunt, but that wasn't what she wanted. She wanted me to fuck her ass. My excitement quickly dissipated. I felt like a pathetic loser. I sat down on the bed and sighed.
Kelly didn't hear me and she wasn't aware of my failure so she prodded me. "Come on baby, don't keep me waiting. Do it, push your cock into my ass."
Very embarrassed about my inadequacy. I quietly said, "I'm not big enough to reach you in this position."
Kelly glanced back at me and smiled. "Sorry baby, I wasn't thinking. I'm used to doing this with Antoine. He's tall and he has a huge cock..." Her voice trailed off. She was silent for a moment and then she rolled over and looked at me. "Timmy, please forgive me. I didn't mean to embarrass you. That was a stupid, insensitive thing to say."
As soon as I heard Kelly's apology I realized that I was being silly. Everything she'd said to me over the past few minutes suddenly made sense. I smiled at her. "No, there isn't any reason for you to be sorry. Antoine is taller than I am and he does have a much bigger cock. We're different flavors. He's going to be able to do things that I can't do, but maybe I can also do some things that he can't do."
Kelly beamed at me. "Timmy honey, you're starting to understand. Antoine is a big strong guy who likes to be a little rough in bed. He can be wildly exciting, but a steady diet of nothing but him would get very boring very quickly."
"Wouldn't a steady diet of a sensitive little guy with a tiny dick also get boring?"
Kelly stared at me. After a moment she nodded and quietly answered, "Yes it would. That's why I know that I can never be faithful to you." She shook her head. "Or to any other man. I'll always give in to the temptation to try another flavor."
I laughed. "Then I guess we'd better make sure that you always have access to a good ice cream store."
Kelly started giggling. "One that serves lots of different flavors."
I nodded. "That's exactly what we need."
My wife reached out, grabbed my wrists, pulled me down on top of her and hugged me. "Timmy I love you so much. You're the best husband a slut like me could ever hope to find."
I put my arms around Kelly and we kissed. It turned into a long kiss filled with passion. After about a minute she broke off the kiss and started laughing. She rolled us both over so that I was lying on my back and she was on top of me and then she sat up and spun around so that she was facing my feet. As she straddled my hips I realized what Kelly was doing.
"Timmy I think this is going to work very well."
She positioned herself so that her ass was hovering directly over my erect penis and then she slowly started to lower herself down. As soon as my cock was touching the crack of her rear Kelly whispered, "Guide it into me Timmy. Guide your magnificent little dick into my asshole."
I moved my erection so that the tip was rubbing against her puckered hole and held it steady while Kelly pressed against it. She gave her hips a little wiggle and the head of my penis popped into her anus. We both gasped and then Kelly started to giggle as she leaned back and slowly sat down on my cock.
Once I was completely inside her she looked back over her shoulder and asked, "Are you doing okay baby?"
I laughed. "Yes, this is wonderful." My penis was inside Kelly's asshole and it really did feel wonderful. Her pussy had never gripped me this firmly. As Kelly started fucking me I realized that this must be very similar to the pleasure well endowed men like Chris Kendricks and Antoine experience when they're fucking her pussy.
"Move your hips baby, fuck me. Don't worry, you won't hurt me."
I smiled. I was so entranced by what was happening that I forgot to actually get involved. I was a little ashamed by that. I might be a little guy with a tiny dick, but I sure as hell didn't have to be a passive lover. I immediately started thrusting my hips to meet Kelly as she bounced up and down on my cock.
When she felt me moving my wife squealed with delight and cried, " That's it Babydoll fuck me! Fuck my tight little asshole."
That was all the encouragement I needed. I took control. I grabbed Kelly's waist and pumped my erection in and out of her rear with ruthless intensity.
Kelly started laughing. I wasn't offended. It was obvious that she wasn't laughing at what I was doing. This was an expression of her unbridled joy.
I saw my wife's hands move. Even though her back was to me I could tell that she was rubbing her clit. I tried to fuck her with even more intensity.
Suddenly Kelly arched her back and screamed. I now knew that while she was having an orgasm I should ignore her cries and just keep fucking her. As I was thrusting my cock in and out of her ass I felt the familiar tingling begin to build in my loins. My wife's entire body was shaking with tremors of pleasure as I pumped my semen into her rear.
Gradually Kelly relaxed. For a moment neither of us moved and then she leaned forward. A trickle of cum followed my softening penis as it slipped out of her asshole.
Kelly rolled off of me and turned around. As she cuddled up to my shoulder she smiled and asked, "Did you enjoy that Babydoll?"
I smiled back at her and said, "It was absolutely wonderful."
Kelly sighed with contentment. "Good, I was hoping you'd like it."
We lay together quietly for a few minutes and then Kelly said, "Timmy it's been a long day. I'm tired. Would it be okay if we went to sleep now?"
I kissed her blond hair. "Yes, it's been a very long day and I'm also exhausted."
We were both silent for a moment and then I heard Kelly whisper, "Timmy."
"Yes."
"I'm glad we're back together."
"So am I."
"Goodnight Babydoll."
"Goodnight Ms. Mason."
Kelly giggled. "Tomorrow night you're going to be my slave."
"I know, I can't wait."
"Neither can I."
We were both quiet again. After a moment I heard the soft even breathing that told me Kelly had fallen asleep.
For a few minutes I lay awake thinking about the events of the day. It seemed like a very long time since Edward Baylor had picked me up at Kirby's Quick Stop so he could drive me to my meeting with Martin Jackson. I was now very glad that I'd agreed to meet with Mr. Jackson. That meeting was the catalyst that had allowed my wife and I to reconcile our differences and get back together. I knew that Kelly was currently angry with her old boss; but in fact once he'd realized that he'd made a mistake, he did a very good job of trying to rectify that error.
I glanced over at the clock on the night stand. It was almost 2:00 am. I had to be back at Kirby's Quick Stop by 6:00. That meant that I would have to get up at 5:00. That was only three hours away. I rolled over on my side and closed my eyes. I didn't set the alarm clock. I didn't need to. I had been blessed with a natural internal alarm. I was confident that I would wake up at precisely 5:00 am.
As I feel asleep I wondered what the next day would bring.
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Ever since I was a teenager I was taught that girls weren't supposed to enjoy sex. It was something they did to make their boyfriends happy. The problem was, I did like sex. It wasn't something I did to make my boyfriend happy, it was something I did to make me happy.
For a long time that made me feel guilty, but then I met Julie and she loved sex every bit as much as I did. Knowing someone else who is just as perverted as you are makes it so much easier to accept who you are.
Sandra Monroe Attorney at law
My internal alarm clock didn't fail me. I awoke at precisely 5:00 am. Three hours of sleep weren't enough. I was tired and I wanted to stay in bed, but I knew that wasn't a choice. I'd promised Kirby that I'd be at the store by 6:00 and I didn't want to let him down.
I took a quick shower, shaved and brushed my teeth. That made me feel a little bit better. When I returned to her bedroom, Kelly was still asleep. That wasn't a surprise. At this time of the morning my wife was capable of sleeping through a hurricane.
As I laid out the clothes that I was going to wear to work, I wondered why I'd just thought of this room as Kelly's bedroom rather than ours. I immediately knew the answer. I was beginning to think of Kelly as my mistress and me as her slave and I'd learned from the stories on the Internet that a mistress always has her own bedroom.
I opened my underwear drawer and saw the panties that Kelly had given to me. I remembered her edict that I wasn't allowed to wear men's underwear anymore, so I obediently selected a pair of yellow panties trimmed with lace. As I put them on I thought to myself that if I get into a car accident, the panties were certainly going to create a stir in the emergency room.
As soon as I was dressed I kissed Kelly on her forehead, turned off the bedroom light and went into the kitchen. I knew that Kirby would have bagels, cream cheese, orange juice and coffee waiting for me at the store, so I didn't have to bother with breakfast.
I wrote a quick note to Kelly.
"Dear Ms. Mason,
I have gone to my job at Kirby's Quickstop. I will be done between 10:00 and 10:30. After that I am going to stop by The Crier. There is some advertising copy that I have to edit before the Friday deadline. I should be home around 3:30. If you need me, you can call me on my cell phone.
I hope your meetings with Chris and Tonya go well today. Please keep me posted.
Last night was a wonderful evening. Words cannot describe the happiness that I felt when I woke up this morning and found you lying in bed next to me. I am so very thankful that we were able to resolve our problems and get back together.
Your loving husband, loyal slave and butt fucking stud
Timmy"
I set the note on the kitchen counter, grabbed my car keys and left for work.
It was 5:45 when I arrived at the Quickstop. Kirby Lundquist, the retired navy cook who was the owner, was behind the counter. The store smelled of freshly brewed coffee. Kirby's face lit up as soon as he saw me walk through the door. "Good morning Timmy! How are you on this fine morning?"
"I'm good Kirby, but I have some bad news for you."
The huge man's smile turned to a frown. "What is it Timmy, more bad news about your wife?"
I shook my head. "No, in fact it's just the opposite. We met yesterday afternoon and agreed to get back together."
"Timmy that's not bad news, that's great news."
"Kirby, she wants me to quit this job. She thinks it's dangerous. She's afraid I'll get shot during a holdup."
Kirby laughed. "I don't see why she'd be worried about that. In the last two years I've only been robbed five times."
"Five times in two years, does Elvira know that?"
"Hell yes, it was one of the reasons she took the job. She's hoping she gets robbed. She's still harboring a lot of anger about the sudden death of her husband." Kirby reached under the counter and pulled out a baseball bat. "If someone tries to rob her, she plans to beat the shit out of him with this."
Elvira Higgins was the afternoon cashier. She relieved me at ten. Elvira was seventy-two years old. She and her husband Maxwell had been married for fifty-one years. Max had died of a sudden heart attack the previous spring. Elvira had told me that her husband's death had been devastating for her. I believed Kirby when he said that she was harboring some pent up anger.
I smiled at Kirby. "Remind me to never get on Elvira's bad side."
Kirby nodded. "I think that's a very good idea."
I poured myself a cup of coffee. As I was taking my first sip Kirby asked, "So are you going to work today."
"Of course I am. I made a promise to you. I don't break promises. I'll keep working until you find someone to replace me."
"Timmy I appreciate that, but you don't have to do it. Your marriage is more important than this stupid store. Hell I'm not even making a profit anymore. I just keep it open because Elvira and I don't have anything better to do. If you need to quit, the two of us will understand and we'll get by."
"Thanks Kirby, but I'll keep working until you find a replacement, just don't tell Kelly about the robberies."
He chuckled. "My lips are sealed."
We talked for a few more minutes and then Kirby went to his apartment above the store so that he could get some sleep.
The time flew by. The store gets pretty busy during the morning rush hour. Everyone wants coffee, a newspaper and one of the sweet rolls or bagels that Kirby has a local bakery deliver fresh every morning.
By nine o'clock the rush started to die down. The store would be fairly quiet for the rest of my shift.
At nine fifteen my cell phone rang. I answered it. It was Kelly.
"May I please speak to Mr. Timothy Jamieson, B.F.S."
I laughed, Kelly was teasing me. "B.F.S.?"
"Butt Fucking Stud, that is your proper title isn't it?"
"Actually I'm quite certain that B.F.S. is only a temporary title. I think my real title is, P.L.C.W."
"P.L.C.W.?"
"Pussy Licking Cuckold Wimp."
"Oh yes, I think that's a very appropriate title, especially for today." Kelly giggled. "But, I'm sure that I'm still going to want to occasionally play with Timothy Jamieson the Butt Fucking Stud."
"Both he and Timmy the Pussy Licking Cuckold Wimp, will always be at your beck and call."
I heard my wife take a deep breath and then she said, "Timmy you cannot possibly imagine how much that idea excites me."
"I think I can because it excites me just as much."
"Really?"
"Oh yes."
"Timmy I think we're going to have a wonderfully exciting evening."
"What are your plans for the day?"
"I just finished talking to Chris Kendrick's and Tonya. I'm going to meet Chris at noon for lunch at the Goldenrod Supper club."
"Do you think you're still welcome there after the scene we put on last night?"
Kelly laughed. "Oh yes, in fact after you left the restaurant last night I talked to Percy Ballentine. He manages the Goldenrod. He and the rest of the restaurant staff all think you're a hero. The next time we go there for dinner Percy wants to meet you and buy you a drink. Face it studman, you now have another title, B.B.H."
"B.B.H.?"
"Bar Brawling Hero."
I shook my head. "I think I could get killed trying to maintain that title."
"Yes, you're right; maybe we should forget about that one. I don't want my sweet babydoll to get hurt."
"Kelly, is Chris coming for dinner tonight?"
"Oh my! I must be talking to the pussy licking cuckold wimp right now."
"Hey, you're the one who brought it up. If I remember correctly yesterday afternoon you were lamenting the fact that it's been almost two weeks since your were properly fucked by a really big cock."
Kelly giggled. "You have a very good memory. I'm going to wait to see how lunch goes before I invite him. Are you sure you're ready for what's going to happen tonight if he accepts?"
Kelly's question excited me. I took a deep breath and said, "Yes I am."
"Timmy I hope that lunch goes well, because the idea of you serving as my slave while I entertain Chris is getting me very wet. Is your little soldier standing at attention."
I laughed. "Yes he is and I hope I don't have to step out from behind the cash register."
"Do you really think anyone would notice?"
"Hey, that was mean."
"Yes it was. My sadistic streak is waking up. Dicklet you'd better prepare yourself. I think that's just the first of many humiliating things I'm going to say to you today."
"It appears that I'm in store for a very exciting evening."
"We both are. Your note said that you'd be home around 3:30."
"That's right."
"I'll call you before I meet Tonya and let you know if I'll be entertaining a guest for dinner tonight. That will give you a chance to go the supermarket on your way home from The Crier office."
"You can tell Chris that if he comes over I promise to prepare and serve a very special dinner for the two of you."
"Timmy, that would be so exciting. I really hope this happens."
"So do I."
"Sweetheart I have to go. I'll call you after my lunch with Chris. I love you babydoll."
"I love you too Ms. Mason."
Kelly giggled. "Timmy, I get wet when you call me that."
"It gives me a little tingle too."
"Bye sweetheart."
"Good bye."
Elvira Higgins walked into the store about a half hour after I finished my telephone call with Kelly
"Good morning Timmy, how are you today?"
"I'm good Elvira, how about you?"
"I'm feeling pretty chipper for a seventy-two year old fussbudget."
I chuckled at Elvira's comment while she hung her coat in the storage closet. As soon as she was done she poured herself a cup of coffee and walked over to the counter.
"So tell me about the guy in the big black Lincoln that came by here yesterday. When you stopped to pick up your car in the afternoon, you were in and out of the store so quickly that I didn't have a chance to ask you about it. Last night Kirby and I spent quite a bit of time speculating about what was happening. He thinks you might be working for the CIA."
I laughed. "No Elvira, Kirby is definitely wrong about that. I am not a spy for the CIA."
In the back of my mind I thought that this was a good example of the difference between Kirby and Elvira. They were both loud and brassy; but this morning, even though he was probably dying of curiosity, Kirby was too discreet to ask me about something he viewed as my personal business. Elvira on the other hand, asked me straight out as soon as she saw me this morning.
Elvira stared at me. "All right, you're not a spy. So tell me what is going on. I assume this has to do with the problems you're having with your wife."
I shook my head. "Elvira you certainly can be direct."
"Timmy honey, I'm an old lady. I don't have time to dilly dally."
That made me laugh again. I really liked Elvira. "The man in the Lincoln was named Edward Baylor."
Elvira rolled her eyes. "I already knew that."
I stared at her.
She laughed. "You didn't actually believe I wasn't eavesdropping on everything the two of you said in the store did you? I also know that he said he had a lucrative proposition for you. Kirby thinks he was a spy from another country trying to get you to sell information."
"Kirby has a very creative imagination."
Elvira grinned. "He really does. I think that's one of his most admirable qualities."
I nodded in agreement.
"So tell me about Edward Baylor and his lucrative proposition."
"He was representing Martin Jackson. That's one of the owners of the company that employed my wife. Edward Baylor offered me five thousand dollars if I would agree to meet with Mr. Jackson for thirty minutes."
"That's a lot of money, he must have really wanted to talk to you." She looked at me for a moment and then she asked. "Was he the guy who was having an affair with your wife?"
Suddenly I realized that this was going to be very difficult to explain. I thought about telling Elvira that it was none of her business, but I didn't want to do that. She was my friend and for some reason I felt like she might be able to understand.
I took a deep breath. "Yes and no."
"Yes and no! What kind of an answer is that! Either she was riding the pork pole with him or she wasn't."
"The pork pole? That's a very descriptive phrase for a genteel lady like yourself."
"Genteel? Who said I was genteel? I was never genteel, I'm just old. Besides, that's Kirby's phrase, not mine."
"You and Kirby must have some very frank conversations."
"Why not? He's a retired navy cook and I'm an old lady. Why should anyone care what we talk about." She stared at me. "And before you get any ideas, let me get this straight. I am not riding the pork pole with Kirby. I've never believed in playing around with the people at work. I creates too many complications."
Elvira paused and took a breath. "All right, let's get back to what happened yesterday. Was this Jackson guy boffing your wife?"
I slowly nodded. "Yes he was, but Kelly wasn't actually having an affair with him."
"Really? You mean they were just getting together for an occasional casual roll in the hay."
"That's right.'
"Was he just trying to buy you off?"
"I suppose you could interpret it that way, but I think that it might be better to say that he was trying to atone for some mistakes that he'd made."
"I'm not sure I see the difference."
"It's kind of complicated."
"Timmy honey, I've got all day."
I smiled at Elvira. "Okay, but you have to promise not to judge either Kelly or me and I'm a little nervous about how Kirby would take what I'm going to tell you."
"Timmy, I'm too old and I've made too many mistakes in my life to judge anybody. And don't worry about Kirby, I'll explain things so that he can understand. Besides, he really likes you. He'll want to understand."
I spent the next half hour telling Elvira everything. She was very open minded and her responses and questions relaxed me so I opened up to her and bared my soul. When I was done I thought about what I'd told her and started to worry that I might have given her too much information.
Elvira squashed those concerns immediately. "Your Kelly had quite an exciting job. I have to admit that I'm a little envious."
I looked at her with an amazed expression.
"Oh yes, during the fifty-one years I was married to Max I always had a little something going on the side. I never cheated on him. He always knew what I was doing. He was like you, he got a little thrill out of knowing that I was sleeping with other men."
"Are you telling me that Max was a cuckold and you were a hotwife?"
"Those terms have only recently become fashionable; but yes, that's exactly what I'm telling you. Timmy, like your wife, I have always loved sex. Sweetie when I was young I could handle three hot sessions a day and still be ready for more." Elvira smiled at me. "Now that I'm older I've cooled down a little bit. If I get laid three or four times a week I'm very content."
I stared at Elvira. "Are you telling me?"
"Be careful Timmy; I may be old, but I'm not dead."
"But earlier you told me that you and Kirby weren't..."
"And we aren't. I repeat what I said earlier, I have always made it a policy to be very careful about playing around at work."
"Was Max submissive like me?"
Elvira's face broke into a huge smile. "Oh yes, he was both a wonderful husband and my loyal slave for all fifty-one years that we were together. He did all the housework. He remained faithful to me during our entire marriage and he always obeyed me. He was the perfect man."
"Was Max happy living as your slave for all those years?"
Elvira nodded. "Yes, we were both very happy. We often talked about how well we complimented each other and how fortunate we were to have found each other."
I shook my head. I was finding all of this to be both amazing and strangely comforting. Suddenly Elvira's comment about being content if she got laid three or four times a week actually sunk in. I looked at her. "Do you have a boyfriend?"
Elvira rolled her eyes. "Of course I do. I have several gentleman friends. One couldn't possibly be enough." She laughed. "Actually, one was never enough, but now that I'm playing with older men, it's even more important. Older men need a day or two to recuperate before they're ready to go again."
"Elvira, you are an astonishing woman."
"Because I love sex? Timmy you would be astounded by the number of supposedly prim and proper women, even older women, who love to ride the pork pole."
I chuckled. "Elvira I don't think I'll ever get used to hearing you utter the phrase, 'riding the pork pole'."
Elvira winked at me. "That's why I use it. I love to shock people."
I smiled at her.
She stepped behind the counter and playfully poked me in the ribs. "Enough chit chat cuckboy, it's time to get the register tabulated so I can take over."
We both started laughing.
As we were counting the money in the cash drawer Elvira said, "By the way Timmy, Kirby knows all about Max and me. At first he had a little trouble understanding how a man might want to be submissive to his wife and even more trouble with the idea that he might find it exciting when she slept with other men. We've spent a lot of time discussing it and now he's used to the concept. It will be good for him when I tell him about you and Kelly. He'll start to realize that this life style is a lot more common than he thought it was."
By the time I left the store it was almost 11:00. As I was driving out of the parking lot I thought about what Elvira had just told me. I realized that I was envious of Max and I now knew that I would be very happy spending the next fifty years serving the woman I loved.
On my way to The Crier office I stopped by Molly's Cafe and picked up a ham and cheese on rye. Normally I would have eaten my lunch at the cafe while I chatted with Molly, but today I had a lot of work to get done so I had her make my sandwich to go.
When I walked into The Crier office Ellen Conners, the owner, chief editor, ace reporter, secretary receptionist and head of advertising sales was seated at her desk.
Ellen was a very personable woman in her mid forties. Two years ago Dewayne, her husband of nineteen years came home from "a weekend fishing trip" and announced that he was leaving her and their three children so that he could marry a twenty-two year old stripper and move to Las Vegas. They both planned to become black jack dealers.
The bum had drifted from job to job, drank, gambled, caroused and openly cheated on Ellen for the entire time they'd been married, so the separation was actually a stroke of good fortune for her. Nonetheless, Dewayne had been her first love and he was the father of her three children. It had taken Ellen almost a year to recover from the pain of the divorce.
Fortunately Dewayne wasn't a total jerk. He left Ellen with all of their assets including the house, the newspaper and all of the bank accounts.
He promised to start sending child support payments as soon as he found work as a black jack dealer, but of course that never happened. He'd called Ellen about a year ago. Shortly after they'd arrived in Las Vegas Dewayne discovered that his stripper had a taste for cocaine. She'd quickly hooked up with a thug who was more than willing to give her as much of the drug as she wanted as long as she was willing to work in his stable of prostitutes.



Dewayne was of course a problem for the thug. After being severely beaten he was handed a Greyhound bus ticket to Los Angeles with the advice that if he wanted to stay healthy he should never again show his face in Las Vegas.
Dewayne called Ellen because he was broke. He was hoping that she might be willing to loan him a couple of hundred dollars to help him get back on his feet. He had a job at a car wash and he swore that he would "be good for the money."
Ellen's oldest daughter, Kathy was a sophomore at the University, Sarah, her second daughter was a senior in high school and her son, Dewayne Junior was in the ninth grade. She was living on a very tight budget, but she still loved Dewayne so she took two hundred dollars from her emergency savings account and sent him a postal money order.
That was the last time she heard from ex husband. Her children ask about him all the time. Her daughters are now old enough to understand what happened, but Dewayne Junior misses his father terribly and he's starting to act out in school.
Ellen has survived by throwing herself into the tasks of caring for her children and running the newspaper. The stress in her life has taken it's toll. Her hair now has streaks of gray and she's put on weight, but when I look at her I still see a beautiful, energetic woman who is doing her best to make the most out of her life.
Ellen is a good friend and I worry about her constantly. She is barely able to pay me a minimum wage for my efforts at The Crier, but I don't care. She needs my help to keep the newspaper afloat and as long as I'm able, I intend to give her that help.
Ellen looked up when she heard the door open. She smiled when she saw it was me. "Hi Timmy, how are you today?'
"I'm good Ellen, how are you?"
"I've had better days. De got suspended from school yesterday because he got into a fight. I'm going to have to bring him back on Monday morning. We have to meet with the assistant principal before he can start attending his classes again." She sighed. "I'll have to close the office for an hour or two."
Monday was the day we got most of our advertising orders for the issue of The Crier coming out the following week. I could see that Ellen was worried that she was going to lose some revenue because the office was closed.
I smiled at her. "If you can arrange to have the meeting at school at eleven o'clock my shift at Kirby's will be over and I'll be able to cover the office for you."
Ellen's face lit up. "Timmy would you really be willing to do that?"
"Of course I would. Why don't you call the school right now and see if you can make an appointment."
"I will."
Ellen picked up her telephone and started to dial the number for the school. I walked over to my desk. As I was sitting down Ellen stopped dialing and set her telephone back on her desk. "Timmy, I'm sorry. I'm so wrapped up in my own problems that I almost forgot about yours. How are things going with your wife? I've been so worried about you for the past several days. When I told the girls that you and Kelly had split up, they both started to cry.
I smiled at Ellen. "You can tell the girls that it looks like everything is going to be okay. Kelly and I spent all of yesterday afternoon talking and I think we were able to resolve our problems. We're going to try to stay together."
Ellen grinned at me. "Timmy that's wonderful news. The girls will be so happy when I tell them. All of us really like both you and Kelly."
"Thanks Ellen, I appreciate your concern."
Ellen picked up her telephone again and finished dialing the school. After a moment I heard her quietly taking to someone. I focused my attention on the first piece of advertising copy that I had to edit. I didn't want to eavesdrop on her personal business.
After a minute Ellen set her telephone down and turned to me. "I have an appointment at the school for eleven o'clock on Monday. Are you sure that will that be okay?"
I nodded. "It will work out perfectly."
I took out my ham and cheese sandwich. "Ellen I have a sandwich from Molly's Cafe. Would you like half of it? It's ham and cheese."
"Thank you Timmy, it sounds good; but Kathy made tuna fish sandwiches for all of us before she left to go to class this morning."
I smiled at Ellen, took a bite of my sandwich and went back to my editing work. Next weeks paper had to be completed and at the printers by 3:00 pm the following day. Neither of us had time for anymore chit chat.
At 1:30 my cell phone rang. I answered it. It was Kelly.
"Hi baby doll, how's your day going?"
"It's fine Kelly, how was your lunch with Chris?" Ellen was seated at her desk less than fifteen feet away from me, so I didn't want to call Kelly Ms. Mason. I was afraid that it might pique Ellen's curiosity and I wanted to avoid having to try to explain the intimate details of my relationship with my wife to her. I was afraid that Ellen might have trouble understanding our lifestyle, especially considering the problems she'd had in her own marriage.
Kelly understood immediately. "Ellen must be in the office."
"That's right."
"I think being discreet is wise."
"Tell me about your meeting."
"Timmy you were right to suggest that I talk to Chris. As soon as we sat down at the table he apologized for his continued attempts to seduce me during my first summer with the firm. He told me that before I started working for him he'd read an extensive report in my personnel file. It described my passion for sex with a variety of partners and your apparent acceptance of that behavior."
"Did it bother you that the firm had a report like that in your file?" I glanced over at Ellen to see if she was paying attention to my side of this conversation, but she seemed to be preoccupied. Her attention was focused on revising an article that she had written for next weeks edition of The Crier.
"Timmy it really didn't. While I was at Kelroy I never made any effort to conceal my promiscuity. The fact that I was a campus slut and a bj queen was common knowledge at the school and in fact, we both know that I deliberately cultivated that reputation. The firm always puts together a detailed report about prospective employees before they hire them. I'm sure that while they were interviewing the people who knew me, my promiscuous behavior was immediately brought to their attention. When you think about it, sex was a huge part of my life while I was going to college. The firm has always been very thorough. It would have been uncharacteristically sloppy if they had neglected to include that information in their reports."
"Kelly, I think that's a very good way to look at this. They were just being professional."
"Chris said that after they found out about that, they were really interested in recruiting me as a hostess but he also said the same thing you pointed out to me last night. That is an extremely delicate job offer to make. The current legal environment in the United States makes it difficult to ask a woman if she is interested in becoming a corporate call girl."
"That's right, they had to move very slowly and be absolutely certain that you would be receptive to a business proposition like that before they presented it." I was still trying to be careful to avoid making any kind of a statement that might arouse Ellen's curiosity about the true nature of Kelly's job duties with the firm.
"Yes, now that I've talked to Chris I have a much better understanding of why the firm acted the way they did."
"I'm glad to hear that."
Kelly was quiet for a moment and then she said, "I also had to admit to both Chris and myself that I was at least partly responsible for the misunderstanding because after Chris did succeed in seducing me I lied to him regarding your knowledge about what had happened."
"Yes and that was definitely a factor in how they decided to proceed after that particular incident."
"Is Ellen listening?"
"She may be. I can't be completely certain."
"You're doing a very good job of being surreptitious about your end of this conversation."
"I'm trying. Did Chris's explanation of the events satisfy you?"
"Yes, I'm no longer angry with either Chris or the firm."
"Good, are we having company for dinner tonight?"
"Yes slave boy, we are. Chris was very eager to come over. He feels guilty about how his behavior affected you and he wants to apologize."
"You should tell him that he doesn't need to do that. I understand what happened and I don't hold him responsible."
"I already told him that, but he feels like you were hurt by what happened and he holds himself at least partially responsible for the stress that was placed on our marriage."
"I'll be happy to discuss it with him, but I'll want to move on very quickly. I don't want to put a damper on tonight's dinner party."
"Neither do I and neither does Chris. I think all three of us are equally excited about what's going to happen tonight."
I noticed that Ellen had picked up her telephone was making a call.
"Does Chris understand what my role is going to be?"
"Be careful sweetheart, that might make Ellen curious."
"She's on the telephone. She's not paying any attention to our conversation."
"Good. Yes, he knows that you're going to be acting as my slave and he's excited about the idea. Chris is really very kinky."
Kelly paused for a moment and then she said, "Guess what."
"Tell me."
"Chris is willing to let you be in the room while were having sex. Baby doll you're going to get to watch him fuck me tonight." She giggled. "This evening after you serve us our cocktails I'm going to give Chris a blow job and you're going to watch me doing it. Will seeing me with another man's cock in my mouth excite you baby?"
My breath caught. I just managed to stammer out, "You know it will."
"After dinner Chris and I are going to retire to the living room and relax while you clean up the kitchen. As soon as you're done, all three of us are going to go into my bedroom and you're going to kneel at the foot of the bed and watch while Chris fucks me."
Kelly took a deep breath. When she continued I could tell from the tone of her voice that she was getting very excited. "Timmy, just thinking about this is getting me wet. Is you little soldier standing up?"
"Yes it is."
Kelly giggled. "It's too bad that your little dick isn't going to get any exercise tonight. You're just going to be kneeling on the floor watching while the big man gets to have all the fun."
My wife was taunting me now and her malicious treatment was getting me even more excited.
"Hey Dicklet, do you know what you're going to do when Chris is done fucking me?"
I had a pretty good guess, but I wanted to hear Kelly say it. I glanced over at Ellen. Her attention was still focused on her telephone call. I whispered, "No Ms. Mason, what am I going to have to do?"
"Dicklet, you're going to climb up on the bed and lick my lover's cum out of my cunt while he watches."
I gasped. Kelly heard me. She laughed. "That got your motor running, didn't it Dicklet."
I whispered. "No Ms. Mason, please don't make me do that."
I was of course using our code. If I beg Kelly to stop doing something while were playing a domination game it means that I am actually enjoying what's happening. This allows Kelly to be a cruel bitch and callously ignore my pleas for mercy while she continues to torment me. Since I'm a masochist and my wife is a sadist, that makes the game even more exciting for both of us.
If I really do want her to stop doing something, we have a safe word. Our safe word is "check". Anytime either of us says "check" we have both agreed to stop whatever were doing, step out of character for a moment and discuss what was happening as equals.
Kelly immediately grasped what I was doing. She said, "Too bad pussyboy. Tonight you're going to lick up every drop of my lover's cum and if you refuse I'm going to borrow Mr. Kendrick's belt and whip you with it until you beg to obey me."
I laughed. "Kelly, I think this is going to be a very fun evening."
"Timmy honey, I don't think I've ever been so excited about a dinner party."
"What would you like me to serve tonight?"
"Something simple, I don't want you to have to spend the entire evening in the kitchen. I want you to be able to have fun tonight. I want all three of us to be able to play together."
"How about a standing rib roast, baked potatoes and a tossed salad."
"That would be perfect. Chris loves roast beef. Will you be home in time to get it into the oven?"
"What time do you want me to serve dinner?"
"Why don't I tell Chris to come over at 7:30. You can plan on serving the salad at 8:15 and the dinner at 8:30. That will give Chris and I time for cocktails and an appetizer and it will also give me time to give Chris a quick blow job before dinner."
"Perfect, that will give me plenty of time to finish up here, go to the grocery store, clean the house, make all the preparations for dinner and take a nap." I glanced at Ellen. She was still on the telephone. I added in a whisper, "And I would also love to help you get dressed for your date."
"Timmy this is going to be so much fun."
"Yes it will be, but we'd both better get back to work. You have to meet with Tonya and I have to finish editing a stack of advertising copy."
"Okay." Kelly paused for a moment. She seemed to be thinking about something. Finally she very tentatively said, "Timmy."
"Yes."
"Would it be all right if I stopped to see Janet Collins before I leave the office today? Janet is the receptionist for the partners and she's one of the people who have access to their appointment calendars."
"Do you want to make an appointment to see Martin Jackson tomorrow?"
"Yes."
"Do you want to talk to him about getting your old job back?'
"Would that be okay with you?"
"Yes Kelly, I think that would be a very good idea."
"Timmy thank you so much. I promise that I'll always be a very good wife to you."
"Just promise that you'll never lie to me again."
"Timmy I promise. I'll never ever lie to you again."
"Kelly we'd both better get back to our tasks for the day. What time do you think you'll get home this afternoon."
"I should be home by five.'
"I may be taking a nap. If I am wake me up. I want to hear about the rest of your day."
"Babydoll, you didn't get much sleep last night. You need a nap.'
"Don't worry honey. Wake me up when you get home. I'll be okay."
"All right, I will. I love you Babydoll."
"I love you too Kelly."
I turned off my cell phone and went back to editing advertising copy. A few minutes later Ellen finished her telephone conversation.
As soon as she hung up she looked at me and asked, "Is Kelly having a problem with her job?"
I nodded. "Yes, there was a misunderstanding about company policy and she resigned last Friday.'
"Oh dear! What's she going to do?"
"She's meeting with several people from the firm right now. They don't want her to resign and it sounds like they're working everything out. She'll be meeting with at least one of the partners in the morning and that should result in her returning to work next week."
"I hope so, Kelly loved that job."
"Yes she did and she was very good at it."
At five minutes to three I finished editing the last piece of advertising copy. I brought my stack of completed work to Ellen's desk. As I handed it to her I said, "These are finished. I have to get going. We're having company for dinner. I need to stop at the grocery store and then tidy up the house when I get home."
Ellen laughed. "Tidy up the house? I sure hope Kelly understands how lucky she was when she found a man like you."
I smiled. "I think she does. Ellen I'll try to be here by 10:30 on Monday so you'll have plenty of time to get to your meeting at the high school."
"Thank you Timmy, I really do appreciate what you're doing." She shook her head. "You know, I'm not sure what I'd do without you. I don't think I could keep the paper running. You're not only a good employee, you''re a wonderful friend."
"Thanks Ellen, you're a good friend too. I'll see you Monday."
"Have a nice weekend Timmy."
As soon as I got into my car I sat back and took a deep breath. While I was in The Crier office I had to keep my attention focused. I had a task to complete. Now it was done and I was free to think about the evening ahead of me. My excitement was already starting to build and my submissiveness was growing right along with that building excitement. Tonight I was not only going to be my wife's slave, I was going to be required to serve her while she entertained a lover.
I looked at my watch. It was exactly three o'clock. I put my car into gear and pulled out of the parking lot of The Crier. I had plenty of time, but I wanted to use all of it productively. Tonight I wanted everything to be perfect for my wife and her paramour.
The butcher at the grocery store had an excellent standing rib roast. It was almost six pounds. That was maybe a bit larger than necessary, but bigger roasts tend to be a little more tender and we could have leftovers this weekend.
I also picked up the ingredients for a nice tossed salad, several large baking potatoes and some sour cream and butter. I used the automated checkout machine, so I didn't have to wait in line. When I got back to my car I looked at my watch. It was 3:30.
As I headed for the liquor store to buy a nice bottle of wine I realized that I didn't know what Chris liked to drink. I took out my cell phone and called Kelly.
She answered her telephone after the third ring. "Hello?"
"Hello Ms. Mason; it's me, Dicklet."
I heard my wife's breath catch. There was a pause. After a moment she said in a very cool voice, "Yes Dicklet, what can I do for you?"
"I'm on my way to the liquor store to buy a bottle of wine to serve with your dinner tonight. I just realized that I don't know what Mr. Kendricks likes to drink."
"Dicklet, that was very thoughtful of you to call and ask. Mr. Kendricks drinks vodka martinis. He prefers two olives."
"Thank you Ms. Mason, I'll make sure that the bar is well stocked."
"You're welcome Dicklet. If you have any other questions feel free to call."
"Thank you Ms. Mason, that's very kind."
"Goodbye Dicklet."
"Goodbye Ms. Mason."
I put my cell phone away. Kelly and I both drank vodka martinis and our bar was already well stocked with vodka, dry vermouth and olives so I didn't have to worry about buying more.
When I got to the liquor store I selected two bottles of California merlot. They were a little more expensive than the wines we normally bought, but I felt the extra cost was appropriate. This evening my wife was entertaining a very special guest.
I also purchased a bottle of Chivas Regal Scotch Whisky and a bottle of Drambuie. I remembered the rusty nails that Kelly had introduced me to on the previous night. I thought it might please her if I served them as an after dinner drink.
It was four o'clock when I pulled into the garage. I quickly took the groceries, liquor and wine out of my car and carried everything into the kitchen. Once it was all put away I seasoned the roast and placed it in the refrigerator.
After that was done I spent a half hour tidying up the house. I'd been gone for almost a week and Kelly didn't do too much cleaning, so I had to spend a little extra time dusting and vacuuming.
At a quarter to five I put my duster away and lay down to take a short nap. I was too excited to sleep, so I did some deep breathing exercises instead. For me, they're often every bit as rejuvenating as sleep.
The deep breathing exercises must have relaxed me, because I dozed off. Suddenly I sensed movement in the bed and then I felt warm breath on my neck. I opened my eyes. It was Kelly.



She kissed my cheek. "Hi babydoll, it's 5:30. When does the roast need to go into the oven?"
I did some quick math. Six pounds at twenty-five minutes a pound, one hundred fifty minutes, two and a half hours. Fifteen minutes to let the roast rest before carving it. Dinner should be served at 8:30. I sat up. "I'd better turn on the oven so it can preheat. The roast should go in at 5:45.'
"I already turned it on. It's set at 350 degrees. Is that right?'
I smiled at Kelly. "Thank you, that will help." I sat up. "Let's go to the kitchen. I'm going to turn the oven up to 400 and then I'll turn it back to 325 when I actually put the roast in. That will sear the meat when it starts cooking."
Kelly and I went into the kitchen. She sat at the the table and watched while I turned up the temperature on the oven and took the roast out of the refrigerator.
While we were waiting for the oven to heat up I asked, "How did the meeting go with Tonya?"
Shrugging, Kelly said, "Next to you, Tonya's my best friend. It was more like a gossip session than a meeting. Martin, John and Wendell are all very upset about what happened and they seem to be desperate to find a way to get me back."
"That's nice to hear."
"Yes it is."
"Were you able to schedule a meeting with Martin tomorrow?"
"Yes, at ten o'clock."
"Are you absolutely certain that you want to go back?"
Kelly stared at me. After a moment she said, "I would like to, but only if I have your blessing."
I chuckled. "If I become your slave, my feelings about your decisions really shouldn't matter."
Kelly rolled her eyes. "Timmy honey, we may decide to make your status as my slave permanent, but that will never change the fact that you are also my husband, my best friend, my number one confidant and my chief personal adviser. As it turns out, I may not have been able to honor my vow of fidelity to you, but I did make a commitment to share my life with you and that's a vow that I do intend to keep. Slave or not, anytime I have to make a serious decision I plan to continue to seek your guidance. Baby, my job at JTandR almost cost us our marriage and it did cause both of us significant emotional distress. I will not return to that job without your consent."
I walked over and kissed Kelly's cheek. "Thank you, I appreciate that. If you would like to return to your old job at JTandR, you have my blessing."
Kelly's face lit up. "Really?"
"Yes, actually I think I told you that earlier today."
My wife nodded. "You did, but that was on the telephone. The job caused so much pain and anguish for you that I needed to be able to see your face when you gave me your permission. Baby I have to be absolutely certain that it's all right with you."
I smiled at Kelly. "I assure you that it is not only all right with me, I happen to think that it's a very good idea. I also want you to know that this discussion just alleviated most of the concerns that I had about becoming your slave.
Kelly stared at me. "Timmy are you serious?"
"Yes, I think I am."
"You really might be willing to make your status as my slave permanent?"
"I'm certainly leaning in that direction right now. We have to talk about it a little more. I want to know exactly what you think it will mean."
Kelly nodded. "That's a good idea. We also have to see how tonight goes."
"Yes, I'm looking at this as kind of a dress rehearsal. I'm hoping that tonight might give me a little glimpse of what life as your slave might be like."
Giggling, Kelly said; "I'm excited about getting my first taste of having a slave."
I walked over and kissed her cheek. "I'll bet you're also excited about getting to play with Chris's great big cock."
Kelly's breath caught. She nodded emphatically. "Dicklet, you are so right about that." She put her arms around my neck, nuzzled my ear and whispered. "I can't wait to see the expression of envy on your face when you see me sucking his big beautiful penis."
Behind us the chime on the oven sounded signaling that the temperature had reached 400 degrees.
I kissed Kelly and said; "Please excuse me Ms. Mason, you're obedient slave has to attend to his duties."
I picked up the roast, put it into the oven and turned the temperature down to 325 degrees. As soon as that was done I said, "I'll have to remember to come back in an hour and put the potatoes in with the roast."
Kelly nodded. "That will be at 6:45. I'll help you remember. She patted my butt. "Come on Dicklet, let's go into the bedroom. It's time for you to start getting me ready for my evening."
"Ms. Mason, I do believe that this is going to give a whole new meaning to the phrase, "A labor of love."
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As soon as we were inside the bedroom Kelly's kissed my cheek and said, "Timmy, tonight we're going to play our sex game like we've never played it before. My plan is to tease, torment and humiliate you for the entire evening. I'm hoping that it's going to turn out to be the most exciting night that either of us has ever experienced."
Gripping my shoulders, she stared into my eyes. "While we're playing, please remember this; it's just a game and nothing more than that. I will always love and respect you more than any other person in the entire world and that includes Chris Kendricks." Kelly paused and then she added with a tone of determination that I'd rarely heard in her voice; "Tonight, that especially includes Chris Kendricks."
Kelly's reassurance wasn't really necessary, but it was still comforting. I smiled at her and answered, "Yes Ms. Mason, I'll try to remember."
"Also don't forget that we have a safe word. This is going to be exciting for both of us. I may get carried away. If things start to get too intense, all you have to do is say, 'check' and we'll take a break and talk about what's happening. Chris is aware of this rule and he's agreed to abide by it too."
"I'll remember that Ms. Mason, but I'm going to try very hard to avoid saying check. I want you to push my limits."
When she heard me say that Kelly took a deep breath. "Timmy, this is so exciting. I'm already wet." She lifted the hem of her skirt, picked up my hand and placed it between her thighs. The crotch of her panties was already soaked.
She smiled at me. I smiled back and then suddenly Kelly's smile vanished and her entire demeanor changed. Slapping my hand away from her panty covered cunt, she glared at me and said, "That's for my lover, not for you. Now get those fucking clothes off pussyboy. I want my slave to be naked while he serves me."
Now it was my turn to take a deep breath. The game was beginning.
Kelly sat down on the edge of the bed and watched while I quickly removed my clothing. She smiled when I dropped my trousers and exposed my lace trimmed panties. "Those look very cute on you sissyboy."
"Thank you Ms. Ma..."
"Silence! Dicklet I am not interested in hearing your pathetic attempts to express your gratitude. You can do that by serving me with enthusiasm and diligent effort."
Kelly was setting the tone for the evening. It was apparent that she intended to make this dinner party a humiliating and torturous experience for me. I was momentarily frightened by that prospect, but then I remembered what Kelly had just told me and I understood why she'd found it necessary to say it. I relaxed. I was a masochist. I'd spent years fantasizing about an experience like this one. It was time to forget about my fears and inhibitions and let myself go.
Nervously, I pulled my panties down. After I stepped out of them I gathered up all of my clothes and carried them to my closet. As soon as I was finished hanging them up I walked back over to my wife. Standing naked in front of her with my head humbly bowed, I waited for her next command.
Kelly was carefully watching me. She smiled when she noticed my submissive posture. I knew my wife well and recognized immediately that this wasn't a tender, caring smile. This was an expression of triumph and superiority. She was enjoying her newly acquired dominance over me.
Kelly stood up. "Undress me!" It was a command and her voice was brimming with arrogance.
Excited, I moved quickly. I was eager to demonstrate my absolute obedience. Suddenly I really was Kelly's slave and I wanted her to know that pleasing her was now the only thing in this world that mattered to me.
I removed Kelly's skirt and brassiere with care; but when it was time to take off her panties I adopted an attitude of reverence and fell to my knees.
Slowly, I lowered Kelly's beige lace thong. As I exposed the cleft of her shaved pussy I longed to be able to lean forward and kiss those soft moist lips, but I didn't dare. I knew and accepted my place. I was now my wife's servant, not one of her lovers. The privilege of kissing or touching her naked cunt would be granted to me at her whim and only then.
I pulled Kelly's panties down to her feet. After she stepped out of them she said, "Gather up my clothes and take them to my closet. Hang up my skirt so that it doesn't get wrinkled and throw my blouse and underwear in the laundry basket. You can wash them tomorrow."
I quickly did as I was ordered. When I returned Kelly was seated on the edge of the bed. I stopped in the middle of the room. For a moment I stood perfectly still and stared at her. I couldn't help myself. My wife had a beautiful body and when I saw her naked it often had a mesmerizing effect on me.
As soon as I realized what I was doing I averted my eyes. I didn't want to offend my goddess by rudely staring at her.
Kelly saw me look away and said, "That's okay slave, you can look at me." She smiled. "In fact I want you to look. It excites me to imagine the anguish you'll be feeling as you start to understand that tonight another man will be freely enjoying the pleasures of my beautiful body while all you'll be allowed to do is look."
She was right. I closed my eyes. Pangs of jealousy and envy stabbed at my gut as I imagined Chris's fingers touching and caressing Kelly's erect nipples."
Kelly read the expression on my face and laughed. "That's right pussyboy, Mr. Kendricks is going to have a very exciting evening." She enjoyed her sadistic little joke for a moment and then she said, "But I'm not going to be a total bitch." She winked at me. "At least not yet. Right now, I' m actually going to let you kiss me." Then, pointing at the floor in front of her, she ordered; "Get down on your knees and crawl over here like a dog, wimpboy."
For the first time I winced at one of Kelly's insults.
She noticed my reaction and chuckled. "Did that one hurt your feelings pussyboy? Don't you want to be my little puppy dog?"
I was a little disconcerted by the intensity of Kelly's taunts and unsure about how to respond, so I just stared at the floor.
Ignoring my apparent discomfort, Kelly continued. "I hope you do, because just before Mr. Kendricks gets here I'm going to give you a present that will be perfect for a little puppy dog like you."
I didn't move. I just continued staring at the floor.
Kelly glared at me. "I thought I told you to get down on your hands and knees and crawl over here! Dicklet, if you do not obey me immediately I'm going to order you to go to your closet and fetch one of your belts so that I can whip this little streak of insubordination out of you."
That jolted me back to my senses. I immediately dropped to my knees and crawled over to my wife.
As soon as I was kneeling in front of her, Kelly leaned forward and patted my head. "That's a good boy. It hurts me to yell at you and it will hurt me even more if I have to punish you, but it does appear that I am going to have to spend some time training you. Dicklet honey, it really is important for a slave to know how to behave properly when he's in the presence of his superiors."
Extending her right leg, Kelly pushed her foot into my face and rubbed my nose with her toes. "Kiss my foot slaveboy." She giggled. "Show me that you understand exactly how a submissive little wimp like you should treat a woman."
Obediently, I cradled Kelly's offered foot in my hands. She cooed with delight when she felt me kissing and licking her toes. "That's right slaveboy, make love to my feet."
Kelly closed her eyes. Her breathing seemed to be deeper and a bit quicker. She had an excited smile on her face. I wasn't sure if it was the stimulating touch of my tongue on her toes or the thrill of knowing that she could make me humble myself like this for her own enjoyment. It was probably a combination of the two. In any case, my wife's reaction left little doubt that she was enjoying herself.
After a moment Kelly opened her eyes and looked down at me. There was an arrogant smirk on her face. "Dicklet, you're not worth much as a lover, but I have to admit that you do make an excellent toe licker."
Kelly was being relentless in her efforts to humiliate and degrade me. I smiled to myself. She did warn me before we started and this was exactly what I'd been fantasizing about for the past several years.
As soon as I was done with her toes Kelly pushed her foot back into my face. "Now clean the bottom."
My entire body tingled with excitement. I was living a submissive masochists wet dream. I eagerly licked every crease and crevasse on the sole of Kelly's foot with fastidious care. As soon as I was finished I continued on to the top of her foot.
Once that was done I started on her toes again, but my wife quickly stopped me. "That was very good slave." She pulled her foot out of my hands, set it down on the floor and extended her other leg. "That one is done, now you can focus your attention on this one."
I licked her other foot with equal diligence. When I was finished Kelly smiled approvingly and said, "Very good Dicklet. You're not much of a man, but with a little work I may be able to turn you into an adequate slave.
I smiled. My wife was being very creative in her efforts to belittle me.
Kelly rolled over onto her stomach. "It's time to give me a massage."
This was something I'd been doing for Kelly since we first met. I was actually very good at giving massages and she always seemed to enjoy them.
"Ms. Mason."
"Yes Dicklet."
"May I please have permission to get up on the bed next to you?"
"Yes Dicklet, you may."
As I was standing up Kelly said, "Dicklet, that was polite and respectful. When a slave is in the presence of a superior he must always ask for permission before sitting on a bed or for that matter any piece of furniture. I'll expect you to take particular care to be mindful of that while Mr. Kendricks is here this evening."
"Yes Ms. Mason, I'll remember."
Kelly smiled and then she said, "Dicklet, I want a nice long massage. Pay close attention to the muscles around my neck and shoulders. The events of the past few days have created a lot of tension there."
I spent the next several minutes massaging Kelly's taut muscles. I worked hard and I could tell from the slow relaxed rhythm of her breathing that my efforts were having the desired effect on her. Of course Kelly was naked and rubbing her soft beautiful body was also having an effect on me and it wasn't relaxing.
As I gave Kelly her massage I recognized that this was going to be an evening filled with not only sexual energy and excitement, but also profound frustration. I was certain that Chris and Kelly would be enjoying multiple orgasms. Judging from my wife's current attitude, I was equally certain that she planned to deny me any opportunity for release at all. The submissive masochist in me viewed this realization with excitement and anticipation, but fear and trepidation were creeping into the back of my mind. Tonight was going to be an adventure, but it was also going to be an ordeal.
Kelly opened her eyes and glanced at the alarm clock on the table next to her bed. It was 5:45. She rolled over and smiled at me. "Timmy it's time to put the potatoes in the oven."
I stopped my wife's massage and popped up. Kelly's abrupt transformation from dominate she-devil to helpful housewife had startled me.
A bit flustered, I barely managed to stammer out; "Yes Ms. Mason, right away. Thank you for noticing the time."
I quickly ran into the kitchen. I'd already washed and poked the potatoes so all I had to do was place them in the oven. While I was doing that I took the opportunity to check the roast. Once I'd ascertained that it was cooking nicely I closed the oven door and hurried back to the bedroom.
When I returned my wife was lying on her back. Her head was propped up by several pillows. There was a distant expression on her face. Her mind seemed to be preoccupied with something.
When she heard me walk into the bedroom Kelly looked up at me. She didn't smile or offer any acknowledgment of my return. She just looked at me. I watched her. She appeared to be studying me. I was puzzled.
After a moment Kelly said, "Check". And then patting the spot on the bed next to her, she added; "Please come over and sit by me Timmy."
Now feeling even more confused about what was happening I walked over to the bed and sat down. I was worried that I may have displeased Kelly in some way.
Noticing my expression of concern, Kelly gently rubbed my thigh and said, "It's okay babydoll. You haven't done anything wrong." She sighed. "In fact, you've been absolutely magnificent."
Kelly paused for a moment and then she said, "No, I'm the one who may have screwed up."
I stared at her.
"Sweetheart, while you were in the kitchen I started to think about the last hour and I realized that I said some things to you that were unbelievably cruel."
I smiled at Kelly. "You mean stuff like; 'Dicklet, you're not much of a man, but with a little work I may be able to turn you into an adequate slave."
Kelly shook her head. "Please forgive me, that was an awful thing to say."
"Did it excite you when you said it?"
"Yes but..." Kelly's voice trailed off to a whisper. "Timmy, I love you more than anyone else in the entire world. Why does it excite me when I say cruel things to you?"
I shrugged. "I don't know. Why does it excite me when I hear you say them?"
Kelly stared at me. After a moment she asked, "Aren't you mad at me?" There was a tremor in her voice and a tear was running down her cheek.
I grabbed a tissue from Kelly's bedside table and gently wiped the tear away. "No, not at all. Kelly honey, I don't know why we're the way we are, we just are." I patted her leg. "It's a good thing we found each other."
She smiled at me. "Yes it is."
"Sweetheart, before we started you warned me that you were going to say some very cruel things to me. You also took great care to remind me that this was just a game and that you actually loved and respected me more than any man you've ever met. There were a couple of times in the last hour that I had to remember those words, but I did and I was fine."
I shook my head. "No that's not true. I wasn't fine."
Kelly's expression of hope quickly returned to a look of anguish.
I leaned over, kissed her cheek and whispered into her ear. "I wasn't fine because I was so excited that I almost burst."
Kelly laughed and then she grabbed my nipple and gave it a vicious twist. "You bum! Don't scare me like that."
I winked at her. "I'll stop scaring you when you start paying attention to the assurances you gave me before we started playing. Kelly honey, this is a game, but it's a game laced with conflicting messages. At times you're going to be saying things to me that we both know are blatantly untrue." I chuckled. "You wouldn't be a very good dom if all you did was pat me on the head and tell me how much you loved me."
"Timmy are you sure this is what you want?"
"Yes, but only if it's what you want too. Is it?"
Kelly stared at me. "Why does that matter?"
"Because part of the pleasure I get from the pain and humiliation you inflict on me comes from knowing that I'm submitting to this torture for your amusement. Did you enjoy the last hour?"
My wife thought for a moment and then she quietly said, "Yes I did. The last hour was unbelievably exciting, but..." Kelly paused.
I waited.
Finally she looked at me and said, "Timmy I almost lost you last week. When I realized that you'd actually left me I wanted to die. Babydoll I can't bear the thought of going through life without you."
Closing her eyes, Kelly whispered; "I think I might love this game too much. I'm terrified that I'm going to lose control while we're playing and say or do something that will make you hate me forever."
I picked up my wife's hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. "Kelly honey, think about this. A week ago I discovered that you were cheating on me. Yesterday I learned that you weren't just cheating, you were actually working as a corporate escort. You were not only having sex with several different men a week, you were also going to dinner parties where you put on live sex shows. Tomorrow you have an appointment to see your old boss. The two of you are going to discuss the possibility of your returning to work at that job. If your discussions are successful, you will very shortly be back to regularly having sex with other men and putting on live sex shows at parties."
I smiled at her. "if our marriage can survive that I don't think calling me a few nasty names as part of a game is going to be a significant issue."
Kelly grinned at me. "Timothy Jamieson, as usual, you are very adept at putting problems in perspective."
I kissed her. "You did an excellent job of reassuring me before we started playing this game. That was helpful for me. We also have a safe word. I'm confident that if you ever do get too excited and lose control, the safe word will be all I'll need to bring you back to reality. Kelly, you're a passionate woman, but you're not crazy."
Kelly laughed. "You have more confidence in my capacity for self restraint than I do."
"I believe that it is possible that you might get swept away by the moment and end up doing something that I'd find unpleasant, uncomfortable or maybe even painful; but I do not believe that you would ever even consider deliberately doing something that would cause me emotional or physical harm."
Kelly nodded. "You're right, I would never do anything like that."
"So we really don't have anything to worry about, do we?"
She sighed. "No Timmy, I guess we don't."
"Do you feel better now?"
Kelly smiled. "Yes, I do."
"Would you like to start playing the game again?"
"Are you sure you want to?"
I chuckled. "Ahhhh yes, very much."
"Really?"
"Yes, really."
Kelly shook her head. "Timmy I just don't see how you can possibly be enjoying this."
"Is that what this is all about? You still don't understand me?"
"No! That's not it at all."
"Kelly?"
"Well maybe, I mean....I don't know."
It was clear that Kelly was still struggling with my masochism. I needed to think of another way to explain it to her. I thought for a moment and then I said, "Kelly, today I saw you lick Tonya's pussy."
"Yes."
"Did you enjoy it?"
"Sure, I always enjoy it. It's fun and kind of different. It's a nice change of pace."
"Are you ready to give up men and only have women as sex partners?"
"Of course not. I love cocks, I'd never want to give them up."
"But there are women who decide to do just that."
"And that doesn't make any sense to me at all. Why would they ever..." Kelly stopped in mid sentence. For a moment she stared at the floor. Finally she sighed and said, "Okay Timmy, maybe I do understand." She laughed. "Or at least I understand that I don't understand and I'll probably never understand."
I smiled. "And there's the rub. I don't believe that you'll ever be able to understand why pain and humiliation excite me and I doubt that I'll ever be able to understand why it excites you to hurt and humiliate me or why acting like a slut drives you so wild. I think it probably has to do with how we're wired. "



I winked at her. "But it certainly is fortunate that we found each other. We have fun together and as far as I'm concerned, that's all that really matters."
Kelly giggled. "I guess it's sort of a whatever floats your boat situation."
Laughing, I said, "Yes it is and we both enjoy floating each others boat."
"That's what scares me. I think I might enjoy floating your boat a little too much."
"I repeat my earlier question. Are you ever going to do anything that would actually hurt me?"
"No, of course not."
"When you say nasty things to me do you really mean them?"
"No, it's just part of our game."
"So if neither of us is getting hurt, how can it be bad?"
"But what if I get carried away and say something that really does hurt you?"
"Then I say check and we stop and talk about it. I trust you. You trust me too, don't you?"
"Of course I do."
"So if there is a misunderstanding, we should be able to talk about it and work it out. Isn't that right?"
"Yes, of course it is." Kelly paused for a moment and thought about what I'd just said. Finally she said, "Timmy, you always seem to be able to help me make sense out of things."
I kissed Kelly's cheek.
She turned, placed her hand on the back of my head and pulled my face to hers. Our lips met. We kissed. It turned into a long passionate kiss filled with love and emotion.
When we finally broke apart Kelly stared into my eyes and whispered, "Timothy Jamieson I love you so much."
"I love you too Kelly Mason."
We stared at each other for a moment and then I started to grin.
Kelly said, "What?"
"I want to get back to floating our boats."
Laughing, Kelly said; "You're telling me that you're ready to play again."
"Yes."
"Can I be really mean to you?"
"It's a little scary when you say it like that; but yes, I think that would be fun."
"Okay, I have an idea."
"What is it?"
"It's a surprise. Are you ready?"
I was unbelievably excited, but I was also a little nervous. Kelly was smiling and there was a malicious glint in her eyes. Very cautiously, I answered; "Yes."
"All right, brace yourself babydoll. "Uncheck." Suddenly Kelly drew her arm back and without any warning slapped me hard across the face. It stung
Looking at Kelly, I rubbed my cheek. "That hurt!"
Kelly had a savage expression on her face. It was almost like her entire persona had suddenly changed. She grabbed my shoulders and started pushing me off the bed. "It was supposed to hurt slaveboy and if you don't get off this bed right now I'm going to slap you again."
As I tried to scramble off the bed Kelly lifted her foot and kicked me in the chest. She did it slowly and it was obvious that she was careful to avoid using enough force to actually hurt me, but there wasn't any doubt that it was a kick. It knocked me off balance and I fell to the floor.
When I tried to get up Kelly placed her foot on the back of my head and pinned my face against the carpet. "Stay down there Dicklet. This is where you belong; on the floor, groveling at my feet."
For a moment I lay perfectly still. I not only wanted to obey Kelly, I also needed a chance to catch my breath.
As I lay prostrate on the carpet under my wife's foot I heard her start giggling and then she said, "Oh my that was fun."
It seemed like an eternity passed, but I would guess that it was only a few seconds. The respite was a blessing for me. I was more than a little disconcerted after being unceremoniously kicked to the floor and I needed an opportunity to collect my wits.
Carefully, I tilted my head and glanced up at my wife out of the corner of my eye. She was seated on the edge of the bed. Her feet were together. They were both resting on the side of my head. Even though her feet were together, Kelly's knees were lasciviously spread apart exposing her naked sex.
When she saw me looking at her Kelly flashed me a menacing smile, brazenly slipped the fingers of her right hand to her glistening cunt and started fondling herself. While she was doing this she stared triumphantly into my eyes.
My gaze automatically shifted from Kelly's face to her fingers. I couldn't help myself. The sight of my wife playing with her moist pussy was irresistible.
She noticed the shift of my focus and smirked. "Slaveboy, are you enjoying the show? Does it excite you to watch me masturbate?"
By this time I was totally flustered. I knew that I wasn't allowed to speak without permission, but Kelly had just asked me a question. Without thinking I blurted out an automatic response. "Yes Ms. Mas..."
"Silence worm! My question was rhetorical. Your sick sexual preferences are of very little interest to me."
That made me smile. Kelly was taking my humiliation to a whole new level and doing it very creatively.
When she noticed my reaction Kelly winked at me and said, "That one was pretty good, wasn't it Timmy."
Suddenly we both burst out laughing. Kelly took her feet off of my head, reached down and grabbed my arm. As she pulled me back up on the bed she said, "Come here babydoll. We have our whole lives to play this game. Right now I just want to kiss you and hold you in my arms."
As soon as I was seated next to her Kelly threw her arms around my neck and gave me a long slow kiss. When we finally broke apart I grinned at her and said; "That was fun. I'll have to encourage you to humiliate me more often."
Kelly giggled. "It certainly got my motor running. How about a quick fuck before we start getting me ready for my date."
I stared at my wife. I had to admit that her offer was tempting, but after I thought about it for a moment I shook my head. "I don't think that's quite in the spirit of tonight's festivities." I smiled. "But if you're feeling generous, I would love to lick your asshole for a few minutes."
Kelly stared at me. After a second she started giggling and said, "You really are a perv."
I stuck out my tongue at her. "Yeah, that may be true; but so are you."
Kelly was now laughing so hard that she was barely able to speak; but she still managed to choke out, "Yes I am and that's why we're perfect for each other."
She took a deep breath and closed her eyes. It was obvious that she was trying to regain her composure. After a moment Kelly reopened her eyes and looked at me with an impish smile. Coyly rubbing her chin, she pretended to think and then she said, "I'm not certain that I'm willing to let you lick my asshole. Chris will be here in a little while and I really should be saving my body for him. How badly do you want to do it?"
I looked at Kelly with a confused expression.
"Do you want to do it badly enough that you're willing to beg for the privilege?"
"Has licking your asshole now become a privilege for me?"
Kelly frowned. "Are you suggesting that it might not be a privilege? I hope you don't think it's a right; or worse yet, an obligation."
I chuckled. Kelly always was an outstanding debater. "I get the impression that you're back to playing our game again."
"Of course I am. I'm just being a little more subtle about it now. And by the way, I might point out that you were the one who steered us back to it. I offered to let you fuck me."
Shaking my head, I said; "Yeah, I guess you're right."
Smiling, Kelly gave me a slight nod and then, in a tone of voice dripping with mock impatience, she said; "Timmy, I'm waiting for your answer. Are you ready to beg for the privilege of kissing my ass or should I just go into the bathroom and start getting ready for my evening with Chris?"
She leaned over and whispered into my ear. "Babydoll, hearing you plead for permission lick my asshole would be unbelievably hot."
I grinned. Kelly really was extremely talented at playing fantasy sex games.
She grinned back at me and said, "I'm waiting."
Chuckling, I took a deep breath and tentatively said; "Ms. Mason, I was wondering if I might be allowed the privilege of kissing your ass."
As soon as I heard the words come out of my mouth I shuddered with embarrassment. Kissing another person's asshole is in itself a debasing and demeaning act. Being ordered to do it is even more degrading. Having to beg for the privilege is a humiliation that's beyond description.
Of course I was also incredibly excited.
"Dicklet, what would make you think that I would even consider allowing you to do something that intimate with me when we both know that my lover will be here in a very short time?" Kelly was enjoying this and it was obvious that she wasn't going to cut me any slack.
Feeling both embarrassed and amazingly aroused, I closed my eyes and mustered all of my nerve. "Ms. Mason, I would be eternally grateful if, before your lover arrives, you might find it in your heart to grant me the privilege of licking your asshole."
Kelly was silent. She was pretending to consider my petition. After a moment she said in carefully controlled voice; "If I am going to take your request seriously, I really do think that you should be on your knees while you're making it."
Kelly was again showing me just how creative she could be at playing sex games and I was now enjoying every second of this one. I eagerly slipped off the bed and kneeled at her feet.
She smiled approvingly and said, "Oh that's much better. Now what was it you were asking me?"
I took another deep breath and then I said, "Ms. Mason before you begin getting ready for your evening with Mr. Kendricks, may I please be allowed to kiss and lick your asshole."
Kelly put a finger to her cheek in a feigned demonstration of serious contemplation. She took a few seconds and then she answered, "I don't know Dicklet. That really should be a special treat for you. I wouldn't want to spoil you." Kelly was talking to me like I was a small child asking for a dish of ice cream.
I looked up at her. "Ms. Mason, you and Mr. Kendricks are going to be spending the entire evening enjoying each other. Please be generous and allow me this one small treat."
Kelly slowly nodded. She was trying to maintain a serious facade, but I could tell that it was taking all the self control she could muster to keep from giggling. "Well, since you asked me so politely, I guess it wouldn't hurt to let you have a little fun before my lover gets here." She rolled over on her stomach and rested her cheek on a pillow. As soon as she was comfortable she said, "Enjoy yourself slave boy."
I smiled as I positioned myself between Kelly's legs. She was amazing. She had taken a simple pleasure that both of us had been enjoying since we first met and turned it into an exciting fantasy scene for me. It was easy to understand why the partners at JTandR valued her so highly. She truly was an artist.
My entire body was tingling as I spread the soft round cheeks of Kelly's gorgeous rear. For a moment I just looked at her puckered little hole and contemplated the significance of what I was about to do. It was strange. I'd been licking Kelly's ass since we were sophomores in college, but now because of the scenario that she'd just created the act had taken on a whole new meaning for me. I was a cuckold. Tonight another man was going to get to freely enjoy Kelly's body; but for me, her husband, this was the only pleasure that I would be allowed and I'd just been required to beg for the privilege.
I took a deep breath, closed my eyes and pressed my lips against Kelly's tight little anus.
When she felt me kissing her Kelly whispered a long drawn out, "Yesssss!" It was apparent that her little game had been every bit as exciting for her as it had been for me.
Once my tongue penetrated Kelly's asshole all of my self restraint and inhibitions melted away. I wrapped my arms around her hips, pressed my face between her soft round cheeks and made love to her with unrestrained passion.
Kelly noticed the emotion and energy that I was putting into my efforts and breathlessly whispered; "Yes Timmy! That's right, show me that you want this just as much as me." As she said this she slipped her hand between her thighs and started rubbing her clit.
Kelly's response drove me to an even higher level of excitement. I knew that I did want this every bit as much as she did. I closed my eyes and tried to push my tongue even deeper into her anus. At that moment I was not only making love to her I was also expressing my desire to submit to her, to abase myself for her pleasure and to serve her. I wanted Kelly to understand that I was willing to serve her without reservation for the rest of our lives.
My fervor aroused Kelly. She was rubbing herself with a savage intensity that I'd rarely seen before. Suddenly she raised up onto her hands and knees and furiously thrust her ass into my face. Her entire body started to shake and then she screamed with joy as her orgasm erupted and sent a flood of pleasure through her loins.
I kept licking Kelly's asshole and she continued furiously rubbing her clit.
The waves of pleasure slowly subsided and finally Kelly collapsed face down on the bed. For a moment she lay perfectly still and then she rolled over onto her back, smiled at me and held out her arms. "Come to me Timmy. I want to hold you."
As soon as I was on top of her, Kelly wrapped her arms around me and gave me a long passionate kiss. During that kiss both of us tried to express all of the affection, friendship, kindness and yes, even trust that had been the foundation of our relationship since that very first day we came together outside our writing class.
When we finally broke apart she grinned at me and said, "Timmy I love you so much."
I tried to respond, but she gently put a finger to my lips to stop me from talking. Her expression became very serious. In a quiet voice she said, "This is just a game. You will always be my husband. You will always be the only man I'll ever love. Please Timmy, never forget that." She stared into my eyes. "Promise me Timmy, promise me that you will always remember that."
I nodded. "I promise."
I lay back on the bed. Kelly cuddled up to my shoulder. For a few minutes we lay together in silence, happy and deeply in love.
Kelly was the first to emerge from our reverie of contentment. She opened her eyes and glanced at the clock. When she realized what time it was she sat up and cried in alarm, "Timmy, it almost seven o'clock. Chris will be here in thirty minutes."
That caused both of us to jump into action. As we sat on the edge of the bed Kelly said, "Timmy, I'd hoped to make you wait on me like a devoted cuckold servant while I prepared for an evening with my lover, but I think we spent too much time playing around." She kissed my cheek. "It was fun, but now we have to hurry."
She stood up. "You take a quick shower while I lay out my clothes for the evening. When you're done I'll shower and put on my makeup while you're making the final dinner preparations."
I stood up. "What should I wear tonight?"
Kelly thought for a moment. An impish smile formed at the corners of her mouth. "It would be fun to make you wait on us wearing nothing but a pair of lace panties, but I think that might be a little too much for both you and Chris. This is the first time we're doing this, it would be wise to move slowly. A pair of slacks and a golf shirt should be fine."
I smiled. It was an expression of relief. Kelly was right. Having to wait on my wife and her lover wearing only a pair of lace panties would have been a bit overwhelming.
Kelly slapped my butt. "Hop to it slave boy. My lover will be here in a half hour." She winked at me. "If everything isn't absolutely perfect, you will be severely punished."
That was all the motivation I needed. I hurried into the bathroom and took a quick shower.
As soon as I finished I returned to the bedroom. Kelly was laying a out a set of white lingerie on the bed. When she heard me come into the bedroom she turned and smiled. Seeing me looking at the sexy underwear she was planning to wear, she winked and said; "Since this will be the first time I get to entertain my favorite stud in my own bed, I thought bridal white might be an appropriate choice."
When I heard the words, favorite stud a pang of jealousy stabbed my gut. I frowned and looked at the floor.
Noting my reaction, Kelly gently said; "Baby doll, you're my husband, my slave, my favorite lover, my best friend and the love of my life. I love you more than any man in the entire world."
She smiled at me. "Yes, you are a man. You're a strong, wonderful, intelligent man who's very capable of pleasing me in bed. You are my favorite lover, but you are not a stud. Chris is a stud. He's a savage beast in bed and a phenomenal sex playmate. He's my favorite stud and a good friend, but nothing more than that. You are and always will be the most important man in my life. Does that make sense? Do you understand what I'm saying to you?"
I slowly nodded. "Yes Kelly, I do understand."
Kelly kissed my forehead. "Good, now get dressed. I picked out a pair of slacks, a shirt and a pair of panties." She gestured towards the foot of the bed. My outfit was neatly laid out for me. There was also a pair of brown Italian loafers on the floor directly below the clothes.
As soon as Kelly saw me pick up the panties she said, "Timmy I have to hurry and get cleaned up." Then she turned and ran into the bathroom. A moment later I heard the shower.
I dressed quickly. As soon as I was done I went into the kitchen and started making the final preparations for our evening. I was just finishing the shrimp appetizer when I heard a knock at the door.
My stomach churned with excitement. Our guest had arrived.
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I hurried to the front door. My pulse was racing. As I passed the full length mirror in our front hall I stopped and checked my appearance. For some reason it was important to me to make a good first impression on this man who was here to fuck my wife.
At the front door I paused so that I could collect my wits. Even though I'd spent the past fifteen minutes rehearsing the words I was going to say to Chris when I opened the door, I was still nervous.
I took a deep breath and opened the door. Chris was standing there holding a bottle of red wine. We stared at each other. It was an awkward moment.
My preplanned greeting helped. "Good evening Mr. Kendricks. Won't you please come in. Ms. Mason will be with you in a moment."
Chris stepped into our house, shifted the bottle of wine to his left hand and extended his right. "Hello Timmy, it's a pleasure to finally meet you. Please call me Chris."
Shaking my head I said; "Thank you sir, but I don't believe my Mistress would approve of that."
He nodded. "Yes, I understand that you're going to be our servant tonight. Are you okay with that?"
I smiled. "Yes Mr. Kendricks, I'm looking forward to a very exciting evening."
Chris smiled back at me. "Good, I was hoping that was the case."
For a few seconds we looked at each other in silence. I suppose you could say that we were sizing each other up.
It was easy to see why my wife was attracted to Chris. He was outrageously handsome. While he was at least five or six years older than Kelly and me, he was still only about thirty.
He was tall, maybe six feet one or two, but he wasn't a muscle man. He did have broad shoulders and a trim athletic build, but he appeared to be more graceful than physically powerful. Still there was something about his bearing that suggested that he wasn't a man to be trifled with.
His full head of dark wavy hair gave him an air of dignity unusual for a man so young and his brown eyes seemed to take in everything that was occurring around him. This made me suspect that he was both very bright and more than just a little clever.
As I studied him I realized that his most distinctive facial feature was his smile. There was a slightly mischievous quality to it that conveyed the impression that Chris might just be a bit of a rogue.
"Well, I'm pleased to see that my two favorite men have finally met each other."
We both turned. Kelly was standing in the entrance to the hall that led to our bedrooms. As soon as we saw her both Chris and I shifted the focus of our attention from each other to her. My wife was absolutely stunning.
Kelly was a very attractive woman and she was extremely adept at embellishing her natural beauty. Her long blond hair was loosely curled and hung casually around her bare shoulders. Her eye makeup and lip gloss were slightly overstated giving the subtle impression that she might turn out to be a little more adventurous than the average girl next door.
Kelly could have been wearing slippers and a bathrobe and she still would have captured the undivided attention of every man in any room she entered, but that night she wasn't wearing slippers and a bathrobe. That night she was wearing an outfit that rendered both Chris and me speechless.
The heart of her outfit was a simple white cocktail dress. On many women it could have looked chic or even elegant, but Kelly's dress was much too tight and it was tight in some very daring places. The bodice was cut precariously low and her luscious cleavage poured out of the top. I actually wondered what kept her breasts from popping free.
The dress was also shockingly short. The hemline was at least two inches above her white stocking tops and the straps and stays of her white garter belt were provocatively exposed.
I remembered Kelly's comment about her lingerie when we were getting dressed and there wasn't any doubt that the combination of the dress, her garter belt and nylon stockings and the white high heels she was wearing did suggest a bridal gown. I smiled. Her outfit may have resembled a bridal gown, but this wasn't a dress that would ever be worn in a church wedding. This was more like a caricature of a bridal gown. This was an outfit that you might expect to find in a pornographic movie with a title like "Wedding Day Harlots."
And then I noticed my wife's jewelry. Around her neck she wore a rather gaudy looking silver choker. It was encrusted with scores of very expensive looking jewels that appeared to my unschooled eye to be diamonds. She was also wearing a pair of matching silver earrings and a matching bracelet on her right wrist. They were covered with same stones as the choker. I shook my head. If those stones were in fact diamonds, my wife's jewelry had to be worth at least ten thousand dollars.
Kelly sashayed into the living room. She was clearly making an "entrance". My wife had obviously put some thought and effort into her appearance and now she was giving both Chris and me an opportunity to appreciate the fruits of her labor.
Kelly strolled up to me and patted my cheek. "Do you like my jewelry pussyboy? The set was a gift from the CEO of a large investment firm in Los Angeles
She winked at me. "I spent two nights with him in Las Vegas. Believe me cuckboy, that old gentleman got his money's worth. "
She turned and walked over to Chris. "Hi sweetheart, welcome to my home. I hope this is the first of many nights that we get to spend together here."
Pangs of jealousy stabbed at my heart as I watched my wife put her arms around this other man's neck and give him a passionate kiss on the lips.
When they broke apart Kelly stepped back and smiled at Chris. "Do you like my outfit? I wore it just for you. Tonight will be the first time you've ever had a chance to fuck me in a bed. I thought we might treat the evening like it was a little honeymoon."
Chris chuckled. "I love your dress. I've seen you wearing clothes like this many times at Evergreen and Eagle Lake, but this is the first time you've ever dressed like this for me."
I smiled to myself. It appeared that Mr. Kendricks and I actually had quite a bit in common.
Chris winked at my wife. "I also love the honeymoon idea. The prospect of getting to fuck you in a bed on a regular basis is very appealing to me."
Suddenly Kelly sighed and then she took a deep breath, turned to me and said, "Check".
Both Chris and I looked at my wife with puzzled expressions. Suddenly I realized that Chris was probably even more confused than I was. He probably wasn't even aware of the significance of the word, "check".
I turned to him. "Mr. Kendricks, check is our safe word. When one of us says it we have both agreed to stop whatever..."
He put his up hand and smiled at me. "It's okay Timmy, I understand what the word means. I've spent enough time around your wife and her friends to know about their safe word and how they use it."
He looked at Kelly. "What's the matter Kel?"
My wife sighed again. "I just think the three of us need to talk before we start. I mean this is the first time you and Timmy have met and it will also be the first time that Timmy's ever seen me with another guy." She shook her head. "Timmy's never acted as my slave before. We're going to make him wait on us while we party with each other and we're going to be taunting him about it while we do it. That's never happened before either." She threw her arms up in the air. "It's just too many things all occurring at the same time."
Kelly looked at me. "Timmy honey, I'm so worried that you're going to be hurt because you misunderstand something I that I say or do. Baby I feel so bad about what I did to you over the past year. I don't ever want to hurt you again."
"Kel, why don't I just have dinner with the two of you tonight. I know just how much you love Timmy and I don't want to risk hurting him either. You guys just went through a rough time. Frankly, I'm kind of surprised that I'm here at all tonight." Chris smiled at both of us. "Just getting to know Timmy would be more than enough for me this evening. We can worry about sex games in the future."
I could see that my wife was nervous and concerned about how tonight was going to go. I understood her fears. I also knew how much she'd been looking forward to this evening with Chris and I didn't want her to miss that. I stepped forward. "Kelly I have an idea."
Both my wife and Chris looked at me.
"I think I'd like to go out and grab a bite to eat. There's a new Chinese restaurant on Portland Avenue that I've been eager to try. After I'm done eating there's a movie that I've been wanting to see." I looked at my watch. It was 7:40. "I should be back here around 11:00. That should give you and Chris plenty of time to enjoy the dinner I made and have a nice long conversation afterward." I winked at them. "Kelly, your bedroom is a wonderful place for a quiet chat and I put clean sheets on the bed this afternoon. It really would be a shame to not take advantage of that."
Kelly smiled at me and then she looked at Chris and smiled at him."You guys have to be the two most wonderful men in the entire world." She shook her head. "Both of you are trying to be nice and I appreciate that, but neither of you are understanding me. I want to follow our plan for this evening. I just need to talk about it first."
My wife walked over to the couch and sat down. As soon as she was seated she patted the spot next to her and said, "Timmy come over here and sit next to me."
As I was sitting down she pointed at the chair opposite the couch and said, "Chris, please sit over there."
Once we were both in place Kelly picked up my hand and held it in hers while she looked at Chris. In a very quiet voice she said, "Chris, I'd planned to tell you this privately; but when I saw how the evening was starting out I realized that I had to say it in front of Timmy."
Chris was staring intently at my wife and I was quietly sitting next to her. Suddenly I was very worried about what she was going to tell her lover.
We both waited. After a moment Kelly started. "Over the past year you and I have became very close friends. In many ways we were actually a couple. I suppose that you could say that I was your girlfriend and you were my boyfriend."
She closed her eyes and sighed. "The only problem of course was that I already had a husband and I was hiding our relationship from him."
My stomach began to churn. I was starting to get increasingly nervous about where this conversation was going. I felt Kelly squeeze my hand. I think she was trying to ease my concerns.
My wife looked at me. "For the rest of my life I will be ashamed about doing that."
I just stared at Kelly. I didn't know where this conversation was going so I didn't know how to respond.
Kelly noticed my confusion and said; "Don't worry baby doll, you will always be the love of my life."
She turned back to Chris. "And that is what I'm trying to say to you. I loved having you as a boyfriend. I am ashamed that I hid our relationship from my husband, but now he knows. After talking with Timmy I believe that if I constantly remind him that I will always love him and that he will always be my husband, he will be able to accept and maybe even enjoy the fact that I have a boyfriend."
Kelly paused. After a moment she said; "Chris, you're the problem. I won't lead you on. I won't give you false hope. Timothy Jamieson will always be the love of my life and I will never leave him for you or any other man. I would love to continue to have you as a boyfriend; but you must understand that is all I can ever offer you. If you want a wife and you want to have children, you will have to find another woman."
I was amazed at my wife's candor, but I was also impressed by her integrity.
Chris took almost a full minute to think about what Kelly had just told him and then he looked up and smiled at her. "I won't pretend that I haven't at times entertained fantasies about having you as my wife." He chuckled. "But I've always understood that it was never a possibility. Kelly, whenever you talk about Timmy there is an unmistakable sparkle in your eyes. There has never been any doubt in my mind that you truly love your husband."
Chris was quiet for a moment and then he continued. "I think you both know that I have always believed that Timmy knew about and condoned the affair that we were having." He glanced over at me. "Timmy please believe me when I tell you that I was devastated when I discovered that wasn't the case."
I nodded.
He continued. "Kelly, I do not believe that you will ever be able to be faithful to one man. Timmy seems to be able to accept that fact. I could not. He is the perfect husband for you. For us, marriage could only lead to animosity, bitterness and eventually mutual contempt."
He shook his head. "You are a beautiful, intelligent and interesting woman. I relish your company. You are also the most exciting sex partner I have ever had." He laughed. "And as you well know, I have some substantial experience in that area."
We both smiled at Chris.
He smiled back at us and then he looked down at the floor. He seemed to be choosing his next words carefully. Finally he looked up and said, "I'm thirty-one years old. I am looking for a wife and I do want to eventually have children. When I find my wife, I plan to be faithful to her."
Chris looked at me. "Timmy I already regard your wife as a close friend and I hope that you will allow me to become your friend. Once I find the woman who is going to be my wife, Kelly and I will have to be content with just being good friends. Until that occurs, if it's all right with you, I would love to continue to be your wife's boyfriend."
Kelly and Chris both looked at me. I suddenly realized that the ball was now in my court. In the fifteen or twenty minutes since I'd met Chris I began to understand why my wife liked him so much. He was not only handsome; he was also a kind, intelligent man who seemed to have some integrity. I'd already accepted the fact that Kelly and Chris were going to have an intimate relationship. The truth was, I was excited about it. I'd also long been prepared for the possibility that my wife might eventually have a boyfriend. Chris seemed to understand our relationship and he appeared to be a nice man. If Kelly was going to have a boyfriend, I really didn't think that she could find a better choice.
I turned to Kelly. "Do you want Chris to be your boyfriend?"
She nodded. "As long as you understand and won't be hurt by it, I would like that very much."
I smiled at both of them and then I stood up, walked over to Chris and extended my hand. "Mr. Kendricks, I'm Timothy Jamieson. Please call me Timmy. I'm Kelly Mason's husband. I understand that you're my wife's boyfriend. I'm pleased to meet you. I hope that we can become good friends."
Chris laughed and then he stood up and accepted my hand. "Mr. Jamieson, my name is Christopher Kendricks. Please call me Chris. I am your wife's boyfriend and I would love to become your good friend."
Behind us Kelly clapped her hands. "This is absolutely perfect." She paused. "Except for one little detail."
We both looked at her.
"There is no way that my little pussy husband is ever going to be allowed to call my stud boyfriend by his first name. Cuckboy, to you Chris will always be Mr. Kendricks.'
I obediently bowed and then I said, "Yes Ms. Mason I understand. May I presume that we are now unchecked?"
Kelly looked at Chris. "Is there anything more that you'd like to say to my slave?"
Chris turned to me. "Timmy you do understand that everything we do and say tonight is just part of a game, correct?"
I nodded. "Yes Mr. Kendricks, I do understand that."
"And it is a game that you want to play, correct?"
"Yes sir, it is."
He smiled at my wife. "Yeah, I'm ready."
Kelly looked at me. "Timmy are you ready?"
I nodded. "Yes Ms. Mason, I am."
My wife patted the spot next to her. "Chris I think it's time for you to take Dicklet's spot on the couch."
Chris sat down and put his arm around my wife. Once he was settled Kelly looked at me and said, "Dicklet, my lover and I are ready for our martinis. I also hope that you have an appetizer prepared for us. I am sure that my man is hungry."
As I walked into the kitchen I was feeling almost giddy. Kelly had just done an excellent job of allaying any fears that I might have had about losing her to Chris. Chris's comments also helped to quell any concerns that he might have aspirations regarding my wife that went beyond friendship and casual sex.
Once I was in the kitchen I made three martinis. I put two of them on a tray and then I took a quick sip of the third one and set it on the kitchen counter. That one was mine. I knew that as a slave I wouldn't be allowed to eat or drink with Kelly and Chris, but that didn't mean that I still couldn't enjoy myself while I was working in the kitchen.
As soon as I set my martini down I opened the refrigerator and took out the appetizer. It was a simple recipe, but it was Kelly's favorite. I started by spreading cream cheese on a water cracker, then I dribbled a little cocktail sauce on the cream cheese and sprinkled the dressed cracker with chopped black olives. I finished the appetizer by crowning each cracker with a piece of cold fresh cooked shrimp.
I had twelve of these canapes neatly arranged on a dinner plate. I set the plate on the tray next to Chris and Kelly's martinis and added several napkins and two small bread and butter plates. Once everything was neatly arranged I picked up the tray and carried it to the living room.
I was still in a very happy mood, but when I entered the living room the scene that I encountered nearly caused me to drop the tray. My wife and her boyfriend had their arms wrapped around each other. They were passionately kissing.
I knew that this was part of the plan for the evening and it shouldn't have shocked me, but it did. I can only say that actually seeing the woman you love locked in an amorous embrace with another man is a sight that never becomes mundane.
I stopped and stared at them. Something in the back of my mind told me that staring was rude, but I was powerless to stop myself. I watched. As they kissed Chris pulled the top of my wife's dress down, exposed her right breast and started fondling her nipple. At the same time Kelly's hand found the tent in the front of Chris's trousers and she began massaging his erection.
They were totally absorbed with each other and were completely oblivious to my presence. After a few seconds the shock began to wear off and I started to pull myself back together. As I regained my composure my masochistic, submissive desires started to take over. I remembered that I was a slave and Kelly and Chris were my superiors. I thought about how I should act in this situation. I knew that I needed to deliver their drinks and appetizers, but I didn't think that it would be appropriate for me to disturb them.
Suddenly a frightening thought occurred to me. What if they stopped kissing and caught me staring at them. That would be unbearably humiliating. I quickly decided on a course of action. I would creep forward as silently as possible, set their cocktails and appetizer on the coffee table in front of them and then slip away without creating a disturbance.



I took a deep breath and moved forward. I nearly dropped the tray when I saw Kelly unzipping Chris's trousers. I took a moment to calm myself and then I tiptoed to the coffee table. I was just about to set the tray down when my wife reached into her boyfriend's open fly and pulled out his erect penis.
During the past several months my wife had spent many evenings out because of her work schedule and she'd traveled on the majority of the weekends. This left me with a large amount of free time. I'd spend some of it looking at Internet porn, so I was familiar with big cocks. That evening, as I looked at my wife's boyfriend's penis, I quickly realized that in real life a nine or ten inch erection was much more imposing that it was on a fourteen inch computer screen.
I gasped.
Chris and Kelly heard me. They stopped kissing and playing with each other and looked up. I quickly set the tray down and stepped back. I was both flustered and embarrassed. I was certain that my face was a deep shade of crimson."
Kelly noted my apparent discomfort and smiled at me. At first it was a warm comforting smile that relaxed me, but as soon as she saw me relax the smile shifted to a malevolent grin.
Staring into my eyes while she slowly stroked her boyfriend's erect penis, Kelly said; "It really is quite impressive, isn't it cuckboy?"
I nodded. I was too nervous to actually speak.
She snickered. "It's not difficult to understand why I prefer this monster to your little stub, is it Dicklet?"
I just stared at the floor. I was both utterly humiliated and excited beyond belief. Kelly laughed. Her appetite for sadistic fun was obviously taking over. "You do understand that if you had a cock like this I wouldn't have to go to other men for my sexual satisfaction."
Kelly was toying with me now. We were both well aware of the fact that the size of my penis had very little to do with her infidelity. She was just a glutton for variety. Nonetheless it was a creative taunt and the submissive masochist in me thoroughly enjoyed it.
I glanced over at Chris. There was a smirk of superiority on his face. It disappeared the moment he saw me looking at him. It was obvious that my wife's boyfriend was still a little uneasy about this situation.
Kelly let go of Chris's cock and picked up the two martinis from the coffee table. Brazenly ignoring the fact that her right breast was still hanging out of the top of her dress, she handed one of the cocktails to her boyfriend and kept the other for herself. Then, holding up her glass, she said; "To the future, a future where we're free to enjoy each other to our hearts content while my little pussy husband attends to our every need."
Chris chuckled. "I'll definitely drink to that."
They clinked their glasses. After they each took a sip of their martinis Kelly took Chris's glass from him and set it back on the coffee table along with hers. Then she leaned forward and looked at the plate of appetizers. "Shrimp, how nice."
Suddenly my wife looked up at me and frowned. "What are you still doing here Dicklet?" She waved her hands back and forth and said, "Shooo, go away! My lover and I want to be alone." She started to giggle. "Get back in the kitchen where you belong. I'm sure you have all kinds of sissy slave duties that need your attention. Call us when the dining room table is prepared and you're ready to serve our salads."
I was mortified. Kelly had never talked to me like that. I quickly turned. While I walked away I heard my wife say, "Now where were we? Oh yes, the appetizers. These are one of Dicklet's specialties. They really are quite delicious. Here try one."
As I was about to enter the kitchen I paused and glanced back at Kelly and Chris. My heart ached when I saw my wife feeding a cracker to her boyfriend.
I took refuge in the kitchen. I needed a chance to collect my wits. I leaned against the counter and took several deep breaths. They helped. My heart stopped racing and the tension in my muscles began to ease.
I took a sip of my martini. It tasted good. I started to feel better. I smiled. For the past four years I'd fantasized about seeing Kelly with a lover. Now that it was happening I was beginning to understand that it was going to be much more stressful than I'd ever imagined.
It was strange, seeing Chris playing with my wife's breast wasn't anywhere near as upsetting as seeing Kelly feeding him a cracker.
I shook my head. I'd always assumed that my wife's liaisons with other men were nothing but dispassionate physical couplings. I'd never really imagined her playing and flirting with these men. I'd always taken it for granted that she only did that with me. I now realized what a foolish assumption that was. Human beings aren't built that way. Kelly certainly wasn't. She was warm, friendly and very flirtatious.
The scene in the living room with Chris opened my eyes to that realization. I now understood that even back in college, when Kelly went out on a date with another guy, she was doing exactly that; going out on a date.
I assumed that those dates were a little different because Kelly was a "sure thing". In college my wife had quite a reputation. She actually cultivated it. I don't think there was ever any doubt in the minds of the guys that took her out that they were going to end up "getting lucky". When Kelly Mason agreed to go out with you, that was a given.
I suppose that was one of the reasons that I'd never imagined her flirting, laughing, joking and being friends with the guys she dated. I'd always assumed that they were just taking her out so they could get into her panties. I never really thought about her going to parties with them or laughing and flirting with them over a romantic candle light dinner. I'd always just imagined Kelly in bed with them doing the dirty deed.
I chuckled. The image of my wife sitting next to a guy on a couch, her arm wrapped around his shoulder and her body pressed up against him, listening with rapt attention as he regaled the rest of the party goers with jokes and stories, was much more upsetting than the image of the two of them naked, rolling around in a bed, fucking like rabbits.
Of course, I never actually saw Kelly while she was out on a date or at a party. I was always waiting for her in her dorm room. I did see her flirt with lots of guys on campus during the day, but that was just Kelly. She flirted with everyone.
Now that I'd had a chance to think about all of this I realized that I'd been incredibly foolish. Kelly was a warm, caring, intelligent human being. For her, as well as most everyone else, good sex obviously had to include friendship, a little romance and honest human interaction.
"Timmy are you okay?"
I turned. Kelly was standing in the kitchen door. Her hair was mussed, her lipstick was smeared and now both of her breasts were freely hanging out of her dress.
I nodded. "Yes, I'll be all right."
"Baby, I'm sorry I told you to shooo and made you leave the room. I got carried away. After you left I was trying to make out with Chris, but I couldn't stop thinking about how awful I'd just been to you. He noticed that something was bothering me and when I told him what it was, he suggested that I come in here and talk to you."
Suddenly Kelly realized that her breasts were hanging out of her dress. She blushed and said, "Oh dear, I forgot that I was so exposed. I'd better put these away."
As she started to stuff her breasts back into the front of her dress I said; "Kelly, Chris is your boyfriend and I'm your husband. I think it's all right for both of us to see you naked."
Without thinking my wife nodded in agreement, but then she stopped and looked at me. She must have sensed that I really was upset. After a moment she said, "Timmy I am sorry about the things I said to you, please forgive me."
I smiled at her. "It wasn't the things you said that upset me."
"What was it then babydoll?"
"I know this is foolish, but it made me feel bad when I saw you feed Chris that cracker."
Kelly stared at me with a puzzled expression.
I shrugged. "I know that it doesn't make any sense. I mean, he'd just been kissing you and fondling your breast while you played with his cock and that didn't bother me at all." I shook my head. "When I saw you feed him that cracker, it just tore me apart."
Kelly walked over and hugged me. "Baby, I'm sorry. That's just the way I am when I'm with a guy. It doesn't mean anything. I still love you more than anyone else."
Kelly and I held each other. I quietly said, "I know, it's just that this is the first time I've ever actually seen you with another man. Even when we were in college I was always waiting for you in your dorm room while you were out on a date. I always imagined you having sex with those other guys, but I never thought about you flirting and having fun with them."
Kelly took a step back and looked at me. There was a big smile on her face. She started to giggle, but then she put her hand over her mouth and stopped herself. "I'm sorry sweetheart, but you do understand that this is kind of a funny situation. Most people would have trouble understanding it."
"I understand his problem. It's you as a person that he's worried about sharing, not your body."
Kelly and I turned. Chris was standing in the doorway.
"Timmy, would you like me to leave?"
"No absolutely not. I'm just being silly." I sighed. "I guess you overheard us. This is the first time that I've actually seen Kelly with another guy. Of course she's going to flirt with you and she's going to tease and play with you and she's going to love you up. That's her nature. It's one of the many reasons that I love her so much."
Stepping back over to me, Kelly kissed my cheek and said; "And I love you too."
I hugged her. "I know."
I looked back at Chris. "I never really imagined her doing that with the guys she dated. Of course, I now realize that I was being foolish. Nonetheless, it might take me a little time to get used to this."
I thought for a moment and then I shook my head and said, "But I have to get used to it. For the first time I'm actually going to be included in this part of Kelly's life. I desperately want that, but if it's going to happen the two of you have to be able to act naturally when I'm around you. If you can't, I'm afraid that you'll quickly start finding excuses to get together without me. If that happens I'm certain that it won't be long before I'm once again excluded from this part of Kelly's life."
I sighed. "No Mr. Kendricks, I definitely do not want you to leave. In fact, tonight I want Kelly to feed you a thousand crackers and flirt and fawn over you like you were the captain of the football team and she was a cheerleader with a mad crush on you."
Chris smiled at me. "Timmy, may I come into the kitchen?"
I nodded. "Yes Mr. Kendricks, please do." I gestured towards the kitchen table. "Won't you please sit..."
Kelly interrupted me. "Timmy before we go any further, I think we should make another rule."
Chris and I both looked at her.
"I've been worried that when I gained a slave, I might have lost my husband. I think it might help if the kitchen becomes your domain. In here, we are all equals. In this room you should call me Kelly and Mr. Kendricks should become Chris. I also think that if Chris wants to come in here he has to ask your permission."
Chris nodded. "I think that's a very good idea." He walked over and stood next to one of the kitchen chairs. "Timmy may I sit down?"
I smiled. "Yes Chris, please do."
My wife gently rubbed my back. "I like this."
Chris sat down. As soon as he was seated I said to Kelly, "Now I have a request."
"What is it?"
"Go over to your boyfriend and sit on his lap."
"Timmy?"
"Please do it for me."
"Okay." Kelly walked over to Chris and sat down rather stiffly on top of him."
"Now put your arm around his shoulders and relax."
"Timmy are you sure?"
"Yes I am. I'm very sure."
My wife put her arm around her boyfriend.
"Kelly do you like it when Chris has his hand on your breast?'
She stared at me.
"It's okay, we're being very open and honest right now. It's the only way we can make this work."
Kelly smiled at me. "Of course I like it when he touches my breast."
"Chris will you do that please?"
Chris nodded and placed his hand on Kelly's right breast and started fondling her nipple.
Kelly shook her head. "Timmy what's this all about?"
Chris kissed my wife's cheek.
She turned and said, "Not now!"
He kissed her cheek again and said, "Yes now. This is what Timmy is asking for, this is what he wants. He's desensitizing himself."
Kelly thought for a moment and then she smiled. "You mean like what people do when they have an unnatural fear of something, like spiders or snakes."
"That's right kitten, they deliberately overexpose themselves to the object of their fear" Chris looked at me. "Kitten is my pet name for your wife."
My stomach churned when I heard that, but Chris understood. We had to get everything out in the open.
Kelly looked at me in alarm.
I smiled at her. "It's okay. It's important that he feels free to call you that when I'm around. Do you have a pet name for him? You have one for me. You call me babydoll. It's okay for you to have one for Chris too."
My wife sheepishly answered, "Yes."
"What is it?"
"Bigdog."
I smiled. "It's kind of appropriate isn't it? Chris is Bigdog and I'm Babydoll." I paused. "Or dicklet."
She giggled. "Yes, I guess it is."
Things were going well. I was quickly becoming more at ease about seeing Kelly and Chris interact as girlfriend and boyfriend. I knew that it was going to take a little time before I was completely desensitized, but I was now feeling much better about what was happening between them.
I decided that it was time to get on with the evening. I looked at my wife and said, "Kelly, has Bigdog had his predinner blow job?"
She shook her head. "No, we were working towards that when we decided that I needed to come in here to see how you were doing."
Smiling at both of them, I said; "I appreciate your concern. I was a little down, but I'm feeling better now. Kelly, why don't you take Chris back to the living room. I'll set up the salads and when you're ready for them you can let me know."
"Timmy wouldn't you like to watch?"
Chris's question caught me by surprise. I wasn't quite sure how I should respond. I really did want to watch, but admitting it was just a little bit embarrassing. I nervously stammered out an attempt at an answer. "I ah, well I'm not sure..."
In a very soft voice Kelly said, "Timmy, both of us would enjoy having you in the room with us. You just said that you wanted to be included in this part of my life. Well, here's your chance."
She stood up and took Chris's hand. As she pulled him out of his chair she said, "Come on Bigdog, it's time for us to have a little fun."
As soon as her boyfriend was standing up Kelly led him over to me. With her free hand she picked up my hand. "Come on Babydoll, you can worry about our salads later. Right now, it's time for you to see your sweet little wife in action." She giggled. "You know, I do happen to be a pro."
Kelly led Chris and me through the dining room. Once we were in the living room she let go of my hand and pointed to the chair opposite the couch. "Cuckboy, you can sit over there. Since this is a special occasion we'll make an exception and actually allow you to sit in a chair in our presence." She looked at her boyfriend. "Is that all right with you Bigdog?"
Chris and I stared at my wife. I think both of us were a little surprised by Kelly's abrupt change of demeanor.
She noticed our startled expressions and smirked at me. "Sorry dicklet, but we're not in the kitchen anymore. I'm afraid that you're back to being my lowly slave."
Chris chuckled and then he winked at me and said, "She really is very good at playing sex games, isn't she."
I smiled at him. "Yes sir, she certainly is."
"Damn straight I am pussyboy. Now get your sorry ass into that chair before I change my mind and make you lie prostrate at my feet while I suck my Bigdog's magnificent cock.
I sat quickly.
Kelly nodded with approval and then she turned to her boyfriend. "He really is quite well behaved. I think he's going turn out to be a very serviceable slave for us."
Chris was also a pretty good game player. Stepping right back into character, he stared at me like he was appraising my worth. After a moment he said, "I do believe you're right, but we have to be careful not to spoil him. I think we can make an exception and just this once allow him to sit in our presence, but it really should be a very rare treat for him."
My wife smiled at me. "Dicklet, I hope you understand just how lucky you are that I found such a kind and generous man to be my boyfriend. I really do believe that he will be a very benevolent master for you."
Chris looked at me. I think he was curious about how I would react to Kelly's last statement. Having another man as my master wasn't exactly part of my fantasy, but it didn't bother me either. It apparently was part of Kelly's fantasy, so I quickly decided to go along with it. I also had to admit that if my wife was going to have a boyfriend who was also going to be my master, Chris Kendricks was a very good choice.
I bowed my head and politely said, "Yes, Ms. Mason. I feel very fortunate."
Both of them smiled. They were still standing and Kelly was still holding Chris's hand. She turned to him. "Okay Bigdog, it's time for a little predinner recreation for you and me." She pointed to the end of the couch. "Why don't you sit down right here."
Chris sat down. As soon as he was seated my wife kneeled on the couch next to him. Her large breasts were still hanging out of the front of her dress. She unbuttoned Chris's shirt and slipped her hand inside it. As she massaged his bare chest she said, "Dicklet, my man has such wonderfully firm muscles. Just feeling them like this gets me hot."
Kelly continued playing with her boyfriend's chest. I could see her rolling each of his nipples between her fingertips. Chris sighed with contentment. I smiled. She was obviously being very gentle with him. When she did that to me she loved to sadistically pinch and twist my nipples until I cried out from the pain.
After a moment Kelly removed her hand from inside her boyfriend's shirt, placed it behind his head and tenderly pulled his face to one of her naked breasts. "Lick my nipple sweetheart. I know just how much you enjoy that."
I cringed when I heard my wife call her boyfriend "sweetheart", but I bit my lower lip and kept my emotions in check. I knew that this was just the sort of thing I had to get used to hearing.
Kelly cooed with delight when she felt Chris licking and biting her nipple. "That feels so nice, I love it when you use your teeth and your tongue together." She picked up his hand and slipped it under her skirt. "Feel how wet I am. I get so excited when I'm with you."
She glanced over at me. "I didn't wear panties tonight dicklet." She giggled. "I didn't see the point. I thought they'd just get in the way."
I could see that Chris's hand was now busy under my wife's dress. It was obvious that he was massaging her bare cunt. At the same time he continued to kiss, lick and bite Kelly's nipple. As I watched I was overwhelmed with envy. This other man was having a very good time with my wife.
Kelly unbuckled Chris's belt and lowered his zipper. After she opened the front of his trousers she pulled his erect penis out of his boxer shorts. This was the second time I'd seen Chris's cock this evening, but I was still amazed by both it's length and girth.
My wife glanced over and noticed the fascination in my eyes. As she slowly stroked her lover's large erection she giggled and said, "This is just one of the many reasons I call my man, Bigdog."



Kelly gently pushed Chris's face away from her breast and took his hand out from under her dress. "Sweetheart; lie back, close your eyes and relax. Both of us are going to enjoy this."
Leaning over, my wife kissed the head of her boyfriend's erect penis and then she lay down on her stomach so that her bare breasts were resting next to his hip. Reaching across his leg, Kelly grasped Chris's cock with her left hand and started kissing it. After a moment her kisses turned into licks and then she parted her lips and engulfed Chris's big monster with her mouth.
Chris smiled and slipped his left hand over to the hem of my wife's dress and pulled it up to her waist. While she sucked his cock he gently ran his fingers back and forth through the cleft between her ass cheeks. This excited Kelly. She started sucking on the head of Chris's cock even more vigorously.
Suddenly she took his erection out of her mouth, looked over at me and breathlessly said, "Timmy I'm going to deep throat Chris's cock. Watch, you're going to be amazed."
As Kelly spit on the head of her boyfriends rigid erection she explained, "The trick is to get it really slippery so that it will slide down my throat easily."
She rubbed the spit up and down the shaft of Chris's penis. "Now watch Babydoll, I have to go really slow at first."
My wife put her boyfriend's cock back in her mouth and slowly pushed her face down. Gradually the monster started disappear. I heard a couple of gagging and gurgling sounds and then Kelly lips were pressed against Chris's pubic bone. The entire length of his huge cock was inside her mouth and throat. I was overwhelmed with envy. This was a sensation that I would never be able to experience. My tiny penis wasn't long enough to reach the back of my wife's mouth.
Kelly started bobbing her head up and down on her lover's cock. It was almost like she was fucking Chris with her throat.
Chris smiled at me. "Timmy it feels good to have all of my cock inside her mouth, but I actually prefer it when she's sucking me." And then he shocked me. "I'm a little envious of you because she can take all of your cock inside her mouth and still suck you. That must feel incredibly good."
All three of us seemed to have temporarily dropped our dominant submissive roles during Kelly's demonstration, so I smiled at Chris and said; "It never occurred to me that there might be something that Kelly can do with me that you would envy."
He laughed. "Are you kidding me? She's head over heels in love with you. I can only hope that someday I will find a woman who feels about me the way your wife feels about you."
I chuckled. "You do understand that considering the current situation, most people would be more than a little amused by that last statement."
He shrugged. "Well that may be correct, but you do understand that what I just said is the truth."
I nodded. "Yes I do."
Suddenly Kelly took Chris's cock out of her mouth and looked up at him. "Hey buster, I'm working my ass off down here. It would be nice if you'd show a little appreciation for my efforts."
Chris shook his head. "I'm sorry Kel. I really like your husband. It's fun to talk to him."
My wife rolled her eyes. "I like him too, but why don't we save the chit chat for later. Now, if you'll be good and pay attention, I'll do your favorite thing for you."
Kelly looked over at me. Chris loves it when I lick his balls while I jack him off."
Chris blushed. "What can I say, I think it feels incredibly good."
Kelly giggled. "Dicklet can understand that. He loves it when I sit on his face and jack him off while he licks my asshole."
Now it was my turn to be embarrassed. I was sure that my face must have turned beet red.
Chris stared at me for a moment and then he said, "Damn Timmy, is that true?"
There really wasn't much point in denying it. My wife was sucking this man's cock while I watched. My dignity had long ago been stripped away.
I nodded and quietly said, "Yes, it's true."
He smiled at me. "Don't be embarrassed. I think it's hot. Maybe after dinner you'd let me watch you do it."
Kelly looked at both of us. She was smiling. "That can be easily arranged. He also has this hot new trick that both Tonya and I love. He fucks my ass with his finger while he sucks on my clittie."
"Damn Timmy, you're doing Tonya too?" Chris laughed. "I had no idea that you were such a stud." He thought for a moment and then he added. "I really would like to see this new trick. There are nights when I'm with a female associate that I could use a few tricks that might help me get her off."
I know that considering the situation it was amazing, but I was suddenly filled with pride.
Kelly shook her head. "Studman, would you please focus. Right now, I'm going to try to get you off."
Chris chuckled. "Okay, I'll close my eyes and pay attention."
Kelly went to work. It was quite amazing. She really was a pro. At first she licked her boyfriend's balls while she masturbated him, but then switched it around and gently fondled his balls with her fingertips while she sucked on the head of his cock.
As soon as Kelly sensed that her lover was beginning to lose control she wrapped her entire fist around his shaft and vigorously jacked him off while she continued sucking on the engorged head of his rigid penis.
I was watching Chris. Suddenly he gasped. For a moment he held his breath and then he exhaled and smiled. It was obvious that he was ejaculating. Kelly of course kept his cock in her mouth. She has always been very forthright about the fact that she loves it when a guy cums in her mouth.
Once Chris was finished ejaculating my wife took his cock out of her mouth, sat up on the couch and looked at me. With a malevolent grin on her face she stood up, walked over to me and sat down on my lap. She put her arms around my neck and kissed me full on the lips. As she kissed me she pushed all of Chris's semen from her mouth to mine.
As soon as she was done she patted my cheek and said, "Dicklet, I hope that was just the first of many times that I'll be able to share my boyfriend's fresh cum with you."
Kelly kissed my forehead and then she stood up, walked back over to the couch and sat down next to Chris. Coquettishly rubbing his chest, she asked, "Hey Bigdog, are you getting hungry?"
Chris smiled. "I'm starving."
Turning to me, Kelly said; "Slaveboy, that's your cue. Hop to it. My stud is hungry. We'd like our salads as soon as you can get them ready."
I jumped up. This was indeed my cue and I was very eager to perform my role. Aroused from watching Kelly and Chris, I was feeling very submissive. I scurried into the kitchen. While I was preparing the salads I decided that this was an opportunity to fulfill a fantasy that I'd been dreaming about for several years.
After quickly finishing the salad preparations I excitedly called Kelly and Chris to the table. Once they were seated I took a deep breath, let go of all of my inhibitions and tried to fully transform myself into Kelly Mason's servile slave.
My heart was pounding as I carried the salads into the dining room. While I was setting them on the table Kelly noticed my exaggerated subservience. That was all the encouragement she needed to eagerly slip into the role of my haughty mistress.
We fed off each other. As the meal progressed I became increasingly humble and Kelly grew into an arrogant aristocrat. She deliberately fawned over her boyfriend while I was treated with disdain and indifference. It was an exhilarating experience for both of us. By the end of the meal, my masochism and Kelly's sadism were flowing unchecked.
As I was clearing away the dirty dishes from the main course, Kelly dabbed at her lips with a napkin and asked; "Dicklet, what do you have for dessert?"
"Ms. Mason, I have a nice selection of hand dipped chocolates. There's a pot of coffee brewing in the kitchen and I took the liberty of purchasing a bottle of Drambuie and of course we have a bottle of scotch. I thought that you and Mr. Kendricks might enjoy a rusty nail as a digestif."
Kelly nodded. "Very good dicklet. My lover and I will have our coffee, chocolates and after dinner cocktail in the living room."
Kelly stood up and nodded to Chris. "My dear, let's retire to the comfort of the living room?"
Chris nodded. "I think that's an excellent idea." He stood up and offered his arm to my wife. "My compliments Kitten. That was an excellent meal. Your slave is a very talented cook."
Kelly took her boyfriend's arm. As he led her out of the dining room she said in a voice dripping with deliberate indifference, "Yes I suppose that he does have some skills."
I carried the dirty dishes into the kitchen. As soon as I'd stacked them on the counter I poured myself a cup of coffee and started setting the chocolates on a plate for Chris and Kelly.
I was brimming with happiness. The evening was turning out to be a great success. I liked Chris. He seemed to be a nice man. As I took a sip of my coffee I smiled. I was feeling confident that he would turn out to be an engaging playmate for Kelly, without threatening her relationship with me.
Over the past forty-eight hours, our relationship had certainly changed. There wasn't any doubt in my mind that those changes were the primary cause of my jubilant mood. I was living a masochistic, submissive cuckold's fantasy life; only this wasn't a fantasy. It was now a reality.
Acting as my wife's slave while she entertained her boyfriend over dinner was the most exciting and oddly, the most satisfying thing I'd ever done. Standing at the kitchen counter, I thought about everything that had transpired since I'd first met Kelly four years ago. I began to realize that all of our interactions had been gradually leading us to this new relationship. I was beginning to realize that it had always been my destiny to spend my life serving a woman like Kelly Mason and I now understood that there was nothing in this world that would make me happier or more satisfied.
I knew that Kelly and I had some work ahead of us. Resolving the details of our new relationship was going to take some time and effort. I had an overwhelming desire to submit to my wife's will and serve her, but I also wanted to continue to be her husband and I wanted her to continue to be my wife. Kelly and I loved each other. We were best friends, confidants and soul mates. It was important to me and I was certain that it was equally important to her, that all of those things continued to be part of our new relationship.
Suddenly I realized that I'd become so preoccupied with my thoughts that I'd lost track of the time. I had duties to perform. My wife and her boyfriend were in the living room waiting for their dessert. I shook myself out of my reverie and went back to work.
I quickly set the plate of chocolates on a tray and took out the Drambuie and scotch. I was just starting to make three rusty nails when Kelly burst through the kitchen door. She ran over to me, threw her arms around my neck and kissed me on the lips.
"Timmy that dinner was magnificent. I don't think I've ever had so much fun. You were a wonderful slave. Being your bitchy mistress was so exciting." She giggled. "When Chris dropped his napkin and I made you come out from the kitchen and pick it up for him, I nearly had an orgasm."
I smiled at her. "I thought it was pretty exciting too."
"Did you? Oh I'm so glad. Now that you're my slave we can do it as often as we want. I can't wait to have a party with Tonya and Keisha. The three of us can get dates and you and Mandy can be our slaves. Would that be okay Timmy? Please say it would be all right."
I nodded. "I think it's a wonderful idea."
"I do too and I hope I'll be invited."
Kelly and I turned. Chris was standing in the doorway to the kitchen. He knocked on the door frame. "Timmy, may I have permission to enter your domain?"
I casually waved. "Yes, of course, please come in."
As soon as he was inside Kelly asked, "Timmy can we sit at the kitchen table and talk to you while you finish cleaning up?"
I looked at my wife and her boyfriend. "Are you sure? The living room is much more comfortable."
Kelly hugged me. "I know it is Babydoll, but you're not in there. Both of was want to be with you."
I glanced at Chris. He shrugged. "Timmy, you are very well acquainted with the demands that JTandR puts on it's employees. The financial rewards are huge and the work is both fun and interesting, but it doesn't leave much time for a social life." He sighed. "I don't have many friends, especially male friends."
Chris paused for a moment. He seemed to be thinking. Finally he continued. "Considering my relationship with your wife, I could easily understand that it might be difficult for you to become friends with me; but I'm hoping that might not be an issue. For the past year I've heard Kelly sing your praises on a daily basis. At JTandR, everyone who has heard your wife talk about you regards you as a pillar of wisdom and strength. You're considered to be the ideal twenty-first century husband. A man who's secure enough in his own sexuality and ego to be comfortable letting his wife sleep with other men and in fact work as a hostess."
I chuckled as I poured two cups of coffee and set them on the kitchen table. "Chris and Kelly, please sit down."
Chris pulled out a chair. Kelly moved to take the chair across from him.
I stopped her. "Kelly honey, sit on his lap. You've been looking forward to tonight all day long. Chris is your date for the evening, the entire evening. I want you to be able to freely enjoy him."
"Are you sure Timmy? I mean we're kind of taking a break from our game right now."
I nodded. "Yes. I understand that and I really do appreciate an occasional opportunity to interact with the two of you as an equal, but Chris is here tonight as your date. I think that both of you should be able to spend the entire evening enjoying each other."
Chris sat down and Kelly sat on his lap. Kelly's bare breasts were still hanging out of the front of her dress. She hadn't even bothered to put them back while they were having dinner. My wife was an exhibitionist. She had a gorgeous body and she enjoyed having men look at her.
I set the plate of chocolates next to them. "Kelly, these are your favorites. They come from Berringer's Candy shop."
Kelly smiled at me. "You really are spoiling me this evening."
I nodded. "For a good slave; spoiling his mistress is more than a duty, it's a passion."
My wife stared at me for a moment and then she quietly said, "Really." She continued looking at me as she picked up one of the chocolates. "If pleasing me is your passion, then it shouldn't upset you when you see me do this."
She turned to Chris and said, "Bigdog, my slave selected these for our enjoyment. I really do think that you'll like them." Kelly held the candy up to her boyfriend's lips.
Chris looked at the piece of candy and then he looked at me. He was obviously remembering our earlier conversation. I smiled and gave him a slight nod. That was all he needed. He opened his lips and Kelly fed him the chocolate.
As soon as he finished eating it Kelly jumped off of Chris's lap, ran over to me and threw her arms around my shoulders. As she hugged me she said, "Timmy I'm sor..., I mean was it okay that I did that? This is all so confusing. It's fun when I taunt you and it gets me so excited when I flirt with Chris in front of you, but then I feel guilty after I do it."
I kissed her cheek. "Yes, it was okay. You don't have to feel guilty. I'm glad you did it. I'm getting used to seeing you flirt with Chris and it makes me happy to see you so happy." I patted her butt. "Now go back to your boyfriend and feed him another piece of candy."
"Are you sure?"
I nodded. "Yes, I am very sure. In fact I have never been so sure of anything in my entire life."
Kelly looked at me with a puzzled expression. "Timmy what's that supposed to mean?"
"Just trust me and go sit back down on Chris's lap."
"You are sure?"
"Yes I am quite sure."
My wife walked over to her boyfriend and sat back down on his lap. As she was getting settled I took the opportunity to finish making the rusty nails. As soon as they were finished I brought two of them over to the kitchen table and set them next to Kelly and Chris. Then I went to the counter, picked up the third one and walked back over to them.
Kelly and Chris both gave me quizzical looks.
I smiled at them. "I know that it's unusual for a slave to propose a toast to his superiors, but we're in the kitchen, so I'm assuming that it will be allowed."
Kelly smiled back at me, nodded her approval and picked up her glass. Chris followed my wife's lead.
As we held up our glasses I said, "To destiny."
Kelly stared at me. "Timmy what does that mean?"
"It means lots of different things. I believe that you and I were destined to meet. As Chris pointed out earlier this evening, you're not capable of being faithful to just one man. I happen to be one of the few men who cannot only tolerate that characteristic, but is actually excited by it."
I glanced at Chris. He was nodding in agreement.
Continuing, I said; "It was destiny that you met Chris. After getting to know him tonight I think he's a wonderful choice to be the first boyfriend you have as a married woman."
Kelly gave him a kiss on the cheek and said, "I think so too." And then she put her hand over her mouth and looked at me in sudden alarm. "Timmy, I'm sorry."
I shook my head. "There isn't any need to be sorry, I like him too."
Returning to my toast, I said; "Kelly I believe that you're destined to be a great courtesan who will also have many personal lovers during the course of her life. I'm pleased that we're finally on a course that will allow you to fulfill that destiny."
Kelly stared at me. I think she was a little amazed by my last statement.
I ignored her questioning look and proceeded. "I also think that I was destined to serve a great courtesan like you and I cannot begin to describe how excited I am about the prospect of fulfilling that destiny."
I took a sip of my rusty nail and held out my glass. "I repeat, to destiny."
Both Chris and Kelly were absolutely flabbergasted. Neither of them moved or said anything.
Finally I said, "Hey guys are you just going to leave me hanging here?"
Kelly stared at me. After a moment she shook her head and smiled and then she clinked my glass and whispered, "To our destinies."
Chris quickly pulled himself together and followed my wife's lead. After he clinked each of our glasses we all took a sip of our cocktails and set them on the table.
There was a moment of silence and then Kelly said, "Timmy that was the most beautiful toast I've ever heard." Giggling, she added; "It was also very exciting. Do you really believe that you were destined to serve me?"
I slowly nodded and then with every bit of conviction that I could possibly muster I answered, "Yes Ms. Mason, I do."
Kelly stood up. During my toast she'd been sitting on Chris's lap with her arm draped around his neck. I was still standing next to them so after she was standing all Kelly had to do was take a half step towards me and her body was pressed against mine.
She wrapped her arms around my waist and looked into my eyes. "Timmy, do you want to fulfill that destiny?"
Again I answered, "Yes I do."
When she heard my answer my wife took a deep breath and said, "I also want you to fulfill that destiny." And then in a solemn almost ceremonial voice she added, "I promise you that I will try to be an appreciative, caring and loving mistress."
I didn't say anything, I just bowed. It was intended as a sign of my willingness to submit.
For a moment we were silent. It wasn't an awkward silence. It was more like a short period of quiet contemplation. All three of us grasped the significance of what had just transpired and we needed a few seconds to appreciate the full implications of the commitment that Kelly and I had just made to each other.



Chris finally broke the spell. "I feel like I'm the witness at a very unusual wedding ceremony."
I grinned at him. "I think you're much more than just a witness, I think you're the best man and in this wedding ceremony it's the best man who gets to kiss the bride."
All three of us burst out laughing. That broke the tension. The ceremony was over. Now it was time for the celebration.
Kelly pulled Chris up from his chair. As soon as he was on his feet she squeezed his crotch and said, "In this ceremony the bride doesn't just kiss the best man, she sucks his great big dick while her new slave submissively licks her asshole."
Chris shook his head. "Something tells me that the two of you are going to turn out to be the most interesting and fun friends that I've ever known."
Kelly laughed. "You're damn right about that studman."
She turned to me and slapped my butt. "Okay slaveboy, it's time for you to..." She paused and thought. After a moment she asked, "What was that phrase you used yesterday while we were with Tonya? Oh yes, I remember." She grinned at me. "It's time for you to get crackin. Get those dirty dishes rinsed and in the dishwasher. My boyfriend and I are going to have a little party in the living room. If you're a good boy and finish your chores quickly, we might let you join us."
Kelly grabbed Chris's hand. She was giggling as she pulled him out the kitchen door. "Come on Bigdog, it's time for us to have some fun."
I went to work immediately. You might say that I was a man on a mission. It took me about five minutes to load the dirty dishes into the dishwasher, clean the sink and wipe down the counter tops. As soon I was finished I dried my hands, took off my apron and left the kitchen to join Kelly and Chris.
I was excited. I hurried through the dining room, but as I approached the entrance to the living room I started to get nervous. I slowed down and then I stopped. For a moment I stood perfectly still. I was afraid to go any farther.
As I stood there I wondered why I was suddenly so nervous about even daring to look into the living room. I thought about the question and quickly realized that the answer was complicated. Of course, first and foremost, my wife was inside that room with her lover. That alone was cause for apprehension. I was afraid about what I was going to see. Ever since I'd met Kelly I'd fantasized about watching her with another man. Now that it was happening it was turning out to be both wildly exciting and gut wrenchingly painful. The fear of the emotional pain I might feel when I saw her with Chris made me go slowly; but oddly, so did the anticipation of the thrill. On Christmas morning some children open their gifts with reckless abandon. Others go slowly, trying to savor and prolong the experience of anticipation and surprise. I was always the latter child.
There was also another issue. Kelly was my wife, but now she was not only my wife she also my mistress. I was her slave, but I was a novice slave. I didn't fully understand the appropriate etiquette for this situation. I felt like I had to be very careful about invading Kelly's privacy. The problem was, I also knew that she expected me to be present, even demanded me to be present so that I could attend to her every need. I chuckled to myself. The expensive private college that Kelly and I attended had neglected to offer a course that addressed this issue.
That silly thought allayed my fears and calmed my nerves. I remembered that my wife loved me and she wanted me to be part of her evening with Chris. I also reminded myself that if did commit a breach of etiquette, Kelly would correct me. She understood very well that this slave mistress relationship was new to both of us and required some mutual patience as we learned the proper behavior for our respective roles.
I was now less apprehensive, but I still had to stand at the entrance to the living room for several seconds before I finally gathered enough courage to look inside.
When I did look, the scene that I discovered both ripped my heart apart and sent a shiver of frenetic excitement rippling through my body. My wife and her boyfriend were seated on the couch. They were kissing. Chris's trousers were unzipped and open. As they kissed Kelly was slowly stroking his erect cock. Chris's hand was on my wife's naked left breast. He was gently twisting her nipple.
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I stepped into the living room, As soon as they heard me Chris and Kelly broke off their kiss and looked up at me. Kelly smiled. "It's about time you got here slave boy. We thought we might have to start without you."
Kelly stared at me. After a moment she said, "Dicklet, you're a little overdressed for this party. Why don't you strip down to your panties. I think it's time that Mr. Kendricks finds out just what a dainty little sissy you really are."
I balked. It wasn't that I wanted to be disobedient, it's just that taking off your trousers and showing another man that you're wearing lace panties is rather embarrassing. It's even more embarrassing if that man is tall and handsome and happens to be your wife's boyfriend.
Kelly noticed my hesitation and in a very firm voice said, "Yes dicklet, it will be humiliating; but believe me, this is only the first of many indignities that you're going to have to endure in front of Mr. Kendricks."
Suddenly my wife's voice softened. "Timmy, this is what you want isn't it?"
I thought for a moment and then I sighed and smiled at her. "Yes Ms. Mason, it is."
"Well then, what are you waiting for?"
I took a deep breath and began to undress. I moved slowly. I was once again both excited and scared. I took off my shirt, shoes and socks first. I'm sure that my face was a shade of deep crimson when I finally unbuckled my belt, lowered my zipper and pulled my pants down exposing my lace panties.
As soon as I stepped out of my trousers Kelly nudged her boyfriend and said; "They really are cute on the little sissy, aren't they."
Chris chuckled. "They're just perfect."
I was mortified.
Kelly stood up and stepped around the coffee table. "Now that you're appropriately attired for this party, it's time to do the same for me." She walked over to me and turned around. "I want you to undress me for my boyfriend."
My heart was racing. Every nerve in my body was tingling. I glanced at Chris. There was an excited grin on his face and his huge erection was obscenely jutting straight up from his open trousers.
I unfastened the clasp at the top of my wife's dress and then I grasped the pull on the zipper. I was moving slowly. I think all three of us wanted to prolong and savor this moment.
I looked at Chris again. He was staring at me with an expression of triumph. I understood. I was obediently giving him my wife and he was relishing the role of the conquering stud.
Taking a deep breath, I inched the zipper down the back of Kelly's dress. When it was fully open I gave the skirt a gentle tug and let the dress fall to her ankles.
Kelly stepped out of the clump of rumpled white chiffon around her feet and said, "Dicklet, pick up my dress and lay it across the back of the chair over there." She laughed. "We're going to be using the couch and you certainly aren't going to be allowed to sit in any chairs for the remainder of this evening. At least not in our presence."
My wife glared at me with mock impatience while I picked up her dress. It was apparent that she was now feeling very dominant and sadistic. I suspected that the moments of tender reassurance from her were over for the remainder of the evening.
After carefully straightening Kelly's dress, I laid it across the back of the chair. As soon as I was finished she gave me further directions, "Now pull the coffee table away from the couch. We're going to need a little play space."
I quickly complied. My entire body was surging with electric excitement.
Once I was done Kelly nodded approvingly and said, "Very good dicklet. You really do make an excellent servant."
I beamed at my wife. Her praise made me feel like dancing with joy and then I looked at her, really looked at her.
Kelly turned to me and extended her hand but I didn't respond. At that moment I couldn't. My attention was focused on her nearly naked body. I was mesmerized. The white lingerie and high heeled shoes that she was wearing were the perfect compliment for her long blond hair and soft milky skin. She was indeed a goddess.
Kelly noticed my stupor and immediately understood it's cause. Smiling at me, she slowly shook her head and then made a quick nod towards her boyfriend. It was almost like she was saying, this is not for you slaveboy. Tonight my body belongs to that handsome man sitting on the couch..
She motioned with her fingers. I took her extended hand, but it was more of an automatic response than an overt action.
"Present me to my boyfriend."
I took a quick glance at Chris, but my gaze immediately returned to my wife. I was still captivated by her divine beauty. Her long blond hair piled in loose curls around her shoulders. Her large firm breasts stood proud, her nipples erect. I could almost hear them begging to be fondled and teased. The white garter belt served as the perfect frame for her smoothly shaved pussy. I yearned with envy as I realized that the sweet cleft that I so enjoyed tasting now waited to receive the attention of another man.
"Timmy, I know that you heard me. I will not tolerate disobedience from you, especially tonight. Unless you wish to be spanked I suggest that you comply with my direction immediately."
Chris held up his hand. "Kelly, stop. This is too much. The poor guy is mortified with embarrassment."
"No Chris, I won't stop. Timmy and I both agreed that we wanted to push our limits tonight. If I'm making a demand that my babydoll can't bear to fulfill he can always say check. That's why we have a safe word."
Kelly's words snapped me out of my reverie. I wasn't hesitating because I was humiliated. I was simply overwhelmed by the situation. Standing next to my gorgeous wife as she was about to give herself to another man had overloaded my senses. For a moment my brain seemed to have shut down.
I quickly pulled myself together. I could see a hint of concern creeping into Kelly's eyes. I needed to reassure her that I was all right and that she was in fact not pushing me too hard.
I smiled at her and said, "Ms. Mason, I beg you not to do that. Please don't force me present you to your boyfriend."
Kelly stared at me for a moment and then she grinned and said; "Timmy honey, I really was starting to get scared that I might have pushed you too far."
I shook my head no and gave her a sly little wink.
From the couch Chris suddenly yelled, "Check!"
We both turned and looked at him.
He threw his arms up. "What in the world just happened?"
Kelly and I both started chuckling. Kelly smiled at Chris and said, "My little babydoll was using our code to tell me that I not only wasn't pushing him too far, he was actually enjoying what I was doing."
I looked at Chris and shrugged. "I'm sorry, the situation was getting so exciting that my brain kind of overloaded for a moment. I mean Kelly is incredibly gorgeous right now and I have to admit that your big dick is pretty imposing when it's sticking straight up like that."
Giggling, Kelly said; "It really is, isn't it."
Chris shook his head. "All right, I'm sorry. I should have had more faith in the rules of your game." He shrugged. "You have to remember that this sexual domination stuff is all pretty new to me. I've watched Kelly, Keisha and Tonya play with Mandy, but this is the first time I've ever been a participant."
I smiled at Chris. "Hey, there's no need to apologize. You started to feel uncomfortable about what was happening. That's the purpose of the word check. I'm glad you used it. I don't think there was anything wrong with asking to take a moment to clarify how each of us felt about what was occurring. Frankly your concern makes me even happier that you're with us."
"Well I'm still sorry, I feel like I destroyed the mood."
I nodded. "Maybe, but it will also help us be more confident when we play in the future."
My wife sat down next to her boyfriend and kissed his cheek. "Chris Kendricks, you are a very sweet man. It's one of the many reasons that I'm glad that you're our friend."
Kelly started unbuttoning his shirt. "Now let's get these clothes off of you. You're the only one who's still overdressed."
After she finished unbuttoning Chris's shirt, Kelly slipped it off of his shoulders and tossed it to me. "Timmy, lay this on the couch next my dress. Be careful with it, he's going to have to wear it when he goes home tonight."
As I was laying the shirt across the back of the chair I said; "Ms. Mason, why don't you suggest to Mr. Kendricks that he bring an extra shirt and some clean underwear the next time he comes to visit. When he leaves he can wear the clean clothes home and I'll wash and iron his dirty clothes while I'm doing our laundry."
Kelly pulled Chris's trousers off of his legs. As she handed them to me she asked, "Would you really be willing to do that Timmy?"
I grinned at her. "Of course I would. I wouldn't be a very good slave if I wasn't willing to do that for you."
I laid Chris's pants across the back of the chair and turned back to Kelly. She was holding out Chris's socks, boxer shorts and tee shirt. She was giggling.
I took the underwear from her. After I neatly laid it next to Chris's trousers and shirt I asked. "Ms. Mason, what are you giggling about?"
Kelly grinned at me. "It's going to be very easy for me to get used to having a slave."
I winked at her. "That's not hard to understand. Remember, it's your destiny to have a slave. I think it comes naturally to you."
My wife gasped and then she said, "Oh my! That just made my pussy tingle."
Chris shook his head. "You two are having way too much fun. I know I just told you that I don't know very much about this sexual domination stuff, but I'm still fairly certain that a dominatrix is supposed to be cold hearted and steely eyed when she's dealing with her slave. You two act more like a married couple from a television situation comedy."
Kelly laughed. "I watched a lot of television when I was a little girl and I don't remember any comedies where the wife's boyfriend was sitting in the living room naked with his giant dick sticking straight up in the air."
Chris waved his hands. "Yeah, yeah okay, maybe the situation comedy wasn't a great analogy, but you know what I mean. You two can't stop giggling and playing with each other."
My wife looked at her boyfriend. "Does that bother you?"
He vigorously shook his head. "No, no; not at all. In fact it makes me even more excited about the idea of hanging around with you guys."
Kelly tapped Chris on the knee. "You do remember that just a few minutes ago you said the word check."
He shrugged. "I know and that's part of what amazes me. You two seem to be able to effortlessly slip in and out of this game you play. It's almost like you're both able to turn it on and off at will."
I looked at Kelly. "Can I try to respond to that?"
She nodded. "Certainly; in fact I'm very interested to hear what you're going to say."
I smiled at her and then I turned to Chris. "Part of what your talking about is due to the fact that we're both new to this game. So are you. That's why you had to say the word check. You were nervous about how I was feeling. Kelly and I slip in and out of the game for the same reason. We both occasionally need reassurance. Kelly needs to know that she's not really over stepping a boundary and inadvertently causing me either emotional or physical pain." I winked at her. "Or at least emotional or physical pain that's beyond what I'm willing or able to tolerate."
Kelly giggled. "Trying to find that limit is turning out to be quite a bit of fun."
Chris shook his head. "See! That's exactly what I'm talking about. The two of you can't be serious for more than one minute at a time."
I chuckled. "That's a separate question. Let me finish trying to respond to your first comment before we move on."
Chris nodded.
"I also need reassurance. Mostly I need to be reassured that my wife still loves me. I mean, look at the current situation. You're sitting on the couch with that great big dick that I know Kelly absolutely adores and I'm standing in front of you wearing a pair of lace panties. Kelly is about to give you a blow job and while she's doing it she's going to make me lick her asshole. You have to admit that the potential for feelings of insecurity on my part is really quite high. An occasional smile or word of reassurance from my wife is very welcome."
"There's another reason that I can't always be a cold hearted, steely eyed dominatrix with Timmy and it's very important to me."
Chris and I both looked at Kelly.
"Earlier tonight I told you that Timmy is the love of my life and that is true. He's the love of my life for many reasons. He's smart, funny, wise and incredibly fun to be around. Yes, both of us love kinky sex games. I admit that I do get a huge thrill from being a sadistic, dominant bitch and my babydoll obviously gets a kick out of being a masochistic submissive wimp. Sometimes we laugh about how well we compliment each other."
Kelly sighed. "I enjoy our kinky sex games, but I'd give them up in a flash if it meant that I wouldn't any longer get to enjoy my husbands wonderful, interesting, sweet and funny personality."
She smiled at her boyfriend. "Chris, tonight's dinner was very exciting. I loved making Timmy wait on us, but some evenings I'm going to want the three of us to sit together at the kitchen table so that we can eat, drink and laugh like the three close friends that I hope we'll become."
Kelly patted the spot on the couch on the side away from Chris. "Babydoll, since we still seem to be taking a break, why don't you come over here and sit next to us."
As I sat down next to Kelly and Chris I playfully shook my head in mock innocence and said, "Hey, what can I say. Nobody ever said, uncheck."
Kelly rolled her eyes. "I thought you were a writer, now I discover that you're also a lawyer."
"See! That's another example of what I was talking about."
Kelly rubbed Chris's shoulder. "Do you want Timmy and I to stop teasing each other?"
He chuckled. "No absolutely not. I just want to get to know the two of you well enough to be able to start teasing you too."
My wife leaned over. She kissed Chris on the cheek and then she grabbed his huge cock and gave it a firm squeeze. "I know an excellent way to become better acquainted with someone."
Chris grinned at Kelly and said;. "Oh yeah? Does it involve this?" He wrapped his arms around my wife and gave her a long, deep kiss on the lips.
Kelly responded. They were quickly locked in a passionate embrace.
That was fine, but I was now sitting on the couch next to them. It was an awkward situation. I pretended to cough and then I waited for a moment. They ignored me and kept kissing. I waited some more. They still kept making out. I finally decided that I had to say something. Cautiously, I tapped my wife on the shoulder and said; "Kelly, I'm sitting here next to you."
Kelly broke off the kiss with her boyfriend and turned. Looking at me with an annoyed expression, she said; "Well I guess we'll just have to do something about that, won't we."
She winked at me and I nodded to her. I knew what was about to happen.
Kelly said, "Uncheck". And then she cocked her arm and gave me a vicious slap across the face. "Get the fuck back on the floor pussyboy. You have absolutely no business sitting on a couch next to your superiors."
I jumped off the couch. As I kneeled at my wife's feet I heard Chris say, "How the hell does she change her mood that quickly?"
I wanted to explain to Chris that Kelly had the talent to be a consummate actress. It was one of the reasons she was so good at playing sex games and so valued as a hostess by JTand R. I didn't. At that moment I thought it was prudent to be submissive, obedient and very quiet.
Kelly looked down at me kneeling at her feet and smiled. I immediately recognized that this smile was different. This wasn't the warm, reassuring smile that she'd given me a few minutes earlier. This was a smile of triumph and conquest. My wife was pleased. She had exercised her new power over me and I'd responded quickly and obediently.
"That's a much more appropriate place for a submissive little sissy like you." Kelly extended her foot. "Kiss my toes sissyboy. It's time for you to demonstrate your unwavering devotion to me." She patted Chris's thigh. "And I want you to do it while this incredibly handsome man is making love to me."
Kelly's words sent a surge of excitement through me. I'd been fantasizing about this moment for the entire afternoon and now it was actually starting. Kelly and Chris were going to cuckold me while I watched. Breathlessly, I cradled my wife's foot in my hands and started kissing and licking her toes.
As soon as she felt my lips touch her feet, Kelly pulled Chris's face to hers and whispered. "Kiss me, I'm yours. I've been waiting all day for this moment."
Being careful to continue kissing Kelly's toes, I discreetly peeked up. I saw Chris and my wife stare longingly into each others eyes and then Chris pressed his lips against Kelly's and they kissed.
As I watched my wife and her boyfriend kiss, I could see their excitement building. Kelly reached over and wrapped her fingers around Chris's erect cock. He responded by slipping his hand to her thigh. When Kelly felt Chris toying with the clasp that attached her garter belt to her stocking top she parted her legs and exposed her naked pussy.
I could see that Kelly was aroused. Her engorged clitoris was poking out of the delicate fold that normally hid it from view. The sweet cleft of her pussy, that secret place that I loved to worship with my tongue, was coated with beads of moisture.
I held my breath as Chris slid his hand over to that magical spot. For the very first time I saw another man touch my wife's aroused sex.
I fervently kissed and licked Kelly's toes. This was partially a response to the excitement created by the scene I was watching, but there was also another reason. I didn't want to give my wife any cause to glance down at me. I was afraid that she might send me away if she caught me peeking at her and her lover.
Chris slipped first one and then two fingers into Kelly's cunt. When she felt the presence of his fingers Kelly let out a small gasp, but then she spread her legs wider for him and pumped his stiff erection with even greater intensity.
For a moment they both seemed to be lost in a swirl of sexual heat, but suddenly Kelly stopped pumping her boyfriend's cock. Sliding her hand over to her own sex, she grasped Chris's hand and held it still. After a second she pulled it away from her cunt and brought his fingers to her lips.
Kelly pushed on my face with her toes and said, "Look up here cuckboy."
Cautiously, I looked up at my wife. She smiled at me as she put her lover's fingers in her mouth and lasciviously started sucking them. After several seconds of this she took Chris's fingers out of her mouth, kissed him on the lips and again looked down at me. "Dicklet, it's time for us to show Mr. Kendricks just what a pathetic little cuckold wimp you really are."
Kelly stared at me. There was a sadistic fire in her eyes. It scared me; but even more it aroused me. Shaking with excitement, I bowed my head and looked at the floor. I didn't return her gaze. I was Kelly's humble slave. I wasn't positive about the etiquette, but it seemed to me that a well behaved slave should always avert his eyes when he's challenged by his mistress.



I held that subservient position for a moment and then I risked a quick glance at Kelly.
My wife's expression had changed. The dominant she devil was gone. Now there was a hint of both guilt and concern in her eyes. I quickly realized that Kelly had mistaken my display of submission for distress, shame and hurt. I was certain that she was afraid that she had gone too far with her last barb.
The truth was, I was unbelievably excited. My masochistic urges were flowing freely. At that moment I was willing and eager to soak up all the abuse Kelly wanted to throw at me. I needed to reassure her that she had not stepped over the line.
I looked into her eyes. She caught my gaze. I winked at her. She stared at me for a moment with a puzzled expression and then her face broke into a huge smile. I raised my eyebrows up and down twice. It was a mischievous little expression that I knew Kelly loved. She started giggling.
Next to her, Chris shook his head. "The two of you are doing it again, aren't you?"
Kelly turned to her lover and put a finger to his lips. "Shhh, yes we are, but don't pay any attention to it. Timmy was just letting me know that my last taunt was okay."
Chris nodded. "I think I'm beginning to understand."
Kelly leaned over, kissed her boyfriend's nipple and then she looked up at him. "Bigdog, I want to suck your great big beautiful dick again, but this time I want my little pussy husband to lick my asshole while I'm doing it."
Chris glanced at me. He seemed to be looking for some kind of sign that this would be all right with me.
I smiled at him and gave him a quick nod.
My wife laughed. "Now you're doing it with him."
Chris blushed and then he stammered "Yeah well I just, I don't know I..."
Kelly kissed him. "It's all right sweet heart, I want you to be relaxed with Timmy." She reached down and squeezed Chris's cock. "I also want you to remember that when you're here, you're the man of the house. The little pussy is just a slave. You can say anything you want to him."
I wasn't sure how Chris was reacting to what my wife was telling him, but her words were driving me wild.
While still squeezing Chris's erection, Kelly leaned over and again licked his nipple; only this time she also gave it a gentle nibble. Chris chuckled. It wasn't because he thought something was funny, it was clearly a reaction to what my wife was doing to him. As I watched, there wasn't any doubt in my mind that Kelly was an artist at giving a man pleasure.
Continuing to squeeze her boyfriend's erect penis, Kelly sat up, pressed her large breasts against his side and whispered into his ear; "If it makes you feel more relaxed, the wimp loves to lick my ass and he's been fantasizing all day long about watching me suck your cock. Getting to do both at the same time will be his wet dream."
Chris looked at me. The combination of my wife's attention to his cock and nipples, the close proximity of her supple body, her lascivious words and the sexually charged atmosphere obviously had him extremely aroused.
For the first time I saw Chris's dominant streak surface. He stared down at me with a smirk on his face and asked, "Is that true pussyboy? Do you want to lick your wife's ass while she sucks my dick?"
His sudden boldness shocked me, but I quickly pulled myself back together. I knew this was what Kelly wanted and I had to admit that I also found it incredibly exciting. I took a deep breath and answered. "Yes sir, it is."
Chris turned to my wife and chuckled, "I guess we should give the little pussy what he wants."
Playfully rubbing his bare chest, Kelly said; "Do you want me to make him beg for it?"
Chris stared at her with an amazed expression. "Do you think he'd actually do it?"
My wife nodded. "I'm reasonably certain I can make him do it."
Chris shook his head. "I have to see that."
Kelly giggled. "This is going to be fun."
Still holding her boyfriend's cock in her hand, my naked wife looked down at me. There was an evil grin on face. It was obvious that her sadistic side was now in full control. She pushed her foot into my face and laughed as she rubbed her toes against my nose and lips.
I glanced at Chris. He was watching with rapt attention.
Still rubbing her toes on my face Kelly said, "Dicklet, I'm going to give my boyfriend another blow job. I just adore having his great big beautiful cock in my mouth and he loves the way it feels when I give him head. Mr. Kendricks is a very kind and thoughtful man and he told me that he'd be willing to let you watch."
She sighed. It was a pretend sigh. "I think it might be better if you stood in the corner facing the wall. I'm afraid that if we allow you to watch us, you might get overly excited and create a fuss. We both know that sometimes you have trouble controlling your disgusting little urges. I really wouldn't want you to disturb my boyfriend while he's enjoying his blow job."
Kelly paused for a moment. She appeared to be giving the issue serious thought. Finally she asked, "Would you like to stay and watch?"
I marveled at my wife's skill. She was taking our sex game to a whole new level. My tiny penis was sticking straight up. I was so excited that I was actually afraid that I might ejaculate without even touching myself. I smiled. I knew that Kelly was just playing with me; but if I actually did spontaneously ejaculate, that would certainly qualify as an instance where I'd failed to control my disgusting little urges.
Trying to disguise my excitement I took a deep breath and answered. "Yes, Ms. Mason I would very much like to stay and watch."
"Really? Well I'm not at all certain that would be wise. I think it's much better if slaves stand in the corner and face the wall while their superiors are enjoying themselves."
I was impressed with how skillfully Kelly was setting up this little fantasy and I was enjoying every second of it. Eagerly willing to go wherever she led me, I said; "No Ms. Mason, please don't make me stand in the corner. I promise that I'll be very quiet. Mr. Kendricks won't even know I'm here."
Kelly shook her head. "I don't know, I really do think it would be best if you stood in the corner."
"Please Ms. Mason, I beg you to let me stay."
My wife raised her eyebrows in mock surprise. "I'm sorry Dicklet, I didn't realize that this was so important to you. I guess that I could make an exception this one time and allow you to stay and watch, but I do think that you should have to earn that privilege. After all, you're just a lowly slave. We really wouldn't want to spoil you."
Kelly understood my fantasies and she knew exactly how to torment me. This charade we were playing was every bit as exciting for me as it was for her. I eagerly said; "Please Ms. Mason, I'll do anything, just don't make me stand in the corner. I beg you to allow me to stay and watch."
"Let me see, what could we have you do to earn this wonderful treat." Kelly closed her eyes and pursed her lips. She was pretending to think. After a moment she smiled and said, "I know, you can lick my asshole while I suck my lover's cock." She nodded with pretend satisfaction. "Yes, that's an excellent idea. That will help you remember your place while my boyfriend and I enjoy each other."
Kelly leaned forward and arched her back. It was the posture a stern governess might take with a small child. She stared at me for a second and then she asked, "Dicklet, are you willing to do that? Or should I just send you to the corner?"
"No Ms. Mason, don't send me to the corner. I'm willing to do anything, anything at all. Please, just let me stay."
"Are you willing to lick my asshole?"
I obediently bowed my head and quietly answered. "Yes Ms. Mason. If you'll allow me to stay and watch, I'll lick your asshole while you suck Mr. Kendrick's cock."
Kelly started giggling and then she poked Chris in the ribs. "See, I told you I could make him beg."
I chuckled to myself. Kelly and I both knew that one of my fondest fantasies was to lick her ass while she sucked another man's cock. I was quickly learning that my wife fully embraced the philosophy that a little creative make believe can spice up any erotic situation.
Chris smiled. "Kitten, I never really doubted you." He looked down at me. I was grinning like the Cheshire Cat. Shaking his head, he added; "And you my devious friend are a most convincing accomplice."
It was clear that Mr. Kendricks understood our games.
Kelly looked at both Chris and me. "All right boys, there's been enough talk. It's time to get down to some serious sex."
Kelly slid off the couch onto the floor next to me. "Move back Babydoll. I want to get in between the Bigdog's legs."
I scuttled back. Kelly pulled Chris's knees apart and jockeyed herself so that she was in between them. Once she was in position she looked back over her shoulder. "Timmy that last scene was for you. Now it's time for you and me to put on a show for Chris. After we're done here we're all going into the bedroom and Chris and I are going to put on a show that will knock the socks off of all three of us."
I glanced up at Chris. He was smiling at me. I nodded to him. We both understood. Kelly had this entire evening planned out and one of her goals was to make both Chris and me happy. My wife was a pleaser. She loved making men happy. It was a passion for her. I suppose you could actually call it a fetish. It certainly wasn't her only fetish. Kelly loved sex. She had several, but pleasing men was definitely one of them. That was one of the reasons that she'd always been so promiscuous. She didn't like to say no.
Kelly reached back and poked my knee. "Come on dicklet, it's time for us to get crackin." She giggled. "I think that's my favorite new word."
I looked up at Chris, shook my head and cried, "Heaven help us."
He started laughing.
Kelly glanced back at me. "Be careful dicklet. It's still not too late to get Mr. Kendrick's belt." She flashed a menacing smile towards me. "I have to admit that every time I think about whipping you I get this mysterious damp feeling between my thighs."
Chris chuckled. "It's not all that mysterious."
Kelly looked up at him. "Be careful studman. I'm about to give you a blow job and while your cock is in my mouth I might just get a sudden irresistible desire to bite down hard." She giggled. "Then we'd have to start calling you dicklet."
Chris threw his arms up. "Whoa! Forget everything I just said. Instead, remember this; Kelly Mason is the sweetest, kindest, smartest and most beautiful woman I've ever met."
Kelly grinned at her boyfriend. "My you are a quick learner."
Chris winked at her. "My momma didn't have any stupid children."
My wife held up her hand. "All right guys. We're wasting valuable time with all this chit chat. We could be spending this time doing some serious fucking." Kelly glanced back at me. "Well in your case cuckboy I guess it would be some serious watching, but I'm sure you get the idea. Your mother didn't have any stupid children either."
I chuckled. Kelly had an uncanny ability to both taunt me and compliment me at the same time.
Kelly grasped Chris's huge erection with both of her hands. As she held it she glanced back at me and said, "Are you ready pussyboy?"
I gave her a thumb up.
She giggled. "This is going to be fun. I've never done this before."
As Kelly leaned forward and started licking the head of her boyfriend's cock I thought about what she'd just said. By the time she'd graduated from college my wife was an extremely sexually experienced young woman. Since then she'd been working as a professional escort. I will concede that she'd worked exclusively for one company, but the fact still remained that she was a high class hooker. Kelly's last comment suddenly made me realize that there were probably very few sexual acts that she hadn't tried. I know that many men would have been horrified and even terribly depressed by that discovery, but I wasn't. In fact it made me feel proud. I was married to an expert.
Kelly stopped licking Chris's cock and glanced over her shoulder. "Timmy is something wrong?"
I shook my head. "No, I'm sorry Ms. Mason. I was thinking about what you just said."
Kelly thought for a moment. I think she was trying to remember exactly what she had just said. Finally she looked at me with a concerned expression. "Timmy I'm sorry, did I say something that hurt your feelings? Do you want to stop and talk about it?"
I smiled at her. "No, it was nothing bad and you didn't hurt my feelings. It's actually kind of cool. I'll tell you about it later."
Kelly nodded. "All right babydoll. Are you sure you're okay?"
From the couch Chris said, "Timmy we can take a break. I'll go make us each another rusty nail. We can have a drink and talk."
I put up my hand. I was actually feeling a little embarrassed. "No, no; I really am all right. We can talk about it later. I think it will make all of us smile. Right now I'd rather do this." I spread the cheeks of my wife's luscious rear, closed my eyes and reverently pressed my lips to her tiny hole."
Kelly shivered with excitement.
Above me I heard Chris whisper, "Damn."
At first I just kissed Kelly's asshole. The thought that she was "making me" do it while she sucked another man's cock was unbelievably humiliating and wildly arousing for me. My submissive, masochistic desires were running unchecked. At that moment I would have eagerly submitted to any demand that Kelly made regardless of how degrading or demeaning it might have been.
Kelly was also aroused. She giggled with malicious delight when she felt me extend my tongue and start licking her. This reaction sent a thrill rippling through my loins. I pushed my tongue as deep into her asshole as I possibly could. Kelly responded by wickedly mashing her rear against my face.
One of my fondest fantasies had come to life. My face was buried between my wife's gorgeous cheeks. I could feel her head bobbing up and down on her boyfriend's cock while she wantonly ground her ass into my face.
There wasn't any doubt in my mind that Kelly and Chris were enjoying themselves, but I fully understood that my wonderful wife was really creating this scene for me. Their turn would come later in the bedroom.
Suddenly I had an overwhelming desire to express my gratitude to Kelly. She was a very sensual woman. The best way to thank her was to make her cum and I knew exactly how to bring her to an earth shattering orgasm.
While I licked Kelly I'd been gently massaging the small of her back. She loved this. When we were in college I used to spend hours doing it for her; but I knew there was something she liked even more.
Continuing to lick Kelly, I slipped one hand between her thighs. She jumped when she felt my fingertips brush the lips of her sopping cunt. I fondled the cleft of her aroused sex for a moment and then I moved my fingers up to her engorged clitoris.
Kelly shivered as she felt me touch, then softly caress and finally vigorously massage her sensitive bud. I was still licking her asshole. She was still savagely grinding her rear into my face while she sucked on her boyfriend's cock.
Time seemed to stand still. The three of us were caught up in a tumultuous whirlwind of carnal frenzy. We fed off of each other and our excitement mushroomed.
Suddenly Kelly pulled her mouth back from Chris's erection and arched her back. She screamed. She was still holding on to his cock with her fist. She kept on pumping it as her entire body shook from her violent orgasm. My tongue was still buried in her asshole and my fingers continued rubbing her clit.
I felt something wet hit the back of my head. Kelly's orgasm was starting to subside so I pulled back from her rear and sat up. I saw my wife's fist wrapped around her boyfriend's cock. It was covered with his semen. I reached back and felt the wetness on the back of my head. It was warm and slippery. Chris's first spurt of cum must have shot clear over Kelly and landed on me.
I left it alone. It seemed appropriate that a good cuckold slave should have a little bit of his wife's boyfriend's semen drying in his hair.
Kelly let go of Chris's cock and turned around so that she was sitting on the floor with her legs extended. She wrapped her arm around one Chris's legs and smiled at me while she hugged her boyfriend.
"Timmy that was fabulous."
I smiled back at her. "I have to agree."
From the couch above us Chris laughed and said, "You won't get any arguments out of me."
My wife sighed. There was a contented smile on her face, but suddenly the smile turned into a frown. She looked at me. "Timmy honey, you didn't get to cum."
I shrugged. "I'm your cuckold slave. Slaves don't get to cum while their superiors are enjoying themselves."
Kelly stared at me for a moment. She was obviously considering what I'd just said. Finally she shook her head. "No babydoll, I'm your mistress. I'm the one who makes the rules around here."
She scooted over so she was sitting next to me. Then she put her arm around my shoulder and kissed my cheek. "Sweetheart for the past year I've lied to you, taken you for granted and ignored you. We spent yesterday talking about that and I know you've forgiven me, but it might be a long time before I can forgive myself."
"I understand that orgasm denial is a big part of the submissive cuckold fantasy." She giggled. "And I will admit that it certainly makes my pussy tingle when I think about torturing you that way." She picked up my hand and held it. "But Babydoll, right now I can't do that. I already feel too guilty about neglecting you for so long. That would just be more neglect."
She grinned at me. "You'd better prepare yourself dicklet. For the next few months you're going to be the most sexually satisfied man on this planet. There may be times when we're playing our sex games that I decide to withhold pleasure from you for a little while, but I promise that the moment we're done playing my first thought will be to get you off."
Chris chuckled. "Timmy it's going to be a real test, but I think you can handle the pressure."
I looked up at Chris. He was grinning at me.
Kelly pushed me down so I was lying on my back. As she slid down to my waist and picked up my tiny penis she looked up at her boyfriend. "Chris honey, I do love sucking your great big dick, but this cute little guy here brings me unbelievable joy every time I touch it."
Chris nodded. "I guess the size of a man's heart is more important than the size of his dick."
Kelly giggled. "That may be true, but if a guy has a tiny dick, he sure as hell better have a very active tongue. Now if you two don't mind we are again wasting valuable sex time with this silly chit chat."
My wife leaned over, took my little penis into her mouth and gave me an absolutely delightful blow job. It was my first orgasm of the day, so needless to say, I came quickly. Kelly of course, swallowed all of my semen.
After she was finished we rested for a moment and then Kelly stood up, straightened her nylon stockings and garter belt and said, "Boys, I think it's time for us to retire to the bedroom. Those two blow jobs got me in the mood for some serious fucking."
She reached out and grabbed Chris's hand. "Come on Bigdog, you're just the man for the job."
She turned to me. "Dicklet, go prepare my bed. My lover and I are going to need a comfortable place to play."
I stood up. As I scurried into the bedroom I smiled. My wife was a whimsical woman. She was intelligent, kind, loving and considerate, but she lived for the moment. She made capricious decisions, often based solely on an ephemeral mood. Life as her slave was going to be filled with a myriad of unexpected twists and turns.
I pulled down the bed covers and fluffed the pillows on what was once our marital bed. I looked around. With a twinge of regret and a glimmer of excitement I realized that it was likely that this would soon become my mistress's private boudoir and the guest room would become my slave quarters.



"Thank you dicklet, fluffing up the pillows was very considerate. Mr. Kendricks and I both appreciate the finer comforts in life." In a deliberately arrogant tone of voice Kelly added, "I guess that's one of the qualities that makes us superiors." She flashed me a condescending smile.
Apparently it was time for me to be subjected to another dose of humiliation and shame. My heart started racing. This evening Kelly's plan for me seemed to involve dishing out a generous serving of sadistic degradation and embarrassment followed by a large helping of love and tenderness. I was enjoying the combination. Kelly was right, the past year had left scars. Playing this kinky sex game was fun, but both of us were still a little vulnerable. We needed some periods of reassurance.
I smiled. At that moment I was feeling pretty secure. I was ready for a little more kinky fun. The masochist inside me was stepping forward with his hand out and I was sensing that Kelly was again in the mood to dish out everything I could possibly tolerate.
"Wipe that smile off your face Dicklet! You're now in my sanctuary and you will conduct yourself appropriately."
I politely bowed my head. "Yes Ms. Mason, I understand."
"If that's true, then why are you standing? I have a man in here. Standing in his presence without my permission is an intolerable breach of etiquette."
I immediately fell to my knees. "I'm sorry Ms. Mason, I meant no offense."
Kelly nodded approvingly. "That's much better dicklet. I forgive you. I must try to remember that I have to be patient. You are just a slave in training."
She turned to Chris and gave him a long kiss on the lips. While she was kissing him she reached down and grasped his penis. I was amazed to see that it was already erect again. Mr. Kendricks was a very robust man. I could see why my wife was so taken with him.
"Mmmm, it seems like somebody is ready to play again." Kelly's voice was soft and gentle. It was the exact opposite of the harsh, authoritative tone she'd just taken with me. "Why don't you lie down and make yourself comfortable. I'll join you in a moment."
Chris sat down on the bed and lay back with his head resting on the pillows I'd just fluffed up. His trim muscular body and huge erection sticking straight up in the air made him a rather imposing figure.
Kelly turned to me. "Dicklet, this lingerie is just going to get in the way. Undress me."
A little thrill rippled through me. My wife was making me undress her while her naked lover reclined on her bed and watched. This was another classic submissive cuckold fantasy. Kelly was being very creative.
I moved slowly. I wanted to savor the moment. I unfastened the clasps on my wife's garter belt and carefully rolled each of her stockings down her legs. Once I was done she balanced on one foot while she raised the other.
After I removed her stocking she continued to hold up her foot. "Kiss it."
I submissively complied. Kelly smiled.
As soon as I was done kissing her toes Kelly lowered her foot and raised the other one.
While I was removing her stocking Chris chuckled. "I have to say that the two of you put on one hell of an erotic show."
Kelly giggled. "It's keeping me nice and wet.
After I kissed Kelly's other foot she set it down, walked over to her bed and sat down next to Chris. She didn't lie back. She kept her feet on the floor. She stroked her boyfriend's erect penis for a moment and then she turned to me and wiggled her finger. "Crawl over here cuckboy. It's your job to make sure I'm ready to take my lover's great big cock."
Spreading her thighs, Kelly lasciviously fingered herself while she breathlessly said; "Lick my pussy slave. I want to be nice and wet for my man."
I crawled over to my wife. Her cunt was already glistening with the moisture of her arousal. My efforts were going to be purely symbolic. I positioned myself between Kelly's legs and leaned forward. She sighed when she felt my lips touch her sex and I heard her breath catch when I began licking her.
Kelly was already very excited. I sensed that it wouldn't take much to make her cum again. I found her clit and sucked it into my mouth. I knew that my wife loved that.
Whap! I jumped. Kelly had slapped the back of my head.
"I told you to lick! I never said anything about sucking my clit. You're not down there to make me cum, that's my lover's job. You're there to get me ready for him. Do you understand me!"
I rubbed the back of my head. Kelly had slapped me hard. It still stung. I nodded. "Yes Ms. Mason. I'm sorry Ms. Mason."
My wife glared at me for a moment and then her expression softened. "Very well dicklet, you're forgiven; but I warn you that in the future you'd better be more careful about remembering your place."
"Yes Ms. Mason, I will remember."
"Return to your task please."
I buried my face between my wife's thighs and licked her with uncontrolled passion. Kelly's imaginative little vignettes had worked me into a nearly maniacal state of excitement.
Kelly let me lick her for a few more minutes and then she patted my head. "That's enough dicklet. It's time for you to crawl down to the foot of the bed and watch."
I moved quickly to the end of the bed. While I was getting into position, Kelly cuddled up to her boyfriend and gently kissed him on the lips. Chris responded by wrapping his arms around Kelly, aggressively rolling her on top of him and returning her kiss. They were quickly locked in a passionate embrace, their naked bodies pressed against each other, Chris's monstrous cock clamped between my wife's thighs.
They kissed and enjoyed the feel of each other's naked flesh for a few moments and then Kelly sat up. She rolled off of her lover and turned around so that she was facing me. As she stared into my eyes she straddled her boyfriend's hips, took hold of his erect penis and guided it into her glistening pussy.
I didn't move. I couldn't move. I was mesmerized. All I could do was watch the scene unfolding in front of me.
Kelly slid forward. As she moved, Chris's erection slowly disappeared into her cunt. Once she had taken all of him she paused. It was clear that she wanted a moment to enjoy the sensation of having that giant cock inside her.
My wife's respite only lasted for a few seconds and then she placed her hands behind her, one on each side of her lover and leaned back. As Kelly began rocking back and forth on Chris's cock, he reached around her and cupped each of her large breasts with his hands.
At first Chris remained motionless. His only action was to rub and pull on my wife's nipples while she moved up and down on his rigid penis. I assumed that he was allowing Kelly to set the initial pace for their love making in order to give her an opportunity to become accustomed to having his huge monster inside her. He was obviously a considerate lover.
As their passion grew, Chris became increasingly active. He began by slowly rotating his hips while my wife continued to rock back and forth on his cock. Gradually the rotation turned into gentle thrusts. The thrusts became progressively more aggressive and soon Chris was fucking Kelly with relentless abandon.
While Chris was lying motionless under her, Kelly had been able to continue staring into my eyes. Once Chris took over and started fucking my wife in earnest, the focus of her attention changed. She closed her eyes and concentrated on the pleasure she was receiving from her boyfriend's erection.
They fucked in this position for several minutes and then Chris rolled Kelly off of him. She voiced a minor protest when she felt his cock slip out of her cunt, but Chris ignored her. He was in control now. He was dictating what was happening. This was clearly one of the reasons he was a stud.
He flipped my wife onto her stomach. He was gentle, but he didn't give her any opportunity to resist and Kelly didn't show any inclination to resist. It was obvious that she'd now given herself to this man and he was free to use her as he pleased.
Once Kelly was on her stomach Chris moved into position behind her. She got up on her knees. My wife knew what her boyfriend wanted and she appeared to be more than happy to give it to him.
Chris's erection glistened with the sheen of Kelly's moisture. He moved forward. It slipped easily into her well lubricated cunt. My wife looked back. I could see her biting her lower lip as her lover began thrusting his cock in and out of her.
Kelly raised herself up and supported her weight on her forearms. This freed her hips and allowed her to meet each of Chris's thrusts with a thrust of her own.
Their passion grew by leaps and bounds. My wife shrieked with delight each time her boyfriend pumped his cock into her. Chris reached a hand around Kelly's thigh and found her engorged clitoris. As he continued fucking her while he vigorously rubbed her clit with his fingertips.
I knew my wife. I was certain that this would put her over the edge. I was right. She quickly started to cry. After a moment she arched her back and her cries turned into a high pitched scream.
As soon as her orgasm erupted Chris pulled his hand away from Kelly's clit, but he continued to pump his cock in and out of her cunt with an almost barbaric fury.
My wife cried and shook from the intense pleasure of her orgasm, but her lover just kept on fucking her. When her orgasm finally subsided, neither of them still showed any inclination to stop. Kelly did remain motionless for a minute while she recovered from her climax, but Chris continued thrusting his cock in and out of her pussy.
As soon as Chris felt my wife start to move again he pulled out of her cunt, rolled her over onto her back, positioned himself between her parted thighs and pushed his cock back into her.
Kelly lay still. She seemed to be content to gaze up at her lover while she enjoyed the pleasant sensation of his erection pumping in and out of her pussy.
After a few minutes I could see Kelly's passion starting to grow again. She began by toying with her boyfriend's nipples and then I noticed her hips start to move.
Chris sensed my wife's renewed arousal and increased the intensity and speed of his thrusts. Kelly responded by wrapping her legs around his thighs and bucking her hips to meet each of those powerful thrusts.
Their excitement mushroomed. They attacked each other with savage ferocity. They began to look less like lovers and more like two warriors locked in mortal combat.
As I watched them I started to understand why my wife hungered for sex with a man like Chris. He was a kind, gentle and considerate lover, but he also understood how and when to become a ruthless brute. I knew that I could always be kind, gentle and considerate; but my tiny penis, slightly feminine manner and submissive nature made it very difficult for me to ever imagine myself as a ruthless brute.
Suddenly my wife started to cry again. I knew that those cries were the harbinger of another building orgasm. Chris also recognized their significance and began fucking Kelly with even more ruthless intensity.
This time when Kelly started to scream Chris stopped his thrusts. I watched. I was curious. He remained perfectly still while my wife's orgasm ravaged her body and then as the waves of pleasure began to subside he started a series of long, very slow thrusts.
Kelly obviously recognized what was happening because she quickly pulled herself together and stared up into her lover's eyes. Suddenly Chris made several quick powerful thrusts and then he buried his cock as deeply into my wife as he possibly could. Kelly immediately locked her legs around his thighs and held him inside of her.
I suddenly recognized what was occurring. I was watching another man ejaculate his seed deep into my wife's womb. As I kneeled at the foot of the bed I realized that I was witnessing the quintessential moment in the cuckolding of a husband.
As soon as he was finished ejaculating, Chris collapsed into my wife's arms. They lay quietly together; Chris on top of my wife, his cock still embedded in her sex. They were both enjoying the sweet sensations of post coital contentment.
I was envious and maybe just a little bit jealous. I'd never been able to to make Kelly look as happy and satisfied as she seemed to be at that moment. As I thought about it, I realized that I would probably never be able to do it.
I remembered Kelly's earlier declarations that she loved me and that I was her favorite lover. I didn't doubt those claims, but I also had to accept the reality of what I was witnessing. As I looked at my wife lying there underneath her lover; I knew that I could never make her feel the way that he'd just made her feel.
Chris had taken Kelly. He'd ravished her. The smile on my wife's face was all the evidence I required to fully understand that she loved; no, she needed to be ravished.
I sighed. If there had been any lingering doubts about my willingness to allow Kelly to continue seeing other men, they were now completely eradicated. I loved my wife and I knew that I could never deny her the feelings of fulfillment and satisfaction that I now saw on her face.
Suddenly Chris pushed himself up and rolled off of Kelly. She uttered a faint sigh of disappointment when she felt his softening cock slip out of her cunt.
Chris lay on his back with his head resting on a pillow. He also had a satisfied smile on his face. His now flaccid penis lay languidly across his muscular thigh like a listless rattlesnake basking on a rock in the desert sun.
I chuckled at my simile and then I decided to take it to the absurd. Chris's deadly snake would soon awaken and when it did, it would rear up, attack my wife and once again spit it's potent venom into her. I was quite proud of my inane creativity and I couldn't wait until Chris was gone so that I could tell Kelly about it. I was certain that it would give her a good laugh. In fact she might even decide to use it as a basis for a nonsensical erotic poem. Kelly loved writing silly poetry.
I noticed my wife moving. I watched her. At that moment she was definitely not thinking about poetry. She cuddled up to her boyfriend's side, laid her head on his shoulder and started using her fingertip to draw lazy circles around his nipple. Chis responded by possessively putting his arm around Kelly and gently caressing the side of her breast.
As I looked at them it was apparent that this was not the first time they'd held each other like this. Kelly and Chris were very familiar with each other as lovers. I also realized that this was most likely going to become a very common scene in Kelly's bedroom.
Suddenly I began to feel like an intruder. Maybe not an intruder, more like a peeker. I felt like a naughty little boy who'd sneaked into the bedroom so that he could watch his parents make love. Starting to feel embarrassed, I wanted to quietly slip out of the room.
Kelly must have sensed my discomfort, because she sat up and smiled at me. It was completely unexpected and very reassuring. Her smile immediately made me feel welcome and included. I smiled back.
Kelly spread her legs and looked down at her pussy. It was still stretched and open from her lover's recent invasion, but that's not what caught either of our eyes. We both focused on the trickle of milky white goo that was leaking from her.
My wife smiled at me and then she reached down with one hand and spread the lips of her cunt. We both stared at the trickle of her lover's semen that now dripped from her fertile womb.
Kelly wiggled the index finger of her other hand at me. She was silently inviting; no, ordering me to climb onto the bed and crawl between her legs.
I got up onto the bed.
As I crept towards my wife Chris sat up. "Do you think he'll really do it?"
Without taking her eyes off of me Kelly nodded and said, "I know he will."
After that the room was silent. Chris and Kelly both watched in rapt fascination while I slowly but deliberately moved between her legs.
The air was thick with tension as I lowered my face to Kelly's dripping pussy. All the nerves in my body were tingling with excitement. Another man had just planted his seed in my wife's womb. Now I was going to lick up the overflow while he watched with his arm still possessively wrapped around her shoulder. This was a cuckold's ultimate humiliation.
I took a deep breath. The rivulet of semen was dribbling from the base of my wife's cunt, running between the cheeks of her rear and forming a small pool on the bed sheet beneath her. I didn't move tentatively. I couldn't. I was too excited. I pressed my tongue between Kelly's cheeks and licked up the entire stream.
I didn't gag. I just swallowed it. I was used to the taste and consistency. I'd licked my own cum out of Kelly's cunt or off of her ass, breasts or toes on many occasions.
In college Kelly had always made her lover's wear condoms, so this was the first time I'd knowingly licked up another man's semen. It not only didn't bother me, it excited me. I was a submissive masochist. I relished the humiliation.
I pressed my face into my wife's cunt and cleaned the entrance to her womb with my tongue. When I was certain that I'd lapped up every speck of Chris's semen that I could reach I sat up. As I looked at my wife I could feel the wetness of her lover's cum on my lips, nose and cheek's. I felt like a little boy who'd just devoured a giant ice cream cone.
Kelly patted my head and said, "Very good cuckboy, now lick up the cum on the sheet between my legs. My lover and I are going to play some more and we don't want to have to roll around in a mess."
I eagerly complied. At that moment my submissive masochistic urges were ruling my brain. I would have done anything my wife demanded no matter how debasing or humiliating it might have been.
Once the sheets were clean I again looked up at Kelly. She smiled approvingly. I was feeling so submissive that I beamed with pride. She pulled me to her and gave me a long passionate kiss. Her boyfriend's arm was still possessively draped around her shoulder.
After her kiss, Kelly looked at me. It was obvious that she wanted to ask me something, but she appeared hesitant. I stared into her eyes and smiled. I was trying to assure her that anything she wanted would be all right.
Finally she took a deep breath and quietly said, "Timmy would you mind if..." She paused. She took another deep breath. "Timmy I love you and I so badly want to include you in everything that I do." She shook her head. "Oh I feel so guilty about asking you this."
Suddenly I understood what she wanted. At first I felt a twinge of disappointment, but then I realized that I didn't have any justification for feeling that way. Up to this point everything Kelly had done, even the sex with Chris had been geared towards fulfilling my cuckold fantasies. Now all she was asking was to have an opportunity to satisfy her and her lover's own desires.
I smiled at her. "You'd like to be alone with Chris."
Kelly sighed. "Timmy I'm sorry, but when you're in the room all I can think about is you. I enjoy that and in the future I want you to have lots and lots of opportunities to watch me with other men, but sometimes I need to be able to focus on my own needs."
I patted her knee. "It's okay, tonight you've worked very hard to fulfill my fantasies. Now it is your turn. I have a very good book. I think I'll go read for a while."
I winked at my wife. "May I have permission to stand up and walk out of your bedroom?"
Kelly giggled. "Yes my wonderful slave, you may."
I stood up. As I turned to leave Kelly said, "Timmy, thank you for understanding."
I nodded. "You're welcome and I do understand."
I opened the bedroom door. As I stepped out Kelly said, "Timmy I love you."



I turned back to her and smiled. "I know you do." And then I closed the door behind me so that my wife could be alone with her lover.
I went into the living room, found my clothes and put them back on. After I was dressed I went straight to the kitchen, poured a glass of the Merlot I'd served with dinner and carried it back to the living room. I found my book, settled into a large overstuffed chair, put my feet up on a footstool and tried to read.
Tried was the appropriate verb. I didn't succeed. I was much too focused on what was happening in the bedroom to be able to concentrate on a book. I listened for every sound. Several times I heard my wife's cries of passion. Each time they made me smile because I knew Kelly was having an orgasm. I loved my wife. That night I hoped that she was going to set a new world record for most orgasms with a lover.
Occasionally I thought I heard the bed crashing into the wall. I'm quite certain that was just wishful thinking on my part. We have a king sized bed mounted on a heavy wooden frame. Chris had demonstrated that he was a powerful lover, but not that powerful.
Twice I heard the toilet in the master bathroom flush. I guess that only proves that I really needed something else to divert my attention.
Eventually I did start to think about the events of the earlier part of the evening. I rapidly came to the conclusion that Kelly really was a wonderful wife. I know that many men would scoff at me and call me a pathetic sucker for believing that. I could see how they might. After all, my wife was currently in our marital bed allowing another man to enjoy her in ways that were supposed to be reserved exclusively for me.
From my perspective my wife had engineered an evening totally oriented to fulfilling my cuckold fantasies. Yes, she and her boyfriend were getting laid, but they could have gone to Chris's place and shut me out altogether. They could have retired to the bedroom immediately after dinner. While I was preparing dinner they could have stayed in the living room and totally ignored me. They didn't do any of those things. Instead they diligently worked to include me in their fun. They created scenarios that catered to my fantasies. In fact, they generally they did everything they possibly could to make this a memorable evening for me.
Chris Kendricks would always be welcome in this house and my already boundless love for Kelly Mason was growing even more intense. Call me a dimwitted fool if you like, but I'm not one of those morons who's ego keeps him from recognizing a good thing even when it's slapping him in the face.
I heard the toilet flush again. I glanced at the clock. It was 11:30. I listened. I thought I heard movement and maybe voices and then the bedroom door opened. It didn't close again.
Chris appeared in the hallway. He smiled at me. I smiled back. He walked into the living room and picked up his boxer shorts. Neither of us said anything. It wasn't that either of us was angry or we didn't like each other. In fact, I think we did like each other. It was simply an awkward situation. What do you say to a man who's just spent the last two hours fucking your wife.
In a desperate attempt to relieve the tension I asked, "Did you have a good time?" As soon as I heard the words come out of my mouth I wanted to take them back. They were so lame.
Chris stared at me while he pulled on his pants and buckled his belt. I'm not sure he knew how to respond. Finally he said, "Yes I did." He paused and then he hesitantly added. "Thank you."
As he was buttoning his shirt I said, "No, I should thank you."
Chris looked at me with a questioning expression.
This man had just spent the evening watching my wife humiliate and abase me and saw me respond by eagerly wallowing in all of her abuse. At this point there really wasn't any reason for me to attempt to put up a dignified front. I smiled at him and said, "You give Kelly something that I can't. I really do appreciate that."
Chris smiled back at me and then he kindheartedly said, "Your wife is an extraordinarily passionate woman. I think it would be very difficult for one man to keep her happy."
I laughed. "She certainly is and I do believe that it would be impossible for one man to keep her happy. In fact, I don't think that two men are enough either."
Chris laughed and nodded in agreement. That finally broke the tension.
I stood up with a grin on my face and extended my hand. "Mr. Kendricks, it has been a pleasure to make your acquaintance."
"Please call me Chris."
I shook my head. "I can't, we're not in the kitchen."
He grinned at my joke and then he sat down. While he put on his socks and shoes he said, "Timmy, I like you. I hope that we can become friends."
I nodded. "I'd like that too. I think we're going to have a good opportunity to get to know each other. I'm quite certain that you're about to become a frequent guest in this house."
After Chris finished tying his shoes he stood up and looked at me. "Will that be all right with you Timmy?"
I smiled at him. "Yes, you seem like a good man and Kelly certainly likes you. I'll look forward to your next visit."
"Hey, I never got to see that thing you did with Kelly and Tonya. Maybe you can show it to me the next time I come over."
"We'll have to see what Kelly says, but that would be fine with me."
I walked to the front door with Chris and opened it for him. As he stepped out onto the front porch he said, "Good night Timmy, thank you for your hospitality. Oh and by the way, Kelly told me to tell you that as soon as I'm gone you should join her in the bedroom."
"Thank you, I will."
Chris walked down the sidewalk and got into his dark blue Lexus sedan. I assumed that like Kelly's Mercedes, it was also a gift from JTandR. I heard the engine start. After he turned on the headlights and pulled away from the curb I stepped back into the house. I closed the door behind me and immediately started taking off my clothes. I assumed that my wife would want me to be naked when I entered her bedroom.
I stopped when I got to Kelly's bedroom door, got down on my hands and knees and respectfully knocked on the door frame.
"You may enter." There was a certain hesitancy in Kelly's voice. We hadn't had an opportunity to discuss the working details of our new relationship. Chris was gone and I think both of us were a little uncertain about how we were going to interact with each other now that we were alone.
I had decided to error on the side of adventure. The only way I was going to be able to find out what it was going to be like to live as Kelly's slave was to start living as her slave. If it turned out that we didn't like what was happening, we could always tone things down a little.
I crawled into my wife's bedroom on my hands and knees. "Ms. Mason, Mr. Kendricks told me that you wished to see me."
Kelly was sitting up on the bed. Her back was propped up by two pillows. She was of course naked. Her long blond hair was mussed and her makeup was smeared. A trickle of fresh semen dripped from the lips of her stretched cunt forming a small pool on the sheet between her parted thighs.
When she saw me crawling on my hands and knees Kelly's face broke into a huge grin. "It looks like somebody still wants to play a little more."
I flashed her a quick smile, but stayed in character. Bowing politely, I said; "Ms. Mason, I am at your service."
Kelly looked down at the trickle of semen dripping from her cunt. "It looks like you have another mess to clean up cuckboy. Get your ass up here and get to work."
I quickly crawled over to her, climbed up onto the bed and positioned myself between her legs. When I pressed my face into her slippery pussy Kelly whispered. "That's right cuckboy, lick it up. Lick up every drop of my lover's fresh cum."
I did exactly that. As soon as my wife's pussy and ass were clean I moved on to the pool between her legs and obediently licked the sheet clean.
After I was done I looked up at my wife. My cheeks, nose and lips were once again coated with her lover's semen. Kelly looked down at me and giggled. "Dicklet, I just love seeing you with another man's cum on your face. Roll over, I think I might be able to provide a little more."
I flipped over onto my back. Kelly straddled my head and lowered her wet cunt to my face. She cooed with delight when she felt my lips touch her and then she pressed herself against my mouth and rocked back and forth while I licked up the new trickle of semen that began to drip from the depths of her womb.
"Swallow it dicklet, swallow every morsel of Mr. Kendrick's luscious treat."
Kelly reached down and grabbed both of my nipples, one with each hand and twisted them viciously with her fingernails while she continued to grind her cum filled pussy against my face. "Lick me dicklet. Lick my well fucked cunt. My lover spent the evening pleasuring me with his huge beautiful cock, now it's time for you to pleasure me with your energetic little tongue.
The combination of my wife's taunts, the pain she was inflicting on my nipples and the pressure of her cum filled pussy on my face escalated the tension and excitement already created by our fantasy filled evening and drove me into a frenzy of unrestrained lust. I was pinned to the bed, so the only way I was able to vent the fire raging inside of me was with my tongue. I licked Kelly with a fervor that neither of us had ever before experienced.
Kelly responded to my excitement by becoming even more aggressive. She slid her hips forward and ground her ass into my face. "Lick my asshole slaveboy. Show me how a cuckold worships his wife after her lover leaves." Her voice had become rough and gravely. I didn't think it was possible, but I began to realize that my wife may have been even more aroused that I was.
I reached over Kelly's hip and found her sopping cunt. She shrieked when she felt my fingers rubbing her engorged clitoris. "Yes, Timmy! That's right! Do it! Make me cum! Make me cum while your licking my asshole!"
Kelly released my nipples, grabbed my erect penis and hung on to it like it was the pommel on a bronc rider's saddle. I kept licking her ass and rubbing her clit.
We were both suspended in a state of sexual hysteria and then I heard Kelly gasp. Her muscles tensed up. Suddenly she arched her back and let out an ear piercing scream.
My wife held on to my cock and continued to grind her ass into my face while her body shook from the convulsions of her orgasm. I felt the pressure building in my loins. I thrust my hips up and down in a desperate effort to fuck Kelly's hand. She was too involved in her own orgasm to realize what was happening with me, but it really didn't matter. A burst of pure joy exploded in my gut as the first spurt of cum shot from the tip of my cock.
Kelly immediately started pumping me. She was still so caught up in the pleasure of her own climax that I was certain that it was more an instinctive reaction than a deliberate response to what was occurring.
I quickly finished ejaculating and Kelly's orgasm finally started to subside. The violent sexual storm that had just ravaged both of us turned into a serene stillness. I pulled my tongue out of my wife's ass, but kept my lips pressed against her. Kelly kept hold of my softening penis, but her vise like grip turned into a gentle caress.
Kelly finally rolled off of me, collapsed onto the bed and lay perfectly still. After a minute she cuddled up next to me, laid her head on my shoulder and whispered."Timmy honey, if you ever start to doubt your sexual prowess I want you to remember tonight. That was the most powerful orgasm that I've ever experienced."
I kissed the top of her head. "It was fun, wasn't it."
Kelly shook her head. "Fun? It was a celestial experience."
I chuckled. "I guess our new relationship brings out the best in both of us."
My wife giggled. "Timmy, we're going to have so much fun."
We lay together in silence. It had been an exciting evening and we were both exhausted and ready to sleep. After a few minutes I heard Kelly's breathing slow. I slipped my arm out from under her, stood up and tiptoed to the bedroom door.
Behind me Kelly popped up and asked, "Timmy where are you going?"
I turned to her and quietly answered, "To the guest room. I'm not your husband anymore, I'm now your slave. Slave's don't get to sleep with their mistresses."
Kelly vigorously shook her head. "No! No! No! I won't do this if I can't sleep with you. Timmy I love you. I don't ever want you to stop being my husband. I don't know how all of this is finally going to work out, but I do know that we're going to create a relationship that makes both of us happy. We don't have to live by anyone else's rules. We get to make our own rules and the first rule I'm going to propose is that this mistress and her slave sleep together."
I grinned at Kelly. "I like that new rule."
Kelly patted the spot next to her on the bed. "Well then, get your cute little ass back in here. It's time for us to go to sleep."
As soon as I got into bed Kelly cuddled up to me and laid her head back on my shoulder. As we were falling asleep I heard her mutter, "Sleep in the guest room, that's the most idiotic idea I've ever heard."
I smiled. Chris was right. We were more like a married couple from a television situation comedy.



        Courtesan Ch. 17

        Elvira's story, the black Lincoln returns and trouble.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/courtesan-ch-17

Title: Courtesan Ch. 17

Author: Goodhusband

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Elvira's story, the black Lincoln returns and trouble.

Tags: submissive husband, love, romance, hot wife, dominant wife, cuckold husband

Series: Courtesan


This is the seventeenth episode in a series entitled "Courtesan". If you have not read the previous sixteen episodes of this series, I encourage you do so before beginning this chapter.
"Courtesan" is romantic story about a dominant hot wife and her submissive cuckold husband. While they have a deep and abiding love for each other they do lead an alternative lifestyle. If this subject matter offends you or makes you feel uncomfortable, I strongly suggest that you find something else to read.
*
My eyes opened slowly. Next to me, Kelly was sound asleep. I glanced at the clock on the night table. It was five minutes to five. My internal alarm clock had been as reliable as ever. I yawned and quietly slipped out of bed. I was still tired. It had been nearly 1:00 AM by the time Kelly and I had finally gone to sleep. Sighing, I decided that some time during the day I was going to have to find the time to get in a nap. I didn't need excessive amounts of sleep, but three or four hours a night just wasn't enough.
I went into the bathroom and quickly completed my morning routine. This included a hot shower. I needed it to fully wake up. Kelly was still sleeping soundly when I returned to the bedroom.
I felt a little tingle of excitement when I opened my underwear drawer and selected the panties I was going to wear that day. After I slipped them on I grabbed a pair of navy blue slacks and a yellow knit golf shirt from my closet.
Once I was dressed I kissed Kelly on the forehead and quietly slipped out of the bedroom.
I wrote a quick note in the kitchen.
Dear Ms. Mason
Have gone to work at Kirby's Quick Stop. Will be done between 10:30 and 11:00. Keep me posted on your day.
Your loving slave,
Dicklet
I taped the note to the refrigerator door, grabbed my car keys and left for work.
When I got to the Quick Stop Kirby greeted me with fresh cinnamon rolls and hot coffee. They were just what I needed.
He waited until I'd eaten part of a cinnamon roll and had several sips of my coffee and then he hesitantly asked, "So how are things going with your wife?"
I smiled at him. "Did you talk to Elvira yesterday?"
Kirby nodded. "I did."
"Did she fill you in?"
"Yup."
"About everything?"
"I think so."
"Even about Kelly's job? I mean her real job."
"Yes she did."
I waited. Kirby sipped his coffee. I ate the rest of my cinnamon roll.
Finally I asked, "Aren't you going to say something about our life style?"
"Do you want me to say something?"
"Yes, I think I do."
Kirby thought for a moment and then he said, "Timmy when there's two kids in a family the younger child always seems to have a little more freedom than the older child had. I guess the older child fights all the battles and when the younger child comes along the parents are a little more inclined to acquiesce to demands and requests that worried them with the older child."
He took a sip of his coffee. "Well in this situation you might say that Elvira acted as your older sister. When she first told me about her relationship with Maxwell I was dumbfounded. I couldn't understand how any man would be willing to accept that kind of a marital situation. Elvira and I talked about it every day and it became increasingly apparent to me that she deeply loved her husband. It was obvious that she never would have dreamed about doing something that would have hurt him; so I had to come to the incredible conclusion that he not only accepted the situation, he liked it."
Kirby smiled at me. "Timmy, I may just be an old navy cook, but I am smart enough to understand that everyone in this world doesn't have to live and think exactly like me. The more Elvira and I talked about all of this, the more I began to understand that their life style didn't actually hurt anybody. All that really seemed to matter was that they were both confident of their absolute love for each other."
He stared at me. "Are you confident that your wife loves you?"
I nodded. "I wasn't a week ago, but I am now."
Kirby sighed. "Yes, Elvira told me about the problem the two of you had. I gather that your wife had a little difficulty reconciling her lifestyle with the expectations that were drilled into her by her family."
I smiled. "Yes, that's pretty much it in a nutshell."
"Is she feeling better about it now?"
"I think so. We spent all of Wednesday afternoon in some very intense discussions. I think she now understands that the only people we have to please are ourselves."
Kirby chuckled. "There are a lot of people who would be much happier if they could come to that realization."
I looked at Kirby. "Do you think I'm a pervert?"
"Do you think your a pervert?"
"Sometimes."
He laughed. "Timmy my friend, I believe that almost all of us occasionally believe that about ourselves. The people who don't are either sexually dead or so uptight that they have to deny their most secret desires."
"Do you have secret desires?"
"Oh yes."
"Tell me."
Kirby shook his head. "Oh no, you'll think I'm a pervert."
"He is a pervert. He has a huge collection of big titty magazines."
We both turned. Elvira was standing in the doorway."
I looked at my watch. "It's only seven o'clock. You're not due to be here for at least three more hours."
She shrugged. "I figured that there was going to be some pretty interesting conversation this morning and I didn't want to miss any of it."
Both Kirby and I watched in dismay as Elvira hung her coat in the storage closet and poured herself a cup of coffee.
Kirby finally said, "You know, with three of us here it's going to get pretty fuckin crowded behind the cash register."
Elvira rolled her eyes. "If you'd lose a few pounds that might not be as much of a problem."
Kirby chuckled. "I have to eat to relieve the stress that comes from working with an acid tongued old crone."
Elvira winked at me. "Timmy honey, our boss is pretty sharp. If you ever decide to start trading barbs with him you'd better be ready to get ripped apart."
"Be careful Timmy, she's setting you up. Elvira's not anywhere near as senile as she looks."
I put my hand up. "Hey you two can rip each other apart after I leave. Right now I want to hear more about Kirby's perversions. That's only fair. He knows that I'm a submissive cuckold wimp and you're a man hungry slut. Frankly, having a collection of titty magazines is pretty tame."
Elvira flashed Kirby a menacing grin.
He madly shook his head. "No Elvira, I told you that in confidence."
"The boys right Cookie. You know his secret, so it's only fair that he learns yours."
Kirby sighed. "Oh all right." He looked at me. "But only because I already know about your fetishes."
I looked at him. "Okay, so what are yours?"
He pointed at Elvira. "She can tell you."
"He's a masochist like you and Max, but he's not a cuckold."
"How could I be, I've never been married."
Elvira shrugged. "Good point. Anyway, his fantasy is to be tied up and whipped by a woman with huge tits dressed in black latex."
I looked at Kirby. His face was beet red.
Elvira grinned. "I offered to do it for him, but my tits aren't big enough and I think I'm too old."
Kirby chuckled. "Yeah but you're sure mean enough."
Elvira stuck out her tongue at him.
I smiled at Kirby. "I like your fantasy. It's pretty creative."
He shrugged.
"Hey I just had a good idea."
Elvira and Kirby both looked at me.
"I could ask Kelly. She has big tits and she's pretty adventurous. I'll bet she'd be willing to do it."
Kirby's eyes bugged out and he madly shook his head. "No, no; that's okay, I'm...I'm fine."
Elvira laughed. It was a warm, comforting laugh. "Timmy honey our big friend is a little shy around women." And then she patted my shoulder and said, "Come on cuckboy, tell us about last night."
I smiled. I understood exactly what Elvira was doing. Kirby was embarrassed and she was shifting the focus of attention back to me.
I looked at Kirby. "Are you sure you want to hear about it? It was a pretty kinky evening."
Kirby's face was still flushed. He stared at the floor and quietly said, "Worse than wanting to be whipped by a large breasted woman wearing a black latex suit?"
I grinned at him. "Not worse, not better; just different."
Elvira poked Kirby in the ribs. "Want to hear about his night rubberboy?"
"Elvira stop! You're embarrassing him."
"Oh Timmy relax. Kirby's my best friend. He knows that I would never deliberately do anything to hurt his feelings. He has to get over this silly insecurity about his sexual fantasies. You better than anyone should understand that there's nothing about his dream that hurts anyone else or for that matter should even concern anyone else. It's really nobody else's business."
I smiled "Kirby, she is right about that."
Kirby shrugged. "yeah I know, but it's still a little embarrassing. I mean it's not exactly the standard Hollywood romance scenario."
Elvira laughed. "That's the real joke. Your fantasy is probably a lot closer to the Hollywood norm than the sentimental pap that the gossip magazines try to peddle."
"Do you really think that's true Ellie?"
"Yeah Cookie I really do." Elvira patted Kirby's cheek. "Come on let's hear about cuckboy's evening."
"Elvira!"
"Oh relax rubberboy. Timmy gets just as excited when I call him cuckboy as you do when I call you rubberboy."
Kirby smiled at me and shrugged.
I laughed.
He shook his head. "Timmy I'd love to hear all about your evening."
I nodded. "I served dinner to my wife and her boyfriend."
"Damn Timmy, that's pretty fuckin amazing."
"Hush up rubberboy! I don't want to hear your commentary, I want to hear Timmy's story. I think it's going to be pretty hot."
I spent the next hour telling Kirby and Elvira about Kelly's date with Chris and my role as her slave. They both listened intently.
When I was finally finished Kirby waited a moment and then he shook his head. "Fuckin A Timmy that really was hot, but..." His voice trailed off. Something was bothering him.
"What's the matter big boy? Come on spit it out. Some thing's bothering you and I'm sure Timmy won't mind if you ask him about it. He's a friend. It's better to be forthright and clear the air than to let some nagging question fester and gnaw at your friendship."
Elvira had a directness about her that was occasionally alarming but more often refreshing. She was genuinely open, sincere and honest.
Kirby slowly nodded. "You're right Ellie, I do need to ask." He looked at me. "Did you really eat his jizz? Isn't that kind of...?"
"Gay? Oh Kirby honey, don't be silly. That doesn't make Timmy gay. It's obvious to me that he's totally fixated on his wife's philandering pussy. My Max was the same way and he loved eating my lovers cum. The minute one of my boyfriends would leave he'd crawl into our bedroom and lap up every last drop of the guys fresh semen."
She laughed. "Hell I loved it too. I still do. I swallowed a big load last night."
Both Kirby and I stared at Elvira. She recognized our amazement and rolled her eyes. "I told you guys before that I may be old, but I'm not dead. My German boyfriend, Wolfgang came over last night." She smiled. "Damn I love sucking his cock and when Wolfie cums I swallow every last drop."
Suddenly she got very quiet. "After Max died I stopped dating. I loved him so much. I was devastated by his death. I didn't go out of the house or have any visitors for months. I was withering away."
Elvira walked over and hugged Kirby. "You and this stupid job saved my life and I'll always love you for that."
Kirby put his arms around Elvira. "No Ellie, you saved yourself. You're the one who took the job."
"How did you two find each other?"
Elvira and Kirby had their arms wrapped around each other. Elvira's cheek was pressed against her big friend's massive chest. She smiled. "I live around the corner. I had to get food. This was the closest source."
Kirby shook his head. "For months she lived on saltine crackers and tea. She came in once a week. Every time I saw her she seemed to be weaker and more frail. I was worried about her, so one day I followed her home."
"When he rang my doorbell I told him to go away. He refused and just stubbornly stood on my front steps waiting for me to open that damned door. Finally I relented and let him come in. By that time I was just a lifeless wraith. I had become completely passive. Kirby was the first person that I'd had more than a cursory conversation with in months. He was also the first person to pay any attention to me since Max's funeral. Suddenly I was pouring my heart out to him."
Kirby shook his head. "It was like a damn burst. For over two hours she sobbed and cried while she told me how much she missed her husband. When she finally calmed down I ran back to the store and got a can of vegetable beef soup."
"Timmy he held me in his arms and fed the soup to me." She smiled. "After that he came every afternoon and made soup for me. We talked while I ate. The soup and his care and attention not only restored my strength, it gave me back my spirit."
"Ellie was always a strong woman, but the death of Max was a traumatic blow. It had knocked her down. All I did was give her a hand up."
Elvira looked into her friend's eyes. "Cookie, without that hand I'd be dead today."
She turned to me. "One day while I was eating my soup Kirby asked me If I wanted a job working in his store."
Kirby shrugged. "I was working every day from 6:00 am until midnight. The hours were starting to wear me down. The only break I ever got was during the time I closed the store so I could visit Ellie."
"My first reaction was to say no. Max left me with a very nice pension. Money was never an issue for me."
Elvira smiled. "But then I thought about Kirby's offer. It dawned on me that the job really wasn't about money. It was about purpose and companionship. We all need a reason to get out of bed in the morning and everyone needs a friend. I also stopped thinking exclusively about myself and finally realized that this wonderful man actually did need my help. I started work the next day and I was reborn. A week later I went out on my first date since Max died."
She grinned at Kirby and me. "Damn it felt good to get laid again."
I stared at Kirby. Their story had moved me. On the surface the overweight, tattoo covered, exnavy cook appeared to be a gruff macho brute. That morning I realized what a superficial assessment that was. When I think back, I guess that I'd sensed the depth of Kirby's character and the strength of his heart the moment I met him. That explains why I was initially drawn to him; but it wasn't until that morning, when I finally heard Elvira's complete story, that I began fully appreciate just how good a man Kirby Lundquist really was.
As I stood there with those two wonderful people I made a decision. At my first opportunity I would tell this story to my wife and then I would tell her about Kirby's secret fantasy. There wasn't any doubt in my mind that both Kelly and Tonya would be able and willing to make it into a reality.
The rest of the morning passed quickly. Elvira spent the time regaling Kirby and me with a litany of wonderful stories about her extraordinary sexual exploits. It was obvious that all her life Elvira had been a bold and audacious woman with a nearly insatiable appetite for carnal adventure.
At 10:30 Elvira and I started checking me out of the cash register. While we were working Kirby suddenly asked. "Hey Timmy is that the same black Lincoln that picked you up here the other day?"
Elvira and I both stopped what we were doing and looked out the front window.
Elvira tugged on my shirt. "Timmy, that is the same car."
I nodded. "Yes it is."
Kirby reached under the counter and pulled out his baseball bat. "Timmy do you want me to deal with this?"
I grabbed Kirby's arm. "Relax buddy, they're good guys."
Kirby stared at me for a moment and then he nodded and leaned the bat against the back side of the checkout counter. "All right, but I'm going to keep this right here. If they try any funny stuff I've got your back."
I turned and looked out the window again. Edward Baylor was stepping out of the back seat of the Lincoln.
Next to me Elvira whispered, "Timmy that's the same guy that was here on Wednesday."
Kirby picked up the bat again. "Timmy I am not going to let them fuck with you."
This time Elvira grabbed Kirby's arm. "Cookie relax. You heard Timmy, they're okay."
"Yeah, well it never hurts to be prepared."
Elvira picked up her friend's hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. "Just promise me you won''t do anything silly. If Timmy needs our help he'll let us know."
She stared at Kirby. "Promise me. Say it."
He grudgingly said, "Yeah okay, I'll keep my cool."
Elvira smiled. "Good."
Edward Baylor opened the front door and stepped into the store. As soon as he saw me he walked straight over with his hand extended. "Good morning Mr. Jamieson."
I took his hand. "Good morning Mr. Baylor, it's good to see you again."
After we shook hands Mr. Baylor said; "Mr. Jamieson, Martin Jackson sends his compliments."
I nodded.
"He would like to meet with you this morning."
"Is he going to give me another five grand?"
Mr. Baylor smiled at me and asked, "Does he need to?"
I smiled back at him and shook my head. "No, he really doesn't"
He gestured towards the door. "Shall we go?"
I bowed. "Absolutely."
I turned to Kirby and Elvira. "Everything is okay. I know exactly what this is about. I should be back in a couple of hours and I'll fill you in on everything that happened. If I'm not going to get back here I'll call you."
Kirby nodded. "Okay Timmy, but if you need us call. We'll be there immediately."
I waved at him to acknowledge his support and then I walked out the door. As I was getting into the back seat of the Lincoln I thought to myself that it was very comforting to have friends like Elvira Higgins and Kirby Lundquist.
Fifteen minutes later the Lincoln pulled up in front of the Whetmore Building. As we got out of the car Mr. Baylor said, "John will wait for you here. As soon as the meeting is over he'll take you back to your car."
After seeing me nod in acknowledgment Mr. Baylor turned and walked into the building. I followed him. He didn't give me any further instructions. He didn't need to, he knew I understood the drill.
The elevator stopped on the fifty-second floor. As soon as the doors opened Mr. Baylor and I stepped into the oak paneled alcove. He opened the door to Jackson, Tyler and Reynolds and held it for me while I walked into the office.
Janet Collins was standing next to her desk on the opposite side of the luxurious reception room. She greeted me as I approached her. "Good morning Mr. Jamieson. It's nice to see you again. Mr. Jackson is waiting for you. Please follow me."
She turned and walked down the hallway that was behind her desk. She stopped when she arrived at the door to Mr. Jackson's office. It was closed. She knocked. This time it didn't open immediately. Instead a voice inside said, "Come in."
Janet opened the door. For the second time in three days I walked into Martin Jackson's office. As soon as I was inside, Janet closed the door behind me.
Mr. Jackson was standing next to the four brown leather chairs that were arranged around a small coffee table. My wife was seated in one of the chairs. She was smiling at me. I smiled back at her.
Martin Jackson walked over to me with his hand extended. "Good morning Mr. Jamieson. It's nice to see you again."
I nodded. "It's nice to see you too Mr. Jackson."
After we shook hands he gestured to the chair to the right of my wife. "Won't you please sit down."



"Thank you." I sat down. I noted that this time I wasn't offered water or coffee.
Mr. Jackson sat in the chair opposite Kelly. As soon as he was seated he said, "Mr. Jamieson, let's get right to the point. Your wife and I have just been discussing the possibility of her returning to her old job."
"Yes, I knew that she was planning to talk to you about that this morning."
He looked at me. "How do you feel about that possibility?"
That of course the key question. It was the reason Martin Jackson had sent Edward Baylor and the Lincoln to get me. If JTandR wanted to put Kelly back into her old job they had to have my approval first, otherwise they would be exposing themselves to the possibility of additional legal action from me.
I also understood that once I gave that approval I would most likely be surrendering any legal advantages I might have had regarding potential claims that JTandR coerced my wife into a life of prostitution.
Actually I had very little interest in pursuing those claims. I didn't really believe that they had much validity. After all, Kelly did lie to her employers about my knowledge and acceptance of her job activities.
I also recognized that the partners at JTandR were very generous employers. Neither Kelly nor I were motivated by wealth. Kelly's compensation for her work as a hostess was more than enough money to keep us happy.
There was however a plan hatching in the back of my brain. The plan required a large initial infusion of cash. If I could make the plan work, it would not only benefit Kelly and me, it would also create a better living environment for the other hostesses at JTandR and therefore ultimately help the firm.
I looked at Martin Jackson and said, "Let's be frank."
Kelly's head shot around in surprise. "Timmy?"
Mr. Jackson stared at me for a moment and then he slowly nodded his head. "I've always believed that being forthright facilitates a discussion."
Kelly leaned over and whispered, "Timmy don't blow this."
I smiled at her. "Don't worry, it will be all right."
Kelly shook her head. She was clearly concerned about what I was doing.
Mr. Jackson was watching us. After a moment he said, "Mr. Jamieson, I believe the ball is in your court."
I took a deep breath and said, "First of all let us agree on a few basic assumptions."
"Go on."
"My wife was a very good hostess and losing her would be a misfortune for JTandR."
Mr. Jackson nodded. "Yes, I'll concede that."
Kelly was watching me very carefully. There was an expression of alarm on her face.
I ignored her. I had to do that. For my plan to work it was essential that Mr. Jackson viewed me as a force to be reckoned with.
I continued. "The circumstances leading up to my wife's eventual employment as a hostess for JTandR has left your firm in a vulnerable legal position."
"Yes, we discussed that two days ago."
"If I do consent to my wife's continued employment as a hostess, your firm's legal exposure is substantially diminished."
Mr. Jackson smiled. "Yes, Mr. Jamieson; you are correct."
"Two days ago you offered me a cash settlement of four million dollars and offered to double that amount if I was able to reconcile with my wife."
Mr. Jackson didn't move or say anything. He just watched me.
"I have reconciled with my wife. If I approve of my wife's continued employment as a hostess will that offer be honored?"
Mr. Jackson leaned forward. He was about to respond. I held up my hand and stopped him.
"I don't think it should be honored. Actually I never felt the offer was necessary. My wife was every bit as culpable as your firm."
Now Mr. Jackson was staring at me with an expression of dismay.
"Nonetheless, the moment I approve of Kelly's return to work as a hostess I surrender any legal position we might have had."
Mr. Jackson continued to stare at me.
"I would like to propose a counter offer. I will approve of my wife's return to work as a hostess and my wife and I will both sign forms absolving your firm of any legal culpability for any activities on your part that might be construed as enticements or coercions to get her to work as a corporate prostitute. In exchange you will agree to pay Kelly a two million dollar signing bonus for returning to work as a hostess."
Mr. Jackson smiled at me. "Timmy that was very well done and yes, I will agree, but you've piqued my curiosity. After our last meeting I'd assessed you as a person who wasn't particularly motivated by money. Why are you making this proposal?"
"Two million dollars is a lot of money."
"Yes, but I'm certain that you realize that we're going to pay your wife a very generous salary. You don't strike me as the kind of man who would readily jeopardize that kind of financial security, even for two million dollars in cash. Kelly is a very good hostess, maybe the best we've ever had; but I'm certain that you must understand that nobody is irreplaceable. You took a huge risk. Why?"
"I'm plan to use the money for a down payment on a house."
"You can buy a very large house with a down payment of two million dollars."
"Yes, and I think we'll need one."
I glanced at Kelly. She was studying me. We hadn't discussed this and she was trying to figure out what I was doing."
Mr. Jackson was obviously still very curious. He looked at me and asked, "Why would you need a big house?"
"My wife has become very close friends with the other hostesses at JTandR. From what Kelly tells me, they all enjoy their work, but I get the impression that they're rather lonely. Kelly's job as a hostess demands that she spend a large number of evenings out. I also get lonely." I smiled. "I thought that maybe we could buy a house that was large enough so that all of us could live together. That way..."
Kelly gasped. "Timmy, what a wonderful idea. When did you start thinking about this?"
"Yesterday morning while I was driving to work, but you actually planted the seed when we were talking to Tonya on Wednesday afternoon."
Kelly looked at me with a puzzled expression.
"You remember don't you? You wanted Tonya and I to become lovers. You wanted her to become part of my life so that she could give me some support while you were out with other men."
Kelly nodded. "Yes I do remember. I'm also hoping that she'll badger me if I ever start neglecting you again."
"While we were talking about all of that Tonya mentioned that she'd never really had a home. I think it was that comment that started me thinking about using any money we that we might get as a settlement from JTandR to buy a big house. Tonya could live with us and if they're interested Keisha and Mandy could too."
Kelly grinned. "Timmy, I'm sure they would jump at the chance to do that."
I glanced over at Mr. Jackson. He was chuckling.
I thought he was laughing at me. I was a little offended by his callousness. With a slight tone of displeasure in my voice I said; "I'm sorry sir, but I do think it's a good idea."
Mr. Jackson quickly shook his head. "Timmy I'm sorry, I wasn't laughing at either you or your plan. In fact I happen to think that it's an outstanding idea. Actually I've had the same thought for the past year, I just didn't know how to go about getting it done. Now you're here trying to persuade me to give you the money necessary to do it. I was laughing at the irony of the situation."
He sat back and thought for a moment and then he leaned forward again. "Timmy, I will gladly pay Kelly a two million dollar signing bonus. If you put it towards the purchase of a house where Tonya, Keisha and Mandy can also live, I'll kick in an extra two million dollars." He paused. "I do however, have one request."
"What's that sir?"
"I would like Antoine to be able to live there as well."
I looked at Kelly. She smiled. "Timmy, that's not a problem. Antoine is a very kind and friendly man. He'd be a wonderful addition to any household."
I grinned. "It looks like we're going to have to go house shopping. With four million dollars to spend I think we should be able to find something that will be acceptable."
Kelly giggled at my joke and then she said, "I can't wait to tell Tonya, Keisha and Mandy. They're going to be so happy."
I sat back in my chair and smiled. At that moment I was bursting with pride. I'd just locked horns with a hard nosed, multimillionaire business tycoon and managed to negotiate a deal that I hoped was going to dramatically enhance the lives of six people. For the first time in my life I felt like I was on the verge of accomplishing something that really mattered.
Martin Jackson smiled at my joke and Kelly's expression of excitement and then he said, "The financial terms of Kelly's return to her job as a hostess appear to have been settled, but we I think we still have some other issues to resolve."
He looked directly at me. "Timmy, if your wife is going to return to JTandR as a hostess, I think that it's absolutely essential for you to fully understand your place in the hierarchy of our firm."
He paused to think. After a moment he continued. "This morning I met with Chris Kendricks. He told me all about your little dinner party last night. I found his description of the role you played to be most illuminating.
He leaned back in his chair. "Mr. Jamieson..." He stopped in mid sentence and smiled. "I guess there really isn't any reason for me to call you Mr. Jamieson anymore is there dicklet." He chuckled. "But of course you will continue to refer to me as Mr. Jackson or sir."
I stared at him. I was completely disarmed by this sudden change of character.
Before I had a chance to collect myself, he continued his verbal assault. "Cuckboy, you're sitting in a chair. In this office, slaves never sit in chairs. Now get down on your knees and do not ever again have the audacity to stand in my presence."
Feeling completely humiliated I passively slipped out of the chair and dropped to my knees.
Mr. Jackson smiled at my acquiescence then he unzipped his suit trousers and took out his very large and very erect cock. "Come over here Kelly. Let's show the little wimp exactly what you do when you're at work."
Without bothering to even glance in my direction Kelly stood up and walked over to her boss. She stared into his eyes while she slowly removed her blouse.
Mr. Jackson took a deep breath as he watched my wife unclasp her brassiere and toss it onto his desk. While Kelly was lasciviously fondling her nipples for him he reached out, grasped her wrist and pulled her to him. She fell to her knees between his legs and eagerly picked up his stiff penis with both of her hands.
Martin Jackson turned his head and stared at me while my wife leaned over and kissed the engorged head of his erect cock. As Kelly took his massive penis into her mouth and started sucking it he sneered at me. "Cuckboy, your wife gives an absolutely magnificent blow job."
During this entire time Kelly had not smiled at me, made eye contact with me or acknowledged my existence in any way.
Maybe it was because we'd just finished some very intense financial negotiations. Maybe it was because without any warning or prior discussion Mr. Jackson's demeanor had changed so abruptly. Maybe it was due to the underlying sense of malice that I suddenly perceived in his attitude towards me. Maybe it was because my wife was so thoroughly ignoring me. Maybe it was because I didn't sense the care and concern that I'd felt the previous night from Chris and Kelly.
Most likely it was the combination of all of those factors and probably others that I hadn't even yet begun to grasp. In any case, this time I wasn't excited by the abuse and humiliation that I was experiencing. This time I was deeply offended by it.
Kelly was so engrossed in sucking her bosses cock that she didn't even take notice when I stood up and hurriedly walked out of Martin Jackson's office.
By the time I passed Janet Collin's desk I was nearly running.
She stood up and called to me. "Mr. Jamieson, is something wrong?"
I was seething with anger as I stood in the alcove waiting for the elevator. I didn't care how much money that man had or how much money he was willing to give to Kelly and me. Nobody but my wife was going to treat me like that. I was Kelly's wimp, but I sure as hell wasn't anyone else's.
John, the Lincoln driver, saw me when I walked out of the Whetmore building. He got out of the car and greeted me. "Hello Mr. Jamieson, are you ready to return to your automobile?"
As I brushed past him I mumbled. "No thank you John. I'll find my own way home."
He stared in dismay as I stormed down the street.
I was two blocks away from the Whetmore Building before my anger finally started to subside and I again regained control of my emotions. I stopped walking and took several deep breaths. After a moment I noticed a cocktail lounge two doors away, Danny's Bar and Grill.
I went inside. It was the lunch hour. The tables were full but there was space at the bar. I sat on one of the open stools.
The bartender walked over and set a napkin in front of me. "What can I get for you?" He had a warm smile. It made me feel better.
I knew that alcohol wasn't going to help me so I said, "Just a Diet Coke."
He nodded. "You got it buddy."
My cell phone rang. I looked at the caller I.D.. It was Kelly. I didn't answer the call. At that moment I didn't feel like talking to her.
A moment later my cell phone rang again. This time the caller I.D. indicated that it was from someone at Jackson, Tyler and Reynolds. I didn't answer that call either.
The bartender brought me my Diet Coke. I took a sip. It tasted good. I started to think about what had just occurred. I didn't fully understand why I'd reacted the way I did. That scene should have just been another part of my cuckold fantasy. Yes, Mr. Jackson was much more aggressive than Chris had been; but I should have seen that as more exciting, not offensive.
Kelly's failure to pay any attention to me at all had been very unsettling and I knew that had to be part of the reason I reacted the way I did. I also realized that it wasn't the only reason. As I sat there sipping my Coke I began to understand the real cause for my behavior and I felt ashamed.
I was feeling so proud of myself after I'd negotiated that deal with Mr. Jackson. For the past year I'd watched my wife's professional life grow and flourish. She had an important job with a very successful investment firm. She earned a six figure salary, wore expensive clothing, drove a prestigious automobile and regularly traveled to a variety of exotic cities. Of course I now knew that during all that time she was working as a corporate call girl, but I'd just learned that. For the past year I'd believed that Kelly was a successful business woman.
At the same time I earned barely more than the minimum wage editing advertising copy for a neighborhood shopping flyer that very few people actually read. I was trying to write a novel, but I was making very little progress. It would have been just as productive for me to have spent my time making collages of pictures I'd cut from magazines so that my wife could tape them to the refrigerator door.
During the past year Kelly had treated me with increasing disdain and indifference. I now understood why, but for a long time I believed the cause was my absolute failure as a human being. Even when you know the truth it can be very difficult to cull out the seeds of doubt.
This morning I'd actually done something important. I'd put together a plan that was going to dramatically enhance the lives of six people. I felt proud. I wanted to savor the moment, but that didn't happen. Instead I was suddenly dicklet the slave, my wife was ignoring me and the man I'd just grappled with in an intense negotiation was treating me like a pathetic wimp.
I'd desperately wanted my wife's recognition and instead, she'd lavished her attention on my opponent and completely ignored me.
Now looking back I understood why she had to do that. Kelly's goal during that meeting had been to get her old job back. I also had a goal and when Kelly realized what it was and saw what I'd achieved, she was pleased. It just wasn't yet time for celebration. She still had a task to complete so that she could achieve her goal and I was too self centered to allow her to do that.
I desperately wished that somehow I could transport myself back in time. It now seemed like it would have been so easy to silently kneel there while my wife's boss made certain that I really was a willing cuckold.
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"Mind if I sit next to you?"
I turned. A cute little brunette was smiling at me. She appeared to be about five feet two inches tall and couldn't have weighed more than a hundred pounds. At first glance she looked like a teenager, but when I looked into her eyes I saw a wisdom there that told me that she had to be in her mid twenties."
I shrugged. "Help yourself."
As soon as she sat down I turned back to my Coke. Even though she was gorgeous, I wasn't the least bit interested in meeting a strange girl in a bar.
The bartender walked over to her and asked, "What can I get you?"
"Timmy is that a Diet Coke?"
Without thinking I nodded and answered, "Yes it is."
"I'll have the same thing."
She opened her purse and took out a ten dollar bill. As she set it on the bar I realized that she'd just said my name. I turned. "How do you know who I am?"
She smiled at me. "Timmy I feel like I know you very very well. Kelly has spent hours talking about you and now that I'm finally getting to meet you I have to admit that you're even cuter than she said you were."
Extending her hand, she said; "I'm Mandy Wells. I work with your wife. I'm another hostess."
I shook her hand. "It's nice to meet you Mandy."
We smiled at each other for a moment and then I asked, "How did you find me?"
"John, your Lincoln driver sensed something was wrong. He followed you. When he saw you go into this bar he called Janet Collins. She told Mr. Jackson that you were here."
I shrugged. "I'm surprised. I didn't think he'd care."
Mandy shook her head. "Oh you're very wrong about that. The moment they realized that you'd left his office both Kelly and Mr. Jackson went into a panic. They ran after you, but by the time they got into the alcove the elevator door was already closed. Kelly started crying. She's still desperately afraid that she's going to lose you. Mr. Jackson took her to Tonya Lewis's office to try to calm her down."
"Keisha, Antoine and I all heard Kelly crying and ran into Tonya's office to see what was wrong. Your wife was sitting on the couch. Tonya had her arm around her shoulders trying to comfort her. Kelly was sobbing. While she was crying she kept telling Tonya over and over; I ignored him. All I had to do was smile, but I didn't. I just ignored him."
"And when she wasn't telling her that she was saying; I promised him that I would never neglect him again and then I did it. I was such a fool. I'm sure I've lost him forever."
"Timmy she feels awful about what happened."
Slowly nodding, I said; "So do I"
Mandy gently rubbed the back of my hand with her fingertips. "Martin was on the telephone with Janet Collins. She was telling him where you were. I heard him tell her to call Wendell Tyler and ask him to join us in Tonya's office."
The bartender brought Mandy's Diet Coke. She took a sip and then she continued. "Kelly pulled herself together for a moment and took out her cell phone. She told us that she had to call you and try to apologize. She sounded desperate. When you didn't answer she put her cell phone away and burst into tears again. As soon as he was finished talking to Janet Collins Mr. Jackson tried to call you from Tonya's desk phone, but you didn't answer his call either. A moment later Mr. Tyler arrived."
Mandy looked at me. "Mr. Jackson told us about the meeting. Kelly is sure that you left because she was ignoring you. Mr. Jackson feels like he was too rough on you."
She squeezed my hand. "Timmy; Tonya, Keisha, Antoine and I got so excited when we heard about your plan to buy a house for all of us that we could barely pay attention to anything else that was said. You really are the most wonderful man in the entire world. We have to find a way to resolve this misunderstanding."
I smiled sheepishly. "I'd like to find a way out of it too."
"Mr. Jackson, Mr. Tyler and Tonya discussed the situation and decided that they should send me to talk to you."
"Why you? I mean it was a good choice. You're doing a very nice job of calming me down, but we've never met."
"Because I'm a submissive just like you are. They thought I'd be the one who was most able to understand how you're feeling."
I chuckled. "They're smart people."
Mandy nodded. "Yes they are and they're also very nice. Mr. Jackson can sometimes be so dominant that he gets a little scary, but I know him. I understand how kind he really is. He'd do anything for me. All I'd have to do is ask him."
She giggled. "I did make them send me some back up." She turned and looked behind us. "He's standing by the door right now."
I turned. It was Wendell Tyler.
Mandy waved him over. He immediately joined us. The bar stool on the other side of me was open. As he sat down Mandy asked, "Sir we're having Diet Cokes. Would you like one?"
Mr. Tyler laughed. "Mandy honey, I think I can handle the real thing."
It was possible that this wizened old man weighed less than Mandy.
Mandy waved to the bartender. When she got his attention she yelled, "One real Coke." And pointed at Wendell. The bartender nodded.
Mr. Tyler patted my back. "Timmy things got a little confused this morning. They didn't turn out the way anyone had planned. Let me begin by apologizing for my partner. Martin uses his time very efficiently. Sometimes that quality makes him appear to be abrupt. He is also a master at planning and making preparations. It's one of the main reasons that he's such a successful businessman."
He smiled. "Unfortunately those skills at times can mislead him. I think that this morning was one of those situations. You know of course that over the past year your wife has turned you into a legend at JTandR. Martin and I both love Kelly and since Kelly so obviously loves you we both also have to love you."
Mr. Tyler laughed. "I understand it really isn't rational, but it is the truth."
I smiled at him.
He smiled back and continued. "Martin is an enthusiastic dominant. When Chris Kendrick's told him about the dinner party at your house, he was very eager to engage in a scene with you and Kelly. Of course he now realizes that he should have taken some time to discuss it with you first. Regrettably, this was a situation where my partners preoccupation with efficient use of time became a weakness. It also didn't help that the submissive he generally plays with trusts him implicitly." He nodded towards Mandy.
She smiled. "Martin is always very verbally aggressive when we play. Because I trust him so much we're both able to relax and completely let go of our inhibitions."
Wendell sighed. "Because Martin and Kelly are so close and because he likes you so much, Martin falsely assumed that the same relationship of trust existed between the two of you. That of course just wasn't true"
Mandy grabbed my hand. "In Kelly's case her lack of attention to you was completely inadvertent. You may have noticed that Martin has a very strong personality."
I chuckled, "Yes, it's hard to miss it."
"That strong personality makes him a very demanding lover. He requires his partner's total attention." She smiled. "That characteristic also makes him a very exciting lover. I understand that Kelly did tell you that she's been having sex with Martin for almost a year?"
"Yes she did."
"I hope you can understand how easy it was for her to fall into an old habit."
I smiled. "Of course I can."
Wendell rubbed my shoulder. "Timmy, I understand that none of this really excuses either Martin or Kelly's behavior. I just hope that our explanations might help you understand that it was never their intention to hurt or ignore you this morning."
I nodded. "I understand. Actually I think I overreacted." I paused for a moment and then I quietly added, "There's also another reason I got upset."
Mandy squeezed my hand. "What was that Timmy?"
"Kelly works for a prominent investment firm. She earns a six figure salary, drives a prestigious car, wears expensive clothing and travels constantly. I, on the other hand, barely earn the minimum wage editing advertising copy for a shopper's weekly that hardly anyone reads. When Kelly and I separated I had to take a part time job as a clerk at a convenience store so that I could actually support myself."
I shook my head. "I'm not making much progress on the book I'm trying to write and frankly I don't think the part that I've completed is very good."
I glanced at Mandy and then over at Wendell. "I'm sure by now both of you have heard how Kelly grew increasingly distant from me over the past year."
They both nodded.
"I now understand that she did that in an unconscious effort to hide the true nature of her job from me."
I took a deep breath. "But before everything blew up I'd begun to assume that her growing disinterest was the result of her finally realizing what an utter failure I'd become." I smiled at Mandy. "You just pointed out that old habits are hard to break. It's equally difficult to let go of old assumptions."
Sighing, I said; "This morning I was so proud when I negotiated the agreement with Martin that would allow us to buy a house. I finally felt like I'd accomplished something that might actually matter."
Wendell patted me on the back. "And then my partner, with his obsessive desire to conserve time, ignored the importance of that accomplishment and moved right on to a kinky sex scene."
I nodded. "That's right. A scene in which I played the role of dicklet, the worthless sex slave."
Wendell shook his head. "Timmy my friend, I don't blame you for walking out of that office. I would have done exactly the same thing."
He looked at me. "Do you want to try to work this out?"
"Oh yes please. I desperately want to do that. I just don't know how to go about it. I'm so ashamed of what I did. I can't bear the thought of going back and facing those people."
He smiled. "Don't worry, I have a plan."
Wendell leaned over so that he could talk to both Mandy and me. "It's really not all that complicated. First of all, it's important to understand that Martin is even more desperate to resolve this situation than you are. Your wife is the most popular hostess the firm has ever employed. Martin knows that John Reynolds will go ballistic if he comes back from his trip and finds out that Martin blew an opportunity to get her back because he tried playing one of his kinky sex games with you."
Mandy nodded. "And Kelly is just as desperate. Timmy you are the love of her life. A week ago she was certain that she'd lost you, but you gave her a second chance. Now she's terrified that she just blew that chance. Tonya, Keisha, Antoine and I all warned her that she had to take better care of you."
I shrugged.
She smiled and continued. "I talked with Chris this morning. He told me all about your dinner." She started giggling and then she said, "I really am envious. I hope sometime soon we can serve a dinner together."
Stopping abruptly, Mandy shook her head and said; "I'm sorry, I just let myself to get sidetracked. Let me finish what I was trying to say. When Martin started playing that kinky game, Kelly should have been reassuring you just like she did last night when Chris was with her."
Wendell nodded. "She's right Timmy."
All three of us were silent for a moment. Finally Wendell stood up. "I'm going to go back to the office and have a private chat with Martin. I'm going to tell him everything we said to you and everything you told us."
He looked at Mandy. "I want you to stay here with Timmy. Do not let him out of your sight." He chuckled. "Timmy I'm not going to leave you alone until this is settled. I don't want to take a chance that you might slip away again."
I laughed. "Well at least I'm starting to feel important."
Wendell smiled at me. "Young man, both you and your wife are very important to us."
He turned to Mandy. "Give me a twenty minute head start and then walk back to the office with Timmy. After I leave call Tonya and tell her everything we talked about. When you're done ask her to have a long chat with Kelly. As soon as you get back take Timmy to your office and keep him there with until I contact you. As soon as you're settled call Keisha and Antoine. Ask Keisha to join you and tell Antoine to find me."
Wendell left. As soon as he was gone I turned to Mandy. "This morning a good friend of mine tried to talk me out of getting into that Lincoln and coming down here. Right now I sure wish I would have taken his advice."
Mandy poked me in the ribs. "Well I'm glad you didn't take his stupid advice." She leaned over and hugged me. "Because of your wonderful plan and your brilliant negotiations this morning, I'm going to get to live in a great big beautiful house with all my friends. Timmy, that's my fondest dream and you're about to make it come true."
I excused myself and went to the men's room. When I returned Mandy was on her cell phone. I assumed that she was talking to Tonya.
I sat with my back to the bar and did a little people watching while Mandy carried on her conversation. When she was finished she put her phone into her purse and stood up. "Timmy, it's been twenty minutes since Mr. Tyler left. Let's go back to the office."
I smiled sheepishly. "I'm feeling just a little nervous about this. Maybe it would be better if I called my friend Kirby and asked him to come down here and pick me up."
Mandy shook her head. "This is exactly why Wendell didn't want me to leave you alone." Grabbing my wrist, she said; "Come on sweetie pie, you don't have anything to worry about. Mr. Tyler is taking care of everything. It's time to go see Martin and your wife."
Mandy dragged me out of the bar. Once we were on the sidewalk she hooked her arm into mine and towed me back to the Whetmore Building. That tiny girl may have only weighed a hundred pounds and by her own admission been a submissive, but when it came to completing a task she was obviously a no nonsense woman.
The elevator stopped when it arrived at the fifty-second floor. As soon as the doors opened we stepped into the alcove. Mandy squeezed my hand. "Timmy just relax and follow me. We're going to go directly to my office. When we walk through the lobby you're going to feel like everyone is staring at you, but they're not. The other employees here are much too busy to be worried about us."
She smiled at me. "Are you ready big guy?"
I nodded.
"Okay, take a deep breath. Here we go."
She opened the glass paneled door and we reentered the world of JtandR.
We walked briskly across the lobby. Janet Collins looked up. Mandy waved to her. She nodded. Wendell Tyler and Martin Jackson would immediately be informed that we were back.
Mandy pulled me down the corridor that led off to the right. I knew where we were going. I'd been here before. It was just two days ago that Kelly had brought me up to her old office so that we could pick up some of her lingerie. At the end of the corridor Mandy opened the door. We stepped into another much shorter hallway. There were three doors on each side of this hall. I remembered that Kelly's office was the second door on the right.
Mandy led me to the third door on the left and stopped. "This is my office. We can wait in here." She opened the door and we stepped inside.
I was surprised. Because Mandy was a submissive, I'd assumed that her office would be much smaller and more sparsely furnished than Kelly's. That wasn't the case at all. Her office was just as large as Kelly's and every bit as beautifully furnished.
Kelly's office had reminded me of a French boudoir. It was decorated with pastel shades of pink, green and yellow. Mandy's office was much harder. There was lots of leather and oak. It had the subtle feel of a renaissance castle.
While the furnishings were different, the arrangement of the room was very similar to Kelly's office. In one corner there was a very small roughly finished oak desk and a padded desk chair. In front of this desk there was one large overstuffed brown leather chair. In the opposite corner there was another larger oak desk and another padded desk chair. This desk was pushed up against the wall. There was a large mirror mounted above the desk and another full length mirror was mounted on the wall next to the desk. This was obviously Mandy's makeup station. Like Kelly's makeup desk, this desk was also covered with an assortment of ornate cut glass bottles and several delicately carved and decorated wooden boxes. I assumed that the bottles were filled with a variety of perfumes and the boxes contained Mandy's make up and the jewelry she wore when she went out on her dates.
There was a door at each end of the wall opposite the door that we'd just come through. Between these two doors was a large, very comfortable looking brown leather couch with a coffee table in front of it. Kelly's office had the same couch, but above her's there had been two elegantly framed full length portraits of nude females.
In Mandy's office there was only one painting over the sofa, but it was much larger. It depicted a naked young woman on her knees, her head bowed. Standing over her was a muscular older man attired like an ancient Greek warrior. In his right hand he carried a spear. The painting was well executed and had a definite baroque flavor to it. I suspected that it was very valuable.
Mandy pointed to the door closest to her desk. "If you need it, that door leads to a bathroom."
I shook my head. "No I'm fine."
There was a knock on the door.
Mandy called, "Come in."
The door opened and a stunning black woman stepped into the room. She was followed by a strikingly handsome black man.
The elegantly dressed young woman was about 5'6" or 5'7". She was large busted, but otherwise had a slender figure. Her sumptuously soft skin was the color of a strong cup of coffee that had been generously laced with rich cream. She wore her long black hair pulled back into a pony tail. The dazzling pair of gold earrings that dangled from her earlobes and the ruby stud that decorated the side of her nose were the final touches that turned her into a truly exotic beauty.
The man behind her was tall, maybe 6'3" or 6'4". His white knit golf shirt and dark slacks accentuated a lean sinewy build common amongst college basketball players. His well muscled upper body, short cropped hair and confident manner suggested that he wasn't just an athlete, he was a powerful athlete. It would have been easy to dismiss this man as a mindless jock, but the van dyke beard he wore and the gold wire rimmed reading glasses perched on his nose created an undeniable air of sophistication.
The woman walked right over to me and extended her hand. "Hi I'm Keisha, you must be Timmy. I'm in love with you. Divorce Kelly and marry me."
The man walked up behind her shaking his head. "Timmy just ignore her. These periods of insanity eventually pass."
I smiled at him. "You must be Antoine."
He nodded. "I am."
Suddenly I realized that Keisha was staring at me. I looked at her with a puzzled expression.
She said, "Well?"
I shook my head and asked, "Well what?"
"Are you going to divorce Kelly and marry me?"
I started laughing. I really didn't know what else to do.
Keisha burst out laughing, threw her arms around my shoulders and gave me a big hug. While she was hugging me she reached down the front of my trousers and grabbed my bare penis. "Oh yes, there it is. It really is cute. Come on baby, get it stiff for me."



Antoine stepped up to Keisha and tapped her on the shoulder. "Leave him alone Keish. You're embarrassing him. He's trying to do the nicest thing that anyone has ever done for you and you're saying thank you by tormenting him."
Keisha stopped moving. She stayed perfectly still for a moment and then she pulled her hand out of my pants and stepped back. Her demeanor had changed. Her expression was now much more serious. Shaking her head, she said; "I'm sorry Timmy. I didn't mean to offend you. I love to tease and sometimes I get a little carried away. Kelly has told us so much about you that I really do feel like we're already good friends."
She paused for a moment and then she quietly asked, "Do you really think we can buy a big house and live together?"
I slowly nodded. "Yes Keisha, I'm sure we can." I smiled at her. "Kelly's told me all about you too and I also feel like we're already good friends."
Suddenly I was feeling playful. Certainly part of the reason was the warm friendliness of these three people, but there was more. I envied Keisha's spontaneity, Antoine's air of confidence and Mandy's strength of character. Maybe I was trying to emulate them. Certainly my own self esteem was getting a boost from their excitement about my idea of buying a house. It might have also been due to everyone telling me how excited they were to meet me. I suspect it mostly had to do with the emotional roller coaster ride I'd been on for the past two hours. In any case, I decided that I wanted to try to flirt with Keisha.
I winked at her and coyly said, "No, I won't divorce Kelly and marry you." And then I shocked myself and everyone else in the room. I boldly picked up Keisha's hand and pushed it back down the front of my trousers. "But I do want you to know that you're always welcome to shove your hand down the front of my pants and grab my tiny dick."
Grinning at me as she squeezed my penis, Keisha said; "Timmy honey I think that you and I are going to become very close friends."
As soon as I did it, I regretted it. Pangs of guilt assaulted my gut. I was terrified that Kelly might walk into the room at any moment. I desperately wanted to pull Keisha's hand back out of my pants, but I was too ashamed to do it.
Fortunately Mandy came to my rescue. She walked over and said; "All right, enough fooling around."
She grabbed Keisha's arm and pulled her hand out of my trousers. Sounding like a prim third grade teacher she said, "For a little while, everyone is going to keep their hands to themselves."
Keisha shook her head. "Mandy you're being much too serious."
"No Keish, I'm not. Think about it, with everything that's gone on today do you really want Kelly to walk into this office and find you with your hand down the front of her husband's pants?"
"Kelly wouldn't care, she knows me. She'd realize that I was just playing. Besides, Timmy put my hand down there."
Mandy shook her head. "Only after you put it there first. Keish you saw Kelly crying in Tonnie's office. Do you really want to risk upsetting her right now?"
Antoine put his arm around Keisha's shoulder. "She's right Keish. I don't think any of us really understand just how difficult the past year has been for Kelly and Timmy. The unpleasantness that occurred this morning makes it very clear that they both still have emotional wounds that are just starting to heal. The last thing any of us want to do is inadvertently reopen one of those wounds."
Keisha sighed. "Mandy, I'm sorry. I was being foolish." She smiled at me. "Timmy as you get to know me you'll learn that impulsiveness and stupidity are my two greatest strengths."
Antoine hugged her. "I prefer to think of those qualities as spontaneity and a penchant for guileless self expression."
Mandy laughed. "Timmy, that charm is the reason that Mr. Carter is such a skilled host."
Keisha rolled her eyes, "That and his twelve inch dick."
Suddenly the door opened and Kelly stepped into the room. Tonya was right behind her. Everyone turned and looked at Kelly. She had a doleful expression on her face. She'd obviously repaired her makeup, but it couldn't disguise the sadness in her eyes.
Mandy grabbed Antoine and Keisha. "Come on, let's leave them alone."
Tonya smiled at Kelly. "We'll be in my office if you need us."
Kelly nodded to her and quietly said, "Thank you."
After they were gone we just stared at each other for a moment. I don't think either of us knew how to begin. Finally Kelly said, "Timmy, I'm so sorry." She paused, closed her eyes and whispered, "For so many things."
I walked over, put my arms around her and gave her a gentle hug. "It's okay. You didn't really do anything wrong. I'm sorry I got so upset."
"But Timmy I ignored you. When Martin started being so aggressive I should have tried to reassure you, but I was too caught up in selfishly taking care of my own needs. I forgot about paying attention to your feelings."
"Kelly honey, I'm a big boy. I shouldn't need to be constantly reassured."
She shook her head. "No Timmy, during the past year I neglected you, ignored you and took you for granted. I was a terrible wife. I owe you a mountain of reassurance."
I nodded. "Okay, but if we're going to make this life style work I am going to eventually have to learn to trust your love for me."
Kelly stared into my eyes. "Timmy you don't ever have to doubt my love for you."
"I know, but when I see you totally focused on sucking another man's cock it can be very easy for doubt to creep into my mind."
My wife sighed. "Oh Timmy, I'm not sure what to do. I love sex. I love sucking cocks, I love fucking. When I'm with a guy, any guy; I do become completely engrossed in what I'm doing. It's why I'm such a good hostess. The man I'm entertaining always feels like his pleasure is the most important thing in the world to me. He feels that way because it's true. Once I start to get excited I become completely obsessed with giving and receiving pleasure."
Kelly shook her head. "I don't focus on pleasing a man because I'm in love with him, I do it because I'm in love with sex. Timmy, you're the only man I'll ever love, but when you see me with someone else I can understand why it might be very hard for you to believe that."
She closed her eyes. "Timmy, I don't think I can change." She paused for a moment and then she quietly said, "No baby, I don't want to change. That passion for pleasure is what makes sex so wonderful for me. That's why I asked you to leave Chris and me alone for a little while last night. I wanted to be able to let myself go without having to worry about you."
Kelly buried her face in her hands. "Timmy I feel so guilty. Why can't I be the wife my mother and sisters wanted me to be? Why do I have to be such a slut?"
Her voice got even quieter. "That's the reason Martin likes my blowjobs so much. He's a very demanding lover. He likes to know that his partner's attention is completely focused on his needs."
I nodded. "That's what Mandy told me."
Kelly smiled. "She should know. She's his favorite."
I stared at Kelly. I was a little surprised by that statement.
Kelly smiled. "It's true. Mandy is a submissive. It arouses her to give pleasure without getting anything in return. Martin finds that incredibly exciting."
I pointed to the painting over the couch. "Did Martin buy that picture for Mandy?"
Kelly smiled. "Oh yes."
"I assume that he sees himself as the Greek warrior."
My wife smiled again and slowly nodded her head. Suddenly she stopped. She thought for a moment and then she said, "Timmy, don't get the wrong idea about Martin. He is a power hungry, dominating business tycoon; but he's also one of the kindest and most considerate men I've ever met. It's true that Mandy is his sex slave, but he always treats her with kindness and respect."
I nodded. Kelly's description was consistent with a man who was so concerned about the mental well being of his hosts and hostesses that he was eager to enter into a plan that would create a household where they could all live together like a family.
Kelly looked at me. "Timmy what are we going to do? I'll try to reassure you, I'll try to reassure you every minute of every day for the rest of our lives, but I'm not sure I'll always be able to do it." She sighed. "Especially when it matters."
I smiled at her. "What we're going to do is be patient. Just before you got here Antoine was telling us that he thought the events of the past year have left emotional wounds in both of us. It's his belief that it's going to take time for those wounds to fully heal and he feels that you and I are going to have to be very careful with each other until they are fully healed. I think he's right. When you're with another man and I'm around, you're going to have to try to reassure me as much as you possibly can."
Kelly nodded. "I'll try, but..."
"It's okay, I understand. You're not the only one who has to try to make this work. If I'm going to be in the room while you're with another man, I'm going to have to trust you. I'm going to have to understand that it doesn't mean anything when you're focusing all of your attention on him and totally ignoring me."
"Do you think you can do that?"
"Yes, I now believe I can. Talking about it has helped.
Kelly put her arms around me. "Timmy I love you so much. This morning was horrible. I thought I'd lost you again."
I put my arms around Kelly and hugged her. "You didn't lose me. You have some very good friends who helped us this morning. I think we would have eventually managed to work all of this out on our own, but today they certainly made it much easier"
"Timmy do you like my friends?"
I smiled at her. "I'd better, because it's beginning to look like we're going to end up living with them."
Kelly smiled, but then she thought about something and her smile turned into a frown.
I looked at her. "What's the matter Kelly?"
"Timmy, we have something else that we need to talk about."
"What is it?"
"Let's go sit down on the couch."
I nervously followed Kelly across the room. As soon as we were seated she smiled at me, but it was a sad smile. She took a moment to collect herself and then she said, "Tonya talked to me about what you told Mandy. Timmy I feel awful. Over the past week and a half I've had to acknowledge and admit to some shamefully unforgivable behavior towards you; but this feels like the most reprehensible slight of all. Right now I feel so callow and self centered."
Kelly sighed. "Timmy I just didn't understand. I was completely absorbed in my own success and good fortune. I never thought about how it might be affecting you. I was leading this incredibly exotic life. I drove a luxury car, wore expensive clothes, dined in fashionable restaurants and traveled to exotic cities while you patiently waited at home living the life of a normal twenty-three year old college graduate."
I shrugged. I really didn't know what to say.
"And I was so callous. When the firm bought me my Mercedes Benz I bought a Ford Focus for you. Timmy when I think about that, I now realize that it was an unpardonable slap in your face."
"Hey I like my Ford Focus. It's a wonderful car."
Kelly smiled. "Timmy you are so well grounded." She shook her head. "I wish I would have bought you a Rolls Royce."
She stared at the floor. A full minute of silence passed. Finally Kelly said, "Tonya said that you told Mandy that when I began to grow distant from you, you assumed that it was because I started to think of you as a failure."
Kelly shook her head. "Timmy please understand that I distanced myself from you because I was trying to conceal the lie that I was living. I have never viewed you as a failure. You are the most incredible man that I have ever met."
I chuckled. "But I haven't accomplished a damn thing."
"Neither have I! I didn't get my big salary, fancy car and expensive wardrobe because I was an astute business woman. I got those things because I had big tits, blond hair and knew how to give a really nasty blow job."
Kelly took a deep breath. "Timmy I was so proud of you this morning when you negotiated the deal with Martin that will allow us to buy the house. Babydoll, that was the first worthwhile thing that either of us has ever done. I'm so sorry that I didn't do a better job of letting you know that."
I put my arm around Kelly. She cuddled up to me. We hugged. It was nice.
After a moment she whispered, "You know they are going to try to make it up to you."
I looked at her.
Kelly shook her head. "You do understand that they can't offer you a job. I'm the only married hostess that they've ever employed. The idea of having my husband working in the office would be unthinkable to them."
I nodded.
"But I suspect that by the end of next week you won't be driving a Ford Focus anymore."
"Hey I just told you, I love that car."
"Yes and it is a great car, but I'm absolutely certain that you're about to upgrade to a Lexus, a BMW or maybe a Jaguar."
"A Jaguar?"
"Would you like that?"
I laughed. "Of course I would, but..."
"We might as well tell them what you want, otherwise they're going to have to guess."
I laughed. "Okay."
"You'd also better prepare yourself for the hand tailored suits and Italian shoes."
"Kelly I don't even own a suit."
"Yeah, well that's about to change."
"Kelly I don't need all that stuff. It's not important to me. All I want is to try to accomplish something that matters."
Kelly nodded. "I know Timmy. That's all I want too." She laid her head on my shoulder and looked up at me. "I have an idea. Now that you know about my job I'm going to be able to spend a lot more time at home. How about if we agree to devote at least an hour every day to writing together. At the end of the hour you can show me what you wrote and I'll show you what I wrote. We can talk about our work and help each other. Timmy, maybe if we do that we can both write something that matters."
I smiled. "Kelly I'd like that very very much."
Suddenly the door to Mandy's office opened and Martin Jackson walked into the room.
There was a moment of uncomfortable silence and then Mr. Jackson said, "Mr. Jamieson, I owe you an apology." He appeared to be very nervous. It was clear that Martin Jackson wasn't used to apologizing to anyone.
I held up my hand. I wanted to tell him that it wasn't necessary, but as soon as I tried to speak he shook his head. "No Mr. Jamieson, please let me say my piece. We can talk afterward."
Kelly stood. "Martin can I get you a chair?"
"No Kelly, please sit down. I'd rather stand while I say this."
My wife nodded and sat back down next to me.
Mr. Jackson took a moment. He appeared to be carefully choosing his words. Finally he said, "This morning I had several lapses of judgment that I now deeply regret. Timmy, running this business consumes my life. I have always been driven to succeed. My work is all that matters to me. I've never married. I never will. I don't have time for a wife. I work seven days a week and generally put in sixteen hours a day. Over the years I have become obsessed with time and efficiency and I've learned to apply that attitude to all aspects of my life. That even includes the time that I take for relaxation and pleasure. Sometimes my obsession with efficiency causes me to appear to be brusque and insensitive. I suppose that I actually am, but it's never my intention."
He paused to take a breath. "This morning when Chris told me about the dinner party the three of you had last night and the roles that each of you played, I was envious. I'm sure that by now you're well aware of the fact that sexual dominance is a passion for me. Once we'd completed our business this morning, I was very eager to engage in a similar scene with you and Kelly."
He shook his head, "Unfortunately in my effort to be efficient with time I acted on several invalid assumptions. Over the past year, your wife and I have become very close friends."
He looked at me. There was a sudden expression of concern in his eyes. "Timmy, there isn't any reason for you to be jealous about that. You are the love of Kelly's life. She's made that very clear since the first day she came to work for JTandR."
I nodded,
He continued. "Anyway, Kelly and I are close friends. We've also become very comfortable with each other as sex partners. We've learned to trust each other and we understand our mutual needs quite well. This morning I made the mistake of assuming that the trust and understanding that I have with your wife automatically transferred to you. I now realize that was a foolish assumption. We barely know each other. There wasn't any reason to believe that a bond of trust existed between us."
Mr. Jackson smiled. "Of course both of us are smart enough to understand that any kind of dominant submissive sex play requires a bond of trust."
Shaking his head, he continued; "When I started taunting you, you of course reacted in a way that should have been easily predictable. You took offense, became angry and left. I don't blame you. I committed an egregious error in judgment and ended up acting like a rude, boorish ass. Mr. Jamieson, please accept my humble apology."
I smiled at him and started to say something, but he stopped me. "Mr. Jamieson, before you say anything, there is one more thing that I have to say."
I nodded.
"As I told you earlier, my efforts to conserve time often make me appear to be brusque and uncaring. I am not by any means a perfect man and being abrupt is certainly one of my faults. I now understand that our problem this morning may have been aggravated by that deficiency."
Mr. Jackson nervously shifted his feet. This situation was clearly making him feel uncomfortable.
"Timmy I understand that in her efforts to hide the true nature of her job Kelly distanced herself from you during the past few months. A few minutes ago Wendell Tyler informed me that you told him that you had interpreted your wife's aloof manner towards you to be an indication that she was losing interest in you because of your lack of professional success."
He paused for a moment to think and then he continued. "I gather that you now do understand the real reason for her detached attitude."
I quietly answered. "Yes."
"Your self esteem must have been severely damaged during the last year. I know mine would have been. Kelly appeared to be so successful. She had a prestigious job, drove a luxury car, wore expensive clothing and traveled extensively. On the other hand you were experiencing the frustration and lack of success that many liberal arts graduates encounter after they leave college."
He smiled at me. "Timmy you did in fact impress me this morning and I'm not just saying that. You very adroitly analyzed the situation and then you laid out a concise and orderly plan for a mutually beneficial solution. I have highly trained and experienced negotiators on my staff who wouldn't have handled the discussion as competently as you did."
Mr. Jackson shook his head. "I wish that I'd been astute enough to tell you that at the time, but I wasn't. I not only callously ignored an opportunity to restore a little bit of your self esteem, I unwittingly did exactly the opposite. Without any prior discussion I abruptly attempted to move into a sex game that involved your degradation and humiliation. Timmy I again offer my humble apology and I hope that you will forgive me."
I nodded. "Thank you, I do accept your apology. Mr. Jackson, the past two months have taught me many things. One of them is that most of the affronts, slights and insults that are part of our daily lives are not the result of deliberate malice. They're caused by miscommunication, misunderstanding and an inadvertent failure to pay attention to the needs and feelings of the people around us. I think this morning was a good example and I'm every bit as guilty as you are."



Mr. Jackson stared at me for a moment and then he asked, "Timmy why would you feel like you were at fault?"
I smiled. "I was angry with Kelly because she wasn't paying enough attention to me, but in fact she wasn't being deliberately indifferent towards me. She was focusing her attention on what she was doing with you. Even if she had been deliberately ignoring me, why did I interpret her behavior as a lack of affection? Why didn't I instead interpret it as an expression of her dominance? Considering the discussions we've had over the past two days, that would have been a much more reasonable explanation for the way she was acting."
I sighed. "The truth is, this morning I acted like a petulant five year old. My feelings were hurt because my wife didn't pay enough attention to my masterful negotiating skills and when the two of you started playing your sex game I decided to throw a little tantrum."
Mr. Jackson chuckled. "Timmy I think you're being a little too hard on yourself, but I must admit that you are an amazingly incisive young man. I wish I could offer you an entry level position with my firm. You do understand why I can't, don't you?"
"Yes sir, Kelly and I talked about it earlier. Employing the husband of a hostess would be an untenable situation for the firm."
He nodded. "Yes, for obvious reasons most of our employees don't know what our hostesses actually do. Of course some of them have to know. We rely on those individuals to be discreet, but they are human. I'm afraid that your presence in the office might instigate gossip that could eventually compromise the activities of our hostesses."
Mr. Jackson stared at the floor. He appeared to be thinking. After a moment he looked at me. "Timmy, for the past year your wife has been a valuable asset for our firm. I hope that we've resolved any differences that we might have had so that Kelly can continue to work as a hostess."
I smiled. "I believe we have."
"Timmy I intend to honor our agreement to give Kelly a two million dollar signing bonus. If you do decide to use that money to buy a house where all of our hostesses can live together, my offer to provide another two million dollars to help with the purchase still stands."
"Thank you sir. Kelly and I really haven't had an opportunity to discuss it, but it's my belief that we're going to proceed with the plan. Antoine, Keisha, Tonya and Mandy are certainly excited about the idea."
Next to me, Kelly laughed and said; "So am I."
All three of us smiled and then we were suddenly quiet. It wasn't an awkward silence. It had been an intense discussion and I think that we were relieved that it was over. We needed a moment to catch our breath.
Mr. Jackson finally broke the silence. "Timmy, I do believe in rewarding the people who are instrumental in the success of our firm. Your wife has certainly been one of those individuals and during the past year she has been rewarded for her efforts. You also made substantial sacrifices during the past year and those sacrifices also benefited JtandR, but I don't think that you have been justly rewarded. Over the next several weeks I intend to rectify that situation."
I shook my head. "Mr. Jackson, I don't need any rewards."
"No I'm sure you don't. You appear to be a man of simple tastes. I find that to be an admirable quality. Nonetheless, brace yourself. You are about to be rewarded." He laughed. "And you are powerless to prevent it."
I grinned at him. "Very well, I'll prepare myself."
"One more thing."
"All right."
"While I can't offer you a job at JTandR, I do have extensive business contacts in this community and the firm does occasionally take over a company so that we can run it ourselves. If you'll allow me to do it, I'm quite certain that I could find a good opportunity for you."
Next to me Kelly said, "Timmy, Martin is making you a very kind offer. Please consider it."
Of course Kelly was right. I smiled at Mr. Jackson and said, "Thank you sir, I would be very eager to look at any opportunities you might find for me."
He smiled. "We'll keep in touch. Now if the two of you will excuse me, there are matters that require my attention." He turned.
As he walked towards the door I said, "Mr. Jackson, did Kelly ever finish giving you your blow job?"
Kelly's head snapped around. "Timmy!"
Mr. Jackson spun around and glared at me. He automatically assumed that I was challenging him.
I wasn't
After a moment he said, "Of course not. Once we realized that you'd left my office we were both much too concerned about your welfare to be interested in sex." There was an edge to his voice.
Next to me Kelly shook her head and said, "Timmy what are you doing?"
I had to think quickly. This was taking an ugly turn. I smiled at both of them. "I'm sorry, my question wasn't meant to be offensive. I just thought that before you go back to work, you and Kelly might like to finish what you started."
Mr. Jackson stared at me. There was a puzzled expression on his face. It was apparent that he needed further explanation.
"It's important to me." I looked at my wife. "It's also important to you."
"Why Timmy?"
"I'm afraid the problem this morning has left both of you feeling a little insecure about having sex when I'm around you." I smiled at Kelly. "I'm concerned that you're now going to be anxious anytime you're with another man and I'm in the vicinity. I fear that you'll soon start trying to avoid those situations and only meet men when I'm not with you. I suspect that will make you feel guilty. At first you'll try to avoid casual dates with other men. We both know that won't work. You'll still have the men that you entertain as a hostess, but that won't be enough. You'll want to see Chris and Mr. Jackson and all those other incredibly handsome men that are out there. Remember Kelly, variety is your passion."
I patted her knee. "It will start very innocently. One evening you'll come home a little late and just forget to mention that you were on a date. It will be all right. What I don't know can't possibly hurt me. Once you start it will get easier and soon you'll be meeting men several times a week. Of course then it will become even more important that I don't find out about your dates, so the little white lies will start. Guilt will come with the lies. Anger and resentment will follow the guilt. Eventually detachment and indifference will be the only way you'll be able to cope with your self-reproach and shame."
I smiled at my wife. "Neither of us want that to happen. If we're going to avoid it, you have to be able to trust me. You have to feel confident that I can watch without becoming hurt or angry, while you totally focus all of your attention on another man's pleasure and ignore me. Yes Kelly you still do have to reassure me and work to rebuild my confidence in your love, but I now understand something very important."
"What's that Timmy?"
"You can't be preoccupied about doing it while your with another man. You have to be able to feel relaxed and uninhibited so that you can let go and enjoy yourself. I now realize that I also have a responsibility. I have to work to build your trust. If you're going to be willing to allow me to be around you while your with other men, you're going to have to feel confident that you won't have to worry about constantly reassuring me."
Kelly shook her head. "Timmy, this is getting so complicated."
"No it's not. In fact it's really quite easy. We just have to learn to trust each other." I smiled at her. "If Mr. Jackson is willing I think we should start right now."
I looked at him. "Mr. Jackson, can you spare a few more minutes. I think we can make it worth your while."
Kelly giggled. "Timmy!"
Mr. Jackson smiled at my wife. "Kelly honey, I understand exactly what he's saying and I think he's right. If the two of you are ever going to make this cuckold hotwife lifestyle work, you're going to have to be able to relax and enjoy yourself when your with another man. If you can't, you may start sneaking around behind Timmy's back."
Kelly looked at me. "Timmy, I promise you; I'll never do that."
I nodded. "That's probably true, but I think it would be both easier and safer if we remove the potential need. What do you say Kelly? I'm sure that after all the stress this morning both you and Mr. Jackson could use a little recreation."
"Listen to you Timmy, you're trying to talk me into sucking Martin's cock."
I grinned at her. "Yes I am."
Mr. Jackson laughed. "He certainly is and if you ask me he's making a pretty convincing argument."
"Don't you want to do it?"
"Don't be silly Timmy, of course I want to do it. It's just that this morning was so difficult. I don't want to risk hurting you again."
"Kelly honey, that's exactly why we have to do it today. It's kind of like getting thrown off of a horse. You have to get right back on."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, and I want you to deliberately ignore me."
"No Timmy."
"Yes Kelly, let yourself go. Forget about me."
"But I'll be too worried that you might run out of the room again,"
This stumped me. Kelly had raised a valid concern. It was going to be hard for her to relax and focus on Martin Jackson if she had to worry about me suddenly bolting from the room. And then I had an idea. It was a simple solution."
I turned to Mr. Jackson. "Would it be all right if Mandy joined us?"
Mr. Jackson stared at me. After a moment he smiled. He understood. "Yes Timmy, I think that's an excellent idea. I'll call Janet. She'll find Mandy and tell her to join us."
He walked over to Mandy's desk and picked up the telephone.
While he was talking I turned to Kelly. "Now you can relax. Mandy won't let me run out of the room."
"Okay."
We waited. All three of us were just a little bit nervous. After about a minute there was a knock on the door.
Mr. Jackson said, "Come in."
The door opened and Mandy timidly entered her office.
Mr. Jackson looked at her and said, "Good afternoon nymph, I require your services."
Mandy stared at us. I think she was a little surprised by the nature of the greeting. She took a moment and then she smiled and said, "Yes Mr. Jackson, how may I serve you."
He took off his suit coat and tie and held them out for Mandy. "Lay these across your desk."
Mandy took the coat and tie from him. While she was laying them on her desk, he said; "Ms. Mason and I are going to enjoy each other for a little while. I want you to supervise her slave. Under no circumstances is he to be allowed to leave this room without Ms. Mason's permission."
I glanced at my wife. She was smiling. I could tell that the dominant tone of Mr. Jackson's instructions was arousing her.
Mr. Jackson turned to me. "Dicklet, get down on the floor and crawl over to the end of the couch. You may kneel there and watch while your wife gives me head."
As I was slipping off the couch Kelly said, "Martin, please be careful. I think you may be pushing him too hard."
Mr. Jackson shook his head. "No Kelly, you heard him. He wants to be included in this part of your life. Unless he can control his emotions you aren't going to want him around when your with a lover. He just told us that he wants to demonstrate his control and earn your trust. He can't do that unless we test him. You also told me that yesterday he professed a desire to become your cuckold slave. If he's really serious about wanting that, it's time he begins to understand exactly what it's going to mean."
Kelly looked at me. There was an expression of concern in her eyes. I smiled at her. She smiled back and then she said; "Timmy remember, you can always say check."
"Yes Ms. Mason, I will remember that; but I don't believe that I'll need to use the word."
That seemed to relax Kelly a little bit. I decided to give her a little added encouragement. "Ms. Mason."
"Yes Timmy."
"I beg you, I implore you not to to humiliate me in front of Mandy and Mr. Jackson."
Kelly, Mr. Jackson and Mandy all stared at me. Mr. Jackson was smiling. Since Tonya had taught me the rules, I assumed that both Mandy and Mr. Jackson knew and used the same code.
The code is simple. It has two parts. The first part is a safe word. If any of us don't care for something that's occurring we have the option to say, "check". The moment one of us uses the word, everyone else has agreed to stop what we're doing and discuss what's happening as equals.
The second option is a little more subtle. If a submissive like Mandy or me is really enjoying what's happening to us, we can beg our superiors to stop. They understand that when we're begging them to stop we're actually inviting them to continue or even intensify what they're doing. This allows them to act like ruthless doms and callously ignore our pleas for mercy while they continue tormenting us. This second option can add a little spice to the game for everyone
Kelly quietly said, "Timmy are you sure that's what you want?"
"Yes please Ms. Mason and I also beg you not to call me dicklet in front of these people. It's just too humiliating."
Kelly started giggling. She mouthed the words, "I love you" and then she took a deep breath and said; "Too bad dicklet, that is your name. Now get your wimpy little ass down to the end of the couch before I decide to punish you."
I quickly crawled to my appointed place. Once I was in position Kelly looked at me with a malicious glint in her eyes. Her sadistic streak was obviously awakening. "Slave stand up and strip down to your panties. I want everyone to see what a dainty little sissy you really are."
I stood up and began unbuttoning my shirt.
Mr. Jackson turned to Mandy. In a stern voice he said, "Nymph, I want you naked." He pointed to where I was standing at the end of the couch. "Get over there and get your clothes off, now!"
Mandy hurried over to me. She quickly removed her blouse and set it on the coffee table. Under her blouse she'd been wearing a simple white brassiere. She had small breasts. She probably didn't actually need the bra.
She whispered to me, "Timmy put your clothes on the coffee table with mine."
Mr. Jackson sat down on the couch next to my wife and possessively put his arm around her shoulders. Kelly responded by snuggling up to him. I noticed that she also placed her left hand on the inside of his thigh.
I put my shirt on the coffee table next to Mandy's blouse and kicked off my shoes.
Mandy was wearing a dark gray corduroy miniskirt with a red leather belt and a pair of black ankle high slip on boots. She kicked off her boots, unbuckled her belt, lowered the zipper on her skirt and let it fall to the floor. After she stepped out of her skirt she picked it up and flipped on to the coffee table next to her blouse and my shirt.
I suddenly realized that I'd been staring at her. I assumed that would get me into trouble so without thinking I quickly lowered my trousers and stepped out of them.
"Nice panties dicklet." It was Mr. Jackson. He was chuckling
I was humiliated. In my haste to get my pants off I'd momentarily forgotten about my panties.
"Model them for us dicklet. Show us how cute you look."
"Martin be careful. He's new at this."
"Oh come on Kelly, relax. What's the point of having a slave if you can't taunt him a little bit."
Mandy leaned over and whispered. "Timmy I'm a masochist too. I understand exactly what your feeling right now. Sweetie, this is your fantasy. It's really happening. Let go, relax and enjoy yourself. Don't worry, Kelly and I will take care of you."
The words, Kelly and I will take care of you, were all I needed to hear. I bowed my head and slowly turned in a circle.
"Very good dicklet. Kelly, I do believe that he is going to turn out to be an excellent slave. You really are fortunate to have found him."
Kelly nodded. "Yes Martin, I am." She turned to me and smiled. "Dicklet honey, you don't want your trousers to get wrinkled. Pick them up and lay them on the coffee table next to nymph's skirt."
I quickly followed my wife's instruction. While I was straightening my trousers I glanced at Mandy. She'd removed her brassiere. Her breasts were tiny, but she had large puffy nipples. They were really quite sexy.
After laying my trousers on the coffee table I kneeled at the foot of the couch. At the same time, Mandy took off her black pantyhose and white lace thong.
I stared at her again. I couldn't help myself. I hadn't seen very many naked girls in my life. I'd been to strip clubs on two separate occasions where I saw lots of naked women, but that was so impersonal that it really didn't count. There was Kelly of course, and Tonya on Wednesday afternoon. They were both voluptuous, large breasted women. Mandy on the other hand, was slender, almost sylph like. It didn't surprise me that her slave name was nymph.
After Mandy laid her pantyhose and thong on the coffee table she turned. As she walked over to me I noticed that like Kelly and Tonya, her pussy was also shaved.
Kelly must have noticed me staring at Mandy. "She has a pretty pussy doesn't she dicklet. You're being very well behaved right now. Maybe later, after Martin is gone, I'll let you lick her for a little while. I think that would be a very nice reward for you."
I'd been so focused on Mandy's naked body that I'd failed to notice that Kelly had opened Martin's trousers. His large freed erection was sticking straight up. My wife was slowly stroking it.
Mandy kneeled next to me. As soon as she was in position she leaned over and whispered. "Are you doing okay big boy?"
I nodded. "Yes."
Kelly winked at me. I smiled at her.
Mr. Jackson said, "Now that our slaves are more properly attired, I think it's time for the games to begin. Kelly why don't you do a little strip for me."
Kelly stood up and pushed the coffee table away from the couch. "I thought you'd never ask."
My wife stared into Martin Jackson's eyes while she swayed her hips to the silent beat of an imaginary song and slowly unbuttoned her blouse. He smiled as she slipped her blouse off of her shoulders and tossed it onto the coffee table next to my trousers.
Without taking her eyes off of her boss, Kelly reached behind her back and unclasped her brassiere. She held the cups in place with her hands while she continued to dance to the imaginary music. She was teasing Mr. Jackson. He grinned at her. It was obvious that he was loving every minute of this.
As I watched my wife I realized that all of her attention was now focused on Mr. Jackson. She was totally oblivious to the presence of Mandy and me. This morning when I'd noticed how completely Kelly was concentrating on her boss, I was offended. I wasn't anymore. Now I understood. Now I was actually feeling a little bit proud of my wife. Her ability to focus all of her attention on giving pleasure to the man she was with was one of the talents that made her a great courtesan.
Kelly suddenly pulled her brassiere away and exposed her breasts with a flourish. She tossed her bra onto the coffee table, kicked off her shoes and unzipped her skirt. Then, staring into Mr. Jackson's eyes, she seductively shook her naked tits and wiggled her hips while her skirt slipped to the floor.
After picking up her skirt and laying it on the coffee table, Kelly turned her back to Mr. Jackson, hooked her thumbs into the waist bands of her pantyhose and panties and began inching them down her hips.
Mr. Jackson watched with breathless anticipation as my wife slowly exposed her gorgeous ass. As soon as the waistbands of her panties and pantyhose were down to her knees Kelly turned around and lasciviously licked her lips while she fingered the moist cleft of her now exposed pussy.
Mr. Jackson's cock stood stiff and tall, proudly arching it's back. He was clearly aroused by my wife's wanton display of unrestrained lust.



Kelly stared at his magnificent weapon. I could see the hunger in her eyes. My wife loved cocks, especially big cocks. She quickly pulled her panties and pantyhose off of her feet and dropped to her knees between Martin's legs. For a moment she lovingly caressed the middle aged executive's penis and balls and then she leaned over. She took a few seconds to softly kiss the engorged head before she finally parted her lips and took him into her mouth.
Mr. Jackson gasped when he felt my wife begin sucking him.
Kelly was an artist. All of her attention was now focused on pleasuring her partner. Her mouth and hands were working in perfect harmony.
Mr. Jackson was lying back on the couch. His eyes were closed. He appeared to be lost in a fog of absolute bliss. I was envious, but I wasn't jealous. I now understood that my wife could give this kind of pleasure to another man without diminishing her love for me.
Suddenly I saw Mr. Jackson take a deep breath and bite his lower lip. I thought that he was probably about to cum, but he didn't. Instead he sat up and gently pulled Kelly's face away from his cock.
"Kelly honey, lie down on the couch. Today I want to fuck you."
Mr. Jackson stood up.
My wife lay down and spread her legs. She was excited. It was clear that she wanted him.
He quickly took off his shirt, shoes, pants and boxer shorts. His huge cock jutted out obscenely in front of him. He looked into my eyes. There was a smug smile on his face as he mounted my wife and pushed his cock deep into her very moist cunt.
Mandy reached over and held my hand. It was a nice, comforting gesture; but it wasn't necessary. I was doing fine. Still it brought us together. Mandy and I knelt in silence at the end of the couch and watched while her master, the man she obviously loved but could never have, fucked my wife.
Mr. Jackson started with long slow, deliberate thrusts. At first Kelly just lay back and enjoyed the pleasant sensation of his big cock sliding in and out of her, but when he quickened his pace she came alive. He started thrusting his cock in and out of my wife with savage intensity. Kelly responded by wrapping her legs around his thighs and bucking her hips to meet each of his powerful thrusts. For several minutes they engaged in a passionate duel and then Kelly suddenly arched her back and cried out, "Oh Yessss!"
Mr. Jackson made three more long hard thrusts and then he buried the full length of his erect cock in my wife and began ejaculating his seed deep into her womb.
Mandy and I watched in subdued silence as their passion slowly waned. Finally Mr. Jackson rolled off of Kelly and stood up. His now flaccid penis still glistened with the combined moisture of their sex.
He looked at Mandy. "Nymph, come over here and lick me clean."
As Mandy crawled over to him he turned to me and snapped his fingers. "Dicklet, your wife has a little treat for you."
I bowed obediently and crawled over to Kelly. She was lying back relaxing on the couch. Her thighs were parted. A trickle of Mr. Jackson's fresh semen dripped from the base of her cunt.
She smiled as I approached her. "Hi Timmy, are you okay?"
I grinned at her. "Yes I'm fine. It looked like you had fun."
She nodded. "Oh yes, Martin is a great fuck." Suddenly she paused. Her smile disappeared and she asked in an apprehensive tone of voice, "Timmy is it okay for me to tell you that?"
I smiled. "Yes it's just fine. I'm glad you had a good time."
Kelly sighed and her smile returned. "Timmy that makes me so happy." She winked at me and giggled. "Wanna lick me clean cuckboy?"
I made an exaggerated bow and said; "Ms. Mason, it would be an honor."
She coquettishly wiggled her finger at me. "Come and get it big boy."
Kelly giggled with delight as I pressed my face between her legs and licked up all of Martin Jackson's fresh semen. As soon as I was finished I sat up and grinned at her.
She sat up, put her arm around me and kissed my cheek. "Thank you, baby doll, that felt wonderful."
Mr. Jackson was just finishing getting dressed. He walked over to the mirror, straightened his tie and then he turned to Kelly, Mandy and me. Mandy was still kneeling on the floor next to the couch."I hope the three of you enjoyed that as much as I did."
Kelly giggled. "I certainly did."
Mandy smiled. "I had a pretty good time too."
He looked at me. "Timmy are you okay?"
I nodded. "Yes Mr. Jackson, I'm fine and I also had a good time."
"I'm glad. I do have to get back to work now, but maybe sometime in the next two weeks the four of us could have dinner together at the Goldenrod Supper Club. Timmy you're a very bright young man. I respect you and enjoy your company. I hope that we can become good friends."
He paused for a moment. He seemed to be choosing his next words carefully. Finally he said, "Please don't be confused by our sex games. In my mind at least, they have very little to do with reality."
He walked over to Mandy, reached down and gently pulled her to her feet. He put his arms around her, gave her a tender kiss and hugged her. While he hugged her he said, "I'm going to be very busy tonight. John is going to get back from Boston around supper time. We'll be up very late discussing the Orlander Manufacturing deal. I may not get a chance to call you until after midnight."
Mandy nodded. "That's okay, I understand."
He turned to me. "Timmy I have a huge favor to ask. Mandy has a rare evening off tonight. If it would be possible I would very much appreciate it if you could include her in whatever plans you and Kelly have."
Mandy started to protest. "Martin that's not nec..."
I cut her off. "Mandy we would love it if you would join us for dinner. It may not be very fancy or very exciting, but we would enjoy your company."
I looked at Kelly. She smiled and said, "Please Mandy, I'd love it if you could have dinner with us tonight."
Mandy grinned at us. "Really? That would be wonderful. Timmy could I help you cook?"
I nodded. "I would like that very much."
Mr. Jackson smiled at Kelly and me. "Thank you. Now if you'll excuse me, I do have to go." He turned and walked out the door.
As he was leaving I thought to myself that Martin Jackson was most definitely an enigma.
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Kelly was cuddled up to me on the couch. I had my arm around her. Mandy was standing naked and alone in the middle of her office.
Realizing that the situation was about to become awkward, Kelly quickly said; "Mandy, come over here and sit on the other side of Timmy. He's not very big, but there's still plenty for both of us."
Mandy's smiled and then she walked over and sat down next to me. As she cuddled up to me she said, "Timmy can I have your other arm?"
I nodded and wrapped my free arm around her shoulder. Mandy laid her cheek against my chest and sighed. For a moment the three of us sat together in tender silence.
Finally Kelly said, "You love him, don't you Mandy?"
She quietly answered, "Yes".
"I think he loves you too."
"He's told me that and I believe him, but..." Her voice trailed off. She was silent for a moment and then she whispered. "He'll never marry me. I don't think he'll ever be able to love anyone more than he loves JTandR."
Kelly reached across me and patted Mandy's hand. "That's why the house is so important to him isn't it? It's his way of taking care of you."
Mandy sighed. "I never thought about it that way, but I think you're right."
She sat up and smiled at Kelly and me. "The house is going to be wonderful. How long do you think it'll be before it happens?"
I shrugged. "I don't know, we have to find one first. It also depends on how soon Mr. Jackson can make the money available."
Mandy shook her head. "That won't be a problem. Martin wants this to happen and when he wants something to happen he can move very quickly."
Kelly looked at me. "Timmy is there any reason we couldn't go see a Realtor tomorrow morning? That way we could at least start looking."
"I have to work at Kirby's in the morning, but I can't think of any reason that you couldn't meet with a Realtor without me. I trust your judgment."
"No way buddy boy, you're the mastermind of this plan. I'm not meeting with anyone unless your right by my side."
I smiled. "All right, how about if you do a little research on the Internet and make a few telephone calls while I'm at work. If you find someone who looks good you could set up an appointment for around noon."
"Kelly could I come over in the morning and help. I'll bring my laptop. We could both search the net."
Kelly nodded. "I'd love your help, but you're having dinner with us this evening. Why don't you just spend the night at our house. When we leave here we can stop by your apartment and pick up some extra clothes and your computer."
Mandy's face lit up. "I would love to do that, but I'll drive my own car. That way if we do find a Realtor, you won't have to take me home before you meet with him."
Kelly turned to me. "Timmy is there any reason that Mandy couldn't go with us when we meet with the Realtor?
I shook my head. "Not at all, in fact having her with us would be reassuring for me. You and I have bought one house, but were not exactly experts. This purchase is going to be a very big deal. I would value her input when we're trying to make decisions."
Mandy looked at me. "Really? Does that mean I could go look at houses with you too?"
I nodded. "Absolutely, in fact I think all of us should try to look at as many houses as we possibly can.
"What's this about looking at houses?"
We looked up. Tonya was walking into Mandy's office. Keisha and Antoine were right behind her.
Keisha stopped as soon as she was inside the door. "Can I go with?" Antoine nearly ran into her.
Kelly looked at me.
I smiled. "This is a big decision and it affects all of us. I think everyone should be involved."
Kelly turned to Tonya, Keisha and Antoine. "Tomorrow morning, while Timmy is at work, Mandy and I are going to try to find a Realtor. Hopefully we'll be able to set up a meeting around lunch time."
"Can I come over in the morning and help you two find the Realtor?" Keisha was so excited that she was unconsciously bouncing from foot to foot.
Kelly turned back to me. "Timmy?"
I knew exactly what she was asking. I nodded. "Yes, of course."
Kelly grinned at Keisha. "Mandy is coming over for dinner this evening. She's going to stay over night. I understand that everyone has the night off. Why don't the three of you join us. You're all welcome to stay over night and everyone can help search for a realtor in the morning."
"Do you have enough beds for all of us?" There was a reason Tonya was the lead hostess. She obviously had a practical mind.
"We have a king sized bed in the master bedroom, a queen sized bed in our guest room and the studio couch in our den that pulls out into a double bed." Kelly giggled. "We'll be fine, but we'll have to share."
Keisha yelled, "I get to share with Timmy."
Everyone started laughing.
I sighed. It was becoming apparent that tomorrow morning I'd be facing another day with very little sleep. Living with a courtesan was turning out to be very taxing.
Tonya quietly said, "Kel this dinner party is a wonderful idea, but it might be even more fun if we could add a couple more guys."
Keisha nodded. "Oh yes, a good party needs plenty of cock."
Antoine stepped forward. "A friend of mine is in town. His name is Gary. We played basketball together in college. I'd really like to come to your dinner party, but I promised I'd spend the evening with him. Maybe he could join us? He's a nice guy."
Keisha put her arm around Antoine's waist. "Does he have a big black cock like yours?"
Antoine shook his head. "No, but he has white cock that's almost as big as mine."
Keisha grinned. "Oh yes, a big white cock; that would suit me just fine. Does he like black pussy?"
Antoine slipped his hand under Keisha's miniskirt and grabbed her ass. "He loves black pussy, but he loves black ass even more."
Keisha giggled. "Oooo! This boy is sounding better and better all the time."
Kelly smiled. "Antoine we would love to have your friend join us for dinner. Would cocktails at 6:30 be all right? That will leave us with plenty of time to play after we eat."
"It looks like Gary is going to be Keisha's date tonight. Antoine will you be my date?"
Antoine walked over and urbanely kissed Tonya's cheek. "Tonnie it would be an honor."
Tonya reached down and grabbed his crotch. "It may be an honor for you, but I'm quite certain that it's going to turn out to be a thrill for me."
Kelly looked at me. "Timmy this is going to be your first evening with these people, so I'm going to offer you a choice. Would you rather be my date or my slave tonight."
I immediately understood the significance of the question. If I was her date, I would be allowed to sit with the group and freely participate in the conversation. That was not a privilege that would be extended to a slave."
Next to me Mandy whispered. "Please say you'll be her slave. It would so much fun to serve the party with you."
I smiled. "That's a request that's hard to ignore." I looked at my wife. "It looks like I'm going to be a slave tonight."
Kelly slowly nodded her head. There was a glint of excitement in her eyes. "Very well, It appears that our evening just became a little more intriguing."
Her tone sent a shiver of excitement up my spine.
My wife thought for a moment and then she said, "Since your choosing to be a slave, I'm going to need a date for the evening. Would you mind if I invited Chris?"
I glanced around. Everyone was watching us.
I quietly answered. "I'm your slave. That's a question you shouldn't need to ask."
"I understand that babydoll, but I'm still choosing to ask the question. Think about our earlier conversation. I believe this falls into the area of reassurance. This would be the second evening in a row that I've spent with Chris. I don't want to dampen your confidence in my love for you."
I leaned over and kissed her cheek. "Thank you, I appreciate your concern. Just asking the question gives me a lot of reassurance. I think Chris would be a wonderful addition to tonight's party"
Kelly put her arms around me and gave me a hug. "I love you Babydoll."
Next to us Mandy said, "Don't worry Kelly. I'll take care of him tonight."
Kelly let go of me and nodded to Mandy. "Thank you Mandy, I'd appreciate that."
"I have a question." It was Keisha. Everybody looked at her. "Can I call Timmy Babydoll?"
Kelly laughed. "Yes you certainly can, but not tonight. When he's acting as a slave you should call him dicklet, pussyboy or cuckboy." She giggled, "Or any other nasty little name you can think of."
Tonya stepped into the middle of the room. "All right, everything is settled. Cocktails will be served at 6:30. Timmy and Mandy are our slaves and will be preparing and serving the dinner. Antoine, you're my date and you're going to bring your friend, Gary for Keisha."
Antoine nodded.
"Kelly you're bringing Chris."
Kelly smiled.
"And were all invited to spend the night."
Kelly and I both nodded.
Kelly turned to Mandy. "Mandy, when we're done here will you drive Timmy back to the store where he works. His car is there. If you drive him it will give the two of you a chance to discuss tonight's menu and it will give me an opportunity to talk to Chris."
Tonya looked around. "Are there any other questions about the party?"
No one said anything.
"All right, I have another question. Martin was in here for almost an hour. After he left we came in here and found you two sitting on the couch naked with Timmy in between you wearing nothing but a pair of lace panties." Tonya walked over, sat down on Mandy's desk and crossed her arms. "No one is leaving this room until we've heard every juicy detail"
Antoine turned the chair in front of Mandy's desk so that it was facing us and sat down. He patted his knee. "Come on Keish, you can sit on my lap."
Keisha sat down and put her arm around Antoine's shoulder.
For the next fifteen minutes Kelly, Mandy and I took turns telling them about everything that happened with Mr. Jackson. When we finally finished, Tonya shook her head and said, "This has certainly been an exciting morning."
Keisha looked at Kelly. "Let me get this straight. You and Martin both got off, but Timmy and Mandy didn't."
Suddenly Kelly's smile turned to a frown. Answering in a very defensive tone of voice, she said; "That's true, but only because the three of you showed up before we had a chance to do anything else."
Tonya stood up. "I think it's time our two little slaves had some fun." She grinned at Keisha. "Keish, Kelly's babydoll knows a trick. Actually I think he knows several tricks, but according to Kelly, this is a new one. Believe me, it's a lulu."
Keisha raised her eyebrows. "Really?" She stood up. Standing with her hands on her hips, she looked at Tonya and in a voice dripping with mock indignation asked; "And may I be so bold as to ask how you came to know about this new trick?"
Tonya smiled. "Certainly, when I met Kelly and Timmy in Kelly's office two days ago, he demonstrated it for me."
Keisha looked at Kelly. "That's not fair! How come Tonnie gets to play with Timmy and I don't?"
Kelly smiled. "Who ever said that you weren't going to get to play with Timmy?"
Keisha shrugged. "I don't know. I mean Timmy's your husband and..."
"That didn't stop you from shoving your hand down the front of his pants about an hour ago." Antoine was laughing. He obviously enjoyed the antics of Tonya and Keisha.
"Toine, you know I was just teasing Timmy."
"I wish you'd tease me like that a little more often."
Kelly looked at me. "Did Keisha really put her hand down the front of your pants?"
I nodded as I reluctantly answered. "Twice." I was incapable of lying to my wife.
Kelly raised her eyebrows. "Twice!"
"The second time he put my hand down there."
Kelly stared at me. "Timmy is that true?"
I hung my head. I was embarrassed. I felt like I'd let Kelly down. "Yes, Keisha was teasing me. She was badgering me about divorcing you so I could marry her."
Kelly looked at Keisha and shook her head. Everyone in the room was grinning. That embarrassed me even more.
My voice was barely audible as I continued. "I was feeling kind of cocky."
Keisha waved her arms in an exaggerated display of mock dismay. "Kind of cocky? Hell I grabbed it. You can trust me, he was feeling damn cocky."
Tonya turned to Keisha. "Keish, be quiet. You've already embarrassed him enough."
Smiling at me sheepishly, Keisha said; "Sorry Timmy, I didn't mean to make you feel bad." There was a feeling of genuine sincerity in the tone of her voice.
I smiled at her and then I continued. "Everyone's excitement about my house idea and all the nice things they were saying about me because of what you'd told them, had me a little pumped up."
I shrugged. "I guess I just wanted to show everyone that I could be daring." I looked at Kelly and sighed. "I'm sorry."
Kelly put her arms around me. "Babydoll. you have nothing to be sorry about. You just watched another man fuck me."
"I know but..."
Tonya chuckled. "Kelly honey, if you ever decide you don't want this wonderful man, I'd like to have a chance at..."
"Not so fast Tonnie, you're going to have to get in line and when you do, I'm gonna butt in front of you." Keisha was grinning.
Tonya playfully flipped off her friend.
Kelly held me possessively in her arms and smiled at the other women. "No one is going to pry my babydoll away from me."
They grinned at her.
She turned back to me. "So what happened? Did Keish jack you off?"
I looked down at the floor again. "No..."
"I intervened and pulled her hand out of his pants." Everyone looked at Mandy.
Antoine nodded. "Kel, you owe Mandy a enormous thank you. She worked very hard to take care of you and Timmy this morning."
My wife smiled at Mandy. "Thank you, I really do appreciate what you did." And then she looked at everyone. "I'm very lucky, you're all wonderful friends."
For a moment there was an awkward silence and then Tonya said, "So I guess Mandy is the next one to get to enjoy Timmy's trick."
Kelly thought for a moment and then she turned to Mandy. There was a malicious twinkle in her eye. "Nymph, I'd like you to help me initiate our new slave into our group."
Mandy smiled at Kelly and politely bowed. "Of course Ms. Mason. How may I be of assistance."
"Just a moment." Kelly turned to me. "Dicklet, it's time for you to get off the couch. I want you on your knees and I want your there now."
Kelly's abrupt change of demeanor surprised me. I hesitated.
"Dicklet, I said now! Do I have to spank you in front of all of our friends."
That was all the prodding I needed. I jumped off the couch and fell to my knees at Kelly's feet.
Behind me I heard Keisha say. "Oh my, he does show promise."
Kelly pushed her bare foot into my face. "Kiss my foot dicklet. Show everybody what a good little slave you really are."
I was now both humiliated and excited beyond belief. The previous evening Kelly had required me to abase myself in front of Chris. Now she was demanding that I do it in front of four more people. I closed my eyes and with a combination of trepidation and desire I cradled my wife's foot in my hands and reverently kissed her toes.
"Very good dicklet."
I looked up at Kelly. She was smiling. I also noticed a breathless quality to her voice. Her exhibition of power over me was exciting her. That excited me. I began kissing her toes with ardor.
Kelly immediately stopped me. "That's enough dicklet. Tonight there will be many opportunities for you to demonstrate your devotion and obedience. Right now my purpose is to make certain that you understand and accept your position in this group. Look up at me dicklet, watch."
Kelly reached over and gently caressed Mandy's shoulder. "Dicklet, Nymph is not only Mr. Jackson's slave, she's also our slave. Any of us can use her at anytime it pleases us."
She slid her fingers down Mandy's arm and softly toyed with her petite breast. "If we choose, we can caress her and give her pleasure. We don't have to ask her permission."
Suddenly Kelly grabbed Mandy's nipple and gave it a vicious twist. Mandy jumped but she didn't make any effort to stop Kelly.
"Or if it pleases us, we can give her pain."
She leaned over and gently kissed Mandy's nipple and then she sat up and smiled at me. "I'm not actually sure which she prefers, but you must understand that it really doesn't make any difference to us. Nymph is a slave, her desires are unimportant. All that matters is our pleasure."
The room was completely silent. No one was moving or talking. Everyone's attention was focused on my wife.
Kelly whispered to Mandy, "Nymph offer your foot to dicklet."
Mandy obediently extended her foot.
"Dicklet, kiss our slaves foot."
I looked up at my wife. I now understood what she meant when she said that she wanted to establish my position in this group. My entire body started tingling. Kelly was even forcing me to submit to Mandy.
My hands were shaking as I picked up Mandy's foot. I held it in front of me and then I took a deep breath and submissively kissed her toes."
Behind me, Tonya said; "Damn Kelly, that is hot. You're turning into one hell of a good dom."
Keisha laughed. "Shit, my pussy is dripping right now and Toine's dick is about to rip a hole right through his trousers."
"Hey leave my dick out of this."
Everyone started laughing. That broke the mood, but it didn't matter. In fact it was good. It helped establish the tone for tonight's party. For these people sex was fun and they enjoyed it in all of its variations.
Tonya walked over, sat down next to Kelly and slipped her hand between her legs. "Damn girl, you're soaking wet."
Kelly laughed and then she grabbed me and pulled me up onto the couch and settled me in between Tonya and her. "Did you enjoy that babydoll?"
Keisha shook her head. "He damn well better have enjoyed it. That was one sexy dom scene. But honey, what about Mandy? I thought you and Timmy were going to get her off."
Tonya smiled at Keisha. "Keish, we're not quite done."
Keisha's face lit up. "OOOO! You mean there's still more coming?"
Kelly slowly nodded.
"Hey this little scene has given me some major league wood. If we're getting people off, I want to know where to get in line." Antoine was grinning at us.
Tonya leaned across me and whispered to my wife. Kelly nodded and then she kissed my cheek. "Babydoll, Tonya and Keisha are going to take care of you while I take care of Antoine."
As soon as Kelly stood up Tonya smiled at Keisha. "Keish, why don't you come over here and take Kelly's place next to Timmy."
While Keisha was walking over to me I watched my naked wife slowly sashay over to Antoine. As she approached him she said,"Feeling a little anxious big boy?" Her voice was low and husky. It dripped with sexual innuendo. I assumed that this was a voice she often used while she was working. "Why don't you take your pants off and show me the problem."
As Keisha was sliding in between Mandy and me, Tonya brushed her lips against my cheek. "Your wife is one of the most seductive women I've ever known. There are times when she even amazes Keisha, Mandy and me."
Antoine stood up, kicked his shoes off and stared into my wife's eyes while he slowly lowered his trousers and boxer shorts. I gasped when I saw his erect penis. Even by Internet standards it was huge.



Keisha reached over and started toying with my nipple. While she played with me she said, "Antoine's cock really is amazing, isn't it."
I unconsciously nodded.
After stepping out of his trousers and undershorts, Antoine sat back down in his chair. Kelly immediately kneeled between his legs. His enormous erection jutted obscenely into the air in front of her. She placed her outstretched hands on each side of his ebony monster and started rolling it back and forth between them like it was a piece of clay or bread dough that she was forming into a colossal snake.
Next to me Tonya whispered. "Look at her Timmy. All of her attention is already focused on Antoine's cock. It's almost like she's hypnotized. This is what makes your wife special. When she makes love to a man she wholeheartedly gives herself to him."
On the other side of me Keisha quietly said, "But that doesn't diminish her love for you at all. You are and always will be the center of her universe."
Kelly was now kissing the head of Antoine's cock.
Tonya started rubbing the inside of my thigh. "Watch her Timmy. She is making love to Antoine. That's the only term that can truly describe what your wife does when she's with a man. Right now she belongs to him. Look at Antoine's eyes. Look at the smile on his face. He knows that she belongs to him and it's making her blow job much more intense for him."
Keisha kissed my cheek. "Don't worry babydoll; the moment they're finished the spell will break and Kelly will be all yours again. She will always love you and she will always come back to you."
Tonya continued rubbing the inside of my thigh. "Timmy, we can understand how this might cause you to be afraid that you're going to lose Kelly to another man. Please believe us when we tell you that it will never happen. It is true that her body and her attention and at times even her thoughts may temporarily belong to another man, but her heart will always belong to you."
While Keisha and Tonya talked to me, I watched Kelly. She was licking and sucking Antoine's huge balls while she slowly masturbated him with her fist. She was totally engrossed in what she was doing.
Tonya noticed me watching. "Look at how much both of them are enjoying each other. Could you ever deny Kelly this pleasure?"
Without taking my eyes off of my wife I slowly shook my head and answered. "No."
Keisha quietly said, "Timmy we know this has been difficult and we understand that there may still be some stressful times in the future for you, but now you have us to help you. We'll always be here to reassure you."
Keisha slowly trailed her fingers across my pantie covered penis. At the same time Tonya said, "Kelly told me about her date with Chris last night. I got the impression that she spent most of the time trying to fulfill your fantasies."
I nodded. "Yes, she was very good to me."
"She's not going to do that tonight. Tonight it's going to be her turn. Tonight your wife is going to give herself to Chris for the entire evening. Tonight she's going to ignore you."
A feeling of fear crept into my gut.
Keisha reached into my panties and gently squeezed my erect penis. "Don't worry Timmy. For several hours tonight Kelly is going to belong to another man, but at the end of the evening he's going to go home and she'll return to you. She loves you."
My wife now had Antoine's huge cock in her mouth. She was sucking him.
Tonya started drawing little circles around my nipple. "Mandy will be with you for the entire evening. Tonight one of her jobs will be to reassure you. Keisha, Antoine and I are also going to be there for you tonight. This evening we'll be the ones working to fulfill your fantasies. From now on you're not just going to be Kelly's slave, you're also going to be our slave."
Keisha squeezed my penis. At the same time she kissed my cheek. "Will you do that Timmy? Will become our slave?"
Tonya began tweaking my nipples with her fingertips. "Will you do that for us Timmy? Keisha, Antoine, Mandy and I all need you." She paused and looked at me. "Yes, you'll also be Mandy's slave. She needs you every bit as much as we do. That's why Kelly made you kiss her feet. In exchange for your love and your adoration we all promise to love you, take care of you and help you live your most secret fantasies for the rest of your life. Kelly confided in me that you told her you that you felt you were destined to be a slave. Let us help you fulfill your destiny."
I suddenly understood. My entire body started to tingle with excitement. This was why I'd conceived the house idea. This was exactly what I wanted. This was my destiny. I looked at Tonya. "Yes please, I do want to be your slave. I desperately want to serve all of you for the rest of my life."
Antoine tapped Kelly's shoulder. She took his cock out of her mouth and turned around so she could watch.
Tonya gently pushed me off the couch. "Get down on your knees slave."
I fell to my knees at Tonya's feet. She extended her toes. "Kiss me."
I cradled Tonya's nylon stocking covered foot in my hands and solemnly kissed her toes.
She smiled. "Now kiss Ms. Edward's feet."
As I crawled over to Keisha I glanced at Kelly. She was straddling Antoine's hips; but she wasn't facing him, she was facing me. I watched as she slowly lowered herself onto his mammoth erection.
As Antoine's huge cock disappeared into my wife Tonya said, "She belongs to him right now. You need to forget about her and focus your attention on us. We are now your mistresses and you are now our slave. Attend to your duties dicklet. Kiss Ms. Edward's feet."
I reluctantly turned away from my wife. I wanted to watch her with Antoine but I understood my place. I was now a slave. Idly sitting around watching my mistresses and their lovers was most likely going to be a rare privilege for me.
Instead I focused my attention on Ms. Edwards foot. As I carefully raised it to my lips I looked up at her. She was smiling at me. A little thrill rippled through me as I kissed her toes and committed myself to serving her.
While I was kissing Keisha's feet Tonya stood up and walked around me. She sat down on the other side of Mandy and whispered something into her ear.
Mandy nodded and rolled over so that she was kneeling on the couch with her ass facing me.
Behind me I could hear my wife's labored breathing and the noises created by the steady rhythm of her sex with Antoine'.
Tonya slipped off the couch, sat down on the floor next to me and gently pulled my lips away from Keisha's foot. Then she turned me so that I was looking at my wife.
"Isn't she beautiful dicklet?"
Kelly was still facing me and still straddling Antoine. She was leaning back against his chest. Her feet were on the floor on each side of his feet. Her hands were behind her resting on the arms of the chair. They provided the support she needed so that her legs could propel her up and down on her lover's huge cock. Her head was tilted back, her eyes were closed. She was totally absorbed in the pleasure she was giving and receiving.
I nodded. "Yes she is."
"Once they're finished; after she and Antoine have fully satisfied each other, she will still love you."
"I know."
"But at this moment you cannot disturb her. You do understand that don't you? She needs to be free to enjoy herself without having to worry about you."
"Yes I understand.'
"Right now Mandy does need you. Because she's a slave, she rarely gets to cum. Wouldn't you like to give her that pleasure? As our slave, giving us pleasure will be one of your many duties."
Tonya turned me back around. Behind me I could still hear the sounds of my wife and Antoine making love. In front of me Mandy was kneeling on the couch with her back to me.
"Timmy I want you to kiss and lick her asshole. This will be a very rare treat for her. She'll enjoy it. You'd like to do that for her, wouldn't you?"
I nodded.
"Go ahead, she's waiting."
I crawled up behind Mandy. I wanted to do this. It was important. I liked Mandy. I wanted to give her pleasure. I carefully spread the cheeks of her rear.
When Mandy felt my lips touch her asshole she sighed. "Oh yes Timmy, please do it."
Her response aroused me. I eagerly pushed my tongue into her tiny opening.
Mandy shivered with excitement and then she giggled and said;. "Timmy that feels so good. You're giving me goosebumps all over."
Tonya whispered into my ear. "Make her cum Timmy. You know how to do it. No man is as skilled with his tongue as you are."
I continued to probe Mandy's ass with my tongue, but at the same time I started massaging her very wet pussy with my fingertips. After a moment I slipped my middle finger into her. Mandy gasped when she felt me inside of her and then she slowly started to rotate her hips. She was trying to fuck both the finger in her cunt and my tongue in her ass.
Tonya tapped my shoulder. "You have her nice and wet back there. It's time for her to roll over."
Next to Mandy, Keisha said; "Roll over honey. Timmy has a special treat for you."
Tonya pulled my face away from Mandy's rear and I pulled my finger out of her pussy. She rolled over, spread her legs and smiled at me. I looked at her naked sex. It was much smaller than Tonya's or Kelly's. I could see why it might be difficult for her to take a cock like Antoine's.
I leaned forward. Her breath caught when she felt me kissing the lips of her moist pussy. I extended my tongue and tasted her.
In a hushed voice she said, "Oh yessss."
I started licking Mandy. Slowly at first, but as I felt her respond I increased the pace and intensity of my efforts. At the same time I placed my fingertip on her tiny anus and began massaging it.
For a minute or two I let Mandy enjoy the attention of my tongue and then I stopped. She emitted a moan of protest, but I ignored her. The interruption to her pleasure was only going to be momentary. I needed to put my finger in my mouth and get it wet. As soon as it was moist I resumed teasing the entrance to her forbidden hole, only this time as I massaged her, I slowly pushed my wet finger into her.
I felt Mandy's muscles tense up when she realized what I was doing. I quickly started licking her pussy again. She gasped and then she slid her hips forward in response to the sensations that I was creating.
For another minute I licked her pussy while I probed the entrance to her anus with my fingertip and then I once again stopped.
Mandy whimpered in protest, but I still ignored her. I put my finger back in my mouth. As soon as it was nice and wet I pushed it back into her ass and resumed tonguing her cunt.
Mandy mashed her dripping sex into my face. I responded by pushing my finger deeper into her asshole. Soon I was in all the way up to my second knuckle. At the same time I found her engorged clitoris and sucked it into my mouth.
Behind me I heard my wife cry out. Subconsciously I realized that she was having an orgasm while another man was fucking her, but at that moment I was so focused on giving Mandy pleasure that I didn't care.
Mandy started giggling like she was a child being relentlessly tickled.
I countered by flicking her clit with my tongue while I sucked on it.
Mandy cried out; "Tonnie, Keish, this is wonderful!"
I kept sucking and tonguing her clit while I simultaneously fucked her asshole with my finger. For a minute we were caught in a limbo of unrestrained lust and then Mandy arched her back and let out a high pitched scream.
I kept pleasuring Mandy while a torrent of orgasmic ecstasy tore through her body. When I finally felt her relax I stopped sucking on her clit and pulled my finger out of her asshole.
Behind me I heard my wife say, "He's really quite amazing, isn't he."
Above me on the couch I heard Keisha say, "Damn, he has to do that for me."
Tonya laughed. "He will Keish. We're going to be living with him. He's our slave. If we want to, we can make him do it for us every single day."
"Timmy, is that what you want?" It was Kelly.
I turned. My wife was still sitting on Antoine's lap. She still had her back to him. He was holding her in his arms. They were done fucking. Antoine's large penis now lay flaccid next to his right thigh. Kelly's legs were spread. A trickle of his fresh cum dripped from the bottom of her stretched pussy.
I looked at my wife and asked her the same question. "Is that what you want?"
She thought about the question for a moment and then she said, "Yes, I think it is."
I nodded. "Then that's what I want too."
She smiled at me. "Did you enjoy licking Mandy's cunt?"
I grinned at her. "Yes I did. Did you enjoy Antoine's cock?"
Kelly laughed. "Timmy it was magnificent." She patted Antoine's thigh. "It always is."
Next to me Tonya said, "Timmy, are you a good little cuckboy?"
I looked at her with a puzzled expression. Actually I was a little embarrassed by the question.
Kelly said, "Dicklet, Ms. Lewis asked you a question. Answer her."
I nervously whispered, "I um, I guess so."
"You guess so?" There was an indignant tone to my wife's voice.
I was suddenly feeling quite disconcerted. I managed to stammer out, "Yes."
Kelly pressed me. "Yes what? Tell us!"
I realized that she wasn't going to back off. The humiliation was also starting to excite me and suddenly I understood what Kelly and Tonya were doing. I was a submissive masochist. I was going to live with these people as their slave. They were dominant sadists. I had to learn to accept; no that wasn't correct. I had to learn to enjoy, being taunted and teased by them.
I Looked at Kelly, took a deep breath and said, "Yes, I'm a good little cuckboy."
Kelly shook her head. "Dicklet I didn't ask the question. I didn't have to. I already knew that. Ms. Lewis asked the question. You have to tell her."
I was mortified, but my entire body was still tingling with excitement. Turning to Tonya, I said; "Yes Ms. Lewis, I am a good little cuckboy."
Tonya nodded. "If you're a good little cuckboy, shouldn't you crawl over and clean up the mess that Mr. Carter left in your wife?"
I looked at Kelly's pussy and then I looked at Tonya and Kelly. They were both watching me. It really shouldn't have been that big a deal. The previous night I'd licked Chris's cum out of my wife's pussy while he watched, but this time it was a big deal. This time there was a difference. Kelly was sitting on Antoine's lap and his semen wasn't leaking from her cunt onto a mattress. It was dripping onto his pubic area just above his flaccid cock.
I hesitated. Kelly stared at me. Suddenly she understood the reason for my reluctance. She smiled and then she said to Tonya. "Tonnie I think we might be pushing him a little too far and a little too fast. Lay him down on the floor."
Kelly climbed off of Antoine. As she walked over to me he said, "Yeah and he ain't the only one that might have been getting pushed too far, too fast."
Keisha laughed. "Relax Toine. He was just going to be licking a little cum off of you. It wasn't like he was going to be sucking your dick." She giggled. "We do that for you."
"Yeah, well maybe I'll eventually get used to the idea, but for the time being Timmy can restrict all of his licking to the four of you."
I smiled at Antoine and held my thumb up. He smiled back and held his thumb up. Then he grinned at Keisha. "See, Timmy is my buddy. We understand each other.'
Keisha rolled her eyes. "You guys are such hypocrites. You love watching Tonya and Kelly make love to each other, but if a guy comes anywhere near your dick you break into a cold sweat and run away.'
Antoine shrugged. "Maybe someday I'll become a little more open minded, but for the time being I'd prefer to be a hypocrite."
Kelly stood over me with one foot on either side of my head. I looked up. Her pussy glistened with Antoine's semen.
"Tonnie, Timmy has been a very good boy. I think he deserves a reward."
Tonya nodded. "I agree Kel. Are you thinking that I should give him a nice sweet blow job while he licks your pussy clean?"
My wife smiled. "That's exactly what I was thinking."
Keisha stood up. "Hey! that's not fair. Tonnie got to play with Timmy on Wednesday. I want to give him his blow job."
Mandy leaned forward. "Actually, I should be giving it to him. I mean he did just do a magnificent job of getting me off."
Kelly shook her head. "No Mandy, you get him for the entire evening."
"Yes, but we'll be busy waiting on the three of you and your dates."
Kelly winked at Mandy. "I'm quite certain that you'll be able to find plenty of opportunities this evening to play with my babydoll." She paused and then she said, "And you may also want to consider this."
"What?"
Kelly turned to Antoine. "Toine are you and Gary going to spend the night at our house?"
Antoine shook his head. "Sorry Kel, it'll have to be another time. Gary has an early plane to catch. We'll have to leave by midnight."
Kelly smiled at Mandy. "I know Chris won't spend the night. That means that after the guys leave all four of us will be all alone with sweet little Timmy."
Mandy grinned. "This could turn out to be a very fun night."
Tonya laughed. "I think memorable might be the right word." She turned to Keisha. "Keish, I agree with you. Right now it should be your turn. Please do the honors."
Keisha rubbed her hands together in mock wickedness. "Oh boy, this is going to be fun." She kneeled down and crawled between my legs. As she pulled my panties down she said, "Timmy you do know that black girls give the best head."
Antoine laughed. "Keish, I don't want to burst your bubble, but Timmy's wife is living proof that your assertion is invalid."
I saw Keisha stick her tongue out at Antoine and then Kelly sat down on my face.
The next ten minutes were pure rapture. Keisha was very skilled at giving head and there was nothing in this world that excited me more than licking my wife's pussy. The combination was indescribable
Once Keisha got me off, the little get together in Mandy's office broke up quickly. Antoine had to meet Gary at Gary's hotel. Tonya had several telephone calls to make before she could leave for the day and Keisha went to her office to look for something sexy to wear to the dinner party.
As soon as everyone was gone Kelly, Mandy and I started getting dressed. While we were putting our clothes back on Kelly looked at me and asked, "Timmy are you okay about everything that happened today?"
I smiled at her. "Yes, I'm just fine."
She smiled back at me. There was an expression of relief on her face. "Good." She paused for a moment and then she asked, "Are you sure it's all right that I have Chris over again? I don't want you to be jealous because I'm seeing him two nights in a row."
I shook my head. "No, I want you to have him over. I like Chris and you enjoy his company. Besides, if he wasn't a frequent guest in our house, he wouldn't be much of a boyfriend."
Kelly grinned at me. "Timmy, you really are wonderful."
I looked at her. "I do have one request for tonight."
"What's that Timmy?"
"Last night both you and Chris worked very hard to fulfill my cuckold fantasies. Don't misunderstand me, I really do appreciate what the two of you did for me; but I think it might have been at the expense of some of your own enjoyment."
Kelly started to protest. I shook my head. "Let me finish."
She nodded.
"Tonya mentioned this to me earlier. When I had a chance to think about it I had to agree with her. She suggested that tonight should be your turn and I also agree with that. Kelly tonight I want you to focus all of your attention on Chris and ignore me completely."
Kelly shook her head. "Timmy, are you sure? I don't want to push you too fast." She sighed. "I was so scared when I found out you'd left the building this morning. I was certain that this time I'd lost you for good.



"Well you didn't lose me, and you're not going to lose me." I thought for a moment and then I said, "Yes Kelly, I am sure. This morning was difficult for both of us, but it was also very important. It helped me to understand you much better. You have to remember that last night and this morning were the first times I've ever actually seen you in the arms of other men. While we were in college you always told me every detail of what happened on your dates, but that's not the same as seeing it."
My wife nodded.
"I've always known how important sex was to you, but this morning was the first time I actually realized how deeply you committed yourself to your partner. Last night you and Chris were so worried about my feelings and so concerned about involving me, that I never had an opportunity to see the real you."
I shrugged. "I guess I'd always assumed that when you were having sex with another guy it was a cold dispassionate act."
Kelly smiled. "That really wouldn't be much fun."
I nodded. "Yes, and when I think about it, that should have been obvious. It's also exactly the point. For you sex is much more than a biological act, it's a passion. Kelly you're an artist and like all great artists you put your entire being into your work. Only when you work you're not creating magnificent paintings or glorious sculptures, you're creating divine pleasures for the enjoyment of you and your partner. I would be very curious to see you on date with a sixty year old, overweight, bald headed businessman in Las Vegas."
Mandy laughed. "She's every bit as intense as she was with Martin and Antoine today. That's why Martin, Wendell and John value her so highly."
Kelly blushed at Mandy's compliment.
I smiled at my wife. "Kelly, I now understand that if I want to be with you I'm always going to have to be content to be your second love."
Vehemently shaking her head, Kelly said, "No Timmy, that's wrong. You'll always be my first love. You're my only love."
"No Kelly, sex will always be your first love just like business will always be Martin's first love. That's why you'll never be able to remain faithful to one man. Fidelity would force you to forsake your first love" I grinned at her. "But now that I understand that, I can be both confident and content that I will always be your second love and that's enough for me."
Kelly smiled at me. "Timmy, I've never thought about it in quite that way, but I have to admit that I'm both overjoyed and relieved to to hear you say that."
I shrugged and then with a wry smile I added. "I'm also beginning to understand that for a submissive cuckold slave, I was being awfully sensitive."
Mandy and Kelly both started laughing. After a moment Kelly put her arms around my neck and kissed my cheek. "If I remember correctly, a couple of days ago you pointed out that we were trying to put together a very complicated relationship. You cautioned me that it might take a little time to work out all the details. I think this morning we experienced some growing pains."
I winked at my wife. "That we did, but I think we're over the pain so I'm ready to try for a little more growth this evening."
Kelly stared at me. "You're absolutely certain that's what you want?"
"Yes I am." I answered without hesitation.
Kelly turned to Mandy. "Will you promise to look after him for me?"
Mandy smiled. "I'd like that very much."
Kelly looked at me. There was a twinkle in her eyes. "Brace yourself Mr. Jamieson. Tonight you're going to find out what it's like to really be treated like a slave."
I just grinned at my wife.
Kelly and I quickly finished dressing. As soon as all three of us were ready to go Kelly turned to Mandy. "Will you drive Timmy back to the store where he works so he can get his car? That will give me a chance to go see Chris."
"Of course I..."
I cut Mandy off. "It's not necessary. There's a Lincoln waiting to take me back to the store."
Kelly shook her head. "Not this afternoon. In the future I'm sure all of us will have to make extensive use of the Lincolns, but today we're going to pamper you. Besides it will give you and Mandy a chance to get to know each other a little better." Kelly winked at Mandy. "And by the way, tonight while I'm playing with Chris you have my permission to get to know Timmy a whole lot better."
Mandy looked at me with a twinkle in her eyes. "Did you hear that Timmy? Tonight we get to be more than just slaves. Tonight you're going to be my date."
I suddenly got very nervous. I'm certain my face turned a deep shade of red. I looked frantically at Kelly.
She started giggling and kissed my cheek. As she kissed me she whispered, "I think your little dick is going to fit very comfortably in Mandy's pussy."
Kelly turned to Mandy. "Be gentle with him Nymph. I'm the only woman he's ever had."
Mandy slowly shook her head. "I have absolutely no intention of trying to be gentle. Timmy, tonight after the others have retired to their respective beds and we're finished with our chores, I plan to devour you."
Kelly burst out laughing. "Did you hear that babydoll? Mandy's going to eat you up tonight."
I looked at Mandy. She was lasciviously licking her lips while she grinned at me.
I've always been a rather shy, slightly effeminate, scrawny little kid who prior to meeting my wife, experienced nothing but failure with girls. I continue to live in constant amazement that I ended up married to a beautiful woman like Kelly Mason.
The female attention that I'd received in the past several hours had been a wonderful, ego boosting experience; but I was also completely flustered by it. At that moment Mandy's lecherous grin had me thoroughly discombobulated.
Noticing my plight, Kelly quickly threw her arms around me and pulled me close to her. "Timmy relax. Mandy was just teasing you. She's one of the kindest, most considerate lovers I've ever known. The two of you are going to have a wonderful time."
I whispered to Kelly. "Are you sure you won't be mad?"
Shaking her head, Kelly looked at Mandy. "He is truly wonderful, but what am ever going to do with him?"
Mandy grabbed me from behind. I could feel her warm breath on my neck as she said; "Timmy honey, while you and I are playing another man is going to be fucking her. It would be a little hypocritical if Kelly got mad at you."
"But we've always agreed that I would remain faithful."
Kelly turned to Mandy. She was slowly nodding her head in understanding. "That's part of the cuckold fantasy."
Mandy smiled. "A marriage where a woman is free to play around as much as she wants while her husband remains perfectly faithful? What a wonderful concept. I have to learn more about this fantasy."
"Mandy honey, there are many variations to the cuckold fantasy, but the one where the husband remains faithful while his wife openly dates other men generally implies that the wife is the dominant partner in the marriage. I'm not certain that fits your temperament."
Mandy shrugged. "Hey, even though it may not work for me, it's still an exciting fantasy." Her voice turned to a whisper. "It also might be very important to some people who are very close to me."
Kelly looked at Mandy with a puzzled expression. "Who would that be?"
"Just some people I know. I'll tell you about it sometime, but not today."
Kelly nodded and turned to me. "Timmy, since you're going to be living with Mandy, Tonya and Keisha I think we should redefine the limits of your fidelity to include members of our household." She paused to think. After a moment a malevolent smile crossed her face. "I do think that in the very near future I am going to have to consider severely limiting the number of orgasms your permitted to have and of course we'll also cut back on or even possibly eliminate your opportunities for sexual intercourse. I'm quite certain that once we're in our new house Keisha, Tonya, Mandy and I will be entertaining a regular flow of handsome, well endowed male visitors. I can't imagine that any of us will be in the least bit interested in that little worm you have between your legs."
After she finished speaking Kelly stared at me.
Her words caused my entire body to surge with a combination of excitement and trepidation. Her threat was both my greatest fantasy and my deepest fear.
Mandy looked at Kelly. There was a shocked expression on her face. "Kelly! What are you saying?"
"Mandy honey, you know I'd never do anything to deliberately hurt my babydoll. Grab his crotch, I'll bet he has a little chubby."
My face reddened with embarrassment as Mandy reached over and felt my penis.
She turned to Kelly. "He does have an erection. He wants you to do those things to him."
Kelly nodded. "Yes he does. It's all part of his submissive cuckold fantasy. When you have time, get Timmy to show you some of his favorite Internet stories."
Mandy looked at me. "Will you do that Timmy? Will you let me read about your fantasies?"
Her warmth relaxed me. I quietly answered, "Yes, I'd love to do that."
Mandy kissed me and whispered into my ear. "If you show me your favorite stories, I'll show you mine. I think that you and I could have a lot of fun exploring each other's kinks."
"I'm certain that all six of us would enjoy that. Once we're all living together I think we should take one night a week where one of us reads a favorite fantasy story aloud to the rest of the group. Maybe after we've heard it we could even act it out."
Mandy and I looked at Kelly. She had a lascivious grin on her face.
Mandy giggled. "What a wonderful idea. I can't wait to hear Antoine's fantasy story."
Kelly nodded. "And Tonya's."
Mandy's eyes got big. "Oh my!"
Kelly turned to me. "Babydoll you're going to be living with a group of people who are all very free about sex. I love you and I want you to be able to enjoy this opportunity. Tonight I expect that you will not only be playing with Mandy, but probably Keisha and Tonya too."
Mandy shook her head. "There's no probably about that. That's a certainty. Especially with Keisha. Timmy she's fascinated by your little penis."
Kelly chuckled. "Like it or not Babydoll, by the time this night is over you will have both licked and fucked Keisha's ass."
She glanced at the clock on the wall by Mandy's desk. Mandy and I both followed her eyes. It was 2:30. "Oh no! Look at the time. We have to get moving. I have to catch Chris before he makes other plans for the evening and the two of you have a dinner party to prepare."
I nodded and then I said; "Kelly before you go, I think we should discuss the menu. After all you are the mistress of the house. What shall we serve to your guests?"
Kelly stared at me. After a moment she smiled. "Yes, I am the mistress of the house. Oh this is very exciting. This will be my first dinner party with slaves."
She took a minute to think. As she thought her demeanor clearly changed. Finally she looked at me and said in a very autocratic voice; "Dicklet, you make a very good lasagna. I think that would be an excellent choice. It allows you to do most of the preparation in advance so that you will have more time to attend to my guests after they've arrived. I want you to prepare two pans. Chris and Antoine are both large men with healthy appetites. I assume Gary is as well. I'll want them to have plenty to eat. You can serve a Caesar salad and garlic bread with the lasagna."
My wife paused for a moment and then she said, "I'll leave the choice of the dinner wine to you. I trust your judgment. We'll want three bottles for the table and you and Nymph should have a bottle in the kitchen."
I nodded. "Very good Ms. Mason, I'll take care of everything. What would you like for an appetizer?"
Kelly smiled. "Timmy could we have that wonderful artichoke and spinach dip that you used to make? It's one of my favorites."
"Of course you can. I'll serve small slices of French bread with it. What about cocktails?"
"Just make sure the bar is well stocked. Antoine and Chris both like beer. You should pick up a case when you buy the wine. We still have scotch and Drambuie left from last night don't we?"
"Yes we do. What kind of beer should I buy?"
"Antoine loves Heineken."
Kelly nodded to Mandy. "Yes he does, so does Chris. That's what they both always order at the Goldenrod."
Kelly looked at me. "Is there anything else you need to know?"
I shook my head.
"Then I'm going to go see Chris."
My wife gave me a quick kiss on the cheek. "I'll see you at home babydoll."
She turned, as Kelly opened the door to the hall Mandy asked, "Ms. Mason, what time do you want me to be at your house?"
Kelly stopped and thought, after a moment she said; "Go to your apartment, pick up your things and come right over. I'm only going to spend a few minutes with Chris. I'll be at home long before you get there. I have some chores you can do while dicklet is at the grocery store."
Mandy bowed obediently and said; "Yes Ms. Mason, I'll be there as quickly as I can."
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As soon as Kelly was gone Mandy grabbed her purse and said, "Timmy we have a lot to do. We'd better get going."
I nodded and followed Mandy out of her office. When we got into the parking garage she walked up to a silver Jaguar XJ sedan, took out her clicker and unlocked the doors.
I stopped. I was dumbfounded. Kelly's Mercedes was a magnificent car and maybe even more expensive than this Jaguar, but Jaguar's have always been special to me. In my mind there has always been a mystique about them that made them unique.
Mandy smiled when she noticed my reaction. "Kelly told me that you had a thing about Jaguars. I think that's the real reason she wanted me to give you a ride home."
She tossed me the keys. "Here, why don't you drive."
After I caught the keys I shook my head. "No I'd be too nervous." I tossed the keys back. "Just riding in it will be enough for me."
Mandy shook her head as she caught the keys. There was a warm smile on her face. "Kelly told me how timid you are. It's one of the many reasons she's so madly in love with you. I can see why. It really is an endearing quality."
She opened the driver's side door. As she slipped into the car she said; "Come on studman, get in. We have places to go and people to see."
For a few minutes I reveled in the pleasure of riding in a Jaguar, but by the time we were turning onto Charles Street the fascination was already waning. The truth was, cars just didn't excite me that much.
Instead I turned to Mandy and asked the million dollar question. "So how did you become a hostess?"
She glanced over at me and chuckled. "You mean, what's a nice girl like me doing in a place like this?"
I laughed. "Yeah, I guess that's more or less it."
"Do you want the full story or the abridged version?"
I shrugged. "We're going to be living together, give me the full story."
"Okay, you asked for it." She paused to think for a moment and then she started. "I was born and raised in Wichita, Kansas. My father was the chief financial officer for a company that built ventilation equipment for large office buildings. My mother was a secretary for a local insurance agency. I was their only child and they both doted on me. I was a good girl, the perfect daughter. In high school I was an A student, the captain of the gymnastics team and a sprinter on the girl's track team. I was active in our church youth group and I had a part time job at a local ice cream store. I was a model teenager and my parents were very proud of me. I was also a virgin. I firmly believed that a good girl saved herself for the man of her dreams."
Mandy was quiet for a moment and then she said, "All that came to an end during the spring of my senior year in high school. It was May 11th. I'll never forget that day. My father picked me up at school. They pulled me out of class. He told me there was a problem at home. He wouldn't let me go to track practice and he wouldn't explain what was happening. Instead he just dropped me off my mother's parents house. I didn't realize it at the time, but it would be over two years before I saw my father again."
"What happened?"
Mandy shook her head. "My grandparents were just as clueless about what was happening as I was. They tried to call my mother, but her cell phone was turned off and nobody answered our home telephone. Finally around 10:00 o'clock that night my mother called. First she talked to my grandmother for over an hour and then she finally talked to me."
Mandy took a deep breath. "When I picked up the telephone my mother was crying. She told me that she'd been unexpectedly served with divorce papers at her office that afternoon. When she frantically rushed home to try to talk to my father she found that he was gone. That morning, after she'd left for work, he'd moved all of his things out of our house. On the dining room table she found a dozen photographs of her having sex with several different men. There was also a letter from my father detailing his knowledge of her affairs."
"My mother then admitted to me that she'd been cheating on my father for the entire time they'd been married. She started apologizing to me over and over again. She said that she'd always loved my father and me and she always would love us. She tried to explain to me that the other men were just flirtations. None of them ever meant anything to her. It was just sex for fun. She was also adamant that she was always careful that the time she gave to her men friends was never time she took away from my father or me."
Mandy looked at me. "It's difficult for me to understand how that could have been possible, but I do have to admit that she always was a good mother. She never missed any school functions and she was generally at home in the evening when my father was at home. There was one notable exception. She always had one night each week when she was supposedly out with her old girlfriends from college. She later admitted that was a lie. It was actually her date night with her boyfriend of the moment."
Mandy sighed. "It took me about a month to piece together the entire story. Apparently my mother really had been secretly dating other men the entire time she'd been married to my father. She generally had one specific boyfriend, but there were periods when she would date several different men at the same time. She had a firm rule that she would never keep a boyfriend for more than three months. The whole purpose of her affairs was to add a little variety and spice to her life. The last thing she wanted was to end up with a second husband. Before starting a new relationship my mother would always warn her next lover about that rule and also make it clear to him that she would never consider leaving her husband for him."
"How did your father find out?"
"About a year earlier he'd received an anonymous telephone call informing him that my mother was meeting a man at a local motel every Tuesday afternoon for sex."
"Did he go to the motel and confront her?"
"No, he didn't believe it; but it did make him uneasy. The following Tuesday afternoon he called my mother's office. He became concerned when he found out that she wasn't there, so he drove to the motel. Her car was parked outside. That evening at dinner he mentioned to my mother that he'd called her office that afternoon and was surprised to discover that she was out. He tried to mask his suspicions by commenting that it must have been nice to be able to get away from the office for a little while and then he casually asked her about what she'd been doing."
Mandy glanced over at me. "My mother later remembered that day very clearly. She told me that when she got back to her office a friend who knew about her affairs warned her that my father had called and that he'd found out that she'd been out of the office. That warning allowed her to have an excuse ready when he asked her where she'd been."
"What did she tell him?"
"She said that she and several other secretaries had a little comp time saved up and they used it to pamper themselves with a long lunch break and a shopping trip to the mall. Of course my father knew that was a lie. He'd seen my mother's car at the motel that afternoon."
"Did he confront her with that information?"
"No, he felt that he needed to have undeniable proof before he confronted her. He was afraid that if he didn't have it my mother would just make up a flimsy excuse about why her car had been at the motel and then start being much more careful about covering her tracks when she was cheating."
I nodded. I remembered the frustration I felt during the week prior the night I followed Kelly to the Calvert Hotel. I repeatedly tried to talk to her about the obvious signs that she was being unfaithful and she kept responding with lies that became increasingly outrageous.
I asked, "What did he do?"
"He hired a detective. It only took him three days to get pictures of my mother walking into and out of a motel room holding hands with a strange man and after two weeks he had definitive proof that she was cheating on my father."
"Definitive proof?"
"Pictures and a video tape of that same man fucking her."
"How did he get those?"
"The detective bribed the motel owner. Apparently that's quite common. They can always get to somebody. If the motel owner isn't approachable they'll find a maid or a maintenance man who is. In this case it was the motel owner who let them into the room so they could set up their hidden cameras."
I laughed. "Remind me to never cheat in a motel."
Mandy rolled her eyes. "Timmy honey in so many different ways, that is not a relevant concern for you."
I stuck my tongue out at Mandy.
She giggled. "Do you want to hear the rest of my story or do you just want to make faces at me?"
"Sorry, please continue with the story."
"Okay, the pictures and video were taken without my mother's or her lover's knowledge, so they weren't admissible as evidence in court. That really didn't matter. By the time my father finally divorced my mother I'd turned eighteen, so child custody wasn't an issue." She sighed. "As it turned out, custody wouldn't have been an issue even if I hadn't been eighteen."
"Why?"
"I'll get to that in a minute." She paused and then she said, "Anyway, Kansas was a no fault divorce state so my father didn't actually have to prove infidelity in order to end the marriage. He would have had to prove it if he'd been fighting for custody of me; but as I just said, I was eighteen. It wasn't relevant. My father needed the pictures and video as undeniable proof to himself that my mother was cheating. He loved her so much that part of him refused to believe that she was being unfaithful."
I nodded. "I can understand that."
For a moment we were both quiet. I could tell that these memories were still painful for Mandy.
I reached over and patted her knee. "If you'd like, we could talk about something else."
She shook her head. "No I think it's good for me to talk about all of this and Timmy it's very easy to talk to you."
I smiled at Mandy. She smiled back at me.
After a moment I said, "All right, but I'm confused about something. You told me that your father divorced your mother and left the pictures and letter on the dining room table on May 11th of your senior year in high school."
"That's right."
"From what you just told me, I got the impression that he hired the detective almost a year earlier. Why did he wait so long to act?"
"Timmy, that's a good question. For the past several years I've wondered about it. I've spent a lot of time thinking about possible answers. What I haven't told you is that for the next six months he continued to pay the detective to gather additional evidence about my mother."
"For what possible reason?"
"I don't know. For a while it seemed that he just wanted to wallow in the continuous reports about her infidelity. Timmy that September my mother went to an insurance seminar in St. Louis. My father has photographs of her in a hotel room with four salesmen from her office. They were taking turns with her. In several of the pictures one man was fucking her while she was giving another man a blowjob."
Mandy shook her head. "My mother and another man who wasn't one of her boyfriends belonged to a swing club. Timmy they were going to parties together so they could swap. The detective somehow managed to obtain pictures that were taken at some of those parties. In several photographs my mother was dancing naked while everyone else at the party watched her. It was almost like my father was building a collection of pornography featuring my mother."
Mandy shrugged. "If I didn't know better, I'd assume that I inherited my masochistic desires and submissive personality from my father."
"Why don't you believe that?"
"Because he's not really my father. Once my father's detective established that a wife was being unfaithful and there were children involved, he routinely arranged for DNA testing. My father provided him with several strands of hair from my hairbrush and a swab of his saliva. The tests were conclusive. I was definitely not my father's biological daughter. The report devastated my father. His attorney actually proposed that they find my biological father and sue him for eighteen years of child support."
"What stopped them?"
"My mother and father didn't go to college together. My father went to school in Kansas. My mother attended a University in Indiana. They didn't meet until three years after they'd both graduated and it was another year before they got married. At the approximate time I was conceived my mother went back to Indiana for her five year college reunion. After the reunion dinner and dance were over she went to one of the fraternity houses for a late night party. Apparently the party turned into an orgy. My mother admitted that five different men fucked her that night and she didn't know any of their names. My mother also had a boyfriend at the time and there was another man that she'd gone to motel lunches with on several occasions. Besides my father, there were seven different men who could have impregnated her. Finding all of them and then getting samples of their DNA was an insurmountable task."
"So you don't actually know who your father is."
Mandy glanced over at me. "It's true that I don't know who my biological father is, but I do know my father. He's the wonderful man who raised me."
"When did you find out?"
"The information about the DNA test results was in the letter my father left for my mother on the day he divorced her. My mother told me that she was heartbroken when she read it. She'd always known that there was a possibility that my father wasn't really my biological father, but it was also possible that he was. While I don't look at all like my father, I do look so much like my mother that everyone always assumed that I'd inherited all of her genes. She told me that she'd coped with the possibility that someone else was my father by ignoring it. She simply chose to assume that my father really was my biological father."
For a moment Mandy stared silently at the road ahead of her. Finally she continued.
"Even after my father left her, she was still hoping that she could keep this secret."
"What happened?"
"When I tried to contact my father, he refused to answer my telephone calls. I didn't know where he was staying, so I couldn't go see him. He'd completely cut off all contact with me. I didn't understand why. Finally, after two weeks my mother told me. I cried for three solid days."
Mandy glanced over at me. "When I finally stopped crying my grief turned into anger. I hated both my father and my mother. I stayed with a girlfriend's family while I finished high school. I also found the first available boy and lost my virginity. A week after I graduated from high school I left Wichita."
"Where did you go?"
"Las Vegas. I found a job working as a nude dancer in sleazy night club three blocks off the strip. The men all loved me. I was a cute eighteen year old pixie who'd been a gymnastics star in high school. Six months later I was one of the headline dancers at the finest strip club in Las Vegas. I parlayed my fame as a dancer into a very lucrative sideline working as an escort. By the time I was nineteen an evening with me cost three thousand dollars."
"So becoming a prostitute was the way you chose to express your anger about your parents divorce."
"That's a cold way to put it; but yes, I suppose at first that was my motivation. That didn't last very long."
"What do you mean?"
"I quickly realized that I really was my mother's daughter. I'd inherited more than just her looks. I'd also inherited her insatiable appetite for sex. Timmy I love sex every bit as much as your wife does."
I laughed, "That's a lot."
Mandy winked at me. I grinned at her.
For a moment we rode together in silence. I think we both needed a chance to contemplate everything that had just been said. Finally I asked, "So why do you think your father waited almost a full year before he divorced your mother."
Mandy shook her head. "I have several theories."
"Tell me."
"First of all, he dearly loved my mother and I'm sure that he didn't want to divorce her."
"But he did."
"Yes, but only after he saw overwhelming evidence of her ongoing infidelity. I'm certain that he finally came to the conclusion that my mother could never change and that conclusion was correct. She never has changed."
"You mean that she continues to see other men."
"Yes, my mother is adamant that she will never live with or marry any man but my father. She calls him the essence of her life and claims that she could never love any other man."
"Yet she continues to date other men."
"Yes and both my father and I firmly believe that she'll never be able to stop doing that. Actually she doesn't want to stop."
"So your father divorced your mother because he knew she'd never be able to be faithful to him?"
Mandy thought for a moment and then she shook her head. "No I don't think that's the reason." She paused. "At least not the entire reason."
"Okay, so why do you think he did it?"
"Discovering that he wasn't my biological father was devastating for him. That certainly spurred his anger." She sighed. "But he finally got over that."
"He did?'
"Yes, about three years after the divorce he contacted me and we reconciled."
"Does he know about your lifestyle?"
"Mostly."
"What do you mean by mostly?"
"He knows that while I was living in Las Vegas I was a nude dancer and a highly paid escort. He knows that like my mother, I enjoy sleeping with a large variety of men and he believes that I still do some escorting."
"But you don't."
"No, but I can't tell him about the true nature of my job duties at JTandR. For obvious reasons very few people, even most of the company employees, are aware of what the hostesses really do. Your own recent problems have demonstrated just how concerned the partners are about the legal jeopardy our activities create for them. My father continues to have some very intense feelings about the lifestyles my mother and I choose to lead. Every once in a while he still has flashes of anger about everything that's occurred. I don't want him to be in a position to damage the firm during one of those periods. Telling him that I continue to occasionally accept professional dates is my way of letting him know that I'm still in the sex business. It also serves as a convenient explanation for the lavish lifestyle I'm able to lead. Very few secretaries wear designer clothes and drive Jaguars."
"It sounds to me like your using your lifestyle as a way to get back at your father for rejecting you."
Mandy shook her head. "No, I don't think that's true. I think it would be more accurate to say that when he rejected me he forfeited any paternal prerogative that might have allowed him to judge my behavior. I don't feel there's any need to hide my lifestyle from him. I want him in my life, I want him to be my father, but he has to accept me as I am."
"Does he accept you?"
"Somewhat, he really doesn't have a choice. He does worry that I'm going to get arrested by the morals squad or murdered by a freak. That's my one regret about not being able to tell him the truth about JTandR. Working as a hostess really minimizes those two possibilities."



I nodded. "Yes, before Kelly made the decision to return to JTandR she was considering becoming an escort. I had the same concerns and we both quickly realized that working for the firm does mostly eliminate those worries."
I thought for a moment and then I said, "Okay, you believe that the overwhelming evidence the detective gathered about your mother's infidelity and the DNA report proving that you weren't your father's biological daughter were the two factors that spurred him to divorce your mother."
Mandy glanced over at me. "There's one more."
"What is it?"
"In our culture a man isn't a real man if he allows his wife to sleep with other men."
"That is true." I smiled at Mandy. "I guess that makes me a wimp."
Mandy laughed. "Well you are a wimp, but not because you're going to let another man fuck your wife tonight."
I rolled my eyes. "Thanks. I appreciate that little boost to my ego."
Mandy reached over and patted my knee. "You know I'm just teasing you. I think you're a very strong man. In fact I hope that someday my father will have the opportunity to meet you and talk to you about the cuckold lifestyle you lead."
"Why do you say that?" And then it suddenly dawned on me. I looked at Mandy. "You think your father gathered and saved all those pictures and videos of your mother and her lovers because they excited him."
"That's right."
"He only divorced your mother because of the anger and hurt he felt when he saw the DNA evidence proving that you weren't his biological daughter."
"Maybe, but he still waited for six more months. I believe that he eventually divorced my mother because he was convinced that it was the only way a real man could respond. I don't think he's ever looked at porn on the Internet, so he doesn't know anything about the cuckold lifestyle. The only support group he had were the macho assholes at his office who urged him to 'throw the bitch out!'. He didn't want to do that, but ultimately he was confronted with the choice of either divorcing my mother or admitting to himself and the men around him that he was nothing but a pathetic wimp."
Mandy shook her head. "All my father needed was a different support group. A group that would have validated his true feelings about my mother's infidelity. She never stopped loving him and she was telling the truth when she told him that her affairs were just meaningless fun. I would love to have him meet you. You could tell him about how you used to write stories describing what Kelly was doing while she was out with another guy." Mandy giggled. "I'll bet they were pretty hot."
I nodded. "They were."
"Do you still have them?"
"Yes."
"Could I read them?"
"Of course."
Mandy glanced over at me. There was a serious expression in her eyes. "Timmy I know that if my father could just learn to acknowledge and accept his true feelings about my mothers affairs, they could reconcile and get together again."
"You'd like that, wouldn't you?"
"Timmy I'd give up everything I have if it would make that happen."
"Why don't you try showing him the cuckold web sites?"
Mandy thought about that. After a moment she said; "I don't know Timmy, looking at porn with my father would feel kind of creepy."
"Think about it Mandy. He already knows that you were a nude dancer and a professional escort. He must understand that you're a very sexual person. Explain to him that for you and your mother sex is like tennis or golf. It's just a recreational pastime. That might make it easier for the two of you to discuss it. Tell him that your experiences have given you a broad insight into the variety of ways that people view and enjoy sex. Let him know that you don't believe that there's anything wrong with his feelings of excitement when he thinks about your mother and another man."
I smiled at Mandy. "At first you'll have to go very slowly. You'll want to try to establish an open attitude about sex with him."
"But Timmy he's my father."
"So you'll have to be very careful to maintain some strict boundaries in your discussions. You'll also have to subtly reassure him that you're not trying to breach the limits of an appropriate father daughter relationship. Somehow you're going to have to convince him that for you, talking about sex is just as mundane as discussing baseball or football."
Mandy nodded. She was thinking about my suggestions.
"Does he ever talk to your mother?"
"Yes, they've actually reestablished a cordial relationship. They talk on the telephone at least once a week."
"Tell your mother what you plan to do. Maybe she can help. Does she know about the cuckold web sites?"
"I don't think so."
"You might want to show them to her."
Mandy was silent. For almost a full minute she just stared at the road ahead of us. Finally she glanced over at me and smiled. "Thank you Timmy, I actually believe this might work."
I decided that it was time to talk about something a little less serious. I playfully asked Mandy, "When did you first realize that you were a submissive?"
She glanced over at me. The abrupt change of topic had startled her.
I put up my hand. "I'm sorry, that question was maybe a little too impetuous."
Mandy shook her head. "No it was okay. I'm glad you asked." She giggled. "Being a submissive really is fun, isn't it?"
I nodded. "Yes it is, but I think you have to be a submissive to feel that way. Kelly accepts the fact that I enjoy being dominated, but she's completely unable to comprehend why.
Mandy shrugged. "Your wife is a top, we're bottoms. That's just the way we're made."
I laughed. "Kelly likes to say that she's always thankful that she was born as a superior. She feels that life is much easier for her."
Mandy smiled at me. "I suppose she's right. After all, you do wait on her hand and foot." Mandy giggled. "Life might be easier for Kelly and Martin, but I think it's much more exciting for you and me."
I grinned at her and then I repeated my question. "So when did you figure out that you were a bottom?"
Mandy thought for a moment. Finally she said, "As soon as I started having sex, I realized that I loved giving head."
"That doesn't make you a bottom. Kelly loves sucking cocks every bit as much as you do."
"Yes, but that's because your wife is in love with cocks. Holding them, kissing them, putting them in her mouth; it's all wonderful for her. I feel the same way, but for me there's more. I also get a thrill out of giving pleasure without getting anything in return."
I nodded. "That's how I feel about licking a woman's pussy."
Mandy giggled. "It's fun to talk to someone who really understands."
"So when did you know? I found out from Internet porn sites. The first time I encountered a site featuring dominant women I knew. It was captivating. I was completely enthralled. After that I spent all my time searching for more information and eagerly devoured everything I found. I met Kelly about a year later and I think we both immediately sensed our predilections."
"The two of you do fit together very well. You're almost like ying and yang."
"All right, tell me. When did you realize that you were a sub."
"It was while I was working as an escort in Las Vegas. An extremely wealthy man hired me for an evening. Only he didn't want an evening of dining, dancing and sex he wanted something else. He was having two very close friends and their dates over for a dinner party. He wanted me to be there as his sex slave. He offered to pay me ten thousand dollars for the night."
I whistled. "That was a lot of money for one night's work."
"It certainly was. At first I was a little leery. I'd heard stories about awful things happening to girls. I asked around and learned that he wasn't a total freak so I agreed as long as he would grant me one provision."
"What was that?"
"I had to be allowed to slip off and make a telephone call to one of my girlfriends every hour."
"Did he agree?"
"Yes, so I accepted the date."
"What happened?"
"Timmy it was an incredible night. When I got to his house Caldwell had an outfit ready for me to wear."
"Caldwell? Are you talking about Caldwell Brunner?"
"Yes I am."
"He owns..."
"Yes he does."
"He's a billionaire."
Mandy smiled. "Yes he is. He's also a very good friend of mine."
"Okay, tell me about the dinner party."
"As I was saying, when I got to his house he had an outfit ready for me."
She laughed. "Although it really was stretch to call it an outfit. He had me put on red satin cupless bra, and..."
"A cupless bra?"
"Yes, a brassiere without any cups."
"So your breasts were fully exposed."
"That's right."
"I've never seen anything like that."
"Your wife has several."
I quietly said, "I gather that my wife has a number of sexy outfits I've never seen."
Mandy patted my knee. "Don't worry Timmy, over the next few weeks I guarantee you that Kelly is going to make sure that you see her in everyone of her sexy outfits." She giggled. "And tonight you're going to get to see me in a cupless bra. I plan to wear one to the dinner party."
"You mean your breasts are going to be exposed tonight?"
Mandy laughed. "Timmy, Kelly's right. You really are priceless. Yes, my breasts are going to be exposed tonight and I'm quite certain that they won't be the only ones on display. Babydoll this evening you're going to be in titty heaven."
I smiled at Mandy. "You just called me Babydoll."
"Kelly said we could. Was that all right with you?"
I nodded. "Yes, I liked it."
"All right back to my story. The rest of my outfit was a very short red mesh skirt and a diamond studded black leather dog collar."
"Mesh? That means you could see through it."
"Yes."
"Did you wear panties?"
"No and Caldwell specifically asked me to be sure that my pussy was freshly shaved."
"So both your breasts and your pussy were exposed."
"Yes."
"And you were wearing a dog collar."
"A diamond studded dog collar. Caldwell let me keep it. I'll wear it tonight."
"Wow!"
Mandy giggled. "It was pretty hot."
"What were you wearing for shoes?"
"None, I was barefoot. Caldwell told me that I was a slave and slaves don't get to wear shoes."
"What happened when the guests arrived."
"Caldwell led me into his living room on a leash. There were two couples there. Two very distinguished looking men who appeared to be in their mid forties and two very attractive women in their early thirties. The women were dressed in elegant cocktail dresses and Caldwell and the other two men were wearing sports jackets and ties."
"So you were nearly naked in a room with five fully clothed people."
"Wearing a collar and a leash."
"Tell me more."
"Caldwell made me kneel at his feet while the five of them had cocktails."
"But you didn't get a cocktail."
"No, of course not; I was a slave. Slaves aren't allowed to drink in the presence of their superiors."
I smiled at Mandy. "This is very exciting."
"It gets better. At dinner I was required to kneel on the floor next to Caldwell's chair. While he and his guests talked and ate, he occasionally fed me scraps from his plate."
"He has was treating you like a dog."
Mandy breathlessly answered, "Yes he was."
"That was the moment you realized that you were a submissive masochist, wasn't it?"
She nodded. "I was so excited. I was dripping wet."
"What happened after dinner?"
"We retired to an intimate parlor on the second floor of Caldwell's mansion. Three padded leather club chairs had been placed side by side in a semicircle at one end of the room. In the middle of the room there was a small wooden dance floor and a double bed. At a bar in the corner a butler was pouring three glasses of cognac."
Mandy glanced over at me. "Caldwell led me up to the room on my leash. The two women had disappeared. He and the two men sat down in the club chairs. As he sat down Caldwell pointed at the floor in front of him and ordered me to kneel. I complied immediately. Once the men were comfortable the butler brought each of them a glass of cognac. A moment later he returned with a box of cigars. As the men were lighting their cigars the butler walked across the room and pushed a button on the stereo system. An old rhythm and blues song started playing."
Mandy bit her lower lip. This memory was obviously very exciting for her. "Caldwell took a long drag on his cigar. As he exhaled he looked down at me and told me to unzip his pants and start sucking his dick. He was being deliberately crude. While I was taking Caldwell's cock out of his pants the two women walked into the room and started dancing. As they danced they began stripping off their clothes."
Mandy took a deep breath. "I sucked Caldwell's cock while he smoked his cigar and watched the women dance. He wasn't big, but that didn't matter to me. He was my master. I worked as hard as I possibly could. I desperately wanted to please him."
I smiled at Mandy. She smiled back at me. We didn't have to say anything. She knew that I understood.
"I glanced over my shoulder so that I could see what the women were doing. They were naked and kissing. I watched as they lay down on the bed and started making out. Caldwell passed my leash to the man on his right and told me to crawl over to him and suck his cock. I did as I was told. Behind me I could hear the sounds of the two women making love. After several minutes my leash was passed back to Caldwell. He pulled me over to him and then he passed my leash to the man on his left and told me to crawl over to him and suck his cock. As I was putting the third man's cock into my mouth I could hear one of the women having an orgasm."
Mandy looked at me. "Timmy for the next half hour the three men passed me back and forth between them while they watched the two women make love. I was enthralled. Time had lost all meaning for me. All I wanted to do was please my masters."
I nodded to Mandy. "I understand."
Mandy smiled and then she continued her story. "Finally Caldwell clapped his hands and told the women to stop. As they stood up he handed my leash to the man on his right and told him to take me to the bed and use me any way he wanted. While that man was leading me over to the bed Caldwell turned to the man on his left and invited him to join us."
I looked at Mandy. "What happened?"
"Timmy the two men took their clothes off. Once they were undressed they spent the next hour taking turns fucking my pussy, my mouth and my ass while the two naked women sucked and licked Caldwell's cock."
I took a deep breath. "That's an amazing story."
Mandy nodded. "Yes it is."
"How did the evening end?"
"After the two men and two women were gone Caldwell told me to get dressed. While I was putting on my clothes he asked me if I'd enjoyed myself. I told him that it had been the most exciting night of my entire life. Caldwell handed me a hundred hundred dollar bills. As I took the money he asked me if I'd like to do it again. I told him that I would. He smiled and offered me a hundred thousand dollars if I'd live as his sex slave for an entire month. I asked him when he'd like me to start. That night I slept on a rug next to his bed. I stayed with him for two months. I didn't make him pay me anything for the second month."
I shook my head. "Mandy that must have been an incredible experience."
She smiled. "It was, but the story's not quite finished."
"All right."
"While I was with Caldwell I met a number of his business friends." She giggled. "Actually I did a lot more than just meet them."
I laughed. "I can only imagine."
"One of Caldwell's closest business friends happened to be Martin Jackson. Martin visited Caldwell several times while I was with him. Near the end of my second month with Caldwell, he and Martin sat down with me in Caldwell's office. Martin asked me if I'd be interested in a position with his firm. He explained that they employed several women whose sole job was to entertain their business clients. He offered me a very generous base salary, a retirement program, health insurance and the opportunity to earn bonuses. Most importantly, he offered me the chance to belong to a group."
Mandy glanced over at me. "Timmy, working as a nude dancer and an escort had been a very lonely life. Living with Caldwell was wonderful, but neither of us wanted to make a long term commitment. I needed a place to go. The prospect of working every day with the same group of people was incredibly attractive. I eagerly accepted Martin's offer."
Mandy grinned at me. "So now you know the answer to both of your questions."
"I'm not sure I understand."
"You started this conversation by asking me how I became a hostess. Later you asked me when I first realized that I was submissive. Now you know."
We grinned at each other.
Kelly had been right. Having Mandy drive me back to the store had been very good idea. We had taken advantage of the opportunity to get to know each other and by the time we arrived at Kirby's Quick Stop I was certain that the two of us were destined to become very close friends.
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As soon as Mandy drove away Kirby came running out of the store. Elvira was right behind him. I walked towards them.
Kirby stopped. He was out of breath. He took a moment to pull himself together and then he said, "Timmy that was a fuckin Jaguar."
Behind him Elvira said, "Who cares about the car, I want to hear about the little brunette who was driving it."
I smiled at my friends. "The little brunette was Mandy. She works at JTandR with my wife. The car is hers. The firm bought it for her. They take good care of their employees. They gave Kelly a Mercedes."
"Is Mandy a corporate hooker like your wife?"
I grinned at Elvira. "You certainly do believe in being direct."
She shrugged. "Never saw any reason not to be. So is she?"
I chuckled. "Yes she is."
"I thought so. I can't believe that they'd buy Jaguars for their secretaries."
Kirby patted my shoulder. "What did the guys who sent the Lincoln want?"
I looked at my watch. It was three o'clock. As much as I wanted to do it, I didn't have time to chat with my friends. I shook my head. "Kirby, I'm sorry. I only have a couple of minutes. Kelly is having guests for dinner. I'm responsible for making all the preparations. I still have to go to the grocery store."
Elvira poked Kirby's side and in a sassy tone of voice said; "Cookie, Timmy's a good slave. His wife entertains the guests, he does the work. My Max used to do that for me. It's good to see that he's a little sissy who knows his place." She was grinning at me.
I smiled. I knew that her barb was well intentioned. I glanced at Kirby. He was smiling too. That reminded me that he was every bit as kinky as Elvira and me. I quickly remembered his sexual fantasy and also how he'd painstakingly nursed Elvira back to life. I silently renewed my personal promise to tell Kelly about this wonderful man and his fantasy and ask her if she might be willing to fulfill it for him.
"Timmy."
Kirby's voice pulled me out of my reverie. I looked at him.
"Go ahead and go. You can tell us about everything when you get to work in the morning. Right now I just need to know one thing. Is everything okay? You're not in any kind of trouble, are you?"
I smiled at him. "Thanks Kirby, you're a good friend. No I'm not in trouble, in fact things couldn't be going better for me. I'll fill you in on everything tomorrow morning."
"That means I'd better go straight home after work and take a nap. Wolfie's coming over tonight for a little adult entertainment. We'll probably be up late." Elvira winked at Kirby. "Wolfie's old. He can always go for a long time without cumming, but if I spike his Kool Aid with Viagra he turns into that battery bunny on television. That means I won't get very much sleep tonight, because if Timmy's going to tell you about his meeting, I fully intend to be here at 6:00 AM. I don't want to miss a single word."
I smiled at Elvira. "I promise I won't tell Kirby anything until you get here."
Elvira grinned at me. "You'd better not cuckboy, because if I get here and find out that you started without me I'll tan your little sissy bottom with rubberboy's belt." She turned to Kirby. "And as soon as I'm done with him, I'll put on a pair of latex panties and go after you."
Kirby and I both burst out laughing. Elvira maintained a stern expression for a moment and then she joined us. The three of us were becoming very close friends.
After I left Kirby's Quickstop I went directly to the supermarket. I shopped efficiently and the store wasn't busy, so I was in and out in less than ten minutes. The liquor store was next. I bought five bottles of good California zinfandel and a case of Heineken Beer.
It was 3:30 when I pulled my Ford Focus into our garage. Kelly's Mercedes was already parked in her stall and Mandy's Jaguar was parked on our driveway behind Kelly's car.
It took two trips to carry everything into the house. I left the case of beer in the garage. It was a chilly late October afternoon. I figured that it would stay nice and cold out there.
As I was unpacking the groceries I heard the vacuum cleaner running in the living room. I realized that Kelly and Mandy probably hadn't heard me come in, so they didn't know I was home. I decided that I'd better say hello.
I walked quickly across the dining room. When I entered the living room and saw what was happening I had to stop and smile. Kelly was lying on the couch reading a novel. There was a glass of diet soda on the coffee table next to her. Mandy was busily vacuuming the living room carpet. Life for a superior certainly did get easier when she had slaves.
Mandy was the first to to notice me. She turned off the vacuum cleaner, walked over to me, gave me a hug and kissed my cheek. "Hi Timmy, as soon as I'm done in here I'll come into the kitchen and help you with the dinner preparations."
When Kelly heard Mandy turn off the vacuum cleaner she looked up and saw me. Smiling, she set her book down and sat up. "Hi dicklet!"
Even though she'd used my slave name, my wife's greeting was still warm and friendly. Nonetheless, her use of the name warned me that she was feeling dominant. Of course, seeing her lying on the couch sipping a soda and reading while Mandy worked in the same room was another good indication.
My entire body started to tingle with excitement. I remembered my wife's admonition earlier that day in Mandy's office. "Brace yourself Mr. Jamieson. Tonight you're going to find out what it's really like to be treated like a slave."
Kelly was staring at me, waiting for me to respond to her greeting. Out of the corner of my eye I could see Mandy smiling. She could tell that I was beginning to comprehend the full ramifications of what was going to happen to us that night.
I took a very submissive posture and bowed politely. "Hello Ms. Mason, I've completed my assigned errands."
Kelly smiled at my response and said, "Very good slave, why don't you come over here and give me a proper greeting." She was wearing jeans and she was barefoot. She extended her legs and wiggled her toes at me.
I immediately understood what my dominant wife wanted. Dropping to my knees, I crawled over to her, picked up both of her tiny feet and held them in my hands. Kelly gasped as she felt me press my lips against the bottoms of her toes. When I began kissing and licking them I heard her whisper, "This must be heaven."
Kelly lay back and silently enjoyed the attention I was giving to her feet. I closed my eyes and threw my heart into pleasing her. I was trying to give my mistress a message. I wanted her to know that I really was her slave, that she owned me and that I would do anything to satisfy even her slightest whim. Kelly sensed the earnestness in my efforts and smiled. She understood.
I think that both of us could have carried on this demonstration of submission and dominance for hours, but of course that wasn't a choice. There was work that needed to be done. My mistress had guests coming for dinner.
Kelly finally sat up and broke the spell. "Dicklet."
I looked up at her.
"No one told you to stop. You can kiss me and listen at the same time."
I bowed my head once and obediently returned to kissing and licking Kelly's feet.
"That's better. Dicklet, tonight is very important to me. This will be the first time that my lover and I have ever hosted a dinner party together. It will also be the first time that I have ever entertained my closest friends in my house. I expect perfection from you and I will accept nothing less. Is that clear?"
I nodded. "Yes Ms. Mason."
"Stop kissing my feet for a moment and look up at me."
I looked up. My eyes met Kelly's. She stared at me with savage intensity. It was obvious that the anticipation of the evening ahead and my display of submissiveness had aroused her.
She repeated her demand. "Dicklet, this evening I expect perfection and if I get anything less you will be whipped. Do you understand?"
The air was filled with tension. Every nerve in my body was tingling with excitement. I felt like I was in the middle of an intensely erotic dream.
"Answer me dicklet! Do you understand?"
I took a deep breath and said; "Yes Ms. Mason, I do understand. I promise that I will not fail you."
Kelly smiled at me. "I'm sure you won't." She gave my face a gentle push with her toes and said, "On your feet dicklet. You have work to do."
As I stood up my wife looked at the clock on the mantel over the fireplace. "It's now ten minutes to four. The men are going to arrive at six thirty. Ms. Lewis and Ms. Edwards will be here at five thirty. We plan to spend an hour making ourselves beautiful for our dates. I expect that both you and nymph will be available to bathe and dress us. That means that all the dinner preparations must be completed and you and nymph will have to be dressed and ready by 5:30. Is that clear?"
I bowed. "Yes Ms. Mason."
"You'll also need to make sure that the guest room and the daybed in the den are ready. After we're finished with dinner I'm certain that my guests will want some privacy."
I nodded. "I understand Ms. Mason, I'll take care of it."
"Good, now go attend to your chores." Kelly picked up her book, lay back on the couch and started reading again.
I quickly checked the guest bedroom and the day bed in the den to be certain they were ready for use. Once that was done I went directly to the kitchen and started making the artichoke spinach dip. After I mixed the cheeses, mayonnaise, spinach, chopped artichoke hearts, minced garlic and spices together in a casserole dish I covered it and put it in the refrigerator.
As I was doing that Mandy walked into the kitchen and asked, "Timmy what can I do to help you?"
"Are you a good cook?"
She shook her head. "Not really, I've been a slave for several different men, but they were always wealthy. They all had full kitchen staffs. My mother was a frozen dinner kind of homemaker. Now that I know the truth about her, I realize that her affairs didn't leave her the time to do much cooking. My father never cooked. He was always too busy at his job."
I smiled at Mandy. "I guess that makes me the head kitchen slave. If you want to learn how to cook, I'll teach you."
"Timmy, I'd like that very much."
I pointed at the casserole dish that I'd just set on the bottom shelf of the refrigerator. "This is the artichoke spinach dip. It needs to bake in a preheated 350 degree oven for twenty minutes. Do you understand what preheated means?"
Mandy laughed. "Of course I do, I've made a million frozen pizzas."
I grinned at her. "Kelly's guests are going to arrive at 6:30, so we should put the dip into the oven at 6:05 That will give us the twenty minutes cooking time and another ten minutes to allow it to cool before we serve it."
I took a wicker bread basket out of the cupboard, laid a cloth napkin into it and handed it to Mandy. "There's a bread knife in that drawer over there. You can cut the two loaves of baguette on the table into thin slices and put them into this basket."
Mandy giggled. "I can do that. It's right at my skill level."
I laughed. "Good, I'm going to start making the lasagna."
We went to work.
Once we were both working, I said, "Can I ask you a question about your mom and dad?"
"Certainly."
"Just before I got out of your car at Kirby's Quickstop, you told me that your mom and dad have managed to become cordial with each other again."
"Yes, they have. They talk on the telephone at least once a week. Sometimes they talk every day."
"Do they ever see each other?"
"My dad tried, but it was a disaster."
"What do you mean?"
"One Thursday night last August he decided to surprise my mother with flowers and a bottle of champagne. He was hoping to try to rekindle their romance."
"A surprise visit seems like a bad idea."
"It was. When he walked up the front steps of my mother's town house he heard voices inside. He now realizes that he should have left immediately, but he didn't. Instead he knocked on the door. He had to knock several times before he was able to get my mother's attention. When she finally did answer the door she didn't open it, she just asked who was there. My dad told me that when he identified himself he heard my mother whisper the words, Oh shit."
Mandy shook her head. "My mother had been trying so hard to get my father to visit her. She told me that she felt awful when she had to tell him that he'd come at an inconvenient time and ask him if he couldn't possibly come back the next night instead. My father explained to my mother that he had a dozen fresh roses for her and wanted to give them to her before they started to wilt."
Mandy sighed. "That left my mother without a choice. She tried to leave the chain on the door when she opened it, but the bouquet of roses was too large. It wouldn't fit through the gap so she had to close the door again, take the chain off and reopen it. My mother was wearing a short black chiffon robe. It was nearly transparent. Underneath it she was naked."
"That must have been a very embarrassing situation for both of them."
"It gets worse. As my father was handing the flowers to my mother a naked middle aged man walked into view behind her. He had an erection. My father told me that he was big."
"You mean that he was a big man?"
"Well I think that was also true, but my father was referring to the size of his cock."
"Oh!"
"The man asked my mother who was at the door. My mother tried to pretend he wasn't there, but of course that was silly. My father could see him."
"It really was an awkward situation."
"That's not all."
"There's more?"
"Yes, a second man walked into view. He was also naked and he also had an erection. He actually had the audacity to tell my mother to make the creep at the door go away and come back to the bedroom."
Mandy shook her head. "My mother lost it. She spun around and screamed at him to shut the fuck up and get out of the living room."
"Damn!"
Mandy nodded. "It was pretty awful. My father was mortified. He turned around and walked straight to his car. My mother ran into the front yard after him. She pleaded with him give her fifteen minutes and come back. When he ignored her and got into his car, she begged him to call her. As soon as my father drove away my mother went back inside her townhouse."
"My father told me that when he got to the end of the block something made him stop. He turned his car around and waited. He's glad that he did. Five minutes later he saw the two men storm out of my mother's town house, get into their cars and speed away. A moment after they were gone my father's cell phone rang. He knew that it was my mother. He wanted to answer it, but he couldn't. He said that he was too embarrassed about what had happened. My mother called him repeatedly. It was two days before he finally answered one of her calls."
"He hasn't gone back to see her since that night?"
"No, I think he'd like to try again; but his pride is keeping him away."
"But even after that, your mom and dad are still friendly with each other."
"Oh yes, definitely. They talk to each other on the telephone all the time."
Mandy smiled. "Timmy when I talk to my dad I get the impression that seeing my mother with those two men didn't really bother him that much. He wasn't expecting it so it surprised him and stunned him a little, but he's never seemed angry about it."
"So why don't you think he's tried to visit your mother again?"
"His manly pride. He's still influenced by the macho attitude that real men don't let their wives party with other men."
"Mandy you have got to get together with your mother and start working in him."
Nodding, Mandy said, "Yes I do." She paused for a moment and then she smiled at me and said; "I'm finished with the bread. What should I do next?"
"You can help me layer the lasagna into the two pans."
Mandy walked over, put her arm around my waist and held me close to her. "Cooking with you is fun."
Smiling, I said; "It's nice to have company."
We stood together silently enjoying the touch of each others bodies and the warmth of our blossoming friendship. After a moment Mandy placed her fingers on my cheek and gently turned my face so that I was looking into her eyes. "Timmy, I know that you love Kelly; but tonight she's not going to be with you. Tonight she's going to be with another man. She's going to spend the entire party paying attention to him and she's going to ignore you. This evening Kelly is going to be Chris's wife, not yours. He will be her lover and you will be nothing but an insignificant slave. "
"But when Chris goes home you will get me back and I will love you much more than I could ever love him."
Mandy and I both turned. Kelly was standing in the doorway.
Mandy made a submissive bow to Kelly and said, "Ms. Mason I was just trying to prepare dicklet for what's going to happen tonight."
Kelly smiled. "Thank you Mandy, I appreciate that."
She walked into the kitchen. There was an unmistakable air of authority about her. "You are apparently unaware of the rule that Timmy and I made while Chris was here last night. This is the kitchen. In our house the kitchen is Timmy's domain and it becomes neutral territory. Here all of us are equals. When we're in the kitchen you can call me Kelly and I will call you Mandy rather than nymph. Tonight, the three of us will be the only ones allowed to enter this room without your or Timmy's prior permission. I will be responsible for informing our other guests of this rule."
Mandy nodded. "I understand."
Kelly looked at me. "At some time early in the evening Chris will want to come in here and visit with you Timmy. I hope that will be all right."
I nodded. "Sure, that'll be fine."
"He likes you and he wants to get to know you as a person. I suspect that Antoine will also want to come in here and talk to you. He's also expressed the desire to get to know you better. Both of them will be expected to knock and get your or Mandy's permission before they can actually enter the room. I'm certain that Antoine will be very respectful while he's in here."
Mandy smiled. "Antoine's always respectful unless being coarse and arrogant is part of his role in the game we're playing. Timmy, he's one of the kindest men I know. I suspect that the two of you will eventually become very close friends."
"Timmy, I agree with Mandy. I'll also be surprised if you and Antoine don't end up being good friends."
Kelly thought for a moment and then she said, "Tonya and Keisha are going to want to come in here and visit with you too. Tonya will be fine, but Keisha is going to have to be reminded that she can't taunt the two of you while she's in here. I'll mention my concern to Tonya, but Mandy I think you're going to have to be the one who reminds Keisha about the rules when she's in the kitchen."
Mandy shook her head. "Kelly, I don't know. You know how excited Keisha gets when we start playing domination games. She looks for reasons to punish me." She giggled. "It's fun, but I'm not sure I want to spend the next week standing up."
My wife grinned at her friend. "Don't worry, I'll protect you. The rule in this house is firm. What's said in the kitchen stays in the kitchen."



Kelly's comment about being good friends with Antoine had started me thinking about Kirby and Elvira. I looked at Kelly. She and Mandy were still giggling about her kitchen joke. I said, "Kelly, if you don't mind, I'd like to change the subject. There's something I want to tell you."
My wife noticed my serious expression and said, "Sure Timmy, what is it?"
"Why don't you sit down at the kitchen table. I can tell you while Mandy and I finish the preparations for dinner."
"Okay."
Kelly sat down and Mandy and I started working on the lasagna. While we worked I told them about Kirby and Elvira. I began by explaining who they were. After that, I told them about Elvira and her husband Max. Once they'd heard about their cuckold hot wife marriage and how it had lasted for fifty-one years Kelly and Mandy were hooked on the story.
Both women were on the verge of tears when I told them about Max's sudden death a year ago last spring and how it had devastated Elvira. They were absolutely silent as I explained how Elvira's grief had nearly destroyed her. I told them about Kirby seeing her come into his store once a week and after realizing that she was slowly wasting away, making the decision to follow her home. When they heard how Kirby had nursed Elvira back to health and then gave her a job working in his store Kelly and Mandy both started to cry."
While they were crying I put the two pans of lasagna into the refrigerator and started making the salad croutons and garlic bread.
Mandy grabbed two paper napkins from the kitchen counter and gave one to Kelly. After they wiped their tears away Kelly said, "Timmy, that's an amazing story. Kirby must be a wonderful man. We should do something nice for him."
I grinned at Kelly. "Well there is something you could do."
"What? Timmy why are you smiling like that?"
"Elvira likes to get us talking about our sexual fantasies. Her belief is that if it only involves consenting adults and nobody is actually getting hurt, then it must be okay."
Mandy laughed. "I've got to meet this women. We're kindred spirits."
Kelly nodded. "She certainly sounds like my kind of girl. So Timothy Jamieson, who's middle name is cuckold slaveboy; what did our seventy-two year old slut say when you told her about your fantasies?"
"They didn't faze her a bit. She told me that they were identical to her husband, Max's fantasies. Actually when I started divulging the true nature of our marital relationship it was Kirby's opinion that I was most concerned about."
Mandy chuckled. "I can see why. Retired navy cooks aren't known for being open minded about sissy cuckolds."
I shook my head. "That's a little prejudicial."
Mandy shrugged. "Maybe, but you obviously had the same thought or you wouldn't have been so worried about his opinion."
I laughed. "Touche'"
"All right, so what did Kirby have to say when he learned that you're a sissy wimp." Kelly was grinning at me.
"Hey, you don't have to be quite so blunt."
Kelly giggled. "I prefer to think of it as being forthright."
I stuck my tongue out at her.
She winked at me. "Be careful cuckboy, you're eventually going to have to leave the kitchen. Can you spell whip?"
"Hey you just told Mandy that what's said in the kitchen stays in the kitchen."
Kelly shook her head in mock disgust. "Oh all right, you're safe." She leered at me. "But you'd better not make any mistakes tonight. Tonya really is bringing a whip."
I stared at Kelly in shock. "You're joking aren't you?"
My wife smiled. "No and the thought of whipping you while my boyfriend watches is already making me wet."
A shiver of excitement rippled through my entire body.
Kelly noticed my reaction and smirked. "The idea is pretty hot, isn't it slaveboy."
I slowly nodded my head in agreement.
Kelly burst out laughing. Mandy and I quickly joined her.
I took the croutons out of the oven, put them into a bowl and set them next to the garlic bread. Once that was done I took three heads of romaine lettuce out of the refrigerator, washed them and then started tearing them up for the salad.
While I was doing that Kelly said, "So Timmy what did Kirby say when you told him that I was a hot wife and you were my little cuckold pussy?"
"Hey we're still in the kitchen."
Kelly shrugged. "Just the truth dear, nothing but the truth."
Mandy poked me in my ribs. "Quit whining, you know your little dickie throbs every time she says something like that. Kelly knows it too, that's why she does it." She reached down and grabbed my crotch. "Ah ha! I was right. You do have a little stiffy."
My wife grinned. "I know my sweet babydoll."
"Do the two of you want to hear the rest of the story about Kirby and Elvira or do you want to just keep humiliating me until your company arrives?"
Kelly looked at Mandy. "I don't know, what do you think?"
Mandy shrugged. "Humiliating him is good."
Both of them gave me deadpan stares for a moment and then they started giggling.
Mandy smiled at both of us. "I don't know what's going to happen at the party tonight, but I have to tell you that it's been a long time since I've had this much fun. Living with the two of you is going to be wonderful."
Kelly nodded. "It's Timmy. He's always known how to make me laugh. That's one of the eleven million reasons I'm in love with him."
"Hey I thought there were fifteen million reasons."
Kelly stuck her tongue out at me. "Keep it up little boy. Do the letters W, H, I, P mean anything to you?"
Mandy poked me in the ribs again. "Don't pay any attention to her Timmy. It doesn't matter what you say or how you act, you're still going to get whipped tonight"
Kelly nodded. "Yup, that probably is true."
I rolled my eyes. "Thanks Mandy, those were very comforting words."
Kelly grinned at me. "Relax Timmy, we're just playing with you. Now tell us what Kirby said."
I shook my head. "Actually it wasn't what Kirby said, it was what Elvira said."
"I thought you just told us that she said your fantasies were no big deal to her because they were just like her husband Max's?"
"Yes, that's right. She did say that, but then she started talking about Kirby's fantasies."
Kelly nodded. "Okay, that makes sense. What did she tell you about Kirby?"
"First of all she called him a pervert and told me that he has a huge collection of big titty magazines."
Mandy started laughing.
Kelly rolled her eyes. "Come on Timmy, get serious. Elvira had to be pulling both of your chains. That doesn't make him a pervert. Most adolescent boys have collections like that."
"I know and I pointed that out to Elvira. I told her that considering that Kirby now knew that I was a cuckold wimp and she was a man hungry slut, having a stack of titty magazines was pretty tame."
Mandy shook her head. "Did you really call Elvira a man hungry slut?"
"I did and she took it as a compliment."
"Kelly, we have to meet this woman."
My wife nodded. "Yes we do." She turned back to me. "All right, what did Elvira say to all of that?"
"She just smiled at me, but then Kirby jumped in and begged her not to tell me his secret. He argued that he'd only told her because he believed that he could trust her to never tell anyone else."
Mandy winked at Kelly. "Kirby does have a dirty little secret."
Kelly smiled at her and then she looked at me. "Please continue."
"Elvira countered by saying that since he now knew my secret it would only fair if I knew his."
"Did he really buy that?" Mandy had a shocked expression on her face.
"Mandy, of course he bought it. Men are almost completely guileless. That's one of the reasons they're the weaker sex."
I started chuckling.
Kelly gave me an exaggerated icy stare, "What are you laughing about slaveboy?"
Vigorously shaking my head, I said; "Absolutely nothing."
My wife grinned at me. "That's what I thought."
Mandy laughed. "You guys are a stitch."
"Last night Chris told us that we acted like a married couple from a television situation comedy."
She nodded to me. "I can see why he said that"
Kelly rolled her eyes. "All right slave boy, enough silly chit chat. Get back on the topic. Did Kirby buy Elvira's well thought out argument?"
I shrugged. "Yes he did, but reluctantly. He made it clear that he was only agreeing because he knew about my fetish."
Raising her eyebrows, Mandy said; "Fetish? Did he really use that word?"
"Yes he did."
Kelly giggled. "This just keeps getting better and better. Okay, so what did he tell you?"
"He didn't tell me. He was too embarrassed to do it. He asked Elvira to tell me."
Mandy smiled. "That's pretty cute. I'm really getting to like this Kirby guy."
"All right, so what did Elvira tell you."
"She said that he was a masochist like Max and me, but he wasn't a cuckold."
Kelly shook her head. "He can't be a cuckold, he's not married."
I nodded. "Kirby pointed out that same detail."
Kelly stared at me. "Does that mean he wouldn't mind being cuckolded if he was married?"
I shrugged. "I don't know, we never got to that."
My wife waved her hands. "Okay, okay; we've gotten off the track again. Tell us what Elvira said."
"Are you ready for this?"
Kelly and Mandy simultaneously said, "Yes!"
"He wants to be whipped by a large breasted woman wearing a black latex suit."
Kelly's eyes opened wide in amazement. "No shit?"
Mandy shrugged. "I think it's kind of hot. I'd volunteer to do it for him, but I don't think my tits are big enough."
"Elvira said the same thing. She also felt that maybe she was a little too old."
Mandy frowned. "Too old to wield a whip?"
"No, but maybe too old to be part of Kirby's fantasy."
Mandy nodded. "I suppose that being whipped by a seventy-two year old woman would diminish the thrill just a little bit."
I glanced at Kelly. She was staring at me. After a moment she said, "Timmy I'm young and I do have big tits. Is that why you wanted to tell us this story? Do you want me to fulfill Kirby's fantasy?"
I smiled sheepishly at Kelly.
"You do don't you?"
I quickly said, "He's an awfully nice man and he's kind of lonely. I think Elvira and I are his only friends."
She grinned at me. "You really like him, don't you."
"Yes, he's maybe the kindest person I've ever met."
"Is he clean? That's really important."
"Oh yes, I'm sure he showers every day and he shaves and..."
Kelly held up her hand. "That's enough, if you say he's clean that's good enough for me."
She thought for a moment. Finally she said, "We don't do enough for the really kind people in this world. Do you think he'd enjoy being whipped by three women with big tits wearing latex suits while a slender slave girl sucks his cock?"
Mandy giggled. "Kelly that's a great idea. You can count me in and I'm sure Keisha and Tonya would also be willing to do it. They both love kinky scenes."
Kelly laughed. "When we tell Keisha she's going to want Timmy to get Kirby over here tonight; but we're not going to do that. Tonight is special and it's just for our little group." She looked at me. "I'll talk to Tonya and Keisha while we're getting dressed for the party. Tonya is the lead hostess and she has our upcoming schedule. When we're actually going to be able to do this will depend on how soon we have a free evening."
"There may be a bigger problem."
Kelly looked at me. "What's that Timmy?"
"Kirby is awfully shy. Getting him to participate might not be that easy."
My wife thought about that. After a moment she smiled and said, "We need to get Elvira's telephone number. This may have to be a surprise party."
After I finished tearing up the lettuce I wrapped it in a linen towel and placed it in the refrigerator. Once that was done I turned to Kelly and Mandy. "Everything for tonight's dinner is now ready."
We all glanced at the clock on the wall. It was twenty minutes to five.
Mandy grabbed my hand. "Come on Timmy, it's time for us to go into the bedroom and get naked." She giggled. "When we shower I get to wash your little dickie and you get to wash my coochy." She leaned over and whispered into my ear. "This afternoon you're also going to get to shave it."
Kelly stood up. "And after he's done shaving your coochy he's going to shave Keisha's, Tonya's and mine. Then we're all going to take turns shaving off the hair around his little dickie and on his balls."
Mandy giggled and started dragging me out of the kitchen. As she was pulling me through the door she called to Kelly. "Come on Kel, you can get naked with us. You know the rules, superiors are always allowed to shower with their slaves."
Kelly was laughing as she followed us out the door. "I don't know who made that rule, but at this moment I'm very happy to hear that it exists."
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As soon as we were inside the bedroom Mandy, Kelly and I started tearing off our clothes.
Noticing that Kelly was giggling as she stepped out of her panties. I asked her, "What's so funny?"
She grinned at me. "I get to stay naked until just before the boys get here. That's almost two hours from now."
Mandy shook her head. "Timmy your wife has a lot in common with a toddler. She loves running around without any clothes on."
I nodded. "Yes, I know. When we were in college she used to like to study naked."
"You must have loved that."
"Sometimes, but not always. When you're trying to read James Joyce's "Ulysses", a beautiful naked girl lying on the bed next to you can be a bit distracting."
Mandy smiled, but it was a melancholy smile. After a moment she said, "The literature classes you took in college must have been fun."
Kelly answered, "They were. Timmy and I took several of them together. That made them even more fun."
"I was all set to go to college. I had a scholarship and everything." Mandy sighed. "And then my life fell apart."
Kelly gently rubbed Mandy's bare shoulder. "Why don't you go now?"
Shaking her head, Mandy answered; "I don't have time. You know what our schedule is like."
"Mandy honey, Martin loves you. There isn't any doubt in my mind that he'd gladly adjust your schedule so that you could take one or two classes at Maple Hills Community College."
Mandy's eyes lit up. "Kelly do you really think he'd do that?"
"The second he finds out that you want to go to college he's going to try to make you stop working so that he can send you to Kelroy as a full time student and pay all of your expenses."
Waving her hands above her head, Mandy cried; "No! No! No! At this point in my life I don't need that." She paused for a moment and then she looked at both of us and quietly said, "But one or two classes at Maple Hills would be wonderful."
"Lets go see Martin on Monday morning. Traci Dylan, the waitress at the Goldenrod, is always looking for a little extra work as a hostess. She could pick up a few of your dates. We can also talk to Tonya about it while were looking for a Realtor in the morning."
Mandy grinned. "Kelly, this is really exciting. Do you actually think it could happen?"
"Yes honey, I do." She grabbed Mandy's hand. "But now it's time for the three of us to get into the shower." As Kelly pulled Mandy into the bathroom she called over her shoulder. "Come on Timmy, you're about to get your little dicky washed by two girls."
As soon as we stepped into the shower Mandy picked up the soap, but as she started to wash me Kelly Intervened. "No nymph, I want dicklet to wash you first."
Mandy obediently nodded and handed the soap to me.
I was nervous.
Kelly kissed my neck. "Relax babydoll, nobody's going to hurt you or make fun of you. I just want you to explore nymph's body. She wants that too. Take the soap and wash her face. Be careful, don't get any in her eyes or her mouth."
I carefully began washing Mandy's face. While I was doing it she giggled and said, "Timmy, that tickles."
I stopped.
She shook her head. "No please don't stop. It feels nice. Sometimes tickling is good."
I washed her face some more. Mandy kept giggling. It made me smile.
As soon as I was finished, Kelly whispered. "That was good dicklet. She's nice isn't she?"
I nodded. "Yes she is."
"You like her, don't you."
"Yes I do."
"She likes you too. Tonight while Chris is making love to me, nymph is going to want you to make love to her. I want you to do that. Will you do that for me dicklet?"
I looked at Mandy. She mouthed the word, "Please."
I turned to Kelly, who was now clearly in command of both of us and said; "Yes Ms. Mason, if you want me to, I will."
"Promise me."
"I promise Ms, Mason."
Kelly leaned over and bit my neck. It hurt, but it was an exciting pain. After she bit me she whispered into my ear, "It's time to wash nymph's neck and shoulders. While you're doing that I want you to look at her breasts. They're small, but they're firm and she has wonderful nipples."
Our tub was large, but with the curtain closed it was still a confined space and crowed for three people. Our naked bodies were pressed against each other. The shower was pelting us with a soothing spray of hot steaming water. As I rubbed the bar of soap against Mandy's shoulders and gently massaged her soft skin with the cleansing lather, I felt like I was in a scene in an intensely erotic fantasy.
Kelly's leaned into me, her large breasts rubbing against my side, and whispered; "Dicklet, look at nymph's nipples. They're soft and puffy, not hard and round like mine." She grasped one of Mandy's nipples with her finger tips and said, "Touching them always excites me."
I heard Mandy's breath catch. Kelly's touch was also exciting her.
As she began rolling Mandy's nipple between her fingertips, Kelly said; "You can see that they're very sensitive. Look at how it arouses nymph when I play with her."
While Kelly fondled Mandy I worked up more lather with the bar of soap and washed her underarms. Her eyes were closed, she was biting her lower lip and her breathing was turning into a series of short quick gasps. It was obvious that Kelly's touch was arousing her.
"Now it's your turn dicklet. I want you to wash nymph's breasts."
My own excitement was also growing. My penis was sticking straight up. All of my nerves were alive. Breathlessly, I worked up more lather and spread it over Mandy's breasts with my fingers.
Mandy smiled at me. "Timmy that feels nice."
I smiled back at her.
Stepping behind me, Kelly reached her arms around my waist and held me close to her while I eagerly washed Mandy's tiny breasts.
As soon as I was finished, Kelly placed my fingertips on Mandy's nipples. At first I just touched them. I was nervous, but then Mandy smiled. Her smile relaxed me and I started playing with her nipples. While I played with them Kelly pulled and twisted my nipples and Mandy reached down and grasped my erect penis. It was unbelievably erotic.
We played for a moment and then Kelly whispered, "That's enough dicklet. It's time to move on.
I nodded and quickly went back to work. As my hands left Mandy's breasts and moved to her tummy, she sighed with disappointment and let go of my cock. I was actually relieved when that happened. The situation was so exciting that I was afraid that if she kept holding me, I might cum.
After I finished washing Mandy's tummy Kelly turned her around. As I was working on Mandy's back my hands slipped below her waist to the soft round cheeks of her beautiful rear.
Quickly grasping my wrist, Kelly said; "Not yet dicklet, I want you to do her legs and feet before you wash her ass and pussy."
Obediently, I kneeled on the floor of the shower. Mandy held up first one foot and then the second so that I could wash them. As I worked I noticed her meticulously manicured and painted toenails. I glanced at my wife's toes. They received equally conscientious care. I smiled to myself, both my wife and my new friend were courtesans. Keeping their bodies enticingly embellished was a necessity of their profession.
Once I was finished washing Mandy's feet I worked my way up her legs. When I got to her thighs Kelly said, "Nymph turn around. I want dicklet to wash your bottom before he does your pussy."
Mandy responded immediately to my wife's direction. Still kneeling on the bottom of the tub I suddenly found myself staring at Mandy's petite rear end. I was excited. I rubbed the bar of soap on her soft skin and worked up some more lather.
Mandy responded by spreading her legs and leaning against the back wall of the tub enclosure. Her position opened the crevice between her cheeks. I thoroughly washed the rest of her bottom, but carefully avoided that secret spot. Even though both my tongue and fingers had visited there earlier that day, I felt nervous about reentering Mandy's most private place.
Kelly noticed my hesitation and whispered into my ear. "It's okay Timmy, she wants you to wash her there. As our slave it will be one of your duties to wash all of us there."
I took a deep breath and gently rubbed the bar of soap between Mandy's cheeks, then I lovingly washed her with my fingertips.
When Mandy felt me touch her tiny hole she quietly said, "Yes Timmy wash me there too."
She gasped as I pushed my soapy finger inside her.
Behind me Kelly patted my head. "Dicklet, you're being a very good boy. In a little while you're going to wash Keisha and Tonya exactly the same way. Now it's time to stop washing nymph so that she can turn around."
I took my hands away from Mandy's rear and waited while she stood up straight and turned to face me. She was smiling.
"Wash her pussy dicklet, get her nice and clean."
I eagerly obeyed. As soon as I was finished Kelly said, "Now kiss her, show her how much you want to please her."
I did want to please Mandy. I wanted to please her almost as much as I wanted to please Kelly. With the warm shower raining down on us and my wife standing immediately behind me; I wrapped my arms around Mandy's hips, pressed my lips to her cunt and gave her a long gentle kiss.
Mandy sighed as I softly massaged the cleft of her pussy with my tongue.
"He is good, isn't he." Kelly's voice was quiet and her words were more a statement of fact than a question.
"Yes, he is. He understands that slow and delicate can be every bit as exciting as bold and brisk. Most guys have trouble figuring that out."
I felt Kelly's hand grasp my arm. As she pulled me to my feet she said, "That's enough Timmy. You and Mandy will have plenty of time to enjoy each other later tonight. Now it's time for you to bathe me."
Mandy now took the lead and directed me while I washed Kelly. I'd been bathing Kelly since we were in college, so this was not a new experience for me. Nevertheless, my wife has a voluptuous body, so it's always exciting.
As soon as I was done washing Kelly, the two women teamed up and bathed me. This was a new and exciting experience. Having one set of hands bathing you is fun, two is unforgettable.
After they were finished, I stepped out of the tub. When I started to pick up a towel Kelly stopped me. "Dicklet, we're not done in here."
I turned and looked at my wife with a puzzled expression.
She smiled. "Babydoll, all three of us still to shave and I'm not talking about our faces."
My body shivered with excitement.
Mandy turned off the shower. As she was pulling the shower curtain back she said, "Timmy grab a towel for each of us so we can wrap it around our shoulders. We don't want to get cold."
Kelly nodded. "And we'll need three new disposable razors and a can of shave cream."
Less than a minute later I was sitting on the edge of the bathtub between Kelly and Mandy, carefully following their lead as I shaved my legs for the very first time.
As soon as we were done Kelly looked at me with a devilish expression and said, "Now it's time for us to shave our pussies."
Mandy giggled. "All three of us?"
Kelly grinned. "Yes all three of us."
I held up my hand in protest. "Hey!"
Kelly raised her eyebrows. "Dicklet do you have something to say?"
"Yes, I don't have a pussy."
My wife smirked. "Well you really don't have much of a cock either, so I'm not sure what we should call it? Do you have another suggestion?"
Feeling suddenly humiliated I stared at the floor and whispered, "No Ms. Mason."
Mandy reached over and wrapped her fingers around my tiny erection. "She's just teasing you Timmy. You know that both of us love your tiny cock."
Kelly put her arm around me. "Timmy you do know that's true. You also know how much I love you and care about you."
I quietly said, "Yes I do."
My wife kissed the side of my head. "You want us to tease and torment you tonight, don't you?"
I took a deep breath and whispered, "Yes, you know I do."
"And that's exactly what we're going to do." Laughing, Kelly bit my shoulder.
I yelped.
She and Mandy both started giggling.
Kelly passed me the can of shaving cream. "Start lathering up your crotch sissyboy, it's time for you to shave your pussy."
As soon as all three of us were finished shaving Kelly, Mandy and I stood up again. Mandy turned the shower back on and I closed the shower curtain. While we were rinsing the shaving soap off of us, both Kelly and Mandy searched my body and shaved off any additional hair that they found. There wasn't much. I actually didn't have much body hair. They were thorough. By the time they were done, the only hair that I still had was on the top of my head.
Kelly slapped me on the butt. "Okay dicklet, now you can grab a towel and dry yourself. After you're finished, grab another one and dry Mandy. Once you're done with her, both of you can do me."
We worked quickly. None of us wanted to get cold. In less than a minute all three of us were dry and wrapped in large fluffy bath towels.
"Mandy turn off the shower. Dicklet fetch my terry cloth robe."
My wife walked into the bedroom and dropped her towel. Kelly is an incredibly beautiful woman and seeing her standing there in all her naked glory took my breath away. For a moment I just stood still and gawked.
When Kelly noticed my reaction a hint of a smile briefly flashed across her face, but then her expression quickly changed and she said in a tone of voice dripping with aristocratic arrogance; "Dicklet tonight this body is for Mr. Kendricks, not for you. Now fetch my robe before I freeze to death."
I bowed politely and quickly retrieved Kelly's robe. As I placed it over her shoulders she said, "Nymph I would like you to do dicklet's nails. You'll find everything you need in the cabinet next to my makeup table. Just make them look nice. Next week we'll bring him with us so that he can have them done professionally. I think that a bright red would be nice for his toes, but do his fingernails in a very pale pink. He has to work tomorrow morning. We don't want to humiliate him too badly."
I looked at Kelly in protest.
She just smiled and said, "I'm sorry dicklet, but this evening is very important to me. I really do want you looking your best."
"But..."
"I think that doing your fingernails in pink rather than red is a major concession to your manly pride. Now I don't want to hear another word about this."
I knew my wife well enough to see that she wasn't going to budge on this so, resigned to my fate, I slowly nodded my head and said; "Yes Ms. Mason."
Kelly smiled. "Very good dicklet. I'm glad you understand."
"Ms. Mason, it would be easier for me if dicklet could sit at your makeup table. Would that be all right?"
"Yes nymph, that would be fine."
"Timmy come over here and sit down."
Mandy spent the next fifteen minutes giving me a very quick manicure and pedicure. While she was doing it I remembered her telling me earlier that slaves were always barefoot when they served their superiors.
I quietly asked, "We're going to be barefoot tonight, aren't we?"
Mandy nodded. "Yes, that's why your mistress is having me do this."
I sighed.
She smiled at me. "This is only the beginning of the humiliations that you're going to have to endure this evening."
I started to get scared.
Mandy patted my leg. "Don't worry Timmy. Everyone who is going to be here tonight loves you and understands the game we're playing. That includes Chris and Antoine. We don't know Gary; but most likely after tonight we'll never see him again, so who cares what he thinks."
She grinned at me. "Babydoll", Suddenly she started giggling. "I just love calling you that."
I smiled at her.
"Timmy, you're a submissive masochist just like me. This is your fantasy coming true tonight. It is going to be humiliating for you. Would you want it any other way?"
I thought for a moment and then I shook my head and said, "No."
"So just relax and go with the flow. Kelly, Tonya, Keisha, Antoine, Chris and I are all going to make sure that you have the time of your life." She winked at me. "And after the party is over Kelly, Tonya, Keisha and I are planning to do everything we possibly can to make you feel like you're the most loved man on this planet.
Kelly left the bedroom while Mandy was painting my nails. When she returned Mandy was just finishing.
Kelly was carrying two packages. After setting the packages on the bed, she asked; "So are we done?"
Mandy nodded. "Just finished."
"Good, dicklet stand up. Let's have a look at you."
I stood.
"Turn around, do it slowly."
Feeling very self conscious, I slowly turned in circle.
After a quick inspection Kelly said, "Very nice, I really should have made you shave off all that ugly pubic hair a long time ago. Now you look just like a little boy." She grinned. "And the red toenails are perfect. Nymph, you did an excellent job."
Kelly walked over to one of her dressers, opened the top drawer and took out a small bag. "I bought this yesterday and intended to give it to you before Chris came over last night." She grinned at me. "We were having so much fun while we were getting ready that I lost track of the time. We ended up having to get dressed in such a hurry that I completely forgot about it."
Opening the bag, she took out a black rolled leather dog collar. There was a heart shaped metal tag hanging from it. She handed the collar to me and said; "This is for you, read the tag."
I looked at it. The following inscription was engraved on one side: My name is dicklet. I belong to Kelly Mason. A shiver of excitement rippled through my body.
"Read it out loud."
I did.
"Do you like it?"
I smiled at my wife. "Yes, I like it very much."
"Good, when I have more time I'll get you a fancier collar. One with jewels like the collar nymph wears. I'll also get you a nice gold tag from a jewelry store." She giggled. "You can go with me when I buy it. That should cause a little commotion in the store."
I chuckled. "Yes, I suspect it will."
"Put it on."
Mandy said, "Ms. Mason, I think you should do that."
Kelly thought for a moment and then she said; "Yes, I suppose I should."
I handed the collar back to my wife. Every nerve in my body was tingling as she placed it around my neck. After she fastened the buckle she placed her hands on my shoulders and gently pushed me to my knees. "I think that deserves a little demonstration of your devotion to me."
I smiled up at Kelly, then I bent over and lovingly kissed her feet.
My wife opened her robe. "Very good dicklet, now I want you to kiss my pussy."
I straightened up. Kelly's freshly shaved sex was directly in front of my face. I put my hands on her hips and leaned forward. She sighed when she felt my lips touch her.
Breathlessly she whispered, "Lick me dicklet. Give me pleasure, but understand that you will get nothing in return. You're my slave. Your only pleasure is to give me pleasure."
Kelly's words excited all three of us. I pushed my tongue into her moist cunt and started eagerly licking her. She closed her eyes. Her breathing became more rapid. I found her engorged clit and sucked it into my mouth.
Suddenly I felt her hands grasp my head and push me away. "No dicklet not now. This evening I belong to Chris. I want my next orgasm to be with him."



Excited by those words, I breathlessly looked up at my wife.
She whispered. "You're not only my slave, you're also my cuckold." We smiled at each other for a moment and then Kelly pulled me up to my feet. "We'd better get busy, Tonya and Keisha will be here soon."
Mandy opened her overnight bag and took out her collar. This was the first time I'd ever actually seen it. It really was quite impressive. It was at least an inch wide with a row of large stones that did appear to be diamonds. A heart shaped gold tag hung from a gold D ring. She handed the collar to Kelly. "Ms. Mason, would you please do mine."
My wife nodded. "Of course nymph, I would be happy to do it. May I read the tag to dicklet?"
"Certainly."
She held it up and read, "My name is nymph. I belong to Martin Jackson."
Mandy smiled. "I have another tag at home that says I belong to Caldwell Brunner. When I stopped living with him and went to work for Martin, Caldwell had this new tag attached to my collar. I guess it means that he gave me to Martin." She grinned. "Thinking about being given away to someone else like a piece of property gets me very wet."
I took a deep breath. For a submissive the idea of being casually given to another person was very exciting.
Kelly noticed my reaction and whispered. "Dicklet someday would you like me to give you to Tonya or Keisha?"
I shook my head. "The idea is exciting, but I'd never want it to really happen. I love you. I'd never want to belong to someone else."
Kelly smiled. "I love you too and I'd never dream of giving you to anyone else."
Mandy nodded. "I didn't love Caldwell. I think I'd feel much different if Martin gave me to another man."
Suddenly Kelly started to grin.
I looked at her. "What?"
"I think it might be fun to loan you out once in a while."
I stared at my wife with an astonished expression. You mean like to another woman?"
"Would you prefer that I loaned you to a man?"
I vigorously shook my head. "No! Of course not."
"That's what I thought. No I think an occasional night with Tonya or Keisha would be good for you." She paused. "That would also give me an opportunity for some quality alone time with Chris."
"Would you ever consider loaning him to me?"
Kelly thought for a moment, finally she said, "You are a slave, but you're also one of my best friends. Yes, I think that would be all right."
Mandy smiled.
Kelly held up Mandy's collar. "Let's get this on you."
Mandy stood still. Kelly placed the collar around her neck and buckled it. As soon as she was done she whispered into her ear. "You know what I expect you to do now."
Mandy turned around and quietly answered; "Yes Ms. Mason, I do."
She got down on her knees and kissed my wife's feet. When she was done Kelly opened her robe again and said, "Now my pussy."
Mandy nodded and obediently kissed Kelly's cunt. When she felt Mandy push her tongue into her cleft Kelly closed her eyes and breathlessly whispered, "I love being a dominant."
Mandy started giggling.
Kelly opened her eyes and looked down at her. "Nymph, what's so funny?"
Mandy grinned. "I was just thinking about how much I love being a submissive."
All three of us burst out laughing.
In the midst of our laughter, the doorbell rang. We all stopped and grinned at each other.
"That must be Tonya and Keisha." Kelly looked at me. "Dicklet, answer the door."
I was excited. My evening as a slave was about to begin in earnest. I bowed obediently and said, "Right away Ms. Mason."
I hurried to my closet. As I was taking out my robe Kelly asked, "Dicklet what are you doing?"
"Getting my robe Ms. Mason, so I can answer the door."
"Correct me if I'm wrong, but I don't remember telling you to get your robe."
I started to get nervous. "You didn't Ms. Mason, I just assumed that..."
"Well you assumed wrong! Now answer the door before I lose my temper and decide to punish you."
"But Ms. Mason, I'm not wearing any clothes."
Kelly rolled her eyes. "Yes dicklet, I can see that. I'm quite certain that my friends will enjoy being welcomed to my house by a naked slave."
Suddenly I understood what Kelly wanted. Aroused by her demand, I took a deep breath and bowed obediently. "I'm sorry Ms. Mason, I didn't mean to question your judgment."
"It's all right dicklet. I'll forgive you this time. Now do as you're told and answer the door. You're keeping my friends waiting."
The bell rang again. I hurried to the front door. Once I got there I took a second to catch my breath and then I opened it.
Keisha and Tonya were standing on our front steps. They both stared at me for a moment. They were obviously surprised by my state of undress. I began to feel self conscious. There was a moment of silence. I realized that the situation was becoming awkward. I had to do something.
Quickly pulling myself together, I said; "Ms. Lewis and Ms. Edwards, good afternoon. Welcome to Ms. Mason's home. Please come inside."
My subservient demeanor made both of them smile.
As she walked through the doorway, Keisha started laughing. "I just love being greeted by a naked slave."
Tonya followed her. As she passed by me she glanced at my painted toenails. "Keish honey, check out his feet."
Keisha stopped and studied me. After a moment she said, "They're painted. That has to be Mandy's work. Oh and look at him. They shaved off all his hair. He looks just like a little boy."
I took a deep breath. Their comments were embarrassing, but also very very exciting. I glanced down. I was ashamed to see that I had an erection.
Tonya noticed it too. She smiled at me. "It's okay Timmy. We know your a masochist. We love kink." She laughed. "Keisha's even kinkier than you are."
"Damn right I am, but when it comes to deviant behavior I'm a school girl compared to you."
Tonya shrugged. "Once in awhile I can be a little nasty."
Keisha rolled her eyes. "A little nasty? Once in awhile? Shit, that's like saying Godzilla has an occasional fit of bad temper."
Tonya stuck her tongue out at Keisha. Keisha held up her middle finger and waved it at Tonya. They were both giggling.
After a moment Tonya turned to me. She reached down and grasped my erect penis with her fingers. At the same time she gently kissed my neck. "The truth is, both Keish and I are total degenerates and we love playing with quirky little boys like you."
Keisha reached between my legs and gripped my balls from behind. As she gently squeezed them she whispered. "Tonnie's right. We're both a couple of perverts and we can't wait to get our wicked hands on you."
I didn't say anything, I couldn't. I was too excited to speak.
Tonya started laughing and let go of my penis. "Keish, we'd better cool it. We don't want to make him cum right now."
Keisha let go of my balls. "You're right Tonnie." She leaned over and bit my neck. "But later tonight we're going to teach you a whole new definition for the word, fun."
I smiled at both of them. I tried to think of something appropriate to say. I wanted to tell them how much I already liked them. I took a second and then I stared at the floor and quietly said, "I'm glad that Kelly went to work at JTandR. It gave me the opportunity to meet you." I paused for a moment and then I added, "I'm not very good at saying things like this, but I think that the two of you and Mandy are three of the nicest people I've ever met in my entire life."
Keisha laughed. "For someone who isn't very good at saying things like that, you just did a pretty good job."
Tonya nodded in agreement. "Yes you did."
Keisha put her arms around me. As she hugged me she said, "Timmy all three of us are already in love with you."
Tonya wrapped her arms around me too. For a few seconds both women hugged me at the same time and then they released me and stepped back.
After we each took a deep breath, Tonya said; "I guess we'd better go find Kelly and Mandy."
Suddenly I had an idea. I started to grin.
Keisha looked at me. "What's so funny?"
I flashed her a cocky little smile. "Listen to this."
They both stared at me
I made my facial expression as serious a possible and in a very formal voice said, "Ms. Edwards and Ms. Lewis, my name is dicklet. I'll be serving you this evening. My mistress is in her chambers. She would like you to join her there. Would you please follow me. May I take your bags?"
Keisha clapped her hands together. "Oh yes! That is perfect."
Tonya nodded in agreement. We were all laughing.
Tonya and Keisha both handed their overnight bags to me and then Tonya slapped my bare butt and said, "Come on dicklet, let's go find your mistress."
As we walked across the living room I noticed the handle of a riding crop sticking out of Tonya's bag. My body started to shiver with a combination of excitement and fear.
When we walked into our bedroom Kelly was lying face down on the bed. She was naked. Mandy was kneeling next to her giving her a massage. This didn't surprise me, my wife loved massages. I'd been giving them to her since we were in college.
Behind me Keisha said, "Oh yes, Kelly is getting one of Mandy's famous back rubs. I want one too."
Tonya nodded. "So do I."
Kelly smiled at Tonya and Keisha. "Girls, take your clothes off and give them to dicklet. He'll hang them in my closet. Dicklet, as soon as they're ready take Keish and Tonnie into the bathroom and give each of them a bath. Once you're done bring them back in here."
She looked at the clock on her night table. It was ten minutes to six. "Our dates aren't going to be here for another forty minutes. That should leave us plenty of time for a glass of chilled white wine and a massage for Tonnie and Keisha before we have to put on our makeup and get dressed."
Keisha grinned. "I love this plan."
Tonya shook her head. "Keish, you love any plan that starts with people getting naked."
Keisha looked at Tonya. "And when did you become Miss Prudence Proper?"
Tonya laughed. "Good point! Come on, let's get undressed. I love the idea of taking a shower with you and Timmy."
They both undressed quickly. Everyone was excited.
After hanging their clothes in Kelly's closet I escorted Tonya and Keisha into the bathroom. Bathing them was an adventure. While I washed them they encouraged me to freely explore their bodies. Like Kelly, both of them were large breasted women with soft voluptuous figures; but in their own way they were each very different.
Tonya was much older than the other women. While she was very physically fit and her muscles were well toned, her face and body still showed the subtle ravages of time. Kelly, Keisha, and Mandy had the soft, supple, unblemished skin of younger women. Tonya's skin was drier and marked with age. There were tiny wrinkles at the corners of her eyes and mouth and on her hands. Her large breasts weren't quite as firm as Kelly's or Keisha's. Her still beautiful rear was maybe a little broader than it once was. The cleft of her pussy seemed to be wider. Her lips were thicker and longer than the younger women's and the hood of skin that housed her large clitoris appeared to be a bit puffier and more wrinkled.
As I washed her I realized that these effects of age had not diminished Tonya's beauty, but rather enhanced it. They gave her character and depth. The years had turned Tonya into a woman of substance. She now truly was a goddess and I was very eager to worship her.
Keisha's body was young and supple like my wife's. They were both large breasted and gorgeous, but the similarity ended there. Kelly was a Nordic blond. Keisha's coffee colored skin and her thick, straightened long black hair made her a dark, exotic beauty. When I first met her, her large brown eyes, endearing smile and engaging personality captured my attention. I considered her to be a charming, lighthearted, free spirit. As soon as I saw her naked my view of her persona grew. Her rich brown skin, large firm breasts, dark nipples, luscious curves, and full round ass made it clear that she was also a sultry temptress who was capable of inflaming any man's most base desires.
I'm certain that you will believe me when I tell you that bathing these two luscious beauties was a labor of unparalleled excitement. It was also a struggle. Both of them wanted to play and I was their toy of choice. While I tried to wash them I was fondled, pinched, tickled and womanhandled with unrelenting fervor. It was a task that was both incredibly difficult and unbelievably fun.
Miraculously we were finally able to finish. Once we were out of the tub the two women were amazingly cooperative. I was able to dry them quickly and had them wrapped in fluffy bath towels and back in the bedroom by 6:05.
When we walked back into the bedroom my wife was sitting at her makeup table. Mandy was behind her brushing out her long blond hair.
Kelly turned and grinned at us. "It sounded pretty chaotic in there. For a moment I thought I was going to have to send in nymph to restore order."
Mandy rolled her eyes. "Yeah like I would have been able to do any good. I'd probably be tied to the shower rod right now."
Keisha nudged Tonya. "We have to remember that. It's a good idea."
Tonya nodded. "Our little slave would look very sexy hanging by her toes. Just thinking about it gets me hot."
My wife shook her head. "What's gotten into the two of you? You're both completely incorrigible this afternoon."
Tonya smiled at her. "Do you want to know the truth?"
"Yes, I do."
Tonya's expression became more sober. "Keish and I are just very excited. This is the first time the five of us have ever been together like this. You know what I mean, bathing and getting dressed as a group with Timmy. I think were both hoping that it won't be very long before it will be like this all the time. You understand, don't you?"
Kelly grinned at her. "Yes, I do understand." She turned to me. "Timmy honey I think this is an important moment. Do we have any chilled champagne?"
"Yes Ms. Mason we do."
"Timmy come here."
I walked over to Kelly. She put her arm around my waist and said, "Check."
Tonya nodded. "Kel, that's a very good idea."
I smiled. "Kelly, what would you like?"
"A cold bottle of champagne and five glasses. I think all of us would like to drink a toast to friendship."
I grinned at my wife. "I like this plan. I'll go get the champagne."
As I was leaving the bedroom Tonya called after me. "Timmy can I help you?"
I stopped and stared at her for a moment and then I said, "Yes Tonya, I'd like that very much."
When she heard that Keisha cried out, "Hey I wanna go too."
Mandy looked at me. "Me too."
Kelly stood up. "Timmy I guess all of us are going to go along to help."
I laughed. "Nothing would make me happier."
As we left the bedroom Keisha pinched Mandy's butt. That was all it took, all hell broke loose. The entire trip to get the champagne was a free for all of tickling, giggling, pinching, slapping and fair amount of fondling. I loved it. I was with four beautiful naked women.
When we got back to the bedroom Tonya took control and restored order. Because she was the oldest she was regarded as the de facto leader of the group.
Once we were all quiet she proposed the toast. "To the five of us. May we always have this much fun."
We all murmured our agreement and then we clinked our glasses and drank. The champagne tasted wonderful. How could it not.
I was just finishing my champagne when I happened to glance at the clock. It was 6:25. I turned to my wife. "Kelly, you'd better look at the time."
An expression of alarm crossed her face as she realized the implication of my statement. She looked at the clock "Damn! What were we thinking about, the boys are going to be here in five minutes."
She looked at Tonya. "Quick, we have to get Timmy dressed so he can answer the door."
Kelly's words were a relief to me. I'd been worried that she was going to make me answer the door naked.
Tonya nodded. "Yes, of course. What's he going to wear?"
Kelly turned to Mandy. "Mandy grab those packages on the bed."
As Mandy was getting the three packages I remembered a key detail. I held up my hand. "I have something important to say."
My wife looked at me. "All right babydoll, what is it? Just remember, we're in a hurry."
I smiled. "This will only take a second. Uncheck!"
Kelly started laughing. She turned to Tonya. "That's one of the eleven million reasons that I married him. He never forgets the important details."
"Kelly here are the bags."
"Thanks nymph, set them on the makeup table." Kelly picked up a small shiny black bag. "We'll need this first." I shuddered as she took out a pair of pink lace panties. To my utter horror I noticed that they were crotchless.
I blurted out, "I can't wear those."
Keisha giggled. "Of course you can dicklet. They'll look very cute on you. Pink really is your best color."
I looked at her. She was grinning from ear to ear.
Kelly shook her head. "Dicklet, I don't have time to argue with you. Put your panties on!"
I reluctantly took them from Tonya. I was moving very slowly.
My wife turned to Mandy. "Nymph fetch Tonya's whip. We need to get our little slaveboy moving."
I looked at Kelly in horror.
She shrugged. "One way or the other dicklet, you are going to wear them."
I knew when I was beaten. I stepped into the panties and pulled them up. As soon as I had them on Keisha walked over and gently pulled my penis and balls through the opening in the crotch.
Once she was done she kissed my cheek and said, "That's better, they really do look very cute on you."
Kelly opened another bag. To my great relief she pulled out a pair of shorts. They were pink, but they were shorts. She handed them to me. "I'm certain these will make you feel better dicklet."
I took them from Kelly and held them up. "These are girls shorts."
My wife nodded. "Yes they are. They don't make men's shorts in pink."
I looked at Kelly. "I can't wear these."
She shrugged. "Okay, you don't have to. The panties will be just fine."
I sighed. She had me trapped and she knew it. I stepped into the shorts and pulled them up.
There was a drawstring on the front. Keisha tied it into a large bow for me. "Kelly, these are just perfect. Where did you find them?"
"Stella's, it's a shop in the mall that specializes in casual clothes for teenage girls." She opened the third bag and took out a pale yellow tee shirt and handed it to me. "Dicklet, this will complete your outfit for tonight."
I took it from her. I was now resigned to being totally humiliated. As I arranged the shirt so that I could put it on I noticed that it was decorated. I held it up. The words "Little Darling" were written across the front in silver sequins.
I once again looked at my wife in horror. She stared at me for a moment and then she said, "Timmy honey, you're a masochist. You are going to be humiliated tonight. Relax and enjoy yourself. Now please put on the shirt. It's 6:30.
Kelly was of course correct. This was exactly what I'd wanted her to do, but sometimes fantasies look better in your imagination than they do in real life.
As I pulled on the shirt Mandy came over and kissed my cheek. "Don't worry Timmy, this is going to be the most exciting evening of your entire life. We all love you and we won't let anything bad happen to you."
Kelly smiled. "She's right Timmy."
And then the doorbell rang.
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"I'd better go."
As I started to leave Keisha said. "Just a minute Timmy."
I stopped. She walked over to me, pulled my dog collar out of my tee shirt and straightened it. Then she kissed me and said, "Have fun tonight Babydoll."
Giggling, she turned to Kelly and said; "It really is fun to call him that."
Kelly grinned. "Yes it is."
The doorbell rang again.
Tonya said, "Timmy honey, you'd better get moving."
I bowed politely. "I'll greet your dates and get them seated in the living room with drinks."
Nodding, Tonya said; "We'll be out as soon as were dressed and made up."
"Timmy I'll be out as quickly as I can to help you." Mandy was smiling at me.
I smiled back at her and then I left the bedroom and hurried across the living room. Once I was in the foyer I stopped and took a deep breath to settle my nerves and then I opened the front door.
Chris, Antoine and another man who I assumed was Gary Simon were all standing on the front steps.
On the way through the living room I'd decided that if I was going to be a slave, I should try to be the best slave possible. I smiled at the three men and said, "Gentlemen, good evening. Welcome to Kelly Mason's home. Won't you please come in."
I held the door for them. As they stepped into the foyer Gary looked at me. He chuckled and said, "Shit Toine, his fucking toenails are painted red and he's wearing pink shorts. He has to be a mother fucking fag."
"Shut up Gary. I told you that this was going to be a very kinky party. These people are totally uninhibited and they like to have fun. Timmy is not gay, he's a slave. He's also my friend. If you're going to insist on giving him a hard time we'll leave right now. If you can pull yourself together and act like a gentleman, I guarantee you an evening that you will never forget."
Antoine turned to me. "Timmy I apologize for my friend's rudeness. I think he was a little shocked by your outfit." Smiling, he added; "It appears that the girls are already having fun with you."
I nodded to Antoine and then I took a deep breath and tried to gather some nerve. This was turning out to be even more humiliating than I'd expected. I was certain that if I could get through the next few minutes it would get easier, but the next few minutes were going to be tough.
I turned to Gary and as confidently as possible, said; "Good evening sir. I've never met you. My name is Timmy, but tonight everyone will be calling me dicklet."
Gary looked at Antoine and shook his head.
Antoine ignored him and said, "Dicklet this is my friend Gary Simon."
"Mr. Simon, I'm pleased to meet you and again I welcome you to Kelly Mason's home. I'm Ms. Mason's slave. This evening it will be both my duty and my pleasure to see to your every need. Why don't we move into the living room."
Chris nodded and stepped out of the foyer.
Antoine patted his friends shoulder and said,"Let's go." They both followed Chris.
Once we were all in the living room, I said; "Ms. Mason, Ms. Edwards and Ms. Lewis are getting dressed. Nymph is attending to them. They will be joining you shortly."
Antoine whispered to Gary. "Nymph is another slave. Her real name is Mandy. She's very pretty."
Chris chuckled. "Hell they're all gorgeous."
Nodding his head in agreement, Antoine said; "Yes they certainly are."
"Gentlemen please sit down and make yourselves comfortable. What can I get you to drink. We have a well stocked bar. Mr. Carter and Mr. Simon I was told that both of you like beer and that your favorite brand was Heineken. I have a good supply in the refrigerator."
Gary grinned at me. "Heineken?"
I nodded. "Yes sir."
Antoine nudged him. "I told you this was going to be a great evening."
Gary nodded. "Dicklet..." He paused. "Are you sure it's okay for me to call you that?"
Chris smiled. "Gary, calling him anything else this evening would be a breach of etiquette."
He shrugged. "All right, dicklet I would love a Heineken."
Antoine said, "I'd like one too."
I looked at Chris. "Mr. Kendrick's would you like your usual martini?"
Chris nodded. "Yes dicklet, that would be very nice."
"Gentlemen if you will excuse me, I'll get your beverages."
As soon as I was inside the safe refuge of the kitchen I stopped and took several deep breaths. That had been much more difficult than I'd ever imagined it would be. My outfit was humiliating and Gary's reaction when he saw me made it even worse.
After several seconds I started to pull myself together. I remembered Mandy telling me that this was going to be the most exciting night of my life, but it was also going to be difficult at times. I thought about my Great Aunt Pearl. She always told me that anything in this world that came easily wasn't worth having in the first place.
That made me smile. Suddenly I understood that I could do this. Deep inside me I began to realize that I desperately wanted to do this. I went to work. While I was making the martini for Chris I poured myself a shot of vodka and tossed it down. I needed a little boost of liquid courage to help fortify my resolve.
After I finished making Chris's martini I put it on a tray and then I took two bottles of Heineken out of the refrigerator. I placed the beers and two glasses next to Chris's cocktail and added three small bowls of dry roasted peanuts and a short stack of napkins. Once everything was ready I took a deep breath, picked up the tray of drinks and returned to the living room.
Chris, Antoine and Gary were discussing the upcoming Packer Viking game. I very much wanted to express an opinion, but I didn't. I was a slave. I understood that my superiors wouldn't welcome my comments.
Instead I quietly set Chris's drink and a bowl of peanuts on the table next to his chair. After that I poured Antoine's beer into a glass and set it and another bowl of peanuts on the table next to the love seat where he was seated.
Finally I walked over to the couch and set the last bowl of peanuts on the table next to Gary. As I was pouring his beer he smiled at Antoine and said, "Toine, you were right. It would be very easy get used to living like this ."
Antoine grinned at his friend. "Gary you haven't begun to see how wonderful this life can be."
Behind me I heard the bedroom door open and close.
Suddenly Gary said, "Holy shit!"
I turned. Mandy was walking into the living room. She was absolutely gorgeous and her outfit was unbelievably sexy.
I now understood what she'd meant by a cupless brassiere. She was wearing one. It was black satin and resembled a skimpy bikini top except that it was only the outside frame. There wasn't any cloth in the cups. Rather than concealing Mandy's petite breasts, this top did the opposite. It exposed and highlighted them.
Her skirt was short, not more than five or six inches in length and was made from nearly transparent black chiffon. Under her skirt I could make out the outline of a scandalously brief pair of thong panties.
She was of course barefoot. On her right ankle she wore a black leather anklet that matched the jeweled dog collar around her neck.
Chris, Antoine and Gary's eyes were all glued to her as she walked into the middle of the living room and bowed politely. "Good evening, my name is nymph. Like dicklet, I am also a slave. If you have any needs or desires, please let us know. This evening it is both our duty and our pleasure to serve you."
Gary turned to Antoine. "This is fucking amazing. I mean I've read stories about shit like this, but I always thought that they were just fantasies."
Antoine smiled at his friend and then he turned to Mandy. "Nymph come over here."
Mandy walked over to the love seat where Antoine was seated and said, "Mr. Carter, what can do for you?"
"I just want to look at you for a moment." Antoine raised Mandy's chiffon skirt and exposed her tiny black lace thong. Chris, Gary and I all watched in rapt silence as he pulled it down her thighs.
"Nymph turn and face Mr. Simon. I want him to see your cute little pussy."
Mandy turned without objection or hesitation.
Gary stared at Mandy's exposed sex.
"Masturbate for him."
Mandy's back was towards me, but I could see here hands move to touch herself.
While she was doing that Antoine rubbed his fingers against her lips. "Suck me while you play with yourself."
Nodding slowly, Mandy said; "Yes sir." And the she parted her lips and Antoine pushed two fingers into her mouth.
The room was charged with sexual tension. All four of us were watching Mandy fondle herself while she sucked on Antoine's large brown fingers.
After a moment Antoine said, "Nymph, go over to Mr. Simon and sit on his lap. Let him explore your body. Don't pull your panties up. I want him to be able to play with your bare pussy."
"Yes Mr. Carter, I understand." Mandy walked over to Gary and sat down on his lap. As she placed one of his hands on her naked cunt she said, "Mr. Carter invites you to enjoy my body."
The bedroom door opened again.
After a moment I heard Keisha say; "MY, my, my, look at this. It appears that our little slave girl is making our new guest feel very welcome."
Mandy nervously looked at Keisha.
Antoine shook his head. "Ease off Keish, she's following my orders. I told her to sit on Gary's lap and let him play with her."
There was a collective gasp from all of us as Keisha, Tonya and Kelly walked into the living room together. They were absolutely stunning.
All three of them were wearing very short skirts, shockingly short skirts. Their skirts were so brief that they couldn't actually be worn in public without fear of being arrested. They each wore a garter belt, nylon stockings and spike heeled shoes that matched their outfits. The stays for their garters all extended well below the hems of their skirts.
Keisha was first. She was wearing a cream colored lace mini dress. It was extremely low cut. Her large brown breasts bulged out of a very tight top that was barely held in place by two spaghetti straps. Her outfit was accented by a diamond necklace and bracelet and a pair of large dangling diamond earrings.
Tonya came next. She wore a two piece outfit made of black satin. Her tight miniskirt had open side panels that made her look more naked than dressed. The halter top had a deep v cut that barely held her beautiful breasts in place. Around her neck she wore a gold necklace with a large black opal pendant. Her bracelet was a chain of black opals mounted in gold settings and her earrings were also set with black opals.
Kelly was last. She was wearing a strapless pink stretch knit cocktail dress with a very tight short skirt. With every step she took her large breasts seemed to try to escape from the elastic top that just barely managed to keep them confined. Her necklace was a double string of pearls. Her bracelet and earrings matched the necklace.
Keisha sauntered over to Gary and snapped her fingers. Mandy immediately stood up and surrendered her spot.
As soon as Mandy was gone Keisha smiled at Gary and said, "Hi, I'm Keisha. You must be Gary. I understand that you're my date for the evening."
Gary nodded. I think he may have been too excited to speak.
Keisha grinned at his obvious lack of composure and said, "May I sit down?"
Again Gary only nodded.
Keisha sat down on his lap. Her thighs were parted. She wasn't wearing panties. She kissed Gary's cheek and picked up his hand. As she placed it between her legs, she said; "It's time for you to try a little black pussy."
Keisha gasped as Gary pressed his fingers into her already moist cunt.
While this was going on, Tonya walked over to Antoine and sat down next to him. She placed her hand on the tent in his trousers and grinned. "Tonight I'm going to try to teach this monster how to behave."
Antoine burst out laughing and said, "I'm not certain that you'll be successful, but I'm definitely looking forward to the lessons."
For me, these were just side shows. My attention was focused on Kelly. Completely ignoring my presence she walked directly to Chris and jumped into his lap. Pangs of jealousy tore at me as I watched my wife put her arms around her boyfriend's neck and give him a long passionate kiss.
After they broke apart she breathlessly said, "Hi Bigdog, I'm glad you could make it tonight."
Smiling at Kelly, Chris said; "Nothing could have kept me away."
My wife nuzzled her boyfriend's ear for a moment and then she sat up and looked at me. "Dicklet, our men need another round of drinks and we haven't had any at all. It's also time for the appetizer."
She turned and lightly kissed Chris on the lips. "Are you hungry Bigdog?"
Chris nodded. "I'm starved."
Kelly looked at me. There was an expression of intensity in her eyes that I didn't wish to challenge. "Dicklet, my man is hungry. I want that appetizer out here immediately!"
Obediently bowing my head, I said; "Yes, Ms. Mason I'll see to it right away." And then I scurried into the kitchen.
This time I didn't take a break when I got into the kitchen. The time for breaks would come later. At that moment my mistress needed me and I didn't want to let her down.
I took the spinach artichoke dip out of the refrigerator. While I was putting it into the microwave oven Mandy walked through the kitchen door and said, "Timmy you forgot to take drink orders for the women."
I shook my head. "I'm sorry Mandy. I guess I was so focused on getting the appetizer for Kelly that it just slipped my mind. Let me get this into the microwave and then I'll go back out and find out what they want."
Mandy smiled. "Timmy honey, you're not working alone tonight. I'm here and I've got your back. It's all done. The girls want margaritas. Kelly's been bragging about your margaritas for the last year. They all want to try them." She giggled. "I want one too."
I put the dip into the microwave and set the timer for three minutes. All I wanted to do was warm it up a little bit. When I turned around Mandy was standing next to me. She put her arms around my neck and kissed me on the lips. While she was kissing me she reached down and gently squeezed my cock and balls.
When we finally broke apart she grinned at me and breathlessly said, "That scene with Antoine and Gary got me really hot. I love being treated like a slut." Laughing, Mandy shook her head and said; "I guess I must have inherited that trait from my mother."
I smiled at her.
She squeezed my cock again. "Timmy once we've served the appetizer and drinks they'll be busy for a little while. They won't need us. We'll have a few minutes to ourselves in here. Would you lick my pussy for me? I really need to cum. When you're done, I'll suck your cock."
I laughed. "Mandy honey, you just made me an offer I couldn't possibly refuse."
We hugged. Mandy's body was warm and soft. Holding her in my arms was nice. Excited, I was sliding my hand to her naked breast when the timer on the microwave dinged and quickly brought us back to reality.
We stepped apart.
Awkwardly, I said; "I'd better finish getting the appetizer ready. Could you help me with the drinks? You could make the margaritas."
"Timmy, I don't know how to make a margarita. Besides we all want your margaritas not mine."
"I'll give you my recipe. Then they will be my margaritas and you'll know how to make them. If we're going to be slaves together, we'd better start teaching each other everything we know."
Mandy stared at me for a moment and then she smiled and said, "Timmy that's a lovely thought."
I nodded. "Yes it is, but I also have another thought for you. Tonya brought a horsewhip with her tonight. We'd better get busy. That's an experience I'm not sure I'm ready for yet."
Mandy laughed. "I have experienced it. It's exciting, but..." She took a deep breath.
I grinned at her. "To paraphrase the Chinese proverb, one breath is worth a thousand words."
Mandy giggled. "All right ancient wise one, how do I make a margarita?"
"Get four glasses from the cupboard and rinse the rims with water."
While Mandy was doing that I took the spinach artichoke dip out of the microwave.
As soon as the glasses were ready she looked at me. "Okay, what's next?"
"You'll find a tub of rock salt in the cupboard with the liquor. Rim each glass with the rock salt."
Mandy started giggling. "Did you say rim your ass with rock salt?"
I rolled my eyes. "Mandy you have the dirty mind of a fourteen year old boy."
She looked at me with a lascivious grin. "Yes I do and I'm just as preoccupied with masturbation, only it's you I want to masturbate. You have the penis of a fourteen year old boy. It's the perfect match for my immature imagination."
I chuckled. "You are incorrigible.'
"Did you say incorrigible or encourageable?"
"That's not a word."
Mandy stuck out her tongue. "My aren't we picky."
I shook my head. "Just fill the glasses with ice."
"Oh all right Mr. Stick In The Mud."
She dipped the glasses in salt and filled each of them with ice cubes while I put the basket of sliced baguette and the spinach artichoke dip on a tray along with six plates, six butter knives and a stack of napkins.
Once that was set I turned to Mandy. "I'm going to take the appetizer out to the living room. You'll find a bottle of sweet and sour and a bottle of lime juice in the refrigerator. Put two ounces of both of them into each glass. Then add one ounce of triple sec and an ounce and a half of gold tequila. Once that's done, put a straw into each glass. Everything you need is in the liquor cupboard.
I picked up the tray. As I carried it out of the kitchen I called to Mandy. "As soon as I get back, I'll help you with the drinks for the men."
When I walked into the living room the scene in front of me caused me to pause for a moment. It shouldn't have shocked me. After all, I did know exactly what to expect; but I was still startled.
Kelly was sitting on Chris's lap. They were kissing. The top of my wife's dress had been pulled down fully exposing her large breasts. Her boyfriend was rolling one of her nipples between his fingertips. His pants were open. His erect penis was sticking straight up in the air. Kelly was slowly stroking it.
I looked at Keisha. She was sitting on Gary's lap. The spaghetti straps of her lace dress had been slipped off of her shoulders. Her dress had also been pulled down. Gary's pants were also open. His cock was just as large as Chris's. Keisha was stroking it while he played with her naked breasts.
Tonya was sitting next to Antoine with her body pressed up against his. She was naked from the waist up. Her halter top was lying on the floor in front of her. I'd seen Antoine's cock earlier that day. Chris and Gary were both big. I would guess at least ten inches, but Antoine was noticeably larger. His huge brown erection had to be at least a foot long.
As I watched the orgy in front of me I thought of Mandy's earlier comment and smiled. I really was in "tittie heaven".
I carried the tray to the coffee table and quietly set it down. My wife's attention was so deeply focused on her boyfriend that I hoped that I'd be able slip back to the kitchen before she noticed that I was there.
I wasn't that lucky. As I stepped back from the coffee table Kelly stopped kissing Chris and turned. She looked at me with a lascivious smile. Her face was flushed, her lipstick was smeared, her long blond hair was slightly mussed. Chris's hand still cupped her naked breast and she still had her fingers wrapped around his erect cock.



"Dicklet, be a dear and make up several slices of baguette for us. Three should be sufficient. One for me and two for my lover."
I nodded. "Yes Ms. Mason, right away."
I worked quickly. Kelly and Chris were both watching me. Kelly continued to slowly stroke Chris's huge penis. He had a dreamy look in his eyes. It was easy to understand why. My wife was a very sensuous woman.
I spread the spinach artichoke dip on three slices of baguette, placed them on a plate and set the plate and two napkins on the end table next to Kelly and Chris's chair.
As soon as I was done I bowed and stepped back. "There are your appetizers Ms. Mason."
Kelly smiled at me. "Thank you dicklet. You may go now."
"Dicklet, before you leave would you please make up a plate for Antoine and me." Tonya looked up at her date. "How many would you like?"
Antoine thought for a moment and then he said, "Two should be plenty for me."
"We'd like a plate too." Keisha was sitting up. She looked at Gary and squeezed his cock. "You'd better have three. You're going to burn up a lot of energy tonight."
Gary didn't say anything. He just grinned.
I started making two more plates of appetizers. I worked quickly. It was an awkward situation for me. I wanted to get back to the refuge of the kitchen. I felt like an intruder in this little love nest.
While I worked I kept taking furtive glances at my wife and her lover. Pangs of jealousy tore at me as I watched Kelly pick up one of the slices of baguette that I'd just prepared and start feeding it to Chris. Each time he took a bite she'd dab his lips with a napkin and then she'd kiss his cheek.
It would have been easier for me if I could have convinced myself that Kelly was putting on a little show for my benefit, but I could tell that wasn't the case. My wife was so obviously focused on her boyfriend that I doubted that she even realized that I was still in the room.
Once I was finished preparing the appetizer plates for Tonya and Keisha I set them next to the sofa and love seat where they were sitting and quickly withdrew from the room.
As soon as I was safely back in the sanctuary of the kitchen I stopped and took several deep breaths. I needed to regain my composure. Seeing the woman you love fawning over another man is a trying experience.
Mandy was opening two bottles of beer. The moment she noticed my distress she stopped and ran over to me. She wrapped her arms around my chest and held me close to her. "Babydoll are you okay?"
I smiled at her. "Yes, I'm fine."
"What happened?"
I chuckled. "It's going to sound silly when I tell you."
"That's all right, I promise I won't laugh."
"I watched Kelly feed Chris one of the appetizers."
Mandy pressed her cheek against my chest and hugged me. "That made you feel bad, didn't it."
"I guess it did, but it seems kind of silly. I mean just before that they were kissing. Kelly was holding Chris's cock and he was playing with her nipple. That didn't bother me at all."
"Feeding him an appetizer was much more romantic, wasn't it."
"Yes it was."
"Timmy, romance is very important to women. I think it's much more important to us than it is to men. For Kelly, doing something romantic like feeding an appetizer to Chris is just part of the foreplay leading to good sex. You read it as a sign that she's falling in love with him, but I don't think that's an accurate interpretation of what was happening. I think Kelly was just trying to build a romantic mood. Your wife is very good at that. I assure you that I've watched her do the same type of thing many times with middle aged, overweight businessmen and I know that she wasn't in love with any of them."
Mandy looked up at me. "I'm not going to try to tell you that your wife doesn't have feelings for Chris. We both know that she does." She smiled. "But she doesn't love him in the same way that she loves you. Chris is more like a very good friend. I think it's similar to what's happening to us. Timmy I've known you for less than a day, but I already feel like we're becoming very close friends."
She giggled. "I can't wait until after dinner. That's when the real sex will start and you and I will get to be alone together. Fucking is fun, but when you're doing it with someone you care about it makes it even better. That's why Tonya is with Antoine tonight. The two of them have fucked hundreds of times, but they never get bored with each other because they're good friends."
"But Kelly talks about how much she needs variety."
"And she does, so do Tonya, Keisha and I. That's why we love our jobs so much. It gives us the variety that we want and need. Timmy honey, my mother misses my father so much, but she also craves variety. That's why she cheated on my father all the time. Sadly, now that they're not together anymore she misses the special sex that she could only have with him."
I shook my head. "This is all very confusing."
Mandy laughed. "It certainly is. Just remember that Kelly is deeply in love with you and she will always be deeply in love with you."
"I do know that."
"I know you do." She kissed my cheek. "Let's get the drinks out to the living room. Once were done with that we should have a few minutes to ourselves before we have to start getting dinner on the table. I think both of us could use a little oral attention."
I grinned at her. "That's a good idea, I'll make Chris's cocktail."
While I worked on another martini for Chris, Mandy set up a tray with the three margarita's for the women and the two bottles of beer for Gary and Antoine. As soon as I was finished with Chris's cocktail I placed it on the tray with the other drinks.
I waited while Mandy added a small stack of napkins and then picking up the tray, I said; "I'll carry this into the living room and set it on the coffee table next to the appetizers. We can serve the drinks from there."
Mandy nodded. "I'm right behind you studman."
When we entered the living room I stopped. Kelly was on her knees between Chris's legs. She was sucking his cock. Tonya and Keisha were in exactly the same position, giving blow jobs to their dates.
Mandy stood next to me and whispered. "I guess we aren't the only ones who feel the need for a little oral attention."
"Do you think they still want their drinks?"
Mandy giggled. "Oh yes, cock sucking is very thirsty work."
I laughed. "I wouldn't know."
Mandy pinched my butt. "Oh yes you do. It's just like pussy licking and I understand that's one of your favorite pastimes."
Suddenly Tonya sat up and looked at us. "How about if the two of you quit jabbering and bring us our cocktails. Cock sucking does happen to be thirsty work. One of Timmy's famous margaritas is going to taste very good right now."
Of course Tonya's comment caught everyone's attention. I looked around. All six of them were now watching us.
Nervously, I set the tray on the coffee table and brought Kelly her margarita and Chris his fresh martini. As I placed them on the table next to their chair I said; "Ms. Mason, your margarita and Mr. Kendrick's your martini."
Kelly nodded and in a very imperious tone of voice said, "Thank you dicklet, your margarita's are always excellent." Without further ado she put Chris's cock back into her mouth and started sucking him again. I had been summarily dismissed.
Chris picked up his cocktail. After he took a sip he smacked his lips and said, "Dicklet, you do know how to make an excellent martini."
I nodded. "Thank you sir, I try." We were both playing our roles to the hilt.
I turned and looked at the coffee table. Mandy had already served the other drinks. As I picked up the empty tray Gary took a large swallow of the beer Mandy had just poured for him and said, "Antoine my friend, there is nothing in this world that can rival drinking a beer while you're getting a blow job."
Keisha took his cock out of her mouth and made a big show of taking a sip of her margarita. After she set her glass back down she grinned at Gary and said, "I think that drinking a margarita while your giving a blow job might be better."
Antoine and Tonya started chuckling.
Chris picked up his martini, took another sip and held up his glass. "I think that drinking a martini that was just served by the husband of the woman who is giving you your blow job might be best of all."
My wife looked up at her boyfriend and snickered. "We can make the pathetic little wimp do that anytime we want."
When Kelly said that there was a callousness in her voice that caused me to cringe. I looked around. Everyone was laughing; but it seemed that this time I wasn't being included as a partner in my wife's humor. Instead, I felt like the butt of her joke.
I looked at Chris. He was sipping his martini with what appeared to me to be a malicious smirk on his face. Kelly had gone back to sucking his cock, but she was giggling uncontrollably while she was doing it.
I stared at the floor. I was too embarrassed to move. Suddenly all the frustration that had gnawed at me for the past year came rushing back. I knew that I wasn't thinking rationally, but I couldn't stop myself. The humiliating tee shirt, painted toenails, girls shorts and crude comments from Gary had been difficult, but I'd understood. They were part of our game. Tonight we were pushing our limits. It was supposed to be difficult.
Kelly's last words were different. In my head I kept hearing them over and over again; the pathetic little wimp, the pathetic little wimp. She'd teased me about being a sissy and a pussy, even a wimp. She called me dicklet and taunted me about the size of my penis, but she'd never told me that she thought I was pathetic.
I tried to pull myself together. I was afraid I was going to start crying.
Suddenly I heard Antoine say, "Timmy you're not pathetic and you're not a wimp. You're a good man and you're my friend."
His words were like a life ring tossed to a drowning man. I smiled at him and said, "Thank you."
The room was suddenly silent. Kelly took Chris's cock out of her mouth and sat up. She looked at me and immediately recognized my pain. An expression of horror crept across her face as she realized what she'd said.
I looked around. Everyone was staring at me. I had to get out of there. I nervously stammered, "It's time for me to start getting your dinner ready for the table. Please excuse me." And then I turned and fled to my sanctuary.
As soon as I reached the safety of the kitchen I sat down at the table and buried my face in my hands. I already realized that I'd overreacted. I knew my wife, she hadn't given a thought to what she was actually saying. Kelly was impulsive and had a tendency to get caught up in the moment. She was adventurous. She loved to be daring and push the limits. These traits were part of the reason that she was such a good hostess. When she was excited Kelly was willing to try almost anything.
I was just gathering the courage to go back to the living room and apologize for my overly sensitive behavior when Mandy walked into the kitchen. Taking one look at me, she asked; "Timmy are you all right?"
I smiled at her and shook my head. "No, I just made an ass out of myself in front of my wife and all of her friends."
Mandy put her hand on my shoulder and pressed her side against me. "We're your friends too."
I nodded. "All right, I just made an ass out of myself in front of my wife and all of our friends. Is that better?"
Mandy laughed. "Maybe a little bit." And the gently stroking my hair, she said; "I think everyone understands what just happened. Antoine's comment helped."
Suddenly Kelly burst into the kitchen. "Timmy please forgive me. I don't know why I said that. It was an asinine comment and I didn't mean it. I was just trying to play our game. I was trying to be cold and ruthless. I thought you'd like it."
She walked over to me. Mandy stepped aside.
Kelly stared into my eyes. "Babydoll, please believe me. I never even thought about what I was saying. It just popped out. It was nothing more than a crude attempt to continue Chris's joke.
There was a knock at the door. It was Chris. "And it was a stupid and callous joke in the first place. Timmy I'm sorry that I said it. May I please come into the kitchen."
Mandy waved him in.
Tonya and Keisha were right behind him. Tonya asked, "Mandy could we come in too?"
Keisha looked at Tonya. "Why are we asking for permission. They're slaves. We don't have to get their permission to do anything."
Antoine was standing behind Keisha. He answered her question. "You do if you want to enter the kitchen. In this house it's their domain. When we walk into this room we're all equals."
I smiled at Antoine. I was beginning to like him very much. "Antoine." I paused and then I asked, "May I call you Antoine?"
He smiled back. "Of course, but I would prefer Toine."
"Just like I prefer Timmy."
He nodded. "That's right."
"Toine, please come in and bring everyone with you.
Antoine placed his hand on the small of Keisha's back. "Come on Keish, let's go inside. Just remember you have to behave yourself in here."
"Toine relax, I'm not as stupid as everyone thinks I am. I understand the situation very well."
Grabbing Keisha's hand, Tonya said; "Keish honey, anyone who knows you and has half a brain realizes that your ditsy routine is just an act."
Keisha giggled. "So how did you figure it out?"
Tonya rolled her eyes. "I rest my case."
Gary followed Antoine into the kitchen. He was shaking his head. "You guys are all pretty fucking confusing."
Antoine put his arm around his friend's shoulder. "Gary I want you to go over and stand between Keisha and Tonya."
Gary looked at the two women. The top of Keisha's dress was still pulled down and Tonya hadn't bothered to put her top back on. Their large breasts were fully exposed. He grinned at Antoine. "Yeah, I can be pretty happy doing that."
Antoine shook his head. "Tonnie, Keish; if he starts talking, take his cock out and start playing with it. That will keep him quiet."
Gary stared at his friend for a moment and then he said, "Let me get this straight. If I talk they're going to play with my dick? Shit Toine, I'm not a fool. I'm going to start babbling like a maniac."
Tonya opened Gary's pants, took out his large semi erect penis and held it firmly in her hand. "Sweetie, I'm going to change the rules. As long as you're quiet I'll hold you like this; but as soon as you say something I'll let go and grab your balls instead."
Grinning at her, Gary said; "My lips are sealed."
As soon as everyone was in the kitchen and settled I stood up and took a deep breath. This was not going to be easy. "Listen, I'm very sorry that I got upset. I was being overly sensitive"
"What's he so..."
"Gary, be quiet or we'll hurt you." This time it was Keisha. She was glaring at him.
Gary recognized the seriousness of her expression and immediately said; "Opps, my bad."
Kelly put her arms around me. "No Timmy, you weren't being overly sensitive. I said something that was really stupid and rude. Even for our game it was over the line. Please believe me when I say that I didn't mean it." She shook her head. "I didn't even realize what I was saying. It just kind of popped out. I was trying to be a cruel cuckoldress like the women in your stories. It backfired. It was a colossal blunder."
I smiled at her. "I know. I realized that as soon as I got into the kitchen."
Kelly stared into my eyes. "Will you forgive me?"
"Of course, but I think I should be asking you to forgive me. I overreacted."
Grinning at me, Kelly said; "Maybe we could both forgive each other and move on."
I smiled at her. "I like that plan."
Next to us Chris sighed. Kelly and I both looked at him.
He quietly said, "Timmy would you like me to leave?"
I vigorously shook my head. "Absolutely not! I want this dinner party to continue. Mandy and I have put together a wonderful meal for all of you and we desperately want you to enjoy it. Chris, you didn't do anything wrong. Your joke was actually pretty funny and when I think about it now, kind of exciting." I shrugged and sheepishly looked around the kitchen. "Sorry everyone, but I guess I really am a submissive, masochistic cuckold wimp."
Turning back to Chris, I said; "Please stay, this party won't be anywhere near as much fun if you leave."
He sighed. "Thank you, but I still feel like I insulted you and that's the last thing I wanted to do. Timmy, I was hoping that we could become very good friends."
Kelly grinned at us. "I have an idea."
Everyone looked at her. She winked at me and whispered, "Just relax and trust me." She kneeled at my feet, untied the drawstring on my pink shorts and pulled them down, exposing my panties."
I bit my lip in embarrassment.
Across the kitchen Gary said, "Shit, he's wearing mother fucking lace panties."
Keisha grabbed his ear and twisted it. "They're just part of the game we play with him. Now if you want to have any hope of touching any of us again tonight you'll be quiet and stay that way until after we're out of the kitchen."
Tonya let go of his cock and grabbed his balls. "Gary we can give you a evening of pleasure that you will never forget, or I can hurt you right now. It's up to you."
He laughed. "The two of you just presented a very convincing argument. I'll try to be quiet."
Smiling at him, Tonya let go of his balls and wrapped her fingers around his cock again.
Keisha kissed his cheek. "That was a very good decision big guy."
Mandy walked over to me and gently stroked my hair. "Don't worry about anything babydoll. Just relax and enjoy yourself."
I smiled at Mandy and then I looked down at Kelly. She winked at me. I laughed.
Grinning, she said, "Are you ready babydoll?"
I nodded.
Kelly pulled my panties down and exposed my erect penis.
I looked around. Everyone was watching. I felt a little self conscious, but I was also very happy. There was a strong feeling of friendship in the room.
"Sit down in your chair sweetheart."
As I sat down my wife pointed at my martini on the counter next to the stove. "Timmy, is that your cocktail over there?"
I nodded.
She looked at her boyfriend. "Chris honey, would you please bring that over to Timmy." And then Kelly put my little cock in her mouth and began sucking me.
Chris started grinning. Everyone else did too. We all now understood exactly what Kelly was doing.
"It would be an honor." As Chris walked over to my martini he noticed a tray on the kitchen counter. He picked it up and then he placed my cocktail on it and brought it over to the kitchen table. As he set the drink on the table next to me he said; "Mr. Jamieson, your martini."
Next to me Mandy whispered. "Take a sip Timmy."
I looked down at my wife. She was looking up at me with my cock in her mouth. She nodded.
I chuckled and picked up my drink. Everyone applauded as I took a long sip.
As soon as I set the drink down Kelly took my cock out of her mouth and grinned at me. "So Timmy, how does it feel to be served a cocktail by a guy who's girlfriend is giving you a blowjob?"
Laughing, I said; "It feels very nice, but do you know what makes it even better?"
Kelly looked at me with a puzzled expression. "No, tell me?"
"Knowing that the guy's girlfriend is also my wife."
Everyone was silent for a moment and then the significance of my comment struck them and they all started clapping.
Kelly put my cock back in her mouth and vigorously sucked me for a few seconds and then she stopped and stood up. "Do you feel better now babydoll?"
I nodded. "Yes, thank you; that was just perfect."
Kelly walked over to her boyfriend. "How about you Bigdog, are you okay now?"
Chris smiled at her. "Yes, that was a very clever way to resolve this."



Kelly turned to Mandy. "Mandy I'm going to take Chris out to the living room and finish giving him his blow job. Will you please finish Timmy's."
Mandy grinned at her. "I would love to."
My wife took her boyfriend by the hand. "Come on Bigdog, we have some business to finish in the living room."
As they started for the kitchen door Keisha stepped forward. "Hey that's not fair. How come Mandy gets a turn with Timmy and we don't?"
Kelly stopped and looked at her. "Do you want a turn?"
"Yes I've been waiting all day to get his cute little pecker in my mouth."
Kelly smiled at Tonya. "You too?"
"Absolutely!"
My wife turned back to Mandy. "Is this all right with you?"
She laughed. "Of course it is and I'll bet Timmy would love it." She looked at me. "Keisha gives great head."
Kelly gestured towards me and said, "Help yourself Keish."
Wickedly rubbing her hands together, Keisha walked over to me and said; "This is going to be so much fun."
She kneeled in front of me. Her large brown breasts were still hanging out of the front of her dress. I gasped as she took my cock into her mouth and started sucking me.
Next to me Kelly giggled. "She does give a great blow job, doesn't she Timmy."
I nodded. "Yes she does."
Keisha sucked me for about a minute and then Tonya stepped forward and tapped her on the shoulder. "My turn."
Keisha took my cock out of her mouth and grinned at me. "I'll see you a little later tonight. You can return the favor."
I laughed. "I'm already looking forward to it."
Keisha stood up and Tonya took her place. As Tonya was putting my cock in her mouth, Keisha walked over to Gary. "Come on big guy, it's time for you to get your reward for being quiet."
As she started dragging him towards the kitchen door Gary said, "Timmy's a slave. How come he gets a blow job from all four of you and we don't?"
Keisha stopped and looked at him. "Would you like that?"
"Well yeah, of course I would."
Antoine laughed. "My friend believes that it never hurts to ask and I have to admit that in this case it's a pretty good idea."
Tonya took my cock out of her mouth and patted my thigh. "It's time for me to get back to the men. It sounds like they could use a little attention."
She stood up and looked at Kelly. "I'm game if you are. I'm betting these guys might enjoy a little variety."
Kelly looked at Chris. "What do you think Bigdog, are you ready for a little extra spice in your life?"
"Are you sure you'll be okay with this?"
I found it interesting that Chris was worried about my wife getting jealous because another woman was about to suck his cock.
Kelly smiled at him. "I think I can handle it."
He laughed. "Yes, I imagine you can." And then he shrugged and said; "Sure, it sounds like fun to me."
My wife nodded. "All right." She smiled at me. "Timmy, we need Mandy for a few minutes. Why don't you start dinner. As soon as were done with her we'll send her back to you."
Kelly walked over to Keisha and Gary. "Keish, let's give these guys a real treat. Mandy and I will double team Gary while you and Tonnie double team Chris."
She looked at Gary. "Big guy, have you ever had your cock sucked by two women at the same time?"
Gary's eyes grew larger. Slowly shaking his head, he quietly answered; "No never."
Kelly took his hand. "Come with me big guy. Mandy and I are about to introduce you to a whole new pleasure."
As they were walking towards the kitchen door Antoine said, "Hey what about me?"
Kelly turned and rolled her eyes. "Toine, none of us can even count the number of times you've had all four of us at once. Right now it's your turn to watch for a little while."
He laughed. "Okay, I can do that."
Once everyone was out of the kitchen I went to work. First I checked the lasagna. It was baking nicely. Next I started laying all of the salad ingredients out on the counter so that I could toss the Caesar salad just before we served it.
I was washing up a few dirty dishes when Mandy walked back into the kitchen. She was grinning and twirling her panties on her fingertips. Her naked shaved pussy was nicely framed by her black garter belt.
I smiled at her. "It looks like you had a good time." And then I saw streaks of what I immediately recognized at semen on her breasts.
Mandy noticed the slightly shocked look on my face and said, "You do know what that is, don't you."
I nodded. "I would guess that it's Gary's cum."
"That's right, your wife sucked him for few minutes and then she made me kneel between his legs while she jacked him off. He came all over my tits. As soon as Gary was done ejaculating Kelly told me to come in here and make you lick it off of me. She wanted it to be nice and fresh for you. Oh by the way, she also instructed me to inform you that if you refuse she intends to punish your insubordination by whipping you in front of the men."
When Mandy said that a shiver of excitement rippled through my body.
Mandy smiled at me. "Well dicklet, what's it going to be? A little taste of Gary's fresh cum or a big taste of the end of Tonya's whip."
I stared at Mandy. I was confused. Her attitude towards me seemed to have changed. We were in the kitchen and yet she'd just called me dicklet rather than Timmy. There was also an edge to her voice that I'd never heard before.
I quietly asked. "Are you angry with me? Have I done something wrong?"
She thought for a moment and then she said; "Yes, in a way you have done something wrong."
"Please tell me. It has to be a misunderstanding. I would never want to offend you."
"You told me that you're a submissive and that you want to be a slave."
"Yes I do."
"Then act like it."
"What do you mean?"
"If you really want to be a slave, then all this nonsense about being offended every time one of your superiors does or says something that might be a little insulting to you has got to stop. They're dominants. They can say anything they want to you. You're a slave. You aren't allowed to have any dignity at all."
Mandy paused. After a moment she said, "Timmy I am a submissive. I love being a slave and I'm committed to being a very good slave. It seems to me that right now, you're just playing at it and that offends me. It's time for you to make a decision. You're either going to stop all this temperamental bullshit and start acting like a real submissive, or you're going to stop pretending you're a bottom and start acting like a man. What's it going to be Timmy? Do you want to spend the rest of your life on your knees or sitting in a chair?"
Mandy stared at me. As I thought about what she'd just said, I realized that she was right. I'd read hundreds of stories and spent hours fantasizing about being a submissive, but now that I was actually being presented with the opportunity to live that lifestyle, I was hesitating. I immediately grasped the reason. I was afraid. In our culture men are supposed to be macho studs. Surrendering your dignity and choosing to lead a life that's contrary to that convention is frightening. As I stood there under Mandy's gaze, I understood that the problems I'd had that day were all due to the fact that I was still trying to hold on to the last remnants of the man our society dictated that I should try to be. I also realized that I didn't want to be that man.
I took a deep breath. It was time to let go. I smiled at Mandy and started to speak. "I want..."
She held up her hand and stopped me. "Actions speak louder than words. Timmy, a moment ago I lied to you. Kelly didn't make me kneel between Gary's legs so that he could cum on my tits. It was my idea. I did it on my own. Yes, Kelly did jack him off, but I was the one who made the decision to let him cum all over me. Kelly also never threatened to punish you with Tonya's whip. I made that up. Right now Kelly is much too worried about hurting your feelings to threaten you like that."
I slowly nodded. I didn't doubt that my temperamental outbursts were affecting the way everyone, especially Kelly, was treating me.
"Timmy if you really want to be a submissive cuckold, then prove it. Get over here and lick Gary's semen off my tits. If you don't want to be a slave, then get me a washcloth so that I can clean myself."
My decision was already made. I knew what I wanted. I smiled at Mandy and walked towards her. She put her hand up again. "If you decide to be a slave, whining and hurt feelings will no longer be tolerated. If I see that behavior again, I'll whip you myself."
I smiled at her. "I understand."
"Okay, so who are you? Dicklet or Timmy."
I walked the rest of the way over to Mandy, placed my hands on her arms and looked into her eyes. "I'm Dicklet." And then I leaned over and kissed her nipple.
Mandy breathlessly whispered. "Do it dicklet. Be a good little slave and lick up Mr. Simon's cum."
I found a large streak of Gary's semen and licked it up.
Mandy giggled. "That's right dicklet, show me exactly what a pathetic little wimp you really are."
I looked up at her.
She nodded. "You heard me. I called you a pathetic little cuckold wimp. Are you going to start crying pussyboy?"
I understood exactly what she was doing and I knew that it had to be done so I shook my head and quietly said, "No."
"What are you going to do?"
"Lick up the rest of Mr. Simon's cum."
Mandy patted my head like I was a little puppy dog. "That's a good boy."
I licked the rest of Gary's semen off of Mandy's breasts. It really wasn't that big a deal. The previous evening I'd licked up a large quantity of Chris's cum from both Kelly's pussy and the bed sheet between her legs. Semen has kind of a funky consistency, but it doesn't really have much taste. In my mind it's not all that different from eating raw oysters. Of course, you do also have to consider the source. That's what makes it difficult.
As soon as I was finished I looked up at Mandy.
She looked down at her breasts and nodded approvingly. "That was very good pussyboy. Maybe you do have what it takes to become a proper slave."
Patting my head, Mandy said; "Dicklet, obedient behavior is always rewarded. Would you like to cum?"
This had become an unbelievably exciting evening. Earlier in the day I'd bathed four incredibly beautiful naked women. Now they were all parading around the house topless. Our living room had become an arena of indiscriminate erotic foreplay. A few minutes earlier four beautiful women had taken turns sucking my cock. Since then all I'd been able to think about was Kelly's request to Mandy to finish my blow job as soon as she returned to the kitchen.
I grinned at Mandy. "Yes, I would like that very much."
"Take your shorts off and pull your panties down."
This was a direction that didn't have to be repeated. I quickly removed the pink shorts, folded them and placed them neatly on the kitchen counter. Once that was done I pulled down my panties. My little penis was sticking straight up.
Mandy stepped back and looked at my tiny erection. "My you do appear to be excited. Well what are you waiting for? Go ahead, jerk off."
I looked at her with a puzzled expression. "But I thought..."
"That I was going to suck your cock?" She laughed. "What would ever make you think that I'd be interested in putting a pathetic little thing like that in my mouth?"
I sighed and stared at the floor.
"Dicklet, are you about to start crying?"
I shook my head and quietly said, "No."
Mandy sat down at the kitchen table. In a very gentle voice she said, "Timmy, you're still my friend and I still like you very much. I have to do this. I think that both you and Kelly need me to do it."
She looked into my eyes. "You do want to be Kelly's slave, don't you."
"Yes, very much."
"And I know that Kelly wants you to be her slave. Right now your love for each other is getting in the way. You're afraid of being hurt by Kelly and she's terrified of hurting you. I think the problems the two of you had during the past several months have made you both even more insecure. I am going to work with you so that you can get used to living with the humiliation, torment and neglect that should be part of a slave's life. I also want Kelly to be able to see that she can train you, discipline you and treat you like a piece of property without having to worry about hurting your feelings."
Mandy smiled at me. "We're going to start our first training session right now. It will end shortly after the dominants retire to their respective bedrooms to enjoy themselves. After your training session is over, I do plan to make love to you. That includes sucking your cock and letting you fuck me." She grinned. "In fact I hope that you're going to fuck my ass tonight. I think your little cock will feel very nice back there."
She took a deep breath. "But before I'm willing to do any of those things, you're going to have to start learning to be a proper slave and that includes understanding your place and knowing how to behave."
She stared at me. After a moment she asked, "Are you ready to start?"
I very nervously answered, "Yes."
"Okay, let's begin our first lesson by reviewing a simple fact. It is very common for male slaves to be denied the pleasures that real men take for granted. Of course that includes blow jobs and intercourse, but for many slaves it also includes all forms of sexual release except occasional prostate milking. You do understand what prostate milking is, don't you."
I whispered, "Yes." The concept was both exciting and scary.
"Many male slaves spend the bulk of their lives with their penises locked in chastity cages. I gather that you've spent a significant amount of time looking at web sites featuring dominant women and submissive men, so I assume that you already know all this."
"Yes I've read about it." I was trying my best to adopt a very humble and obedient manner. Pleasing Mandy had suddenly become very important to me.
"So when I invite you to masturbate, you really don't have any reason to look askance at me, do you."
I slowly shook my head. "No Mandy I don't."
Mandy was silent for a moment. She seemed to be thinking. Finally she said, "I think that during our training sessions you should refer to me as Mistress Mandy."
I nodded and then in my most submissive tone of voice, I said; "Yes Mistress Mandy."
Mandy smiled at my easy acceptance of her new title and then she said, "Now that we have all of that settled, it's time for you to begin." She leaned back on her chair and crossed her arms. Her thighs were slightly parted. I could just make out the cleft of her naked pussy.
I hesitated. I was a little confused about what I was supposed to be doing.
My failure to immediately respond caused Mandy to frown. In a voice dripping with annoyance she said, "Dicklet, I do not intend to spend the entire evening sitting here waiting while you dilly dally. Either start jerking your little pee pee or pull up your panties and get back to work on tonight's dinner."
I shook my head. The events of the last hour had me so befuddled that I was acting like a total oaf. Mandy's offer to allow me to masturbate had started this discussion. I should have immediately realized that was what she now wanted me to do.
I nervously stammered, "I'm sorry Mistress Mandy, I'm a little nervous right now."
"That's all right dicklet, I understand. She smiled. "Actually, being a little nervous while you're talking to a superior can be good. They often interpret it as a sign of respect."
Her voice became soft and gentle. "If you would like to cum, this is your opportunity; but you need to begin now. A slave should never try his mistress's patience when she's bestowing a favor."
I nodded and quietly said; "Yes Mistress Mandy, I understand."
This interchange with Mandy had been very exciting for me. I felt like I was actually becoming a slave. I grasped my penis with my fingers. It was already semierect and it rose to a full erection as soon as I touched it.
Mandy noticed what had happened and smiled. "You like being a slave, don't you dicklet."
"Yes Mistress Mandy, I do."
"It arouses you."
"Yes."
"Show me how much it arouses you. Masturbate for me."
My entire body was tingling with excitement as I started stroking my erect penis.
Mandy smiled. "That's a good little boy."
Those mildly demeaning words titillated me. I pumped my cock even faster.
Suddenly Mandy started to laugh. It was a cruel demeaning laugh. "Look at you. You are a pathetic wimp. You're standing here wearing a pair of lace panties jerking off for me while your wife is in the next room sucking another man's cock."
I stopped jerking myself and looked at Mandy. "You said that she already made Gary cum."
"She did, now she's sucking Chris's cock."
"But Tonya and Keisha were supposed to give Chris his blow job."
"And they did."
"I don't understand."
Mandy smirked. "Dicklet, it's really quite simple. After Gary was done ejaculating on my tits he announced to the room that Kelly had just given him the best blow job of his entire life."
She looked at me. "You do understand that your wife is a blow job queen."
I grinned at Mandy and answered with a feeling of genuine pride. "Yes I do know that."
She took a moment to chuckle at the exuberance of my response and then she continued. "Keisha is very competitive and she took Gary's compliment to your wife as a challenge. She stood up and in that saucy tone of voice that she likes to use, she told Gary that he aint seen nothin yet and as soon as she got him back she planned to suck his great big dick right down her throat."
Mandy shook her head. "Antoine started laughing and told everyone that this sounded like a challenge. Tonya began clapping her hands and chanting, Blow job contest! Blow job contest!"
Laughing, Mandy said; "Timmy, your wife is every bit as competitive as Keisha."
I nodded. "Yes, I know she is."
Mandy smiled and then she said; "Kelly stood up, as she walked over to Chris she told Keisha that she could get Chris hard and make him cum before dinner was served. She challenged Keisha to try to do the same thing to Gary. If they both succeeded it would be a draw, if they both failed it would also be a draw."
"What if only one of them succeeds?"
"Then she's the winner."
"What does the winner get?"
"Antoine came up with the prize. The loser has to lick the winner's pussy while everyone else watches."
I chuckled. "I don't think that will be much of a problem for either one of them."
Mandy nodded. "You're right, and that makes it a very friendly contest."
Suddenly Mandy looked at me and frowned. "Dicklet, you stopped jerking your cock. Get going."
"I'm sorry Mistress Mandy. I got distracted for a moment. Please forgive me."
As I started stroking my penis again Mandy smiled approvingly and said, "Dicklet that was very good. You're learning how to be properly contrite."
"Thank you, I'm trying very hard to learn how to behave."
"I can tell. Now I want you to do something for me."
"Certainly, what is it?"
"I want you to close your eyes and carefully listen to what I say. Will you do that for me?"
I nodded. "Of course I will, I'll do anything you ask."
"Good boy, now close your eyes."
As soon as my eyes were closed Mandy said, "Dicklet, your wife is in the living room with her boyfriend. He's sitting on the couch. His pants and boxer shorts are down around his ankles. Kelly is next to him. She's on her knees on the couch. Her naked breasts are pressed against his thigh. The hem of her skirt is up around her waist. Chris is gently massaging her naked rear."
While I listened to Mandy, I started slowly stroking my cock. The picture she was creating in my mind was incredibly exciting.
"Your wife is holding her lover's very large penis in her left hand. If you look you can see her wedding and engagement rings. Chris is already erect again. His cock is in her mouth. Your wife is sucking him. Dicklet, you know how good she is at giving head."



I whispered, "Yes I do."
"Think about the incredible pleasure that Chris must be experiencing at this very moment. I want you to try to imagine the sweet sensations he's feeling as your wife strokes and sucks his great big beautiful penis."
I bit my lip and took a deep breath.
"You know exactly what he's experiencing, don't you."
"Yes."
"Do you envy him right now?"
"Of course I do. How could I not?"
"What are you doing right now?"
I suddenly realized where this was going. Quietly, I answered; "Jacking off."
"While your wife is in the next room sucking another man's cock."
I whispered. "Yes."
My excitement was beginning to grow. I knew that I was supposed to be ashamed. Society had taught me that only a wimp, a pathetic wimp, would stand in the kitchen and masturbate while his wife was in the next room giving head to another man; but I wasn't ashamed. I was aroused. I was incredibly aroused. I couldn't explain it. I knew it was related to my masochism, but I didn't care. I realized that the why really didn't matter to me. It just was and that was all that did matter.
Oddly I was also happy for Kelly. I understood exactly how much pleasure she was getting from sucking Chris's great big cock. I loved my wife and I wanted her to be able to enjoy that pleasure.
"Open your eyes dicklet."
Mandy was still sitting on the kitchen chair, but now her thighs were spread leaving her glistening sex was fully exposed. Staring into my eyes , she wickedly licked her lips and began playing with herself.
Watching Mandy's lewd display excited me even more and I stroked my erect penis harder and faster.
For a moment we watched each other masturbate and then Mandy suddenly stopped. Smiling, she stood up, walked over to me and grabbed my nipple. I was still madly pumping my cock.
Squeezing my nipple between her fingertips, she licked my cheek and whispered, "What kind of a man masturbates in the kitchen while his wife is giving another man a blow job in the living room?"
I excitedly whispered, "A wimp, a pathetic wimp."
"Are you a pathetic wimp?"
"Yes, yes I am."
"Say it!" She gave my nipple a firm twist. At the same time she reached down with her other hand and placed it on top of the hand I was using to pump my cock and then she repeated herself. "Say it!"
I was unbelievably aroused. I felt the familiar warmth building in my loins. I whispered, "I'm going to cum."
Mandy twisted my nipple again. This time she was vicious.
I gasped from the pain.
"Say it!"
I cried out, "I'm a pathetic wimp!" And then I started to ejaculate.
As she caught my semen in her finger tips Mandy grinned at me and said, "And I'm a dirty slut whore."
That made me chuckle. Grinning at her I asked, "A dirty slut whore? Really?"
Mandy giggled and said; "Oh yes, just watch this." She brought her semen coated fingertips to her lips and stared into my eyes while she lasciviously licked them clean.
Laughing, I said; "Well maybe just a little bit."
Still giggling, Mandy shook her head and said; "Nope, I'm a whore right to the core." And then she grinned at me and said, "And now Mr. Pathetic Wimp, our first training session is over."
I looked at her. "But I thought we were going to continue until our superiors retired to their respective bedrooms."
"I wasn't certain about how much time I'd need. You turned out to be an excellent student."
Smiling at Mandy, I said; "Thank you, I think the session helped me."
She patted my naked rear. "We'll need a few more sessions, but right now it's time for you to pull up your panties and put your shorts back on. We can talk while we finish making the salads."
I dressed quickly. At the same time Mandy found her panties and put them back on.
We went to work on the salads. While we were working Mandy said, "Timmy do you understand why I put you through that?"
I looked at her with a puzzled expression and said, "Kind of."
"Can I explain?"
"Yes, of course."
"It's a little complicated."
"I'll listen."
"You've had a hard day."
I shrugged. "Yes I guess you could say that, but it's also been a fun day."
"Yes it has, but at times it's been traumatic."
"You're talking about my outbursts."
"Yes I am. Timmy, learning to be good slave is difficult. It requires a skilled and patient teacher. A teacher who can balance your sense of well being with the need to push your limits and challenge you. I was lucky. I had Caldwell Brunner. Caldwell was an experienced dominant. He taught me and he did an excellent job. Kelly wants you to be her slave, but she's not an experienced dominant. She doesn't have any idea about how to go about training you. Tonya has a little more experience, but not very much."
Mandy took my hand. "Timmy, I'm so excited about living with all of you in the house. I want this to happen very badly. I also want to spend the rest of my life living as a slave with you."
She stopped and shook her head. "Please don't misunderstand me. I'm not trying to steal you away from Kelly. I understand that you love her and I know that will never change. I don't want it to change. I love Martin. I'll always love Martin. He will always be the most important man in my life, just like Kelly will always be the most important woman in your life."
She sighed, "The problem for both of us is that, for the rest of our lives, we're going to have to share them. Your wife will always have her lovers and Martin will always have his business. That will leave both of us with a void. If we allow it to happen, it's a void that could fill with loneliness, despair and regret."
She smiled at me. "Instead we could choose to fill that void with each other. Timmy honey, for both of us life as a slave is exciting and very fulfilling. We're submissives. In our minds, there is nothing more wonderful than totally surrendering ourselves to the task of fulfilling the needs and desires of our master or our mistress."
I nodded in agreement.
"Babydoll, unfortunately you're also learning the other side of the lifestyle. At times it can be a very lonely and trying existence. Right now the woman you love is in the arms of another man. I understand that it excites you, but we both also know that it creates pain and self doubt. We need each other at those times."
I stared at Mandy. I knew that she was right. I started to say something, but she put up her hand and stopped me. "Just a moment Timmy, let me finish."
"All right."
"Right now your wife and you are going through a very difficult transition. Kelly is trying to establish her dominance and her independence. That process is causing you to doubt both your own worth as a man and her love for you."
Mandy paused to think. After a moment she continued. "This transition is being complicated by the after effects of the trauma your marriage just suffered. Timmy a week ago you were thinking about divorcing Kelly. That has to have left both of you with feelings of doubt and insecurity."
I sighed. I knew that everything she was saying was right.
"Timmy I care very deeply about both Kelly and you. Kelly, Tonya and Keisha are my closest friends. They're the best friends I've ever had. You are quickly becoming another very close friend. I do want to help Kelly and you because I like both of you, but I have to admit that my motives aren't completely altruistic. If your marriage collapses, my dreams disintegrate with it."
She shook her head. "Timmy when my father left my mother my family fell apart. I was left alone, totally alone. Caldwell gave me a home, but it was only temporary. When Martin took me in I found the beginnings of a new family. Now I could end up living in a house with Kelly, Keisha, Tonya, Antoine and you. For the first time in years I would have a real family."
Mandy grinned at me. "But it wouldn't just be any old family, it would be the perfect family. It would be a family where I could be free to live the lifestyle I want to live."
She stared into my eyes. "Do you have any idea how much that means to me. Timmy I desperately want to spend the rest of my life in that house living as Kelly, Keisha, Tonya and Antoine's slave and babydoll I want to do that with you."
Mandy took a deep breath. Her voice was filled with conviction as she said, "I will do anything I possibly can to make that dream come true and that includes occasionally becoming a dominant so that I can train you to be a proper slave for Kelly.
She paused for a moment and then she asked; "Do you understand?"
I nodded and quietly answered; "Yes, I think I do."
For the next few minutes Mandy and I worked together in silence. It wasn't because there was a problem between us, there wasn't. Actually it was the opposite. The last half hour had been the culmination of a series of events that day that had built a strong emotional bond between us. At that moment we were very comfortable with each other. We didn't need to talk.
As soon as the salads were completed we went into the dining room and prepared the table. Once everything was ready Mandy and I both walked into the living room to announce that dinner was served.
The scene I encountered when we entered the living room caused pangs of jealousy to tear at my gut. My wife was sitting on the couch next to her boyfriend. She was cuddled up to him with her legs curled underneath her. Her dress was still pulled down to her waist leaving her large breasts fully exposed. Chris had his arm around her shoulder. He was holding her next to him. Kelly's face was pressed against his chest. He was gently stroking her long blond hair while they listened to Antoine and Gary talk about their days playing college basketball in Louisiana.
Chris's trousers and boxer shorts were bunched up in a pile around his ankles. His large cock lay flaccid along his thigh.
Keisha was on the sofa cuddled up to Gary. Tonya was sitting on Antoine's lap in the big chair. Both of the men's pants were also around their ankles, their cocks were also both now limp.
It was obvious that our timing for dinner had been perfect. It was also apparent that the blow job contest had been a draw.
As soon as she saw me Kelly sat up straight and moved away from Chris. It was almost like she was a teenage girl whose father had just walked into the living room and caught her making out with her boyfriend.
This caused my pangs of jealousy to disappear, but they were immediately replaced by feelings of guilt. Mandy had been correct. My earlier outbursts and tantrums were causing my wife to temper the way she interacted with Chris while I was present. I realized that I had to find a way to undue that damage. I had to make it possible for my wife to relax and enjoy her boyfriend while I was in the room with them. If I couldn't accomplish that I feared that Kelly would eventually be forced to exclude me from this part of her life.
Mandy recognized what had just happened and nudged me. I looked at her. She gave me a knowing nod. I nodded back. Nothing had to be said.
I quickly decided that my best course of action was to adopt the most submissive demeanor possible. I hoped that might arouse my wife's dominant temperament and prompt her to openly focus all of her attention on Chris as a means of expressing the power and rights she held over me as a superior. I also wanted to give her an immediate message that I wasn't upset about what she was doing with Chris when I entered the room.
I walked over to Kelly and Chris. When I was two paces in front of them I made a big show of bowing politely and in my most submissive tone of voice said, "Ms. Mason, I apologize for interrupting you and Mr. Kendricks, but I thought you would want to know that the dinner is ready. You can bring your guests to the table at your convenience."
Kelly studied me for a moment. Finally she said, "Thank you dicklet, we'll be there shortly."
I bowed again and said, "Very good Madam, Nymph and I will wait for you in the dining room so that you can be alone with your guests."
I took two steps backward. As I started to turn so that I could leave Kelly called to me. "Dicklet."
I stopped and faced her. "Yes Ms. Mason."
"That was very well done."
"Thank you Ms. Mason. Nymph has been coaching me."
Kelly looked at Mandy. "Nymph is that true?"
Mandy approached my wife and politely bowed her head. "Yes Ms. Mason, I hope that I haven't overstepped my bounds. Because of my previous experiences I thought that I might be able to help teach dicklet how to be a proper slave."
Kelly looked at both of us and then she asked, "Dicklet, are you finding her assistance helpful?"
I nodded. "Yes Ms. Mason, very much." And then I had an inspiration. I quickly added, "She's teaching me how to be a good servant for you and Mr. Kendricks."
This caused Kelly to stare at me. After a moment she asked, "Is that really what you would like?"
I looked into my wife's eyes and answered in a resolute tone of voice. "Yes Ms. Mason, it is."
Kelly continued staring at me for several more seconds, finally she said, "Thank you dicklet, thank you very much."
Mandy took two steps backward and then she turned, hurried over to me, grabbed my hand and said, "Come on dicklet, we have work to do."
As soon as we were back in the kitchen she gave me a quick kiss and a hug and said, "Timmy that was very well done. I'm proud of you. True submissives always put their master or mistresses pleasure ahead of their own."
I shrugged. "I'm learning and I'm trying, but it is a battle. There are a lot of years of conditioning to overcome."
Mandy patted my cheek. "It's tough being a boy."
I smiled at her. I remembered my recent conversations with Kelly about the influence and expectations of her mother and her sisters. "Girls have their problems too."
Mandy looked at me with a puzzled expression. "What do you mean?"
"Weren't you raised to be a nice girl?"
She laughed. "Yes I certainly was."
"Didn't you have trouble overcoming that conditioning? It's definitely been a struggle for Kelly."
She thought for a moment and then she said, "I understand exactly what you're talking about, but my situation was a little different. The family crisis between my father and my mother spurred me to overcome that issue almost immediately. I made a very quick transition from a sweet, well behaved high school girl to a Las Vegas stripper and escort."
I kissed her cheek. "I think you're still sweet and well behaved."
Mandy giggled. "Yes, but now I'm a sweet, well behaved slut."
Suddenly the kitchen door opened and Kelly walked into the room. Mandy and I both turned and looked at her.
She ran over to me, put her arms around my neck and kissed me on the lips. Then she stepped back and said, "Timmy I love you so much."
I chuckled, "I love you too Kelly, but what brought this on? Why aren't you with Chris?'
"I had to come and see you. I need to thank you for what you just said in the living room. It made me feel so much better."
I smiled at her. "I'm sorry that I created such a fuss today."
Kelly shook her head. "It's okay Timmy. This is all very confusing. when I'm with Chris I want to let go and really be with him, but I'm so worried about hurting you. Babydoll, I love you so much. When you came into the living room a few minutes ago and saw me cuddled up to Chris I felt awful. I mean, you're my husband. You're the most wonderful man in the entire world. I should never want to snuggle like that with anyone but you."
I kissed Kelly's cheek. "We certainly are a pair, aren't we."
She nodded.
I held her hand. "This seems to be a major hurdle for us, but we are going to get over it and I think we should follow our original plan and work on it tonight."
I looked into Kelly's eyes. "Do you love me?"
"Yes, of course I do. More than anything or anyone in the entire world."
"I know and I love you that much too. Now we have to trust in that love. Let me ask you another question."
"All right."
"Did you enjoy snuggling with Chris?"
Kelly looked down at the floor and quietly answered, "Yes."
"Did it in any way diminish your love for me?"
Vehemently shaking her head, she looked up at me and exclaimed; "No not at all, never!"
"Okay, then doing it couldn't have possibly been wrong and seeing you doing it shouldn't make me feel bad." I laughed. "Besides, I'm a masochist. Maybe it's good if it makes me feel bad."
I grinned at Kelly. "Would you like to hear what happened when Mandy came back to the kitchen after helping you suck Gary's cock?"
"I assume she gave you a nice blow job."
Shaking my head, I said; "Nope."
Kelly turned to Mandy.
She smiled at her and also shook her head.
My wife looked at both of us with a puzzled expression. "Why not?"
I grinned at Kelly. "Because I'm a slave and I haven't been behaving well enough to deserve a wonderful reward like a blow job."
Kelly stared at us. "Really? But I thought..."
Mandy shook her head. "Kelly, Timmy can't be allowed to whine and carry on like he did earlier. If a slave acted like that at Caldwell Brunner's house he'd be strung up and given a dozen firm strokes with a horse whip."
Kelly grimaced. "I'm not sure I'm ready to do that to Timmy."
"Do you want him to be your slave?"
"Yes."
"Then he has to learn how to behave like a slave."
Kelly sighed. "I guess that does make sense." She thought for a moment and then she took a deep breath and added, "We still have to go slow. This is all turning out to be much more difficult for Timmy and me than either of us ever thought it would be. Mandy honey, I used to date lots of guys while we were in college, but Timmy was never around when I was with those guys. Last night, when Chris was here, was the first time that Timmy ever saw me in a romantic situation with another man. I never really thought about what I was doing when I was with other guys. I love Timmy so much that I could never imagine that there was anything I could ever do that could possibly make him jealous. In my mind there could never be any reason for him to be jealous. My love for him is absolute."
She shrugged. "Of course that's all in my mind, not Timmy's. Last night when Chris was here Timmy made me realize that many of the things I've always done with other men are things most women reserve exclusively for the man they love. I'm not talking about sex, I'm talking about the little things like cuddling and the way a woman might look at a man or talk to a man."
Kelly threw her arms up in frustration. "When I'm with a man, I like being romantic. It's part of the fun for me. But I also want Timmy to be able to be around me when I'm with other guys. It's just that I'm afraid I'm going to hurt him."
Turning to me, Kelly said; "Babydoll, what are we going to do?"
I picked up Kelly's hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. "We're going to be patient with each other. This is a hurdle we can get over. I'm going to make a promise to you right now and then you're going to make a promise to me. Would that be all right?"
"Okay."
"I promise you that no matter what I see you do tonight, I will remember that it doesn't have anything to do with how much you love me."
"It won't!"
I nodded my head. "I know that. I also promise that if I see you doing something that makes me feel bad or if someone says something that hurts my feelings, I'll talk to Mandy about it. Remember, that was the original plan for tonight."
Kelly sighed. "This afternoon that plan seemed so simple. What do I have to promise you?"
"To stop worrying about me and enjoy your evening with Chris."
Kelly laughed "That's easier said than done."
"I know, so is mine; but we can do it."
"I'll try." Kelly looked at Mandy. "You also have to make a promise."
"Okay, what is it?"



"I know that you take pride in being a very good slave and I understand that you have high expectations for Timmy. I appreciate that. I suspect that someday I'll even be grateful for it. Right now however, he needs a little time to adapt to all of these changes in our life." Kelly smiled. "So do I. Please promise me that you'll be patient with our babydoll."
Grinning at Kelly, Mandy said; "I promise."
"Thank you." Kelly turned back to me. "So what did happen when Mandy got back to the kitchen?"
"She made me masturbate for her while she gave me a detailed description of what you were doing with Chris in the living room."
"You mean while I was sucking his cock?"
"That's right?"
Kelly stared at Mandy. "You didn't?"
"I did."
Looking at me with a curious expression, Kelly asked; "Didn't that make you feel bad?"
"No, in fact I enjoyed it." I chuckled. "At first I was a little nervous, but it turned out to be pretty hot."
"Really?"
Mandy laughed. "Well he certainly did cum quickly."
Rolling her eyes, Kelly said; "That's nothing new."
"Hey, be nice!" I was laughing.
Kelly covered her mouth with her hand and said, "Opps! Sorry, that just popped out."
I shook my head. "No, it was perfect. That's exactly what has to happen. We have to stop worrying about hurting each other's feelings and start having fun."
Kelly smiled at Mandy and me. There was a mischievous twinkle in her eyes. "I just had a very naughty thought. We can't do it tonight. You're right, tonight I have to go back and focus all of my attention on Chris, but we're going do it the next time he comes over."
"What's that?"
"I'm going to make you masturbate while you watch him fuck me."
That made all three of us laugh.
Mandy asked, "Could I be there and watch too?"
Shaking her head, Kelly said; "I don't know. If they find out that I'm letting you watch, then Keish and Tonnie are also going to want to be there."
Mandy grinned at her. "Don't tell them."
My wife laughed. "Mandy honey, they're our best friends. Even if we wanted to, neither of us are capable of keeping a secret from them."
Mandy shrugged. "Okay, you're right. How does Chris feel about putting on a sex show for a crowd?"
"Maybe you should ask Timmy too."
"No he's a slave. He doesn't have any choice."
Kelly giggled. "You really would make a nasty dom."
Slowly nodding her head in agreement, Mandy said; "Yes I would. It's because I truly understand what motivates a sub."
"And you want to train Timmy for me?"
"Let's just say I'm willing to do it."
I noticed a subtle shift in the tone of the conversation. It was becoming a bit more serious. It made me nervous. I smiled at both of them. "Maybe we should talk about this tomorrow."
Kelly looked at me with a mischievous grin. "Are you getting worried slaveboy?"
"Frankly yes!"
Mandy laughed. "Don't worry Timmy, I believe in being judicious with the whip."
Vigorously shaking my head, I said; "I'm not at all certain that the words Timmy and whip belong in the same sentence."
Kelly put her arms around my shoulders and hugged me. "Right now part of me wishes that the three of us could spend the rest of the night sitting at the kitchen table drinking wine and joking with each other."
She stepped back and sighed. "But we have company and they're very good friends. One of them also happens to be an incredibly hot guy who is planning to fuck me silly tonight."
I patted my wife's butt, "You'd better get back to your guests. I'm guessing that they're starting to get hungry and we have a wonderful dinner prepared for them."
Kelly held my face in her hands and stared into my eyes. "Babydoll are you going to be okay?"
I nodded. "Yes, in fact right now I'm eagerly looking forward to the rest of the evening."
Kelly took a deep breath. "So am I." And then she smiled at us and said, "I'll go get everyone and bring them to the table."
Mandy nodded. "We'll pour wine and ice water and then we'll serve the salads."
My wife looked at me and mouthed the words, "I love you."
As she turned and walked out of the kitchen, I whispered; "I love you too Kelly."
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As soon as Kelly was gone I turned to Mandy. "It looks like it's time for us to go to work."
She smiled and said, "I'm ready if you are slaveboy."
I handed her a glass pitcher. "You fill the water glasses, I'll open the wine."
While Mandy was filling the pitcher with ice cubes and water I took out a corkscrew and opened two bottles of the zinfandel. As soon as we were done, we moved into the dining room.
Kelly busy was seating her guests . She started by placing Antoine at the foot of the table with Gary to his right and Tonya on his left. I understood her reasoning immediately. Gary was a loose cannon. He was capable of offending anyone at any moment. Antoine and Tonya were seated so that they would be close enough to be able to keep him in check when it was necessary.
She placed Keisha on the other side of Gary. That left the head of the table and the chair next to Tonya open. I watched. I was curious to see how my wife would handle this. In our traditionally male dominated culture the seat at the head of the dinner table was generally reserved for the man of the house. If Kelly and I had been in an old fashioned marriage, that chair would have been mine.
Of course, our marriage was anything but orthodox. I was not only not the man of the house, I was my wife's cuckold slave. It was well established that I'd already surrendered any claim that I might have had to that chair. The question now was, who would take the place that I'd vacated?
There are many people who would suggest that the answer was obvious. Kelly should take it. She was now the real head of the household. That was probably the most reasonable solution, but Kelly and I both new that there was another option. It was a choice that was much more emotionally charged and a lot more fun.
My wife paused. She seemed to be considering the two options. It was apparent that she was tempted to give that seat to Chris, but she was hesitating. I assumed that she was concerned about my feelings.
She didn't need to be concerned. My entire body was tingling with excitement. Seeing my wife give my place at the head of our dinner table to another man was going to be deliciously humiliating.
Kelly glanced at me.
I gave her a subtle nod.
She stared at me for a moment. Suddenly Kelly realized that I knew what she was considering and I'd just given her my approval. A smile formed at the corner of her lips. She turned to her boyfriend and gestured to the seat at the head of the table. "Chris honey, why don't you sit here."
Chris looked at my wife with a startled expression. It was obvious that he'd assumed that my wife would occupy that chair and he'd sit in the one next to Tonya.
His eyes nervously shifted to me. I could tell that he was concerned about my reaction. I smiled at him. He immediately understood. This was just part of our game.
He nodded to Kelly and then he urbanely pulled out the chair next to Tonya and gestured towards it. "My dear."
As she sat down my wife glanced at me and then she looked up at her boyfriend and lovingly said, "Thank you dear."
Watching Kelly gaze adoringly at Chris was much more difficult than seeing another man take the chair at the head of the table in my house. I bit my lower lip. Those little loving looks were exactly the type of thing that I needed to learn to accept if I was going to be able to be around my wife when she was with another man.
I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. As I got my feelings of jealousy back under control I remembered Mandy's admonition to me. If I wanted to be a slave, then I needed to try to be a good one.
Suddenly I understood exactly what I had to do. I needed to channel all of my emotional energy into being a slave. I wasn't going to be just a good slave, I was going to be a great slave.
I'd never been to a five star restaurant, but I'd seen enough movies to know what to do. I set one of the two open bottles of zinfandel on the side board and carried the other one over to Chris. He'd just sat down at the head of the table.
As I approached him he looked up at me. I held the bottle of wine out so that he could see the label and said, "Sir the wine."
Chris stared at me for a moment and then he smiled and made a little show of inspecting the label. "Yes dicklet that will be just fine."
"If I may sir." I held the bottle over his glass.
He nodded. "Please."
I poured a small amount of wine into Chris's glass. He picked it up and held it front of him. I didn't actually know whether or not he knew anything about wine, but I was hoping that he'd at least seen the same movies I had. It appeared that he had.
Everyone at the table looked on as Chris first inspected the color of the wine and then swirled it around and watched how it clung to the inside of the glass. Next he held it up to his nose and inhaled deeply. Finally he took a sip. For a few seconds he rolled the wine around on his tongue with his eyes closed, then he looked up at me and said; "Thank you dicklet, this is very nice."
I bowed and said, "I'm glad you approve sir. May I pour?"
Chris casually waved his hand and said, "Please do."
Everyone else at the table clapped and cheered. They'd enjoyed our little show. Chris and I both grinned and modestly bowed in recognition of their applause. I glanced at Kelly. She was laughing.
She noticed me watching her and smiled. I smiled back. At that moment we both realized that everything was going to be all right. We could make this life style work.
As soon as I started pouring the wine, Mandy disappeared into the kitchen. While I was filling Tonya's glass she reappeared carrying a tray covered with bowls of Caesar salad. She set the tray on the sideboard and quickly distributed the salads. Once she was done she grabbed the empty tray and disappeared back into the kitchen.
I finished pouring the wine and followed her. When I entered the kitchen she was picking up a large wooden pepper mill.
Grinning at me, she said, "Timmy, that was beautiful."
I grinned back at her and started to say, "Thank..."
Holding up her hand, Mandy stopped me. "This isn't the time for idle conversation. Your Mistress is counting on us. We have a dinner to serve."
I nodded, but I didn't move. I was elated about what had just transpired in the dining room. The brief smile and glance that my wife and I had just exchanged had left me feeling very encouraged and I wanted to take a moment to enjoy it.
Mandy looked at me and laughed. "Don't stand there grinning like a monkey who just fell into a barrel of bananas. Grab those those baskets of sliced baguette and the plates of butter and bring them to the table."
As Mandy walked past me she patted my butt. "You did good out there pussyboy, but you can't rest on your laurels. We're slaves and our superiors are sitting at the dinner table. We have a lot of work left to do before we get to rest."
Mandy disappeared through the door. Quickly gathering up the baskets of baguette and plates of butter, I followed her. As I left the kitchen I started chuckling. I did feel like a monkey who'd just fallen into a barrel of bananas.
When I walked into the dining room my eyes first went to Kelly. This was nothing unusual. I was madly in love with my wife. Whenever I entered a room and knew she was present, I always sought her out first
My breath caught. Kelly and Chris were in the midst of an intimate conversation. Kelly was again gazing adoringly into his eyes. She was holding his hand with both of her hands. As they talked she was gently massaging his wrist with her fingertips. This was exactly the type of scene that had been causing me difficulty.
Suddenly my wife looked up. It almost seemed as if she'd sensed my presence. As soon as she saw me she flinched, pulled her hands away from Chris and sat up straight. There was a guilty look on her face.
Chris turned and looked at the doorway. When he saw me he sighed and lowered his head.
Kelly stared at me with an apologetic expression.
I winked at her.
She continued staring at me, but I could see that she was confused.
I winked again.
She started to smile. She was beginning to understand.
I wiggled my eyebrows
She giggled.
Chris looked at her then he turned and looked at me.
I winked again.
For a second or two he was clearly puzzled, then I saw the expression of understanding slowly creep across his face. He nodded to me and turned to my wife. Now they were both smiling.
Kelly winked back at me. I smiled at her.
She picked up Chris's hand and gave it a firm squeeze.
I nodded in approval.
Kelly and Chris both grinned at me.
I wiggled my eyebrows at them.
Giggling, my wife leaned over and gave her boyfriend a wet sloppy kiss on the lips. She made sure that I could see that she was using her tongue.
As soon as they broke apart Kelly looked at me and wiggled her eyebrows and then she stuck out her tongue.
I playfully rolled my eyes, but I also took her stuck out tongue as a challenge. The answer to our insecurity was to start having fun.
I glanced around the table. Mandy was grinding pepper onto everyone's salads. All of them had their attention focused on her. Nobody was watching us.
I walked down to the end of the table where Antoine was seated and set one of the baskets of baguette and a plate of butter in front of him. Then I moved to the other end of the table and set the other basket of bread and plate of butter in front of Kelly.
As soon as that was done I whispered into my wife's ear. "If you really want to taunt me why don't you do something for Chris that you'll never do for me."
She looked at me with a puzzled expression.
I grinned at her and quietly said, "Slip under the table and give him a blow job while he's eating his salad."
Kelly laughed and then she whispered back, "He's already had two blow jobs tonight."
I shrugged. "Who's counting?"
She shook her head. "Timmy, this is silly. We're having dinner."
I looked into my wife's eyes and said, "Cluck, cluck, cluck."
She stared at me. "Timmy is that a challenge?"
I slowly nodded.
Next to us Chris chuckled and said, "You two are totally out of control."
Smiling at him, I whispered; "That may be true, but I think part of our problem is that we've been much too serious about all of this. We need to start having some fun."
Chris thought for a moment and then he shook his head and quietly said, "Timmy my friend, it's very easy to see why Kelly is so deeply in love with you. You're a very smart man."
He paused for a moment and then he leaned over and whispered to my wife; "Kel, I just unzipped my pants."
Kelly laughed. "Who's side are you on?"
"Yours and Timmy's"
Shaking her head, Kelly sighed; but then a huge grin appeared on her face and she said; "Dicklet, I want you to know that we have just begun to play."
She gave me a quick wink, and then she slipped under the table.
Keisha noticed and with a puzzled expression asked, "Chris, what the fuck is Kelly doing under the table?"
Everyone turned and looked at Chris. At that moment Mandy was grinding fresh pepper on to his salad. She had a smirk on her face. From her position she could see exactly what my wife was doing.
Chris watched Mandy grind pepper for a second and then he smiled at her and casually said; "Thank you nymph, that's perfect."
After Mandy stepped away he looked at Keisha with a deadpan expression and answered her question. "I'm not sure Keish. I think she might be tying her shoes."
"Tying her shoes? She's wearing high heeled pumps. They don't have any mother fucking laces."
Chris took a bite of salad. After he swallowed it he shrugged and said, "Really? I guess I must have been mistaken."
I was becoming very impressed with Chris's ability to control himself. My wife was extremely skilled at giving head. If she'd been under the table sucking my cock I doubt that I would have been able to remain so calm and collected. I smiled to myself. That was probably one of the reasons Kelly found Chris to be such a good sex partner.
Keisha rolled her eyes and then she leaned down and looked under the table. She came back up shaking her head and yelled, "She's sucking your mother fucking dick!"
Chris took another bite of his salad. After he carefully chewed and swallowed it he looked down at his crotch. He let a second or two pass and then he looked up again and grinned. "Yes Keish, I do believe you're correct."
I looked around the table. Tonya and Antoine were doing everything they could to keep from bursting out in laughter. Gary was staring in amazement.
Mandy was watching me with a huge grin on her face. She knew exactly what was happening.
Keisha looked like she was ready to burst.
Calmly smiling, Chris said to her; "So Keish, do you think the Packer's are going to beat the Eagles on Sunday?"
Throwing her arms up in frustration, Keisha exclaimed; "Who gives a shit! Kelly's under the table sucking your fucking dick and you're asking me about football?"
Chris shrugged. "I'm sorry Keish, I thought you were a football fan."
As I watched this scene I continued to marvel at Chris's composure. I did not for even one moment believe that I would be capable of carrying on a coherent conversation while Kelly was sucking my cock.
Suddenly my wife reemerged from under the table with a huge smile on her face. Right away I noticed that her lipstick was smeared. I chuckled. She often told me that nothing messes up a girl's lipstick faster than giving a sloppy blowjob.
Grinning at me, Kelly stuck out her tongue and said; "Na na na, na na na. No more cluck, cluck cluck." And then she winked at me and added, "And that is something I will never ever do for you cuckboy."
Keisha looked at Kelly and me with an astonished expression. "What! Was that some kind of a dare or challenge?"
Kelly smiled at her. "It certainly was. Timmy dared me to do it."
Gary was taking a drink of ice water. Kelly's comment startled him so much that he suddenly gasped and spit his mouthful of water all over his plate. After taking a moment to pull himself together he looked at Kelly and said, "What? Your husband asked you to get under the dining room table and give another man a blowjob?"
Everyone was chuckling. Mandy ran over and started wiping his face with a napkin.
While she was doing that Kelly shook her head and said, "No he dared me to do it. There's a difference." And then smiling at everyone, she added; "And he also challenged me to do something for Chris that I will never do for him."
At the foot of the table Antoine said, "I have to admit that I was very impressed with Chris's control." He nodded to him. "I take my hat off to you my friend. I've experienced a number of Kelly's blow jobs. In my opinion, very few men could maintain their composure that well while getting one."
Keisha rolled her eyes. "Toine, give me a break! You're making a mountain out of a molehill. All Chris did was ask me a question about the Packer Eagle game."
Antoine shook his head. "Sorry Keish, but I beg to differ. Chris maintained a very calm demeanor during the entire time he was talking to you." He smiled at her. "I'm not sure I could have done it and I don't think you could either."
Keisha laughed. "Keep my cool while I'm getting a blow job? Sorry Toine, it's not an issue for me. I don't have a dick. I can't get a blow job."
Tonya giggled. "But you can certainly get head. Keish you love having your pussy licked."
Antoine nodded. "Yes you do and I don't believe that you can carry on a calm collected conversation while someone is doing it to you."
Shaking her head, Keisha said; "This is silly. Of course I can."
Kelly smiled at her and quietly said, "Show us."
Keisha looked at my wife with a puzzled expression. "What do you mean?"
"Carry on a conversation with us while you're getting head. Timmy gives wonderful oral. He can get under the table and lick your pussy right now."
"Why don't you do it?"
My wife grinned at Keisha. "Because I know I can't. The minute Timmy's tongue touches my cunt I lose all of my composure."
Tonya nodded. "That's the truth. He's only done me one time, but I know that the moment he sucks my clit into his mouth and starts flicking it with his tongue it's all over for me."
Keisha looked at both women with an incredulous expression. "Oh come on now, you two are pros. You can't tell me that all it takes to get your undies twisted is a little pussy licking."
Kelly laughed. "Nothing twists my undies faster than Timmy's tongue."
Tonya giggled. "There's only been one time, but I do have to say that it was definitely an undie twisting experience."
Keisha shrugged. "Okay, I admit he's good, but give me a break. We're pros. Sex is our business."
I was starting to get nervous. This was turning into a competition between Keisha and me. That was a situation I desperately wanted to avoid."
Antoine smiled at Keisha. "Well then, as Kelly just said; show us."
Keisha stared at everyone for a moment and then she started laughing. "Okay, what have I got to lose? I've only had a little sample of Timmy's tongue, but it was enough to know that he is good."
She turned to Gary. I could see her arm move over to him. I assumed that she was massaging his cock. "If nothing else, it'll get me in the mood to play some very naughty games with you after dinner"
Tonya laughed. "Keish, you're always in the mood for naughty games."
Keisha nodded emphatically. "Yes I am, and I'm about to play one right now."
She turned and leered at me. "It's time to get under the table Timmy, you have some pussy licking to do."
Kelly waved her fingers at me. "Dicklet, come here."
I walked over and stood next to my wife. She put her arm around my waist and held me close to her. "Timmy honey, I want you to give Ms. Edwards your very best effort. Do you understand?"
"Yes Ms. Mason, I do."
"That's a good boy." She kissed my cheek. As she kissed me she whispered, "I told you that we were just starting to play."
I winked at Kelly. For a moment we grinned at each other and then she patted my butt and said, "Go get her big boy."
As I was getting under the table I heard Antoine say, "I've got my money of Timmy."
Tonya answered, "I don't know, Keisha can be very competitive.
Keisha laughed. "Damn right I can and I'm feeling pretty fuckin competitive right now."
I was excited. Not only because I was about to lick a beautiful woman's pussy, but also because my wife's friends regarded me as adept, even expert. With the exception of Gary, everyone in that room was a professional. The fact that they respected my oral skills was extremely gratifying to me.
I crawled over to Keisha and signaled my presence by kissing the toe of one of her high heeled pumps.
Above me she announced, "My challenger has arrived." She pulled her skirt up to her waist, slumped down in her chair, slid her hips forward and spread her legs. "Let the games begin."
I was nervous. As I looked up at Keisha's shaved cunt I felt butterflies in my stomach. The opinion of Kelly and her friends was important to me. I wanted to acquit myself well.
Taking a deep breath, I gently brushed Keisha's pussy with my lips. She shivered with excitement.



When I was first learning to give oral, Kelly had always stressed that I should be gentle while we were getting started. She explained that before a woman is fully aroused her cunt can be very sensitive.
Applying that lesson, I covered Keisha's pussy with soft kisses. As I kissed her I could feel the moisture of her arousal on my lips. She was already excited.
The room was silent. I assumed that everyone's attention was focused on Keisha.
Above me, I heard her say; "So Chris, you asked me about the Packer Eagle game. I think the Packer's chances depend on their ability to run..."
Extending my tongue, I gently licked the cleft of her pussy.
Keisha's voice quavered for a second, but then she quickly continued. "...the football. If the Eagles can force them to pass on every down, they'll lose."
I started vigorously licking her cunt.
That caused a brief pause before she asked; "So Chris what do you think?"
I thought I could detect a tightness in her voice, but I had to admit that she was doing a good job of maintaining her composure.
Chris chuckled. "I think it's up to their defense. Keish, what's your opinion of the Packer defense?"
I smiled. Chris had just adeptly shifted the burden of the conversation back to Keisha.
I found her clit and kissed it.
Keisha gasped.
I began rubbing the base of her cunt with the tip of my finger while I continued kissing her clit.
There was a moment of silence and then I heard Keisha say, "I really like the three four defense they play." Her speech was a little more forced than it had been a minute earlier. I was getting to her.
Behind me, Tonya said; "Keish you're looking a little flushed. Are you feeling okay?"
"Yes, I'm..."
I pushed my finger into her cunt and sucked her clit into my mouth.
Keisha gasped again, but still managing to maintain her composure, she answered; "...I'm fine, football gets my adrenalin going."
Kelly laughed. "That's not all that's getting your adrenalin going."
Everyone at the table chuckled.
I took a quick break so that I could put my finger in my mouth and get it nice and wet; then, placing my lips back around Keisha's clit, I reached under her and began massaging her asshole with the tip of my now moist finger.
As soon as she realized what I was doing, Keisha cried out; "Shit that's not fair! He's rubbing my asshole with his fingertip while he's sucking on my clit. Nobody can keep it together while someone's doing that to them."
Keisha's complaint made me stop what I was doing and jump back.
She immediately protested. "No don't stop! Please don't stop!"
Quickly wetting my finger again, I returned it to Keisha's anus and sucked her clit back into my mouth.
That made her giggle with delight. "Yes that's it! That feels wonderful"
Around us, the room was silent. No one was talking. I was certain that everyone's attention was focused on Keisha.
Keisha took a deep breath and whispered; "Timmy, you are an evil bastard. That feels so good. You're driving me mad."
I pushed my finger into Keisha's asshole and started flicking her clit with my tongue while I sucked on it at the same time.
That caused her to gasp and then she giggled and said, "Damn you Timmy!"
I kept fingering Keisha's ass and sucking and flicking her clit. I could feel the tension building in her body. Her cunt was dripping wet. She started trying to hump my face.
But then she stopped. For a moment she was perfectly still. I could feel the overwhelming tension in her body, but she wasn't moving at all. Suddenly she screamed, "Oh shit!"; and started to laugh as an orgasm erupted inside her.
I continued sucking Keisha's clitoris. For a few seconds she cried and laughed and mashed her sopping cunt into my face and then her climax started to subside. Gradually, her cries of joy became soft whimpers and the tension in her body disappeared. Once she was fully relaxed I released her love bud and gave her pussy a soft kiss.
Keisha gently rubbed my head with both of her hands and whispered, "Timmy, that was magnificent."
Looking up at her, my face glistening with the moisture of her arousal, I winked and said; "It was my pleasure."
Giggling, Keisha said, "No, it was our pleasure."
I gave her pussy one more kiss and then I turned. As I was crawling away I heard her sheepishly say, "I guess I lost."
In a very tender voice Tonya said, "Keish honey we all knew you never had a chance."
"What do mean?"
This time Kelly answered. "One of the qualities that makes you such a great courtesan is your openness to pleasure. You respond so easily to another person's touch. Sweetheart, it's not difficult to make you cum."
Giggling, Keisha said; "What can I say, I love to get off."
I was crawling out from under the table between Tonya and Kelly when Tonya reached down and grabbed my shoulder. "Just a minute sweetie. Before you get up I'd like a little taste of the same sugar you just gave Keisha."
I looked up at my wife. She smiled at me. "We have time babydoll. Give Tonnie a nice kiss."
I nodded to Kelly and then I backed up and positioned myself between Tonya's legs. She pulled up the hem of her skirt and spread her thighs.
When she felt me kiss her pussy, Tonya sighed. Like Keisha, she was already wet. I kissed and licked her for a moment and then I sucked her clit into my mouth and started flicking it with my tongue.
Just as I was feeling Tonya's excitement beginning to grow, she patted my head and said. "That's enough sweetie. I don't need to cum right now. Antoine will take care of that later. I just wanted a quick thrill."
I looked up at her and smiled.
Patting my head once more, she said; "Thank you babydoll, that really was very nice."
I started to crawl out from under the table again, but this time Kelly stopped me. "Timmy honey, before you get up I'd like a kiss; just one quick kiss."
I smiled at my wife and moved between her legs. Kelly parted her thighs. I looked up at her beautiful pussy, a pussy that tonight belonged to another man.
Taking a deep breath, I closed my eyes. This was different than it had been with Keisha and Tonya. This was my Kelly, the love of my life. I buried my face between her thighs and kissed her. It was a kiss filled with passion, a movie kiss.
Sensing the intensity of my adoration; Kelly placed her hands behind my head, pulled me to her and held me there. I didn't lick her or try to suck on her clit. I just kissed her.
After a moment she whispered, "Timmy I love you too." And then she released me.
I looked up at Kelly and smiled. I'm certain that my face was coated with the combined moisture of Keisha's, Tonya's and her arousal.
Kelly smiled back at me.
I winked at her.
We were both grinning as I crawled out from under the table.
While I was standing up Antoine stood and held up his glass. "A toast to my friend Timmy, a master of cunnilingus." He looked at me with a huge smile on his face.
I laughed.
Chris stood and held up his glass. "To Timmy in acknowledgment of his proficiency and to our four courtesans. They are all true mistresses of pleasure."
Mandy and I stood by the wall and watched while everyone raised their glasses of wine and drank. We were of course slaves. As slaves, we weren't allowed to participate in toasts with our superiors.
As soon as everyone had set down their glasses, Kelly turned to Mandy and me and said; "Nymph and dicklet, it's time to serve the lasagna."
With a polite bow, Mandy answered; "Yes Ms. Mason, right away." Then she turned to me. "Come dicklet, we have work to do."
The dinner was a great success. The lasagna was well received. Gary had three helpings, Chris and Antoine each had two. During the meal Mandy and I hovered around the edges of the table filling wine and water glasses and generally trying to provide anything that was needed. Kelly acted the role of the arrogant hostess with perfection. She did everything she could to make me feel like a lowly slave. It was unbelievably exciting.
Once everyone was finally finished eating, Kelly turned to me and said; "Dicklet, that was an excellent meal."
At the other end of the table Antoine pushed his chair back and laughed. "It was fabulous, I ate so much that I might have to take a two hour nap."
Playfully poking him in the ribs, Tonya said; "Not a chance big boy. We have some serious fucking to do before you can even think about sleep."
Antoine grinned at everyone and then he shook his head in mock distress. "Being a handsome stud certainly can be difficult at times."
Tonya rolled her eyes. "Watch it studman, I might just decide to trade you in for Timmy. His tongue felt very nice when he was under the table. Before you say anything more, I suggest that you should take a moment to consider how it would feel to go home tonight without getting laid at all. You might discover that there's more than one kind of stress in this world."
Antoine winked at me and then he turned to Tonya. "Ms. Lewis, I beg you to forgive my brash and impulsive remark. I was foolish and spoke without thinking. Everyone knows that a man would have to be a witless buffoon to even consider taking a nap when he knew that your delectable favors were soon going to be available to him."
The entire group was chuckling. Tonya stared at Antoine. She was trying to maintain a stern expression, but finally she burst out laughing.
Antoine started to speak again, but Kelly held up her hand and stopped him. "Toine as a close personal friend I would advise you to be quiet. When you find yourself standing neck deep in a hole it's generally a good idea to stop digging."
Flashing Kelly a boyish grin, Antoine said; "My grandmother used to tell me that." He shrugged. "Unfortunately, I was never very good at taking her advice."
Kelly shook her head and then she pushed her chair back and stood up. "Why don't we retire to the living room before our brash friend buries himself completely."
Turning to me, she asked; "Dicklet, what do we have for dessert?"
"I have a nice selection of the same chocolates that I served to you and Mr. Kendricks last night."
My wife nodded her approval. "Very good." Then, smiling at her guests, she explained; "The chocolates are excellent. My slave buys them at a little shop near the University."
That was the first time that Kelly had actually referred to me as "my slave". It sent a shiver of excitement rippling through my body.
Chris stood up and offered his arm to my wife. She took it. Everyone else also stood. While they were all leaving Kelly called to me; "Dicklet, we'll have dessert and coffee in the living room. You should also bring a round of rusty nails."
As I watched my wife walk out of the dining room clinging to the arm of another man I quietly said; "Yes Ms. Mason, right away."
Mandy took my hand in hers and cuddled up next to me. I was very aware of her naked breast as it pressed against my bare arm. Gently kissing my cheek, she whispered; "Being a cuckold slave can be painful."
I sighed. "Yes it can."
Giggling, she said; "It's good thing that you're a masochist, isn't it."
I stared at her for a moment and then I started laughing. "Yes, it certainly is."
Mandy winked at me and said; "Let's go slaveboy, we have more work to do."
As Mandy pulled me towards the kitchen I remembered how excited she'd been earlier that day about the prospect of getting to serve as a slave with me. I now understood. This could be very lonely job if you were doing it by yourself.
Once we got into the kitchen we went to work. It was fun, we were learning to function as a team. I'd already brewed two pots of coffee. While I was filling two carafes, Mandy set up a tray with cups and saucers, a small pitcher of cream and a bowl of sugar. After I put the carafes of coffee on her tray I made a plate of chocolates and set it on the tray next to the cups and coffee. As soon as that was done Mandy picked up the tray and carried it into the living room.
After she was gone I went to work making eight rusty nails. While I was mixing the after dinner cocktails I heard music start to play. I listened. It was Otis Redding. That made me smile. The party was starting heat up. My wife loved to dance to old rhythm and blues songs.
While I was finishing the cocktails Mandy returned to the kitchen. As she set her empty tray on the counter, I asked; "How did they like the chocolates?"
She laughed. "Nobody noticed them. Keisha is doing a strip tease."
I raised my eyebrows. "Really?"
"Yes, it's something that we do all the time for the associates we entertain at Eagle Lake and Evergreen.'
I smiled as I imagined my wife dancing naked for a group of middle aged businessmen.
Noticing my excited expression, Mandy laughed and said; "Your imagination is running wild right now, isn't it Timmy."
I grinned at her. "Yes, it certainly is."
Mandy gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and then she loaded six of the rusty nails I'd just made onto her tray and picked it up. As she turned to leave the kitchen she said; "Why don't you start clearing the dining room table while I deliver these cocktails. That will give you an opportunity to sneak a few peeks at what's happening in the living room."
That was the only prompt I needed. After quickly wiping off the counter, I eagerly followed Mandy out of the kitchen.
Once I was in the dining room I went right to work gathering up plates, silverware and glasses. While I worked I furtively watched what was happening in the living room.
As usual, I first looked for Kelly. She was sitting on the couch snuggled up to Chris. He had his arm possessively wrapped around her shoulders. Her hand was resting on his lap. I was quite certain that she was massaging his cock while they watched Keisha dance.
Antoine and Tonya were seated on the love seat. Tonya was cuddled up to Antoine. She also appeared to be playing his cock.
Gary was sitting in the large stuffed chair. Keisha was straddling him. She was completely naked. Gary was sucking on one of her large brown breasts while she seductively swayed her hips in time to the steady rhythm of the Otis Redding song that was playing in the background.
I gathered up a stack of dishes and carried them into the kitchen. While I was loading the dishes into the dishwasher Mandy came in carrying her tray. It was filled with dirty glasses. I smiled. She was a great work partner.
She set her tray down on the counter next to the dishwasher and casually remarked, "If you're curious, that's often how we do it at Evergreen and Eagle Lake."
I paused for a moment. "I am curious, tell me more."
"Okay, when the partners are entertaining a group of business contacts, each of us is generally assigned to one specific person. Our job is to make sure that our man has an evening, a day or sometimes even an entire weekend that he'll never forget. Basically we try to become his hot girlfriend for the whole time were with him. After we've had dinner we'll often retire to one of the parlors so that we can take turns dancing for our men while everyone else watches. When it's our turn our man moves to a chair of honor and we put on the hottest show for him that we possibly can. It's usually a combination strip tease and lap dance."
Grinning at her, I said; "I'll bet it's very popular."
Mandy nodded. "Oh yes."
The Otis Redding song ended. There was a short pause and then I heard Wilson Pickett start singing.
Mandy listened for a moment and then she said, "It must be Tonnie's turn to dance. She loves Wilson Pickett."
I smiled. Kelly shared the same love. I remembered spending countless hours with my face buried between Kelly's thighs while she lay on her back with her eyes closed listening to "In the Midnight Hour".
Grabbing my hand, Mandy pulled me through the kitchen door. "Come on Timmy, let's go see a little bit of Tonya's dance while we finish clearing the dining room table."
As soon as we entered the dining room we moved to a spot where we could discreetly peek into the living room. Kelly was still on the couch snuggled up to Chris, but now his pants were unzipped. His huge cock was out. My wife was slowly stroking him while they watched Tonya dance.
Gary and Keisha had moved to the love seat. Keisha was still completely naked. Gary's pants were open and his cock was out. Keisha was bent over sucking him while he watched Tonya.
Antoine was now occupying the stuffed chair. His eyes were glued on Tonya. She was standing in front of him, slowly inching her skirt down her thighs while she lasciviously swung her hips in time to the music.
I chuckled.
Mandy looked at me and said, "What?"
I grinned at her. "You four women definitely know how to entertain a man."
Mandy grinned back at me. "Yes we certainly do."
We watched for another minute and then Mandy whispered to me, "Come on Timmy, let's finish clearing the dining room table."
Reluctantly, I went back to work. We quickly gathered up the rest of the dishes and carried them into the kitchen. As I was loading them into the dishwasher Mandy said, "I'll be right back. I'm going to go check to see if anyone needs anything."
I nodded.
Mandy hurried out of the kitchen. She was gone for several minutes. I was putting the detergent into the dishwasher when she returned.
"Timmy hurry up and finish what you're doing. Tonya's almost done with her dance, then it will be Kelly's turn. She said it would be okay for you to kneel in the corner of the living room and watch while she dances for Chris. She also told me to tell you that after Chris, Antoine and Gary leave you're going to get to sit in the big chair and all four of us are going to take turns dancing for you. She said that you'd understand."
I smiled. Kelly remembered how hurt I'd felt on the previous Wednesday when I learned that she'd been regularly dancing for a host of other men, but had never once danced for me. After she realized what had happened, I think Kelly was just as hurt as I was. That was the day we ended up driving down to her old office so that she could pick up some of the sexy outfits she'd worn while she did her entertaining. That night she'd been determined that we wouldn't go to sleep until she'd danced for me.
I closed the dishwasher. After I pushed the power button I turned to Mandy. "Yes I understand. It's a gesture intended to make up for an oversight that occurred during our recent marital troubles."
Mandy quietly said, "I think all of us understand." Then her compassionate expression turned to a smile and she started giggling. "Later tonight Mr. Jamieson, we are going to give you a show that you will never forget." She grabbed my hand. "But right now it's time to watch your wife dance for her boyfriend. Come on Timmy, this is going to be really hot."
She pulled me through the kitchen door. I don't think I need to tell you that I didn't put up much resistance.
As we entered the dining room the Wilson Pickett song was ending. Mandy led me over to the dining room table. A black leather dog leash lay coiled in the spot where Chris had been sitting. I was certain that it hadn't been there when we were clearing the table a few minutes earlier.
Mandy picked it up. As she attached it to my collar she explained, "This is my idea. I had it in my overnight bag. If you're going to get to watch your wife dance for another man you really should be properly leashed."
I stared at her with a shocked expression, but I didn't resist. The truth was, I was incredibly excited and very nervous.
Mandy sensed my apprehension and gently said; "Timmy, relax. This is going to be very exciting and you don't have anything to worry about. Everyone in that room but Gary understands and if he opens his mouth Tonnie, Keish and I will rip his balls off."



That made me laugh and it also helped calm my nervousness. I smiled at Mandy.
Smiling back at me, she said; "That's better."
She kissed my cheek and then she reached down the front of my shorts and gently grasped my penis. I had an erection. Grinning at me, she said; "I guess you're not too upset."
I laughed some more. "No I guess I'm not."
Mandy began slowly stroking my penis. As she stroked me, she whispered. "When I lead you into the living room, I want you to be so excited that you can barely control yourself. This is going to be the most humiliating experience of your entire life. Your wife is going to do a very erotic strip tease for another man and you're going to have to kneel in the corner like a dog and watch."
She continued stroking my erection. While she was doing it, Mandy slipped her other hand under my tee shirt and grabbed one of my nipples. Staring into my eyes, she gave it a vicious twist.
I gasped.
Mandy smiled and gave my nipple another twist.
I bit my lip to keep from crying out.
"What are you?"
Her question confused me. I looked at her with a puzzled expression.
She twisted my nipple again. "What are you? Tell me!"
Suddenly I understood. Breathlessly, I answered; "A slave!"
"That's right, who's slave?"
"Ms. Mason's slave."
"Are you going to disturb her while she dances for her lover?"
"No! I promise I won't."
"Why not?"
"Because she's my Mistress. Entertaining her lover is her right."
"Very good slaveboy." Smiling at me, Mandy released my nipple but kept stroking my penis. "Timmy are you excited?"
I laughed. "I don't think I've ever been this excited in my entire life."
An Al Green song started playing. That made me smile. Kelly loved Al Green.
Mandy patted my butt. "It's time. Get down on your hands and knees."
I did as I was told. My entire body was tingling with excitement. As soon as I was on my knees Mandy whispered, "Are you ready Babydoll?"
I looked up at her. "Yes, yes I am."
"All right." Mandy tugged on my leash and said, "Heel". And then she started to walk. I crawled along next to her. My heart was pounding as she led me to the entrance to the living room.
The moment Mandy and I entered the living room my attention went directly to my wife. She was standing a few feet in front of Chris with her back towards me. He was seated in the overstuffed chair. She was staring into his eyes as she gracefully swayed her hips to the soft rhythm of the Al Green song.
Gary and Keisha were on the love seat. Keisha had stopped sucking his cock and was now cuddled up to him stroking his erection while they both watched my wife dance.
Antoine and Tonya now occupied the couch. Tonya was completely naked. Her soft body was pressed against Antoine's side. He had his arm around her shoulders. His pants and boxer shorts were draped across the end of the couch. His shoes and socks were on the floor next to him . He was still wearing his shirt, but it was unbuttoned. His monstrous black cock was sticking straight up in the air. Tonya's petite fingers were wrapped around it. She was slowly stroking him.
Mandy tried to discreetly lead me over to the corner of the living room.
Chris must have caught our movement out of the corner of his eyes because he turned and looked at us. This caused Kelly to stop dancing and also turn. Everyone else's gaze followed my wife's.
"Damn! I don't believe it. That is totally mother fuckin amazing." Gary was shaking his head.
Keisha poked him. "Hush!"
He looked at her. "But..."
She poked him again. "I know, but just be quiet."
Surprisingly Gary nodded and stopped trying to comment.
I looked at Kelly. She was staring at me in shock. It was obvious that the leash was completely unexpected. An expression of concern crept across her face. I could see that I needed to do something to put her at ease. Quickly deciding to rely on the same tactic that I'd used earlier in the dining room, I winked.
Kelly kept staring at me.
I winked again.
Tonya saw what was happening and realized that someone needed to say something to break the tension. She acted. "Mandy, what a great idea. This is very hot!"
Next to her Antoine said, "It really is, I love it."
I smiled at my wife. She kept staring at me, but slowly her expression of concern disappeared and she started to smile back at me. After a moment she took a deep breath and said, "Nymph, thank you for taking care of my slave."
Mandy bowed. "You're welcome Ms. Mason. If it's all right, we'll move over to the corner."
Kelly nodded. "Yes nymph, that will be fine."
Everyone watched as Mandy led me to one corner of the living room and kneeled down next to me.
As soon as she saw that we were settled Kelly turned back to her lover and said, "Shall we continue?"
Chris eagerly answered, "Most definitely."
Kelly looked over at me. After giving me a quick wink she turned her attention back to her lover and started to dance again. Everyone's gaze immediately returned to her.
I watched with envy as Kelly stared into Chris's eyes while she lasciviously swayed her hips to the easy rhythm of the Al Green song. As she danced for her lover, my wife ran here fingers through her long blond hair and then slowly let her hands slip to her bare neck and shoulders.
I glanced at Chris. He was already mesmerized by my wife's seductive performance.
Kelly's fingers found her luscious breasts. They were barely concealed by the brazenly low cut bodice of the pink knit cocktail dress she was wearing. She fondled herself for a moment and then still moving her hips in time to the music, my wife cupped those beautiful breasts in her hands and leaned forward so that she could give her lover an unobstructed view of her ample cleavage. While she danced in this position Kelly slipped her thumbs into the bodice of her dress and pulled it down, freeing her large breasts.
Continuing to move to the rhythm of the music, my wife stood in front of Chris holding up her naked breasts with her hands. She was symbolically offering them to him. Then, staring into his eyes, she lewdly licked her lips while she pulled and twisted her erect nipples.
Mandy leaned over and whispered to me, "Timmy are you okay?"
I smiled at her. "Yes, I'm fine."
Kelly's hands left her breasts and slowly followed the soft contours of her body to her hips where they found the hem of her very short skirt. Lifting her skirt, she stepped back from Chris and started to dance more vigorously. I knew that Kelly loved to dance and as I watched her buoyantly move her feet, swing her hips, flip her long blond hair from side to side and playfully shake her now naked breasts; it was obvious to me that she was having a wonderful time.
As my wife danced, she began to tease her lover with the hem of her skirt. Like a naughty little girl, she'd coquettishly lift it up, give Chris a quick peek at the cleft of her shaved pussy and then demurely pull her skirt back down again.
After doing this several times she winked at Chris and turned around. Still swaying her hips in time to the music; Kelly bent over, slowly raised her hem and exposed her gorgeous rear. While holding her skirt up with one hand, she reached between her legs with the other and began wantonly fingering her bare pussy.
Mandy reached over. When she felt my erection she giggled. "This is a pretty hot show, isn't it Timmy."
Breathlessly, I answered; "Yes it is."
Kelly stood up, turned around and stared into Chris's eyes. She slowly pushed her dress down to her ankles and stepped out of it. Now she was wearing only her garter belt, nylon stockings and high heels.
My wife looked down at the dress lying on the carpet next to her feet. For a moment she seemed to be thinking, then she smiled and looked at me. Bending over, she picked up the dress and said to Chris, "Don't go anywhere studman, I'll be right back."
Staring at me with a mischievous smile, Kelly walked over and carelessly tossed her dress to me. "Take care of this cuckboy. I won't be needing it anymore tonight."
I caught the dress in the air. As I carefully straightened it I obediently said, "Yes Ms. Mason, I will."
Kelly winked at me and then she mouthed the words, "I love you Timmy."
I whispered, "I know that Ms. Mason. I love you too."
She nodded to me and then she turned, walked back over to Chris and stood directly in front of him. While she seductively swayed her hips in time to the music Kelly reached down, picked up his hand, placed it between her legs and closed her eyes. I heard my wife sigh as her lover pushed first one and then two fingers into her very wet cunt.
After enjoying her boyfriend's touch for a few seconds Kelly took a deep breath and pull his hand away from her sex. They were both obviously very aroused.
Staring into Chris's eyes, Kelly said; "I think it's time for us to find a more private place to play." She gave his arm a firm tug.
As Chris stood up he chuckled and said, "I couldn't agree more."
My nearly naked wife started to lead her lover towards the hall that led to the bedrooms, but suddenly she stopped and turned around. There was an expression of mild chagrin on her face. Shaking her head, she said; "Keish and Tonnie, please excuse that brief lapse of etiquette. I'm afraid I lost my good sense for a moment."
Tonya laughed. "That's all right Kel, we both understand."
Keisha started giggling. Leaning over, she kissed the head of Gary's huge cock and then she looked up at my wife and said, "Yes we certainly do."
Kelly turned to Mandy and me. "Nymph will you please show Ms. Edwards and Mr. Simon to the guest room and dicklet will you make certain that Ms. Lewis and Mr. Carter are comfortable in the den."
Mandy stood up, tugged on my leash and pulled me to my feet. Once we were both standing, she said; "Yes Ms. Mason, we'll see to their every need."
Kelly smiled. "Thank you nymph." Turning to her lover, she then said; "My dear, shall we retire."
Chris chuckled and gallantly offered his arm to my wife. "By all means."
A surge of envy tore through me as my naked wife took her boyfriend's arm, walked down the hallway and disappeared into our bedroom. After they were gone I stood silently staring at the closed door. For a moment I didn't move.
Mandy pulled me out of my reverie. Patting my butt, she said; "Come on Timmy, we have chores to do."
That was all I needed. I smiled at her and said, "Thank you". Then I turned to Tonya and Antoine and gave them a polite bow. "Ms. Lewis and Mr. Carter, may I show you to the den?"
Next to me I heard Mandy say; "Ms. Edwards and Mr. Simon, may I show you to the guest room?"
Everyone stood and followed us. As soon as we had the four of them situated in their rooms Mandy and I returned to the living room. We gathered up all of the loose clothing, brought it to the respective bedrooms and neatly folded it while our superiors were getting comfortable.
After that was done we discreetly closed the bedroom doors and started to restore order to the house. We collected all of the loose plates and glasses in the living room, carried them to the kitchen and started the final cleanup.
While we were working Mandy casually remarked, "Timmy, considering that was your first time as a slave at a dinner party, you did a very good job."
I laughed. "I don't think I could have done it without you."
Mandy was drying a wine glass. She set it down, walked over to me and kissed my cheek. "We make a good team, don't we dicklet."
I smiled. "Yes nymph, I think we do."
She reached down the front of my shorts and grabbed my penis. "After we finish cleaning up it's play time for the slaves." She giggled. "I can't wait to feel this cute little cock in my pussy."
Suddenly I was overcome with anxiety. I didn't say anything. I couldn't. I just stared at Mandy.
She let go of my penis and looked at me with a puzzled expression. "Timmy, what's wrong?"
Taking a deep breath, I worked to regain my composure. Finally I managed to say, "Nothing, it's just that..." I paused and sheepishly stared at the floor.
"What? You can tell me."
After a moment I whispered, "I've never done it with anybody but Kelly."
"Timmy, that's silly. Earlier today you licked my pussy in my office and I know you've played with both Tonya and Keisha."
"That's true, but I never really did it with any of you."
Mandy sighed. "You mean you never fucked us."
In a very quiet voice I answered, "That's right."
Mandy gently stroked my cheek. She was smiling, it was a warm comforting smile. "It's okay Timmy. All of us know that. We don't care. You do want to fuck me, don't you?"
I nodded. "Yes, but I'm afraid that I might not be very good at it."
Shaking her head, Mandy said; "Timmy honey, you're going to be just fine. And if you're not, who cares? I'll teach you and after I've taught you everything I know; Tonya, Keisha and Kelly will take over and teach you everything they know. Babydoll you are about to receive a graduate school education in sexual pleasure and when the four of us are done with you, you're going to have a PhD."
I laughed. "Does that mean everyone is going to call me Dr. Dicklet?"
Mandy giggled; "Maybe, but I think it's more likely that we'll call you Professor Babydoll."
She patted my butt. "Come on, let's finish cleaning up so we can start your education."
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We worked quickly. While we worked we heard a symphony of moans, cries and laughter coming from the bedroom hallway. It was clear that the superiors were all having a very good time.
Well aware of the fact that some of those sounds were coming from our bedroom, I started thinking about the previous night when I'd knelt on the floor at the foot of our bed and watched Chris fuck my wife. Those images had been etched into my mind. Now, as I listened to the muffled cries of pleasure coming from the direction of our bedroom, it was easy to picture Chris on top of Kelly, pumping his huge cock in and out of her sopping cunt while she furiously bucked her hips in response to each of his powerful thrusts.
Despite this distraction, I managed to continue working. It only took us a few minutes to finish cleaning the kitchen. As soon as I was done wiping off the counter tops Mandy slapped my butt and said; "Race you to the couch. Loser has to lick the winner's ass."
She tore out of the kitchen giggling like a school girl. Quickly forgetting about Kelly and Chris, I threw my sponge into the sink and sped after her. I caught up to Mandy just after she entered the living room and as she was diving onto the couch I leapt and landed on top of her. For a moment we rolled around tickling and pinching each other and laughing hysterically. Then Mandy suddenly rolled on top of me and pinned my shoulders to the couch. I could have kept fighting, but I didn't. Instead I just relaxed and smiled up at her. I'd lost all interest wrestling.
Mandy stared into my eyes. For a moment we were both quiet and then she kissed me. Our giddy hysteria quickly turned into intense passion. We kissed and fondled each other for a few minutes and then Mandy abruptly pushed me away and stood up.
Looking at her with a puzzled expression, I asked; "What's wrong?"
She shook her head. "Absolutely nothing!" Then, as she unclasped her cupless brassiere, she added; "I just want to get rid of some of these useless clothes. You might find it in your best interest to shed a few items yourself."
"You won't have to suggest that twice." I quickly stood up and pulled off my tee shirt.
Mandy stepped out of her mesh skirt. As she tossed it aside, she asked; "Would you like me to leave the garter belt and nylons on?"
Grinning at her, I shook my head and said; "Nope, I want you naked."
Mandy giggled. "Oh my! Listen to you, I'm creating an assertive stud."
I wiggled my eyebrows at her and said, "You should expect nothing less from Dr. Dicklet."
"How does Kelly put up with you?" Mandy was laughing.
In a voice filled with exaggerated seriousness, I said; "She is a very patient woman."
Still laughing, Mandy shook her head and unfastened her garter belt, After she took it off she sat down on the couch and started rolling one of her nylon stockings down her leg. At the same time I pulled my shorts and panties down.
When I exposed my erect penis, Mandy looked at it for a moment and then she smiled at me and said; "You do remember that we both have debts to pay, don't you."
I looked at her with a puzzled expression.
"Oh my, don't tell me you've forgotten already."
"I guess I have."
"First of all, I owe you a blow job. You remember, in the kitchen, before dinner; I made you jack off while I described what Kelly was doing with Chris in the living room."
"All right, yes I do remember that. Actually I'll never forget it. It was one of the hottest things I've ever done." Shrugging, I said; "I'd be willing to call that even."
Mandy giggled. "You really are a perv."
"Kelly says the same thing."
"That's one of the reasons we all like you so much. We're all pervs."
"I'm beginning to figure that out."
"Well I'm not going to call it even. I believe in paying my debts." Winking at me, Mandy added; "Besides, I can't wait to get that little dick of yours into my mouth."
"I certainly won't argue about that." I paused. After a a moment I asked, "You said we both have debts to pay. What's mine?"
"I beat you to the couch, silly. You have to lick my asshole."
A little surge of excitement rippled through my body. Taking a deep breath, I said; "I think we're both going to enjoy paying these debts."
"I was hoping you'd feel that way."
She stood up. "Come on Timmy it's time for you to sit in the big chair. I'm going to pay my debt first."
She took my hand and led me to the stuffed chair where Chris had been sitting while Kelly danced for him a few minutes earlier. "Sit down big guy, I want you to relax and enjoy this."
As I sat down, I tried to think of a snappy comeback. I couldn't. At that moment I was a little too nervous for clever quips.
Kneeling at my feet, Mandy leaned forward, picked up my tiny erection and lovingly kissed the head. I smiled, the light touch of her fingertips and lips were both comforting and exciting. She continued kissing the head of my penis for several seconds and then she parted her lips, took me into her mouth and started sucking me. At the same time she began stroking me with her fingers.
As she worked I began to notice that her technique was very similar to Kelly's. Earlier that day Mandy had briefly sucked my cock in her office. Keisha had done it too. A few days before Tonya had given me a blow job when Kelly brought me to her office so she could recover some of her clothing. On all of those occasions I had been nervous and as a result, had actually paid very little attention to what was happening to me.
Now I was starting to relax. As I relaxed I was becoming increasingly aware of the pleasure Mandy was giving me and how she was doing it. As she licked and sucked my cock I became more and more convinced that Mandy and Kelly had spent time discussing how to give a good blow job. I was also confident that I would later learn that both Keisha and Tonya used similar techniques.
I thought about that, it made good sense. My wife and her friends were professionals. Sex was their business. I chuckled, even the hostesses at JTandR had inservice workshops.
Mandy took my cock out of her mouth and looked up at me. "You do understand that it's impolite to laugh while a woman is giving you a blow job."
Quickly realizing what I had inadvertently done, I shook my head and apologized. "I'm sorry, I was definitely not laughing at you. This is absolutely wonderful. I just happened to notice that you and Kelly use very similar techniques. I was laughing at the idea that the four of you must have blow job training sessions."
Mandy thought about that. After a moment she started giggling. "Well it's not like we go to seminars where they have powerpoint presentations, but we do spend time talking about how to pleasure a man."
Suddenly she burst out laughing.
"Okay, now what do you think is so funny?"
'I just imagined Tonya standing at the front of a classroom of adult women. She's wearing a professors robe and holding a pointer. Behind her there's a blown up photo of a woman sucking a huge, erect cock."
Grinning at Mandy, I said; "I don't believe they offer that course at Kelroy."
She gave me a quick wink and said; "Maybe they should." And then she put my cock back into her mouth and started sucking me in earnest. I immediately lost all interest in further discussions about technique.
Mandy sucked and stroked my cock for several minutes. Just as I was on the verge of cumming, she backed off. I was quite certain it was deliberate.
I glanced down at her. She was looking up at me. Her fingers were still wrapped around my erect penis. There was a mischievous smile on her face. She giggled. "You understand that I'm not going to let you cum quite yet."
I grinned at her. "Since I seem to be entirely in your hands, it would appear that I don't have any choice."
Rolling her eyes at my terrible pun, Mandy giggled and asked, "Do you always make jokes during sex?"
I nodded emphatically. "Oh yes! With the exception of Kelly, Tonya, Keisha and you; all of the women I've ever had sex with later described the experience as one of the silliest moments of their lives."
Mandy looked at me with a skeptical expression. "Timmy honey, besides Kelly, Tonya, Keisha and me; exactly how many women have you been with?"
I pretended to think for a moment and then I said, "I'm not the kind of guy who keeps track, so I'd have to guess."
"That's okay, I'll take a ball park figure."
After pretending to think again I smiled at Mandy and said, "The number would be less than one."
She started laughing. "Less than one? That's..."
"Zero. Yes, well I was sheltered as a child."
Mandy looked up at me with an adoring look in her eyes. "Timmy, it really is easy to see why Kelly is so madly in love with you."
"You mean because I'm such a sophisticated ladies man?"
She laughed. "No, because you're so irresistibly endearing."
I blushed.
Mandy tapped my knee. "And now you're going to behave like a good boy and be quiet so that we can continue."
"Yes ma'am."
Still smiling, Mandy shook her head in mock consternation and then she started licking the base of my erect penis. I quickly lost the desire to crack more jokes.
Her tongue moved lower. She began licking my ball sack. At the same time she started stroking my erection with her fingers. I immediately recognized this as something that Kelly also loved to do. I always enjoyed it. Closing my eyes, I tried to relax.
As she licked, Mandy moved her tongue lower and lower. Soon she was exploring an area that Kelly had never visited.
I started to get anxious.
Mandy stopped what she was doing and looked up at me. "Timmy slide your hips forward and lean back."
There was no longer any doubt in my mind about she was planning to do. Looking down at her, I nervously asked; "Why?"
Mandy giggled. "That's a silly question."
I knew that this was the appropriate time for a clever response, but I was so flustered that I didn't have any hope of thinking of one. I'd never imagined that someone might actually want to do this to me. Timidly, I said; "You don't have to do that. In fact, it might be better if you didn't."
"Why?"
"Because I'm a sub. People don't do that for subs."
Mandy shook her head. "Timmy, I'm a sub too. That didn't stop you from doing it to me earlier today and I hope you're going to do it again in a few minutes."
"Yes but..."
"Timmy, you do it because you like to do it. Isn't that right?"
"Well yes."
"I like to do it too and I want to do it to you." She smiled at me. "I want to do it to you because doing it excites me, but that's not the only reason. I also want to do it so that you'll know what it feels like."
I thought about this for a moment and then I nodded and nervously said, "Okay."
I slid my hips forward, lay back and closed my eyes.
Mandy stroked my cock a few times and then I felt her licking the base of my ball sack. Every nerve in my body was on edge as her tongue moved into the crack of my ass. I held my breath. She explored me. After a moment the tip of her tongue brushed my anus.
I gasped
Mandy giggled.
She vigorously pumped my cock while she pushed her tongue deep into my asshole. The sensation was intoxicating; but as she continued I realized that anything she did while she was masturbating me that energetically would have to be thrilling.
Nonetheless, the entire situation was so charged with sexual excitement that it wasn't long before I felt the familiar warmth and tingling building in my loins. A second later there was a burst of exquisite pleasure and the first spurt of semen erupted from the tip of my erect penis.
Mandy kept pumping my cock. After I finished ejaculating she stopped, but continued holding it in her fingertips. When she finally felt it starting to soften she let go of it, climbed up onto my lap and put her arms around my neck. Softly kissing my cheek, she said, "Did you enjoy that Babydoll?"
I chuckled. "Yes, it was wonderful." I paused for a moment and then I quietly said, "But..." I hesitated. I didn't want to offend Mandy.
She kissed my forehead. "That's okay sweetheart, you can say it without hurting my feelings. Frankly I don't think it's that great either."
"But Kelly loves it so much"
"She's a dominant."
"I don't understand."
"Oh come on Timmy, yes you do. You're a very smart man. I'm sure you understand that our minds, our imaginations and our bodies all combine to create our favorite erogenous zones."
I thought about that for a second and then I nodded and said;. "Yes, of course. Now I understand and you're absolutely correct. When I'm doing it to Kelly it's a demonstration of my submission to her. She gets a thrill out of that."
Mandy smiled at me. "And that's also why you and I enjoy doing it so much."
"Because we get a thrill out of demonstrating our submission to our superiors."
She grinned. "That's right." And then Mandy pushed herself off of my lap and stood up.
Still grinning, she grabbed my hand. "You know what else? It's your turn to do me."
Mandy pulled me out of the chair. As I stood up she triumphantly declared, "And now I get to sit in the royal chair."
Plopping down in the spot where I'd just been sitting, she spread her legs and lasciviously exposed her glistening cunt. Wiggling her finger at me, she said; "Come on dicklet, nymph wants to feel your tongue in her hot little pussy."
Excited, I dropped to my knees. Once I was positioned between her legs I looked up at her and smiled. "If I passed up an offer like that I'd have to surrender my membership in The Society Of Submissive Wimps."
Mandy stared at me for a moment and then exerting every bit of self control she had, she managed to maintain a straight face and casually say; "I didn't know you were a member of the SOSW."
In a very serious tone of voice, I replied; "Oh yes, I've been a member for several years. Are you a member?"
Looking at me with an expression that suggested that I was a fool for even asking, she said; "Well of course I am. Actually I happen to hold a seat on the executive board."
Just barely able to contain her mirth, Mandy grinned at me and added, "If you're a member of The SOSW, then you must know the secret kiss."
"Of course I do."
Leaning forward, I pressed my lips against Mandy's very wet pussy. As I pushed my tongue into her she sighed and breathlessly said; "Yes, that's right. That's exactly right."
She lay back in the chair, closed her eyes and relaxed. I began gently kissing and licking her. I wanted to give her my best effort. I tried to remember every trick and technique that I'd learned from my wife.
Pleasing Mandy was important to me because the two of us were becoming close friends, but I have to admit that there was another reason. My wife and her friends were professionals. Sex was their business. I knew that Kelly loved me and I was becoming increasingly confident that Keisha, Tonya and Mandy all liked me. Nonetheless, I still felt the need to prove to them that I belonged in this part of their lives.
I was reasonably certain that all of the men they played with when they weren't working, were macho studs. I realized that I wasn't one of those men and I fully understood that I never would be. While I accepted that as a fact, I also knew that I had some skills. Kelly had done a very good job of teaching me how to orally please a woman. Apparently for the past year she'd actually been lauding my abilities in that area to Keisha, Tonya and Mandy.
I was gratified by that, but I was still a little insecure. In the world of sexual pleasure Mandy was extremely sophisticated. She'd been a thousand dollar an hour call girl in Las Vegas, a sex slave for one of the wealthiest men in America and now she made her living as a corporate courtesan. I was feeling like a little league baseball player who was being asked to pitch in the World Series.
Over the past two days I'd had several brief encounters with Tonya, Keisha and Mandy; but all we'd really done was play around a little. This was the first time I was actually going to make love to one of these women. It was important to me to show Mandy that while I might be inexperienced, I at least had the potential to be a good lover.
I knew what I wanted to do. Just getting Mandy off wasn't enough. I needed to tease her and tantalize her. I wanted to try to drive her mad with excruciating pleasure and then, when she finally did cum, I wanted her to experience an earth shattering orgasm that she'd always remember.
Still, deep inside me it was difficult to forget that Mandy was an experienced sex professional and I was a bumbling little wimp. Because of that, I was initially a little tentative.
I tried to focus on covering Mandy's pussy with gentle kisses. That always pleased Kelly, especially at first. As I kissed Mandy I heard her sigh and I felt her moisture on my lips. Knowing that she was aroused boosted my confidence.
To me, there is nothing more sexually stimulating than giving head to a woman. Realizing that I was arousing Mandy excited me. I was quickly swept up in the passion of the moment and forgot about my feelings of incompetence. My kisses became more ardent. I closed my eyes and held her narrow waist with my hands. Suddenly I wasn't just kissing Mandy's sex, I was making love to it.
I could feel Mandy's pulse quicken. The fact that she was responding to my efforts excited me even more. Extending my tongue, I tasted her.
Mandy cooed with delight.
I licked her. At first I moved slowly and delicately; but as our passion grew my self restraint disintegrated and I pleasured her with raw unfettered urgency.
Mandy responded by mashing her sopping cunt into my face. I reveled in the taste of her arousal and licked her with even greater intensity. She grabbed the back of my head with both of her hands and then while holding me in a vise like grip she started fucking my mouth.
Both of us were slipping into a frenzy of uncontrolled lust, but I wasn't yet completely lost. I remembered my original goal and pulled myself together. It wasn't enough to simply get Mandy off, I was striving to drive her wild with mind blowing pleasure.
I sensed that this was the moment to act. As Mandy ground her wet slippery cunt into my face I found her engorged clitoris and sucked it into my mouth.
She gasped.
While I sucked on Mandy's clit I also flicked it with my tongue. Mandy relaxed her grip on my head. I could feel her losing her composure. She was on the verge of having an orgasm.
I wasn't ready to let her cum, not yet. I wanted to tease her and tantalize her some more. Before I finally brought Mandy to an orgasm, I hoped to give her every bit of pleasure that I possibly could.
Releasing her clit, I slid my tongue down the cleft of her pussy. Mandy uttered a whimper of disappointment. I ignored it and licked her slowly and gently until I sensed that she was regaining her composure. As soon as I was certain that she was once again in control of her lust I became more aggressive. I pressed my face into her cunt and fucked her with my tongue. I licked her until I felt her excitement starting to grow and then I moved my lips back to her clit and sucked it into my mouth again.
Mandy realized that I was toying with her. She reacted by laughing hysterically and screaming at me, "You dirty son of a bitch! You're fucking with me."



I ignored her. I didn't need to respond. I knew she wasn't angry. Instead I went back to sucking on her clit while I flicked it back and forth with my tongue. I was confident that this would gradually drive her wild and eventually put her over the edge.
Focusing my attention, I worked earnestly. It wasn't long before I felt the tension in Mandy's body again beginning to build. I kept sucking her. I was patient. I waited until she was just about to cum and then I released her clit and retreated back down to the opening to her womb.
Giggling, Mandy slapped the side of my head and breathlessly said, "Damn you Timmy, you're evil."
I looked up at her. I could feel the moisture of her arousal coating my face. Teasingly, I asked; "Do you want me to stop?"
Mandy playfully waved her middle finger at me and then she laughed and yelled, "Fuck no! I want you quit fooling around and start licking me again."
Grinning at my friend, I pressed my lips into her dripping cunt and gave her a long slow kiss.
She took a deep breath and whispered. "Damn Timmy, that feels so good."
After that we settled into a pattern. I would gently kiss and lick Mandy's pussy. Once I was certain that she had her lust under control I'd start fucking her with my tongue. When I felt her excitement beginning to grow I'd move up to her clit and pleasure her with all the intensity I could muster.
As soon as I sensed that she was losing control and on the verge of cumming I'd release her engorged clit, slide back down to the slippery lips of her pussy and cover her with soft kisses and gentle licks. The moment I was confident that she'd regained her composure I'd start fucking her with my tongue again and when I felt her excitement start to grow I'd move back up to her clit.
I did this five times. Each time my lips left Mandy's clitoris she uttered a soft sigh of disappointment and when she felt me return there was a gasp of excitement.
The sixth time I sucked Mandy's clit into my mouth I didn't withdraw when I felt her excitement beginning to build. Instead, I slipped a single finger into her cunt and continued licking and sucking her clit. It was time to make her cum.
As soon as Mandy realized what I was doing she reached down and gently pushed my face away from her pussy. "No Timmy, I want you to lick my asshole before you get me off."
Looking up at her with a puzzled expression, I said; "But I thought you didn't care about that."
She smiled at me and then she slowly shook her head. "No Babydoll, I told you that it doesn't excite me as much as it excites dominants like your wife. That doesn't mean that I don't still enjoy it."
Mandy grinned. "It makes me feel wicked and I love doing things that make me feel wicked."
I laughed. "The other night Kelly told me the same thing."
Mandy giggled. "That doesn't surprise me. Your wife is one of the wickedest women I've ever met. She loves to do really naughty things."
"Yes, I know. She's told me about some of them."
Mandy stared at me. I was quite certain that she was wondering how much I actually did know. After a moment she asked, "You like having a wicked wife, don't you Timmy?"
I didn't have to think about the answer to that question at all. I just smiled at her and said; "Yes, I like it very much." And then I added. "I also like having a wicked best friend."
That made Mandy pause. She was quiet for a moment. Finally, in a very serious tone of voice, she said; "I just like having you for a best friend."
We stared at each other. After a few seconds Mandy started giggling. "I particularly like having a best friend who enjoys kissing my sweet little tush."
She lay back, slid her hips forward, spread her legs farther apart and pulled her feet up onto the chair cushion. Once she was set Mandy looked down at me with a lewd smile and whispered, "Hop to it pussyboy. It's time for you to lick my asshole."
"Are you sure? It seems like that would be an awfully wicked thing to do."
"Yes it does, doesn't it. I can't wait."
I leaned forward. Mandy's breath caught as I slowly ran my tongue through the entire length of her gorgeous rear. When my lips touched her tiny anus I felt her shiver with excitement and when I began probing her with my tongue she started giggling and whispered, "Timmy that is so fucking nasty. I just love it."
Without taking my tongue out of her ass, I glanced up at Mandy. She was watching me. There was an excited smile on her face. When she saw me looking at her she lasciviously licked her lips, slipped her fingers up to her sweat covered breasts and started pinching and twisting her nipples.
I pushed my tongue deeper into her asshole.
Mandy squealed with delight. "Yes Timmy! That's right! That's exactly what I want. You're such a nasty little asslicker."
The unabashed vulgarity of Mandy's comment excited me. At that moment I really did feel wicked. Shamelessly, I tried to push my tongue even deeper into her ass. At the same time I reached up and rubbed her clit.
"Oh yeah, that's it babydoll. Frig my clit while you tongue fuck my asshole. Make me cum!"
Mandy savagely pulled and twisted her nipples while licked her ass and rubbed her clit. For a moment it seemed like we were suspended in time and then I felt the tension building in her body.
Suddenly she reached down, grabbed a handful of my hair and ruthlessly pulled me up to her cunt. "Eat me Timmy! I want to cum all over your face."
I didn't even think about what was happening. I just pressed my face into Mandy's aroused sex and started licking her.
She grabbed the back of my head with both of her hands and held me to her. As she ground her sopping cunt into my lips and nose I heard her take a deep breath. For a moment she was absolutely still and then she screamed.
Mandy's entire body started to shake, but she still continued fucking my face and I kept licking her. She had me in a headlock, so I really didn't have any choice. It didn't matter. At that moment I so aroused that all I wanted to do was keep my face buried in this beautiful woman's gushing cunt.
Time lost it's significance. I have no idea how long we stayed in that lewd embrace. I would guess that it was probably only a few seconds. Finally Mandy relaxed her iron grip on my head, put her feet back on the floor and collapsed into the chair with her eyes closed.
I leaned against one of her legs and smiled. My face was coated with the moisture of Mandy's lust. The intense excitement of the last few minutes had left me breathless. While I needed a moment to regain my composure, I was still excited. Glancing down, I saw that my tiny penis was sticking straight up.
I gazed up at Mandy. She opened her eyes. She looked at me for a moment and then she smiled and very quietly said, "Timmy that was wonderful."
I gave Mandy a modest not and said, "Thank you, I enjoyed it every bit as much as you did."
"Spoken like a true submissive." Mandy giggled. "I think our motto has to be, it's better to give than to receive."
I grinned at her. "That's certainly my philosophy."
Glancing down at my erect penis, Mandy smiled and said; "Oh my, it appears that somebody is revitalized and ready to return to action."
She stood up, then she reached down, grabbed my arm and gently pulled me to my feet. "Come on studman, let's move over to the couch. I've been looking forward to feeling your cute little cock inside my pussy all day."
As Mandy led me over to the couch, I laughed and said; "Do you say that to all your studs?"
Letting go of my hand, she lay down on the couch and winked at me. "Just the ones with wonderful little cocks like yours." And then she reached out and squeezed my tiny erection. "This is going to fit very nicely in my petite little pussy."
"Will it fit as nicely as Antoine's big cock?" The words just popped out of my mouth. As soon as I realized what I'd said I regretted it.
Mandy sat up and studied my face. After a moment she sighed. "Men! You just don't understand. Timmy honey, I can take Antoine's cock. I even enjoy it because he's such a gentle, caring lover; but it's definitely not my favorite. Frankly I prefer about six inches. That's more than enough to keep me happy, but..."
"That's still about and inch and a half more than I have."
"You didn't let me finish."
"Sorry."
"For me the way a guy uses his cock is much more important than the size." Mandy smiled at me. "This morning, Kelly told me that you like to dance. Timmy I've been waiting all day to dance with you. Keisha and Tonya heard about it too and they're both envious that I get to have you first."
I laughed. "They seemed pretty happy with Gary and Antoine."
Mandy shook her head in frustration. "Yes Timmy, I'm sure they're enjoying themselves right now, but that doesn't mean that they're both not eager to have you. You and I are submissives, they're not. Tonight we're their slaves. This was the only pairing that would have worked. Babydoll, there are going to be other nights. Nights when we'll all just be together as good friends and both Keisha and Tonya are going to want you on some of those nights."
Smiling sheepishly at Mandy, I said; "I'm sorry, I guess I feel a little self conscious about the fact that my penis is about the same size as a ten year old boys."
Mandy reached out and took my hand in hers. "That's all right Timmy, I understand." She gave me a warm smile. "But please believe this. When I was working as an escort I quickly learned to judge men by the size of their hearts, not by the size of their cocks. My dear friend, by that criteria, you are the king of the world."
I grinned at Mandy.
She gave my arm a yank and pulled me down on top of her. "Come on King Timmy, it's time for us to dance."
And we did.
I started with a slow waltz. This was what Kelly had taught me two nights earlier; One, two, three, one, two, three; in, rest, out, in, rest, out.
Mandy picked up the rhythm immediately. After a minute she started giggling and said, "Timmy this is wonderful. Where did you ever learn to do this?"
"Kelly taught me earlier this week. I was really nervous. We've never actually fucked very often. I think she was just trying to get me to relax."
"Did that bother you? I mean not that other guys were fucking her, but that you weren't getting to fuck her."
We were both still keeping the rhythm; one, two, three, one, two, three. It reminded me of a scene from an old movie that had two people making casual conversation while they waltzed on the dance floor.
I thought for a moment and then I answered. "Kelly and I talked about this a little the other night. I guess I just accepted it as part of our relationship. I knew that Kelly was always getting regularly fucked by several other guys. I assumed that my tiny dick and my tendency to cum quickly made it pretty hard for me to compete with them. When we were together Kelly loved having me go down on her and I loved doing it. That made both of us happy. It was always easy for me to get her off. I mean I could make her cum three or four times in an evening. After she was well satisfied Kelly would always reward me with a hand job and sometimes even a blow job. I liked that because I didn't have to worry about how poorly I was performing. When Kelly was getting me off I could just relax and enjoy it."
Mandy looked up at me with a skeptical smile.
I shook my head. "What?"
"You can't fool me, there was more to it than that."
"Like what?"
"I'm willing to bet that you were very excited by the idea that Kelly was putting out for all those other guys, but refusing to do it for you. That played right into your masochism, didn't it."
"Kelly didn't really refuse, it just sort of happened that way."
"Don't quibble, you understand exactly what I'm saying.
I laughed. "You know me much too well."
She shrugged. "We're both submissives. I understand how your mind works. I'm also quite certain that Kelly found it every bit as exciting as you did, maybe even more so. Timmy that was the beginning of your dominant submissive relationship."
Nodding, I said; "I never really thought about it like that, but now that you say it I have to admit that you're probably correct."
"Yes I am."
"Okay, but if that's true; why did she let me fuck her the other night?"
Mandy rolled her eyes. "Timmy you're smarter than that. Think about it."
For a moment, I considered Mandy's question while we quietly fucked. Finally I answered, "I suppose she felt guilty about everything that's happened during the past year."
Shaking her head, Mandy said; "That might have been part of it, but I don't believe it was the real reason."
"All right, what do you think was the real reason?"
"Timmy honey, Kelly lost you last week. When you left her she was forced to confront the possibility of actually having to live the rest of her life without you. That made her understand just how much you mean to her and how much she loves you. I think she also realized just how selfish she's been. Babydoll, your wife will continue playing with other men. It's in her nature. I don't believe she could stop if she wanted to."
Mandy smiled up at me. "But from now on she's going to be paying a lot more attention to making sure that your needs are being fulfilled. Sweetie, your wife loves you, cares about you and most of all doesn't want to risk losing you."
I started to respond. "But..."
Mandy pressed two of her fingers against my lips. "Shhhh, enough talk, it's time to for us to concentrate on fucking. We can talk more later. Do you know any other dances? This waltz is fun, but I'm ready for something a little more up tempo."
"Kelly and I did the rumba the other night. We both thought it was fun."
"The rumba! How do you do that?"
"The rhythm is slow quick quick. Like this."
I paused for a moment and then I pushed my cock in and out of Mandy in one smooth, slow, very deliberate motion. I waited one count and then I quickly pumped my cock in and out of her two times and paused again. After another count I repeated the same slow, quick, quick motion. Mandy picked it up immediately and on the third time she was moving with me.
Together we danced the rumba.
After several minutes Mandy started giggling. "Timmy this is fabulous. I want to try this with music. Could we do that some night?"
Grinning at her, I said; "I think that would be a lot of fun."
"Tonya and Keisha are going to want to do this too. Will you dance with them Timmy?"
"Are you asking me if I'm willing to have sex with two beautiful women?"
Mandy laughed. "I guess that was a silly question."
We stopped talking and focused on the dance. As we danced our excitement grew. It wasn't long before both of us began to have trouble keeping the rhythm.
Suddenly Mandy shook her head in frustration and said, "Screw the dance. Fuck me Timmy, fuck me as hard as you can."
That was all the encouragement I needed. We rutted like wild animals. Mandy had two orgasms. Just after she'd recovered from the second one I felt that familiar tingling growing in my loins.
I don't know how, but Mandy sensed it. She wrapped her legs around my thighs and cried, "Timmy stay inside me. Stay as deep inside me as you possibly can. I want to feel your hot cum pumping into my womb."
I did.
As soon as I was finished ejaculating Mandy wrapped her arms around my back and pulled me down on top of her. "Lay on top of me Timmy. I want to feel your body pressing against mine."
We lay together on the couch, me on top of Mandy, both of us naked and sweaty. Gradually my small penis softened and slipped out of her very wet cunt. Neither of us cared. We were spent. All we wanted to do was hold each other and enjoy the warm afterglow of our sex.
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Mandy and I had just finished fucking. We were lying on the couch, wrapped in each others arms, totally relaxed. At that moment, I think both of us would have been happy to lie on that couch and drift off into a gentle, contented sleep.
That wasn't going to be an option.
We'd only been lying there for a short time when the den door opened and Antoine walked out into hall. As he was tucking his shirt into his trousers he looked back into the den and said, "Thanks Tonnie, you were wonderful. That was just what I needed."
From inside the den we could hear Tonya's voice. "You were pretty wonderful too Toine. I'll see you tomorrow night at Eagle Lake."
Antoine nodded. "I'll be there, 6:00 o'clock, right?"
"Yes, Martin and the associates will be arriving at 6:30. That will give us a half hour to get ready. You're going to be with Madeline Cross. You've entertained her before. She's with that investment firm in Chicago. You remember her, don't you."
Antoine smiled. "Oh yes, I remember Madeline. She's an attractive middle aged blond with a very nice figure. I'll check my notes, but I'm reasonably certain that she's married to a big time Chicago real estate broker and has two kids. She's a very elegant and refined woman." He laughed. "Until she gets into the bedroom and then she turns into a real slut. She has a thing for sucking big black cocks."
Tonya laughed. "My kind of girl."
Antoine chuckled. "Mine too."
"Goodnight Toine."
"Goodnight Tonnie."
Antoine walked over to the guest bedroom door and knocked. "Hey Gary, wrap it up in there. It's after midnight. We have to get you back to your hotel room. You have an early plane to catch in the morning."
From the other side of the closed door Gary answered. "Yeah, okay; give me a minute. I have to get dressed.
Chuckling, Antoine said; "All right, I'll be waiting in the living room."
He turned, as soon as he started walking towards the living room he saw us and smiled. "Well it certainly looks like the two of you have been having a good time."
I rolled off of Mandy and stood up.
Mandy sat up. She looked at Antoine with a twinkle in her eye and said, "Timmy taught me to dance."
Antoine stared at Mandy with a puzzled expression. After a moment he grinned at both of us and said, "They gave us dancing lessons in my high school physical education class, but I'm quite sure that we kept our clothes on and I don't remember using any couches."
Mandy winked at him. "I think this was a little more intimate form of dancing than they tried to teach you in high school."
"I think I'd like to learn a little bit more about this."
"Maybe on our next night off we can have a little dance class." Mandy playfully poked me in the ribs. "Professor Babydoll can be our instructor."
Looking at me with raised eyebrows, Antoine queried; "Professor Babydoll?"
I chuckled. "It's an honorary title bestowed on me by Madam Nymph."
Antoine laughed. "Tonnie and I had a wonderful time in the den, but I think we might have had even more fun if we'd stayed out here with the two of you."
The guest bedroom door opened. All three of us watched as Gary stepped out into the hall. As soon as he saw us he smiled and walked into the living room. "Toine, I'm ready to go."
Antoine smiled at his friend. "Hey Gary, did you have a good time with Keisha?"
Gary shook his head. "Toine, she was absolutely fabulous. Keisha has to be the most sensual woman that I've ever met."
I looked at Mandy with raised eyebrows. I'd already dismissed Gary as an unsophisticated boor. His description of Keisha as a sensual woman made me wonder if I'd judged him too quickly.
Mandy gave me a subtle nod. She was apparently having the same thought.
Antoine grinned at his friend. "She is fun, so are Tonya, Kelly and Mandy. All four of these women understand how to have a good time."
"Damn right we do, and we also know how to entertain a couple of yokels like the two of you."
We all looked down the hallway. Keisha was standing in front of the guest bedroom door. She was naked. I stared at her for a moment. I couldn't help myself, she truly was both a beautiful and sensual woman.
Antoine started laughing. Gary looked at Keisha with a wounded, almost puppy dog expression. I was definitely revising my opinion of him. This was a very sensitive man.
Keisha noticed Gary's hang dog face and realized that she'd hurt his feelings. She walked over to him, put her arms around his neck and softly kissed him on the lips. "Sweetheart, I was just teasing. Antoine and I rip on each other all the time. You're an excellent lover and I had a very good time tonight."
Gary smiled at her.
"Hey big guy, the next time you're in town I get you. Keisha can have your yokel friend."
We all turned. Tonya was standing in front of the den door. She was also naked.
Throwing his arms up in mock dismay, Antoine said; "Hey how did I suddenly become the bad guy?"
Tonya walked over and poked him in the ribs. "You're not a bad guy, but life would be so dull for Keish and me if we didn't have you to tease."
He laughed. "At least it's good to know that I'll always have a place in your lives."
Giggling, Keisha said; "We might eventually get tired of you, but I'm absolutely certain that we'll always have a warm place for that big black snake you have hanging between your legs."
Antoine touched his hand to his head in an exaggerated femme fatale gesture. "I'll always be nothing but a piece of meat to the two of you."
We all started laughing.
Gary grabbed his friend's arm. "On that note I think it's time for us to leave."
Grinning, Antoine said; "I wholeheartedly agree." And then he turned to me. "Timmy, thank you for a wonderful dinner and a magnificent evening."
Gary extended his hand. "Timmy, thank you for including me. You and your wife throw a fabulous dinner party. I visit this city several times a year. Antoine always knows when I'm coming. If you'll have me, I would love another dinner invitation."
Taking his hand, I smiled at him and said, "I glad you enjoyed yourself Mr. Simon, I'm sure..."
Before I could say anything more Mandy interrupted me. "I'm sorry Mr. Simon, but dicklet is just a slave in this household. Any decisions about who is invited to the social functions held here are strictly up to his Mistress, Ms. Monroe. I'm certain that if you ask him, Mr. Carter will gladly relay your desire for another invitation to her."
Gary was a bit flustered by Mandy's intervention. He looked at her and then he looked at me. Finally he turned to Antoine. "Will you tell Kelly?"
Antoine smiled. "Of course I will. Come on, it's late; let's get going."
All four of us walked them to the front door. As they were leaving Antoine looked at Tonya. "Tonnie I won't go looking for Realtors with you in the morning. I'm sure that you, Keish, Mandy and Kelly can do an excellent job of that without my help, but keep me posted, okay. If you do start looking at houses, give me a call. Otherwise I'll see you at Eagle Lake at 6:00."
Tonya smiled. "I'll call you in the afternoon and give you an update."
We were all naked, so as soon as Antoine and Gary left the house we quickly closed the door behind them.
Once they were gone Tonya said, "Timmy I'm thirsty, do you have any diet soda?"
I nodded. "Come on, let's go to the kitchen. This is Kelly Mason's house. We're always well stocked with diet soda."
A few minutes later all four of us were seated around the dining room table sipping soft drinks. Keisha was telling us about Gary. He'd surprised her. Apparently he really was a sensitive caring lover.
She was just describing how he'd lain back on the bed and let her mount him so that she could ride him cowgirl when I heard our bedroom door open. After a moment Kelly and Chris appeared in the living room. Chris was dressed. My wife was completely naked.
As they walked across the living room they were both totally oblivious to our presence. My wife had her arm around her boyfriend's waist. Her cheek was pressed against the side of his chest. Chris had his arm possessively wrapped around Kelly's shoulders.
Mandy was sitting next to me. She looked at me with a concerned expression and then she reached over and gently stroked the back of my hand. Tonya and Keisha had their backs to the living room. When they noticed that both Mandy and I were looking past them they turned.
As soon as Tonya saw Chris and Kelly she realized why Mandy and I were staring and turned back to me. "Timmy, don't let it bother you. It doesn't mean anything. That's just the way she is."
I nodded to Tonya, but I still stood up and walked over to the doorway to the living room. Stopping there, I quietly watched my naked wife and her boyfriend. Pangs of jealousy tore at my gut, but I forced myself to ignore them.
When they got to the front door Kelly reached up and put her arms around Chris's neck. He wrapped his arms my wife's waist and held her close to him. For a moment they stared into each other eyes and then they kissed. It was a long kiss filled with passion. When they finally broke apart Chris held my wife in his arms and they whispered to each other like lovers sharing intimate secrets.
After a few seconds Chris released Kelly from his embrace. She kissed his cheek and said, "Good night."
Chris stepped out the front door. As soon as it was closed Kelly turned around, rested her back against the oak door frame and sighed like a teenage girl in love.
I watched as she leaned against the doorway and quietly stared at the parquet floor in the front hall. Finally, she took a deep breath and looked up. She saw me.
Kelly stared at me for a moment and then an expression of apprehension crept across her face as she realized that I'd just witnessed a very intimate moment between her and her boyfriend.
Obviously distressed, she closed her eyes. After a second she opened them again and looked at me. Desperately shaking her head, she said; "Timmy, I'm so sor...".
I held up my hand and stopped her; then I smiled, gave her a wink and whispered, "It's okay, I understand."
It took a a moment for Kelly to realize that I wasn't angry or hurt. Once she understood she grinned, raced over to me, threw her arms around my neck and showered me with kisses. "Timmy I'm sorry. I wasn't trying to make you feel bad, that's just the way I am."
"I know that and now that I understand, it makes me love you even more. Kelly honey, you are beautiful and intelligent; but most of all you are a wonderfully romantic and passionate woman."
Behind us Keisha laughed. "That's the fuckin understatement of the year."
Kelly turned and stuck her tongue out at Keisha. Keisha retaliated immediately, but she escalated the conflict. She not only stuck her tongue out at Kelly, she also put one of her thumbs in each of her ears and wiggled her fingers.
We all started laughing.
Tonya rolled her eyes and said, "I'm glad to see that the two of you are once again acting in the mature, dignified manner that we have learned to expect from you."
Kelly grinned at Tonya. "Keish and I owe it all to you Tonnie. You're our role model. Everything we know we learned from you."
Shaking her head, Tonya said; "I'm going to change my name and move to another country."
I smiled at her. "Tonya, if I bring you another one of those chocolates that you had for dessert tonight, would you agree to stay?"
Her face lit up. "Are you telling me that there are more of those wonderful chocolates in this house?"
"Yes I am."
Kelly patted my naked butt. "Timmy please bring us a plate of chocolates and I'd like a diet ginger ale." Glancing around the table, she asked; "Does anyone else need something to drink?"
Keisha, Mandy and Tonya all shook their heads.
I hustled into the kitchen, two minutes later I was back with the chocolates, Kelly's soda and a stack of napkins.
Kelly was seated in the chair at the head of the table. I placed her diet soda in front of her, set the plate of chocolates in the center of the table and distributed the napkins. As I was doing it a little surge of excitement rippled through me. Serving four beautiful naked women while wearing nothing but a dog collar is a submissive masochists wet dream.
Once I was finished, I stepped back from the table and stood next to the kitchen door. This was where Mandy and I had positioned ourselves during dinner.
As soon as Kelly realized what I was doing she shook her head. "No Timmy, the games are over for tonight. We want you to sit with us." Suddenly she sighed. "I'm sorry, I guess I should have helped you with the chocolates and gotten my own soda."
I shrugged. "It's okay, I like waiting on you."
Kelly stood up. "Babydoll you'll have lots of chances to wait on us in the future. Right now we just want you to be with us." She pulled out the chair at the head of the table that she'd just vacated and motioned to it. "Please sit here."
Shaking my head, I stepped back. "No I don't think that would be right. That should be your chair."
Tonya nodded. "He's right Kelly. I understand exactly why you want him to sit there. You love him." She shrugged. "Hell, I just met him and I'm already in love with him too."
I blushed.
Tonya noticed. She laughed. "Look at him, how can you not be in love with him."
She paused for a moment and then she said, "But when we move into the house we're planning to buy." She made a quick nod towards me. "Again because of this absolutely wonderful man."
I looked down at the floor. Tonya's praise was embarrassing me.
This time she ignored my discomfort and continued. "I think all of us have made the decision to adopt a life style that many people would have trouble understanding. I really can't begin to explain why, it just seems to suit our personalities. Maybe it has to do with how we earn our living. It's possible that working as hostesses has taught us to be a little less judgmental about the various quirks that people have. In any case, I think it's what all of us want. In our new house there are going to be superiors and slaves. I think it's important that even when we're not playing sex games, even when we're just relaxing and enjoying our day to day lives, the superiors should be accorded certain rights and privileges that are denied to the slaves."
She looked across the table at Mandy. "Do you agree with that?"
Mandy nodded. "Yes I do."
Shaking her head, Kelly said; "I don't know. Timmy has made it clear that he wants to be my slave and I certainly do enjoy being a superior, but..." She paused to think. After a moment she said, "It's not so much that I love Timmy. I mean I do love him. I'm madly in love with him; but I'm not only in love with him, he's also my best friend. He was my best friend long before I realized that I loved him."
I smiled at my wife.
She smiled back at me and then she sighed. "I don't want Timmy to have to call me Ms. Mason all the time. I want him to be able to call me Kelly, or even Kel. He loves to sneak up behind me and tickle my ribs. I don't want him to have to stop doing that. I love to sit at the dining room table and drink coffee with him while we read the morning newspaper. I..."
"Kelly, no one is suggesting that any of that has to stop."
We all turned and looked at Tonya.
"Mandy is one of my best friends. I don't want her to have to stop teasing me or arguing with me."
Vigorously shaking her head, Keisha said; "That's right, life would be much too dull if Mandy and I had to stop ripping on each other."
Mandy giggled. "Don't worry Keish, that will never stop."
Keisha held up her middle finger and waved it at Mandy.
Mandy grinned at her. "That's the friend I know and love."
Tonya smiled at Kelly. "Kel we're not talking about big things. Oh yes, there will be nights like tonight when we all want to play. On those nights I would imagine that you, Keish and I will become very dominant and we will expect both Mandy and Timmy to be deliciously submissive."
There was something about Tonya's use of the word, deliciously that made my entire body tingle with excitement..
"Kelly, they aren't going to be real slaves. All of us except for Timmy earn substantial salaries." Turning to me, Tonya said; "And Babydoll, you figured out the plan to get the house, so the rest of us are more than willing to support you for the rest of our lives. As far as I'm concerned you can spend all of your time working on your novel."
Keisha and Mandy both nodded in agreement.
"We'll find a housekeeping service, so none of us will have to do any cleaning; in fact we'll hire people to do everything that needs to be done. Timmy, you are a magnificent cook and I'm sure that all of us would be very happy if you decided that you want to do the cooking, but you don't have to do it. We can easily hire a cook."
Smiling at all of us, Tonya said; "No, I'm talking about little things, subtle daily reminders about our respective positions in the household. They will always be there to tantalize us and add a tiny bit of excitement to our every day lives."
She looked at my wife. "Kelly you should never have to get your own soda and if you've had a hard day and feel the like soaking in a hot bath, Timmy should prepare it for you and serve as your attendant."
Kelly turned to me. "Timmy is this what you want?"
I hesitated for a moment. I had a sudden fear that this might be a much deeper question than it appeared to be on the surface, but then I relaxed. I was confident that I could always trust Kelly and I had a gut feeling that Tonya, Keisha and Mandy were just as trustworthy.
Slowly nodding my head, I said; "Yes Kelly, I think it is."
Mandy started giggling. We all looked at her.
"I know a job that Timmy should have."
Tonya smiled at her. "Tell us."
"He should be responsible for maintaining all of the sexy lingerie we wear on our dates."
I stared at Mandy in amazement, but I didn't object.
Keisha, Tonya and Kelly all started laughing.
Keisha grinned at Mandy. "Mandy honey, you are one of the most delightfully wicked women that I've ever met."
That brought more laughter.
I waited until everyone was quiet again and then I said, "I'd like to make a comment about the seating issue."
The four women turned and looked at me. Kelly said; "Please, Timmy, go ahead."
"You're making the assumption that I'm entitled to the chair at the head of the table because I'm a male. That certainly is a well established tradition in our society, but I'm not sure that it's all that valid. I think there are several criteria we could use to determine who the occupant of that chair should be that would make more sense than gender."
Smiling at Kelly, I said; "Income quickly comes to mind. You make more money than I do. .."
Kelly interrupted me. "Timmy, you know that has never mattered to me."
"I know, but it's still a better criteria than gender." I paused for a moment and then I said; "When we move into the new house, the seat at the head of our communal table should go to Tonya. Every one of you looks up to her because of her experience and wisdom and after getting to know her, I understand exactly why."
Tonya's jaw dropped. "Timmy!"
Reaching over, Keisha patted Tonya's hand. "He's right Tonnie, we all think of you as our big sister."



Mandy nodded. "Tonnie, I agree."
Tonya shook her head.
Kelly said, "But tonight I gave the chair to Chris. If I gave it to him; then Timmy, you should certainly have it too. You mean much more to me than he does."
I smiled. "That was because we were playing our game. On a night when Chris is just a guest in this house, where would he sit?"
Kelly thought for a moment and then she said, "I guess he'd just sit at the table. You and I should sit together and..." She shook her head. "This is so confusing. I don't know who should sit in this damn chair. Maybe we should just leave it vacant."
Mandy quietly said, "Kel, all Timmy is saying is that he doesn't think he has any more right to that chair than you do."
I nodded. "That's right and because of the life style we're choosing, I think that the head of the table in our personal household should always be occupied by you."
Kelly stared at me for a moment and then she said, "Are you sure?'
"Absolutely."
Slowly nodding, Kelly sat back down in the chair at the head of the table. As soon as she was seated she gestured towards the chair to her left and said, "Timmy please sit here next to me."
I smiled at her. As I sat down, I said; "Thanks Kel." The words just popped out. The moment I realized what I'd said I started to get nervous.
Kelly nodded and started to say something to Mandy and then she suddenly stopped and turned back to me. There was a surprised expression on her face. "Timmy what did you just say?"
Now I was very nervous. I stared at the table cloth in front of me. I was afraid to make eye contact with Kelly.
"Timmy?" Kelly's voice was soft and gentle, but she was demanding a response.
Very quietly, I answered; "I said thanks Kel."
My wife smiled. "That's what I thought you said." She leaned over and gently stroked my arm. "It's all right babydoll, I liked it. It's just that you surprised me. You've never called me that before."
Kelly was quiet for a moment and then she said, "A couple of minutes ago I think I mentioned that I'd like it if you did call me Kel."
I nodded. "I know, I guess that's why I did it; but..." My voice trailed off.
"But what sweetheart?"
"I guess I'm nervous because I never thought it would be okay for me to do that. Only your friends call you Kel."
Kelly sighed. "Timmy I'm sorry, I sometimes forget how shy you are. I should have told you to call me that a long time ago." She smiled at me. "Babydoll, you're my best friend. You just heard me say that to Tonnie, Keish and Mandy. You've been my best friend since we were sophomores in college. If anyone in this world has a right to call me Kel, it's you."
She looked over at Tonya. "And this is not one of those things that we're going to reserve only for the superiors. Timmy is the man I love and my closest friend. No matter how we decide to live our lives in this new house, I will always treat him like my best friend and my one true love."
Tonya nodded to Kelly and then she looked at me. "Timmy I also want you to be my friend. When we're not playing our sex games I would like it very much if you called me Tonnie."
I was feeling a little embarrassed but I still managed to smile at her and say, "Thanks Tonnie."
"And you'd better start calling me Keish. If you don't, I'll take you across my knee and tan your backside."
Mandy giggled. "Keish, I think he might enjoy that. I know I would."
Keisha winked at Mandy. "You and I can discuss that a little later nymph. I think I might enjoy spanking you until you beg for permission to lick my pussy and my ass."
Lasciviously licking her lips, Mandy grinned at Keisha and said; "Mmmmm! I think I'm starting to get wet again."
Tonya rolled her eyes at the silly antics of our two friends and then she turned to my wife. "Kelly, you know our little sweetheart over there has made a lot of progress today. I was very impressed with the control he exhibited a few minutes ago when he watched you walking Chris to the front door. This morning that would have sent him storming out of the room in a snit. I think our babydoll deserves a reward."
Kelly leaned over and lovingly stroked my cheek. "Tonnie I couldn't agree more."
I glanced at the clock on the sideboard. It was almost 1:00 AM. I held up my hands. "Hey, it's getting late. In four hours I have to get up and go to work. I think I'll have to take a rain check on any rewards."
Tonya looked at me. "Timmy you don't need to work, especially not at a convenience store. Just call them in the morning and tell them you're not coming in anymore."
I shook my head. "I'm sorry Tonnie..."
Smiling when she heard me use her nickname, Tonya interrupted me and said; "Timmy honey, it makes me so happy to hear you call me that."
I nodded to her and then I quickly continued. "Kirby and Elvira have become two very good friends and they're relying on me. I could never just call them and tell them I'm not coming in anymore."
Tonya looked at Kelly. "Do you know these people?"
"Kind of, I've never actually met them; but Timmy told Mandy and me about them this afternoon. They sound like wonderful people. We were going to tell you and Keish about them while we were getting ready for the party, but in the excitement I guess we forgot."
Keisha leaned forward. "Tell us now. I want to hear all about them."
I smiled. "It's getting kind of late Keish. Maybe I could tell you about them tomorrow evening."
Shaking her head, Tonya said; "We have to work tomorrow night. There's a big party at Eagle Lake."
Next to me Kelly quietly said; "I'm sorry Timmy, I have to work the party too. I was going to tell you this afternoon, but I guess that also slipped my mind during the excitement before dinner."
An air of disappointment crept over me. I frowned. During the past year I'd become very accustomed to hearing my wife tell me that she had to work on Saturday nights. I started to recall the loneliness and gloom I felt as I sat in the den by myself watching television while I waited for Kelly to come home.
Kelly sensed my sadness. She reached over and gently patted my hand. "Timmy I'm sorry, I wish I could stay at home with you; but this is part of my job."
I pulled myself together. Knowing that it really was part of her job helped. I smiled at Kelly. "It's okay, I understand."
"I'll be able to be home with you Sunday night." My wife looked at Tonya. "There isn't anything on the schedule for Sunday, is there?"
Tonya nodded. "No there isn't, but you do have a date at the Calvert Hotel on Monday night." She looked at me. "Timmy our schedule is usually set about a week in advance. Would you like me to start emailing you a copy?"
I smiled. "Thanks Tonnie, that would be very nice."
"Kelly none of us have to work Sunday night. Could we all come over here again?" Keisha was looking at my wife with a hopeful expression.
Tonya turned to her friend. "Keish, why don't you, Mandy, Antoine and I all have dinner together at The Goldenrod Supper Club. I think Kelly and Timmy might like to have a night at home alone together."
Kelly smiled. "Thanks Tonnie, that would be nice."
Keisha looked at me. "Then I definitely want to hear about your friends at the convenience store before we go to sleep tonight."
"All right Keish." I spent the next several minutes telling the story of Kirby and Elvira. By the time I got to the part where Kirby followed Elvira home, all four of the women were listening in rapt silence.
When I finished describing how Kirby had held Elvira in his arms and nursed her back to health by spoon feeding her hot soup, Keisha looked at me with tears running down her cheeks and said; "Timmy, these are wonderful people."
I nodded. "Yes Keish, they are. That's why I value their friendship so highly."
Tonya shook her head. "People like Kirby should be recognized and rewarded for the wonderful things they do. I wish there was something we could do for him."
Next to me Kelly said, "Tonnie, there is something we could do for him."
"Tell us Kelly. What can we do to reward this wonderful man? Whatever it is, I'm in."
Nodding emphatically, Keisha said; "So am I."
I glanced at Mandy. She was smiling.
Kelly poked my thigh. "Tell them Timmy."
I took a deep breath and told the rest of the story. When I described the hotwife cuckold relationship that Elvira had had with her husband, Tonya smiled and said; "This woman really is our kind of girl. We have to meet her."
After I finished telling them about Kirby's kinky fantasy Keisha looked around the table and shrugged, "I guess it's a little weird but I have to admit that I think it sounds like fun."
Mandy nodded. "So do I Keish and I also think this wonderful man deserves a nice reward for being so kind to Elvira."
Tonya nodded. "I agree."
Kelly smiled at her friends. "So do I and I think we should do it."
Keisha giggled. "We have the whips, but where can we buy four latex suits?"
Tonya grinned at her. "On the Internet Keish. You can get anything on the Internet."
Mandy smiled at all of us. "Now that we've settled that, I think it's time to get back to the question of how to reward out sweet little babydoll and I do believe that he deserves a reward."
Smiling,Tonya said; "Mandy I totally agree with you." She looked at Kelly. "Kel do you have any ideas about what he might enjoy."
I smiled to myself. It was obvious that I was going to have absolutely nothing to say about this matter. I remembered what my Uncle Frank used to say; If you aint drivin the bus you might as well quit worrying, sit back and enjoy the ride. I decided to heed Uncle Frank's advice. I relaxed and got ready to enjoy the ride, whatever it might end up being.
My wife thought for a moment and then she said, "I know exactly what we should do." She stood up. "Girls, it's time move this party into our bedroom.
Everyone but me stood up. As Keisha pushed her chair back she giggled and said; "The bedroom, I already like this plan."
As soon as Mandy was standing she patted my shoulder and said, "Come on Timmy, stand up. I don't know what Kelly is planning for you, but I'm sure it's going to be fun. Your wife has a delightfully wicked imagination."
Kelly smiled. "Thank you Mandy, coming from you that is indeed high praise." She pushed her chair in, moved over next to me and kissed my cheek. "Come on Babydoll, you're going to love this."
I stood up. Kelly took one of my hands and Mandy took the other. As they led me out of the dining room Keisha and Tonya joined them. I was escorted across the living room, down the hallway and into our bedroom by four beautiful naked women. I felt like I was in the middle of an exotic sex dream. I guess I was, only this wasn't a dream, this was real.
When we entered our bedroom my eyes went directly to our king sized bed. The covers were pulled down, the pillows were rumpled and there was a large wet spot in the middle of the sheet. It was obvious that my wife and her boyfriend had just had a very good time in this room.
Tonya noticed the wet spot and slapped Mandy's butt. "Nymph get over there and lick that cum off the sheet. None of us want to lie on a cold wet spot."
Mandy bowed obediently and started towards the bed. Kelly gently grabbed her wrist and stopped her. "Just a minute nymph."
My wife turned to Tonya. "Tonnie, I think we should make dicklet sit in the wet spot. He knows exactly how it got there and who made it. That will help keep him humble while we're playing with him."
Tonya smiled. "Kel, you really are a very wicked woman."
Kelly grinned at her friend and then she turned to me. "Dicklet go lie down on the bed and I want you to be sure to plant your cute little tush right on that nice big wet spot."
I nodded. "Yes Ms. Mason."
As I climbed onto the bed every nerve in my body was tingling with excitement. Kelly understood me very well. She knew that a hint of sadistic domination and a dash of humiliation would be the spice that would make this game even more exciting for me.
I slid over so that I was sitting directly on the large spot of semen. It was cold and wet.
Kelly looked at me with a mischievous smile. "What are you sitting on dicklet?"
"A large cum spot Ms. Mason."
"Who made the spot dicklet?"
"You and your boyfriend."
"How did we make it?"
"He fucked you."
"That's right, he did. Where was his cock when he came?"
"I assume that it was inside you Ms. Mason."
"That's right dicklet, my lover's cock was inside my pussy when he came and after we were done fucking Chris pulled his big wonderful penis out of my cunt and some of his fresh warm semen dripped out of me and made the wet spot you're sitting on right now."
Kelly climbed onto the bed and pushed me back so I was lying down; then she straddled my face. "Look up dicklet, what do you see?"
"Your cunt Ms. Mason."
"It's the cunt that Mr. Kendricks just came inside, isn't it dicklet."
"Yes Ms. Mason, it is."
Kelly lowered herself down and pressed her very wet sex against my lips. "Kiss it for me dicklet. Kiss and lick the cunt that Mr. Kendrick's just finished fucking."
My wife knew exactly what she was doing. I was so excited that I could barely maintain my composure. I kissed her for a few seconds and then I pushed my tongue into her cunt and started licking her with wild abandon.
Kelly responded by grinding her sex into my face. For a moment we were both totally consumed by our lust, then suddenly my wife rolled off of me, lay back on the bed and spread her legs.
After taking a second to catch her breath and regain her composure, she said; "Keish, take my place on Timmy's face. Tonnie start playing with his cock and balls. You can suck him, but be careful. We don't want him to cum until we're done playing with him. Mandy get over here and start licking my pussy."
Keisha, Tonya and my wife took turns sitting on my face, fondling and sucking my penis and getting pleasured by Mandy. I don't know how many orgasms they had. I couldn't keep track. Neither Mandy nor I were allowed to cum. Every time they sensed my excitement starting to build they would back off and wait until I regained my control.
This went on for about an hour and then they finally began to tire.
After having one last orgasm Keisha rolled off of my face, but rather than moving into position so that Mandy could start licking her cunt, she lay back on the pillows and sighed. "Damn that was wonderful, but I think I'm finished."
Tonya was playing with my cock. She paused for a moment and said to all of us, "I'm wearing down too."
Kelly sat up. She gently pulled Mandy's face out of her cunt and smiled. "Nymph that was wonderful, but now it's your turn to ride Timmy."
Mandy straddled my face. As she sat down, Kelly said; "Babydoll, as soon as you get Mandy off all four of us are going to give you an orgasm that you will never forget."
I smiled. Giving me a memorable orgasm wasn't going to be very difficult. I don't think I'd ever been that excited in my entire life.
As soon as Mandy sat down on my face I started licking her. She was already aroused. It didn't take long to make her cum.
Once she'd recovered from her orgasm, Kelly said; "Okay, now let's do Timmy. Mandy, you keep your cunt pressed into his face. Don't forget to let him breathe. Tonnie you've got his cock. Give him your best blow job."
Tonya laughed. "Kel, it'll be a pleasure."
"Keish, he loves having his nipples played with. You don't have to be gentle, but try not to hurt him. I'm going to play with his balls while Tonnie sucks his cock."
For the next few minutes I experienced pleasure that I'd never before imagined. When I finally came all of the women kept playing with me until I was completely spent. It was a magnificent orgasm.
After we were finished, the five of us lay together quietly in our big bed. We were all well satisfied, content and happy. Nobody seemed to want to move and no one did.
It was Tonya, our leader, who finally sat up and broke the spell. "Kel, I'm ready to call it a night. Where do you want us to sleep?"
My wife smiled at her friend. "This is a big bed. I think we should all sleep right here."
Tonya shook her head. "That would be nice, but are you sure? Don't you want to be alone with Timmy for a little while?'
Kelly looked at me. "Timmy honey, you're ready to sleep, aren't you?'
I nodded. "Yes I really am."
"Don't you think it would be nice if we could all sleep together."
Grinning, I said; "Yes I do."
Kelly smiled at Tonya. "I think that settles it. This bed is big enough for all of us. " My wife paused. She was obviously working out the logistics that would make this work. After a moment she said. "Mandy honey, you got to have Timmy for most of the evening and I'm married to him. I think we should let Keish and Tonnie have him for the rest of the night."
Mandy nodded. "I think that's fair."
Keisha giggled. "I like this."
Kelly reached down and grabbed the blankets. "Timmy help me pull the covers up."
Kelly and I pulled the covers part way up the bed. After we were done straightening them out my wife said, "Timmy you lie down in the middle of the bed. Keish you lie on his right and Tonnie you should lie down on his left. Mandy you cuddle up to Keish and I'll cuddle up to Tonnie."
There was a moment of chaos and giggling as we all moved into our positions, but once we were set we all quieted down immediately. We really were tired.. It had been a very big day.
Kelly and I pulled the blankets up. After everyone was covered we all said good night and then we laid our heads down on our pillows and closed our eyes.
There were several minutes of silence and then Keisha started to giggle.
Tonya chuckled and asked, "Keish what are you giggling about?"
"I was just thinking that I'm glad Antoine's not here."
"Why is that Keish?" It was Kelly.
"His fuckin big dick would take up half the bed."
We all started laughing.
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This is the twenty-seventh episode in a series entitled "Courtesan". If you have not read the previous twenty-six episodes of this series, I encourage you do so before beginning this chapter.
"Courtesan" is romantic story about a dominant hot wife and her submissive cuckold husband. While they have a deep and abiding love for each other they do lead an alternative lifestyle. If this subject matter offends you or makes you feel uncomfortable, I strongly suggest that you find something else to read.
I'm quite certain that I've previously mentioned my outstanding internal alarm clock. I can't explain it, and it really doesn't matter how tired I am. If, when I'm going to sleep I make a mental note that I have to wake up in three hours; I will. Kelly has always been envious of this skill. Once she goes to sleep she needs seven alarm clocks and the entire Marine Corps marching band to wake her. Of course, knowing my wife, we can all guess what would happen if she was awakened by the Marine Corps marching band.
My first sensation was the feel of the soft feminine bodies pressing against me from both the back and the front. This confused me. I opened my eyes. A mane of long black hair was loosely piled in front of me. This confused me even more and then I noticed that my arm was draped across a soft coffee colored shoulder. I immediately discerned that this was not Kelly.
As I moved farther into consciousness, the fog started to clear from my brain. I began to remember the events of the preceding evening. I quickly realized that the brown shoulder in front of me belonged to Keisha and the soft breasts pressing into my back belonged to Tonya.
Just as I was beginning to appreciate my predicament I remembered that I had to get up and go to work. I took another moment to enjoy the feel of the two luscious bodies that were encasing me and then I rolled over on to my back, carefully wiggled my legs out from under the covers and slipped off the bed.
After I pulled the covers back up over Keisha and Tonya I stopped to gaze at my wife and my three new friends. Even when they were sound asleep all four women were still enchantingly beautiful. I spent a few seconds appreciating my good fortune and then I turned and hurried into the bathroom.
As soon I finished my morning routine I dressed and silently slipped out of the house.
It was exactly 6:00 AM when I turned into the parking lot of Kirby's Quick Stop. As I parked my Ford Focus behind the store I wondered if I really would be driving a new, much fancier car in the near future. When I walked into the store, I was day dreaming about what kind of car I might actually like to have.
Kirby was standing behind the counter drinking a cup of coffee and reading the morning paper. When he heard the door open he looked up. He smiled when he saw me. "Good morning Timmy, you look like you're deep in thought. What's on your mind?"
"Kirby, if I told you, I don't think you'd believe me."
The big man chuckled. "After that comment, you gotta tell me."
"Okay, but it's a long story."
"Good, that will make the morning go faster."
Behind me the door to the store opened. I turned. It was Elvira. She was already taking off her coat. As she walked over to the storage closet she said, "Timmy, don't you dare say one word until I've hung up my coat and have a cup of coffee."
Kirby grinned at her. "Morning Elvira, did you sleep well?"
"Morning Cookie, like a baby. Wolfie called me after I got off work last night." She giggled. "He came over and fucked the living daylights out of me. The poor guy wore himself out. When I left he was still totally zonked out in my bed."
"Why did you get up? You don't have to be here until noon." Winking at her, Kirby said; "You could have had a little wake me up sex before you came to work."
"Shit, after last night I doubt Wolfie will be able to get it up again for at least a day. Besides, I had to get over here to find out what happened to Timmy yesterday."
She looked at me. "First that mysterious Lincoln comes back and takes you away again, then a hot little brunette in a Jaguar brings you back. Timmy, I had to hear this story and there was no way that I was going to get it second hand from Kirby." Smiling at her friend, she said; "Sorry Cookie, but when it comes to peddling gossip you're a rank amateur."
Kirby shrugged.
Elvira walked over to him, kissed his cheek and grabbed his coffee mug. As she was refilling it she said, "But next to my Max you're the sweetest man I've ever met and you know I love you dearly."
As Elvira handed him his mug, now full of hot steaming black coffee; Kirby quietly said, Thank you Ellie."
My boss was a very shy man. I wasn't certain if he was thanking Elvira for refilling his coffee mug or the compliment. Since he had a tendency to be a man of very few words, it was probably both.
Elvira went back to the coffee pot and filled two Styrofoam cups. She kept one for herself. As she handed the other one to me she flashed me a loving smile and said; "Okay cuckboy, it's time to spill the beans. Tell us what happened yesterday and don't you dare leave anything out. We want to hear every juicy detail."
I shook my head. "It's a long story."
Elvira sat down on an old kitchen chair that Kirby kept behind the counter for her. "That's okay with me. I'm an old lady. I have lots of time." Then she nodded towards Kirby with a mischievous twinkle in her eyes. "We'll be keeping him from his titty magazines, but if he gets too impatient I'll just unbutton my blouse and show him mine."
Kirby blushed. "Ellie!"
"Sorry Cookie; next to sex with Wolfie, teasing you and Timmy has become one of the most enjoyable pleasures of my life. Both of you get so flustered so easily."
She turned back to me. There was a sweet grin on her face. "Okay cuckboy, start talking or I'll go after you next."
I grinned back at Elvira. I couldn't help it. She was one of the most endearing people I'd ever met in my entire life.
I spent the next several hours describing every detail of the previous day's events.
I started with the meeting in Martin Jackson's office. When I told them about the plan to buy a house Elvira shook her head and said, "Timmy that sounds wonderful."
Kirby nodded his head in agreement.
I looked at them and saw the envy on their faces. I wondered if there was any way that they could end up living in the house too. I pushed the thought to the back of my mind. That was a decision that I definitely could not make independently.
I continued the story. I told them about Mr. Jackson's decision to test me by having Kelly suck his cock while I watched. They both listened in supportive silence as I confessed to my feelings of jealousy and hurt when I saw how focused and devoted my wife was while she pleasured him.
Kirby nodded in understanding when I told them about storming out of the building in a fit of temper. Elvira just looked at me. I got the impression that she was familiar with that particular situation. I assumed that her deceased husband Max had experienced similar growing pains while he was learning to accept and eventually enjoy his position as a cuckold.
I told them about Mandy and how she'd followed me to the bar where I'd taken refuge after I'd fled Mr. Jackson's office. Then I went on to explain how Wendell Tyler had arrived and together, the two of them had convinced me to return to the office and talk with Kelly.
When I described Wendell I noticed a very distinct spark of interest in Elvira's eyes.
I told them about my meeting with Kelly and the honest discussion we'd had about our mutual feelings. I explained my realization that if I wanted to be included in this part of my wife's life I had to learn to accept seeing her in the arms of other men. I also had to be able to remember that even though she appeared to be momentarily devoted to these men, I would always be the love of her life. Elvira smiled when she heard this. Kirby was still a little confused. His confusion turned to shock when I told him about our decision to call Mr. Jackson and pick up where we'd left off before I stormed out of the building in a fit of jealous rage.
The both listened intently as I described watching Mr. Jackson make love to my wife. When I tried to explain Mandy's relationship with her boss and then told them how she had sat next to me so that she could encourage me and try to ease my hurt and jealousy, Kirby interrupted.
"Timmy are you telling me that this Mandy is really Mr. Jackson's sex slave?"
I nodded. "Yes, I suppose you could say that, but it's really a little more complicated. Let's just say that like me, Mandy is a submissive. She's in love with Mr. Jackson, and he's a dominant."
"She's in love with him, but she was consoling you while this Jackson guy was fucking your wife."
"Well not exactly consoling me. It was more like she was encouraging me and providing a little emotional support.
Kirby shook his head. "This is all very complicated, we'll have to talk about it more later."
I nodded to my friend and then I continued. I told them about meeting Tonya, Keisha and Antoine and described how our conversation in Mandy's office had turned into an orgy.
After that I moved on to the dinner party. Elvira smiled and Kirby listened intently as I talked about how Mandy and I had obediently waited on Keisha, Tonya and my wife while they entertained their lovers for the evening.
While I related the events of the party I explained how Mandy had continued to try to encourage and guide me. I made it clear that I firmly believed that because of her assistance; as the evening progressed, I grew increasingly comfortable about watching my wife focus all of her love and attention on her boyfriend.
Kirby's excitement was obviously piqued when I described how my wife and her friends had taken turns dancing naked for the men after dinner; but he just stared at me with an amazed expression when I confessed to the excitement I felt as I watched Kelly lead her boyfriend into our bedroom and close the door behind them.
It was Elvira's turn to be surprised when I told them about playing with Mandy in the living room after the others had retired to the bedrooms. She stared at me in shock. "Was that really all right with your wife?"
Kirby looked at her in amazement. "Why wouldn't it have been okay? She was in the bedroom boinking her boyfriend."
Elvira shook her head. "My Max never played around with other women. He was always faithful to me."
"But that wasn't fair. You were dating other men." Kirby was incredulous.
"No Cookie, it wasn't fair; but that was the way both of us wanted it." Elvira patted her big friend's arm. "Sweetie that's part of the cuckold hotwife lifestyle. The wife gets to play around as much as she wants while her little hubbie has to stay home all by himself." She giggled. "When she finally gets home, his wife might just take pity on him and let him lick her well fucked pussy while he jerks off."
As I listened to Elvira I thought about all those nights in college when Kelly went out on dates while I patiently waited in her dorm room for her to return. Then a tingle of excitement rippled through me when I envisioned the evening ahead of me. Kelly would be going to a wild sex party at Eagle Lake and I would be spending the night at home alone, fantasizing about what she was doing at the party.
Shaking his head, Kirby said; "I can't understand why any man would be willing to put up with that."
I grinned at my friend. "I guess it's kind of like eating raw oysters. It's an acquired taste."
Elvira giggled. "It certainly is."
She paused for a second and then she looked at me and asked, "So why is Kelly letting you play around with other women?"
I had to spend a moment thinking about how to answer that question. It was complicated. Finally, I said; "I think there are several reasons. First of all she knows that because of her job there are many nights when I'm going to be home alone. She loves me, and she's worried about neglecting me. She likes the idea that Tonya, Keisha and Mandy will be able to take care of me while she's gone."
I paused to think some more and then I continued. "These are also her closest friends. None of them have a close relationship with a man. I suppose Mandy has one with Martin Jackson, but I get the impression that his schedule is so busy that the opportunities for them to spend time together are very rare. That's one of the reasons he was so enthusiastic when he heard about my plan to buy a house. He's worried about Mandy being lonely. Actually he's worried about Tonya, Keisha and Antoine too. I think Kelly feels the same way and in her mind she's sharing me with her friends."
Elvira nodded. "That makes sense.
I smiled at her and then I was quiet.
Elvira watched me. When my silence continued she said, "You mentioned several reasons. That implies that there's at least a third one."
I reluctantly nodded. I was less eager to voice this reason. After a moment I decided that these were my friends and they deserved honesty. I looked at Elvira and said, "Guilt?"
Kirby looked at me with a puzzled expression. "Guilt?"
"Yes, Kelly feels terrible about neglecting me for the past year. I think that she may be allowing me to play with Tonya, Keisha and Mandy as a way of trying to make up for that neglect. Mandy doesn't agree with that explanation. She thinks Kelly does it solely because she wants me to be happy. I like to think that she's right."
"And why wouldn't you believe that?" Elvira was shaking her head. "Timmy honey, even if guilt is a partial motivation for what she's doing, that still means she loves you. If she didn't, she wouldn't give a hoot about whether or not she'd neglected you."
Kirby nodded. "She's right Timmy."
I smiled at them.
They both smiled back at me. For a moment we were silent and then Elvira said, "Okay, you did the dirty deed with Mandy while your wife and her two friends were in the bedrooms with their men. Did everyone spend the night? I mean are they all still there?"
"No the guys went home just after midnight."
"What about the other women? Did they go home too?" This time Kirby was asking the question. He was grinning. I could see that he was hoping I would tell him that they stayed for the entire night.
He wasn't going to be disappointed. I smiled at him. "No Kirby, the women stayed for the whole night. They were still there when I left for work this morning."
"No shit! Where did they all sleep?"
"All five of us slept together in our king sized bed."
"Naked?"
Chuckling, I said; "Yes, naked."
Kirby slowly shook his head. "Timmy, you dirty old fox."
I glanced at Elvira. She was sitting on her chair with her arms crossed. There was a huge smile on her face. She was obviously enjoying her good friend's excitement. When she saw me looking at her she winked at me. I winked back at her.
When I turned back to Kirby he was still shaking his head. I waited for him to ask me some more questions, but he didn't. After a moment it became apparent that he was stuck on the idea that I'd just come from a bed full of naked women and couldn't focus his attention on anything else.
Realizing that he needed a little push, Elvira said; "Timmy why don't you tell us what happened after the guys left."
That was all Kirby needed. He looked up and with a puppy like eagerness said, "Yes, what happened? Please tell us."
"All right, for a little while the five of us sat around the dining room table. We drank diet sodas, ate chocolates and talked."
Frowning, Kirby said; "That's all?"
I chuckled. "Well, all of us were naked."
His jaw dropped. "No shit!"
"No shit."
"So Timmy, what did you talk about? I'll bet the girls took turns telling you about the fun they had with their dates?" Elvira was smiling at me.
"They did a little of that, but they spent most of the time listening while I told them about you and Kirby."
Elvira and Kirby both stared at me with puzzled expressions.
After a moment Kirby asked, "Why?"
"I was trying to explain to them that I needed to get to bed because I had to get up in a few hours and go to work. When she heard me say that, Tonya pointed out that now that I was back with Kelly, I really didn't have to have this job and suggested that I just call and inform you that I wasn't going to come in anymore. When I told them that I liked the two of you much too much to even think about doing that, they immediately demanded to hear more about you."
Elvira quietly asked, "What did you tell them about us Timmy?"
Elvira's tone of voice made me nervous. Suddenly I was concerned that they might feel like I'd been talking behind their backs. I realized that I was going to have to be very careful about what I said next.
"I told them a little bit about your cuckold hotwife relationship with Max." I looked at Elvira. "You understand that for these women that's a common interest."
She nodded.
"I also told them about how Kirby took care of you after Max died." Vigorously shaking my head, I quickly added; "I hope you two don't mind. I certainly wasn't trying to gossip about you."
I smiled at Kirby. "It's just that you what you did with Elvira was a truly admirable. In my eyes, you're a hero."
"Mine too." Elvira was smiling.
"And Ellie, you do understand how good you've been for Kirby, don't you?"
She sighed. "Yes, we've been good for each other."
Kirby nodded. "Yes we have. Ellie, you're my best friend."
"And you're mine Cookie."
There was a moment of sweet silence and then I said, "If it would be all right, some day I'd like to write a story about the two of you."
Elvira smiled. "We'll see Timmy. Cookie and I are very private people."
I shrugged. "Don't worry, I understand. I hope I didn't offend you by telling your story to Kelly and the other women."
"No Timmy, I'm not offended." Elvira glanced at Kirby. He was smiling. "And I don't think Cookie is either. Besides, I'm hoping that you had an ulterior motive for telling them the story."
Suddenly there was a flash of alarm in Kirby's eyes. "Timmy you didn't?"
Smiling apologetically, I said; "Sorry Kirby, I'm afraid I did."
Kirby buried his face in his hands. "Timmy they must think I'm a total creep."
"No Kirby, they don't think you're a creep. In fact, they thought your fantasy was kind of hot."
He looked up at me. "They did?"
I nodded. "Yes they did. You have to remember that fulfilling sexual fantasies is their business. I guarantee you that all four of them have acted out much kinkier scenes."
Elvira stood up and kissed his cheek. "Kirby honey, there's absolutely nothing wrong with your fantasy."
He shook his head. "Well I'm still kind of embarrassed about it."
I patted his shoulder. "Kirby, there is absolutely no reason to be ashamed. These women love kink."
He slowly nodded. "Okay."
Mercifully trying to change the subject, Elvira looked at me and said; "Timmy that was quite a day you had yesterday."
"Yes Ellie it certainly was."
"I think I'd like to..."
"Ellie! Timmy! Quick, look out the window. A fuckin Mercedes Benz just pulled into the parking lot." Kirby's voice dropped to a whisper. "Damn Timmy, take a look at the four babes getting out of it."
Suddenly he gasped. "Timmy, check out the jugs on the blond who was driving. Shit she might be the most gorgeous woman I've ever seen in my entire life. Do you think they're really going to come into the store?"
I turned to my friend. "Kirby I'm absolutely certain that they're coming into the store. That blond with the big jugs is my wife."
Looking at me in alarm, Kirby said; "Shit Timmy, I'm sorry! I mean I had no idea that your wife looked like... " He stopped himself. He thought for a moment. He was clearly flustered. Finally he just said, "Oh hell, Timmy I'm sorry about the jugs thing."



Elvira was laughing.
I smiled at Kirby. "Relax buddy, I'm not offended and frankly I doubt that Kelly would be either. She's used to it. She filled out when she was sixteen and males have been staring at her breasts ever since."
He shook his head in shame. "Yeah but she's your wife and you're my buddy."
Suddenly the door to the store flew open. Keisha stepped inside. She took a quick look around. As soon as she spotted me standing in front of the counter her face broke into a huge grin. She raced over, threw her arms around my neck and gave me a sloppy kiss on the lips. "Morning Timmy! We missed you. Mandy made breakfast for us, but she's not as good a cook as you are. Oh we found a Realtor. His name is Barry Dunlap. He's really cute. All of us want to do him."
Kelly walked up behind her and tapped her shoulder. "Keish, can I have my husband for a moment?"
Keisha laughed. "Oh sure." She stepped aside.
Kelly put her arms around me and whispered, "Good morning Babydoll."
I smiled at her. "Good morning Kel."
She grinned at me. "I like it when you call me that." Then she kissed me. It was a short simple kiss, but it was filled with love.
After we kissed Kelly stepped back and looked at Elvira and Kirby. "Hi I'm Kelly Mason, Timmy's wife. You must be Elvira Higgins and Kirby Lundquist. Timmy has told me so many wonderful things about both of you. He really likes you."
Elvira stood up. "It's a pleasure to meet you Kelly. We've heard wonderful things about you too."
Kirby just nervously stared at the floor.
Behind Kelly, Tonya said; "Oh my! He is cute and he's shy too. I just adore shy men." She walked around the counter. As she passed me she reached out and patted my butt. "Morning Timmy."
I smiled at her. "Morning Tonnie."
Once she was behind the counter she stopped next to Elvira and extended her hand. "I'm Tonya, you should call me Tonnie."
Shaking Tonya's hand, Elvira said; "It's nice to meet you Tonnie, please call me Ellie."
"Thanks Ellie." Tonya turned her attention to Kirby. "You are an absolute hunk."
Kirby's face turned beet red.
Tonya stepped over to him, kissed his cheek and gently rubbed his chest. "Kirby honey, you don't have to be afraid of me. I promise I won't bite you." She laughed. "At least not very hard."
Kirby smiled at her. It was hard not to smile at her. Tonya was a delightfully charming woman. It was one of the attributes that made her such an outstanding courtesan.
Keisha followed Tonya around the counter. As she passed Elvira she said, "Hi Ellie, I'm Keisha. Everyone calls me Keish."
Elvira barely had time to nod before Keisha turned her attention to Kirby. She lasciviously licked her lips and said, "Tonnie you are absolutely correct. He is a hunk."
She positioned herself so that she was on the opposite side of Kirby from Tonya and immediately started to explore his body with her hands. "Kirby honey, I'm Keisha and I just love big men."
Kirby gasped as Keisha slipped her hand down to his crotch and found his penis. As she traced its outline with her fingertips, she said; "Tonnie honey this man is packin."
Tonya found Kirby's nipple. Gently massaging it, she seductively asked; "Honey, is there someplace a little more private where Keish and I could get to know you a whole lot better?"
I felt a hand on my butt. I turned. Mandy was standing next to me. She whispered, "Morning Timmy."
I smiled at her. "Morning Mandy."
She shook her head. "Tonya and Keisha can be incorrigible."
On the other side of me Kelly whispered; "Yes they can, but I think in this case it might be a good thing."
Elvira heard Kelly's comment and smiled. As she smiled she slowly nodded to Kelly, then she turned to Kirby. "Kirby dear, why don't you take Tonnie and Keish upstairs and show them your apartment ."
Kirby's head snapped around. There was an expression of alarm on his face. "Ellie!"
Elvira just smiled at him.
Tonya grabbed Kirby's nipple in her fingertips and gave it a gentle twist. "Come one big guy, it'll be fun. Keish and I know some wonderful games we can play."
"I ah....I don't know. My apartment is kind of messy."
Squeezing his penis, Keisha said; "That's okay, we don't mind. Besides we'll be too busy to notice. Have you ever had two girls at the same time?"
Kirby looked at Elvira and pleaded; "Ellie please help me!"
"Cookie, I am helping you. Sweetie, you're going to remember this for the rest of your life."
"But the store!"
"Timmy and I can mind the store. You know that."
"But..."
"No buts Cookie, it's time to let them take you upstairs."
Tonya took Kirby's hand. "Come on Cookie, we want to see your apartment."
As Tonya started to lead Kirby out from behind the counter, Kelly said; "Tonnie, don't you think he should have five girls at the same time?" She glanced at me. "You don't mind, do you Timmy."
I smiled at her. "Not at all."
Elvira looked at Kelly. "Five girls?"
Kelly nodded. "Yes Ellie, five; wouldn't you like to be part of the fun?"
"But I'm too old."
Mandy smiled at her. "Elvira, I've only known you for a few minutes, but from what Timmy has told me you have a young heart and a beautiful soul. You're also Kirby's best friend."
Elvira nodded. "Well I suppose I could go along and hold his hand." She looked at Kirby. "Would that be okay with you Cookie?"
Kirby nodded vigorously. There was a look of relief on his face. "Ellie I'd like that very much."
She turned to me. "Timmy, can you handle the store by yourself?"
"Of course I can Ellie."
Elvira walked over to Tonya and Kirby. "Why don't you let me take him Tonnie."
Tonya nodded and gave Kirby's hand to her. "I think that's a good idea Ellie."
Elvira gave Kirby a gentle tug. As he followed her out from behind the counter she said, "Come on girls, the stairs to his apartment is back by the beer cooler."
I smiled as I watched my wife and her friends follow Elvira and Kirby to the stairs. As soon as they were all gone I walked around behind the counter. As I sat down on Elvira's chair, I glanced at the clock. It was 11:20. My shift was going to be a little longer that day. I didn't mind.
It was just after noon when I heard the sound of footsteps coming back down the stairs. I looked up. Kelly, Mandy and Keisha came through the open doorway. As soon as they saw me all three of them smiled and walked over to the counter.
Grinning at them, I asked; "Did you have fun?"
Kelly laughed. "Oh yes, but not as much fun as Kirby."
Mandy nodded. "I'll never forget the look on his face when we took off our tops and showed him our naked breasts."
Keisha looked at me. "Then your slut wife pushed him down on the bed, got on her hands and knees over his face and started brushing her bare nipples across his nose and lips."
I smiled at Kelly. "Knowing my friend's fascination with large breasts, I imagine that got a very eager reaction out of him."
She giggled. "It certainly did, but it was nothing compared to the way he reacted when he realized that Mandy and Tonya were pulling off his pants."
"I'm surprised that my buddy didn't go into shock."
Keisha laughed. "No, that occurred when Mandy started sucking his cock."
I shook my head. "Kirby must have had the time of his life. What else happened?"
Kelly smiled. "Keisha, Tonya and I took turns teasing him with our bare tits while Mandy sucked on his cock."
"Did Elvira just watch."
"At first she just held his hand."
"At first? That means something else happened."
Mandy nodded. "I noticed that she was watching me while I sucked Kirby, so I took his cock out of my mouth and asked her if she'd like a taste."
"What did she say to that?"
"She was a little disconcerted by the question. Because of the difference in their ages I think Elvira has tried to avoid thinking of Kirby as a sex partner. Anyway, she didn't say anything for a moment. It was apparent that she was considering it. Finally she shook her head and told us that she was too old to be doing that with a man Kirby's age."
"I'm sure Kirby is at least twenty years younger than Elvira, but that doesn't make him a kid."
Mandy smiled. "You're right, but I think Elvira sees it as a very big twenty years."
"All right, I can see that. How did you respond?"
I didn't, your wife did it for me."
I looked at Kelly. "What did you say to her?"
Kelly shrugged. "I didn't actually say anything."
"I don't understand."
"At that moment it was Tonya's turn to tease Kirby with her breasts. Keisha and I were just sitting there watching. I was sitting right next to Ellie. When I heard her comment to Mandy I decided to intervene, but I didn't say anything. I simply reached around Ellie and unbuttoned her blouse. She didn't move to stop me, so I slipped it off her shoulders, unfastened her brassiere and slipped that off too. Then I picked up Kirby's hand and placed it on Ellie's naked breast."
Kelly smiled. "When Tonya realized what I was doing she stopped brushing her nipples across Kirby's face and sat up. In a whisper she asked him if he thought Ellie was beautiful. He nodded and said that she was his friend and because of that she would always be beautiful."
"So what happened?"
"Elvira turned and nervously faced him. Kirby smiled at her and gently twisted her nipple. She smiled back at him and then she took a deep breath and asked if it would be all right if she sucked his cock."
"What did Kirby say?"
"He grinned at her and told her that he'd like it very much."
Mandy shook her head. "It was really sweet. Ellie slipped down the bed. I slid over to make room for her. Once she was in position, Ellie wrapped both of her hands around Kirby's cock and smiled at him. He smiled back at her. Then she closed her eyes and kissed the head of his erection. Nobody moved. All three of us were completely enchanted. We watched in absolute silence while Ellie lovingly kissed and licked her good friend's cock. When she finally took it into her mouth and started sucking him, Keisha actually clapped."
We all looked at Keisha. She shrugged. "I can't help it, I'm just a sentimental person. It was a really tender moment. They're both wonderful people. Hell, you guys joined in and clapped too."
"Yes we did." Mandy was grinning.
"What happened after that?"
My wife smiled. "Mandy and Ellie took turns sucking Kirby's cock while Keish, Tonnie and I took turns teasing his face with our breasts. When Kirby was ready to cum we let Ellie get him off."
Kelly giggled. "She's our kind of girl. She kept his cock in her mouth and swallowed all of his semen."
I smiled at the three women. "Thank you, that was a really nice thing to do."
Kelly shook her head. "Timmy, you don't have to thank us. We all like Kirby. It's obvious that he's a wonderful man. Mandy, Keisha, Tonya and I all earn our living entertaining businessmen. Some of them are very nice guys, but some of them are egotistical, greedy, self serving snakes."
Keisha laughed. "They might be wealthy, handsome, immaculately groomed snakes, but they're still snakes. Doing a nice guy is always a pleasure."
Suddenly we heard the sound of footsteps on the stairs. We all turned. Tonya came through the doorway first. Kirby was right behind her. Elvira followed Kirby. It almost seemed like the two women were providing an escort for my friend.
As soon as he saw me Kirby frowned and walked straight over to the counter. He was shaking his head. "Timmy, I'm sorry. I don't know what got into me. I guess I just got carried away by the situation." He hung his head. "But I know that's really not an excuse. I'm ashamed of myself."
I looked at him. "Kirby, what's wrong?"
Still hanging his head he quietly answered. "While we were upstairs I messed around with your wife. Timmy, you and Elvira are my best friends. Hell, you two are really my only friends."
Kirby sighed. "A guy should never be fooling around with his best friend's wife."
I smiled. As I smiled I glanced around. Everyone else was smiling too. They were all warm smiles, No one was scoffing at this display of integrity.
Kelly put her arm around Kirby's waist. "It's okay sweetie. You know that Timmy and I have a different kind of marriage. He doesn't mind if I play with other guys."
Kirby nodded. "I understand that, but Timmy is still my good friend."
"Yes he is, and what we did together upstairs made him very happy.
Kirby looked at me.
I smiled at him. "Yes it did." And then I laughed. "And from what Kelly, Mandy and Keisha just told me; you had a pretty good time up there."
He grinned. "Timmy it was fabulous." Suddenly he caught himself and paused. He stared at me for a moment and then he said, "Are you sure you're okay with it?"
"Yes Kirby, I'm absolutely certain."
He sighed. It was a sigh of relief.
"I hope you get to do it again."
Kirby looked at me with an expression of pure amazement. "Again?" He glanced around at the women. They were all smiling at him.
Elvira walked over, put her arm around his waist and hugged him. "Don't get the idea that you're going to replace Wolfie in my life, but I would really enjoy giving you a blow job every day when I get to work." She giggled. "You can look at your titty books while I suck your cock."
Kirby's face turned a deep shade of crimson.
Tonya walked over and hugged him from the other side. "Sweetheart, today was just a little appetizer for you. This morning I ordered three latex suits on the internet."
Kirby gasped in shock.
Keisha giggled. "Next week three big breasted, rubber clad bitches are going to string you up and teach you the meaning of the word respect while our little slave girl nymph and her assistant Miss Elvira take turns sucking your big hard dick."
Kirby was speechless.
I smiled at my friend. "These women love acting out fantasies, so you'd better just accept the fact that it's going to happen."
Tonya kissed Kirby's cheek. "And we absolutely adore you, so acting out your fantasy is going to be a real pleasure for us."
Kirby stared at the floor. It was obvious that he was a little bit flustered. After a moment he quietly said, "I'm not quite sure what I should say."
Tonya hugged him. "Sweetie, you don't need to say a word. Just keep taking care of Timmy and Elvira and we'll take care of you."
Kelly looked at the clock. "Hey everyone, it's 12:40. We're supposed to meet Barry at the house on 77th Street at 1:00. We'd better get moving."
All of us quickly said goodbye to Kirby and Elvira and then we hustled out to parking lot.
When I started to walk towards my car, Kelly stopped me. "No Timmy, ride with us. It'll be more fun that way. When we're done we'll come back here and get your car."
I nodded and walked over to Kelly's Mercedes.
She was giving out instructions. "Mandy you sit in front with me. Timmy you get in back with Tonya and Keisha."
I looked at Keisha and Tonya. They were both grinning at me. I turned to my wife and protested. "If I get in the back with them they'll molest me."
Kelly laughed. "Yes I know they will. That's why I want you to ride in the back with them."
Sighing, I moved to the back door. Keisha was already sitting on the far side of the back seat. As I climbed in to sit next to her Tonya reached between my legs and goosed me. I yelped. Everyone started giggling.
As soon as I was settled Tonya slid in next to me. She immediately leaned over, slipped her hand under my shirt and whispered, "Timmy my darling, now we have you. You are our prisoner."
Keisha turned and stared into my eyes. There was a mischievous grin on her face. She traced a circle around my left nipple with her index finger and said in a deep, ominous tone of voice, "Yes Timmy, you are now are our sex toy. We are going to force you to satisfy our most perverted desires." And then she slipped her fingers under my arm and started tickling my side.
At the same time Tonya began tickling my stomach.
I tried to defend myself against their assault. Pandemonium broke out in the back seat. The three of us were laughing like little children.
Kelly had just pulled her Mercedes out of the parking lot into the street. She stopped the big sedan and looked over her shoulder. "Keisha! Tonya! Behave yourselves! Leave poor Timmy alone!"
There was silence for a moment and then everyone in the car started giggling. Kelly had sounded like a frustrated mother reprimanding her two older daughters for tormenting their little brother.
As the car started moving again Mandy turned and looked into the back seat. Shaking her head, she said; "We expect this kind of behavior from Keisha, but Tonya you know better. We are very disappointed. I just don't understand what's gotten into you."
All of us were barely able to contain our laughter.
Next to me Keisha said, "I know what's wrong with her. She has a crush on Kirby." And then Grinning at Tonya, she started singing; "Kirby and Tonya sitting in a tree; K, I, S, S, I, N, G."
Mandy rolled her eyes and said, "Don't be silly."
I glanced over at Tonya. She was staring at the floor of the car. The smile on her face was gone.
Keisha also noticed the change in her friend's mood. She quickly said, "Hey Tonnie, I'm sorry. I was just teasing you. I didn't mean to offend you. We all know that you'd never be interested in a guy like Kirby."
Suddenly she caught herself. Smiling sheepishly at me, she said; "Sorry Timmy, I mean your friend is a nice guy and all, but he's just not the kind of man that would interest Tonya."
Tonya looked at her friend and quietly said, "Why is that Keish?"
"What do you mean?'
"Why wouldn't I be interested in Kirby?"
Keisha paused. Tonya's response had obviously surprised her.
Mandy smiled at Tonya. "Well, we might begin with his big belly and all those tattoos. And then of course there's also the fact that he runs a convenience store."
Tonya nodded. "All of that is true, but you might want to also add that he's kind and compassionate. He has integrity, he's loyal to his friends." She laughed, "And he works eighteen hours a day trying to make that little store a success."
She shook her head. "Mandy, you're right. He may not be an Adonis, but he has character and strength and he's nice. He's very very nice."
Tonya paused. She seemed to be thinking. Finally she said, "All of us are envious of Kelly because she has Timmy. Well he's not exactly a Greek god either." She patted my leg. "Sorry Timmy, you're a real cutie, but you're not the tall dark handsome stud that most people would expect to see with a woman like your wife."
I slowly nodded my head. This wasn't exactly a news flash for me. This was something I'd always known.
Kelly quickly said, "Timmy honey, broad shoulders and a big cock aren't the only things that make a man attractive to a woman. You have a wonderful sense of humor, you're smart, you're kind and considerate and you're the most loving man that I've ever met in my entire life. I wouldn't trade you for any other man in the entire world."
Tonya grinned at Kelly. "Thank you, that is exactly what I was trying to say."
Everyone was quiet. I don't think any of us knew what to say next. Finally Tonya quietly said, "I'm also not sure that I'm that great a catch."
Keisha looked at her. "What do you mean Tonnie?"
"Keish, I'm forty-two years old and I haven't been out on a date with a man who wasn't paying for my time since I was twenty-eight."
Shaking her head, Keisha said; "The men we go out with now don't pay for our time.'
"You're splitting hairs. Keish honey, tonight you're going to be entertaining a sixty-one year old businessman from Chicago. Would you even consider meeting him at Eagle lake if you weren't getting paid for it?"
She quietly answered, "No."
Mandy looked at Tonya. "Tonnie why don't you go out on dates?"



Tonya smiled at her. "Mandy, when was the last time you went out on a date?"
Mandy thought for a moment and then she shook her head and said, "All right, I understand; but that's partly because of our schedule."
"I would agree with that. Our busy evening schedule is a factor, but it's only part of the problem." Tonya paused. She was obviously thinking. Finally she said, "Mandy you and I have similar backgrounds. Like you, I started stripping when I was eighteen. Lots of guys want to date a stripper. I had a very active social life." She smiled. "I don't think many of those guys were actually looking for a serious relationship, but I did get asked out all the time."
Mandy nodded. "That is the truth. Guys love to date strippers."
Tonya stared at the floor for a moment and then she continued. "I started escorting when I was twenty. By the time I was twenty-two, an hour with me cost five hundred dollars. I worked six days a week and I was entertaining four or five men a day. I actually had a full time appointment secretary who answered my telephone and set up my dates. I didn't have much of a real social life, but it didn't matter. I was having fun and making a pile of money."
She paused again and then she took a deep breath and said; "For the next eight years everything was wonderful. I was still having fun and I'd managed to save over a million dollars. Then it all fell apart for a little while."
Keisha looked at her. "What happened Tonnie?"
"I met a guy in local bookstore. We were both shopping for mysteries." She smiled at Keisha."You know how much I love to read."
Keisha nodded.
"We started talking about books. He offered to buy me a cup of coffee. I accepted. He was an accountant. I lied and told him that I worked as a secretary during the day and took classes at a local community college in the evenings. I couldn't bear to tell him that I was an escort."
Tonya smiled at all of us. "His name was Ben. He was a very sweet guy. We started dating. After a month I actually cut my work schedule back to four nights a week so that I could spend more time with him. We fell in love. Six months after we met Ben asked me to marry him." She shook her head. "I wanted to say yes so badly, but how could I? Everything he knew about me was a lie."
Mandy quietly asked, "What did you do?"
"I told him that I had to think about it for a night. He was disappointed that I didn't immediately say yes, but he reluctantly agreed to wait a day for my answer. We made a dinner date for the next evening. I actually had to have my secretary call and cancel my dates. For the rest of that night and the entire next day I agonized over what I should do, but there was never any real doubt. I knew that a marriage based on a lie could never work. By the end of the day I was forced to accept the fact that my only choice was to tell him the truth."
Keisha looked at Tonya. "What happened?"
Tonya sighed. "It didn't go well at all. The truth hurt him badly. We argued. He called me some hurtful names. The discussion ended with him storming out of the restaurant."
I turned to her. "Did you ever hear from him again?"
"Yes he called me two days later. We had a long telephone conversation. He started by apologizing for calling me names. I told him that I understood and then I apologized for not telling him the truth right away. He told me that he understood why I didn't. He asked me a few questions about my life as an escort. I answered them honestly. I began to hope that he might possibly be able to accept what I did for a living. He couldn't. After a long discussion we both agreed that it would be better if we never saw each other again."
Tonya shook her head. "And we never did. I was heartbroken. I think I really did love him. For the next three years I coped by throwing myself into my work. I became a great escort. I made a fortune, but I was so lonely. I think I would have worked myself to death if Martin Jackson hadn't come along."
Mandy stared at her. "Martin?"
"Yes, I was working in St. Louis at the time. He was looking for several girls to entertain a group of business clients. One of my regular customers gave him my telephone number. He called me. I took the job. Everything worked out well and he apparently liked me because the following week he called me again. He wanted to know if I'd be willing to entertain a guy in Chicago for him. He told me that he'd pay double my regular fee for a full evening and all my expenses. It seemed like a good deal to me so I told him that I'd do it. After that he started calling me two or sometimes even three times a week to entertain clients for him. It was exciting. I flew all over the country. About three months later he approached me about working exclusively for JTandR. He offered me a very generous regular salary plus benefits. I probably could have made more money by staying as an independent, but I liked Martin and I was lonely. He was offering me an opportunity to work with a group of people. I jumped at his offer.
Tonya smiled at all of us. "It was a good decision. I've enjoyed being a hostess and I've made some wonderful friends."
Her voice got very quiet. "But I do worry."
Keisha looked at her. "Why? Everything seems to be coming together right now."
"I know, but I still worry. Keish, I'm a forty-two year old whore."
Shaking her head, Kelly said; "That's a very harsh word."
"All right, substitute any other term you want, but it still comes down to one thing. We get paid to have sex with men." Tonya paused for a moment and then she said, "I'm getting older and eventually I know that I'll get so old that men won't be willing to pay to have sex with me anymore."
Mandy shrugged. "Tonnie, that's called retirement. I'm sure you've put away plenty of money. You're going to have a wonderful time. You can travel, take college classes, maybe even do some volunteer work."
Tonya nodded. "But it would be so much better if I had someone to do all of that with me."
Mandy looked at her. "You mean a man?"
"Yes."
Keisha smiled at her. "That shouldn't be so difficult. You're a beautiful and intelligent woman."
Shaking her head in frustration, Tonya said; "Keish, didn't you listen to my story about Ben. I'm a prostitute. I have a history that's going to scare away most of the good men."
Keisha shrugged. "Don't tell them."
"No! I won't try to live with a man under false pretenses. Look at the problems that caused for Kelly and Timmy and Timmy is a prince."
Tonya looked at all of us. "I want a man who is kind, considerate, intelligent and responsible; but most of all I want a man who is going to be able to accept me for who I am and what I've been."
I smiled at Tonya. "And you think Kirby might be that kind of man."
"I think it's very possible."
Slowly nodding my head, I said; "I think you may be right."
In the front seat Mandy quietly said, "I have to find a way to get my mom and dad back together."
Kelly glanced over at Mandy. "What makes you say that right now Mandy?"
She smiled. "Listening to Tonnie made me realize how important it is for everyone to have someone to grow old with them. I don't want my mom and dad to be lonely." She sighed. "I think my dad's lonely right now and all my mom really has are her boyfriends."
Mandy looked at Kelly. "I want my dad to meet Timmy. I want him to hear from at least one man who doesn't mind that his wife fools around a little bit."
Tonya laughed. "A little bit? Kelly fools around a whole lot."
Shrugging, Mandy said; "Okay, so does my mom. I was just trying to be delicate."
My wife giggled. "Thank you Mandy, I appreciate your tact."
Mandy turned to me. "Will you talk to my dad Timmy? Maybe you could have lunch with him."
"Of course I will, I'd be glad to do it."
"Could you do it next week?"
I smiled. "Yes, I'll have lunch with your dad next week. Will you call him and set it up?"
"Yes, I will. Thank you Timmy; thank you very much."
Next to me Keisha said; "Tonnie, I have a question."
"What is it Keish?"
"If you go after Kirby, won't you be stealing him from Elvira? It doesn't seem to me like that would be an okay thing to do."
Tonya was quiet for a moment. Finally she sighed and said, "Yes Keish, that is a problem."
I looked at Tonya. "No it's not."
"What do you mean Timmy?"
"Elvira really is concerned about the difference in their ages."
Keisha shook her head. "Yes, but that all changed today? We all heard her tell Kirby that she wants to give him a blow job every morning when she gets to work."
"That's right, but she also said that he wasn't going to replace Wolfgang as her lover. She really wants a man her own age."
Kelly took a quick glance over her shoulder. "Elvira is seventy-two, right?"
"That's what she told me."
"How old is Kirby?"
I paused to think. After a moment I said, "He told me that he enlisted in the navy when he was eighteen. He served for thirty years and got out four years ago. That makes him fifty-two."
Kelly thought about this for a moment and then she said, "So he's twenty years younger than Elvira, but he's also ten years older than Tonnie."
"Yes, but I think Elvira would tell you that the extra ten years is significant. Right now she's an old lady. Her skin is wrinkled and her boobs sag, but she's still vibrant and healthy. Ten years from now she's going to be eighty-two. At that age serious health issues can start to appear. I'm certain that she's afraid that she could become a burden to Kirby. Elvira wants a man, but she wants a man who's closer to her own age so that they can weather the ravages of time together. I think Elvira would be very happy if Kirby found a girlfriend."
Kelly giggled. "The ravages of time, I like that. Timmy, I get to weather the ravages of time with you."
I laughed. "Yes you do."
Tonya sighed. "That's what I want, someone who will weather the ravages of time with me."
Keisha shook her head. "But Kirby is ten years older than you are."
"Yes Keish, you're right, but that would still give us twenty-five or maybe even thirty good years together. I have a lot of money saved up. Kirby and I could have a wonderful time."
I laughed. "If Kirby only knew."
Tonya looked at me. "What do mean Timmy?"
"A beautiful and intelligent blond with a sweet disposition, big tits and a huge bank account is concocting a plot to lure him into spending the rest of his life with her."
Mandy giggled. "Oh the poor dear, whatever will he do?"
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Kelly slowed her big Mercedes and turned onto Case Avenue. After passing a small wooded park with an ornate fountain at its center, we found ourselves in a neighborhood of stately old mansions.
Keisha shook her head. "Damn, these are some very fancy houses. Kelly are you sure we're in the right place?"
Kelly nodded. "I think so Keish."
Tonya smiled at Keisha. "You're right Keish, these are fancy houses; but you have to remember that we're not looking for a trailer house."
Everyone chuckled, but I think all five of us were amazed by the realization of what we were actually going to be able to buy with the three million dollars we had to spend.
Kelly drove one more block and made a right turn onto 77th Street. Mandy opened her purse, took out a sheet of paper and unfolded it. There were some notes and several addresses scrawled on it.
"All right everyone, we're looking for 1540 West 77th Street."
I glanced at the address on the house we were passing. It was 1224. The next house was 1230. "Kelly, I think we have to go three more blocks."
"All right Timmy."
As we drove down the street I looked around. It was a beautiful neighborhood; the kind that Kelly and I would occasionally drive through just so that we could gawk at the old vine covered, red brick mansions.
When we got to the fifteen hundred block Mandy said, "Up ahead on the right. See the man standing in the driveway. Isn't that our Realtor?"
Tonya leaned forward so that she could look over Mandy's shoulder. After a moment she said, "Yes, that's Barry."
There was a black BMW parked on the street in front of the house where Barry was standing. Kelly pulled her Mercedes up behind it. As soon as she stopped we all piled out of the car. Everyone was excited.
Once I was standing on the boulevard next to the car I looked at the house. Like the others in the neighborhood it was red brick and covered with vines. It was a tall house, two stories with a full attic. I could see four chimneys. so I assumed that there were several fireplaces.
Kelly, Tonya, Mandy and Keisha all walked over to Barry. Tonya greeted him. "Hello Barry, this is quite a house."
He smiled. "Yes it really is something, isn't it."
Barry was a tall man with wavy dark brown hair, broad shoulders and a narrow waist. He could easily be described as a hunk. He had deep blue eyes and a boyish smile that I suspected most women found endearing. I could see why Keisha had said that they all wanted to "do him".
Tonya turned to me. "Barry, this is Kelly's husband Tim Jamieson. Everyone calls him Timmy."
Barry stepped towards me with his hand extended. "It's pleasure to meet you Timmy."
As I took his hand I smiled and said, "Barry, it's nice to meet you too."
He looked at all of us. "Shall we go inside?"
Tonya nodded. "By all means."
We all walked up to the front porch and waited while Barry opened the lock box, took out the key and unlocked the front door.
Once we were inside the house I glanced around. We were standing in an entrance hall. To our right there was a large formal living room with a massive fireplace. On our left there was a small parlor with another fireplace. Straight ahead of us there were two more doors and at the end of the hall there was a large wooden staircase leading to the second floor. All of the woodwork on the first floor including the mantel on both of the fireplaces and the entire staircase appeared to be finely finished mahogany. This was a beautiful home.
Barry smiled at us and said, "Why don't you look at the house, and then we can discuss the financial details."
Keisha grabbed my hand. "Come on Timmy, let's start upstairs." She pulled me to the large open staircase. Mandy and Tonya both followed us. As the four of us were climbing the stairs I glanced back. Kelly and Barry were lagging behind. Kelly was whispering in his ear. Barry was smiling.
The upstairs was a disappointment. There were six bedrooms. The master bedroom was large and had a luxurious private bath, but the other five bedrooms were small and shared two bathrooms on the second floor hallway. We needed at least five large bedrooms, all with private baths.
As we wandered through the upstairs I noticed that my wife and our Realtor had not followed us. I wondered what they were doing.
After a few minutes Tonya shook her head and said, "This is a waste of time."
Keisha looked at her. "What do you mean Tonnie. This is a magnificent home. Other than Eagle Lake and Evergreen, I don't think I've ever been in a house this nice.
Tonya nodded. "Keish, you're right. It is beautiful, but it won't work for us."
"Why not Tonnie?"
"Do you want to have to share a bathroom with Mandy and Antoine?"
Keisha laughed. "Hell no! Antoine can absolutely destroy a bathroom in the morning. " She shook her head. "I guess you're right. It's a beautiful home, but it doesn't meet our needs."
Tonya patted her friends shoulder. "Come on Keish, let's go see what Kelly and our Realtor are doing."
Mandy giggled. "I assume she's taking care of business."
Tonya nodded. "Well that was the plan."
I looked at Tonya. "What plan?"
She smiled at me. "Let's just say that we want to be absolutely certain that Barry is fully motivated to give us the best service possible and we all agreed that your wife would be our most effective motivator."
Mandy grabbed my hand. As she led me down the stairs she said, "We're smart women. We've learned a great deal from Martin, John and Wendell about how to get the most out of a business transaction."
"Why Kelly?"
Keisha rolled her eyes. "Timmy honey, you're wife is a young, large busted blond who gives fabulous head. We guessed that she's most likely going to be Barry's fantasy client." She patted my shoulder. "But don't worry sweetie. Kelly is just our lead off batter. Tonnie, Mandy and I are all going to take a turn too."
At the bottom of the stairs Mandy hooked her arm through my arm, pulled me close to her and whispered, "What's the matter dicklet, are you feeling a little twinge of jealousy?"
Next to us, Tonya said; "Timmy, by the end of the dinner party last night, you were doing so well. You're not having a relapse, are you?"
"No I'm all right."
Mandy tugged on my arm. "Then let's go find out what your naughty wife and our handsome Realtor are up to.
Tonya laughed. "I hope Barry doesn't mind performing for an audience."
Mandy pulled me down the hallway. We stopped at the first door on our right and listened. We both smiled. We could faintly hear the unmistakeable sounds of two people engaged in sexual activity.
All four of us looked inside. It was the formal dining room. An enormous mahogany table occupied most of the space. An elegant glass chandelier hung from the ceiling over the the table. On our right, the wall at the far end of the room was filled by four floor to ceiling glass windows. On the wall opposite from us there was a door. Next to the door there were three hand carved mahogany sideboards.
Behind me I heard Keisha say; "It's too bad the bedrooms aren't adequate because this is a magnificent dining room. We could throw some classic dinner parties in here."
Tonya whispered, "Yes we certainly could."
The door was open. The sounds were coming from there.
Mandy said, "That must be the door to the kitchen. It sounds like they're in there." She pulled me across the dining room. "Come on Timmy, let's go watch."
As soon as we stepped into the kitchen I stopped. I knew what to expect, but that really didn't make any difference. I don't care how often it happens, you never get fully accustomed to walking into a room and finding the woman you love giving a blow job to another man.
Kelly was naked. Her jeans, tee shirt, panties and brassiere were neatly draped across the back of one of the kitchen chairs. She was on her knees. Barry was standing in front of her. His pants and boxer shorts were in a pile around his ankles. He was still wearing his knit golf shirt.
My wife had both of her hands wrapped around the shaft of his erect penis. The head was in her mouth. Even though it was covered by Kelly's hands and lips, it was obvious that our Realtor had a very big cock.
Behind me Keisha whispered. "Shit, that man is equipped"
Tonya laughed. "Yes Keish, it certainly appears that we picked the right Realtor."
Keisha and Tonya's comments caused Barry to look in our direction. When he saw us standing in the doorway he quietly said; "Kelly, we have an audience."
Kelly took Barry's cock out of her mouth and glanced at us, then she looked up at him and smiled. "I'm sure they'll enjoy the show."
Barry shook his head. "But your husband is standing there watching us."
My wife looked over at me. There was a mischievous twinkle in her eyes. She gave me a wink and then she waited for my reaction.
I winked back at her.
She grinned and turned back to Barry. "Don't worry about dicklet, he won't give us any trouble. He's not only my husband, he's also my slave."
Barry stared at me. I think he needed a moment to digest that tidbit of information. Finally he smiled and said, "Dicklet, what an interesting name."
I played my role as the wimpy cuckold husband. Avoiding his gaze, I stared meekly at the floor.
Barry chuckled. "Well dicklet, I have to say that your wife gives an excellent blow job."
I looked up for a brief moment and then I quietly answered. "Yes sir, she does."
He smiled. "Well dicklet, if you'll excuse us I think we'll get back to what we were doing."
Kelly glanced at me with a lascivious grin on her face and then she put Barry's cock back into her mouth and started sucking him with increased vigor. It was obvious that our interchange had excited her.
Mandy, Tonya, Keisha and I watched while my wife gave Barry head. As we looked on Tonya whispered to me. "Timmy you really should be proud of her. I've never met a woman who's as skilled as your wife at sucking cocks."
Mandy nodded. "That's partly because she enjoys it so much. Look at her Timmy. Her eyes are closed. Every bit of her attention is focused on giving pleasure to Barry."
Keisha shook her head. "That's true, but she's also very skilled. Look at how her hands and mouth work in unison."
Tonya smiled. "It really is fun to watch her in action."
Suddenly my wife took Barry's huge cock out of her mouth and while still slowly pumping it with her fingers, she bent it back and started licking and sucking his balls.
Barry gasped.
Keisha giggled. "Why do you think guys love that so much?"
Mandy whispered in my ear, "Timmy do you like having your balls sucked?"
Laughing, I answered; "Of course I do. I think all guys must like that."
Tonya looked at me. "You're right, but why? I mean there are a lot more nerve endings on the underside of your penis." She giggled. "We've given this topic intensive study."
I shrugged. "I don't know, why do you like having your ass licked?'
Keisha brushed her lips lightly across my neck. "Because it's so nasty and we love being nasty."
"I think that may be the same reason that Barry is enjoying having his balls licked."
While we were talking Kelly put Barry's cock back into her mouth. She sucked on it very hard for a moment and then she slowly started to swallow it.
Taking a deep breath, Barry said; "Holy shit, it's been several years since I've been with a woman who could do this."
I shook my head. "That can't feel all that good."
Mandy shrugged. "Barry seems to be enjoying it."
"I meant for Kelly."
Tonya laughed. "You're right, it doesn't feel that great. I think your wife is showing off for your benefit. She wants you to see her deep throat a really big cock."
"I saw her do it to Chris the other night."
Tonya nodded. "I guess that shouldn't be a surprise. Chris really enjoys it. Kelly probably does it for him all the time.'
We watched as all of Barry's cock slowly disappeared into my wife's mouth. When Kelly finally had her lips pressed against Barry's pubic bone she remained motionless for a moment and the she pulled back. Barry's huge erection popped out of her throat and mouth leaving her momentarily gasping for breath."
With a huge grin on his face, Barry looked over at me and said; "Shit dicklet, your wife is fuckin amazing."
Kelly caught her breath and stood up. She looked over at me and winked again. Then she turned to Barry. "Come on studman, it's time for you to fuck me. I want you to show my little pussy husband how a real man satisfies a woman."
Kelly took another quick glance in my direction. I think she was worried that her comment might have offended me. Twenty-four hours ago it probably would have, but since then I'd gained a lot of confidence. I winked at her.
She smiled and then she hopped up onto the kitchen table and spread her legs. "Right here big guy, take me right here on the kitchen table. I want you to do it right in front of my husband."
Barry smirked at me and then he said, "It'll be a pleasure."
With his pants and underwear still bunched up around his ankles, Barry shuffled forward and started rubbing the head of his big cock between the very wet lips of my wife's pussy.
While he was doing that Tonya leaned over and whispered, "Timmy are you doing okay?"
Behind me Keisha put a hand on my shoulder and quietly said; "Remember, this is just an act. She loves you more than any man in the entire world."
Nodding, I whispered; "I know."
Tonya held my hand and Keisha gently rubbed my shoulders while we watched our new Realtor slowly push his very large cock into my wife's cunt. As soon as he was all the way inside Kelly Barry paused. He waited for a few seconds and then he began moving again. He moved slowly. I'm sure he was trying to give Kelly an opportunity to get used to the feel of his big cock inside of her.
At first Kelly lay perfectly still, but then I saw her start to respond with a very subtle movement of her hips. Barry noticed it too. He obviously took it as a sign that my wife was ready to begin in earnest. He started pushing his cock in and out of her cunt with more intensity. Their excitement grew. Soon, Barry was driving his huge erection in and out Kelly's sopping pussy and the subtle movement of her hips had turned into vigorous counter thrusts.
Suddenly my wife wrapped her legs around Barry's hips and growled, "Fuck me you big handsome son of a bitch. Give it to me rough!"
Barry laughed and tried to fuck Kelly even harder. I watched in amazement. I would never have dared to be that aggressive with a woman.
For a few minutes Kelly and Barry tore into each other with complete abandon. They weren't making love. It was more like they were two animals locked in mortal combat.
Kelly started laughing maniacally and shouted; "Yes you fucking brute, that's it! Use me! Make me your slut!" And then she arched her back, let out a scream and began to shake.
Barry ignored Kelly's cries of pleasure and continued to fuck her with savage intensity. He kept up this frenetic pace for another two or three minutes then suddenly he changed his tempo. He made several very quick short thrusts and followed them with three long slow thrusts. After the third thrust he buried the full length of his cock in Kelly's cunt and stopped moving. As I watched him I was absolutely certain that he was ejaculating his semen deep into my wife's womb.
After that, both Kelly and Barry remained perfectly still. Mandy, Tonya, Keisha and I all watched them. No one uttered a sound for at least a full minute.
Finally Tonya broke the silence. "That was a pretty good show."
That roused Barry. He turned and grinned at us. As he turned his softening cock slipped out of my wife's pussy. She made a little whimper of protest and then she sat up. A trickle of fresh semen was dripping from the still parted lips of her aroused sex.
She smiled at me. I smiled back at her.
Turning to Barry, she said; "You're an animal."
He chuckled. "I'll take that as a compliment."
Kelly giggled. "It was meant as one."
Next to me Tonya laughed and said, "Dicklet, that's how a real man satisfies a woman."
I continued to play my role. With my head hanging I quietly said, "Yes Ms. Lewis, I understand."
Tonya stared at me. I think she'd just then noticed how carefully I was playing my part. After a moment she smiled. It was devilish smile that made my entire body tingle with excitement. "Dicklet, Mr. Dunlap left a mess in your wife. I think it's time for you to do a little cleaning."
She turned to Mandy. "And nymph I think Mr. Dunlap could use a little tidying up as well."
Mandy bowed politely and said; "Yes Ms. Lewis, right away."
She walked over to Barry and again bowed. "Mr. Dunlap, one of my Mistresses has asked me to lick your cock clean. May I do that?"
Barry stepped away from my wife and looked at Tonya. "Is this for real?"
Tonya nodded. "Yes, both nymph and dicklet are slaves. Let her lick your cock clean. I'm sure you'll enjoy it."
Barry laughed. "No shit! I'm sure I'll enjoy it." He smiled at Mandy. "Nymph? That's your name, correct?"
"Yes sir, that's my slave name."
"Well you certainly are a pretty little thing. Are you really going to clean my cock with your tongue?"
"Those are my instructions sir."
Barry shook his head in amazement and then he said, "Will you lick my balls clean too."
"Yes sir, if that's what you would like, I'd be glad to do it."
He chuckled. "Damn right I'd like it."
Mandy grinned at him and said, "Very well sir." Then she dropped to her knees, carefully picked up Barry's flaccid penis and held it cradled in her hand like it was a baby bird. As she started to gently lick the head and shaft, Barry took a deep breath and closed his eyes."
Tonya turned to me. "Well dicklet, your Mistress is waiting. We don't have all day."
I bowed. "Yes Ms. Lewis."
I walked over to Kelly. Her face was flushed. It was apparent that she was still enjoying the pleasant afterglow of her sex with Barry.
She smiled at me and said, "Hi Timmy."
"Hello Ms. Mason."
I leaned over. Kelly scooted back so that I had room to rest my arms on the table. As she moved she left a trail of fresh cum on the table top. She spread her legs apart. I looked at her sex. Her lips were puffy and coated with a mixture of Barry's semen and the moisture of her own arousal. The entrance to her womb was stretched open from the recent penetration of Barry's thick cock. Her engorged clitoris continued to protrude from the hood of skin that normally served as its protective shroud. Kelly was still aroused. It was obvious that the anticipation of what I was about to do was exciting her.
I took a deep breath and pressed my face into my wife's semen coated sex. She shivered with excitement. I extended my tongue and began licking her.
Kelly gasped and then she breathlessly whispered, "Yes Timmy, that's what I want. Show everyone that you really are my little cuckold. Lick up every drop of my stud's precious cum."
Her words inflamed my masochism. Now I was every bit as excited as Kelly. I licked her with unrestrained passion. I pushed my tongue deep into her womb and searched for more of Barry's semen.
Once I was finally certain that my wife was clean I found her clitoris and sucked it into my mouth. That took Kelly by surprise. She went wild. She wrapped her legs around my shoulders and held my face locked between her thighs.



I sucked and licked her clit.
She started laughing hysterically and cried out, "Yes! Yes! Suck my clit!" And then she took a deep breath and screamed.
I kept sucking on Kelly's clit while the waves of ecstasy ravaged her body. For several seconds she kept her legs locked around my shoulders as she bucked her hips and cried with pleasure. Then her orgasm began to subside and she started to relax.
Behind me I heard Barry say, "Damn, that boy sure knows how to eat pussy."
Tonya laughed. "Yes he certainly does."
I stood up and backed away from the table.
Kelly sat up, slipped off the table, kissed my cheek and said, "Thanks Babydoll, that was the perfect ending to a great fuck."
She turned to Barry. There was a huge smile on her face. "And it was an absolutely magnificent fuck."
Barry grinned at her.
Kelly picked up her panties and started getting dressed. Barry had already pulled up his trousers and tucked in his shirt.
Mandy walked over to me with a damp paper towel and wiped off my face. I felt like a little boy who's mother was wiping the remains of a gooey chocolate bar off of his cheeks. Once she was done she took another paper towel and wiped off the top of the kitchen table.
Barry smiled. "Thank you, the owners of this house might get suspicious if they come home and find dried cum all over the top of their kitchen table."
Keisha laughed. "I'll bet that would get you into trouble."
Slowly nodding his head, Barry said; "It certainly would."
As Kelly was putting on her brassiere, she said, "I'll bet we're the kinkiest group of buyers you've ever met."
Barry stared at my wife, but he wasn't actually looking at her. He seemed to be thinking. Finally he said, "Actually you're not."
Tonya looked at him with a puzzled expression. "What do you mean?"
He shook his head. "Today was like deja vu for me."
"Tell us!" It was obvious from her tone of voice that Keisha's curiosity had been piqued.
Barry looked at the floor for a moment and then he took a deep breath and started to speak. "It was several years ago. This guy came into my office. His name was Steven Wagner. He was about the same size and build as Timmy and every bit as nice."
I smiled at Barry. He smiled back.
"Anyway, this Wagner guy was some sort of a stock broker and he'd just made a big killing in the market. This was a year or two before everything went south. People were still making a ton of money in stocks. He told me that he wanted to buy a big fancy house and was willing to spend a pile of dough on it."
Barry shrugged. "Hell, I was all for it. If he bought an expensive house I was going to make a nice fat commission."
He looked at us. "But now it starts to get strange. This little guy told me that he had two girlfriends and he needed a house with a couple of great big bedrooms."
Barry laughed. "The guy had two girlfriends and all three of them were going to live together in the house he was planning to buy. It was fucking unbelievable."
Shaking his head, he continued; "The funny thing was, I knew of a house that was perfect for his needs. It had been on the market for a couple of months and the owners hadn't even gotten a sniff at an offer. It had four bedrooms. Two of the bedrooms were enormous and had big private baths. It was a magnificent home, but it was just too expensive and not very practical for the average family. The owner was some big executive who'd been transferred to the west coast. He was desperate to sell."
Barry looked at us. It was obvious that whole situation still amazed him.
"I made a couple of telephone calls and set up an appointment for later that afternoon. Things were slow, so after Wagner left I went to my favorite bar and had a couple of bumps. I just needed to kill an hour or two. At six o'clock I was standing on the lawn in front of the house. Wagner pulled up right on time. As soon as he was parked these two blonds got out of the car. They were both like you four, total knockouts."
Kelly, Mandy, Keisha and Tonya all smiled at his compliment.
"The one who got out of the back seat raced up to me and introduced herself. Her name was Julie Gordon. She was a real firecracker, you know what I mean?"
We all nodded.
"The other one was a little more reserved, but she still introduced herself. Her name was Sandra Monroe. As we walked into the house I got the impression that Sandra and Wagner were an item, but I couldn't figure out how Julie fit into the picture."
Barry paused for a moment to take a breath and then he continued. "Anyway, while we were wandering through the house Julie started coming on to me like a freight train."
Barry looked at my wife. "It was just like what happened with you today. I mean you didn't leave any doubt about what you wanted. Julie did the same thing. The next thing I knew, Julie had me alone in the kitchen, my pants were around my ankles and she was sucking my dick."
Tonya laughed. "I guess we're not all that original."
"I don't know, I've heard other guys tell stories about getting laid while they were showing houses; but I've never heard of anything like what happened today or what happened with Wagner and his two women."
He was silent for a moment and then he quietly said, "Here's the really weird part. Sandra and Wagner walked into the kitchen. I thought he was going to be pissed so I immediately started apologizing to him. I mean I was going to earn a fat commission from that sale and I didn't want to lose it. Wagner told me that it was okay. He was cool with what I was doing with Julie. Then get this, Sandra started coming on to me and told me that tomorrow it was going to be her turn to do me. When she told me that I looked at Wagner. He was just smiling. I'd heard about guys who get off from watching other guys do their women and it was obvious that he was one of those guys."
Tonya smiled. "He definitely sounds like our kind of guy."
Keisha nodded. "Yes, our Timmy is one of those guys."
Barry glanced at me. My face flushed with embarrassment.
He chuckled and then he continued with his story. "So Julie kept sucking my cock and after a few minutes I could tell that I was about to cum. I tried to warn her, but she didn't give a shit. She just kept sucking me. So I figured, what the hell, if she didn't care, why should I? So I shot off in her mouth and she took every drop."
Kelly laughed. "Definitely our kind of girl, I would love to meet these people."
Barry held up his hand. "Just wait, it gets better. After I'm done cumming Sandra started calling Wagner a little wimp and made him go over and kiss Julie on the mouth. Get this, Julie snowballed him! She passed all of my cum into his mouth and then Sandra made him swallow it."
Keisha giggled. "These people are just as kinky as we are."
"They're kinkier."
"What do mean?"
"Sandra made Stevie pull down his pants. He was wearing a pair of pink panties! Then she started calling him a sissy and a wimp and made him pull down his panties. Wagner's face was beet red, but he still did it. "
Shaking his head, Barry said; "I think he got off on being humiliated."
Mandy looked at him. "Why do you say that?"
"Because when he pulled down his panties he had a hard on. It was the dinkiest thing I've ever seen, I mean it was like a little boy's penis, but it was sticking straight up. The guy was definitely excited."
Barry smiled. "It was obvious that those two dames had him wrapped around their little fingers and he'd do anything they told him to do."
I glanced at Kelly. She was staring at me. There was a wicked smile on her face. I realized that I was about to be thoroughly humiliated. My entire body started to tingle with excitement.
Kelly turned to Barry. "Dicklet here is just as much of a sissy as that Stevie guy and we get off on humiliating him. Watch this." She turned back to me. "Dicklet honey, pull down your trousers for Mr. Dunlap."
I obediently began unbuckling my belt. I was certain that my face was a deep shade of crimson.
Barry looked at Kelly. "Are you telling me that..."
Kelly grinned at him. "Yes I am."
I unzipped my pants and pushed them down to my ankles. I was wearing a pair of yellow cotton bikini panties with purple flowers all over them."
Barry shook his head. "You gotta be shitting me. This is just too fucking weird."
The humiliation of being forced to stand in front of a man who had just finished fucking my wife while I was wearing a pair of girl's panties was bad enough, but my embarrassment was magnified by the fact that I had an erection.
Kelly studied my face for a moment. I could tell that she wanted to take this opportunity to push my limits and she was trying to gauge how I was reacting to what was happening. I understood the reason for her concern. As you well know, over the past several days I'd had some difficulty coping with and adjusting to some of the pain and embarrassment that had resulted when my submissive, masochistic, cuckold fantasies were suddenly turned into reality.
I easily understood Kelly's eagerness to take advantage of this situation. Barry appeared to be the ideal playmate for us. His opinion of our life style was of little importance. He was simply a business acquaintance. In fact, he was a business acquaintance who needed us much more than we needed him. He'd also just informed us that he'd had some prior experience with this kind of situation and he appeared to be at least mildly tolerant of kinky sex games like ours. I had to agree with my wife, this did seem to be a perfect opportunity for us to experiment.
I was painfully humiliated, but I was also incredibly excited. My masochistic desires were fully aroused and I was very eager to take advantage of this situation. I desperately wanted Kelly to push my limits. I took a deep breath and winked at her.
Kelly stared at me. After a moment she smiled and winked back and then she said; "Dicklet, pull your panties down. Let's show Mr. Dunlap exactly why I have to seek out other men for my sexual satisfaction."
I didn't say anything. A verbal response didn't seem appropriate. Instead I simply bowed my head and slowly pushed my panties down to just above my knees.
When he saw my erect penis Barry whistled and said, "Shit, that's just as small as Wagner's dick."
Kelly grinned at him. "I think it's cute." Then she laughed and said, "It's not much good for fucking but it is fun toy. It's sort of like those model railroad trains that people build. It's a miniature version of the real thing. It works just like a man's cock. As you can see, it does get hard and if you stroke it, it even spits actual semen."
Barry burst out laughing. Next to me Tonya, Keisha and Mandy were all silent. I suspected they were worried about how I was reacting to Kelly's taunts. I wanted to give them some kind of a sign that I was all right, but I couldn't think of any way to do it without destroying the wonderful sadomasochistic tension that Kelly had created.
Kelly must have also noticed their concern because she provided me with the perfect way to alleviate their fears. With a malicious smile on her face she asked me. "Dicklet are you a good little cuckold slave?"
I quickly answered in the most obedient tone of voice I could possibly manage. "Yes Ms. Mason, I try to be."
It worked. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Tonya smile.
Behind me Keisha leaned over my shoulder and said, "Dicklet, why don't you show Mr. Dunlap just what an obedient little cuckboy you really are. Get down on your knees and crawl over to your wife and kiss her toes."
I nodded. "Yes Ms. Edwards."
Everyone watched as I kneeled down on the kitchen floor and crawled over to Kelly. She kicked off her sandals. I was just bending over to kiss her toes when we heard the sound of a car door closing in the garage.
Barry whispered, "Oh shit! The owners are back. Timmy quick, stand up and pull up your pants." He looked around. "Everyone be calm. It will be all right, just let me do the talking."
I'd just finished buckling my belt when the door to the garage opened and a very elegantly dressed elderly woman walked into the back hall. She was followed by an elderly man dressed in an expensive looking blue blazer and a regimental striped tie.
As soon as they looked into the kitchen and saw us, they stopped and stared in shock.
Barry quickly stepped toward the man with his hand extended. "Mr. Gardner, I'm Barry Dunlap. I'm the Realtor who was showing your house. I apologize for still being here. We were standing in your beautiful kitchen talking about what a magnificent home you have. We lost track of the time. Please excuse us, we'll leave right away."
Mr. Gardner shook Barry's hand.
Mrs. Gardner smiled and said, "Thank you Mr. Dunlap. We think it's a beautiful home too. We don't really want to sell it, but we're getting too old to manage a house of this size." She looked at all of us. "Could I make you a cup of tea?"
We smiled at her.
Shaking his head, Barry said; "Thank you Mrs. Gardner, but we've already stayed here too long. We still have two more homes to look at this afternoon."
Mrs. Gardner nodded. "Yes, I understand." She looked at me. "I assume that you're the husband. Which of these lovely women is your wife?"
I bowed my head and said, "Mr. and Mrs. Gardner, I'm Tim Jamieson." I took Kelly's hand. "This is my wife, Kelly Mason."
Mrs. Gardner smiled at Kelly. "You young women these days are so adventurous about keeping your maiden names when you get married."
Kelly smiled at her.
Mrs. Gardner looked at Keisha, Mandy and Tonya. "Mr. Jamieson. who are these other lovely women?"
I started with Mandy. "This is my sister, Mandy Wells." Turning to Tonya, I said; "This is Kelly's sister, Tonya Lewis." And then I gestured towards Keisha. "This is our close friend Keisha Edwards."
Mrs. Gardner looked at Mandy and Tonya. "It appears that the two of you had the good sense to change your names when you got married. Where are your husbands?"
Mandy smiled at her. "They're both at home watching college football."
Mrs. Gardner nodded. "Oh yes, football. Bernard can't wait to get into the den and turn on the television. He's an avid Nebraska fan." she shook her head. "Myself I find the game to be crude and excessively violent."
We looked at Bernard. He was staring at the floor. It was obvious that he desperately wanted to avoid a discussion about this issue.
Barry stepped forward. "Mrs. Gardner, thank you for your hospitality, but we really do have to run." Then he started herding all of us towards the front door.
As we walked to the cars we were concerned that Mr. and Mrs Gardner might be watching us from their front window, so all six of us attempted to maintain an air of mature dignity. It was difficult, everyone of us wanted to burst out laughing.
When we got to the curb Barry said, "The next house is only three blocks away, just follow me."
He got into his BMW and we piled into Kelly's Mercedes. As soon as we pulled into the street everyone started giggling.
Keisha poked me in the ribs and said, "Timmy almost got caught with his panties down."
In the front seat Kelly laughed. "It could have been much worse than that. After he finished kissing each of my toes I was going to ask Keish to pull down her jeans and then I was going to make Timmy crawl over to her and beg to be allowed to lick her asshole."
When I heard that, my entire body again started tingling with excitement.
Next to me Tonya laughed. "I'll bet that walking into the kitchen and finding Timmy on his knees kissing Keisha's beautiful black ass would have given the Gardners quite a stir."
Keisha leaned over and nibbled my ear. "Would you like that Timmy? Would you like us to make you lick my sweet black ass while Barry watches."
I turned to Keisha and grinned at her. "I'd love it, but I think I'd like it even more if you made me beg for the privilege first."
When she heard that Tonya clapped her hands together and said, "Oh yes, our Babydoll is finally starting to get comfortable about actually making his fantasies real."
Kelly took a quick glance over her shoulder. When she saw that I was smiling she smiled, then she turned her attention back to the road in front of us and asked, "Timmy did you enjoy it when I humiliated you in front of Barry?"
I looked around. Mandy, Keisha and Tonya were all watching me. I smiled at them and said, "Yes, I did. In fact, I think it was one of the most exciting things we've ever done."
Mandy reached across the seat and patted my knee. "Being a masochistic submissive really is fun, isn't it."
Keisha laughed. "Nymph it's only fun if you happen to be a masochistic submissive. Personally I find being a dominant sadistic bitch much more enjoyable."
She reached over, slipped her hand under my shirt, grabbed my nipple and gave it a vicious twist."
I yelped from the pain.
Keisha giggled. "Now that made my pussy tingle."
Mandy nodded. "And I'll bet it made Timmy's dick throb too."
Kelly chuckled. "Oh I certainly hope it did."
Everyone looked at me. I grinned at them and said, "It made it stick straight up."
All five of us laughed. Gradually our laughter quieted and then we were silent. For a few seconds we all just listened to the sounds of the traffic around us. It wasn't an awkward silence. It was simply a moment where we all realized and appreciated how much we liked each other and how lucky we were to have found each other.
Finally Tonya broke the silence. "What did you think of Barry's story about that Wagner guy and his two girlfriends. Was it just bullshit?"
Kelly shook her head. "I don't think it was. I mean, why would he make up a story like that?"
Tonya rolled her eyes. "Listen to you, Ms. Fuck me harder, make me your slut." She laughed. "You're not exactly an objective source."
"Oh come on Tonnie, you know better than that. I say those things to lots of guys when they're fucking me, especially macho guys like Barry. It makes them feel good."
Tonya nodded, "You're right Kel. I'm sorry, I was just teasing you."
"Hell, you're the one who taught me to say things like that." Kelly was laughing.
Grinning, Tonya said; "Yes, I guess I was."
Mandy looked at Tonya. "So do you think it was just bullshit?"
Tonya shrugged. "I don't know, but if it was the truth I sure would like to meet those people. Let's ask Barry to tell us more when we get to the next house."
"You'd better start thinking about some questions, because we've arrived." Kelly pulled her Mercedes up to the curb and shifted it into park.
Barry was already getting out of his BMW. All of us quickly got out of Kelly's car and followed him up the sidewalk to the front porch.
As he was opening the lock box to get the key to unlock the front door he said, "We're behind schedule. We spent a little too much time at the Gardner's house. The owners of this house are due to be back in twenty minutes. We need to make a quick inspection and move on to the last house." Then he looked at Kelly, Keisha, Tonya and Mandy and in a very stern voice said, "And we definitely do not have the time for any shenanigans while were here."
Tonya raised her eyebrows. In her most proper tone of voice, she said; "Shenanigans? I should think not. What kind of girls do you think we are?"
Barry unlocked the front door and like a perfect gentleman held it open for the rest of us. Tonya went into the house first. As she walked past Barry she shook her head in an exaggerated demonstration of mock indignation.
Keisha followed Tonya. As she entered the house she giggled and said, "Barry is a very perceptive man. He knows exactly what kind of girls we are. We're recklessly out of control, sex crazed sluts."
Mandy laughed when she heard Keisha's comment. As she followed her through the front door she grinned at Barry and said, "We most certainly are."



Kelly was right behind Mandy. Noting that Barry was a bit disconcerted and always on the lookout for an opportunity to tease a vulnerable man, my wife patted his cheek and said; "We're not just recklessly out of control, sex crazed sluts; we're recklessly out of control, sex crazed, cock sucking sluts."
Barry's face flushed. He stared at me while I walked by him. It was apparent that he was waiting for my comment.
Shrugging, I said; "If I were you I'd keep a pretty firm hold on my zipper for the next twenty minutes."
As soon as we were all inside the house Tonya stopped us and said, "Since we don't have much time, let's go upstairs and look at the bedrooms first. If they're as small as most of the bedrooms in the Gardner's house, we can quickly eliminate this house too."
Barry nodded. "I think that's a good idea, but I do want you to make at least a quick inspection of the rest of the house. Part of our purpose in looking at these houses is to get some kind of an idea about what you can expect to get for three million dollars."
I looked at the four women. "I think that's a good idea. If you have a little dead time at work tonight you might want to talk about some of the things you liked about these houses."
Tonya laughed. "Timmy honey, we don't have much dead time at work."
Barry turned to Mandy. There was a puzzled expression on his face. "When we met in my office this morning, didn't you tell me that the four of you worked in client relations for a large investment firm?"
Mandy nodded to Barry. "That's right."
"Is it usual for you to have to work on a Saturday night?"
I smiled to myself. Before I discovered the true nature of my wife's job I used to wonder about that exact same question.
Tonya answered without batting an eye. "Saturday is almost always a very active evening for us. Nearly all of our company's clients are hard driving businessmen. They put in long hours and even when they try to relax it's going to be work related. Our firm does much of it's entertaining on Saturday nights."
I was waiting for Barry to ask what they did when they entertained business clients, but he didn't. Tonya's answer seemed to satisfy him. At least he chose not to pursue the question. Instead he looked at all of us and said, "Let's go upstairs and look at the bedrooms."
Everyone nodded and followed Barry up the stairs. As we walked into the first bedroom Kelly asked; "Barry, did you ever see that Wagner guy and his two girlfriends again?"
Barry laughed. "Hell yes! In fact, I saw them the very next morning."
Tonya smiled at him. "Really? Tell us what happened."
Barry nodded. "Julie, the one who gave me the blowjob in the kitchen called me the next morning and told me they wanted to make an offer on the house. We agreed to meet at Wagner's apartment at 11:00. Julie was just getting ready to hang up when I had an idea. You see, that morning I'd told my partner, Don Maxwell about what had happened at the house on the previous afternoon. Well Don was always a big pussy hound so the story got him all hot and bothered. I kind of figured that since there were two women maybe I could bring Don along. I took a chance and asked Julie. She didn't even pause, she just asked what he looked like. I told her that he was a little older than me, but he was still a sharp looking guy. Julie told me to bring him along. She said that Sandra loved older men."
He looked at all of us and shrugged. "I realized that meant I was going to be with Julie again, but that didn't bother me. She was hot. When I told Don he was so excited that he popped a chubby right there in the office."
All of us laughed.
"When we got to Wagner's place Julie and Sandra were there, but Wagner was out running some errands. Hell that didn't bother us. We sure as shit didn't need him. I introduced Don to Sandra and she just glommed onto him. I guess she really did like older guys. That was just fine with me. Like I said, Julie was hot."
He paused for a moment and then he continued. "Anyway there were two couches in Wagner's living room. Sandra led Don over to one of them and Julie led me over to the other one. The next thing I knew Julie and I were making out like crazy and pulling each others clothes off. I looked across the room. Sandra already had Don's pants off and she was busy sucking his dick."
Barry chuckled. "Don wasn't the sharpest partner I've ever had, but he had a huge cock and Sandra was giving it a major league workout."
Keisha giggled. "I think I'd like to meet Don."
Barry laughed. "That could be easily arranged."
Kelly poked Keisha. "Don't sidetrack him. I'm loving this story."
Tonya nodded to Barry. "That's right, tell us what happened next."
Barry smiled. I think he was enjoying telling the story just as much as we were enjoying hearing it. "So we were on opposite ends of the living room going at it hot and heavy when Wagner walked into the apartment. After yesterday I wasn't nervous about him getting mad, but I was still curious about what was going to happen."
Shaking his head, Barry said; "It was fucking unbelievable. Sandra started calling him wimpboy and sissy and introduced Don as her new fuck buddy. Then she told Wagner that they're going to be busy for awhile and ordered him to take off his pants and shirt and start cleaning the apartment."
Barry laughed. "The fucking wimp actually did it. He took off his pants and shirt. Underneath he was wearing panties and a damn brassiere. Then he put on an apron, grabbed a dust cloth and started cleaning his apartment while his two girlfriends were busy sucking our dicks."
Barry paused and smiled. It was obvious that he found the memory amusing. After a moment he continued. "Anyway, Julie sucked my cock for a few more minutes then she took it out of her mouth, got up on her hands and knees on the couch and told me that she wanted me to fuck her doggie style. I got on the couch behind her and started rubbing the head of my dick up and down her slit. She was so hot to trot that she was dripping wet. I was all set to push my cock into her when she stopped me and called Wagner over. She told him that she wanted him to watch while I fucked her. The little sissy did it! He stood right there next to us and watched while I pushed my dick into his girlfriend's pussy."
Barry stopped and looked at all of us. I think he wanted to see if we were shocked by his story. We weren't.
After a moment, he just shrugged and continued. "So Wagner was standing there watching me pump my cock in and out of his girlfriend when we heard Sandra yell something like, Oh shit that feels so good. All three of us turned to see what was happening. Of course Don was on top of her fucking her with his great big dick."
Chuckling, Barry said; "I was at one end of the living room fucking Julie and Don was at the other end of the room fucking Sandra. Wagner just kept looking back and forth at both of us."
He took a deep breath. "We went at it hot and heavy for a while. Julie had a couple of orgasms. I held out for as long as I could, but finally it was too much and I shot my load into her cunt. We're lying there trying to catch our breath when we heard Sandra tell Don that she wanted him to pull out and cum on her face and her tits."
Barry shook his head. "That's just the kind of shit that Don fantasized about all the time. He stopped fucking Sandra, pulled his dick out of her cunt and moved up the couch so he was straddling her waist. Sandra sat up, grabbed his huge cock with both of her hands, aimed it right at her face and started jackin it like crazy. Don lasted about ten seconds and then he yelled something like , Oh Shit! and started pumping cum all over Sandra's mouth and nose."
Smiling. Barry said; "I gotta say, it was pretty fuckin hot."
He started to laugh. "After Don got off of Sandra she wiggled her finger at Wagner and ordered him to come over and lick Don's cum off of her face. When Don saw him actually doing it, he started laughing and called Wagner names like wimp and pussy. That made me nervous. I stood to make a fat commission off of the sale of the house. I didn't want to risk pissing Wagner off, so I told Don to cool it. Don's a little thick and it took a minute, but he finally got the message and shut his mouth."
He paused for a moment. Kelly took the opportunity to ask a question. "Did Steve..." She stopped. "Steve was his first name, wasn't it?"
"That's right, but actually Julie and Sandra always called him Stevie."
Kelly smiled. "Just like we always call Tim Timmy."
Barry nodded.
My wife continued with her question. "Did Stevie get mad?"
Barry shook his head. "Fortunately he got off on being humiliated so it didn't upset him at all."
Mandy grinned at all of us. "He's obviously a submissive masochist. I'm sure it just gave him an extra little thrill."
"Did they buy the house?" It was apparent that Keisha's curiosity had been piqued.
Barry smiled. "They sure did. As soon as we were done fooling around we filled out the necessary paper work to make a formal offer. It was a fair offer and the sellers were desperate, so they accepted it immediately."
"Did you have anymore opportunities to fool around with Julie or Sandra? Keisha giggled. "I love that phrase, fool around. It's so descriptive." She reached over and squeezed my cock through my jeans. "Wanna fool around Timmy?"
Tonya playfully slapped Keisha's hand away. "Stopped that Keish. Remember, we have strict orders that there will be no shenanigans."
Barry ignored Tonya's comment and said, "Hell yes, after they signed the purchase agreement I butt fucked Julie on the conference table in my real estate office."
Kelly laughed. "You fucked her ass?"
Barry shrugged. "She asked me to do it and I wasn't about to say no."
"Were Sandra and Stevie there watching you while you did it?"
He nodded. "Of course, they were. They were sitting right at the table. In fact, after we were done fucking, Sandra made Stevie lick my cum out of Julie's asshole."
Mandy shook her head. "I love these people."
Tonya smiled. "I do too. Barry, do you still see them?"
"I've been to several parties at their house, and then about a year after they bought the first house..."
"The first house? What do you mean the first house? Were there more?" Tonya was shaking her head in amazement. So were the rest of us.
"About a year after they bought the first house, they bought a second one. Julie called me. The house next door to them was for sale and they wanted to buy if for their friends. They asked me to broker the deal for them. Hell, I was all for it, it was easy money."
"They wanted to buy the house next door for some friends?" Tonya stared at him. "Why don't you tell us a little more about this."
Barry shrugged. "Like I just said, I've been to several parties at their house so I've gotten to know their friends. They're a very tight group. There's six women and their husbands. They all got to know each other at this pick up joint on the northwest side of the city called Baxter's."
Mandy nodded. "My mother hangs out there. I wonder if she knows them."
Barry shrugged. "She may because I know for a fact that these women are out there all the time."
Kelly looked at him. "You said it's a pick up joint, so I assume they go there to meet men."
"That's exactly right."
"But you said they're all married." There was a twinkle in Kelly's eyes as she asked the question. She loved anything that might be a little kinky.
"Yes I did."
"Even Julie and Sandra and Stevie?"
"Julie married some English professor at the local community college."
"Maple Hills?"
"Yeah, that's right."
Mandy smiled at him. "I've been thinking about enrolling there."
Tonya looked at Barry. "Did Sandra and Stevie get married?"
"Yes they did. In fact it was right around the time that they bought the second house. I went to Sandra's stag party."
Tonya raise her eyebrows. "You went to Sandra's stag party? Isn't the bride's stag party supposed to be all women with maybe a couple of male strippers?"
Barry shook his head. "Not this party. This party was Sandra, her five women friends and about a dozen men. It was a real corker. I'll bet at least six different guys fucked Sandra that night. At one point she was giving a guy a blowjob while another guy was fucking her ass."
"Were the other husbands throwing a stag party for Stevie at the same time?"
Barry chuckled. "Hell no! In this group all the husbands are little pussy wimps like Stevie and Timmy."
He glanced at me. "Sorry Timmy. That just slipped out. I didn't mean to offend you."
I shrugged. "That's okay Barry. I'm getting used to the label."
Mandy patted my butt and whispered, "Good boy."
Barry continued. "Anyway, Stevie wasn't allowed to have a stag party. He and the other husbands had to serve as slaves at Sandra's stag party."
Keisha clapped her hands together. "This just keeps getting better and better. I want to hear more."
"Tell us about the slaves." Tonya was smiling.
"I don't know, it was pretty much the same thing as at all their other parties. The husbands have to bring us snacks and drinks and they're not allowed to participate in the sex."
Kelly grinned at him. "You mean they have to watch you guys having fun with their wives, but they're not allowed to get involved?"
Barry nodded. "That's right. Hell, they make them wear these chastity cage things so they can't even jack off."
"Chastity cages?" Kelly looked puzzled.
"Yeah, they have these plastic cases that go over each husband's cock so he can't play with himself or even get an erection. They're secured with little padlocks and each of the wives wears the key to her husband's cage around her neck or her ankle."
Keisha shook her head. "That is so hot."
Kelly looked at Tonya and Mandy. 'Have you heard of these chastity things?"
Tonya said, "I've heard of them, but I've never seen one."
Next to me Mandy said, "when I was Caldwell Brunner's slave he took me to a number of parties where there were male slaves who were required to wear them."
"Are they uncomfortable for the slave, I mean does it hurt when he gets an erection or anything like that?" It was obvious that Kelly was very curious about chastity cages.
Her interest both excited and frightened me. I was also a little shocked by Kelly, Tonya, Keisha and Mandy's collective lack of knowledge about them. I considered all four of them to be much more sexually sophisticated than me and I knew quite a bit about chastity cages. The cuckold web sites that I regularly visited had provided me with a very thorough education.
I thought about this surprising void on their parts for a moment and quickly grasped the reason. Kelly, Keisha, Tonya and Mandy were all sex professionals. Their business was pleasing men. They delivered their service during a very tightly defined period of time and during that time, it was their job to provide as much gratification as possible.
Chastity cages are instruments of denial and control. When they're used over extended periods of time they can create subtle feelings of frustration, impotence and emasculation.
Most, if not all of the men these women entertained were looking for instantaneous gratification. Even the submissive masochists they played with most likely wanted them to use much more overt, intense and immediate devices of pain and pleasure like whips, strap on dildos or restraints. Chastity cages were simply not relevant to their profession.
Because of her experience as a slave, Mandy had had some limited exposure to chastity cages, but since she was a submissive female they held little interest for her.
Barry tried to answer Kelly's question. "I don't think they cause any pain. The husbands were wearing them at every party and I never saw anything that indicated that they were in any kind of discomfort." He laughed. "Of course I wasn't actually paying very much attention to them."
Kelly turned to me. There was a mischievous smile on her face. I knew exactly what she was about to ask. She stared at me for a moment and then she said, "Timmy would you be willing to wear one of those chastity things?"
Nervously, I looked down at the floor. I'd anticipated the question, but it still rattled me. While chastity cages are fun and exciting, they're also scary. Surrendering your freedom to masturbate is a serious issue.
My wife saw the distress her question was causing me and quickly added, "It would just be for special occasions like the dinner party we had last night or maybe while I'm entertaining Chris or another man."
That relieved some of my concern, but not all. This was a door that I was a little worried about opening even a crack. Still, I was a submissive masochist and the idea was exciting. I decided that I had to trust Kelly. I looked up at her.
Smiling at me, she said; "Please Timmy, I think it would be really hot to hold that kind of power over you." She stared at me.
I recognized that Kelly found this idea very exciting. In fact, I had to admit that I found it every bit as exciting as she did. Taking a deep breath, I looked directly into her eyes and whispered; "Ms. Mason, if it would make you happy I will agree to wear a chastity cage."
Kelly mouthed the words; "Timmy, I love you." There was a huge smile on her face.
Tonya, Keisha and Mandy all applauded. I'd actually forgotten that we had an audience.
Barry glanced at his watch. Looking up in alarm, he exclaimed; "Damn we did it again. It's a quarter past three. The owners of this house were due back fifteen minutes ago. The five of you got me talking and I lost all track of the time."
Tonya laughed. "We might as well as well have spent the time indulging ourselves in some shenanigans."
Still smiling, Kelly said; "Nope, I loved Barry's story. We can always find opportunities for shenanigans, but you don't get to hear a hot story like that one very often."
"You just liked hearing about the chastity cages." Keisha was laughing.
Kelly grinned at her. "It got me so hot that I'm going to have to change my panties when I get home."
Mandy Started giggling.
Kelly looked at her and said, "What?"
"I'm surprised to hear that you're actually wearing panties."
Kelly rubbed the bridge of her nose with her middle finger.
Mandy grabbed my arm. "Timmy, your wife is flipping me off."
I grinned at her and slowly nodded my head. "Yes Mandy, I do believe that you have correctly interpreted the meaning of that gesture."
Barry chuckled. "Attempting to show a house to the five of you is like trying to herd cats."
Tonya threw up her arms in mock protest. "You're the one who told the story."
Shaking his head in exasperation, Barry said; "Come on, we have to leave."
As he herded us down the stairs Mandy teasingly said, "Meow."
The other three women immediately took up the cry. By the time we got to the bottom of the stairs, the stately old mansion we were inspecting echoed with a chorus of meows mixed with giggles and giddy laughter.
Barry and I trailed the herd of frenzied felines out the front door. As we walked down the sidewalk to the boulevard he grinned at me and asked, "Timmy are you really planning to live with all of these women?"
Grinning back at him, I said; "Yup."
Barry thought for a moment and then he said, "I'm not sure about this chastity cage thing, but I gotta admit that there is definitely one part of me that envy's you."
I laughed. "I'm not sure about it either, but I am quite certain that I'm beginning a very interesting part of my life."
"I can't argue with that." Barry was chuckling.
As soon as we got to the car, the girls settled down.
Tonya looked at Barry. "Is the next house just like this one?"
He nodded. "Yes, I think it is."



"So what were looking at is beautiful old mansions with tiny bedrooms."
"I think that's what we're mostly going to find."
Tonya shook her head. "I don't think they're going to work."
Kelly, Keisha and Mandy nodded in agreement.
Tonya glanced at her wrist watch. "It's almost 3:30. Kelly, Keisha, Mandy and I all have to be at a business conference north of the city by 6:00. I think we'd better skip the next house."
Barry thought for a moment, finally he said, "I'll keep looking, but I'm afraid that finding a house with six large bedrooms all with their own private bath is going to be difficult."
Mandy sighed. "That may be the case, but if we're going to spend three to four million dollars we want to end up with a house that actually meets our needs."
Barry nodded. "You're right. Now that I have a better idea about what you want I'll start searching. Don't worry, I'll find something that will work for you."
We got into Kelly's Mercedes. As she pulled away from the curb Keisha said, "Do you think we're being too picky?"
Tonya shook her head. "No, we're wealthy, hard working adults. We shouldn't have to share a bathroom with someone else. Keish if I get up in the middle of the night to pee, I don't want to have to walk down the hall and knock on a door."
Keisha thought about that. After a moment she said; "Tonnie you're right, but I'm afraid that we won't be able to find anything and then we won't be able to live together."
Tonya reached across me and patted Keisha's hand. "Don't worry Keish, We'll find a way to make it work."
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Kelly dropped me off at Kirby's Quick Stop. I had to get my car. I didn't stop inside to say hello to Kirby and Elvira. I knew that I'd see both of them in the morning and Kelly was going to have to leave soon to go to the party at Eagle Lake. I wanted to spend as much time as possible with her before she had to go.
By the time I got to our house Keisha, Tonya and Mandy were already in their own cars pulling away from the curb. When they saw me all three of them honked their horns and waved. I waved back.
After they were gone I pulled my car into the garage and went into the house. Kelly was in the kitchen making a sandwich.
As I entered the kitchen a sudden feeling of melancholy flooded my body. For the past several days, the combination of my early morning hours at Kirby's and my late nights with Kelly had resulted in my having to get by on three or four hours of sleep a night. I was young and resilient, but the intense schedule was starting to take a toll on me.
The past week had also been an emotional roller coaster. Going through the process of repairing my marriage, learning how to adapt to living a different and somewhat offbeat life style and meeting a group of new friends had been wonderful and exciting, but it had also been physically, mentally and spiritually taxing. I was suddenly feeling like I'd been sapped me of all my strength and vigor.
I understood exactly what was happening to me. The low spirits I was feeling were the direct result of physical and emotional exhaustion. The solution was simple. I needed to rest.
When she heard me come into the kitchen Kelly turned and with a bright smile on her face asked, "Timmy I'm making a ham and cheese sandwich. Can I make one for you too?"
Before I could answer Kelly noticed the down cast look on my face and her smile immediately turned into an expression of concern. "Timmy honey are you all right?"
I smiled at her. "I'm okay, I think I just hit the wall."
Kelly nodded in understanding and then she walked over, put her arms around my shoulders and hugged me. As she hugged me she said, "It's been a tough couple of weeks. I'm sorry about what I've put you through."
I wrapped my arms around her waist and hugged her back. "We're done being sorry. Now I just want to be able to love you."
"I wish I could stay home tonight."
"I wish you could too, but you can't."
"I know." Kelly kissed my forehead. "I'll be home tomorrow night."
"Yes you will."
"What would you like to do? Would you like to go out to dinner?"
I shook my head. "No, I'd like to do something that we haven't done for a very long time."
"What's that?"
"I'd like to rent a movie and order a pizza."
Kelly was quiet for a moment and then she said, "Timmy I'm so sorry. During the last year I forgot about the simple things that used to make us happy."
"It's okay and as I just said, we're done being sorry."
"I know, but I think there are going to be times when that's difficult to do."
"Kelly we had a bad year, but with any luck we still have maybe sixty or seventy more years to enjoy each other. One year is nothing. Hell, we were fortunate. We figured it out. Lots of couples never do."
Kelly smiled at me and then she said, "Timmy I love you so much."
She hugged me and I hugged her back. For a brief moment we just held each other. Finally I felt Kelly's grip on my shoulders relax. She kissed my cheek and said, "You never answered my question."
I took and second to think and then I grinned and said, "I guess I forgot what it was."
Shaking her head in mock exasperation, Kelly said; "Would you like a ham and cheese sandwich?"
I smiled at her. "If I'm your slave, I think I'm the one who's supposed to be making the sandwiches."
"Not tonight babydoll, tonight I'm cooking for you."
"Cooking?"
"Okay, buttering bread and spreading mustard."
Kelly made two sandwiches. I smiled as I watched her work. This was the full extent of her cooking skills. There were many reasons that I was the slave and she was the mistress. Culinary expertise, while not the most important, was certainly one of them."
Once the sandwiches were finished Kelly put each of them on a plate with a handful of potato chips. I took two Diet Cokes out of the refrigerator and we moved into the living room and sat down on the couch.
We talked while we ate. The conversation was pleasant, but it was just small talk. We discussed Keisha, Tonya, Mandy and Antoine and how lucky we were to have them as friends. Kelly told me how much she liked Kirby and Elvira and then of course Tonya came up again. We were both curious to see how that would work out. We spent some time discussing the house and then we talked about Barry and his amazing story.
The entire time we were eating we both carefully avoided the one topic that did have to be discussed. Actually discussed wasn't the correct word. There was nothing to discuss. It just had to be addressed. This was going to be the first time since college that Kelly was going out to spend an evening with another man when I was aware of it. Yes it was true that she'd been entertaining other men on a regular basis for more than a year, but I didn't know about those dates. Ignorance can bec bliss.
Now I did know and we couldn't pretend that it wasn't going to happen. We also had to acknowledge the fact that this was just the beginning and that after tonight it would be recurring on a regular basis.
I think that Kelly was more worried about this than I was and she was the one who finally broached the subject. As soon as we were both finished eating our sandwiches she took our plates and set them on the coffee table. Then she took a sip of her soda and quietly said, "Timmy are you going to be okay about tonight?"
I smiled. Kelly had just acknowledged the presence of the five hundred pound gorilla who had been sitting in the corner of the room the entire time we'd been eating our sandwiches.
I took a moment. I wanted to be careful about how I answered her question. Honesty was important, but I also wanted to avoid causing Kelly any unnecessary distress. This was a topic that we'd discussed in detail over the previous several days. While I was content that we'd arrived at a decision that was best for both of us, I also understood that this was another life style change and it was going to require some effort on both of our parts to adapt to it.
Finally I took a deep breath and said, "I won't pretend that I'm not going to miss you tonight and I have to admit that I'm more than a little envious of the lucky guy you're going to be entertaining at Eagle Lake."
"Do you want me to call Tonya and cancel. I could tell her that I'm sick."
Vehemently shaking my head, I said; "No you can't, you made a commitment and the people at JTandR are relying on you. Besides, I don't believe for a moment that you want to cancel. I know you. You would never let Mandy, Keisha, Tonya and Antoine down. I'm also certain that you could never break a commitment to Martin Jackson or Wendell Tyler. I've never met John Reynolds, but I'm sure that you feel compelled to honor your commitments to him as well."
I winked at my wife. "And of course there is the most important reason of all. You want to go. Kelly you love the excitement of entertaining clients for JTandR. This is the perfect job for you. Hell, I'm willing to bet that you'd do this job even if they didn't pay you."
Kelly punched my shoulder. "Shut up! I wouldn't do it for free."
"Only because there's an army of hot guys out there that are cuter than the businessmen that JTandR assign to you."
She giggled. "Actually, some of those businessmen are pretty cute."
Shaking my head, I said; "I rest my case."
Kelly grinned at me. "All right, you understand me much too well; but I'm still worried about leaving you tonight."
I leaned over and kissed her cheek. "Kelly honey, you don't have to worry. Remember, I'm a submissive masochist. The pain and jealousy I feel when I know you're with another man excites me."
Kelly shook her head. "I know, but I love you so much and for the last year I've been so awful to you. I just don't want to hurt you anymore."
"Don't worry, you won't. Besides, right now I'm so tired that I think I'll probably go to bed the minute you leave and I doubt that I'll wake up again until it's time for me to go to work in the morning."
Kelly looked into my eyes. "You're sure?"
I nodded. "Yes, I'm very sure."
I glanced at the clock on the mantle. It was a quarter to five. "What time do you have to leave?"
"The party starts at seven. Tonya likes to have all of us there at least an hour ahead of time. It takes about forty-five minutes to drive to Eagle Lake and I don't want to have to rush, so I should leave in fifteen or twenty minutes."
I stood up. As I picked up our plates from the coffee table, I said; "Shouldn't you be getting ready? I mean don't you have to take a shower and put on your make up?"
Kelly shook her head. "No, I can do all of that after I get there. We all have our own bedrooms at both Eagle Lake and Evergreen. I have everything I need there."
She smiled at me. "Even the dress and the lingerie that they want me to wear tonight were brought out there this afternoon. Everything has already been placed in my bedroom. JTandR is a very tightly run organization."
I stopped and stared at my wife. "You have your own bedroom at Eagle Lake?"
Kelly looked at me. "Yes, why? Is that a problem?"
"No, not at all. It's just that...What time will you be done tonight?"
"I don't know, these things usually end between 1:00 and 2:00."
"And then you have a forty-five minute drive home."
"Yes."
"After you've been partying all evening."
Kelly nodded.
"Does everyone else go home right after the party ends?"
She shook her head. "No, everyone else generally spends the night at Eagle Lake. They all leave in the morning after they've had breakfast."
"Breakfast?"
"Yes, I've never been there for it, but everyone tells me that the kitchen staff puts together a wonderful breakfast in the morning."
"Why haven't you ever stayed for it?"
Kelly smiled at me. "Because it would have been a little hard to explain to you why I had to stay out all night for a work meeting."
I thought about what she'd just told me. After a moment I said, "I guess I should have realized that. Listen, now that I do know about your real job duties at JtandR I think you should start staying overnight after the parties are over. The idea of you driving home at 2:00 AM is a little frightening for me."
"Timmy are you sure? It would be nice to stay there, but I don't want to leave you alone all night."
I smiled at her. "Kelly I appreciate that, but by the time you get home, it will be nearly three. I'm most likely going to be sound asleep and I have to get up at five to go to work at Kirby's. I don't think it's worth the risk of you getting into a car accident so that we can sleep together for two hours."
Kelly nodded. "That does make sense, Would you like me to call you when the party is over?"
I considered that for a moment and then I said, "Not tonight, I really am exhausted. I need to sleep, but I would like it if you'd call me when you get to Eagle Lake."
"Why?"
"Once you're at Eagle Lake I'll know that your safe and I won't have to worry about you for the rest of the night."
Kelly walked over and kissed my cheek. "This is exactly why Tonya is so interested Kirby."
"What do you mean?"
"It's nice to have someone who worries about you."
Kelly sat at the kitchen table and watched while I put our plates into the dishwasher and cleaned off the counter where she'd made our sandwiches.
"Do you know the man you're going to be entertaining tonight?"
"Yes, this is an investment group from Chicago. It's run by two men and a woman. We'll be entertaining all three of them. They're good friends of Martin and John and regular investors in JTandR projects. I'll be assigned to one of the two men. I've entertained both of them in the past year. They're slightly overweight middle aged businessmen, but they're sweet guys. It will be a fun evening.
"The woman will be there too?"
"Yes."
"This is going to be a sex party, correct?"
Kelly smiled. "Oh yes, this is a very uninhibited group. When they get together for a party they like to have a good time."
"Even the woman?"
"Actually, she's the wildest of the three."
"Really?"
Kelly nodded. "At least at these parties. Timmy I'm sure that you've read enough stories on the Internet to know that there are some women who have a real thing for black cocks."
"Is she one of those women?'
"Yes she is, but you'd never believe it if you met her in a business situation. She's an extremely proper, very refined, immaculately groomed, absolutely beautiful woman in her late forties or early fifties. She's married, but not to one of her business partners. I understand that her husband is a professor at a small college just outside Chicago. She also has two teenaged daughters."
"But she cheats on her husband."
Kelly shook her head. "From what I understand, that only happens at the parties at Eagle Lake and she only attends those parties two or three times a year."
"Are you telling me that the rest of the time she's absolutely faithful to her husband?"
"That's what I've been told." Kelly laughed. "But at the parties she really lets her hair down. Tonight she will be a totally out of control slut. Antoine is going to be her date for the evening. When he wants to, he can be a very convincing street thug and tonight he will play that role to the hilt. Timmy I wish you could be there, it really is fun to watch."
"You can tell me all about it after you get home tomorrow."
"Would you like to hear about my date too?"
"Every last detail."
Kelly giggled. "It will be just like it used to be when I'd come home from a date while we were in college."
She stood up, walked over and wrapped her arms around my waist. As she hugged me she nuzzled my ear and whispered, "Will you lick my pussy while I tell you about all the naughty things I did with my date?"
I laughed. "I can't think of anything that would make me happier."
Kelly kissed my cheek with a loud smack and then she gave my butt a hard slap. "Get a good nights sleep tonight babydoll, because tomorrow night we're going to have some fun."
I grinned at her.
She kissed my cheek again, but this time it was more of a gentle caress. "Now I have to go. I'm going to miss you tonight."
I chuckled. "Even while your sucking your dates cock?'
Kelly smiled at me. "Even while I'm doing that."
My wife picked up her purse and then she grabbed my hand. "Come on Babydoll, you can walk me to my car."
I stood on the front lawn and watched while Kelly backed her Mercedes down the driveway and out into the street. As she put the big sedan into gear and accelerated she waved good by. I waved back.
I waited until she reached the end of the block and disappeared around the corner, then I went back inside.
I spent the next half hour tidying up the house. Our busy schedule over the past several days and the previous night's party had combined to leave things a little ragged. Once that was done I decided to make a bowl of soup. Kelly's sandwich had helped, but I was still hungry. I needed a little more to eat before I took a shower and retired for the night.
I was just finishing my bowl of clam chowder when the telephone rang. I picked it up. It was Kelly.
"Hi Babydoll!"
"Hi Kel."
She giggled. "I love it when I hear you call me that. I'm here Timmy. Mandy. Tonnie and Keish are in my room with me right now. They all told me to tell you that they send kisses."
In the background I heard a sudden uproar of laughter and giggling.
"Just a minute Timmy."
I could hear Kelly say; "All of you, be quiet. I can't hear Timmy talk."
"Babydoll, are you still there?"
"Of course."
"Keisha told me to tell you that they send a lot more than kisses."
I laughed.
"Timmy honey, you should see the dress they picked out for me to wear tonight. It's a black lace cocktail dress and it's really hot. I could never wear it out in public. It's cut so low that you can actually see the tops of my nipples and the hem is so short that it just barely covers my naughty parts." Giggling she added, "And I'm not going to be wearing panties. I think Robert, that's the man I'm going to be with tonight, is really going to enjoy it."
I chuckled. "I'm sure he is."
"Timmy I have to go. I just wanted to let you know that I got here and everything is all right."
"Thanks for calling Kel. Now I can sleep without worrying about you. Have a good time with Robert tonight."
"Don't worry sweetheart, you know I will."
I smiled. There wasn't any doubt in my mind that both she and Robert would have a very good time.
"Timmy, I love you."
"I love you to Kelly."
"Good night Timmy, I'll see you tomorrow."
Kelly ended the call. I switched our telephone off and put it back in it's base."
After that I took a quick shower and collapsed into bed. I was exhausted. I fell asleep immediately and slept like a baby."
When I walked into the Quick Stop at six o'clock the next morning, Kirby was waiting for me. He looked very nervous. As I was pouring a cup of coffee, he said; "Timmy, there's something I have to talk to you about. It's kind of important."
I walked over to the counter, took a sip of my coffee and asked. "What is it?"
"Tonya called me at suppertime last night."
"Really?"
"Yes."
"What did she want?" I had a pretty good feeling that I already knew, but I still had to ask.
"She invited me to have dinner with her at her apartment tonight." Looking at me with an expression of alarm, Kirby shrieked; "Timmy this is a date!"
I smiled at my big friend. "Yes, that's exactly what it sounds like to me."
"Timmy, I don't understand. What's going on? I mean yesterday four beautiful women took me up to my apartment and...." Kirby shook his head. "It was wonderful. It was like a fantasy scene out of a porn flick, but why? And now this! Tonya might be the most beautiful woman I've ever actually talked to in my entire life. What would possibly make her want to call me up and invite me to dinner. Timmy this has to be some kind of practical joke."
Looking down at the floor, he whispered; "And if it is, it's not a very nice one."
It was apparent that all of this was causing my friend some serious emotional trauma. I decided that I needed to be forthright with him.
"First of all Kirby, none of this is a practical joke."
"Then why would...."
"Let's start with what happened yesterday morning. You know what my wife and her friends do for a living."
"Yes, of course I do. You've told me."
"Kirby, they act out sex fantasies with businessmen all the time. It's not that big a deal to them." I smiled. "They also happen to enjoy it. All four of them love creating kinky scenes."
"But why me Timmy? I'm not a big time business tycoon, I run a convenience store."
"I told them about what you did with Elvira. They decided that you're a very special kind of man. I happen to agree with them."
Kirby blushed. It was obvious that he was uncomfortable with compliments.



"They wanted to do something nice for you and what happened yesterday is what they do." I smiled at him. "Brace yourself buddy, they're not done. Yesterday morning they really did order three latex suits. Next week they plan to act out your secret fantasy with you."
"Timmy this is all really embarrassing."
I shook my head. "It shouldn't be. Sex fantasies are their passion. They aren't judging you. They don't judge, in fact they might be the four least judgmental people that I've ever met. Kirby the night before last Mandy led me into our living room on a dog leash so that I could watch my wife do a strip tease for another man."
"Weren't you embarrassed?"
"Damn right I was. I was humiliated, but you know me. I get off on that stuff." I looked at my friend. "Kirby are you judging me right now?"
Kirby was quiet. After a moment he said, "When you first told me about it; you know, how your wife sleeps with other guys and you're her slave and being embarrassed gets you excited. Well, I do have to admit that I did think it was pretty weird. But then I talked to Ellie about it and I've talked more about it with you. I guess I understand it a little better now or at least I'm used to the idea."
He shook his head. "It actually doesn't hurt anybody and what gets you off is really nobody else's business." And then he quietly added, "And your fantasies aren't really all that different than some of mine."
That last statement piqued my curiosity. I looked at Kirby and waited, but he didn't elaborate.
After moment I decided that my friend needed more time to come to grips with all of this so I quickly moved back to the original topic. "All right Kirby, now put yourself in the place of these four women. Their business is the fulfillment of erotic fantasies. They regularly encounter sexual kinks like yours or mine. Nothing shocks them anymore, nothing fazes them anymore and they stopped judging people a long time ago. They just take pleasure in helping people enjoy the wide variety of spicy scenes that excite them."
Kirby grinned at me. "That's a nice way to think about it."
"That's how they view it."
"Do you really think they're going to do it? You know, the rubber suits and whips and everything."
"They not only want to do it, they're excited about it."
"But you said that only three of them are going to dress up in latex."
"That's right, Mandy won't be wearing rubber."
"She must think this is too kinky."
I chuckled. "No Kirby, that's not it at all. First of all, in your fantasy the women are very well endowed like Kelly, Tonya and Keisha. Mandy has small breasts. She's also a submissive. Wielding a whip isn't her thing. She'll be there acting as Kelly, Tonya and Keisha's slave. Her job will be to tie you up and suspend you from the hooks on the ceiling. Then they'll order her to keep you excited by sucking and play with your cock while they take turns whipping you and teasing you with their breasts. Ellie is going to be there too."
He smiled. "That's good, I'd like her to be there. What do you think her job will be?"
"I think she'll probably be helping Mandy."
"Ellie's not a submissive."
"No, I'm pretty sure you're right about that, but she does love you. I think she wants to do anything she can to make this more exciting for you."
Kirby thought about this for a moment and then he said, "I love her too."
I nodded. "I know that Kirby. The first time I saw the two of you together it was obvious to me."
"I'd ask her to marry me, but I don't think she'd say yes. She has a pretty big thing for Wolfgang."
I shook my head. "Wolfgang's not the problem. It's the difference in your ages."
"But that doesn't matter to me. She's old, but I still think she's beautiful."
"I agree, she is beautiful. I also think that she's right. She's taking this position because she loves you."
"I don't understand."
"Kirby, right now Ellie is still healthy and vibrant; but as we age our bodies begin to wear out. When we get older that process starts to accelerate. How old are you?"
"Fifty-two.'
"And Ellie is seventy-two. Ten years from now you'll be sixty-two and she'll be eighty-two. At that age, she may still be healthy and vibrant; but she may not be. She doesn't want to take the risk of becoming a burden on you.'
"She could never be a burden!"
"No, but you could end up having to spend all of your time caring for her. Her health issues might consume a very important part of your life."
"I don't care! I trust her! I love her!"
"Yes, but she cares. She loves you too. She loves you enough to want to protect you from the burden of taking care of her as she gets older. Kirby, she wants a man her own age. She wants a man that she can take care of while he cares for her. A good marriage should be a constant process of give and take. Sometimes it doesn't happen that way. Sometimes catastrophe strikes and we step up and do what we need to do, but ideally all of us want to care and be cared for equally."
"That's not what you and Kelly are doing. You're her slave."
"Kirby that's just a game. I trust my wife implicitly. If something happened to me. If I were suddenly taken ill or I was in a serious accident, there isn't any doubt in my mind that Kelly would be there for me."
"I just want to be there for Ellie."
"Yes, and she wants to be there for you too, but she's worried that you're going to have to be there for her a whole lot more than she's going to have to be there for you. What's worse is that she's worried that when you do need her she may not be healthy enough to be able to help you. Kirby, you love her and she loves you, but you have to let her go. You have to allow her to find a man who can share the last stages of life with her."
"I don't understand."
"Kirby she needs a man who's going to be encountering the challenges of old age at the same time that she's facing them. That way they can weather them together."
Kirby closed his eyes and thought about this for a moment. Finally he sighed and said; "Yes, you're right. I know you're right. That's exactly what Ellie thinks. She's said those exact same words to me. I just didn't want to hear them."
"You can still be her friend." I smiled at him. "If you want, you can still be friends with benefits. I think you may have to make that very clear to her. She's very worried that she's old, wrinkled and ugly/"
Kirby shook his head. "Ellie is beautiful."
I nodded. "I agree with you, she is."
We both stared at the floor. After a moment I said; "Kirby, Ellie desperately wants you to find a woman your own age."
He slowly nodded. "Yes, I know she does."
"What did you tell Tonya?"
"I told her that I'd come to dinner, but Timmy I'm scared. Why is she doing this? Why does she want me? I'm an overweight, retired navy cook. She dates big time business tycoons. She dates classy men in hand tailored suits. I can't compete with guys like that."
"Kirby, she doesn't date them, they buy her."
"Doesn't she work with your wife at that investment company?"
"Yes, and both Kelly and Tonya entertain clients for the company."
"So those men aren't buying her, the company is paying her."
"Yes, but they're paying her to have sex with those men. Kirby; Tonya, Mandy, Keisha and my wife are all prostitutes. They don't like to use that word. I don't like to use that word either, but right now it's important that you understand that that's what they do."
Kirby sighed, "Yes I know that." Then he looked at me and said, "Why are you telling me this? Are you trying to talk me out of having dinner with Tonya?"
"No, not at all; in fact I'm hoping that you and Tonya do start dating."
"Then why are we having this discussion?"
"Kirby, Tonya told me that she started stripping when she was eighteen. She began working as an escort when she was twenty. By the time she was twenty-two she was charging five hundred dollars for an hour of her time and she had to have a full time appointment secretary to keep track of her schedule."
Shaking his head, Kirby said; "That was twenty years ago Timmy. Five hundred dollars was a lot of money. She was pretty high class." He laughed. "She sure as hell wasn't one of those hookers hanging around in the bars outside a navy base."
I smiled. "No Kirby, she certainly wasn't."
"She must have been making a ton of money. Why did she go to work for JTandR?"
"She was lonely Kirby. She was having sex with lots of men, but she didn't have any friends. She didn't have anybody to talk to. JTandR gave her life structure and provided working companions."
"But she's still basically an escort."
"Yes, and I think it's important for you to understand that she likes her job. She enjoys working for JTandR and she's not planning to quit anytime in the near future."
I smiled. "Kirby, Tonya and Kelly are very similar women. They both love sex. Having a job where they get paid for doing it is an ideal situation for them."
Kirby nodded.
"Last night my wife went to a dinner party put on by the firm. They were entertaining a group of investors from Chicago. Kelly was assigned to be the date for one of the men in that group. These dinners are actually sex parties. My wife called me just before the party started. She described the dress she was going to wear. She said that it was so low cut that you could see the tops of her nipples. She also told me that she wasn't going to wear any panties and that her dress was so short that when she was standing up, it barely covered her most intimate parts. Kirby, last night, any time my wife bent over or sat down she gave every man in the room a very good look at her naked pussy and ass."
Kirby shook his head in amazement.
I continued. "During the dinner, I'm certain that my wife flirted with her date and encouraged him to freely touch and fondle her to his hearts content. I'm equally certain that Kelly played with him during the entire time they were eating dinner."
"You mean she rubbed his cock while they were sitting at the table with the other guests?" Kirby was now even more amazed.
Nodding my head, I said; "Yes I'm sure she did. After dinner Kelly undoubtedly did a strip tease dance for the entire group and later I am sure that she and her date retired to a private room where she spent the rest of the evening sucking his cock and letting him fuck her."
I paused for a moment to let that sink in and then I added, "Tonya was also at that party and I'm certain that she had a similar assignment."
Kirby took a long slow breath and said, "So if I start dating Tonya, I'm going to have to accept the fact that while she's at work she'll be playing around with other men."
"That's right, it's her job. It will be a certainty."
He thought about that. After a moment he looked at me and said, "Doesn't the fact that Kelly was with another man last night upset you?"
"No it doesn't. I did miss her, but the fact that she let another man fuck her last night doesn't bother me at all."
"I know you've told me that before, but I really don't understand how you can feel that way."
"Kirby, to some people love and sex are synonymous. For Kelly and Tonya they're totally separate entities. There isn't any doubt in my mind that my wife loves me. She fell in love with me during our Sophomore year in college and she has loved me unceasingly ever since. Even during the difficulties that we encountered over the past year, I don't believe that her love for me faltered for even one second."
Kirby nodded. "Yesterday, when she was in the store I watched her. It was obvious from the way that she looked at you that she loves you. I wish I had a woman who looked at me that way. Maybe Elvira does."
"It is wonderful. Kelly loves me with all her heart, but over the past five years she's also slept with a large number of other men."
"And that doesn't bother you?"
"Why should it? To Kelly sex is just a game or an activity like golf or bike riding. Some women like to play bridge, my wife likes to fuck. I have no more reason to be jealous of a man who's enjoying sex with her than I would her bridge partner."
"And you think Tonya feels the same way."
"Yes I do."
Kirby thought about that for a moment and then he said, "It's going to take me a little time, but I think I can learn to accept that idea."
We were both quiet. It was obvious that Kirby needed a moment to consider everything that had just been said. Suddenly he looked at me. "Timmy you said that Tonya was lonely."
"That's right."
"If she's so lonely, why hasn't she tried to find a boyfriend before now?"
"Partly it's her schedule. They do most of their entertaining in the evenings, but that's not the biggest problem."
Suddenly Kirby smiled. "I just got it. Now I understand. It's because guys back away as soon as they find out what she does for a living." He shook his head. "Before I met you and Ellie, I know that's what I would have done."
He paused for a moment and then he said; "That's why she's interested in me, isn't it Timmy? I already know about her job and she's hoping that I might be able to accept it."
"That's certainly part of it. but it's not the only reason. She was very impressed with what you did for Elvira. She also recognizes how hard you're working to keep this store open. Tonya believes that you're a very kind and gentle man, but she also sees the strength and determination in your heart. Kirby my friend, like it or not, you have managed to captivate this woman and I think that she's already decided that she wants to spend the rest her life with you."
Sighing, Kirby said; "Timmy I've never been in a serious relationship with anyone. I never even had a girlfriend while when I was in high school." He laughed. "Hell I've only been out on six dates in my entire life."
Suddenly I began to understand just how shy my big friend really was. I looked at him and asked, "Kirby are you a virgin?"
He stared at me. I think my question surprised him. After a moment he shook his head. "No, Timmy I'm not. I spent thirty years in the navy. I've been with hundreds of prostitutes." Then he smiled at me. "But maybe I am a virgin. I've never been with a woman because we loved each other."
"Cookie, that is about to change. As soon as I get my coat off I'm going to take you upstairs and give you the first of your daily blow jobs and when I do it I promise you that it's going to be an act filled with love."
Kirby and I both turned. Elvira was walking over to the storage closet. As she took off her coat she said, "I apparently walked in on a serious conversation. Who wants to bring me up to speed."
Kirby and I both smiled. When Elvira entered a room it was hard to avoid smiling.
"Tonya invited Kirby to dinner tonight." I just blurted it out.
Kirby glared at me.
Elvira stared at us for a moment and then she started to smile. "Really? That's wonderful news. Yesterday I could tell that she wanted to do it, but I was afraid that she might be too apprehensive to go through with it.'
Kirby looked at Elvira. "Ellie, I don't want to go to Tonya's tonight. I want to have dinner with you. Ellie, I think I love you."
Elvira smiled. "I know you do Cookie and I love you too, but it just wouldn't be right between us. I'm too old for you and you're too young for me."
She walked around behind the counter, put her arms around her good friend's waist and hugged him. "Baby if we got together I'd spend all my time worrying about who was going to take care of you after I'm gone. The pain I endured when Max died was unbearable. You know that, you were there. You were the one who rescued me."
She shook her head. "But now that I've survived it, I realize that the pain was worth it because Max and I had fifty wonderful years together. Kirby I will love your forever and I know that you will always love me too, but if you commit your life to me you're going to get cheated. You won't get your monies worth. No Cookie, if Tonya wants you, grab her. The two of you could have thirty wonderful years together. The most you'll get out of me is another ten followed by frailty, illness and death."
"Ellie you could be healthy for a very long..."
"Maybe, but the odds are against it. No Kirby, you need to find a woman your own age and I need to find a man my age. I think it's best for a couple to go through the stages of life together."
Kirby closed his eyes and sighed.
Elvira hugged him. "Don't be sad Cookie. You and I will be best friends forever." She grinned up at him. "And if you do get together with Tonya I'm fairly certain that she'll be willing to let me continue to give you an occasional blow job."
Kirby and I both laughed.
Elvira winked at me. "Would you like me to ask Kelly if I can give one to you too?"
"Ellie, how could I possibly turn down an offer like that."
"You'd be a fool if you did. My tits might sag a little, but I have some major league experience."
Turning back to Kirby, Elvira said; "All right, enough fooling around. We have some serious business to attend to. What time are you supposed to arrive at Tonya's apartment.'
"Six o'clock."
"Do you have some decent clothes to wear? I am not going to let you go to Tonya's looking like you just came directly from the store."
Kirby nodded. "Yes, I have a pair of gray flannel slacks, a pair of black wing tip shoes and a white dress shirt that I bought when I got out of the navy."
"Lets go up to your apartment and take a look at them. The white dress shirt doesn't sound too jazzy, but I suppose that it will have to do."
"Ellie before we do that please listen to me."
"What is it Cookie?"
"Ellie I'm terrified. Tonya is the most beautiful woman I've ever met. I cannot imagine why she'd even want to talk to a yokel like me?"
Elvira shook her head. "Oh Cookie, how can one person be so smart and so naive? Sweetheart you are a catch. Tonya has had her fill of slick, handsome wheeler dealers. She's looking for a man who is kind, considerate and reliable. Cookie that's you. Look at how hard you work at making this store a success."
Suddenly Kirby through his arms in the air. "But that's just it, it's not a success. The store is losing money. If I didn't have my navy pension I wouldn't be able to buy food."
He stared at the floor and quietly said, "I'm sorry that it came out like this, but I don't think I'm going to be able to keep the store open very much longer. I'm up to my neck in unpaid bills. My suppliers are telling me that they don't want to make deliveries any more."
Elvira looked at him. "Kirby, why didn't you tell me earlier? I have money, I could have helped you. Let's go see your suppliers tomorrow. Maybe we can still salvage the store."
"Thank you Ellie, but I think this store is a losing proposition. We just don't have enough customers. There's too much competition from the big chain stores and with the economy the way it is people aren't stopping for a cup of coffee and a doughnut on the way to work anymore."
He shook his head. "It took me a long time to admit it, but it's time for me to cut my losses and close the store."
Kirby laughed. "I wonder how eager Tonya's going to be to date me once she finds out that I'm homeless."
Elvira stared at him for a moment and then she said, "You will not be homeless. You will never be homeless. If you lose this place you can move in with me. My house is little, but there's still plenty of space for the two of us. The house was paid for a long time ago, so you can live there rent free. That will give us some time to figure out what to do about your debts."
I smiled. "Kirby, you have friends, good friends. We can help you."
Elvira nodded. "Cookie, you pulled me through that horrible time after Max died. Now I can return the favor. Sweetheart, we're going to get you through this."



I looked at Kirby. "When do you plan to close the store?"
Kirby thought for a moment and then he said, "I just got an order of dairy products on Friday. It will last for at least a week and I need to try to sell as much of it as I possibly can. I'm guessing that I'll probably close the store about a week to ten days from now."
"I'll be here every morning to help you and you don't have to pay me."
"Timmy, you can't do that. I can't let you work for free."
"Why not? You're my friend and I don't have very many friends. I want to help you. Besides, I don't need the money. I'm back with my wife. Kelly makes more than enough money to support both of us. Kirby, whether you like it or not, until you close this store I am going to be here every morning at 6:00 AM. If you don't want me here you're going to have to lock the front door and if you do that, I'll stand in the parking lot and wait until you open it and let me into the store."
"And I'll be standing out there next to him. Face it Cookie, you might as well resign yourself to the fact that you're not going to get rid of us. Timmy and I are going to work for you for free until this store is finally closed. "
Kirby grinned at us. "I don't know what to say. You're the best friends I've ever had."
Poking his arm, Elvira said; "And don't you ever forget that."
He laughed.
Elvira grabbed Kirby's wrist. "All right, now that we've settled that, let's go upstairs. Timmy can mind the store while we're gone."
As Elvira pulled him out from behind the counter Kirby asked, "Why are we going up to my apartment?"
"Because tonight you have a hot date with a beautiful woman and I want to make sure that you have some decent clothes to wear."
"But Ellie, now that you know about the store, you must understand that I can't possibly start dating a beautiful woman like Tonya. The moment I tell her I'm losing my store she'll throw me out of her house." Kirby shook his head. "And I can't start a serious relationship with a lie."
"Who said anything about lying. You're going to tell her the truth as soon as you walk in her front door. Trust me Cookie, she won't care."
I nodded. "Ellie's right Kirby. At this point in her life, money is not a significant motivation for Tonya."
Elvira kept pulling on Kirby's arm. As they crossed the store she said, "It's also time for your morning blow job."
"Ellie you don't have to do that."
"Yes I do and you're going to enjoy every minute of it. I give great head." She laughed. "I just hope that you have some new titty books to look at, otherwise you're going to have to be content with my wrinkly old boobies."
Now it was Kirby's turn to laugh. "Ellie, I can't think of anything that I would enjoy more than playing with your beautiful breasts."
When they got to the stairway leading up to Kirby's apartment Elvira stopped and looked back at me. "Timmy, tomorrow if you bring me a note from Kelly saying it's all right, you can have a blow job too."
Before I had a chance to answer, Elvira and Kirby disappeared into the stairwell.
After they were gone I smiled and quietly said, "Ellie a blow job from a woman as beautiful as you would be a truly memorable experience."
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It was just after noon by the time I got home. I was excited to see that my wife's Mercedes was already in the garage.
Kelly was waiting for me when I walked in the back door. As soon as she saw me she ran to me, threw her arms around my neck and gave me a long passionate kiss on the lips.
After we broke apart I smiled and started to greet her, but before I could say anything she burst into tears and cried; "Timmy I'm so sorry."
Confused, I looked at Kelly with a puzzled expression and asked; "What do you mean? What's the matter?"
She laid her head against my shoulder. "Last night as I was going to sleep I realized that I'd just spent three nights in a row with other men. Timmy, please forgive me. I don't know what I was thinking about. We just got back together a few days ago and already I'm ignoring you again."
I kissed her forehead and whispered, "Don't worry, it's all right." Then I took her hand and led her into the the living room. I sat down on the couch and gently pulled her down next to me.
Kelly snuggled up to my shoulder. "Timmy, I was so sad when I went to sleep last night. I felt like I was back to treating you just like I did all last year."
"You should have called me. We could have talked about it."
"I didn't want to wake you. You haven't been getting enough sleep lately. You needed to rest."
"Kelly you can always call me, especially when you're feeling sad. I have plenty of opportunities to catch up on my sleep."
I put my arm around Kelly's shoulders and held her. As she cuddled against me she whispered, "Timmy I really am sorry."
Gently kissing her blond hair, I said; "You don't have anything to be sorry about. We're adopting a new life style. Change can sometimes be difficult. We love each other. As long as we don't forget that and remember to talk to each other, I think we can contend with anything."
"But Timmy I devoted two consecutive evenings to Chris and then I spent last night partying with Robert. I'm afraid that we're starting to fall back into the same pattern we were in before you left me. I don't want that to happen. I caused you so much pain during the past year. I don't want to do that anymore." Kelly's voice turned into a whisper. "I'm also terrified that you're going to leave me again. Please Timmy, don't do that. I don't think I could live without you."
"Don't worry Kelly, I won't leave you. I'll never leave you."
She looked up at me. "Do you promise?"
I chuckled, "Yes I promise."
Kelly hugged me.
We were both quiet for a moment and then I said, "There's a big difference between the way it is now and the way it was during the past year."
"What do you mean?"
"Now I'm involved. You're including me in this part of your life. Yes, you did spend two consecutive evenings with Chris, but I was there too. Those two evenings weren't totally devoted to him, they also involved me."
I smiled. "And yes, you did spend last night partying with another man, but Kelly that was a job assignment. You were working. I also knew where you were and what you were doing. You even called me when you got to Eagle Lake. I really appreciated that."
"I liked talking to you too."
"I do think that we learned something last night. I think that from now on when you're at a party or on a date that's going to keep you out all night you should call me when you get back to your room."
"Timmy, that's always going to be really late. I don't want to wake you up. You need your sleep."
"Kelly we're going through a process of change right now. Our life has been pretty intense. It is true that I haven't been getting much sleep lately, but soon things will start to settle down and our life will get back into a regular routine. It will be a new and different routine, but it will be a routine and I'll start finding more opportunities to sleep. I really would love to talk to you when you get back to your room after a date."
"Timmy, I'd like that too, but there's still another problem."
"What's that?"
"Sometimes the guy wants me to spend the night with him. He wants me to sleep with him so that he can have one more fuck or a blow job when we wake up in the morning."
I shrugged. "That's all right. I guess that if I don't hear from you I'll just have to assume that that's what's happening. You can call me after he leaves in the morning."
Kelly slowly nodded her head and then all of the sudden her face lit up. "I know what I can do Timmy. I'll keep my phone in the clutch purse I carry at parties. As soon as I find out that a guy wants me to spend the night with him I'll go into the bathroom and text you the message, 'All niter'."
I grinned at her. "That's an excellent idea. Then I won't have to worry when I don't hear from you." I had a sudden concern. I paused and looked at her. "Doing that won't be a problem will it? I mean telling a guy that you have to stop and send a text to your husband might put a damper on the rest of the evening."
Kelly giggled. "Yes, you're absolutely right. If I said that to a guy it probably would put him off a little bit, but I'd never do that. I'll just go into the bathroom and close the door. Everybody has to go to the bathroom."
Kelly shook her head. She was still giggling. In a voice filled with exaggerated seriousness she said, "Excuse me sir, would you please stop fucking me for a moment so that I can send a text message to my husband."
"You're mocking me."
"Yes I am."
"Be nice. I was trying to be good."
Kelly hugged me. "Timmy, you are good." She paused. "No, that's not true."
I looked at her with a questioning expression.
Grinning at me, she said; "You're wonderful."
We both smiled.
Kelly and I held each other. After a moment I said; "See, if we talk about it we can solve any problem that confronts us."
Kelly sat up and kissed my cheek. "Timmy I'm so glad I married you."
I laughed. "So am I."
She cuddled up to my side again. There were a few seconds of very comfortable silence and then Kelly said, "I have an idea.'
"What is it?"
"My life as a hostess gets pretty hectic. Tonya tries to keep us scheduled about a month in advance. Sometimes Martin, John and Wendell need to change the schedule on short notice, but that doesn't happen very often. I think we should get a copy of the schedule and put it on our refrigerator. That way you'll know when I'm going to be out and it will give us chance to schedule some evenings like tonight that are just for us, ."
"I think that's an excellent idea, but I also think we should schedule some dinner parties. You know, like the ones we just had."
"You mean parties where I have a date and you're my slave?"
My entire body tingled with excitement. Once again I gently kissed Kelly's blond hair and then I quietly said, "Yes, that's exactly what I mean."
I heard Kelly's breath quicken and I felt her body grow tense in my arms. After a moment she whispered, "Timmy that's a delightfully delicious idea. I'd like that very much."
Kelly slipped her hand to my lap and gave my penis a playful squeeze.
I gasped.
She giggled and asked; "Would you like to hear about my date last night?"
Excited, I answered; "I thought you'd never ask."
"Just a moment." Kelly stood up. I eagerly watched as she unbuttoned her blue jeans and pushed them down to the floor along with her panties. After she stepped out of them she pulled off her tee shirt and tossed it on the stuffed chair next to us. Then she unclasped her brassiere and lasciviously licked her lips as she slowly pulled it away and exposed her large breasts."
My breath caught. Kelly was an extraordinarily beautiful woman. Seeing her naked was always an exhilarating experience for me.
Kelly noticed my reaction and smiled. She enjoyed knowing that men found her exciting and it pleased her when she caught a man, any man including me, looking at her. My wife was an unabashed exhibitionist.
"You like looking at me naked, don't you Timmy?"
"Yes very much."
"Don't you think it would be better if you were naked too."
I nodded and then I stood up, quickly tore off my clothes and tossed them on the stuffed chair next to Kelly's clothes. Once I was naked I looked at my wife.
She smiled at me. "Very good Timmy, I like telling you stories when we're both naked."
"I like that too." I was so excited that my voice cracked.
Kelly looked at me with a lascivious smile and then in a very seductive voice she asked, "When I tell you this story, would you like me to be nice, naughty or nasty. If you want me to be nice, I'll be your sweet little wife. If you want me to be naughty I'll be a wanton slut. That's the way Chris likes me. You know what nasty means, don't you Timmy?"
I slowly nodded my head.
"Which will it be Timmy, nice? naughty? or nasty?"
There was never any doubt in either of our minds about which choice I would make. I took a deep breath and said, "Nasty."
My wife sat down on the couch and spread her legs. Staring into my eyes, a wicked smile formed at the corners of her mouth. Her hands slipped to her shaved pussy. As she began fondling herself, she said; "That means that now you're dicklet and I'm Ms. Mason, doesn't it."
Swallowing hard, I nodded again.
"I was hoping that you'd choose nasty. For you and me nasty is so much more fun than nice and naughty. Wouldn't you agree with that," Kelly paused and then in a voice dripping with arrogant disdain added, "dicklet,"
My entire body tingled with excitement. I bowed politely and in my most obedient tone of voice answered; "Yes Ms. Mason, I would agree with that."
Kelly winked at me. I smiled and winked back at her. Her wink was to remind me that she loved me and my wink back was to reaffirm to her that I knew that."
"Masturbate for me dicklet, I want to see you stroking your little weenie while I tell you about the man who fucked me last night."
I didn't balk, I didn't even hesitate. I just grabbed my tiny erection and started to masturbate.
Kelly smiled as she sat on the couch fingering her moist pussy while she watched me standing in front of her slowly stroking my erect penis. "That's a good boy, jerk off while I tell you all about my latest lover. His name was Robert. He's not a little wimp like you, he's a very wealthy and powerful business man. I've been with him before, several times in fact. I enjoy seeing him. He knows how to satisfy a woman like me."
I took a deep breath. Kelly was trying to push my submissive masochistic buttons and she was being very successful.
"Robert and the rest of his group arrived at Eagle Lake just after seven. Martin and John were with them. Tonya, Keisha, Mandy, Antoine and I were all waiting for them in the parlor. Antoine was wearing a purple silk shirt, a pair of gray slacks and enough gold jewelry to fill a pirate chest."
Kelly's imagery made me smile. Men were my wife's foremost passion, but she had others. Poetry was one of them. That particular passion was evident even when she was speaking. She enjoyed making colorful references.
"He was decked out in his best ghetto bling." She laughed. "You got to know Antoine yesterday. He's a very gentle, soft spoken man; but when he chooses to do it, he can become an extremely convincing street thug."
I chuckled. My impression of Antoine was that he was a bright man with a dynamic personality. I didn't doubt for a minute that he could easily shift into a variety of personas.
"The rest of us were all wearing black cocktail dresses. I told you about my dress when I talked to you last night on the telephone. You remember, don't you?"
I nodded.
"It left very little to the imagination. I could never wear that dress out in public. Tonya, Keisha and Mandy's dresses were very similar."
"Ms. Mason?"
"Yes dicklet."
"Am I allowed to ask questions and make comments?"
Kelly stared at me for a moment and then she grinned, grabbed my wrist, pulled me down on the couch next to her and threw her arms around my neck. After kissing me passionately on the lips, she said; "Timmy I love you so much. I always want you to be able to talk and ask questions. Playing a game with you wouldn't be much fun if you had to be silent all the time."
She paused to think. After a second she said, "Maybe sometimes when I'm entertaining Chris or Tonya and Keisha, it might be fun to require you to remain silent as a sign of respect and subservience; but that should be the exception rather than the rule. If we decide to do that I think we should talk about it first. I'm afraid that by restricting your freedom to speak I might be excluding you from the game, or at least be severely limiting your ability to participate."
I smiled. "Thank you Ms. Mason. I appreciate your generosity."
The wording and tone of my answer seemed to surprise Kelly. After studying me for a moment, she smiled and said; "You're feeling very submissive right now aren't you, dicklet."
Breathlessly, I answered; "Yes Ms. Mason, I am. "
Gently placing her hand on the back of my head, Kelly pulled my face to her breast and whispered; "Lick me dicklet, give me pleasure."
I closed my eyes and sucked my wife's engorged nipple into my mouth. I used both my tongue and my teeth. As I sucked on her, I was careful to avoid biting her too hard. I knew my wife well. Unlike me, she preferred her pleasure to be pain free.
Kelly cooed with delight. "Yes dicklet, that feels so nice."
She allowed me to nurse on her large breasts for a few minutes and then I once again felt the pressure of her hands at the back of my head. "Go down on me dicklet. I want to feel your tongue in my pussy."
Obediently, I slipped off the couch and kneeled between my wife's parted thighs. Once I was in position she said, "Yes dicklet, this is the way it should be. I love it when you're kneeling at my feet."
I looked up at Kelly, a wave of excitement rippling through my loins . Taking a deep breath, I said, "Yes Ms. Mason, I agree."
She pulled my face into her already wet sex. I licked her. As I licked her she laid her head back and closed her eyes. Kelly took a minute to enjoy the attention of my tongue and then she opened her eyes again. Looking down at me, she said; "Are you ready to hear about the party?"
Smiling up at Kelly, my face wet with her moisture, I eagerly answered; "Yes please."
Kelly returned my smile, took a quick breath and began; "We met our guests in the parlor. As soon as I walked into the room, John Reynolds took my arm and led me over to Robert. When he presented me to him, John made it clear that I was Robert's for the entire evening."
I had returned to licking Kelly's cunt. She ran her fingers through my hair and asked, "Does it excite you to hear that I was given to another man last night?"
I tried to look up at my wife so that I could tell her that it did, but her hands kept my face pressed into her sex. Instead I just nodded and continued to pleasure her.
"After John handed me to Robert, he gave Tonya to Carl. Carl is one of Robert's two business partners. Lydia is his other partner. I told you about her last night. While Tonya and I took Robert and Carl over to the bar to get each of them a cocktail, John led Lydia over to Antoine. Ordinarily he would have done the same thing he did with Tonya and me. He would have taken Antoine's hand, placed it in Lydia's and told her that Antoine was hers for the evening. He didn't do that with Lydia. Do you remember what I told you about Lydia's fantasy when I talked to you last night?"
I nodded.
"John took Lydia's hand, placed it in Antoine's and said, "Damon, this is Lydia. She's your toy for the evening. Have a good time with her."
I looked up at Kelly. This time she didn't try to hold my face in her cunt. "Why did John call Antoine Damon?"
"Timmy, I already told you about this. None of us use our real names while were working. I use Melody. You remember, don't you? "
"Yes, I remember."
"Antoine frequently uses Damon. Tonya uses Ginger, Mandy likes Mitzi and Keisha almost always uses Jasmine." Kelly smiled at me. "Any more questions right now?"
I grinned at up at her and shook my head.
Giggling as she pushed my face back into her cunt, Kelly said; "All right then, it's time to get back to work."
I started licking Kelly again. Her breath caught. She closed her eyes. For a moment we both focused our attention on her pleasure. Finally she sighed, took a long slow breath and said. "A common fantasy for many women is to be taken and used by a strong powerful man. Antoine is very good at playing that role. Even when he's being forceful, there's a softness about him that makes women feel safe."
"Lydia must have had a very exciting evening."
Kelly looked down at me and smiled. "Yes dicklet, she did."
"Tell me more about your evening with Robert."
Kelly grinned at me. "You're a perv."
"There's nothing new about that."
She giggled. "And that's one of the many reasons that I'm so madly in love with you."
I gave Kelly's cunt a passionate kiss.
She laughed. "And that's another one of the reasons."
I looked up at her. In a very firm tone of voice, I said; "You were telling me about Robert."
Kelly raised her eyebrows. "My my, is my little slave boy suddenly becoming assertive?"
"It seems to be the only way to keep my attention deficit wife on task."
Laughing again, Kelly said; "Timmy you are priceless."
"Robert?"
"Okay, okay; Tonya and I had taken Carl and Robert over to the bar to get each of them a cocktail. As soon as they had their drinks we led them to our private rooms. Do you remember that I told you that at both Eagle Lake and Evergreen there are several very small private bedrooms on the first floor that are assigned to us when we're entertaining?"
"Yes."
"Tonya brought Carl to her private room and I brought Robert to mine. When we're entertaining, our gentleman are often very excited at the beginning of the evening. The anticipation of the sex can be a little distracting for them."
I chuckled. "That's not hard to believe."
Kelly ignored my comment. "Our job is to provide these men with a memorable night. Starting the dinner party by taking them to a private room for a nice slow blow job takes the edge off of their excitement and allows them to relax and enjoy the entire experience."
"You've mentioned before that when you're with a guy you like to start him out with a blow job."
"It does seem to help most men relax."
I laughed. "That might be the understatement of the year."
Smiling at my joke, Kelly continued. "As soon as we got into our private room I took Robert's sports coat off of him and hung it in the closet. He kicked off his shoes and I had him lie back on the bed with his head propped up on several pillows. After I lowered the top of my dress so that he could play with my breasts I kneeled on the bed next to him, unzipped his pants and took out his erect penis."
She looked down at me. "His cock wasn't huge. It was probably only about five inches, but it was nice and thick. I put it in my mouth and sucked him while he relaxed and sipped his Manhattan."
I looked up at my wife. "I can easily see how that might have put him at ease."
Kelly grinned at me.
I closed my eyes and slowly licked my wife's cunt while I visualized the scene that she had just described. In my mind I formed a clear picture of Robert lying back on the bed with his head propped up by several pillows so that he could sip his cocktail and fondle my wife's large breasts while he watched her suck his cock."



Above me Kelly said, "You're imagining what happened, aren't you Timmy."
I nodded.
She smiled. "There's something very sexy about giving a man a blow job while he still fully dressed."
Her comment made my entire body shiver with excitement. I pushed my tongue deep into the folds of Kelly's moist pussy and licked her with even more intensity.
Kelly giggled. "Oh my!" She closed her eyes, laid her head back on the couch and took a moment to enjoy the sensations of sweet pleasure that I was giving her. After a few seconds she took a deep breath, sat back up and continued. "It only took me a few minutes to make Robert cum."
I pulled my face away from Kelly's cunt. I could feel the moisture of her arousal coating my nose, lips and cheeks. I smiled up at her. "That first blow job never takes very long, does it."
Kelly burst out laughing. "Timmy honey, you have become a very experienced cuckold."
"When you tell me stories like this I try to be an attentive listener." I grinned at my wife. "I'll bet you swallowed all of his semen too."
Kelly looked at me with a mischievous smile and said, "You know I did. I always do that."
I gave her pussy a gentle kiss.
Sighing with contentment, she said; "Robert quickly finished his Manhattan and then we both stood up. After he put his limp cock away and zipped up his pants we rejoined the party."
"Didn't you pull up the top of your dress?"
Kelly shook her head. "No this was a sex party. I knew that Martin and John would want me to leave my breasts exposed."
"Just like the party at our house last night."
"That's right, and when we got back to the parlor Keisha, Tonya and Mandy were also topless."
"What about Lydia?"
Kelly smiled. "All she was wearing were her garter belt, nylon stockings and high heels."
"Wasn't she wearing panties?"
"No, and Timmy listen to this. Yesterday you saw that Mandy, Tonya, Keisha and I are all shaved."
"Yes."
"Lydia isn't. Her pussy is covered with a thick thatch of auburn pubic hair."
My breath caught.
Kelly grinned at me. "You've never seen a woman with pubic hair, have you Timmy."
"Just in pictures on the Internet."
"It was really very sexy, especially with her pussy framed by her black garter belt."
I took a deep breath.
"I thought that would excite you." Kelly smiled. "But it gets even better."
She leaned forward. "Mandy is a talented artist. She uses washable ink to create wonderful temporary tattoos. In an arc below Lydia's garter belt and just above her pubic hair she'd written in very nice script letters, 'Black Cock Only'"
I smiled.
"That's not all. On Lydia's left breast Mandy had drawn the outline of the continent of Africa and colored it in with three stripes, one red, one black and one green."
"That's a big part of the interracial fantasy."
Kelly nodded. "The tattoos branded her as being a black cock slut."
I laughed. "And you accuse me of spending too much time reading porn on the Internet."
My wife shrugged. "What can I say, it's professional research. Creating erotic fantasies is my job"
I rolled my eyes.
Kelly giggled. "Hey it worked.'
"What do you mean?"
"Lydia was so turned on that the pubic hair around her pussy lips was already matted and wet."
I smiled. "She was having fun."
"Timmy, it looked to me like she was having the time of her life."
"Tell me about the rest of the party."
"We all had another cocktail, and then we sat down to a steak dinner."
"You were still topless?"
"Oh yes and Robert constantly had a hand on one of my breasts."
"He was enjoying himself."
Kelly laughed. "He certainly was. Of course the fact that I was playing with his cock all through dinner might have added to his fun."
"While you were eating?"
Kelly shrugged. "Why not? I'd already had his cock in my mouth. It wasn't like I was worried about germs or anything."
I smiled. "Yeah, I guess you're right."
"After dinner Tonya, Mandy, Keisha and I took off our dresses."
"So then you were just as naked as Lydia."
"That's right. The men played craps for about an hour. You remember that I told you that there's a casino craps table and two professional dealers at both Evergreen and Eagle Lake."
I nodded. "Yes, I remember. What did you do while the men were playing craps?"
Kelly grinned at me. "We entertained them."
Laughing, I said; "I wonder how."
"At first we were just playing with them through their trousers; but when it was Antoine's turn to roll the dice he unzipped his pants, took out his cock and made Lydia get down on her knees and suck him."
I chuckled. "I wonder what her college professor husband would have said if he knew his sweet little wife was sucking a black man's cock while he played dice."
Kelly flashed me a devilish smile and said, "I wonder what my husband would have said if he'd seen me unzip Robert's pants, take out his cock and suck him when it was his turn to roll the dice."
I chuckled. "I think it would have excited him so much that he would have cum all over his panties."
Kelly patted my head. "I hope that someday you might get a chance to attend one of these parties. I think it would be fun to have you watch while I entertain a gentleman."
"Yes, that would be fun."
For a moment Kelly and I smiled at each other and then she said; "Once we were finished playing craps I took Robert back to my private room. After I undressed him he lay on the bed and stroked his cock while I danced for him."
"I'll bet he enjoyed that."
"Oh yes, it got him very excited. As soon as I sensed that he was ready I got on the bed, straddled him and slipped his cock into my pussy."
"He didn't want to be on top?"
Kelly shook her head. "No, it's fairly common for guys to want to have me on top. I face them and that gives them a better chance to play with my breasts while they fuck me. It's also an easier position for a man who's a little older and maybe not in quite as good physical condition."
I nodded. "That makes sense. How many times did he fuck you?"
"Just once. I did coax another erection out of him, but he wanted to finish the night with a second blow job." My wife smiled. "For a lot of guys a blow job is a special treat."
I laughed. "Especially one of yours."
Kelly grinned at me. "Would you like a special treat right now?"
I nodded my head enthusiastically.
She pulled me up on the couch so that I was sitting next to her and then she repositioned herself so that she was kneeling next to me. As Kelly leaned over and started kissing and licking the head of my erection I chuckled and said, "I guess you're done being nasty."
Giggling, she looked up at me and said; "I think that might be a safe assumption, but don't worry pussyboy. I guarantee you that the situation is just temporary. Now be quiet. There's nothing in this world that I enjoy more than sucking your cute little pecker. I don't want to be distracted by any more of your silly jokes."
I laughed.
Kelly started licking and kissing me again. After a moment she took all of my tiny cock into her mouth and began sucking me. I was already aroused by Kelly's story, so it wasn't long before I felt the familiar tingling building in my loins. When I ejaculated my wife kept me in her mouth and continued sucking me. That really is an incredible feeling.
Once I was finished, Kelly swallowed my cum and then she sat up and put her arms around my neck. As she hugged me she asked, "Did you enjoy that Babydoll?"
I grinned at her. "It was absolutely fabulous. Can I return the favor?"
Kelly giggled. "I thought you'd never ask."
I slipped off the couch and returned to my position between my wife's legs. As I began licking her Kelly took a deep breath and said, "Timmy honey, will you do that new trick for me. It really is wonderful."
She slid forward and raised herself up giving me access to her beautiful rear. I pushed my tongue into her asshole and licked her for a moment. Once she was nice and wet I stopped licking her, put my middle finger into my mouth and got it wet. Kelly's breath caught as she felt me slip my finger into her tiny hole. I pushed it all the way in to my second knuckle and then I waited for a moment. As soon as I sensed that she was comfortable with its presence I started fucking her and returned to licking her pussy.
Giggling with delight, Kelly said; "Yes Timmy, that's it. That feels so nice. Now suck on my clit. Make me cum!"
I quickly found my wife's engorged clitoris and sucked it into my mouth. At the same time I continued fucking her ass with my finger.
Kelly started gyrating her hips and grinding her sopping cunt into my face while I sucked and licked her clit and worked my finger in and out of her asshole. "Yes Timmy, that's what I want. That's exactly what I want! Do it! Fuck my ass with your finger while you suck my on big clitty!"
Wrapping her legs around my head, Kelly pulled me even more tightly into her and held me locked in that position with a vise like grip. With my face now mashed into her sopping sex, I kept licking and sucking her cunt and fucking her ass with my finger.
She grabbed my hair and held on to it like it was the mane of horse she was riding bareback. I could feel the tension building in her loins. Suddenly she arched her back and then she screamed. I kept sucking Kelly's clit and fucking her ass while her orgasm erupted in her body and she cried and shook with pleasure.
I suppose it's because I'm a submissive masochist, but I actually get almost as big a thrill out of Kelly's orgasms as she does.
For a moment we were both suspended in a frenzy of carnal ecstasy and then the torrent of pleasure began to subside. Returning to reality, I felt my wife start to relax. I stopped sucking her clit, but I kept my lips pressed against her sex while I gently slipped my finger out of her rear.
Kelly released her leg hold on my head and placed her feet back on the floor. Then she leaned forward and lovingly pulled me up onto the couch so that I was sitting next to her.
I smiled at her, my face glistening with the moisture of her arousal. She smiled back at me and softly kissed my forehead. "Thank you Timmy, that was wonderful."
After that we collapsed into each others arms. For several minutes we cuddled together enjoying the touch of our naked bodies. Finally Kelly leaned over, pressed her lips against mine and kissed me. I kissed her back. It was a passionate kiss, but a different kind of passion. Our desire and lust had been temporarily sated. This was a long slow kiss, soft and gentle and filled with love.
After we kissed we quietly held each other for a few more minutes and then Kelly stood up, grasped my hand and pulled me to my feet. Tenderly kissing my cheek, she said; "Come on Timmy, let's go take a nap."
I smiled at my wife. "At this moment I can't think of anything that would make me happier."
By the time we woke up it was nearly six o'clock. We took a quick shower together. After we were dressed I called and ordered a pizza while Kelly combed her hair and put on a little makeup.
On the way to get the pizza we stopped at a video store and rented a movie. It was a romantic comedy. Neither of us was in the mood for anything serious.
We spent the evening cuddled together on our den couch watching the movie while we ate pizza and drank diet soda.
After the movie was over we watched the ten o'clock news and then Kelly led me back to the bedroom. As she unbuttoned my shirt she nuzzled my ear and said, "Timmy I want you to fuck me before we go to sleep tonight. I spent two consecutive nights with Chris and last night Robert's cock wasn't long, but it was thick, so I'll be a little stretched out. I don't care. This was a wonderful evening and I want to end it by making love with you."
I didn't say anything. I didn't need to. I just started unbuttoning Kelly's blouse. As soon as we were both naked we climbed into bed. I went down on Kelly and brought her to a quick orgasm with my tongue. After she regained her composure she sat up and kissed me. As we kissed she rolled me onto my back, straddled my hips and slipped my tiny erection into her very wet cunt.
Smiling at me, she placed my hands on her naked breasts. "Timmy, this is how Robert fucked me last night. It's important to me that you have that exact same pleasure tonight."
I grinned at my wife and played with her large breasts while she rocked back and forth on my rigid cock. She was a little stretched out from her previous evenings with Chris and Robert, but I didn't care. Her pussy felt warm and wonderful. Just being inside her was exciting enough for me.
Kelly had already given me a blowjob earlier that day, so I was able to last for several minutes. When she sensed that I was about to cum she stopped rocking, clenched my penis as tightly as she could with her pussy and held me firmly inside her while I ejaculated my semen into her womb.
As soon as I was finished Kelly leaned forward so that she could kiss me. My tiny softening penis immediately slid out of her slippery cunt.
She quickly sat up and said, "Oops."
I smiled up at her. "I'll bet most men are big enough to stay inside you when you do that."
Giggling, Kelly said; "Yes they are." And then her face suddenly filled with alarm. "Babydoll, I'm sorry. I shouldn't have said that. It just popped out. I wasn't trying to make you feel bad."
She shook her head and sighed; "I should have been more careful when I moved."
I gently patted her arm. "There's isn't any reason for you to be sorry. You didn't make me feel bad."
Laughing, I said; "Hell, we both know that I have a tiny penis. There isn't any reason to try to pretend otherwise. We also both know that most of the men you play with are bigger than me. It is going to be harder for you to keep me inside you after were done making love."
I shrugged. "I don't think we should worry about it at all. Besides, I love it when you lean forward and press your gorgeous breasts into my chest."
Kelly's face broke into a huge smile. She leaned forward and kissed me again, but this time as she kissed me she deliberately rubbed her chest against mine."
As soon as she was finished kissing me I looked up at her with an impish grin and wiggled my eyebrows. "Now that's exactly what I was talking about."
Giggling, Kelly kissed me one more time and said; "Timmy I love you so much." And then she rolled off of me.
She lay down next to me. I put my arm around her while she snuggled up to my side and laid her head on my shoulder. For a long time we cuddled together in silence.
I was just starting to fall asleep when I heard Kelly quietly say, "Timmy?"
"Yes."
"Are you falling in love with Mandy?"
Her question surprised me. I wasn't quite sure how I should answer it. I liked Mandy. I liked Tonya and Keisha too. While I could even imagine falling in love with all three of them, I knew that it would never be the same love that I felt for Kelly. I thought for a moment and then I asked, "Are you in love with Chris?"
"That's not..." Kelly stopped. She was silent for several seconds and then she said, "No that is a fair question."
She was silent again. Almost a minute passed. Finally she said, "Yes, in a way I do love Chris. It's not the same love that I feel for you and I would never dream of leaving you for Chris. Timmy you add so much to my life and we have so much in common. I not only love you; you're also my best friend."
Kelly paused to think. After a moment she continued. "Please don't be offended by this. Tonya mentioned it yesterday. When I was growing up everyone kept telling me how beautiful I was. In high school I only dated the hottest guys. They were all tall, ruggedly handsome, muscular athletes. I always imagined that I would end up married to one of those men."
"But instead you ended up with me.'
"Yes, and it was the most wonderful thing that could have ever happened to me. Timmy you make me so happy. You make my life complete."
"But I'm not a tall, ruggedly handsome, muscular athlete."
"No you're not."
Suddenly I understood. I looked at Kelly. "But Chris is."
She slowly nodded. "Yes he is."
"He's the man you should have married."
Vigorously shaking her head, Kelly emphatically said; "No, I married the right man and if I ever have to choose between you and Chris I will definitely choose you. I won't have to think twice about it."
She was quiet for a moment and then she said, "Timmy, I'm a blond with a pretty face and big tits. Guys have always treated me differently. Most men can't even talk to me without staring at my chest."
She laughed. "Chris still can't do it."
I grinned at her. "I occasionally take a peek at it too."
Kelly nodded. "I know you do. If you didn't I'd be worried about you; but with you it's different. When I talk to most men I feel like they're talking to my tits. When you and I talk I actually feel like you're talking to me. I noticed it the very first day we met. You remember don't you? It was outside our English class. You stopped to tell me how much you liked my poem."
"Yes, of course I remember. I was so nervous that I almost had a heart attack."
Kelly giggled. "Yes, it took several weeks before you stopped being afraid of me and actually started to believe that I might really like you."
"Well you were way out of my league."
"Timmy honey, you didn't have a league."
We both laughed.
After a moment Kelly said, "At first you may have been afraid of me, but you've always been able to see beyond my blond hair, big tits and pretty face. You listen to me Timmy. You pay attention to the things I say and do. When I'm right you agree with me and when I'm wrong you tell me I'm full of shit. Most men are so busy looking at my tits that they never hear anything I say."
"Chris listens to you."
"Yes, he does; but my boobs are still always on his mind. Timmy, I like Chris. He's a very good man, but he's not even close to being the man you are."
I stared at her in amazement.
Kelly laughed. "You find that hard to believe, don't you."
I nodded.
"Well believe it. Timmy look at how much Keisha, Mandy and Tonya already like you. Consider how quickly you became close friends with Elvira and Kirby. Think about how much you mean to Ellen at the newspaper. Timmy it's very hard not to like you. You're the nicest, most interesting, most trustworthy and reliable man I've ever known. During the first few weeks after we met my friends kept asking me why I was hanging around with you. They couldn't understand what I saw in you. Sometimes I wondered too. You were the complete opposite of the guys I always dated."
Kelly shook her head. "But I quickly realized that I was thinking about you all the time. When I wrote a new poem I couldn't wait to read it to you. Whenever I read a good book I wanted you to read it too." She laughed. "When a guy took me to a movie that I liked, I couldn't wait to get back to my dorm room so that I could tell you about it."
She sighed. "Eventually I'm sure that Chris and I will get bored with each other. He's a nice man. He's certainly bright and he can be very interesting, but our attraction to each other is mostly physical. Timmy I'll never get bored with you. You're the dearest, most fascinating man that I've ever met. In addition to being madly in love with you, you're also my best friend. Timmy honey, I want to spend the rest of my life with you. I want to grow old with you."
Kelly was quiet. After a moment she said, "I suppose that's why I asked you about Mandy. Considering the fact that I have a boyfriend, I guess the question was a little hypocritical. She looked at me. "But Timmy, I love you so much. I would be devastated if I ever lost you."
I leaned over and gently kissed Kelly's forehead. "Don't worry, I expect that I will eventually become very close to all three of your friends. I like Tonya, Keisha and Mandy. They're wonderful women and I enjoy their company; but Kel, you're special. Ever since we first met it seems like we've always been able to understand each other. You were able to see that I was more than a scrawny little wimp and I was able see that you were more than a blond with a pretty face and big tits. That's why the last year was so frustrating for me. For the first time I couldn't understand what was happening with you. I was so relieved when I finally learned the truth."



"Timmy, I'm so sor..."
I touched my finger to Kelly's lips and whispered, "It's okay, we're all done with that. It's over, now we just have to love each other."
"I can do that Timmy. I can do that so easily."
Kelly and I held each other silently. I was just about to fall asleep again when she said, "Timmy, I'm afraid that we won't ever be able to find a suitable house."
I smiled and said, "I've been worrying about that too. This morning I had an idea."
"What was it?"
"I think we should look for a house that has the common rooms we need. We'll want a nice kitchen, a large dining room, a parlor and maybe a nice den or a family room."
"Yes, but what about the bedrooms? We all want big bedrooms with private baths."
"We have to find a house with big lot so that we can build an addition."
Kelly thought for a moment and then she said, "Timmy that's a wonderful idea. We can find a nice old house and add all the bedrooms we need on to it. That way we can all have our rooms exactly the way we want them."
I nodded. "Yes, they could even be small apartments."
"Will we have enough money to do that?"
"An architect can give us a rough idea of what it will probably cost. Martin has offered us a very generous budget. I'm guessing that we can do it."
Kelly kissed me. "Timmy you're the smartest man I know."
"I also might be the sleepiest."
She giggled. "I think that's a hint."
Yawning, I said; "Yes it is."
Kelly laid her arm across my chest and once again snuggled up to my shoulder. "Good night Timmy."
"Good night Kel."
"I love you."
"I love you too."
I closed my eyes. I was again just about to fall asleep when Kelly said, "Timmy."
I opened my eyes. "Yes."
"I'm sorry to keep pestering you, but I forgot to tell you something."
"That's okay, what is it?"
"I have to work tomorrow night. I have to meet a guy at the Calvert Hotel."
I thought back to the night almost two weeks ago when I followed Kelly to the Calvert. I smiled. "Is Roger Baldwin back in town?" That was the name the firm used to lease Kelly's room at the Calvert and the men she met there were always referred to as Roger Baldwin or Mr. Baldwin.
She giggled. "Yes he is, and Melody has to meet him in room 1217."
"Does Melody promise to tell me all about her date when she gets home?"
"Only if you're a very good boy while I'm gone."
"Maybe I could write a story about Roger and Melody."
"If you do I'll suck your cock while you read it to me."
"And then I'll lick your pussy while you tell me what really happened."
Kissing my chest, Kelly said; "I'm already getting excited."
I laughed. "So am I"
Kelly giggled. "Good night Timmy."
"Good night Kel."
After that we really did go to sleep.
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The next morning I arrived at the Quickstop at 6:00 AM. There were already several cars in the parking lot. This didn't surprise me. It was Monday morning, the people who wanted to get an early start on the work week were already out and about.
What did surprise me was that one of the cars was a silver gray Mercedes Benz sedan. It was identical to the one Tonya Lewis was driving on Saturday. I smiled as I parked my car. The dinner date must have gone well.
I got an even bigger surprise when I walked into the store. Tonya was behind the counter trying to help a heavy set man wearing a dark blue trucker's jacket. Another customer, a rather impatient looking middle aged woman, was waiting behind him holding a cup of coffee and a chocolate doughnut. Kirby was nowhere in sight.
When Tonya heard the door open she looked up. As soon as she saw it was me she sighed with relief and said; "Timmy, thank goodness you're here. This man wants to buy two lottery tickets and I don't know how to work the machine."
As I joined her behind the counter I asked, "Do you know how to work the register?"
"Yes, Kirby showed me before he went upstairs to change his clothes. I didn't want him to wear his dress pants while he was working in the store."
I smiled at Tonya's remark, but I didn't have time to comment. We had customers waiting. The Quickstop might have been going out of business, but I was still going to try to make it a good store.
I nodded towards the woman with the coffee and the chocolate doughnut. "Why don't you take care of this lady while I get this gentleman his lottery tickets."
Tonya grinned at me. "Thank you Timmy."
I quickly punched up two lottery tickets. The man was also buying a pack of cigarettes and a cup of coffee. By the time I was done giving him his change Tonya had finished with the woman.
After they'd both left the store Tonya turned to me. There was a huge grin on her face. "Timmy that was really fun. I haven't had a normal job since I was seventeen. I'd like to spend all my free time here. Do you think Kirby might let me do that?"
"My guess is that right now you'd probably have a better feel for that than I would. How did your dinner date go last night?"
"Timmy it was wonderful. It's so easy to talk to Kirby and he's such a good listener. I feel like he really cares about what I think."
I thought about my conversation with Kelly before we went to sleep and smiled. It was apparent that listening to each other was an important part of a relationship.
"He knows everything Timmy. I told him about starting out as a stripper and then becoming an escort. I explained exactly what I do for JTandR and made it clear that I want to keep on working as a hostess for at least five more years."
"So you told him that you plan to continue having sex with other men?"
"Yes."
"How did he take that?"
"Pretty good I think, I mean he didn't blow his top or get up and walk out or anything like that."
"I gather he spent the night at your apartment."
"Yes he did.'
"Did you have sex with him?"
"Yes Timmy. He's very shy. I had to seduce him."
"That doesn't surprise me at all."
Tonya grinned at me. "Timmy it was wonderful. Kirby's not particularly big, and he's not a very skilled or experienced lover, but he's so sweet and gentle. Teaching him about sex is going to be a lot of fun."
"Tonya you look really happy right now."
"Timmy I haven't been this happy in years."
"Did he tell you about the store?"
"Yes, we talked for hours. I think we told each other everything we could about ourselves."
Tonya paused. After a moment she sighed and said, "He did tell me about the store. It's really bothering him."
She looked at me. "And he won't let me help him! Timmy, I explained to him that I have money, lots of money. I could easily pay all of his bills and never even notice it."
"What did he say to that?" I was fairly certain that I already knew the answer.
Tonya shook her head in frustration. "He's a stubborn man!"
I nodded. "Yes, I do believe that you're right about that."
"He told me that he could never begin a relationship with a woman by taking money from her." She smiled at me. "The funny thing is that while it may frustrate me that he won't let me help him, I have to admit that I also respect him for that. I thought about it while I was falling asleep last night. If our situations were reversed I don't think I could take money from him either."
"Timmy what am I going to do! Losing the store and being in debt is tearing him apart. I have to find a way to help him, but he won't let me give him money."
I patted Tonya's wrist. "I know, I want to help him too and I don't know how to do it either. Maybe we just have to stand by him and give him our friendship while he works his way though this crisis."
"I want to hear every detail about last night's date."
Tonya and I both turned. Elvira had just stepped into the store. As she walked over to the storage closet to hang up her coat, she said; "And the first thing I want to know is, did Cookie get into your panties?"
Laughing, Tonya answered; "Ellie, he not only got into my panties, he took them off of me and brought them home as a souvenir."
Elvira grinned at Tonya. "Good, you can't possibly imagine how happy that makes me feel."
Tonya smiled at her. "It makes me pretty happy too."
Still grinning, Elvira said; "I'm getting coffee. Does anyone else need a cup?"
"Ellie I could sure use one."
We all turned. It was Kirby. He had just come down the stairway that led to his apartment above the store.
Elvira smiled when she saw him. "Hi Cookie, I hear you got lucky last night." She turned to Tonya. "How many times did the big boy get it up?"
Kirby blushed.
Tonya shook her head. "Elvira, stop! You're embarrassing him."
After Elvira handed a cup of coffee to Kirby, she turned to Tonya and smiled. "Don't worry, Cookie knows how much I love him and Timmy is our best friend. Neither of us would care if Kirby couldn't get it up at all."
Tonya laughed. "Well I would care and for the record he got it up three wonderful times."
"Three times!" Playfully poking Kirby in his ribs, Elvira said; "Maybe I've been missing out on some red hot fun."
Kirby's face had turned a deep shade of crimson. He was obviously mortified by this discussion of his sexual prowess. I decided to be a good friend and try to change the subject.
"Tonya would you like a cup of coffee?"
She smiled at me. "Yes Timmy, I would love one."
As I moved around the counter Kirby stepped in front of me. He quickly picked up the coffee pot and started pouring a cup. "I'll get it Tonya. Do you want cream or sugar?"
"No black is just fine."
I smiled. Kirby was acting like a lovesick teenager. He was obviously smitten with Tonya. On that beautiful morning he was the only one who was going to pour coffee for this gorgeous woman. That was fine with me, in fact there was nothing that morning that could have made me happier.
Elvira also sensed Kirby's mood. She followed him over to the counter. As he handed the cup of coffee to Tonya, she said, "It looks like my big friend had a wonderful time with you last night."
Tonya took a sip of the hot coffee and then she looked at Elvira and smiled. "I can't speak for Kirby, but I know I had a wonderful time with him." Then she turned to Kirby. "Thank you for the coffee Cookie."
Kirby didn't say anything, he just beamed at Tonya.
Realizing that no one was in the least bit interested in getting a cup of coffee for me, I walked over to the coffee pot and poured one for myself.
As I was doing that Elvira said, "Tonya, yesterday I promised Cookie that today I was going to start giving him a regular morning blow job."
Looking at Elvira with alarm, Kirby said; "Ellie, maybe this isn't such a good day to start that, in fact maybe we should rethink the entire idea."
Tonya grinned at Elvira. She was obviously enjoying Kirby's discomfort. "I don't know why. I think it's an absolutely marvelous idea."
Elvira flashed a mischievous smile at Tonya. "I was kind of hoping you might like to help."
Tonya giggled. "I was hoping you might invite me to help."
Kirby's jaw dropped and his face turned a pale shade of gray. "But..."
Elvira hooked her arm under Kirby's arm and started pulling him towards the stairs leading to his apartment. "No buts Cookie, this is going to be good for both your mental and your physical health. Trust us, Tonnie and I know what's best for you."
Tonya walked out from behind the counter and took Kirby's other arm. "She's right you know, this is exactly what you need."
Kirby looked at Tonya like a fawn looks at its mother. "Are you sure this will be all right with you?"
"Yes sweetheart, it's going to be just fine."
Tonya was quiet for a moment. She was obviously thinking. Finally she sighed. "Cookie honey, if were going to be together, it's important that you understand something. Tonight I'm going to be entertaining a middle aged business man at the Calvert Hotel. I've entertained him before, so I'm reasonably certain about what's going to happen. He'll most likely want me to start by giving him a long slow blow job. After we rest for a little while he'll fuck me one time and then if he still has enough energy left I'll finish the evening by giving him another blow job."
Kirby laughed. "He must really like blow jobs."
Tonya smiled at him. "Last night I noticed that you didn't mind them too much either."
Kirby grinned at her.
Tonya patted his arm. "Baby I'm glad that you can laugh about this. I think that's a good sign. Still, I need to be absolutely certain that you understand how I feel about sex."
"All right." Kirby's expression became much more serious. He looked at Tonya attentively.
"Honey, for me sex is a purely physical act. In my mind it's not much different than playing tennis or going bowling. It's just something we do for fun. I have to feel that way, otherwise I could never work in my profession. When I give another man a blow job or let him fuck me it has nothing to do with my feelings for him and even more, it has nothing to do with my feelings for you."
She stopped and looked at Kirby. She was checking to see how he was reacting to what she'd just said.
Kirby nodded. "I think I understand. I don't think I would have three weeks ago, but since then Timmy has told me about his relationship with Kelly. I gather that she has a similar philosophy."
He glanced at me.
"Yes she does."
Tonya laughed. "Timmy's wife loves sex even more than I do and until I met her I didn't think that was possible."
For a moment we all chuckled, then Kirby continued. "Ellie has also told me about how she played around with other men the entire time she was married to Max and I know how much she loved him."
Elvira looked at Kirby. "I have the same philosophy as Kelly and Tonnie. Sex is just a way for two people to have fun together. Don't get me wrong, I do understand that it can be more. It can also be a wonderful expression of love."
She smiled. "When my Max used to eat my pussy I could feel the love flowing from him to me. It was wonderful and it meant so much to me. I'll grant that sex is enriched by love or even friendship, but it can still be fun as a purely physical act."
She shrugged. "Actually even watching television and eating dinner are better if you do it with a close friend or someone you love. Everything is better if you do it with a close friend or someone you love. Cuddling on the couch while you watch a good movie is a wonderful expression of love. Being in love makes everything better."
She winked at us. "But that doesn't mean that you shouldn't occasionally enjoy a good movie with a hot guy you just met in a bar."
Tonya giggled. "Ellie I definitely like the way you think." She turned to Kirby. "Let's get back to your original question. Will it be all right with me if Ellie gives you a blow job every morning when she gets to work."
Kirby nodded.
"Your question implies that you and I now have a relationship."
An expression of horror swept across Kirby's face. He started to nervously stammer; "I'm sorry Tonya, I didn't mean to presume..."
She put her arm around his waist and hugged him. "Relax baby, we've only had one date and we have to move slowly, but I feel like you're a very special man. I want to try to build a serious relationship with you. I think your question is a good one. Actually, the fact that you're concerned about my feelings makes you even more attractive to me.
Tonya shrugged. "Considering what I'm going to be doing tonight it would be rather hypocritical if I did object to your getting regular blow jobs from Ellie or for that matter any other woman."
She smiled at him. "Sex with other women won't bother me at all. I think you now understand my feelings about that very well. What I do hope is that you won't cuddle on the couch and watch television with anyone but Ellie or me."
Kirby looked at Tonya with a puzzled expression.
Tonya grinned at him. "Yes Cookie, I understand how much you love her. You don't need to hide it from me." She laughed. 'I don't think you're capable of hiding it from me. Kirby honey, I'm perfectly willing to share you with Ellie for the rest of our lives."
Kirby smiled at Tonya and then he looked at Elvira.
She grinned at him and said; "I like this plan, but get this straight Cookie. The morning blow job is the only sex your going to get from me. The rest of your boinking is going to have to be with Tonnie. Wolfie is still going to be my number one stud." She winked at Kirby. "But don't worry, Wolfie is just my boy toy. Our relationship is purely physical. Hell I don't even like to watch television with him. He talks during the shows."
Tonya grabbed Kirby's arm. "Come on Cookie, enough talk. It's time for us to go upstairs for some very hot sex."
She looked at Elvira. "Ellie I taught him how to eat pussy last night. He's still a rookie, but he definitely has potential. I think we should take turns. You can start sucking his cock while I sit on his face and then we can switch."
Elvira poked Kirby in his side. "Would you like that Cookie? Would you enjoy having Tonnie sit on your face while I suck your sweet cock?"
Kirby's face flushed. All he could do was nervously nod.
Tonya laughed. "I'll take that as a big yes." She pulled on Kirby's arm. "Come on big boy, it's play time for the three of us."
As they started walking towards the stairs Tonya said, "Ellie I was just thinking that we really should ask Timmy to give our sweetie some pointers about how to eat pussy. He's the expert. He's even better than Mandy and I always thought Mandy was the best."
Elvira suddenly stopped and turned back to me. "I almost forgot. Timmy did you bring your note?"
Tonya looked at Elvira with a puzzled expression. "A note? Why would Timmy have to bring a note?"
"Yesterday I told him that if he brought me a note from Kelly telling me it was all right with her, I'd give him a regular morning blow job too."
Tonya started to giggle. It was obvious that it was taking every ounce of self control that she could muster to keep from laughing.
I nervously stared at the floor. I had been hoping that this issue wouldn't come up.
Suddenly Tonya's expression shifted to one of mock seriousness. "Well dicklet, did you bring your note?"
I looked up. Everyone was staring at me. My submissive masochistic inclinations surfaced. I timidly answered, "No Ms. Lewis, I didn't."
Elvira smiled at Tonya. 'Oh my, I've never seen this side of him before. He really can be very submissive, can't he. He reminds me so much of my Max."
Tonya nodded and then she stared at me. "Why didn't you bring your note dicklet?"
"I forgot."
"You forgot? Does that mean you don't care about getting a blow job from Ms. Higgins and me?"
"No Ms. Lewis, it doesn't mean that at all."
"Well you certainly didn't care enough to remember to get your note."
"I was a little worried about asking Ms. Mason for it."
That was the truth. I was so excited about seeing Kelly yesterday that I forgot about the note until just before we were going to sleep and that was just after Kelly had asked me if I was falling in love with Mandy. I didn't think it was the most opportune time to be asking for a note that would be giving me permission to get blow jobs from another woman."
Tonya looked at me with a serious expression. It was clear that she was no longer playing. "Why would you be worried about that Timmy? You know that Kelly would never object to your playing with either Elvira or me."
I shrugged. "I know, we were both tired last night and Kelly is still feeling both a little blue and a little bit guilty about the events of the past year. She continues to occasionally need some reassurance from me that I still love her."
Tonya walked over, put her arms around my shoulders and hugged me. "Timmy is everything all right?"
"Yes Tonnie, everything is very good, it's just going to take both of us a little time to get over the all the things that happened during the last year."
"I wish I would have known about all of it, I could have intervened a long time ago and saved both of you a lot of pain and agony."
"It's okay, we figured it out before it was too late."
"I'm sorry I teased you."
"Don't be, I was having fun."
"I'm going to see Kelly in the office this evening before we go to The Calvert. I'll tell her about the note for Ellie. It'll make her day."
I smiled. "Yes, I expect it will."
Tonya turned to Ellie. "I think that it's time for us to take our sweetie upstairs."
Elvira grabbed Kirby's hand. "Come on Cookie, it's play time and I'm ready to party." She giggled. "Even at my age, my pussy still gets wet."
As Ellie pulled him towards the stairway Kirby looked back at me. "Are you gonna be okay buddy?"
I nodded. "Yes Kirby, I am going to be fine. You should relax and have a good time. Don't worry about anything, I've got the store covered."
He smiled. "Thanks buddy."
As they were about to step into the stairway I suddenly remembered my commitment to Ellen. I had to cover the Crier office so that she could bring her teenaged son to school and get him reinstated after his suspension for fighting.
I called to them. "Hey just a minute."
All three of them stopped and looked at me.
"I promised Ellen that I would be at The Crier office by 10:30 this morning. You have to be back down here by 10:00."
We all glanced at the clock by the beer cooler. It was just after 8:00.
Tonya smiled. "Don't worry Timmy. We'll be back by 9:30. After the workout I gave my stud last night we might kill him if we try to play for more than an hour and a half."
As they disappeared up the stairs I heard Ellie say, "Cookie we're going to have to start working on your conditioning. You now not only have Tonnie and I to deal with, I think Mandy, Kelly and Keisha are also going to want an occasional piece of you."
Kirby didn't respond, but I heard Tonya say; "Don't worry sweetheart, we'll work you up to it gradually."
I smiled. This couldn't be happening to a nicer man.
It was almost 9:30 when I heard them coming back down the stairs. Kirby walked into the store first. There was an enormous grin on his face.



I smiled when I saw him. "Did you have a good time buddy?"
Kirby shook his head. "You know Timmy, I have to say that if it wasn't for the fact that I'm losing my store, my life would be nearly perfect right now."
I laughed. "Unfortunately that's a pretty big if"
"You won't get an argument out of me about that." Kirby smiled. "But it sure does feel like things are starting to look up. I really can't explain it Timmy, but I have this feeling that everything is going to work out okay."
Behind him Tonya said, "That's because he has good friends and if he'd actually give them an opportunity to let them help him, I think there might be an even better chance that everything will work out all right."
Kirby turned. There was an expression of frustration on his face. "Tonya we went over this last night. There isn't any way I can keep my self respect if I take money from you. I got myself into this jam and I'll get myself out of it."
Elvira rolled her eyes. "Spoken like a complete moron."
Tonya laughed. "Yes, but he's our moron and he's the most loveable moron I've ever met."
She walked over, put her arms around Kirby's shoulders and hugged him. "Kirby honey, I understand why you won't let me give you money. Even though I respect you for making that decision, it still frustrates me. I want so badly to be able to help you and I can't."
Elvira walked over and hugged Kirby from the other side. "I wish you would let us help you financially. Both Tonnie and I have money." She sighed. "But if we can't, we'll still be here every day to help you with the store." She stared at him. "And let's be very clear about this big boy. You are not going to pay us! If you can refuse to take our money, we can refuse to take yours."
Tonya nodded. "I plan to be here every morning this store is open." She giggled. "I love working here."
I shrugged. "I'll be here too. Kelly likes to sleep late and this is pretty good early morning entertainment."
Kirby quietly said; "Thank you, you're good friends. I don't know how much longer I'll actually be able to keep this store open, but while it is open I think we're going to have some very enjoyable mornings."
Tonya, Elvira and I all nodded in agreement.
Grinning at us, Kirby said; "After the store finally does close, we're going to have to find some place else to meet."
Elvira looked at all of us. "You can all come to my house. I'll make the coffee, but someone else has to bring the doughnuts."
Tonya shook her head. "If I start having a doughnut every morning I'll weigh three hundred pounds by Christmas. In my business it's very important for a girl to keep her figure."
She gave Kirby a playful squeeze. "My big baby here also needs to start watching his weight. Now that I've found him I don't want to lose him to a heart attack or a stroke."
I glanced at Kirby. There was a huge smile on his face.
We were all quiet for a moment. It wasn't an awkward silence. All four of us were simply enjoying the pleasant sensation of well being that comes when you realize that you've just forged or strengthened a bond of friendship with other people.
Tonya finally broke the silence. "Timmy did you and Kelly have a chance to talk about the house yesterday? Mandy, Kelly, Keisha, Antoine and I all talked about it Saturday night after the party at Eagle Lake ended." She shook her head. "Timmy, I love the idea, but I'm afraid it may not work. A tiny bedroom just won't be enough personal space for any of us."
I smiled at her. "I know, but I had another idea. When I told her last night, Kelly thought it was pretty good."
"What is it?"
"Maybe we could find a smaller house, one with all the communal living space that we want and enough available land so that we could build an addition."
Tonya thought for a moment and then her face lit up. "Timmy, that's a fabulous idea. We could each have our own little apartment."
I nodded. "Yes, it could almost be a dormitory."
"A very luxurious dormitory." Tonya was grinning.
"I'm a little worried that it might be too expensive."
"Timmy money is not an issue. I have lots of money, so does Mandy. I'm also certain that Martin would be very willing to increase our budget. He really wants this to happen."
She giggled. "I can't wait to tell Keisha, Mandy and Antoine. Timmy we have to call Barry and tell him about your idea. I can't wait to start looking at more houses. I'll also tell Martin about the new plan this afternoon. JTandR has a whole property development section. I'm sure he can help us find an architect."
Tonya stopped. She'd suddenly realized that Kirby and Elvira weren't part of the house plans. There was an awkward moment of silence and then she timidly asked, "Has Timmy told you about our plans to buy a house?"
Elvira smiled. "Yes he has, in fact all of you were talking about it when you were here Saturday morning. It sounds like a wonderful idea."
"That's right." Tonya thought for a moment and then she said, "Ellie, everyone likes you. I could talk to Kelly, Keisha, Mandy and Antoine about the idea of you moving in with us."
Elvira put up her hand. "No Tonya, it's all right. I appreciate the consideration, but I'm not yet ready to move out of the house I shared with Max." She smiled. "But I certainly would enjoy being invited to some of your parties. I could bring Wolfie, that way I'd have an old guy as a playmate."
Tonya grinned. "Ellie, from now on you're going to be invited to every party I'm involved in planning."
She turned to Kirby. He was nervously staring at the floor. Very gently she said, "Cookie, maybe sometime in the future, after we get to know each other a little better, you and I might end up sharing one of the apartments at this house."
"I think in the meantime Cookie should move into my house and live with me." Elvira looked at Kirby. "Sweetie, I know you like Tonnie and I can tell that she likes you, but you only met each other two days ago. It's important that you take a little time to get to know each other."
Kirby slowly nodded his head. "As usual Ellie, you're right." He smiled at Tonya. "I think I should move in with Ellie, at least for a while, but I certainly would enjoy being able to spend some of your free evenings with you."
Tonya leaned over an kissed his cheek. "You can have every one of them. In fact, I'm free tomorrow night and I was wondering if you might like to go to a movie."
Kirby looked at her and nervously asked, "You mean like a date?"
Tonya and Elvira both started laughing. Tonya said; "Yes silly, that's exactly what I mean."
"I umm, I haven't been out on many dates."
"Kirby honey, I haven't either. I've been stripping and working as an escort since I was eighteen. That life didn't leave much time for real dates. I went out a lot when I was stripping, but most of those guys just wanted to take me to their apartment so that they could get into my panties."
She laughed. "I want you to understand that you're going to get lucky every time we go out and a lot more times when we don't go out. That should allow us to be able to relax and enjoy each other. Sweetie I'm looking forward to going to concerts, movies, art galleries, baseball games and anything else that might interest either of us."
"Tonnie that sounds wonderful, but I don't know if I have enough money to..."
"Kirby, I know this is going to be hard for you, but honey I'm rich. I've worked my ass off as a hooker for the last twenty years. I never had a pimp and I never did drugs. I saved every penny I earned. Sweetheart, it's finally time for me to enjoy the fruits of all that hard work and you just happen to be the guy I want to enjoy it with. Get used to it buster, you're dating a rich broad and you aren't going to get to pay for anything."
Smiling sheepishly, Kirby said; "That is going to be hard for me, but I'll try."
Tonya gently kissed the big man's forehead. "Kirby, I think that you and I are going to have a wonderful time together."
I glanced at the clock. It was five minutes past ten. "Hey everybody, I have to run. I promised Ellen that I would be at the Crier office by 10:30."
As I was grabbing my jacket out of the storage closet, Tonya called to me; "Hey Timmy, when I get to the office today, Martin is going to ask me what kind of a car he should buy for you. What should I tell him?"
I stopped. I knew what I wanted but I was ashamed to admit it.
Kirby looked at us. "What's all this about buying cars?"
Tonya smiled at him. "One of the perks of working for the firm is that they like to reward their productive employees. One of the ways they do that is by purchasing nice cars for us to drive."
Kirby nodded. "Your Mercedes Benz for example."
"Yes, the firm purchased that for me. The partners want to buy a car for Timmy. They feel responsible for some of the pain and anguish that he had to endure during the past year. I think they view buying a nice car for him as one way they can try to compensate him for what happened."
"So he could buy any car?"
"Within reasonable limits. I don't think they'd be willing to buy him a Rolls Royce or a Bentley."
Shaking his head, Kirby said; "Shit Timmy, I know what I'd tell them."
I smiled at my friend. "What would you want Kirby?"
"A big Lincoln just like the one's they send over here to pick you up. I would love to drive a great big luxury car like that."
"That car would be too big for me. I'd never feel comfortable driving it."
Kirby laughed. "I know I sure would."
Tonya poked his side. "Well, if you're a good boy Santa might just get you one for Christmas."
Kirby looked at her in alarm.
She laughed. "I told you, you're dating a rich broad. Get used to it."
Turning back to me, Tonya said; "So Timmy, it's decision time. What should I tell Martin?"
"I can have anything I want?"
"Anything within reason. Do you want a Jaguar like Mandy's?"
I shook my head. "No what I'd really like is a little SUV like a Ford Escape or a Jeep Liberty or maybe a Subaru Forester."
"Timmy those aren't very fancy cars."
"I know, I guess I'm just not a very fancy guy."
Tonya smiled. "Timmy honey, if that's what you want, I'll make sure that's what you're going to get. Are you certain?"
"Yes, that's what I want."
"It's probably going to be a very luxurious version."
Grinning at Tonya, I said; "I guess I'll just have to make do."
It was 10:25 when I walked into The Crier office. Ellen was sitting behind her desk working on the proofs for the next issue. When she heard me come in she looked up.
As soon as she realized it was me she stood up and walked around her desk. "Timmy thank you so much for coming. It really is important that I get De junior back into school this morning."
After giving me a quick hug, she plopped down on her desk and sighed. "Timmy I don't know what I'm going to do. Kathy has a tuition payment due at the University next week and I have absolutely no idea how I'm going to pay it. She's trying so hard. She's working thirty hours a week at Benny's Pizza Palace, but she still needs help and we haven't heard from her father in more than a year."
She looked at me. "And it doesn't stop. Sarah is going to the homecoming dance Saturday night. Timmy it's a formal dance. I had to buy her a two hundred dollar dress. When did homecoming become a formal dance? Timmy how many formal dances do you need in high school?"
Shrugging, she said; "I suppose I could have said no, but she has a new boyfriend. It seemed like this dance was really important to her. Sarah is a good kid. She works twenty hours a week at Peterson's Superette, plays volleyball and earns straight A's. It's hard to say no to her.
I sat down on the desk next to Ellen. I didn't say anything, I just picked up her hand and held it. Ellen responded by laying her head on my shoulder. As she leaned against me I realized that she was crying.
I kept holding her hand and let her cry. She needed the release.
After a moment she sat up, rubbed her eyes and sniffled. "Timmy do you want to know the really awful part?"
I still didn't say anything. I just held her hand and listened.
She took a deep breath and then she said, "Last week I had to cancel our health insurance. I have two girls of child bearing age. It was costing me $1250.00 a month. I can't afford it."
Ellen looked at me with a frantic expression. "Timmy, my children don't have health insurance. What's going to happen if one of them gets really sick? What's going to happen if Kathy or Sarah gets pregnant? They're good girls, but they're young. Kathy's twenty-one and Sarah just turned eighteen. You know what it's like. The temptation can be so hard to resist."
She was silent for a moment and then she said, "Dewayne was a drunk and he cheated on me all the time, but he was good with the kids. They miss him, especially De junior. He's so angry right now. He doesn't understand why his dad left him. I don't either." She smiled at me. "That damn stripper he was so hot for dumped him the minute they got to Vegas."
"When was the last time you heard from him?"
"Not since the stripper's pimp beat him up and made him get out of Vegas. That was over a year ago. I'm sure he's still in LA. I assume that he's managed to hook up with some cute little chippy. He always does."
Ellen paused, after a second she said; "Timmy, what am I going to do? I'm losing the paper. It's the economy. The small businesses in the area are struggling. They have to cut back. They can't afford to buy ads in The Crier anymore. Small business advertising is our life blood. Those revenues are now less than half of what they were a year ago."
"This probably won't help very much, but you don't have to worry about paying me for a while."
"Timmy I can't ask you to work for nothing!"
I smiled at her. "You don't have to ask, I'm volunteering. Kelly is back at her job and she's earning a good salary. It's more than enough to support us."
Ellen laughed. "Timmy, have you become a kept man?"
For a very brief moment I wondered what Ellen would think if told her that I was actually Kelly's slave. The thought sent a little tingle of excitement rippling through my loins. I took a deep breath and quickly collected my wits. This was not the appropriate time to reveal a personal secret like that.
Instead I smiled and said; "No, I'm not a kept man. Kelly understands how much I enjoy working at this paper and she also knows how rough your life has been since Dewayne left you. She's willing to try to help you in any way she can, and forgoing my salary is very easy for us right now."
Ellen patted my hand. "Thank you Timmy, you're a good friend."
We sat together silently for a minute and then she stood up. "I guess I'd better be getting to school. De junior is going to meet me there. Our appointment with the assistant principal is at 11:00."
Ellen put on her jacket. After she picked up her purse she turned to me. "Timmy, thank you so much for coming in this morning. I really do appreciate it."
"I'm happy I could help."
"And thank you for listening to me. I guess I needed to cry on your shoulder for a few minutes."
"Ellen, you can use my shoulder anytime you need it."
She grinned at me and said; "Timmy, you're wonderful, thanks for being my friend". Then she turned and hurried out the door.
As soon as she was gone I walked over to my desk. I had some advertising copy to edit. I chuckled as I sat down. I now had two jobs and I wasn't getting paid at either of them.
It was just after noon when Ellen returned. When she walked into the office I looked at her and asked, "How did everything go?"
She shrugged and in a quiet voice answered; "Fine, there weren't any problems. De is back in school." Ellen's response was automatic, almost robot like. It was apparent that her mind was preoccupied with something else.
She hung up her jacket, walked over to her desk, sat down and silently stared at the wall.
I watched her for a moment and then I asked; "Ellen, what's wrong? Did something happen at school?"
She shook her head. "No everything at school was fine."
"It's obvious that something happened."
Ellen closed her eyes. It was clear that she was thinking. Finally she sighed and said; "I'm sorry Timmy, that was rude of me. I didn't mean to ignore you. I'm just so surprised and a little puzzled."
"Why? What happened?"
"When I was driving back here from the high school I got a call on my cell phone. It was from a man named Allan Barkley. He told me that he represents a group that's interested in buying The Crier. He wanted to set up a meeting with me. Timmy why would anyone want to buy a dying neighborhood shopping flyer? It doesn't make any sense."
"Are you going to meet with him?"
"Of course, if they really do want to buy the paper and their willing to pay enough so that I can settle my debts it would be a wonderful stroke of good luck."
"Do you really want to sell the paper?"
"No, but I think I'm going to lose it anyway. If someone buys it at least I might be able to get out of debt."
"When are you going to meet with him?"
"Three o'clock this afternoon. He's coming here."
"Will you call me after the meeting is over and let me know what happened?"
Ellen smiled. "Yes, of course I will."
I quickly finished editing the last of the advertising copy. Ellen had been correct, there wasn't very much of it. As soon as I was done I said goodbye to her and left to go home. I was curious to see this man who was interested in buying The Crier, but I was even more interested in getting home to see Kelly before she had to leave to go into her office. She'd spent Saturday night at the party at Eagle Lake, but this was going to be the first time since we got back together that she would be spending the evening entertaining a businessman at The Calvert Hotel.
As I drove home I remembered that cold lonely evening two weeks earlier when I followed my wife to The Calvert. That night I had been certain that Kelly was going to leave me for another man.
When I pulled my car into our garage I was happy to see that Kelly's Mercedes was still there. I didn't think that she would have left already, but I knew that she was supposed to meet with Tonya later that afternoon so I wasn't certain.
When I walked into the kitchen I didn't immediately see Kelly so I called out; "Hello, I'm home."
"I'm back here."
I followed the response. It had been faint and came from the direction of our bedroom.
When I got to the bedroom I saw that the bathroom door was open.
"I'm in here Timmy."
I stepped into the bathroom. Kelly was seated on the edge of the bathtub. She was naked. I stopped for a moment and stared at her. My wife was a beautiful woman. Seeing her naked body always made my pulse race.
She was shaving her pussy. She looked up at me and smiled. "Hi Timmy."
I answered her. "Hi Kelly." And then like a fool, I stated the obvious. "You're shaving your pussy."
Kelly giggled. "That's very observant of you." She was making fun of me.
Shaking my head, I said; "I'm sorry, that was a stupid thing to say."
She smiled. "It's okay, you don't have anything to be sorry about. I shouldn't have teased you. I forget that it's been a long time since you watched me get ready for a date. Ever since I started working as a hostess I've made it a point to always shave my pussy before I entertain a man. When he touches me there I like to be nice and smooth for him."
"I didn't see you shave Saturday afternoon before you went to the party at Eagle Lake."
"I did it at Eagle Lake. I have my own bedroom and private bathroom there. Remember, when I left here I was wearing jeans and a tee shirt." She laughed. "It's a good thing too. The dress I wore to the party would have gotten me arrested if I'd tried t wear it in public."



I chuckled.
She went back to shaving. While she worked she casually said, "I used to have to do this in the bathroom in my office at JTandR. It's nice to be able to do it at home. It allows me to spend more time with you."
"I like having you here." I grinned at her. "It's also fun to watch you shave."
Kelly flashed a quick smile at me and continued shaving. Suddenly she stopped what she was doing and looked up at me. She'd just realized that watching her shave was getting me aroused.
She stared at me for a moment and then in a very firm voice, Kelly said; "Don't get any ideas Buster. This body is strictly off limits to you until after I get home from my date tonight."
I sighed with disappointment. I was hoping that I'd at least have a chance to lick her freshly shaved pussy before she left.
Kelly saw the disappointment in my eyes. She thought for a second and then she gently said, "Timmy in the last week you've heard Martin Jackson, Tonya, Mandy, Chris and Antoine all tell you how good I am at my job."
I nodded.
"One of the reasons for that is my ability to completely focus my attention on the man I'm with at the moment. You witnessed that Friday morning when I was sucking Martin's cock. You misunderstood what you saw and assumed that I must have feelings for him. Now I think you realize that I don't. I hope you understand that you're the only man I'll ever love."
I smiled at her.
"What is true Timmy, is that while you're the only man I'll ever love, I do have a passion for sex. Everything about it excites me. The men I'm with sense this passion and I think it's one of the reasons that they find sex with me to be so exciting."
I laughed. "It may also have something to do with the fact that you're absolutely gorgeous."
"Thank you Babydoll. That's one of the nine million reasons I'm madly in love with you. You know how to make a girl feel good about herself." She smiled at me for a moment and then she shook her head and said, "No, beauty may be an initial attraction, but there are lots of gorgeous women who are rotten in bed."
I shrugged. "I wouldn't know. I have very limited experience in that area."
Kelly giggled. "And you'd better keep it that way cuckboy. I'm an insanely jealous woman."
For a moment we both chuckled about the irony of that statement, then my wife's voice took a serious tone again. "Timmy there isn't any question that most men love playing with my big breasts and I've worked hard to become a skilled lover." She winked at me. "I really do give an excellent blow job."
I nodded. "That's what I've heard."
Kelly rolled her eyes. "Now who's doing the teasing."
I grinned at Kelly and wiggled my eyebrows.
That made her laugh. "Timmy being with you is so much fun."
"I have a pretty good time with you too."
We smiled at each other and then Kelly said, "I'd like both of us to try to be serious for a moment. It's really important to me that you understand what I'm attempting to explain to you."
"All right, I'm sorry, go ahead."
My wife took a moment to regain her train of thought and then she said, "Timmy when men sense my excitement it fuels there own excitement. Everyone wants an eager lover. Nobody wants a sex partner who's faking her enthusiasm or even worse, just going through the motions. When I'm with a guy, I'm not faking it. I don't have to fake anything. My excitement is genuine. It's not because I'm attracted to the man I'm entertaining." She smiled. "Although I often am. I really do find most men to be incredibly tantalizing."
I smiled at her. I wanted her to know that I was trying to understand what she was telling me.
Kelly smiled back and then she continued. "When I'm with a man I'm focused and absorbed in what I'm doing because I'm excited about it. Babydoll sex excites me. Everything about sex excites me."
Kelly grinned at me. "Timmy even the anticipation of sex excites me. Before you came in here I was day dreaming about my date tonight. I don't know the man I'm going to be meeting. This will be the first time I've ever entertained him. I have been told a little bit about him. They always give me a short report on my associates interests and general professional background. It makes it easier to make conversation."
I nodded.
"He's an older man and very successful." She looked at me. "Wealthy, powerful men turn me on. There's something about their attitude and manner that I find incredibly stimulating. "
Kelly finished shaving her pussy. She stood up and turned on the shower. Without being asked I stood up, picked up a wash cloth and rubbed some soap on it.
My wife noticed what I was doing and shook her head. "If you're going to bathe me, you really should be naked."
I didn't argue, I didn't question her assertion at all. I just set the washcloth down and quickly removed my clothing. As soon as I was undressed I picked up the washcloth and again started bathing Kelly.
She closed her eyes. As I washed her, she quietly said; "Timmy, the anticipation of a new man is always unbelievably exciting for me. I try to imagine what he's going to look like. How his body will feel when I touch him. How it will feel when he touches me."
"I love to wonder about his cock." Kelly smiled. "Timmy I love cocks. I always have. They're really quite amazing devices. When they're resting they look so small and benign. Then when you rouse them they grow into these huge malevolent looking monsters."
I chuckled. Kelly's poetic nature was coming out. She loved metaphors.
"Before I meet a new man I always wonder about his cock. Will it be long and thick? Will he be circumcised? How will it taste when I put it in my mouth and suck it? What will it feel like when he pushes it into my pussy and starts fucking me?"
Kelly took a quick breath. "Timmy I love to fuck, especially when the man's on top." She sighed. "I can't begin to describe the thrill I experience when I feel a man climb on top of me and press his body against mine. Men are so powerful when they're on top. They're in total control."
Kelly looked at me to gauge how I was reacting to what she was telling me.
I stared at her. I'd always known how much Kelly loved sex, but this was the first time she'd ever tried to explain her passion to me.
Sensing my interest, she continued. "Timmy I relish that magnificent moment when I feel the head of a new lover's penis entering me for the very first time."
My wife bit her lower lip and took a quick breath. She was obviously aroused. "I like a man who moves slowly when he takes me. I want to savor all of the wonderful sensations that I feel as he pushes his cock deeper and deeper into my body."
Kelly paused to take another breath. After a moment she said; "Once he's all the way inside me, even if his penis is small, I like it when my lover stops for a second so that we can both enjoy the sweet pleasure of the union we just created."
I was washing Kelly's tummy. I'd already finished her back and her breasts. The entire time I'd been bathing my wife I'd been listening to what she was telling me. Her explanation was gradually getting me increasingly aroused. As my excitement grew my submissive masochistic desires took control.
Kelly sensed my changing mood. She smiled. It was a satisfied smile, a smile that reflected her recognition of my eager acquiescence to her will. In a voice laden with lust she whispered, "Wash my pussy dicklet. I want to be clean and fresh when I go to my lover."
Now she was taunting me. It was apparent that my wife's dominant sadistic desires had also been awakened. Her choice of words, the obvious excitement in her voice and her use of my slave name all served to fan the flames of my arousal. My hands shook as I held the washcloth under the spray of warm water. Once it was wet I excitedly rubbed the cloth with the bar of soap. As soon as it was coated with a generous froth of suds I resumed washing Kelly.
I took my time and worked meticulously. The knowledge that I was doing this for another man's pleasure made me even more excited. As my excitement grew I let a finger slip between Kelly's labia. The cleft of her pussy was wet and slippery. I understood that it was partly due to the soap and warm water, but I knew that wasn't the only reason. My wife was just as aroused as I was.
I found Kelly's engorged clit. As I began to gently massage it I felt her hand tap my shoulder. I looked up at her.
She waved a finger at me in rebuke. "No Timmy, I already told you; this evening my pussy belongs to another man. After he's finished with me I'll come home to you and we can play for the rest of the night; but until that time my body is off limits to you."
I took a deep breath. Kelly's firm rejection of my advance excited me even more.
My wife noted my reaction and quietly said. "Timmy, it's much better this way. The anticipation and desire for sex is nearly as much fun as the act itself."
She leaned over and gently raised my chin with her fingertips so that she was looking into my eyes. "I also have to admit that knowing that I'm leaving you at home frustrated and longing for pleasure while I go to another man so that he can freely enjoy my body makes me feel deliciously wicked." She smiled. "And you know how much I love being wicked."
Kelly continued to stare into my eyes. My entire being was tingling with excitement. I gathered my courage and answered in my most obedient tone of voice. "Ms. Mason, I am your slave. I fully understand that the needs of your lovers are paramount to my own paltry desires and I only hope that when you return home you will take pity on me and allow me some scant pleasure."
Kelly's face broke into a smile and then she started giggling. She pulled me up and wrapped her arms around my shoulders. As she hugged me she said; "Timmy in addition to being a wonderful friend and husband, you are also the most creative playmate that I have ever known. Babydoll, when I get home there is going to be nothing scant about the pleasure I'm going to give to you."
She paused for a moment and then she said, "But I would like you to promise me one thing."
"What is it?"
"Promise me that you won't masturbate while I'm gone." There was a wicked gleam in my wife's eyes. "It will excite me to know that while I'm partying with my date, you're obediently waiting for me at home chaste and absolutely faithful."
A little thrill rippled through me as I looked into Kelly's eyes and slowly nodded. "Yes Ms. Mason, I promise."
Kelly grinned and kissed me on the lips. "Timmy honey we're going to have so much fun when I get home tonight. You're still planning to write a story aren't you?"
"Yes I am."
"Good, I'm looking forward to sucking your cock while you read it to me."
I laughed. "With a promise like that I might right an entire book."
Poking me in the ribs, Kelly giggled and said; "Come on lover boy, finish washing my legs and feet. I have to get out of the shower and get moving. I promised Tonya that I'd meet her in her office at 4:30."
I glanced at the clock on the shelf in the corner of the bathroom. It was almost 3:30. Kelly had plenty of time, but she couldn't afford to dawdle. I quickly washed her legs and feet. As soon as I was done she stepped out of the shower and stood still while I dried her off with a large bath towel.
Once she was dry Kelly hurried into our bedroom.
I took a quick shower, dried myself and followed her into the bedroom. My wife was sitting at her makeup table brushing her long blond hair. I put on clean clothes.
As soon as she saw that I was dressed, Kelly said; "Dicklet, get me a pair of panties and a bra. Nothing fancy, the dress and lingerie that I'll be wearing for my date tonight are in my office. I'll change when I get there."
As I was getting Kelly's underwear I asked; "Ms. Mason would you like me to make you something to eat before you go?"
She shook her head. "No thank you dicklet, I'm having dinner at the Goldenrod Supper club tonight. On the evenings we're entertaining at the Calvert Hotel Tonya, Mandy, Keisha and I almost always have dinner together at the Goldenrod."
Kelly was applying her lipstick. Suddenly she stopped and turned so that she was facing me. "Babydoll, on most of these evenings we would love to have you join us, but tonight you can't. Tonight Martin is going to be dining with us. It's going to be a business meeting. Tonya told me that they're planning some major changes in the hostess section. Martin is going to tell us about them tonight."
"Do you know what kind of changes they're going to make?"
"I don't, but I assume that they are going to be adding more people. Over the last year our schedules have been getting busier and busier."
As soon as Kelly was finished applying her lipstick she stood up and started getting dressed. She put on a pair of jeans, a white blouse and a pair of high heeled sandals. Once she was ready she checked her appearance in her full length mirror and then she turned to me. "Timmy honey, I have to go."
I walked with her. In the garage, I opened the door to Kelly's Mercedes and held it for her while she got in and sat down.
Once she was settled, she smiled at me and said; "I'll miss you tonight."
"I'll miss you too."
"Come here."
I leaned over. She kissed me on the lips and whispered, "I love you."
I whispered back, "I love you too."
Kelly started the engine and then she backed out of the garage, down the driveway and into the street. I followed her.
She put her car into gear and waved to me. I waved back and watched the big Mercedes accelerate down the street.
Watching your wife leave to spend the evening with another man is one of those bittersweet moments that make a masochistic cuckold's life both indescribably exciting and excruciatingly painful.
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After Kelly's Mercedes disappeared around the corner I went back into the house. As I walked into the kitchen I glanced at the clock on the wall. It was five minutes to four, too early to make dinner.
I decided to use the time to catch up on some household chores. The events of the past two weeks had disrupted my daily routine so the house wasn't as orderly as I like it to be.
I started by giving the kitchen a thorough cleaning. I'd just finished washing the linoleum floor when the telephone rang. I assumed that it was Ellen calling to tell me about the meeting with the man who was interested in buying The Crier.
I picked up the telephone. "Hello?"
"Hi Timmy, it's Mandy."
"Hi Mandy, aren't you supposed to be meeting with Tonya, Kelly, Keisha and Antoine right now?"
"We just finished. All of us are still in Tonya's office. We'll be leaving to have dinner at the Goldenrod in about ten minutes. Timmy everyone says hi."
"Tell them hi for me."
"Timmy all of us love your idea about buying a smaller house and building an addition. We're going to tell Martin about it at dinner. I'm sure that he'll agree that it's an excellent plan."
"I think it's the only way we can get exactly what we want."
"That's what we think too." Mandy paused for a moment and then she said, "Timmy I called to ask you for a favor."
"Sure, what is it?"
"Do you remember that when I was telling you about the problems between my mom and dad I mentioned that I thought it might be helpful if he could talk to a man who didn't mind that his wife partied with other men?"
"Yes, I remember."
"Timmy could I bring my dad over to your house for lunch tomorrow? Kelly's right here. She suggested that we get together at your house rather than at a restaurant."
"Mandy, I have to work in the morning."
"I know, but Tonya and Kelly said that you're done at 10:30. We could have lunch at noon or even 12:30. It doesn't have to be anything fancy, soup and sandwiches would be fine. I'll help you with the preparations and cleanup. Please Timmy, he really needs to talk to you. The only men he's ever talked to about this are those macho assholes at his office and you can just imagine what kind of advice they've given him."
"Mandy, I'm only twenty-four. Do you think he'd even bother to listen to anything I have to say?"
"Yes Timmy, I think he will listen to you. He knows you're a friend of mine and that I value your opinion. He also really wants to get back together with my mom. I'm absolutely certain that the idea of being a cuckold husband excites him and I think he's just as submissive as you or me. I've been trying to encourage him, but he needs another man to tell him that this lifestyle is okay."
"All right Mandy, I'll do it; but you have to promise me that both you and Kelly are going to be there."
"Don't worry, we'll both be there. Timmy if you give me a shopping list I'll go to the grocery store for you while you're at work."
"Thank you Mandy, but I don't think that will be necessary. If we have lunch at noon I'll have plenty of time to stop at the store on my way home. I would appreciate it if you could help me prepare the food."
"Timmy I'd love to do that. We'll get my dad to help too. Both of us want to learn how to cook."
"Would you like to learn how to make Quiche Lorraine?"
"Quiche Lorraine! Timmy that would be wonderful. Will you have enough time to do that?"
"We might have to wait until 1:00 to eat, but if you and your dad help me we can certainly do it. We could make a spinach salad to go with it."
"Just a minute Timmy."
There was a pause. I could hear talking in the background.
After a moment Mandy said; "Timmy, Kelly just told everyone that your quiche is fabulous. Now Tonya, Keisha and Antoine want to come over too."
"Will that upset your dad?"
"I don't think it will. He wants to meet my friends and if he realizes that all of us approve of this lifestyle it might actually help."
"All right, go ahead and invite everyone. Once I start making quiches it's just as easy to make three as it is to make one."
"Timmy it's time for us to leave for dinner. I wish I could invite you to join us, but tonight it's a business dinner. Martin, John and Wendell are going to be there."
"I know, Kelly told me all about it. Don't worry, I understand."
"Thank you for agreeing to talk to my dad tomorrow."
"Hey it's all right. I think it's going to be fun. I'm already looking forward to it."
"So am I. Goodbye Timmy, I'll see you tomorrow."
"Goodbye Mandy."
After I hung up the telephone I took a minute to think about what I had to do to get the house ready to entertain a group for lunch the next day and then I went to work.
I'd just finished vacuuming the dining room when the telephone rang again.
This time it was Ellen.
"Hello Timmy."
"Hi Ellen, how did your meeting go?"
"Timmy, I'm not sure. I met with Alan Barkley and two other men for over two hours. They never made an offer. I'm still don't even know if they're actually interested in buying The Southwest Crier. Mostly they seemed to be gathering information. They asked to look at the financial records."
"Did you let them see them?"
"Yes I did. I couldn't think of any reason that I shouldn't. I'm going to lose the paper anyway. I'll cooperate with anybody who might be willing to do anything that could help me reduce my debts."
"That does make sense Ellen. Did anything else happen?"
"Yes, they asked me how much money I'd want for The Crier if they did decide that they'd like to buy it."
"What did you tell them?"
"I told them that all they'd have to do is assume my debts. Timmy right now just being able to walk away from The Crier debt free would be an unbelievable blessing. It would allow me to try to find a regular job. I could actually get medical insurance for my kids again."
"What did they say to that?"
"They told me that they'd get back to me in a couple of days."
"I'll keep my fingers crossed for you."
Ellen laughed. "Thanks Timmy, you're a good friend."
"Are you still going to try to get out the next issue of the paper?"
"I have to, people have paid for advertising space."
"When would you like me to come in to help you?"
"Could you help me with the final editing Thursday afternoon?"
"I'll be there around 11:00 and I'll stay until we're finished."
"Timmy I have to go. I promised Sarah that I'd pick her up after volleyball practice." She paused for a moment and then she said; "Timmy thank you so much for everything you've done, you really are a wonderful friend."
"You're welcome Ellen. I'm just glad that I can do something to help you. Call me if you hear anything more about the sale of The Crier."
"I will Timmy, bye."
"Bye Ellen."
After I hung up the telephone I picked up the vacuum cleaner and carried it into the living room. As I vacuumed the carpet I thought about Kelly and me, Elvira, Mandy and her parents, Kirby and his store and Ellen and her kids.
Elvira was wasting away and on the verge of dying from grief when Kirby intervened and saved her life. Kelly and I were separated and on the brink of divorce when Martin Jackson, Tonya, Mandy, Wendell Tyler and others interceded and helped us resolve our differences.
Tomorrow I was going to meet with Mandy's father, a man I'd never even met and try to help him reconcile with his wife. I was very nervous about doing it, but Mandy was my friend. If I could help her I had to do it.
As I continued vacuuming I wished that I could think of some way to help Kirby and Ellen. They were both wonderful people and good friends. They deserved a break; but no matter how hard I tried I couldn't think of anything that I could do that would help them solve their problems.
After I finished in the living room I vacuumed the den. By the time I was done with that room it was nearly 6:00. I decided that was enough housework for one day, it was time to stop for dinner.
I put the vacuum cleaner away and went into the kitchen where I sauteed a small diced tomato, several sliced mushrooms and a quarter cup of Italian sausage. Once that was ready I added a handful of grated mozzarella cheese and made my favorite omelet. While the omelet was cooking I opened a bottle of Australian Shiraz and toasted a thick slice of French bread coated with a mixture of butter, olive oil and garlic.
I poured a large glass of the wine, set it on a tray with the omelet and garlic toast and carried it all into the den where I turned on the television and watched the news while I ate my dinner.
Over the past year my wife's work schedule had caused me to spend a large number of evenings eating dinner without her. I'd learned that taking the time to prepare a nice meal made a lonely night much more palatable.
As soon as I was finished with my omelet I carried my dishes back to the kitchen, cleaned up after myself, poured another glass of Shiraz and returned to the den.
I turned on my laptop computer, tuned my FM radio to a classical music station, sat down and started writing the story I'd promised Kelly. By the time I finished the story it was 10:30. I quickly proofread it. After I was satisfied that I'd corrected most of the glaring grammatical errors I printed a paper copy and set it on the side table.
Once that was done I turned off the stereo and switched on the television. Monday Night Football was still on, the Colts were playing the Jets. The Colts had a six point lead. There was just over a minute left in the game. The Jets had the ball. I sat down and watched.
The Colts held on and won the game. It didn't really make any difference to me. I didn't feel any allegiance to either of the teams. I was just trying to kill some time until Kelly got home.
I switched the channel to The David Letterman Show. I like Letterman, his brand of humor appeals to me, but as much as I might usually enjoy his program I quickly realized that couldn't keep my attention focused on it. My mind kept drifting to Kelly and what was happening at the Calvert Hotel.
I started to recall the emotions I used to feel in those years before we were married, when Kelly was openly dating other guys.
The party at Eagle Lake two nights earlier, had been the first time since we were married that I'd actually known that Kelly was out having sex with another man. Of course for the past year she'd been regularly doing it without my knowledge, but that's a different situation. There's a substantial amount of validity to the old adage, what you don't know can't hurt you.
The night Kelly was at Eagle Lake I think that I'd been so tired that I'd simply been unable muster enough energy to feel the excitement, anxiety, apprehension, jealousy, envy and all the other myriad of emotions that I used to experience when she was out on a date with another guy.
Now I was well rested and the familiar array of old emotions were stampeding through my brain like a herd wild horses.
I remembered why I often wrote erotic stories while Kelly was out on a date. It was one of the few activities that would actually divert my attention and allow the time to pass a little more quickly.
If you've never actually had to endure it, it's hard to understand that the feelings of excitement, anxiety, jealousy, envy and uncertainty that a cuckold experiences while his wife is out on a date, aren't the concern. The real problem is the total effect of that flood of emotions. They overwhelm you and take control of your entire being. The usual diversions like reading a novel or watching a baseball game are useless. Your mind keeps wandering back to your wife and her date. The clock stops moving. Time stands still. Minutes seem like hours. Waiting for the woman who is the love of your life to return from an evening with another man can become an excruciatingly painful ordeal.
In college I'd learned that there were only two activities that would effectively pass the time for me. One of them I'd just employed. Writing a story about Kelly and her date allowed me to focus my attention on what she was doing. My mind didn't have to wander. It was already where it wanted to be.
The other was reading cuckold stories on the Internet. I suppose those stories are also close enough to the desired focal point of my attention that my mind again does not have to wander.
Deciding to resort to that activity I logged on to my favorite cuckold web site and found a story that I hadn't yet read. It was entitled, "My Wife's New Boyfriend". As I settled into my chair I glanced at the clock on my computer. It was 11:08.
Five minutes after I started reading the story the telephone rang. I jumped up and answered it.
"Hello?"
"Hi Timmy."
"Hi Kelly, how's the date going?"
"We're finished. He's already gone back to his room. I'm in my car. I should be home in about twenty minutes."
"I'm awake and eagerly awaiting your return."
"Have you been a good boy?"
"You mean, did I refrain from..."
"Yes, that's exactly what I mean."
"Yes, of course I did. I'm a very good boy."
"Well I've been a very very naughty girl."
"I'd be disappointed if you hadn't."
Kelly giggled. "Perv."
"Yes, and so are you."
"I most certainly am and I take pride in it. Did you write your story?"
"Yes I did."
"Mmmm, I can't wait to have you read it to me when I get home."
"It's all printed out and ready to go."
"What are you doing now?"
"Reading a cuckold story on the Internet."
"Is it any good?"
"I don't know, I just started it."
"Read a little more of it. I want you nice and excited when I get home."
"Ms. Mason, is that an order?"
Kelly paused for a moment and then she said; "Yes dicklet, it definitely is and you will be severely punished if you fail to obey it.
"Mmmm that's an interesting proposition."
Kelly laughed. "You really are a perv."
"Yes and that's one of the many reasons that you're madly in love with me."
"Yes it certainly is. Babydoll, I'd better hangup before I get into an accident."
"That's a good idea. I'll see you when you get home."
"Goodbye sweetheart, I love you."
"I love you too Kel."
We both switched off our phones. For a moment I thought about how much I enjoyed my wife and then I went back to the story on the computer. I didn't want to disobey Kelly's orders."
I liked the story. It was part of a series about a married couple in their mid thirties. The wife, Meredith enjoyed maintaining a regular and exclusive relationship with one other man. The romance would usually last for about six months and then she would tire of her boyfriend and end the affair. After terminating that relationship, she would remain faithful to her husband Matt until she met her next lover and started another affair.
This story focused on that exciting moment when Meredith came home to tell Matt that she'd met a new man and was going out with him the next night for the very first time.
As I read the story I decided that the next evening Kelly and I were home alone I would have to read it to her. When we were in college, reading erotic stories out loud to Kelly while she played with my penis had been a favorite pastime.
"Hello, I'm home."
I smiled. It was Kelly, she was calling to me from the kitchen."
I called back, "I'm in the den."
I stood up and went to her. We met in the living room. As soon as Kelly saw me she ran to me and excitedly threw her arms around my neck. Pulling me tightly to her, she kissed me passionately on the lips and forced her tongue into my mouth. I responded. For a moment we made out like two teenagers in the back seat of a car and then Kelly broke off the kiss.
Giggling with delight, she said; "Can you taste him Timmy? I let him cum in my mouth twice tonight."
I laughed as I hugged my wife. "I'm sorry I can't. I don't think semen has a strong enough flavor to last that long."
Kelly grinned at me. "I know, but all the way home I thought about how hot it was going to be to run into the house and kiss you with the remnants of another man's cum on my lips and tongue."
Still laughing, I kissed her cheek. "Thank you, it's the thought that counts."
Kelly poked my ribs. "Perv."
I nodded vigorously. Suddenly I realized something that made me start laughing even more.
Kelly looked at me. "What is it?"
"You're not going to believe this; but in the story I wrote tonight, you let the guy you were with cum in your mouth two times."
"You're kidding?"
I shook my head. "I'm not."
She grabbed my hand, "Come on Timmy, lets go into the bedroom and get properly attired. You have some oral reading to do."
As Kelly pulled me into the bedroom I laughingly said, "I hope that's not the only kind of oral you make me do tonight.
Kelly stopped and stared at me. "Make you? That's a very interesting choice of words."
I nodded.
"Is that the way you want it?"
I took a deep breath and quietly answered, "Yes Ms. Mason, that's exactly the way I want it."
Kelly smiled. There was a malicious glint in her eyes. "Dicklet, I would be very happy to fulfill with that particular desire."
I took a deep breath as a surge of excitement rushed through my loins.
Noticing my excited reaction, Kelly grabbed my hand and pulled me the rest of the way into the bedroom. As she led me towards our king sized bed, she said; "I wonder if you can read and lick my ass at the same time."
I chuckled. "I think I might get tongue tied."
Kelly playfully rolled her eyes. "I think I'll ignore that last comment." Then she smiled at me and in a much more serious tone of voice said, "I did a strip tease for Jason tonight. Would you like me to do one for you too?"
Shaking my head, I answered; "I'd love that, but I really don't think it would be appropriate for you to dance for your slave. Why don't I undress you instead."
Kelly took a deep breath. "Timmy, you just made my pussy tingle."
"A tingling pussy sounds like fun, let's get these clothes off of you."
When Kelly left for work that afternoon she'd been wearing a pair of jeans and a tee shirt. Now she was wearing a very expensive looking dark gray business suit. I remembered her telling me that the Calvert Hotel was willing to disregard any suspicions they might have about the activities that went on inside the suites that JTandR leased from them, but in return they expected the hostesses to maintain an appropriate level of decorum in both behavior and attire. Kelly, Tonya, Keisha and Mandy were not permitted to parade around the hotel dressed and acting like hookers.
As I slipped Kelly's jacket off of her shoulders, I said; "This is a beautiful suit."
"Thank you, I have four of them. They're hand tailored. Martin had me fitted for them while we were on a trip to New York last January. Tonya, Keisha and Mandy all have them too."
I turned to hang Kelly's suit jacket in her closet. When I turned around again she was unbuttoning the red silk blouse she was wearing. My pulse quickened. As I've mentioned before my wife is a large breasted woman. Seeing her open her blouse and expose her red brassiere and ample cleavage took my breath away.
Kelly smiled at my reaction and then she lasciviously licked her lips. For a moment I thought she was going to slowly strip off her blouse and brassiere for me, but she didn't. When I let her know that I wanted to play our domination game I'd aroused her sadistic desires. Instead she she cupped her brassiere covered breasts with her hands and stared into my eyes.



My entire body shivered with excitement as I realized that Kelly wasn't going to strip for me, she was going to taunt me instead.
"Dicklet, tonight I danced for another man. In case you were wondering, his name was Jason. He was an older man, but he was tall and very handsome. I enjoyed dancing for him. I love dancing for real men. It excited him when I unclasped my bra and showed him my breasts. He loved them dicklet. Jason loved my big tits."
Kelly slipped her blouse off her shoulders and tossed it to me. "Take care of this slave, you can wash it for me tomorrow."
I set Kelly's blouse on my dresser. While I was doing that she removed her brassiere and tossed that to me. "You can wash this too slave."
I nodded obediently. "Yes Ms. Mason, I'll take care of everything tomorrow afternoon."
My wife held up her naked breasts with her hands and said, "Jason loved playing with my tits. He bit them and licked them and twisted my nipples with his fingers. He liked to play rough dicklet and I enjoyed every minute of it."
Looking at me with an air of deliberate haughtiness, Kelly said in a very condescending voice; "Dicklet are you a macho stud who enjoys playing a little rough with his women? She smirked. "Have you ever spanked a woman or given her a hickey on her tit?"
It took every bit of self control I had to keep from smiling. My wife was an accomplished actress and at that moment she was at her absolute best. It was one of the talents that made her such a good hostess.
I did manage to maintain the proper demeanor and responded appropriately. Submissively bowing my head, I answered in a very quiet voice; "No Ms. Mason."
"Dicklet, No what?"
"No I'm not a macho stud and I've never spanked a woman."
Kelly snickered. "Well dicklet, if you're not a macho stud, then I guess you'd better get down on your knees where you belong."
Another little thrill rippled through me. I quickly answered, "Yes Ms. Mason." And then I obediently fell to my knees.
Kelly licked her lips. That demonstration of power had obviously excited her. She stared at me for a moment and then she asked; "Dicklet, what do little pussyboys like you do with a woman?"
"Anything she wants Ms. Mason."
Kelly grasped the hem of her gray wool skirt. As she slowly inched it up her thighs she said, "I want you to lick my pussy. Will you do that for me dicklet?"
I was excited, very excited. My wife's game was awakening my deepest masochistic desires. Breathlessly I answered; "Yes Ms. Mason I'll do anything for you."
Kelly raised the hem of her skirt up to her waist. "Are you sure about that dicklet? An hour ago Jason was fucking me." She slipped two fingers into the cleft of her pussy and lewdly began masturbating herself. "He was ramming his big hard cock in and out of this cunt, your wife's cunt. Are you really going to lick me when you know that just a short time ago another man's cock was in there?"
I stared at Kelly and slowly nodded my head.
"Then do it dicklet. Crawl over here like a little puppy dog and kiss and lick my beautiful cunt, the cunt that Jason just ravaged with his magnificent cock."
Every nerve in my body was tingling as I submissively crept over to my wife and looked up at her. She towered over me like an omnipotent goddess. Looking down at me, she continued masturbating herself. Both the swollen lips of her pussy and her fingertips glistened with the moisture of her arousal. Her engorged clitoris poked it's head out of the hood of skin that served as its hiding place when it was resting.
I started to move my face to her cunt, but Kelly shook her head. "No dicklet, first you have to earn the right to lick this cunt. Kiss my shoes."
At that moment I belonged to Kelly. I would have been willing to submit to any indignity that she might desire. I didn't protest, instead I obediently bent over and kissed the toe of each of her black high heeled pumps.
As I kissed the toes of her shoes I heard my wife take a deep breath. My eager compliance with her demand had obviously excited her.
Kelly looked down at me with a smile dripping with arrogance. Her dominant sadistic desires were now fully awakened. That excited me even more.
I looked up at Kelly. Our eyes met. My entire being burned with masochistic need. When she saw the fervor in my eyes she lustfully licked her lips. "You enjoy submitting to me, don't you dicklet?"
"Yes Ms. Mason, very very much."
She turned around and rested her hands on the edge of the night table next to our bed. Her gorgeous naked rear was directly in front of my face.
"Prove it dicklet. Do something for me that I will never do for you. Lick my asshole."
I'd started licking Kelly's ass during the first year we were together. It quickly became a regular part of our lovemaking, but this was the first time she'd so candidly stated that she'd never do it for me. I don't think there had ever been any doubt in either of our minds about that question. It had always been understood by both of us that licking Kelly's asshole was a submissive act on my part. Nonetheless, this was the first time that it had ever been made so overtly clear.
My excitement continued to grow.
My pulse was racing as I spread the cheeks of Kelly's ass. I leaned forward. She cooed with delight when she felt me press my lips to her puckered hole.
I wrapped my arms around my wife's hips and held her to me while I kissed her with passion. I felt that this was the ultimate expression of my submission to her will and I wanted her to understand my feelings very clearly.
Kelly supported herself with one hand while she reached between her legs with the other and started masturbating herself again. "Yes dicklet, do it, kiss my ass. Show me that you'll do anything for me."
Kelly shivered as I extended my tongue and pushed it into her anus. Breathless with excitement, she said, "That's right Timmy, that's exactly what I want. Be a good little slave, lick your mistresses asshole."
For a moment time stood still. Both Kelly and I were lost in a fog of uncontrolled lust. I kissed and licked her with a desperate need to please while she rubbed her cunt with an animal like frenzy.
Suddenly Kelly stood up, turned around and sat down on the edge of the bed with her thighs spread apart. Her cunt dripped with the wetness of her lust. Grabbing a handful of my hair, she pulled my face to her sex and said; "Lick me slave, lick the cunt that was just ravaged by another man's cock."
I eagerly buried my face in my wife's very wet pussy. Her moisture covered my lips and nose. Kelly grabbed the back of my head with both of her hands and kept me pressed against her. I closed my eyes and licked her, kissed her and rubbed my face into her. Our sexual frenzy was reaching new heights.
Suddenly Kelly relaxed her vise like grip on my head and in a raspy voice whispered; "Suck my clit Timmy, make me cum. Please make me cum."
Still desperate to please, I found my wife's engorged clitoris and sucked it into my mouth. I knew exactly what my goddess wanted and I didn't want to waste any time giving it to her. Kelly went wild when she felt me flicking her clit with my tongue while I sucked on it at the same time. Both of us were swept up in a euphoria of uncontrolled animal lust. Time lost all meaning. All either of us cared about was Kelly's pleasure. It was wonderfully insane.
I could have easily gone on forever, but Kelly couldn't. She had a breaking point and she eventually reached it. I felt all the muscles in her body tense and then she arched her back, emitted a shrill cry and started to shake. I kept licking and sucking her clit. Her entire body shook from the orgasm that was exploding in her loins.
Several seconds passed. The cascade of pleasure that was ravaging Kelly began to subside. I felt her relax. Pulling back, I kneeled at Kelly's feet and waited. It took a minute for her to regain her composure.
Once she was composed and fully at ease, Kelly leaned forward and looked down at me with a tender smile. Gently grasping my wrists, she pulled me up onto the bed next to her. I put my arm around her while she laid her head against my shoulder. We sat together in comfortable silence, enjoying the touch of our naked bodies.
Suddenly Kelly started giggling.
I looked at her with a puzzled expression and asked, "What's so funny?"
She grinned at me. "I never imagined that sex could be that much fun."
With my face still glistening with the moisture of her arousal, I smiled at Kelly and gently kissed her. She kissed me back and while it was a passionate kiss, it wasn't a kiss filled with desperate sexual need. This kiss was slow and sensual and laden with love.
After we kissed Kelly whispered to me. "No more games tonight. Now I need to love you and I need you to love me."
She laid her head against my shoulder again and whispered, "Timmy, it's nice to be able to come home after a date and be able to share it with you like I did when we were in college. During the past year I felt so guilty when I had to come home and pretend that I'd been working at an office job. Some nights, after I was sure you were asleep, I'd go into the bathroom, lock the door and cry until morning."
I held Kelly tightly in my arms and quietly said, "Don't worry, that's all in the past. I've learned the truth and it's okay. You won't have to lie about anything, never again."
"Timmy I love you."
"I know you do Kelly. I love you too."
She looked up at me and smiled. I smiled back at her.
There was a brief pause and then Kelly said, "There is one thing though."
"What's that?"
"Our domination game is fun." She giggled. "Amazingly fun, but sometimes I want to dance for you instead. You know, like I do for the men I entertain."
I smiled. "I'd like that."
We cuddled for a few more minutes and then I said, "You still haven't heard my story."
Kelly straightened up and grinned at me. "And you still haven't had a chance to cum, not even one time." She looked down at my erect penis and giggled. "It does appear that you're interested."
I laughed. "You can say that again."
"Timmy would you mind if I took off my garter belt, nylons and shoes? I'd be more comfortable if I was completely naked."
"No I wouldn't mind at all. You have a beautiful body. I like seeing naked."
We both stood up. As Kelly was unfastening her stockings from her garter belt, I asked; "Where would you like to hear the story?"
"Could you read it to me while we're lying in bed? That's the way we always used to do it."
"I think that would be very nice."
I went into the den and picked up the story. When I returned to the bedroom Kelly was lying naked on the bed. I stopped and stared at her for a moment and then I said, "I'll never get used to how beautiful you are."
Kelly giggled. "And I'll never get tired of your flattery."
I laughed as I sat down on the bed next to her.
She reached for the story. "Can I see it?"
"Certainly." I handed it to her. It was five pages stapled together.
She held it up. "It's long."
"The words came easily tonight."
"It's nice when that happens, isn't it."
"Yes it is, that's when writing is fun."
Kelly glanced at the top page and giggled. "You made a title page." She read aloud; "'My Wife's Business Meeting At The Calvert Hotel' by T. Lewis Jamieson."
Grinning at me, she asked; "When did you decide to start writing under your middle name?"
"I don't know, I guess it just seemed sort of classy."
"Classy?"
"Yeah classy."
"I think I prefer the term, sophisticated."
I winked at her. "That's because you're so classy."
Kelly burst out laughing. After a moment she said, "You should give up erotica and start writing comedy."
"Some people think my attempts at writing erotica are comedies."
"What people? I'm the only one who's ever read your stories."
"Yeah okay, I made that up."
Kelly rolled her eyes and handed me back my story. "Okay T. Lewis, let's hear it." She propped up two pillows and patted the bed. "Lie down right here and get comfortable."
As soon as I was in position Kelly lay down next to me, rested her head on my stomach and started massaging the inside of my thigh.
Chuckling, I said; "You do realize that doesn't help my concentration."
"It never has. It's a good thing you've already written the story, isn't it?"
"Are you ready?"
"Yes, in fact I'm worrying about dying of old age before you get started."
"You're only twenty-four."
"And at the rate you're going I'll be Elvira's age by the time you start reading."
"Patience is a virtue."
Kelly grabbed my balls and started squeezing them. Barely able to control her laughter, she said; "If you don't start reading I'm going to hurt you."
"I thought we were done playing kinky games for tonight."
"That was before you started trying to drive me to the brink of insanity."
"I think I'd better start reading."
"That would be a good idea."
I took a deep breath and said, "'My wife's Business Meeting At The Calvert Hotel' by T. Lewis Jamieson."
Kelly giggled.
I started reading the story:
My wife slipped the plastic card into the electronic lock on the hotel room entrance. As soon as the little green light started to blink she turned the knob and opened the door. Before she went into the room Kelly took a quick glance up and down the hallway. There was no one in sight so she stepped into the room and closed the door behind her.
The front room of the suite was unoccupied. That was the way it was supposed to be. According to the usual plan the man she would be entertaining that evening had been instructed to withdraw to the bathroom and lock the door as soon as he heard someone attempting to enter the hotel suite.
This was purely a security precaution. The men that my wife entertained for JTandR were all influential business executives. Their wealth and positions of power left them vulnerable to blackmail. The firm wanted to do everything it could to eliminate the opportunities for a detective or a photographer to burst into the room and catch one of their associates in a compromising position.
Kelly set her sweater and purse on the coffee table and then she called out. "Mr. Baldwin, it's Melody. It's safe to come out."
Mr. Baldwin was not the man's real name. Again for security purposes, all of the men my wife entertained in this hotel suite were known as Roger Baldwin. My wife's name was of course Kelly and not Melody. Melody was the name she used when she partied with businessmen for JtandR.
Kelly was gently massaging my penis. Suddenly she stopped and looked up at me. "Timmy, this is amazingly accurate. How do you know all of these details?"
I set the story down for a moment so I could answer her. "Martin Jackson explained the system to me when he was trying to get me to understand that Roger Baldwin didn't really exist. You filled in the rest of the details when you told me about the first night you entertained a man at The Calvert."
"You have an excellent memory. " Kelly patted my thigh. "Sorry I interrupted. I'm really enjoying this, please read some more."
I smiled in acknowledgment of her compliment and then I picked up the story and started again.
The bathroom door opened. Roger Baldwin poked his head out and carefully looked around. All the security precautions had a tendency to make a person just a little paranoid.
As soon as he saw my wife he smiled. Kelly is a beautiful twenty-four year old blond with a very large bust. Most men consider her to be absolutely gorgeous. Roger was no exception. As he was stepping into the bedroom he was silently thanking the partners at JTandR for providing this incredible opportunity.
Kelly smiled too. Roger was a middle aged man in his early fifties. He had a slight paunch and his hairline was beginning to recede, but it was obvious that he still exercised and made an effort to watch his weight. He was a ruggedly handsome man of average height. His muscular physique suggested that when he was younger he'd been an athlete. He was immaculately groomed and that aura of power and confidence common to successful businessmen emanated from him. Kelly found him attractive. The sex was going to be fun.
My wife walked up to Roger, kissed his cheek and said; "Hello Mr. Baldwin, I'm Melody. Martin Jackson, John Reynolds and Wendell Tyler have sent me over as a token of their appreciation for your decision to invest in their current corporate acquisition."
Roger laughed. "Melody my dear, I have to say that your bosses certainly do know how to express their gratitude. You are a beautiful woman."
Kelly kissed his cheek again, only this time as she kissed him she deliberately brushed her hand across the tent in the front of his trousers. "Mr. Baldwin, you're sweet." She giggled. "I can also see that you really are very happy to meet me."
Roger laughed. "Melody, that is definitely true."
Suddenly there was a knock at the door.
Roger nervously looked at my wife.
She smiled. "I'm sure that it's just the bellman with a bottle of champagne for us. Why don't you step into the bathroom while I take care of him."
After she was sure that Roger was safely hidden away Kelly went to the hotel room door and asked, "Who is it?"
"Melody, it's Mark. I have your bottle of champagne."
Kelly opened the door. Mark the bellman stepped into the room carrying a tray with a bottle of champagne in an ice bucket and two glasses on it. He set the tray down on the table and picked up the bottle. There was a loud pop as he opened it without spilling a drop, then he set it back in the ice bucket and turned to Kelly.
"Has Mr. Baldwin arrived?"
"Yes Mark, he's in the powder room." Kelly handed him a folded twenty dollar bill. "Thank you, as always, put the champagne on Mr. Baldwin's tab."
After slipping the twenty dollar bill into his pocket, Mark smiled at Kelly and said; "Thank you Melody, is there anything else I can do for you this evening?"
"No, I think we have everything we need."
Mark turned and went out the door, closing it behind him as he left. As soon as he was gone Kelly called to the bathroom, "Roger you can come out again."
Kelly was pouring two glasses of champagne when Roger walked into the sitting room of the suite. He was shaking his head. "You people certainly are careful about security."
Kelly handed him a glass of champagne. "It's for your own safety. We don't want to put you into a position where someone could blackmail you."
After picking up the other glass of champagne, Kelly took Roger's arm. "I'm quite certain that we won't be disturbed again this evening so why don't we go into the bedroom and make ourselves comfortable."
"I think that's an excellent idea."
Once they were in the bedroom Kelly set her glass of champagne on the night table and turned so that she was facing Roger. As she began loosening his tie, she said; "You know you really are a devilishly handsome man. I think that both of us are going to have a very good time tonight."
Roger took a deep breath.
After removing his tie and loosening his collar button, Kelly said; "Why don't you take off your shoes and lie back on the bed. I'd like to dance for you. Would you like that Roger? Would you like me to dance for you?"
Roger nodded, but then he paused for a second. Kelly had already turned and was plugging an MP3 player into an amplifier and small set of speakers on the dresser. As the first strains of music started playing, he said; "Melody could I ask you for a favor?"
She turned back around. "Of course."
"I know you're supposed to call me Roger for security reasons, but if you don't mind, I'd really like it if you'd call me Glenn. That's my real name."
Kelly smiled. "I'd be happy to do that. If somebody comes to the door I'll start calling you Roger again, but otherwise I'll call you Glenn."



"Thank you."
Kelly was quiet for a moment and then she said, "Glenn you know my names not really Melody, don't you."
He nodded. "I assumed that was the case."
Kelly shook her head. "I'm sorry baby, but I'm not allowed to tell you my real name. I wish I could, but I can't."
Glenn grinned at her. "It's okay, I understand. I'm just going to pretend that Melody is your real name. I think it's a very pretty name."
"I think it is too."
Glenn propped up the pillows and lay back on the bed. "All right, I think it's time for that dance."
Kelly smiled at him and then she sat down on the bed next to him and unzipped his pants. Laughing as she took out his erect penis, Glenn said; "I've heard of dirty dancing, but I think this might me a step beyond that."
Kelly giggled. "I'm just trying to get you in the mood."
"I think what you're doing will be very effective."
Kelly smiled at him and then she took a moment to inspect this new cock that she was holding. It wasn't huge; but it was a nice size, about six inches and moderately thick. Unless Glenn had a problem with premature ejaculation, she could see that she was about to have a very good time.
Still holding his erection in her fingers Kelly looked up at Glenn and said, "You have a beautiful cock. It's so big and hard. I'm going to have fun playing with it tonight."
Glenn laughed. "Melody you are a magnificent flatterer."
Kelly winked at him. "Nope, I'm a sex crazed slut."
That caused Glenn to burst out laughing. "I think I'm going to be very glad that I met you."
"Oh I know you are." Kelly started tugging on his trousers. "Now let's get these pants off of you. They're only going to get in the way."
Glenn lifted his hips off the bed so that Kelly could pull down his trousers. While she was doing that Glenn chuckled and said, "Melody there are people in this world who would suggest that you're just a little bit forward."
Kelly giggled. "Glenn honey, would you prefer that we spend the evening playing checkers so that we can have an opportunity to get to know each other a little better?"
He shook his head. "Nope, I want to play with the sex crazed slut."
"Oh you are my kind of man." There was a huge grin on my wife's face.
After slipping Glenn's pants off of him Kelly neatly laid them over the back of the chair in the corner, then she returned to the bed and started unbuttoning his shirt. "This has to go too."
"You do understand that this really isn't fair. I'm losing my clothes, but you're still wearing yours."
"Trust me sweetie, I'm about to lose mine too and you're going to love watching me while I do it."
Glenn smiled at me wife. Kelly smiled back at him and then she said, "Now sit up just a little bit."
When Glenn sat up Kelly removed his shirt and laid it across the back of the chair next to his trousers.
Returning to the bed she said, "And now your boxer shorts." Glenn's erect penis was sticking out of the front of his underwear. Kelly grabbed the shaft and gave it a firm squeeze. "We have to give this big fellow a little more room to operate."
Glenn chuckled. It was obvious that he was beginning to like my wife. It was easy to see why. She was very skillful at getting a man to relax and making him feel comfortable.
Kelly pulled his boxer shorts off and then she gently pushed him forward so that she could remove his tee shirt. After she'd laid both of them on the chair next to his dress shirt and pants, she looked at Glenn with an impish smile. He was now naked except for his black dress socks. Playfully shaking her head, Kelly said; "We'd better get rid of these too. We don't want this to look like a cheap porno movie."
Glenn laughed as she pulled off his socks. "Melody, you really do enjoy your work, don't you."
"You mean getting to party with handsome studs like you?"
"You are a flatterer."
Kelly winked at him. "Just the truth baby, nothing but the truth."
Glenn laughed some more. He was enjoying himself. It was obvious that my wife was very good at her job."
Kelly once again sat down on the edge of the bed next to Glenn. "Before I start taking off my clothes I'd like to give you another kiss."
Grasping his erect penis in her hand, Kelly stroked him several times and then she leaned over and softly kissed the head of his engorged cock. Glenn gasped as she parted her lips and took him in her mouth. She was careful and only sucked him for a moment. She wasn't yet ready to make him cum.
Sitting up, Kelly took Glenn's hand and placed it on her clothed breast. "Feel me Glenn. Do you like that? Does touching my breast excite you?"
He nodded.
"Tonight you get to touch me anywhere you'd like."
Glenn took a deep breath. It was obvious that he was now very aroused.
"I have big nipples and I love it when a guy plays with them. Would you like to see them Glenn? Would you like to see my big hard nipples?"
"Yes please." His answer was barely audible.
Kelly stood up and started swaying her hips in time to the music that was playing in the background. As she moved she stared into Glenn's eyes and slowly unbuttoned her blouse. After slipping it off of her shoulders she tossed it onto the chair and then she reached behind her back and unfastened her brassiere. For a moment she held the cups in place over her large breasts while she seductively danced to the slow rhythmic beat of the rhythm and blues song.
Mesmerized, Glenn couldn't take his eyes off of my wife.
Kelly responded to his obvious excitement by sensually licking her lips. She danced for another few seconds and then she pulled the unfastened brassiere away and exposed her naked breasts.
Glenn gasped.
My wife giggled. "Do you like them Glenn? Do you like my big tits?"
Glenn slowly nodded.
Continuing to sway her hips in time to the music, Kelly tossed her bra onto the chair and began unfastening her skirt. Glenn watched as she slowly lowered the zipper and let the skirt fall to the floor revealing the black lace garter belt that was holding up her black nylon stockings. Kelly stepped out of the skirt, picked it up and tossed it onto the chair with the rest of their clothes, then she started dancing again.
As she danced she hooked her thumbs into the elastic waist band of the tiny black lace thong she was wearing over her garter belt. Slowly she began inching it down her hips.
Glenn was staring at her intently. When he could just see the top of the cleft of Kelly's sex she stopped and quietly said, "I shaved my pussy this afternoon. I did it just for you. I hope you like a girl with a shaved pussy."
Taking a deep breath, he whispered, "Yes I do."
"Would you like to see it Glenn? Would you like to see my cute little bald pussy?"
"Yes, please."
My wife pushed her panties down to her thighs and then she lasciviously slipped a finger between the lips of her freshly shaved cunt and began fingering herself while she continued to sway her hips in rhythm to the music.
Without realizing it, Glenn let his hand drop to his erect penis. While he watched my wife masturbate as she danced for him, he started stroking his very hard cock.
As soon as Kelly realized what he was doing, she kicked off her panties and sat down next to him on the bed. Gently removing his hand from his cock, she placed it on her breast. "Why don't I do that for you while you play with my tits."
Glenn grinned and immediately started rolling Kelly's nipple between his fingertips. At the same time she began to slowly stroke his throbbing erection.
After a moment Kelly got up on the bed and kneeled along side Glenn so that her head was over his cock and her pussy and ass were near his face. "Sweetheart, I want you to explore my body while I suck your cock. I want you to relax and enjoy yourself. I'm going to make you cum and when you do cum I'm going to keep you in my mouth."
Glenn gasped when he felt Kelly take him in her mouth. For a moment he lay back and enjoyed the sweet sensations of pleasure she was creating and then he began exploring the crack of her ass with his fingertips.
Kelly used both her hands and her mouth on Glenn. She stroked him while she sucked him and then she fondled with his balls while she sucked him. Two times she sensed that he was nearing an orgasm and both times she backed off for a moment so that he could regain his control. The third time she felt his excitement growing she didn't back off. Instead she started masturbating and sucking Glenn with increased the intensity.
He sensed that she was trying to make him cum so he lay back on the pillows and closed his eyes. It wasn't long before he felt the familiar warm tingling sensation building in his loins. He took a deep breath and then a flood of pleasure rippled through him as he ejaculated several spurts of warm semen into my wife's mouth.
Kelly kept sucking him. This was a new experience for Glenn. His wife was willing to give him a blow job on special occasions like his birthday and their anniversary, but she always insisted that he warn her just before he was about to ejaculate so that she could take his cock out of her mouth. Now he just lay back and enjoyed the pleasure of Kelly's mouth while he finished ejaculating and his erection slowly softened.
Once his cock had shriveled to it's normal size Kelly sat up and lay down next to Glenn. For a moment they cuddled in silence and then Glenn said, "That was wonderful, I've never done that before."
Kelly sat up and looked at him. "Had a blow job? Doesn't your wife do that for you?"
"Yes, but only on special occasions and when she does do it she never lets me..." He hesitated for a moment and then he said, "You know keep it in."
"You mean she doesn't let you cum in her mouth."
"That's right."
"Lots of women are squeamish about that." She giggled. "Guys too."
Glenn laughed. "That's for damn sure. I'd be real squeamish about it."
Kelly shrugged. "I like the taste of a guy's cum. I suppose I just associate it with the fun I have when I give a man a blow job."
"Melody, you are an amazing woman."
"Because I like to give blow jobs?"
Chuckling, Glenn said; "Well I guess that's part of it." He thought for a moment and then he said, "But only part of it. You're so beautiful and so adventurous. It's like you're some kind of wonderfully uninhibited free spirit."
Kelly giggled. "Now who's being the flatterer."
Glenn grinned at Kelly, but then he was suddenly silent. His expression became much more serious. After a moment he said, "Melody, I think this may be the most incredible sexual experience of my entire life."
My wife stared at Glenn for several seconds and then she quietly said, "That might be the nicest thing you possibly could have said to me."
Glenn sighed; "Melody, I know you're being paid to be with me, but..."
Gently placing her finger on Glenn's lips to silence him, Kelly whispered; "Shhhh, don't think about that, I'm not. You're an extremely sexy man and you're also very nice. I'm enjoying being with you. For the rest of tonight that's all that matters."
Glenn looked at my wife and slowly nodded his head. They smiled at each other for a moment and then Kelly said, "They told me that you have a sailboat. Tell me about it."
Smiling, Glenn asked; "Do you really want to hear about it?"
Kelly nodded. "Yes I do, I've never known anyone who owned a sailboat."
Glenn laughed. "All right, I'd love to tell you about it.
My naked wife cuddled up to her wealthy businessman's shoulder and gently toyed with his nipple while he described the fun and excitement he experienced when he was sailing his sixty-five foot sloop on Lake Michigan.
Kelly had been slowly stroking my penis while I read to her, but suddenly I realized that she'd stopped. I set the story down and looked at her. She was staring at me.
"What's the matter sweetheart? It's okay if you don't like the story. You can tell me. I won't be offended, I promise."
Shaking her head, Kelly said; "No, I love the story, it's wonderful."
"Then what's wrong?"
"Timmy, the Kelly in this story is a really nice person."
I smiled. "The Kelly I'm married to is a really nice person. All I did was write about her."
She shook her head. "No. I'm not so sure that I am that nice."
"Well I think you are, now be quiet and let me read some more."
Kelly grinned at me. "Timmy I really do love you."
"I know that Kelly. I love you too."
She laughed, "I can tell."
"Would you like to hear some more?"
"Yes please."
I picked up the story and started reading again.
After a few minutes Kelly let her hand slip from Glenn's nipple to his flaccid penis. All she did was flip it over and begin to softly massage the sensitive underside, but that was all she had to do. As she toyed with him she felt Glenn's cock begin to stir.
Glenn was telling Kelly about a trip he and his wife had made to Madeline Island in Lake Superior. When he realized what my wife was doing to him he gasped and stopped talking.
Kelly gave his penis a firm squeeze. Glenn gasped again. She giggled. "I think we're beginning to get a little action down there." She slid down the bed so that her face was next to Glenn's growing cock. "Would you mind if I tried to help things along a little bit?"
Suddenly finishing the story about his sailboat trip to Madeline Island seemed unimportant. Breathlessly Glenn said; "No, I wouldn't mind at all. In fact, I'm sure I'd like it if you to did do that."
Kelly grinned at him and then she leaned over, gave the head of his cock a sloppy wet kiss and looked back up at him. "I thought you might feel that way."
Glenn chuckled, but when Kelly put his cock into her mouth and started sucking him he gasped a third time and stopped talking.
The effect of Kelly's effort was nearly immediate. Glenn's flaccid penis was quickly transformed into a rigid pole. As soon as he was hard my wife sat up. Facing Glenn she climbed across his body and positioned herself so that she was straddling his hips. Her very wet cunt was directly over the head of his fully engorged cock.
Staring into his eyes she picked up Glenn's hands and place one of them on each of her large breasts. "Glenn honey, I want you to play with my tits while we fuck. Will you do that for me? Will you pull on my nipples while you fuck me with your big beautiful cock?"
Glenn didn't answer. He just grasped each of my wife's swollen nipples and started rolling them back and forth between his fingertips.
Kelly's entire body was tingling with excitement as she began lowering herself onto Glenn's erect penis. When she felt the big head touch her wet pussy lips she bit her lower lip and closed her eyes. She continued moving, but she moved slowly. She wanted to savor that wonderful moment. A new man, a man she'd never had before was entering her for the very first time.
The head of Glenn's penis parted her lips and found the entrance to Kelly's womb. She pushed down and suddenly he was inside her. She took a moment to enjoy the thrill created by his presence and then she pushed again. His penetration went deeper.
Kelly was excited and very wet. Taking him was easy. She pushed down a third time and Glenn was completely inside her. At that point she stopped. She didn't move at all. The feel of a new cock inside her cunt was a sensation that my wife relished. She wanted to fully enjoy it.
After a moment she opened her eyes and smiled at Glenn. "Fuck me, fuck me with that big hard dick you've got buried in my cunt and play with my tits while you're doing it." Kelly started to slowly rock her hips back and forth. She was on top, so she was in charge. She was the one who was actually doing the fucking, but she wanted Glenn to feel like he was in command.
Kelly's obscene language aroused Glenn. That was her intention. She'd long ago learned that talking dirty excited most men.
Glenn eagerly played with Kelly's breasts as she rocked back and forth on his cock. While they fucked she carefully monitored Glenn's facial expressions and breathing. She was watching for signs that he might getting ready to cum. She was well aware of his age and she knew that this next orgasm would very likely be his last one for that night. She didn't want him to cum too quickly. She wanted to be able to have an opportunity to slow their pace and give him a chance to regain his control before he began ejaculating.
My wife enjoys being taken by a powerful lover so she generally prefers having her partner on top. That way he can be in control. When she's working she always opts to take the top position first. In that position she's better able to control the intensity of the sex. As soon as she senses that the man she's entertaining is beginning to tire she switches positions with him and allows him to finish on top.
Glenn was very excited and having a wonderful time, but Kelly noticed that he was getting increasingly short of breath. He was an older man, he didn't have the stamina of a youthful lover. She realized that the evening would be ending shortly and she wanted him to experience her grand finale.
Kelly rolled off of Glenn and lay next to him on her back with her legs lasciviously spread apart. Glenn sat up and stared at my wife's wet gaping sex. His erection, glistening with her moisture; stood obscenely at attention, fully engorged and ready for more action.
While smiling at Glenn, Kelly lewdly pressed two fingers into the cleft of her sopping pussy and started masturbating herself. "Fuck me Glenn. Get on top of me and fuck me hard. I want to feel your cock in my cunt again."
That was the only invitation that Glenn needed. He climbed on top of my wife and pushed his cock deep into her slippery cunt. Kelly cooed with delight when she felt him enter her and then she momentarily closed her eyes so that she could enjoy the sensual feel of his chest brushing against her breasts.
Glenn was now in control, but he wasn't a skilled cocksman. He didn't have much appreciation for rhythm and tempo. His fucking amounted to little more than a solid in and out motion done with as much speed and gusto as he could muster.
That was fine with Kelly. While she was on top she'd satisfied her need for gentle pleasure. Now a rough and tumble finish was going to be just fine.
Glenn vigorously fucked my wife and Kelly was enjoying every moment of it. She had her legs wrapped around his thighs and was gleefully trying to meet each of his powerful thrusts with a spirited buck of her own.
Suddenly in a desperate voice Glenn whispered; "Melody, I'm getting ready to cum."
"That's all right Glenn, just keep fucking me. You can cum inside me. It's safe."
Much to my wife's dismay he did exactly the opposite. He stopped fucking her and lay motionless with his erect penis still fully embedded in her cunt. Timidly he said, "I was kind of hoping that you might finish me off with your mouth."
Kelly looked up at him and smiled. "You want to cum in my mouth again, don't you."
He nodded, "Yes"; but then he quickly added, "I'll understand if you don't want to do it. I mean now that I've been inside you."
Kelly smiled at Glenn. "That doesn't bother me at all. Why don't you pull out of me and lay back on the bed."
Glenn gasped excitedly. "Really?"
Giggling, Kelly answered; "Yes, really."
Glenn quickly rolled off of my wife and lay back with his head resting on the pillows. His erect penis was sticking straight up. Kneeling next to him, Kelly grasped his cock in her hand, leaned over and began licking the fully engorged head.
Glenn watched.
Kelly was careful not to start stroking him. She knew that he was close to cumming and she wanted to make this last for at least a minute or two.
She licked the head of his cock and then the shaft. She smiled when she heard Glenn's breath catch as she moved further down and started licking and sucking on his balls. She suspected that this was the first time anyone had ever done that to him.



After a moment Kelly moved back up. Still holding Glenn's cock in her hand she again kissed the head, but this time as she kissed him she parted her lips and slipped his cock into her mouth.
As she sucked Glenn she felt his excitement begin to grow. She responded by stroking his shaft while she continued sucking him. Kelly sensed that it was time to make him cum.
Kelly heard Glenn start taking short quick breaths. The time for slowly stroking Glenn's cock was over, now she vigorously pumped his shaft while she sucked him with unconcerned intensity.
Suddenly Glenn gave out a short cry and then the first spurt of his semen hit the back of my wife's mouth. She kept pumping and sucking him while Glenn ejaculated several more spurts of semen.
Once Glenn was finished cumming Kelly stopped pumping him with her hand and instead gently held him while she continued sucking his now softening penis.
It wasn't until she finally felt his muscles begin to relax that Kelly sat up and smiled at Glenn. "Did you enjoy that sweetie?"
Glenn grinned at her. "Tonight is the first time that I've ever done that. My wife always makes me warn her before I cum so that she can get my cock out of her mouth."
Kelly lay down next to him and kissed his cheek. "Well like I told you earlier, I happen to love the taste of a man's cum and if you can manage one more rally I'll let you do it again.
Glenn chuckled. "That's a wonderful offer, but I don't think I have another one in me."
Kelly started rubbing Glenn's chest. "If you let me work my magic I'll bet I can get you up one more time."
Glenn laughed. "Melody honey, I don't doubt that you could; but tomorrow morning I have a very important meeting with Martin, Wendell and John. I need to get some rest," He sat up. "You're a beautiful woman and you've provided me with an evening that I'll never forget, but I think I'd better call it a night."
Kelly smiled at him. "Glenn, you're a very sweet man. Entertaining you was a pleasure."
Glenn smiled back at her and then they both stood up and started putting on their clothes. While they dressed Glenn told Kelly more about his sailboat on Lake Michigan. Kelly listened to him with genuine interest. One of the reasons my wife was so good at her job was that she truly enjoyed people and loved hearing about the things that excited them.
After they were both finished dressing Glenn looked at Kelly and said, "I guess I'd better get back to my room."
Kelly nodded. "Let me check the hallway first."
My wife stepped out in the hall while Glenn waited in the bedroom. Once she was certain that no one was lurking out there she returned to the suite and found Glenn. "It's safe for you to go back to your room."
Glenn awkwardly looked at my wife. Since this had actually been a business arrangement he wasn't quite sure how to say goodbye.
Recognizing his uncertainty, Kelly walked over to him, put her arms around his shoulders and kissed him on the lips. After she kissed him she smiled and said; "Glenn I had a wonderful time tonight. I'm glad that we were able to get together."
Glenn grinned at her. "Thank you Melody, I'll always cherish the memory of this evening." He kissed my wife one more time and then he turned and walked out of the room.
Kelly closed the door behind him and then she sat down on the couch and waited for a few minutes. After enough time had passed to allow Glenn to get safely back to his room she gave the suite a quick inspection. Once she was certain that neither of them had left anything behind she grabbed her purse and walked to the elevator.
While she waited for the elevator she took out her cell phone and pushed a button. After a moment she said, "Hi Timmy it's me. We're finished. I should be home in about thirty minutes."
I set the story on the night table and looked at Kelly. She was lying with her head on my hip, but she'd long ago stopped playing with my penis.
I waited. Several seconds passed. Finally Kelly looked up at me. There was a single tear running down her cheek. I didn't say anything, I just reached out and tenderly stroked her long blond hair.
After a moment Kelly pulled herself up so that she was lying next to me and whispered into my ear, "I need you T. Lewis Jamieson. I want to make love to you right now." She kissed my lips and then she said; "I'm going to make love to you with my mouth and my hands and my pussy, but most of all I'm going to make love to you with my heart and my soul. Timmy, always remember this. When I'm with another man he can have my mouth, and my hands and my pussy, even my ass; but he will never get my heart and my soul. My heart and my soul will always be reserved exclusively for you."
I smiled at Kelly. "You know that my heart and my soul belong to you. You stole them that day outside our English class when we met for the very first time."
Kelly laughed. "And I'm never giving them back."
"That's okay, I have yours."
"Yes you do Timothy Jamieson, yes you most certainly do."
Kelly climbed on top of me and stared into my eyes. "Make love to me Timmy. Make love to me while I make love to you."
We made love for almost two hours. We used our mouths and our hands. Kelly made love to me with her pussy, I made love to her with my cock.
And we both made love to each other with our hearts and our souls.
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When I arrived at the store the next morning Tonya's gray Mercedes was parked next to the building. I wasn't surprised, but seeing it did make me smile. As improbable as it might seem, I was hoping that Tonya and Kirby would actually be able to make a go of it.
I parked my car and went inside. Tonya was behind the cash register. She was engaged in an animated conversation with Bernice Cartland. Bernice was the cashier receptionist for the tire store down the street. One of her job duties was to open the store at 6:30 so that people could drop off their cars on their way to work. Every morning but Sunday, Bernice stopped at Kirby's on her way to the shop and bought a cup of coffee and a chocolate doughnut.
Bernice was a good looking Brunette in her early forties. She was married and had two teenaged girls. I met her the first morning I worked at Kirby's. That day, after she'd left, Kirby had told me that the guys at the tire store all claimed that she was having an affair with Larry, the store manager. Elvira later confirmed the rumor. It still may not have been true, but it certainly was juicy gossip.
Kirby was on his knees in aisle two. There only were two aisles in the store, but we still had to be able to differentiate between them so Kirby had them numbered, one and two. He was counting cans of soup.
I walked over to him. "Are you doing an inventory?"
He stopped counting and looked up at me. "Just an informal one. I'm trying to get some idea of how much money I might be able to get if I could actually sell everything in the store."
Behind us I heard Tonya say, "Thank you for the invitation; but it's a busy week for me, maybe another time."
Bernice answered, "Think about it, he really is a very handsome man."
"I will Bernice."
"I'd better get over to the store. It was nice talking to you Tonya."
"I enjoyed talking to you too Bernice."
Bernice started to leave but then she stopped and asked, "Are you going to be working in the store every morning?"
Tonya stopped to think. I glanced at Kirby. He was watching her intently.
After a moment she said; "I'd like to work as many mornings as I possibly can, but I won't be able to be here every morning. My job requires that I spend some time traveling."
"So this is just a part time job for you."
"Actually it's not a job at all, I'm just helping Kirby. He's my boyfriend."
Next to me Kirby's face lit up.
Bernice turned and looked at Kirby and then she looked back at Tonya. She wasn't being particularly subtle. She was trying to figure out how my overweight friend could end up with a girlfriend as beautiful as Tonya.
Finally she walked back to the counter, leaned over and whispered into Tonya's ear.
Tonya listened to her and then she answered, "I'll keep that in mind Bernice."
Bernice patted Tonya's hand and then she turned and hurried out of the store. It was almost 6:30, there would be several people waiting outside the tire shop when she got there.
As soon as she was gone Tonya walked over to Kirby and me.
Kirby stood up. He was smiling. "You had a nice chat with Bernice."
Tonya nodded. "Yes I did. She's a very interesting woman. She's married, has two teenaged daughters and dates her boss."
"Did she actually tell you that?"
"You mean that she's married and has two teenaged daughters?" Tonya had an impish smile on her face. She was teasing Kirby.
Kirby rolled his eyes. "No, that she's dating her boss."
Tonya grinned. "Oh yes, she most certainly did. In fact she tried to get me to go out with Larry's older brother Vince. She wanted us to double date. Apparently Larry saw me in the store yesterday and asked Bernice to take a shot at me when she stopped for her coffee this morning."
Kirby looked at Tonya. After a moment he cautiously asked, "What did you tell her?"
Tonya stared at Kirby for a second and then she said, "I told her no thank you." Smiling, she picked up Kirby's hand and gently held it between both of her hands. "Right now, the only man I want to spend time with is you."
She paused for a moment. Her expression slowly became more serious. Finally she said, "But that doesn't mean I might not say yes if she asks me again in the future. Kirby honey I'm just like Kelly. I love sex and I love men, lots of men. I am a professional and my job does provide me with the opportunity to play with a generous variety of men, but sex is also a form of recreation for me. When I meet a man who happens to strike my fancy, I'm always very open about the possibility of getting together with him for a little casual fun."
Kirby looked at her with a puzzled expression. "I thought you didn't date."
"Sweetie, I don't date, but that's not the same as hooking up for a night of hot sex with a guy I meet in the bar at the Goldenrod Supper Club."
Kirby closed his eyes and bit his lower lip. It was obvious that Tonya's blunt declaration had unsettled him.
Tonya noticed his sullen expression. "Kirby, you have to understand that this has nothing to do with my feelings for you. All we're talking about is sex for fun. Kelly's not in love with Chris. All of us know that she's head over heels in love with Timmy. Still, that doesn't mean she shouldn't occasionally get together with Chris so she can enjoy his big cock."
Tonya turned to me."Timmy when Kelly hooks up with another guy; not for business, but just for fun; does that bother you?"
I thought for a moment and then I said, "That's a complicated question."
Tonya raised her eyebrows. "Really?"
"Yes, it really is." I smiled. "I'm also glad that you asked it. I believe you know that in a few hours I'm going to be discussing this same issue with a man that I've never met before."
Tonya smiled. "Yes, I guess I am aware of that." She shrugged, "But I have to admit that it hadn't occurred to me when I asked the question."
Kirby looked at both of us with a puzzled expression. "I don't know anything about any of this. Would someone care to enlighten me."
Tonya patted Kirby's hand. "Sweetheart, I'll tell you all about it later." She sighed. "Right now it's very important to me that we finish this conversation."
Kirby smiled. That made me smile. Kirby was so infatuated with Tonya that I suspected he would accept anything she said as long as she prefaced it by calling him sweetheart."
Tonya turned back to me. "Okay, it is a complicated question. I can understand that. We have some time. If you're willing, I'd still like you to try to answer it. If Kirby and I are going to have any chance to form a relationship were going to have to reach a mutual understanding about this issue."
"All right, I'll do the best I can." I took a moment to think and then I looked at Kirby. "You know that Tonnie entertained a man at The Calvert Hotel last night."
"Yes, I know that."
"And you understand what that means."
"Of course I do. She had sex with him."
I glanced at Tonya. She was studying Kirby. She was very concerned about his reaction to all of this.
"Did that bother you?"
Kirby thought for a moment. "Maybe a little, but not as much as I thought it would. Mostly I just missed being with Tonya."
I smiled. "Kelly also worked last night and I had the same reaction."
Still carefully watching Kirby, Tonya asked me, "Timmy did thinking about what Kelly was doing at The Calvert last night excite you?"
I grinned at her. "You know it did. I even wrote a story about it."
"You did?" Kirby was staring at me with a surprised expression.
"Yes I did. Would you like me to bring it in tomorrow so you can read it?"
He nodded. "Yes, I'd like that very much."
"Timmy, could I read it too."
"Of course you can Tonya. I'll give it to you when you come over for lunch today."
"You're having lunch at Timmy's house today?"
"Yes, and you could too if we could just find someone to take care of the store."
"Elvira can watch the store."
Tonya shook her head. "No she's going to the lunch at Timmy and Kelly's and it's very important for her to be there."
Kirby frowned.
Tonya kissed his cheek. "I'm sorry sweetheart. I promise that..."
Kirby held up his hand. "No I'm being childish. This is my store and it's my job to take care of it. I'm sure there will be other lunches in the future."
I patted Kirby's shoulder. "Buddy, I guarantee you that as soon as you have some free time I'll put together another lunch..." I paused. "No make that a dinner party and you'll be the guest of honor."
Kirby smiled.
Tonya hugged his arm. "Timmy's making quiche Lorraine. I'm sure he'll let me bring a piece back for you tonight."
Kirby looked at Tonya in surprise. "You're coming back here after the lunch?"
"Of course I am. I don't have to work tonight and I certainly don't want to spend the evening with anyone else."
Kirby smiled. "Timmy, could she bring a slice of the quiche back for me?"
I laughed. "Hell, I'll make an entire pie just for you."
He shook his head. "No one piece will be fine. I'm trying to lose a little weight. Elvira's helping me. I've already lost four pounds."
Tonya put her arm around Kirby's waist and hugged him. "If you get any sexier women are going to be lining up for a chance to jump your bones."
Kirby held Tonya in his arms and quietly said, "The only woman I want is you."
Tonya pressed her face against Kirby's massive chest. "Right now you're the only man I want."
She paused. After a moment she looked up at him and sighed. "But Kirby honey, I know that eventually I'm going to want a little variety. It won't be for love or romance and it can't be the men I entertain for JTandR. It has to be men I choose myself. It will just be for casual fun. Will you be able to handle that?"
I carefully watched Kirby. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath.
Before he could respond I patted Tonya's shoulder. "Tonnie, slow down just a little bit. Give Kirby a chance to get used to the idea before you make him answer that question. Earlier, you asked both of us a much simpler question. I answered it, but we got sidetracked before Kirby had a chance to give you his answer."
Tonya nodded and then she looked at Kirby. "Sweetheart do you remember the question?"
"Yes of course I do. Last night when I thought about what you were doing at The Calvert, did I get excited."
"Did you?"
Kirby nervously glanced down at the floor. "This is a little embarrassing."
Tonya shook her head. "It shouldn't be. No one here is going to judge you. Kirby none of your current friends are going to judge you."
She smiled. "Timmy is an admitted submissive masochist who lives as his wife's slave. Your girlfriend," She giggled. "That's me in case you're confused, was a call girl who occasionally participated in sexual acts so perverted that most people can't even imagine them."
Both Kirby and I looked at Tonya and in unison asked, "Like what?"
Tonya started laughing. "Aren't the two of you a pair."
Not to be deterred I shrugged and said, "You already knew that. Now, are you going to tell us?"
Tonya grinned. "Just think about this. During the last few years that I worked as an escort one of my specialties was domination."
I smiled. "Yes, Kelly told me that you're very good at it."
She winked at me. "Dicklet, I wasn't just very good, I was the best."
I took a deep breath and said, "Oh!"
Staring at me, Tonya lasciviously licked her lips as she slowly nodded her head. She knew that my imagination was running wild and she was teasing me.
After a moment she giggled and then she said, "I developed a reputation for being extremely open minded. Word got around and during my last year as an escort a number of very kinky older men were paying me large amounts of money to do some unbelievably nasty things to them."
Kirby stared at her with his mouth gaping open. "And you did it?"
Tonya smiled at him. "Of course I did. I almost always enjoyed it too. Being dominant excites me." She shrugged, "Don't worry, I did have my limits. I've always refused to do anything that might actually cause bodily harm."
Tonya let that sink in for a moment and then she said. "So rubber boy, did you get excited last night when you thought about what I was doing at the Calvert?"
Kirby chuckled. "Yes, after that last revelation I guess I can safely admit that I did."
Tonya hugged him. "And there's nothing wrong with that. There's nothing wrong with your latex fantasy either."
"I know, but admitting to it makes me feel like a pervert." Kirby was nervously staring at the floor.
"Kirby honey, were all perverts. Timmy is a masochistic submissive, I'm a sadistic bitch who loves to fuck, Kelly and Elvira are both totally uninhibited sluts who have a fetish for sucking cocks."
Smiling at Kirby, Tonya said; "Sweetheart, I'm going to tell you a secret. Every time I think about your little fantasy my pussy gets wet. Rubberboy, I can't wait to whip you."
Kirby took a deep breath. "Is that really true?"
Tonya laughed. "Yes Cookie it really is. I have passion for kinky sex scenes. Baby, your girlfriend," She paused and winked at him. "Once again, that's me in case you're still confused."
Both Kirby and I chuckled.
Tonya was on a roll and not about to be distracted so she ignored us and continued. "Your girlfriend just happens to be the biggest pervert in this city, and she doesn't have any interest in changing, so you might as well relax and enjoy her."
Once she was finished she took a deep breath and looked at Kirby. She was waiting for a response.
Grinning at her, Kirby said; "Do you really want to be my girlfriend?"
Tonya shook her head in exasperation. "Yes of course I do. I'm falling madly in love with you, but Kirby honey didn't you hear anything else I just said?'
Kirby shrugged. "Of course I did. You told me that you love sex in all of it's forms, you're completely nonjudgmental and I shouldn't be ashamed to share any fantasies that I might have with you."
Staring at Kirby in surprise, Tonya said; "Yes, that's exactly what I was trying to say."
Kirby shrugged. "I'm a good listener."
"I know you are sweetheart. That's one of your many qualities that I find so attractive."
"You also told me that If I want to be your boyfriend I'm going to have to accept being a cuckold."
Tonya slowly nodded. "Yes, I guess I did say that." There was a tone of sad resignation in her voice. It was apparent that she assumed that Kirby's next words would spell the end of their attempt to forge a meaningful relationship with each other.
In a last desperate effort to salvage the situation Tonya said, "You wouldn't have to be a submissive cuckold like Timmy."
She quickly turned to me. "No offense Timmy. It's just that you and Kirby may not share the same fantasy."
I smiled. "Don't worry, I understand."
"But what if I want to be a submissive cuckold like Timmy? Would that be all right with you?"
Tonya stared at Kirby. After a moment she quietly said, "Yes, I would like that very much. Is that what you want?"
Kirby took a deep breath and then he said, "Admitting it is a little difficult. I've had submissive fantasies ever since I was a teenager, but I've always tried to suppress them. They just never seemed very manly. Now that I've met Elvira, Timmy, Kelly, Mandy, Keisha and most of all you; I've started to reevaluate my attitude about those fantasies."
He laughed. "I don't think I can be exactly like Timmy. I'd look pretty silly wearing a pair of women's panties."
Tonya giggled. "Yes you would, and I don't think I'd ever want to make you do that."
She put her arms around Kirby's waist and hugged him. "Maybe we can just take some time and get to know each other. That might help us decide how we want to make all of this work."
"I think that's a very good idea."
There was a moment of quiet and then Tonya said, "Kirby a few minutes ago I told you that I was falling in love with you."
He nodded. "Yes, you did. I don't think I'll ever forget that moment."
"Really?"
"Yes."
"Kirby I'm afraid."
"Why?"
"I given my mouth and my pussy to hundreds of men, but I've never let any man have my heart."
Tonya's statement reminded me of Kelly's words the previous night. "Lots of men could have her pussy and her mouth, even her ass; but I was the only man who would ever get her heart and her soul. It was clear that both Tonya and Kelly viewed sex and love as two completely different entities.
Kirby held her in his arms. "If you decide to give it to me, I promise that I will always be a trustworthy and caring guardian."
"I know you will."
"What the hell is going on in here? I have never seen the three of you with such intense expressions. I didn't think you were capable of being this serious."
We all turned. It was of course Elvira. She was standing in the doorway to the store.
I grinned at her. "Kirby just told Tonya that he was willing to be her cuckold and now they're professing their undying love for each other."
Elvira shook her head. "Well it's about time Cookie came to his senses and acknowledged his true feelings. Timmy, he's even more of a submissive masochist than you are."
She turned to Kirby. "Tonya is a wonderful woman. Don't mess this up. If you start to have trouble adapting to life as a submissive, lean on your friends. Timmy and I will both help you. And that little brunette, the one whose mom and dad we're going to talk to this afternoon. Her name is Mandy, right?"
I nodded."Yes, that's right."
"She's a sub and I get the impression that she's very comfortable with her position in the world."
"Yes, I think she is."
Elvira smiled. "My Max was too. I think that's the real trick to living as a submissive. You have to be able to ignore the uptight attitude of the rest of the world and accept that this is who you are and even more important, this is who you want to be."
Shaking my head, I said; "That's not easy to do. I'm still struggling with it."
"It took my Max a long time to become completely comfortable with his position." Elvira paused for a moment and then she added. "I think I helped him, at least I tried hard to do that."
She looked at Tonya. "A dominant has to take responsibility for the mental well being of her slave, especially if that slave loves and trusts you. Wielding power over another person, the freedom to enjoy unrestrained arrogance, the prerogative to demand total devotion and obedience and the option to inflict pain, humiliation and suffering whenever the mood strikes; are all exciting, even intoxicating privileges that a dominant enjoys."
"We must always remember that those privileges are granted to us by our submissives. They serve us because they choose to serve us and we have to be careful to balance the pain, suffering and at times deliberate neglect that we inflict with nurturing, care and love."
"Tonya, I understand that you are a very experienced dominant, but you're a professional. Your submissives have always gone back to their normal lives after their session ended. If you and Kirby are successful at forming the bond that both of you appear to be seeking, he will be serving you twenty-four hours a day seven days a week. He will be entrusting his well being to you. Are you willing to accept that responsibility?"
Tonya looked at Kirby. "Is that what you want."



Kirby thought about her question. After a moment he smiled. "Are you asking me if I'd like to spend the rest of my life serving you?"
Tonya took a deep breath and then she answered; "Yes, I believe I am."
"Can I trust you to love and care for me?"
"Yes, yes you can." Tonya was grinning.
"I think we have to spend some more time getting to know each other and I'm not exactly sure how all of this will eventually work out, but I would definitely like to start moving in that direction."
Elvira and I both watched in silence as Tonya put her arms around Kirby's waist and quietly said; "Kirby Lundquist will you love me?"
"Yes Tonya, with all my heart and soul."
"I promise to love you too." And then Tonya whispered. "Hold me Kirby, hold me in your arms and protect me, protect me forever and ever."
"I will Tonya, I promise I will."
Kirby wrapped his huge arms around Tonya and pulled her tightly against him. She pressed her cheek into his massive chest and closed her eyes. They took a minute to enjoy their loving embrace and then Tonya place her hands behind Kirby's head and affectionately pulled his face to hers. They kissed. It was a slow gentle kiss filled with tender passion.
After a moment Tonya slipped her arms back down to Kirby's waist and turned to us. With an exuberant smile on her face, she said; "It looks like I now have a boyfriend and Kirby has a girlfriend."
I glanced at my friend. He was grinning so hard that I thought he might burst. I wasn't quite sure what to say, so I just smiled at him. That seemed to be fine with Kirby. He looked so happy that I was quite certain that at that moment he was probably incapable of speech anyway.
"Way to go Cookie, you now have a gorgeous girlfriend who loves to fuck." Elvira rubbed Kirby's semi erect cock through his trousers as she teasingly added, "Of course you won't always be the one who's getting to fuck her, but that shouldn't be a problem for you. I've always thought you were the kind of man who likes to share." She giggled. "If you're lucky Tonya might even let you watch once in a while."
"Ellie quit!" Tonya squeezed Kirby's waist. "My big baby is going to get all the fun he can handle."
Elvira smiled. "Oh I know that. It's just that I love cookie so much that it's hard for me to resist teasing him."
Tonya nodded. She was about to say something when next to her Kirby quietly asked, "Could I? I mean I'd promise to be really quiet and not bother you at all."
Letting go of his waist, Tonya stepped back and stared at Kirby. She was clearly surprised by his request. After a moment she said, "Do you really want to?"
"Yes, I think I do." There wasn't a trace of hesitation in his voice. "Timmy got to watch Kelly with Chris." He looked at me. "You enjoyed that, didn't you?"
"I did, but..."
"It also upset him when he saw Kelly with Martin Jackson." Tonya was obviously concerned about this.
I turned to Tonya. "But that was just because I'd never realized how focused Kelly gets when she's with a guy."
Tonya shook her head. "I don't know sweetheart. I'm afraid that you might hate me after you see me with another man."
Kirby smiled. "I could never hate you Tonya."
"I could sit with him and hold his hand. When I had a boyfriend who would let him, my Max loved to watch me. Tonnie, you have to let him watch once in a while. It will help him imagine what's happening all the other times you're out with a man."
"But there aren't very many guys who would be willing to let Kirby watch." Tonya smiled. "Most men are a little shy about that."
"Antoine would do it and I'll bet Chris would too."
Tonya looked at me. She thought for a moment and then she said, "Yes Timmy, you're right. If I explained the situation I'm sure that both of them would be happy to do it." She sighed. "All right, I'll talk to them." She looked at Kirby and giggled. "Do you want to see me getting fucked by a big black cock or a big white cock?"
"Maybe we could get Kelly and the four of you could have a little party." There was a mischievous grin on my face.
"I'll sit between the two boys and play with their little peepees while the two studs are taking turns fucking you and Kelly. That way they'll be in the proper mood when it's clean up time." Elvira was grinning.
Tonya burst out laughing. "All right, I'm going to see both Kelly and Antoine this afternoon. I'll ask them."
I glanced at Kirby. There was a huge grin on his face. I smiled at him. "I guess I am going to have to put a little dinner party together, but don't think you're going to be the guest of honor."
Elvira laughed. "No, Cookie's going to get his first experience as a slave."
Kirby took a deep breath.
Tonya put her arms around his waist and looked into his eyes. "Does that excite you sweetheart? Would you like to be a slave for my lover and me?"
Slowly nodding his head, Kirby quietly answered; "Yes, I think I would."
Tonya smiled and then she let go of Kirby's waist, possessively took hold of his arm and turned to Elvira and me. "Before we can have any dinner parties, we're going to have to figure out what to do about this store."
Kirby sighed. "Yes, it certainly puts a damper on our social life." He chuckled. "Before I met all of you it was never a problem. I didn't have a social life."
Tonya squeezed his arm. "Well now you have a very exciting one."
"And no time to enjoy it." Kirby shook his head.
"Don't worry sweetheart, we'll find a solution."
"Hey! I hate to break up this party, but look at the time." Elvira pointed at the clock on the wall.
All of us looked. It was 9:15.
"Kelly called me this morning and told me that I was to make sure that Timmy left to go to the grocery store by 9:30."
I turned to Elvira. "Kelly called you this morning?"
"Yes, just before I left my house."
"I'm surprised that she was up and how did she get your telephone number?"
"I gave it to her last night at the Goldenrod Supper Club. Mandy wants to be sure that this luncheon with her father today goes smoothly." Tonya smiled. "I'm sure Mandy called Kelly and got her out of bed and I'm also guessing that she's already over at your house, dusting and vacuuming."
I laughed. "These days Mandy's using our vacuum cleaner more often than I am."
Elvira patted my butt. "Timmy, it's time for you to go. The three of us can cover the store for the rest of the morning."
"All right." I looked at Kirby. "I wish you could be there buddy. I'll send some quiche and salad back with Tonya and Elvira.'
He smiled. "Thanks Timmy, I'd like that."
I turned to leave, but when I got to the door I stopped and turned around again. "Tonya, Kelly told me that there was a big meeting at the Goldenrod last night. Martin, John and Wendell were all there. She said they were making some changes in the hostess section. What happened?"
Tony looked at Elvira and Kirby for a moment and then she said, "Everything is still in the discussion stage, nothing has been finalized yet. Last night they just gave us a brief overview of what might be happening."
"Are they going to hire more hostesses?"
Tonya shook her head. "No, I think their plans have more to do with trying to make the department run a little more efficiently. Kelly and I will let you know the moment we hear about any formal changes."
"Thanks Tonya." I turned to leave.
As I opened the door, Tonya said; "Timmy I did learn that you're getting your new car tomorrow."
I stopped and turned again.
Kirby was grinning. "I hope you're getting one of those big Lincolns."
Tonya shook her head. "Nope, he's getting exactly what he asked for, a very nice Ford Escape."
"Thanks Tonnie, I'm excited."
I waved at my three friends and then I quickly left the store. I was suddenly feeling a sense of urgency. I had just over two hours to put together a luncheon, a luncheon that was extremely important to another very good friend.
On my way home I had to make a stop to buy groceries. I was very efficient and the checkout line was short so I managed to get in and out of the store in less than twenty minutes. It was just ten o'clock when I pulled into our garage. Kelly's Mercedes was parked in her stall. Mandy's Jaguar and a late model Chevy Malibu were parked in front of the house. I only had two bags of groceries so I was able to carry everything into the house in one trip.
Mandy walked into the kitchen as I was unpacking the bags. Her long brown hair was tied back in a casual ponytail. She was dressed in a pair of tight blue jeans, a lace trimmed pink tee shirt and a pair of open toed ankle strap sandals. I couldn't help noticing that her fingernails and toenails were both painted a matching shade of magenta.
"Hi Timmy, thank you so much for agreeing to put together this lunch. It really is important to me. I so badly want to see my mom and dad get back together."
I smiled at her. "I'm glad I can help. I just hope we're successful."
Mandy sighed. "I hope we are too."
"Where's your dad? I assume that's his Malibu parked behind your Jaguar."
"He's in the den with Kelly. She's showing him some cuckold websites on your computer. She'll bring him in here when they're done."
"Mandy I know you want me to talk to your dad about our lifestyle, but I'm not exactly sure how to get started. I mean, you and I are about the same age. Your dad could be my dad."
Mandy smiled. "I know, that's why he's with Kelly right now. She'll get him ready. Face it Timmy, there's not a man alive who wouldn't want to talk about sex with your wife. When she brings him in here she'll get the conversation started. All you'll have to do is be honest and tell the truth."
"I can do that."
Mandy was quiet for a moment and then she very hesitantly said, "Except for one thing Timmy."
I looked at her. "What's that?"
"Remember that I told you that my dad doesn't know the truth about my job at JTandR."
"Yes, because you're afraid that he might do something that could cause problems for the firm."
"That's right, so Timmy my dad thinks that Kelly, Keisha, Tonya and I all work for the same escort agency."
"I see, so I'm going to have to be prepared to answer questions about how I feel about my wife meeting businessmen in hotels for sex." I smiled at her. "I don't think that should be too difficult. Kelly entertained a man at the Calvert Hotel last night. I won't have to actually lie, all I'll have to do is leave out a few details."
"Thank you Timmy."
"Mandy the last thing I want to do is create problems for JTandR. Right now they're just as important for Kelly and me as they are for you."
"Our lives are pretty good right now, aren't they."
"Yes they certainly are."
Mandy kissed my cheek and then she said, "What can I do to help you with the lunch?"
"Want to help me make the pie crusts?"
"Pie crust! Timmy, I can't even boil water." Mandy was staring at me with an incredulous expression."
Grinning at her, I said; "Then it's a good thing that we don't have to boil water to make pie crust."
Mandy rolled her eyes. "Timmy, be serious."
"I am being serious. Come on, you can roll out the dough."
"Really? I mean, do you actually think I can do that?"
I laughed. "Yes I do."
I spent the next few minutes showing Mandy how to make a pie crust. I'm not certain which of us enjoyed it more. Mandy has an intense desire to learn how to cook and I have to admit that I love the opportunity to demonstrate my skill in the kitchen.
Mandy was rolling out the dough and I was pressing it into the pie pans when Kelly walked into the kitchen. A middle aged man was a step behind her.
He was a good looking man, not muscular and ruggedly handsome; but lean and graceful, a dancer rather than a linebacker. His fine facial features were more feminine than masculine and his neatly pressed plaid sport shirt, sharply creased khaki slacks and highly polished Italian loafers suggested a fastidious concern about his appearance.
The moment she saw him Mandy smiled. "Hi daddy, I'm making pie crust."
The man laughed. "This is the first time I've ever seen either you or your mother attempt to make anything more challenging than a peanut butter sandwich."
Mandy stepped over to me and grabbed my arm. "Timmy's teaching me." Then, pulling me towards her father, she said; "Daddy, this is Kelly's husband and my good friend, Timothy Jamieson. Timmy, this is my daddy; David Wells."
He stepped towards me with his had extended. "Tim it's a pleasure to meet you."
I took his hand and gently shook it. Neither of us seemed to be into powerful handshakes. "Mr. Wells, it's a pleasure to meet you too. Please call me Timmy."
He smiled. "Only if you'll call me Dave."
I gave him a slight nod.
Next to me, Mandy asked her father; "Did Kelly show you the web sites?"
Dave's smile vanished. He nervously looked down at the floor and quietly answered, "Yes she did." Clearly the subject of cuckolding was stressful for him.
Kelly slipped her arm around his arm and held it tightly. My wife excelled at making men, especially middle aged men like David Wells, feel comfortable. In a very soothing voice Kelly said; "Davy it's okay, Timmy knows everything and he's not going to judge you. He would never judge you. Besides, Timmy is a cuckold too. Just last night I met a man at the Calvert Hotel for sex and Timmy knew all about it."
Dave looked at me. "Doesn't that bother you?"
As you may have gathered from my earlier conversation with Tonya, Kirby and Elvira; I viewed that as a very complicated question. This however, was not the time for complexity. If Dave Wells and I became friends that discussion might come later, but at this moment I knew that a clear and definite answer was required.
I looked directly into his eyes and shook my head. "No, it doesn't bother me at all."
"It doesn't?" There was a tone of skepticism in his voice.
"No it doesn't. Dave my wife loves sex. It's a passionate hobby for her just like playing golf, making quilts, restoring antique cars or playing bridge are passionate hobbies for people. To Kelly, sex can be an expression of love, but it doesn't have to be. For her it can also be nothing more than an exciting pastime.
Dave shook his head. "No, that can't be true. Women don't view sex that way."
Kelly playfully poked him in the ribs. "And what great oracle told you that?"
He shrugged. "Everyone knows that. It's conventional wisdom."
Kelly looked at him. "Whose conventional wisdom?"
"I don't know, everyone's."
"It's not mine and I don't think your wife believes that either."
"You're telling me that you can go to bed with a man and not feel any emotional attachment to him at all." Dave was staring at my wife.
Boldly locking eyes with him, Kelly answered; "That's right and I'm quite certain that both your daughter and your ex wife feel exactly the same way."
Dave glanced at Mandy. She smiled and said, "She's right daddy."
"But at work all the guys say that if a wife is playing around with other men she can't possibly still love her husband."
Kelly smiled. "And why would you accept their narrow viewpoint as the truth?"
"It makes sense."
"Does it?" Kelly gestured towards me. "Do you see that man over there."
Dave nodded.
"Timmy is the center of my universe. The sun in my world rises and sets on him. Davy, I'm an escort. I date men professionally. I also date men socially, just for fun. I even have a boyfriend. During the past week that boyfriend has had dinner in this house on two evenings. Timmy prepared and served the dinner both times. My boyfriend is a very nice man and he's outstanding in bed, but to me he's nothing more than a friend with benefits and that's all he'll ever be. He knows that and he accepts it because he understands that I only love one man and that man is Timothy Jamieson. Timmy is the only man I'll ever love."
Dave looked at me. "Did you really make dinner for her boyfriend?"
"Yes I did. One night it was a party. Mandy was here too. There were eight of us so I made a simple dinner. I served a lasagna, salad and garlic bread. The other night it was just Kelly and her boyfriend so I was able to be a little more lavish. I made a standing rib roast."
"It was wonderful. Chris, that's my boyfriend, and I both ate too much. We actually had to sit in the living room and relax for a little while before we felt like moving into the bedroom to fuck."
Dave stared at me. "And it didn't bother you when this other man went into your bedroom with your wife?"
I shook my head. "No, it didn't. Chris is very good in bed. Kelly enjoys him. That makes me happy."
"Davy, Timmy is a cuckold. It excites him when I'm with another man. This is what those web sites I showed you are all about."
Dave took a long slow breath. After a moment he quietly said, "This is all very confusing."
Mandy took his arm. "Daddy, those cuckold web sites are extremely popular. There are lots of men in this world just like Timmy."
"The guys at work would never believe it."
Kelly took his other arm. "Davy honey, I think it's much more likely that some of those guys at work would never admit it."
Dave turned to Kelly. "Does Timmy ever get to watch? You know, when you're with another guy?"
Kelly, Mandy and I smiled. All three of us understood the importance of Dave's question.
I started to answer. "Just in the last..."
Kelly held up her hand. "Timmy honey, let me answer this."
I nodded. Kelly had been doing a very good job. I was more than happy to defer to her.
"Davy, most men are extremely reluctant to let another man watch them while they're engaged in sex. A man has to be very confident about his prowess in bed before he's willing to allow another man into the room."
"But I've seen lots of pictures and movies of my wife and her lovers."
"That's true, but those men didn't know they were being photographed or filmed."
"All right, I'll grant you that; but I've also seen pictures and films of Veronica having sex with several men at the same time. They had to be watching each other."
Kelly smiled. "Yes, but I think that may be easier for some guys. When one man is just watching it's easy for the other man to feel like the observer is sitting in judgment. When both men are participating, they each have to lay it on the line and show what they've got."
Dave nodded and then he turned to me. "Timmy that brings up another issue. When you make love to Kelly aren't you worried that she's comparing you to all of her other lovers?"
"Davy, Timmy doesn't have to..."
Now it was my turn to hold up my hand. "Kelly, I'd like to answer this one."
Kelly smiled. "All right Babydoll."
"Dave I have a small penis and I tend to cum quickly. I'm not exactly what you'd call a studly cocksman."
Dave slowly nodded. Kelly and Mandy both smiled at me.
"Kelly didn't marry me because of my prowess in bed. She married me because she enjoys spending time with me."
"Davy honey, there are hundreds of guys who can ring my bell with their big cocks, but I've never met anyone who's company I enjoy more than Timmy's." Kelly paused for a moment and then she said; "And don't let Timmy sell himself short. He happens to be a wonderful lover. He's my favorite lover."
She smiled. "No he's not a studly cocksman, but he is a kind, caring and gentle lover. He also happens to be an absolute artist with his tongue and I'm quite certain that he's the most imaginative sex partner I'll ever have. "
Kelly and Mandy both winked at me. I wiggled my eyebrows at them. David was listening to Kelly so intently that he didn't notice.
Turning back to David, Kelly continued; "If we were taking about ice cream, Timmy would without a doubt be my favorite flavor; but I happen to enjoy a little variety and there are hundreds of different flavors of ice cream out there. I will admit that I like some flavors better than others. Mandy and Timmy can both tell you that I occasionally appreciate a big cock."



Giggling, Mandy said; "Don't we all"
I poked her in the side and whispered; "Shhhh."
Mandy put her fingers over lips and said, "Oops."
Fortunately David was still so focused on what Kelly was saying that he again didn't notice us.
Ignoring Mandy and me, Kelly kept talking to David. "But size really isn't the issue. A clumsy, self centered oaf with a big cock is a bore. I would much rather have a man with a small cock and a big imagination. I want a man who not only cares about pleasing himself, but is also concerned about pleasing me."
"Daddy, when Kelly is with a man, any man, she's able to focus all of her attention on pleasing him. She's known for it. It's one of the reasons that she's such a good escort. What she's trying to tell you is that when she's with a lover for fun rather than business, she wants a man who gives her the same consideration."
Kelly smiled. "I also happen to be madly in love with Timmy and that makes the sex with him even better."
David looked at my wife. "I thought you just told me that sex and love were separate entities. That you could easily enjoy sex without the entanglement of love."
"I did, and I meant what I said. Sex and love are not synonymous. I can have wonderful sex with a man without any emotional attachments at all; but Davy honey, love makes everything better. The Kennsington Grill is my favorite restaurant and you appear to be a very interesting man. I'm sure that we could have a wonderful evening having dinner there, but it would never be as much fun for me as having dinner there with Timmy,"
"So why would you ever want to have dinner there with anyone else?"
"Because having dinner at the Kennsington with you would still be fun and it would be different. Variety makes life interesting. "
"But what about Timmy? If you and I are having dinner together, then Timmy isn't getting to be with you."
"David, if your ex wife had been playing bridge two nights a week, would you have divorced her?"
"Well no, but..."
Kelly smiled. "Most married couples occasionally spend evenings apart."
"That is true. " David was silent for a moment and then shaking his head, he said; "I'd feel like I was always competing with those other guys. I'd be constantly afraid that I was going to lose Veronica."
Mandy took her father's hand and held it. Looking into his eyes, she said; "Daddy, you've been separated for eight years. During that time mom's never even had a steady boyfriend. She's made it very clear that you're the only man she'll ever love. If you were going to lose her to another man it would have happened a long time ago."
"But she dates men that are tall and incredibly handsome. Some of those men have to be fabulous lovers."
Kelly took his other hand. "I'm sure they are, but she loves you. That puts you in a special category. None of those men will ever be able to compete with you."
"Daddy, mom loves you."
David Wells stared at the floor, after a moment he turned to Mandy. There was a tear running down his cheek. "I miss your mother so much."
"She misses you too daddy."
"Would you lose your respect for me if I agreed to let her have her men friends?"
"No daddy, not at all. In fact I would see it as the action of a very confident man."
"Do you think she'd take me back?"
Mandy grinned at him. "In a second."
"You told me that she's coming to lunch today."
"Yes, my friend Keisha is bringing her."
Dave turned to Kelly. "Is it possible that you might be able to create an opportunity for me to be alone with Veronica for a few minutes?"
"That's the reason we invited both of you to lunch."
All four of us smiled at each other and then Kelly, once again exhibiting her highly polished social skills, tugged on Dave's arm. "Come on Davy, let's sit down at the kitchen table and watch Timmy and Mandy finish making lunch."
As Dave sat down he casually asked Kelly, "Don't you help with the cooking?"
Mandy and I stopped what we were doing and looked at her father. I don't think any of us had anticipated the possibility that we might have to discuss this aspect of our relationship. That was of course naive.
Kelly started to answer. "Timmy and I have each assumed defined roles in our..."
"Ms. Mason, I think I'd better try to answer this one."
Kelly noted Mandy's use of her formal name and nodded. "Very well nymph."
Dave looked at Mandy with a puzzled expression. "Mandy what's going on here? Why did you just call Kelly Ms. Mason and why did she just call you nymph?"
"Daddy please just listen, I'll explain everything." Mandy paused for a moment and then she took a deep breath. "A few minutes ago Kelly promised that she and Timmy wouldn't judge you. Now I'm asking you to not judge us."
"Mandy you're making me nervous." Dave was clearly agitated.
Kelly gently touched his hand and in a very soothing voice said, "Just listen to her Davy. You'll understand, in fact I suspect that you're going to understand very very well."
"Daddy, I'm a submissive, a slave."
Dave stared at Mandy in amazement.
"I don't know why, I just am. I discovered my submissive nature while I was living in Las Vegas. Timmy is a submissive too. He is Kelly's husband and they love each other very much, but he also lives as her slave."
Dave looked at me. I wasn't quite sure what I should do so I just shrugged and smiled.
"Kelly is a dominant. That's why I called her Ms. Mason. She called me nymph because that's my slave name."
Still gently stroking Dave's hand, Kelly said; "Timmy and Mandy will be serving our lunch today."
"Sometimes when Kelly and the other dominants are entertaining, Timmy and I have to eat in the kitchen; but that's only when we're having sex parties. All of us are good friends so generally we all sit at the table together."
Kelly nodded. "Today they'll be eating lunch with us at the table."
Dave took a long slow breath and then he looked down at the floor. He didn't say anything, he just rubbed his brow and stared at his shoes.
I started to worry that we'd gone too far too quickly. I could see that Mandy and Kelly shared the same concern.
Mandy quietly said; "Daddy I'm sorry if this is upsetting for you, but this is now a big part of my life and I wanted you to know about it."
Dave chuckled and then he looked up at Mandy and smiled at her. "It's okay, I'm not upset." He shook his head. "Sometimes it's hard for me to believe that you're not really my biological daughter."
Looking at him with a puzzled expression, Mandy asked; "What do you mean?"
"Mandy honey ever since I was a teenager I've had submissive fantasies. I'd believe that you inherited those feelings from me, but of course we both know that's not possible."
"Does mom know about this?"
Dave shook his head. "We've never discussed it, but I think she sensed it from the beginning. It was certainly reflected in our love making. I became quite skilled at orally pleasuring her."
He thought for a moment and then he said, "I've often wondered if my submissive disposition wasn't one of the factors that caused her to seek out other lovers. I understand that most women prefer men who are assertive and demanding in bed."
Kelly patted his hand. "I think it's more likely that your wife shares the same view as me and some of Mandy's other friends. We enjoy a variety of men. Timmy is a wonderful lover. Like you, he's also very skilled at pleasuring a woman with his tongue. I always relish the time we spend making love, but I have to admit that a man with a more aggressive style and a big cock is an undeniable thrill."
Dave laughed. "Mandy your friend certainly has a refreshingly open attitude about sex."
"Wait until you meet Keisha and Tonya." Mandy was giggling.
"Davy, would you like to get down on your knees and kiss my toes." Kelly had crossed her legs. One of her sandals dangled enticingly from her big toe."
Dave looked at my wife's foot and took a slow breath. It was obvious that he was excited. "I ah, I don't know." And then in a barely audible voice, he said; "Yes, but my daughter is here."
All of us immediately understood his reticence.
Diplomatically Mandy said, "I think I'll go into the dining room and set the table."
As soon as Mandy was out of the room Dave turned to me. In a very nervous voice he asked, "Timmy are you sure this is all right with you?"
"Yes Dave, it is." I paused for a moment and then I added; "But I'm not only a cuckold, I'm also a submissive masochist. It might be even more fun for me if I didn't feel like it was okay."
Both Kelly and I grinned at him.
Dave stared at us for a moment and then he started to chuckle. "I have never met two people who are as open about their sexual inclinations as the two of you appear to be."
Still smiling, Kelly shrugged and said; "Davy, we're all pervs, each and every one of us. It's just that Timmy, Mandy and I and some of our friends, the people you're going to meet at lunch today, are a little freer about admitting it."
Kelly thought for a moment and then she added, "We also understand that other people's fantasies aren't necessarily wrong just because they might be different from our own."
That brought a grin to Dave's face.
Kelly wiggled her toes. "Are you ready to get down on your knees and kiss my feet."
"Will you think I'm a pervert?"
Vigorously nodding her head, Kelly said; "Absolutely, and that will just add to your charm."
Dave laughed.
Suddenly the front door bell rang. We heard Mandy hurry across the living room.
A moment later we heard Tonya's voice. "Hi Mandy, where is everybody?"
"Kelly, Timmy and my dad are in the kitchen. I think Kelly is making my dad kiss her feet."
"Come on Ellie, we have to see this. Mandy, your mom is riding with Keisha. They were pulling up to the curb while we were ringing the doorbell. Antoine was right behind them. "
The kitchen door swung open. Tonya swept in followed by Elvira. They were both grinning. As soon as Tonya saw that David was standing up she frowned. "Damn, I was hoping to walk in on a really kinky scene."
I walked over to Tonya and Ellie. Taking both of them by the arm, I turned to David. "Dave, these are our very good friends Tonya Lewis and Elvira Higgins. Tonya and Ellie, this is Mandy's father, David Wells."
David gave each of them a smile and a slight nod of his head. "Tonya, Elvira; I'm honored to meet both of you."
Tonya extended her hand. As Mandy's father took it she said; "Dave, Mandy has told us so much about you. It's a pleasure to finally make your acquaintance."
After a very brief handshake Dave turned to Elvira and took her extended hand.
Elvira smiled. "It's nice to meet you David. Please call me Ellie."
As they shook hands, David said; "Thank you Ellie, please call me Dave."
Kelly stood up. Shaking her head, she said; "No Davy, Ellie is a dominant. In this house, even in the kitchen, you will be known as Davy and if this luncheon goes according to plan you will soon be addressing Ellie as Ms. Higgins."
David let go of Elvira's hand and took a deep breath.
Tonya turned to Kelly with raised eyebrows. "When we came in nymph told us that her father was in here kissing your feet. Is it true? Do we have a new submissive?"
Kelly smiled. "We'll have to see how the lunch turns out, but I think it's very likely. Davy has certainly expressed the inclination."
Tonya and Elvira's eyes shifted back to David. It seemed as if they were both now looking at him in a different light. After appraising him for a moment, Tonya said; "This is very exciting. I hope that Mandy's mother will allow us to participate in his training."
Kelly was about to say something, but she was interrupted. The doorbell was ringing again.
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We all listened as Mandy opened the front door. After a moment we heard Keisha's voice. "Hi Mandy, thank you for letting me pick up your mother. She is an absolutely delightful woman."
"Keisha, you're quite a bit of fun yourself. Mandy I can't wait to meet the rest of your friends." That of course had to be Mandy's mother.
There was a pause and then in a quieter voice Mandy's mother asked, "Is your father here?"
"Yes mom, he is. He's in the kitchen."
Kelly looked at me. "Timmy honey, I think that Tonnie, Ellie and I should go into the living room and greet Mandy's mother."
The quiches were in the oven. I was busily working on the spinach salad. I glanced over my shoulder at Kelly ."Good, if it's all right with you I'm going to stay in here and finish making the lunch."
After nodding to me in agreement Kelly turned to David. "Davy why don't you stay here with Timmy. I'm sure he could use a hand. That will also give the rest of us an opportunity to get acquainted with your ex wife."
"That's a good idea."
I thought I detected a note of relief in Dave's voice. That didn't surprise me. He had to be very anxious about the impending meeting with his ex wife.
As Kelly turned to leave I called to her. "Kelly I made several pitchers of iced tea. I'll have Dave prepare a tray of glasses. If you send Mandy in here in a few minutes she can serve them."
Kelly nodded. "Thank you Timmy, I'll send her in."
As soon as Kelly, Tonya and Elvira left the kitchen I turned to Dave. "The pitchers of iced tea are in the refrigerator. The glasses are in the cupboard above the sink. You'll find plenty of ice in the freezer. You can use the silver tray on the shelf next to the kitchen table." I sensed that the previous few minutes had to have been emotionally draining for Dave and there was more to come. I was guessing that he might appreciate a brief opportunity to focus all of his attention on a simple task.
He smiled at me. "I'll take care of it Timmy."
For the next few minutes we worked together in tranquil silence. I'd guessed correctly.
Our moment of serenity was finally broken by Mandy's return. We both turned when we heard the door open and we smiled at her as she stepped into the kitchen.
After grinning at both of us she walked over to her father and kissed his cheek. "How are you doing Daddy? Are things moving too quickly for you?"
He shook his head. "No I'm all right." Nodding towards me, he added; "Timmy is a calming influence."
Mandy flashed me a quick smile and then she looked back at her dad. "Mom likes my friends."
"That doesn't surprise me. I would imagine that she finds their open attitude about sex extremely appealing."
"Daddy, they're also very nice people."
"Yes sweetheart, they are." Dave paused for a moment and then he said, "I have to admit that I also find their open attitude about sex refreshing."
"Really?"
"Yes, most of the people I've known in my life are uptight and rigid. Everything is either right or wrong. There's never any tolerance for alternative life styles."
"Daddy, it's hard for me to believe that you just said that."
"Mandy honey, I'm madly in love with a nymphomaniac and my daughter is a professional escort. I think it's about time that I start learning to be a little more relaxed about what I consider to be acceptable standards of moral behavior. You're absolutely correct, your friends are very good people. Even though I've only been around them for a short time, it's obvious to me that Kelly and Timmy are deeply in love with each other." He shook his head. "Their lifestyle doesn't seem to be harming anybody."
"Do you think you might be able to live with mom even if she keeps seeing other men?"
Dave closed his eyes and took a long slow breath. "I'm not sure sweetheart, but I am certain about one thing."
"What's that daddy?"
"I want to try. Mandy I miss your mother so much."
"I know daddy and she misses you just as much."
"Do you really think so? I'm afraid that she won't take me back."
Mandy shook her head. "No daddy, you don't have to worry about that. Every time I talk to her she tells me how much she misses you."
They smiled at each other for a moment and then Dave picked up the tray of glasses. "I guess we'd better get this iced tea out to the people in the living room.
Just before lunch was served Kelly slipped into the kitchen with Veronica Wells. The three of us were alone. Dave and Mandy were in the dining room filling glasses with ice water.
One glance was all it took to dispel any doubts that Veronica was Mandy's mother. Like Mandy, Veronica was a petite brunette with a trim athletic figure. Her soft features gave her a youthful, almost pixie like appearance. The tiny lines around the corners of her mouth and her eyes were the only indications that this beautiful woman might actually be fifty years old.
"Ronnie, I want you to meet my husband, Timothy Jamieson. Timmy, this is Mandy's mother, Veronica Wells."
Veronica extended her hand. "Timmy, Mandy has told me so many wonderful things about both you and Kelly. It's a pleasure to finally get to meet you."
I shook her hand. "It's a pleasure to meet you too Veronica."
As she released my hand Veronica said, "I want to thank you for putting together this luncheon today. Mandy seems to think that it might actually help Dave accept my lifestyle. I'm skeptical, but if it turns out to be successful I'll be eternally grateful to both of you."
I smiled at her. "Mandy is a very good friend. Kelly and I are eager to do anything we can to help her."
"She's lucky to have friends like the two of you."
Kelly tugged on Veronica's wrist. "Ronnie, we'd better leave Timmy alone so that he can finish getting our lunch ready."
Veronica nodded. "Yes of course." She looked at me. "Timmy thank you again for everything you're doing."
"You're welcome Veronica."
As they were leaving the kitchen Veronica leaned over to Kelly and whispered. "He really is your slave."
"Yes he is."
"That is so exciting."
As they disappeared through the kitchen door I slowly nodded my head and whispered to myself, "Yes it certainly is."
The lunch was a great success. Everyone loved both the quiche and the spinach salad. Antoine and Dave each had two slices of the quiche.
I'd used the time while Dave and Mandy were serving the iced tea and setting the food on the table to quickly whip up a batch of chocolate chip cookies. I baked them while we were eating lunch and served them hot from the oven for dessert. It's needless to say that they were a big hit.
During lunch the conversation had been deliberately restricted to topics of minor significance. As everyone was finishing their coffee and cookies the mood at the table changed. All of us were well aware that we were eating lunch together for a purpose and the time had come to address that purpose.
As the hostess, Kelly opened the discussion. "I believe that everyone understands that we're here today for a specific purpose. Before we direct our attention to that matter I wish to take a moment to express my thanks to our slaves; Timmy and Mandy and their assistant, Davy for putting together that delicious lunch."
Everyone murmured their agreement. Mandy and I both responded with a polite bow. It was the appropriate way for a slave to acknowledge praise from a superior.
I glanced at Dave. He was staring at the floor. His face was a deep shade of crimson. It was apparent that he hadn't yet come to terms with his position as a submissive. Everyone, including Veronica, courteously ignored his obvious discomfort.
Kelly quickly turned to Veronica. "The reason all of us are here today is to express our support for a marriage in which one or both of the partners are free to enjoy the physical pleasure of sex with a variety of other playmates, while still remaining totally devoted to that one most important person in their lives."
Veronica smiled. "That's an interesting way to put that."
Tonya took a sip of her coffee. As she set down her cup, she said, "We think it's an apt description of what could be the perfect marriage for many people."
"Actually I agree with you." Veronica smiled.
Turning to Dave, Tonya said; "Sweetheart, sex can be a beautiful expression of love between two people who are completely devoted to each other, but it doesn't have to be. It can also be nothing more than a very exciting pastime like golf or bowling."
Dave nodded. "Yes, I understand. Timmy did a very good job of explaining that to me while we were in the kitchen."
Tonya smiled. "That doesn't surprise me. This morning I heard him explain the same concept to my new boyfriend."
Dave raised his eyebrows. "Really? Did your new boyfriend accept that explanation?"
"Yes he did, but that was largely because he was already very familiar with my marriage." It was Elvira. Everyone turned and looked at her.
Elvira stared at Dave. "My Max and I were married for fifty-one wonderful years. He was the love of my life, but during every one of those fifty-one years I openly partied with other men. Fortunately my Max was just like Timmy. He was a confident man who understood that the games I played with other men had nothing to do with my love for him."
Dave met Elvira's stare. "You say that you loved Max; but still, you cheated on him during the entire time you were married."
The tension at the table suddenly intensified. Everyone's eyes were focused on Dave and Elvira. On either side of me Tonya and Kelly leaned forward preparing to intervene. I gently grasped both of their wrists and subtly shook my head. I knew Elvira and I thought I knew Dave. I was reasonably confident that they would be able to work this out.
Elvira shook her head. "I never cheated on him, not one time. When I was partying with another man, Max always knew about it."
"If you were sharing your love with other men, then you were cheating Max out of his due."
"Love had nothing to do with it. Those other men were playmates and that's all they ever were. Max always understood that." Elvira closed her eyes. She was silent for a moment and then she took a deep breath and said, "And I did love him. I loved him more than life itself. When he died I was so devastated that I fell into a deep depression that lasted for over six months. I wanted to follow Max to the grave and I was on the verge of doing exactly that when Tonya's new boyfriend miraculously intervened in my life and forced me back to reality. That wonderful man held me in his arms and spoon fed me soup for two weeks before I was finally willing to eat on my own."
Slowly nodding his head, Dave quietly said; "I'm sorry, I had no business doubting your love."
Elvira smiled at him. "Davy, it's okay. Love and sex are two very confusing concepts."
Dave Smiled back at her. "Yes, they most certainly are."
There was a moment of silence at the table. Finally Kelly turned to Keisha and said, "Keish, tell us why you're here today?"
Keisha thought for a second and then she flashed a wry smile at us. "Because I heard that Timmy was making lunch and you'd have to be a complete fool to pass up a meal prepared by Timothy Jamieson."
Everyone laughed.
Next to her Antoine quietly said, "That's not the real reason your here."
All of us looked at Antoine. He kept his eyes focused on Keisha. She stared back at him with a slightly puzzled expression.
"Keish you have a magnificent sense of humor, but you frequently use it to mask your true feelings. People who don't know you very well often mistake you for a witless bimbo." He smiled. "I do know you and I understand that underneath the facade is a very bright woman who is unwaveringly loyal to her friends and totally trustworthy."
Suddenly none of us, especially Keisha, had any desire to move or speak. Our collective attention was completely fixed on Antoine.
"Keisha, I know exactly why you're here and it has very little to do with Timmy's wonderful lunch. Even if they were serving dog food, you still would have come here today. Nothing could have kept you away. Mandy is your friend and you knew that she needed your help. That was all you needed to know. That devotion to your friends is one of the myriad of reasons that I'm madly in love with you."
Keisha stared at Antoine in shock. "Toine, what are you saying to me?"
He stared back at her. "I'm telling you that I love you."
He shook his head and held up his hand. "Don't worry, I understand that you may not yet be ready for a serious relationship, but when you are I want you to know that I'll be there waiting for you."
Antoine turned to Dave. "I don't have even the smallest expectation that Keisha will ever be able to remain faithful to me." He shrugged. "I'm quite certain that I'll never be able to be faithful to her either. I don't think it's necessary. I know Keisha and I'm completely convinced that if she decides to commit herself to me, that commitment will be total and everlasting; just like the commitment that Ellie made to Max."
Keisha was still staring at Antoine. He noticed and smiled at her. "Did I just scare you?"
She shook her head. "No, but I need a little clarification."
"Okay."
"You just told me that you love me?"
"Yes, yes I did."
"You mean like you really love me or like we both love Timmy, Kelly, Tonnie and Mandy."
Antoine smiled. "Well I love you that way too, but I was trying to explain that you're special to me. I think you're the love of my life just like Max was the love of Ellie's life and I'd like to spend the rest of my life with you." He shrugged. "I guess I didn't do a very good job of explaining it."
Keisha giggled. "No, you did a wonderful job." Her face shifted to a more serious expression. "Did you just ask me to marry you?"
"Yes I did. I hope that it won't put a damper on our friendship."
"Would it be all right if I said yes?"
Antoine stared at her. "Are you sure you're ready?"
"If it's with you, you can't possibly imagine how ready I am."
Antoine grinned at all of us. "Well it looks like we're going to need one less bedroom in that new house."
He stood up. "Keisha my dear I think it's time for us to find a place for a very private conversation."
Giggling as she stood up, Keisha said; "Does having a private conversation include an opportunity to suck your great big dick?"
"Do I get to lick your pussy first?"
Keisha put her arm around Antoine's waist and grinned at the tall slender man. "I think we both have the skills necessary to carry out some very serious oral negotiations."
Everyone started laughing. I stood up so that I could walk my friends to the front door.
Antoine held up his hand to stop me. "Timmy, please stay seated."
He looked at all of us. "Two weeks ago I'd never even imagined myself being married. Then I met Timmy and I witnessed the incredible love that he shares with Kelly. I was immediately envious. I'm not a submissive and I don't have any interest in being Keisha's slave. That's not the part of Timmy and Kelly's relationship that interests me. It's their incredible friendship and unwavering devotion to each other that I covet.
He shook his head. "I spent a week trying to understand what was so special about their marriage. Last Friday while I was driving home from a party at Kelly and Timmy's I finally figured out the answer. They're best friends."
He laughed."Marrying your best friend, what a revolutionary concept. Mandy, Tonnie, Kelly; I love all three of you dearly, but Keish has always been special to me and I think I've always been special to her. Maybe it's because we're both black, but I don't think that's the reason. I think we're kindred spirits. Keisha seems to understand my moods. When I'm down she always knows the exact words that will make me feel better and when I'm happy; well, there isn't anyone who understands happiness more than Keisha."
Antoine looked at David. "Dave, I don't know if you should get back together with your wife. You're the only person who can answer that question. I will say this to you. If Keisha will agree to marry me I won't be doing it so that I can have exclusive rights to her pussy. I'll be doing it because I want to spend the rest of my life living with her."
Elvira stared at Antoine for a moment and then she looked at Keisha. "Young lady, this is only the second time that we've ever met, but if you have any feelings at all for this wonderful man I suggest you find the closest justice of the peace and marry him before he has a chance to escape.
Keisha smiled at Elvira. "Ellie I had the exact same thought."
Keisha had her arm around Antoine's waist. Antoine had his arm wrapped around her shoulders. He smiled at Kelly and me. "Kelly, Timmy; thank you for the excellent lunch. Timmy your warm chocolate chip cookies were the piece de resistance"
I nodded. "Thanks Toine, I'm glad you enjoyed them."
They turned. As they walked to the front door we heard Antoine say, "When he gets to the wedding Gary is going to be amazed to find out that he's fucked the bride."
Keisha giggled. "He was pretty good too. I might just let him fuck me again during the reception."
"Could I watch?"
"Perv!"
The front door opened and then it closed again and they were gone.
Tonya turned to Kelly. "Well, that was certainly exciting."
Kelly laughed. "Yes it was. Did you see it coming?"
"No, I didn't. I've always known that there was a special affinity between them, but I assumed that was because they were both black. I guess I was wrong." Tonya smiled. "I will say that I'm very happy for them and they seem to compliment each other beautifully."
Kelly nodded. "Yes they do."
There was a pause. After a moment Tonya looked at Veronica, Dave and Mandy."We had lunch together today for a definite purpose. Antoine's proposal has temporarily distracted us from our task. I don't think that was his intention. I'm quite certain that his proposal was done on the spur of the moment. I know Antoine very well. There isn't any doubt in my mind that he's been trying to muster enough courage to propose to Keisha for several days now. I'm sure that he just blurted out that proposal and before he realized it the question had been laid out in front of all of us."
Mandy laughed. "Yes, that would be our Antoine."
All of us chuckled.
Tonya looked at Veronica and Dave. "I think it's time for you to get back to your task." She stood up and turned to Elvira. "Ellie, we've said our piece. These people don't need us anymore and Kirby does." She smiled at me. "Cookie is still trying to take a complete inventory of his stock. He really is hoping that he can sell everything and get out of debt."
"I hope he's right." I stood up. "Tonnie, I promised him a slice of quiche."
"Yes you did."
"I'll be right back."
I hurried into the kitchen. I put two slices of quiche into a plastic container, a serving of spinach salad into another container and six chocolate chip cookies into a plastic sandwich bag. I placed everything into a brown paper lunch bag and hurried back to the dining room.
Everyone was now standing in the living room. I handed the bag to Tonnie.
She smiled. "Thanks Timmy, Kirby will appreciate this. He really was disappointed that he couldn't be here."



"I know he was, I'm sorry he couldn't be here too. I enjoy his company. I look forward to the day we can prepare a meal together."
"Hey when you do that I get to help." It was Mandy.
"So do I." This time it was Mandy's dad.
Kelly laughed. "On that evening I expect that the entire party will be held in the kitchen."
Tonya nodded. "I'll certainly want to be sitting at the kitchen table watching the show with a glass of Timmy's good red wine in my hand."
Veronica shook her head. "Mandy honey you and your friends definitely know how to have a good time."
Mandy giggled. "Yes mom, we do."
"If Davy and I are able to reconcile, do you think that sometime you might invite us to one of your dinner parties?"
Kelly grinned at Veronica. "You'll have to bring a date, and I'm not talking about Davy."
Veronica took a deep breath. It was obvious that she'd found Kelly's comment exciting. Quickly regaining control, she said; "I think we'd better finish our task for today before we talk about that."
"Yes, and we'll get out of here so that you can do that." Tonya turned to Elvira. "Come on Ellie, let's go give Kirby a hand with the inventory."
As Tonya was shepherding her out the door Elvira looked back over her shoulder. "Bye everyone, Kelly and Timmy that was a wonderful lunch. Thank you so much for inviting me."
I waved. "You're welcome Ellie. I'll see you in the morning."
As soon as the front door was closed Kelly said, "Why don't we all sit down in the living room."
Mandy smiled. "If you don't mind, I think I'll retire to the kitchen and start cleaning up the lunch dishes."
Veronica nodded. "Yes dear, I think that would be an excellent idea."
"Mandy, I'll give you a hand." I started following her to the kitchen.
"Timmy, wait."
I stopped and turned.
Dave was looking at me. "I would appreciate it if you'd stay and be part of this conversation. I value your opinion and I think I might at times need a little bit of encouragement from you."
I nodded. "Certainly, if you'd like me to be here, I'll be happy to stay."
Kelly sat down on the couch and patted the spot next to her. "Timmy why don't you come over here and sit next to me." She pointed at the easy chair on her right and said, "Davy why don't you sit there and Ronnie why don't you sit in the other chair."
As soon as all of us were settled, Kelly said; "Here we are, how shall we begin?"
Veronica took a deep breath and looked at her ex husband. "Davy, over the past several years we've managed to reach a point where we can now have an occasional friendly conversation, but we've never talked about the problems we had."
"You mean your infidelity?" There was an edge to Dave's voice that hadn't been there earlier.
"Yes."
Dave stared at Veronica.
She took a long slow breath and then she said; "Dave, ever since that day you left the letter on our kitchen table and had me served with divorce papers..."
"You deserved that Veronica."
"Yes Dave I did. I won't argue that with you."
Veronica stared at the floor for a moment and then in a very quiet voice she continued. "Ever since that day there are some things that I've wanted to say to you, but I've never had an opportunity.'
"I'm not sure I want to hear them Veronica."
In a very soothing voice Kelly said; "Dave, the men from your office aren't here. It won't cost you anything to listen to her. Let her have her say."
Dave rubbed his brow for a moment and then he took a deep breath and said, "All right, I'll listen."
Veronica closed her eyes. I assumed that she was trying to organize her thoughts. Finally she looked up at Dave and said, "I want to begin by apologizing to you." She shook her head. "I have so much to apologize for that I'm not sure exactly where I should begin. I guess I'll start by saying that I'm sorry that I lied to you. Listening to Elvira today I realize that if I wanted to sleep with other men I should have told you first. Actually I should have told you before we got married. Even then, deep down inside, I knew that I wasn't going to be able to remain faithful to you. Dave I love sex and I love men. The sex with the other men doesn't mean anything to me and the only man who actually does means anything to me is you."
She sighed. "I loved you so much. I was afraid that if I told you the truth you wouldn't marry me. Now I understand that it was wrong not to give you that choice."
Dave didn't say anything. He just stared at his ex wife.
Veronica was silent again. I noticed a tear running down her cheek. After a few seconds she said; "Dave, I'm sorry that I lied to you, I'm sorry that I cheated on you and I'm sorry that you found out the way you did. I know that must have been devastating for you."
She took a deep breath. "But most of all I'm sorry that Mandy is not your daughter. Since that day you left the letter with the DNA results sitting on our kitchen table I have spent countless nights lying awake wondering how I could have been so stupid, so callous and so thoughtless. I will never understand what prompted me to let other men have me while we were trying to create a child."
Veronica took a moment to wipe the tears from her eyes and then she whispered, "I can't expect you to forgive me for being that thoughtless. I can't forgive myself for doing it."
For a minute neither of them spoke. Veronica sat in her chair with her head bowed, her eyes closed, her hands folded in her lap and tears running down her cheeks.
Dave just stared at the floor.
Finally Dave started to smile and then he looked up at his ex wife. "Veronica."
She didn't respond. She was still crying.
He said her name again. "Veronica."
This time she looked up at him.
He quietly said, "That was your greatest transgression and for a full year after I'd discovered what you'd done I hated you for doing it. For awhile I even hated Mandy. I will forever be ashamed of that."
Veronica buried her face in her hands. It looked like it was taking every bit of self control that she could muster to keep from bursting into tears.
"Veronica, look at me."
Shaking her head; Veronica cried; "No I can't, I'm too ashamed."
"Veronica, please look at me."
She slowly looked up.
Dave was smiling at her.
She stared at him with a puzzled expression.
Dave whispered, "Listen to me."
Veronica nodded. "Okay."
"About a year after our divorce I finally realized something."
"What was that?"
"Maybe I'm not Mandy's biological father, but she is still my daughter. She is a magnificent person and I wouldn't trade her for any other child in the entire world. Veronica, if you hadn't been impregnated by that other man Mandy would never have been born."
"But Dave I cheated you out of the joy of having your own child."
"No you didn't. I raised Mandy. She's my girl. She calls me daddy and I call her sweetheart. That's all that matters to me."
Veronica slowly nodded. There really wasn't anything that she could say.
"Veronica, you lied to me, cheated on me and hurt me so very badly." He smiled, "But I still love you. I will always love you. The pain you caused me when I found out about the other men pales in comparison to the pain that I now have to endure every single day because were not together anymore."
He stood up, walked over to his wife, kneeled down next to her and smiled. "If Timmy can do it and Max could do it, then so can I. Veronica if I agree to allow you to continue seeing other men, will you take me back?"
Veronica didn't respond. She just stared at Dave in shock.
"You have to promise to never lie to me again."
Still obviously overwhelmed she slowly nodded. "I can do that."
"You can't be out every night. Sometimes I'll want you to stay home with me."
"No, no! I'll be home almost every night, in fact maybe we can decide together when I'm going to go out."
"I think that would be nice."
Veronica closed her eyes and took a deep breath. After a moment she looked at her ex husband and asked; "Dave are you serious?"
"What do you mean?"
"Can you really forgive me for everything I've done to you?"
He laughed. "It beats the hell out of spending the rest of my life without you."
Veronica grinned at him and then she looked at Kelly and me. "Thank you, thank you very very much."
She stood up. "Dave, will you put your arms around me and kiss me?"
"Yes."
Dave stood up. As we watched him wrap his arms around his ex wife's shoulders and give her a long passionate kiss Kelly placed her hand on my hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. At the same she whispered, "Timothy Jamieson, I love you so much."
I smiled at my wife. She pressed herself against my shoulder.
After about a minute Veronica gave her husband a gentle hug, stepped back and slipped her arm around his waist. "So, where do we go from here?"
Kelly smiled at them. "Why don't you sit down again. I think we still have one issue left to explore."
Veronica looked at Kelly with a questioning expression.
"Bear with me. I believe that we would be remiss if we didn't at least broach this topic today. Ronnie, please sit down at the other end of the couch. Davy, stand beside her. Timmy, kneel on the floor next to my feet."
Kelly's instruction caught me be surprise. It took me a second to realize what she was doing, but once I understood I knew exactly how to respond. As I slipped off the couch I quietly said, "Yes Ms. Mason."
Kelly smiled. "Very good Timmy, now massage my feet while I talk with Ms. Wells."
I noticed that Kelly wasn't calling me dicklet. I assumed that she was trying to bring Davy along slowly.
I slipped Kelly's sandals off of her feet and began massaging her toes. This was a simple pleasure that my wife relished. The first time we studied together in her dorm room Kelly had asked me to do it. I was of course eager to indulge her. Kelly was a beautiful girl and being invited to caress her feet was an unbelievable privilege. When I think back on it, that moment probably marks the beginning of our dominant submissive relationship.
Kelly closed her eyes. "Ronnie, this feels so good, Davy why don't you kneel down next to Ms. Wells and massage her feet. I'm sure she would enjoy it too."
Dave didn't move. He just stared at the floor.
"Davy." Kelly's voice was soft and soothing; but also seductive, even hypnotic. "You know you want to do it, in fact you're longing to do it."
I watched Dave. His desire was obvious, but he was blocked by years of conditioning. Men aren't supposed to be submissive. Men are macho and dominant.
"Davy, this is who you are. This is who you want to be. It's okay. All you have to do is kneel on the floor next to Ms. Wells." Kelly was smiling at him.
Dave looked at me. I was gently massaging my wife's feet.
He closed his eyes, took a deep breath and carefully dropped to his knees.
"Very good Davy. That wasn't so hard was it?"
He slowly shook his head.
"Veronica, lift up your foot. Offer it to your new slave."
Staring down at her kneeling ex husband, Veronica excitedly raised her foot. Her open toed sandal dangled enticingly in front of Dave's eyes. Her toenails, freshly painted a deep shade of crimson beckoned to him."
"You're excited, aren't you Davey." Kelly was whispering.
He didn't respond, he just stared silently at his ex wife's alluring feet."
"Davy I asked you a question. It's not polite to ignore a superior."
Breathlessly he whispered, "Yes, I'm excited."
"That's good. You should be excited." Kelly turned to Veronica. "What's your maiden name?"
"Sanders."
"Davy, serving Ms. Sanders has always been your destiny."
"No Kelly, I don't want that."
Kelly turned and looked at Veronica in surprise. "I'm sorry, I thought..."
"No, I'm not talking about Dave being submissive to me." She looked down at her husband with a gentle smile. "I'm finding that to be just as exciting as you are sweetheart and I'm looking forward to spending many wonderful evenings exploring this new part of our relationship."
Looking back at my wife, she said; "No Kelly, I mean that I don't want him to address me as Ms. Sanders." She smiled. "I know that it's fashionable for independent, strong willed women to keep using their maiden names after they get married, but I choose not to do that. Even after Dave divorced me I kept his name. I partly did it as a signal to him that I was still in love with him and hoped that someday we might be able reconcile our differences and get back together again. I also had another, much bigger reason. When I allowed another man to get me pregnant I feel like I stole something sacred from Dave. There is nothing I can do to change that. I understand exactly what Dave said earlier. Mandy is our girl. We both love her dearly. Neither of us would trade her for any other daughter or son in the entire world. All I can do for Dave is to keep his name forever and hope that Mandy will also keep his name."
She looked down at her husband. "Davy I love you.'
He smiled up at her. "I love you to Ms. Wells.'
She giggled. "I like it when you call me Ms. Wells. It makes my pussy tingle."
Dave gasped.
Veronica extended her foot. "Take my sandal off Davy. Take my sandal off and kiss my toes."
Dave solemnly removed his wife's sandal, carefully set it on the floor and cradled her foot in his hands.
"Do it Davy. I want you to do it and I know you want to do it too. Kiss my foot. I want you to be my slave. Show me that you want that just as much as I do."
Dave bent over. When Veronica felt him press his lips against her toes she whispered a triumphant, "Yessss!"
Dave looked up at her and grinned and then he bent over again and this time began to vigorously kiss and lick his ex wife's foot.
Veronica was wearing a conservative knee length denim skirt. As Dave worshiped her foot she pulled her other foot up onto the couch, spread her thighs apart and raised the hem of her skirt to her waist. She was wearing a white cotton thong. I noticed that the tiny triangle of nearly transparent cloth was already soaking wet.
She pulled the triangle of cloth aside and exposed the lips of her glistening pussy. "Look at me Davy. Look at my cunt. You've always loved my cunt, haven't you Davy."
"Yes Ms. Wells I have."
"You enjoy licking it, don't you."
"Yes Ms. Wells I do."
"You understand that you're now going to be my cuckold."
I saw Dave's muscles tense. I was suddenly worried that Veronica was pushing him too quickly.
Dave closed his eyes. For a moment I feared that he might stand up and storm out of the room, but then he looked up and stared into his ex wife's eyes. In a barely audible voice, he said; "Yes."
"Yes what Davy?"
"Yes, I'm going to be your cuckold."
Veronica's eyes sparkled in triumph, but she maintained her controlled demeanor.
"Look at my cunt Davy. Look at the cunt you love so much. Do you promise to worship this cunt with your tongue?"
"Yes Ms. Well's, I do."
"Even after another man has fucked it?"
"Yes."
"Yes what?"
"Yes, even after another man has fucked it."
"Davy, let go of my foot."
Dave released Veronica's foot.
She slipped her fingers into the waist band of her panties, pulled off her thong and spread her thighs apart again. "Davy look at my cunt. While you're looking at my cunt I want you to think about all the different men who have fucked me. You've seen lots of pictures and even movies. You know, the ones the detectives took. You still have them, don't you."
"Yes."
"Do you watch them?"
"Yes."
"Do you masturbate while you watch them?"
For a moment Dave was silent and then he quietly said, "Yes."
"Would you like to watch another man fuck me? I mean really be there."
There was another moment of silence and then Dave nodded and said, "Yes, very much."
"I'd like that too. I enjoy sex with other men and that would be a way I could share that pleasure with you. Would you masturbate while you watched?"
Dave looked up at Veronica. "Would I be allowed to do that?"
She nodded. "Yes, in fact I'd like it if you did do that."
"What about the man? Would it be all right with him?"
Veronica nodded. "I have several men friends who I think would be very open to the idea."
Dave took a deep breath. It was obvious that he was very excited.
"Davy those men like to cum inside my pussy. Will you lick me after they do that?"
"Yes."
"Even if their cum is dripping out of my cunt?'
"Yes, even if their cum is dripping out of your cunt."
"Kiss me Davy, kiss my cunt and while you're doing it I want you to think about all of the men who have already fucked me and all of the men who are still going to fuck me."
As Dave leaned forward Veronica grabbed the back of his head, thrust her hips out and giggled with delight as he buried his face in her sopping sex.
For a moment they reveled in their mutual pleasure and then Veronica relaxed her hold on the back of her ex husband's head and gently pushed him away. He looked up at her in disappointment.
Veronica grinned at him. "Davy honey, I think we're wearing out our welcome. I've never been to your townhouse. Will you take me there now."
Dave nodded. "Yes, of course."
Veronica stood up and gently pulled Dave to his feet. Once he was standing she looked at him and said, "Dave in those pictures and films that the detectives took I'm sure you noticed that I can be very adventurous in bed."
Dave nodded. "Yes."
"You saw me doing some things with other men that I never did with you."
"Yes."
"Dave, I'm very sorry about that. You never asked me to do some of those things. I suspect that you would have enjoyed them, but you were too timid to ask."
Dave nodded.
"Some of them you did ask me to do and I still wouldn't do them for you."
"Yes, I know."
Veronica sighed. "Dave during the past few years that has been another one of my great regrets. You're the love of my life and yet I did things for other men that I refused to do for you. I can't forgive myself for that."
She paused for a moment and then she said, "There is kind of an explanation, but I'm not sure it's very satisfactory."
"What is it?"
"There are some things that a woman will only do for a very aggressive man. A man who doesn't ask, but just takes what he wants. Sometimes I enjoy being with men like that. They're very exciting and they can make me do things I wouldn't ordinarily be willing to do."
Shaking his head, Dave said; "I'm not that kind of man."
Veronica smiled. "No sweetheart, you're not; but you are a kind and loving man and I'm deeply in love with you. Tonight at your townhouse I'm going to do everyone of those nasty things for you that I refused to do in the past. After tonight there will be nothing that I have ever done for another man that I haven't done for you."
"Veronica, you don't have to do that."
"Yes I do, and I'm going to do it tonight."
Dave grinned at her. "I guess I'm in for a very exciting evening."
"Yes sweetheart, you certainly are."
Veronica turned to Kelly and me. "I don't know that I'll ever be able to thank the two of you enough for what you did this afternoon."
I shrugged. "I don't know, I just made lunch."
Dave laughed. "No Timmy, you did a lot more than that. You gave me the confidence to be the man I want to be."
Kelly smiled. "Dave that's a very nice way to say that."
Veronica nodded and then she said, "Kelly; you, Timmy, Tonnie, Ellie, Keisha and Antoine are all very fun people. Dave and I would love to get together with you socially. I think Dave would enjoy being a slave at a dinner party."
He smiled.
"But you understand that we do have a problem. Mandy is our daughter and I think all three of us would find it very awkward to be in an overtly sexual situation together. Mandy is your friend and neither Dave nor I would want to do anything to interrupt that friendship. I suspect that no matter how much we might enjoy it, our social interactions with you are going to be have to be limited."



Kelly nodded. "Yes, I understand. I can't imagine attending a sex party with my mother."
All of us laughed.
"We're going to quietly slip out. Tell Mandy that we love her and we want to get together as a family very soon, but tonight Dave and I have some serious making up to do. Tell her that we'll both call her in the morning."
"Mandy can stay and party with us tonight. I suspect that Timmy and I can show her a very good time."
I laughed. "You just want to spend a night being pampered by two submissives."
Kelly shrugged. "All right you and Mandy are going to show me a very good time."
Veronica giggled. "I think it's time for Davy and me to go. Kelly and Timmy thank you again for everything you did."
As they turned to leave I noticed Veronica's panties were still sitting on the couch. I picked them up. "Dave, you'd better take care of these."
He turned. I tossed them to him.
He smiled as he caught them. "Thanks Timmy, I expect that from now on I'll be responsible for washing these."
Veronica raised her eyebrows in mild surprise. "Are you going to do all of my laundry?"
"Of course, that's what slaves do."
Taking a deep breath, Veronica said; "Oh my, I think life just got very exciting for me."
"No Ms. Wells, life just got very exciting for both of us."
As soon as they were gone Kelly turned to me. "Timmy honey, is there anything I've ever done for another man that I haven't done for you?"
"I don't know. You're in a better position to answer that question than I am."
I thought for a moment and then I added, "But if there is, I think I might like you to tell me about and then refuse to do it for me."
Kelly giggled. "Mr. Jamieson, every day you are getting kinkier and kinkier."
I shrugged. "What would you expect. You've introduced me to some of the finest teachers in the world."
"Yes I have, haven't I."
"Can I ask you a question."
"Sure."
"This afternoon when you were dominating me in front of Veronica and Dave you called me Timmy rather than dicklet."
"Yes I did."
"Why?"
Kelly thought for a moment and then she said, "I've always regretted giving you the name, dicklet."
"Really?"
"Yes, do remember the night I gave it to you? We were at The Goldenrod Supper Club. It was the same night you beat up that guy at the bar."
I laughed. "I didn't beat that guy up."
"Timmy honey, you kicked his ass."
"Yeah okay, your memory of that night is a little different than mine."
"Timmy, you know very well that the privilege of writing the history is always accorded to the victor. I'm your historian and I say that you kicked that guys ass."
"All right, so what about dicklet?"
"That night we'd consumed several martinis and a bottle of wine. For awhile I was feeling very dominant, a little sadistic and not very subtle. I'm afraid that also describes the name I gave you."
"You mean dominant, sadistic and not very subtle."
"Yes, I'd like you to have a name that still reflects your position in our relationship, but isn't quite so overtly demeaning."
"Like Mandy's name, nymph."
"That's right."
"Have you thought of one?"
"Yes I have, actually Mandy suggested it. I like it very much, but I still wanted to discuss it with you before it became official."
"What is it?"
"Bunny."
I shook my head. "Hey we were just discussing the night I beat up a guy in a bar."
"Yes, and wouldn't he be embarrassed to find out that he was beat up by a guy named Bunny."
Suddenly the kitchen door opened and Mandy walked into the dining room. She looked around. "Did my mom and dad leave already?"
Kelly nodded. "Yes, they went to your dad's townhouse. They were planning some serious makeup sex."
Mandy grinned.
"They told us to tell you that they'd both call you in the morning."
"Timmy and Kelly I don't how to thank you. This is a dream coming true."
She sighed. "Well it was a wonderful afternoon, but I see that I'm the last one still here. I don't want to overstay my welcome, so I'll just say thank you one more time and leave the two of you alone."
"Mandy, Timmy and I are going to have a simple supper and watch a movie tonight. Would you like to join us?"
Shaking her head, Mandy said; "No you guys don't get enough evenings alone together. I'd better go home."
"Mandy we also don't get enough evenings with you and this would be a very nice opportunity." Kelly giggled. "Besides, how many chances do I get to spend an evening with two submissives."
Mandy smiled. "Can Timmy and I take turns licking your pussy?"
"Definitely."
"Can I make Timmy lick my ass?"
"Yes, but you have to lick my ass while he's doing it."
"Hey who's going to lick my ass."
Mandy and Kelly both grinned at me and in unison said, "Nobody."
In a voice dripping with mock indignation, I said; "So that's the way it is."
Both Mandy and Kelly laughed and then Mandy smiled at me. "No babydoll, that isn't the way it is or the way it's ever going to be. You and I can take turns."
Kelly grinned. "So you and Bunny will not only be taking turns licking my pussy, you'll also be taking turns licking my ass. Oh I think I'm going to love this game."
"Bunny? Did you tell him about his new name?"
"Yes, I was just telling him when you came into the room."
Mandy turned to me. "Do you like it?"
"It's a little demeaning."
She rolled her eyes. "It's a slave name. It's supposed to be demeaning."
"I know." I shrugged. "I guess it's better than dicklet."
"It's a lot better than dicklet. We can call you bunny in public." Kelly was smiling.
I shook my head. "I'm not sure I'd call that an improvement."
Kelly kissed my cheek. "Calling you bunny makes my pussy tingle and I'll bet it stirs your little dickie too."
She slipped her hand down the front of my jeans and gently squeezed my penis. "What's my name?"
"Ms. Mason."
"What's Mandy's name?"
"Nymph."
"What's your name."
"Bunny."
"Yes it is and the name excites you, doesn't it."
Of course she was right, I loved the name. I found it unbelievably exciting. I looked at Kelly. "Yes Ms. Mason, it excites me very much."
Mandy slipped her hand under my shirt, grabbed my nipple and gave it a gentle twist. "That's right, now be a good little slave and thank your mistress for giving you your new name."
I took a deep breath and smiled at Kelly. "Ms Mason, thank you for giving me my new name. I promise you that I will always answer to it."
Kelly looked at me. "Even in public."
A shiver of masochistic excitement rippled through me as I answered. "Yes, even in public."
Kelly kissed me and then she turned to Mandy. "What should we do now?"
Mandy smiled. "I was thinking that this might be a good opportunity to teach Bunny how to give a proper pedicure."
"Nymph, that's a wonderful idea." Kelly grabbed both of our hands. "Let's retire to the bedroom. It's time for us to have some fun."
And we did have fun, in fact it was a memorable evening. Mandy and Kelly are both very creative and we acted out a myriad of wonderful and at times exotic fantasies. We played until we were completely exhausted and then we crawled into bed and slept curled up together like three puppies in a cardboard box.
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At 5:15 I slipped out of bed. Kelly and Mandy were both still sound asleep.
I didn't need a shower. Kelly had ended last nights games by making Mandy and me serve as her "geishas". We had been "required" to bathe her, give her a full body massage and then take turns orally pleasuring her.
Once Kelly was fully satisfied I made her a cup of herb tea while Mandy tucked her into the bed and propped up her back with several pillows. Then, as she relaxed and sipped her hot tea, Mandy and I amused her by performing a traditional sixty-nine on the foot of the bed.
My wife was thoroughly enjoying her position as a dominant and Mandy and I both loved being her subs. It was hard to imagine that life could get any better.
After washing my face, brushing my teeth and combing my hair I pulled on a pair of jeans and a clean polo shirt, kissed my two sleeping beauties good bye and left for work.
When I pulled into the parking lot at Kirby's I wasn't at all surprised to see Tonya's Mercedes parked in its usual spot alongside the back of the store. I parked my car next to hers and went inside. Tonya was standing behind the cash register reading the morning paper. Kirby was on his knees in aisle one busily counting bags of potato chips.
When she heard me come in Tonya set down her newspaper and said, "Good morning Bunny, did you have a pleasant evening?"
Kirby looked up at her. "Bunny?"
Tonya giggled. "That's his new slave name. I like it."
Shaking his head, Kirby said; "I think I'll keep calling him Timmy."
"Oh I will too. Bunny is just for special situations."
"How come I don't have a slave name?"
"But you do."
"I do?"
Tonya rolled her eyes. "Yes silly, you're Cookie."
Kirby looked at me and shook his head.
I grinned at him and then I walked over and poured myself a cup of coffee.
While I was doing that Kirby said, "Timmy after you have a cup of coffee would you help me with this inventory? I'd like to try get it done this morning."
I nodded. "Sure, what would you like me to count?"
"Would you do the candy counter?"
Laughing, I said; "That's the perfect job for a guy named Bunny."
Tonya handed me a clip board with a stack of lined notebook paper on it. "Timmy, start on the left side of the bottom shelf. You can use this to keep track of everything you count."
As I started counting a box of Butterfingers, Tonya said to Kirby; "Remember, he has to leave at 9:30."
I stopped counting and looked at her. "What do you mean I have to leave at 9:30?"
Shaking her head, Tonya said; "I'm sorry Timmy, I'm not used to being up this early in the morning. Martin Jackson would like to meet with you at 10:00. They're sending a Lincoln to pick you up at 9:30."
"Why are they sending a Lincoln? I can drive my own car."
"Oh Timmy you know Martin. He likes to do things in style. I also think he wants you to be able to drive home in your new car."
"Is that what this is all about? I'm getting my new car today?"
"That's part of it, but Martin also has some things he wants to discuss with you."
"Won't they want me to bring them my old car so they can sell it or something?"
"I'm sure Martin will send someone out to pick it up."
"What other things does he want to discuss with me? The house?"
"The house is certainly on his agenda."
"Is there more?"
"Yes, I'm sure there's more."
"Tell me Tonya."
"Timmy I think it would be better if you just waited until you talk with Martin."
"Tonya, now you're scaring me."
"I'm sorry Timmy, I shouldn't have said anything." Tonya thought for a moment and then she sighed and explained; "Don't worry Timmy, he isn't going to tell you anything bad. Do you remember that we had a dinner meeting Monday evening at the Golden Rod Supper Club?"
"Yes, Kelly told me about it. She said that they're planning to make some changes in the hostess section. Is that what he wants to discuss with me? Why would he want to do that? I don't work for him."
"Timmy, both you and Kelly have become very important to him. He now views you as part of the JTandR family, especially since you're facilitating the house project. Please just go see him today. Martin obviously feels it's important to talk to you. He's blocked out a half hour for you and you know how obsessive he is about time."
"Okay, I'll go see him." I laughed. "And that's why he's sending a Lincoln. It's the only way he can be certain that I'll both get there and be on time."
Suddenly the front door opened and Elvira walked into the store. "Okay what did I miss?"
As she hung her coat in the storage closet she looked at Tonya and asked, "Did you remember to tell Bunny about his meeting with Martin?"
I turned to Tonya. "Does everybody know about my new name?"
Tonya laughed. "Just the people that matter Bunny."
Behind me I heard Kirby chuckling.
I turned around.
He smiled at me. "Timmy in the navy we used to say, 'Roll with it buddy, just roll with it.'"
Grinning at my friend I said, "I think that's pretty good advice."
"All right, if were going to finish this inventory by eleven we'd better get busy." Elvira picked up one of the clipboards. "I'm going to do the paper products."
Tonya manned the cash register and took care of customers while Kirby, Elvira and I counted and recorded all of the merchandise that Kirby still had on his shelves.
At precisely 9:30 a black Lincoln Town Car pulled into the parking lot of the Quick Stop. We all watched as Edward Baylor got out of the back seat, straightened his tie, fastened the top buttoned on the jacket of his dark gray suit and walked up to the store.
As he opened the door and stepped inside, I smiled at him and said; "Hi Edward, I gather you're my escort for today."
He nodded. "That's right Timmy. Are you ready to go?"
"I am." I handed the clip board to Tonya and waved to my three friends. "I'll see all of you tomorrow morning."
As I walked out of the store, Tonya cryptically said; "Actually, I'm quite certain that you'll be seeing all three of us this afternoon."
A well equipped Lincoln Town Car is a wonderfully luxurious form of transportation. When I was deliberating about what kind of car I wanted from JTandR, Kirby kept prompting me to choose one of these. Now that I was once again riding in one, it was easy for me to understand why
Surprisingly, Edward Baylor and John our driver both turned out to be engaging company. The first time I'd met Edward Baylor he'd seemed rather stiff and aloof. Now he was friendly, outgoing and actually appeared to enjoy laughing.
I suspected that prior to our first meeting he'd been given strict instructions to avoid any conversation or interaction that might anger or upset me. He had apparently complied with those instructions by refraining from any conversation and interaction with me unless it was absolutely necessary.
This trip was very different. During this trip the three of us engaged in an animated discussion about the relative merits of The Green Bay Packers, The Minnesota Vikings and The Chicago Bears. Edward was obviously a Packer fan and John was clearly a rabid Bears fan, so in the interest of total disharmony I adopted the position of a loyal Minnesota Vikings fan. We had a very good time.
As soon as the Lincoln pulled to a stop in front of the Whetmore Building Edward Baylor opened the car door and we stepped out. As we walked up the steps to the building's large glass entrance John lowered the front passenger side window of his Lincoln and called out, "Go Bears."
Edward and I were both laughing as we entered the large office Building,.
The elevator was crowded, so as is typical of most people, we remained silent during our ride up.
When the elevator reached the 52nd floor it stopped and the doors opened to reveal the oak paneled alcove. I followed Edward as he stepped out of the elevator and crossed the alcove to the double glass doors leading to the offices of Jackson, Tyler and Reynolds.
Suddenly I was nervous. My pulse was racing and I had butterflies in my stomach. Every time I'd passed through these glass doors my life had changed. None of the changes had been bad, in fact most of them had been fantastic; but change or at least the prospect of change can be disquieting.
Edward opened one of the glass doors and said, "After you Timmy."
Feeling a little apprehensive, I stepped into the reception area of JTandR. Edward Baylor was right behind me. My glance immediately went to the corridor leading off to the right. That was the corridor that led to Kelly's office. I wondered if she was here and if she would be attending the meeting. I thought about the meeting we'd had with Martin Jackson last Friday. That morning he'd made it clear that in his eyes I was a slave. I wondered how I was going to be treated today.
In front of us the receptionist, Janet Collins was seated at her desk. As soon as she saw us she picked up her telephone and pushed a button. After waiting a moment she said a couple of quick words, nodded and set her telephone back down on it's cradle. Then she stood up and stepped out from behind her desk.
Next to me Edward whispered. "See you around Timmy." He peeled off and disappeared down the corridor leading off to the left.
Smiling at me, Janet said; "Good morning Mr. Jamieson. Mr. Jackson is in his office. He'll see you right away."
She turned. I followed her down the corridor behind her desk. When we got to Martin Jackson's door she stopped and knocked lightly.
The door opened immediately. Martin Jackson nodded to Janet Collins. "Thank you Janet." Then he turned to me. "Good morning Timmy, won't you please come in." As I entered his office he gestured towards the brown leather chairs. "Why don't we sit over here."
I was a little surprised. My reception had been warm and courteous. I was definitely not being treated like a slave. My expression must have reflected that surprise.
Mr. Jackson smiled. "Timmy, the last time we met, I made some mistakes. I don't intend to repeat those mistakes this morning. This meeting is going to be strictly business. I do hope that in the near future we might be able to get together socially. Your wife is a very creative dominant and Mandy tells me that you're developing into a competent submissive. You know about my relationship with nymph, don't you?"
"Yes sir, she's told me."
"I think it would be fun for the four of us to party together. I'm certain that your wife and I would both enjoy being pampered and waited on by you and Mandy and I hope that you might find it just as exciting to spend an evening serving us."
A little tingle rippled up my spine. I knew that Martin Jackson was an accomplished dominant. An evening serving Kelly and him would be very exciting, especially if I was doing it with Mandy. I nodded. "I would enjoy that Mr. Jackson."
Smiling, he said; "Now I just have to find the time to do it."
Mr. Jackson paused. It was clear that time to get down to business. After a moment he said, "Timmy, I think it might be easier if I give you a little background information before I explain why I asked to meet with you today."
"All right."
"Our hostess section was never actually planned. It just kind of sprouted and then grew in an uncharacteristically haphazard manner. That's not the way we normally expand our business, but in our defense we never realized how helpful our hostesses would become. I've always known that sex was a powerful motivator, I just didn't understand how powerful it really was."
I smiled at Mr. Jackson.
He nodded and then he continued. "Tonya was our first hostess and I think she's told you the story of how she came to work for us."
"Yes she has."
"Mandy was hired next, then Antoine, Chris and Keisha and finally your wife. We never envisioned the section becoming as large as it is today and because of that we never developed the necessary infrastructure to support an operation of this size. Now we are in the process of trying to correct that error. We believe that we currently we have an adequate number of hosts and hostesses. What we need to do is add some support personnel so that the staff we have can work more efficiently."
"For the past two years Tonya has acted as a quasi administrator for the section. It was never a formal appointment. She's an excellent employee. She saw what needed to be done and on her own initiative, she did it. Unfortunately we've only recently begun to understand the full extent of the duties she's assumed. She's done an excellent job, but we've been unknowingly working her to death. Tonya needs some help and I intend to give it to her as quickly as I can.
"Our first step was to create a section we designated as Project Promotion with Tonya as it's coordinator. At JTandR section coordinators answer directly to either John, Wendell or myself. I'll be the partner overseeing the Project Promotion Section. Tonya is now an upper level administrator at JTandR and she is being paid and treated accordingly."
"From what Kelly tells me, she deserves that recognition.
Mr. Jackson nodded. "Yes she does, now our next step is to provide her with some much needed assistance."
He paused for a moment and then he said, "Timmy there are several reasons that Tonya has been able to create such an outstanding hostess section for us. Her work ethic and her organizational skills are of course the primary factors, but her experience has also been very helpful."
"Because she worked as an escort."
"Timmy, Tonya wasn't just an escort, she was an extremely successful escort with an intuitive grasp of how the business works. She understood that escorts provide two distinctly different services. Most escorts provide an hourly service. A client schedules a block of time that is supposedly his, but in fact there is an industry wide rule that governs that time period. I call it the one and done rule. Tonya tells me that most escorts tell their customers that they're allowed to enjoy themselves one time and only one time."
"You mean they're only allowed to have one orgasm."
"Yes."
I smiled. "I'll bet lots of guys, especially younger guys get cheated out of a large amount of time by that rule."
Nodding in agreement, Mr. Jackson said; "I would guess that's probably true, but both Tonya and Mandy contend that the rule actually benefits the customers."
"How?"
"It provides the escort with an incentive to work hard."
I thought for a moment and then I said, "Yes, I understand. It makes it much less likely that a man will be buying an hour of disinterested lethargic sex."
"That's exactly right. Mandy and Tonya also both tell me that the rule is equally beneficial to the escorts."
"Because their sessions can be shorter?"
"Ostensibly that would be correct, but in reality it actually doesn't make much difference."
"I don't understand."
"An escort doesn't have a line of men standing outside her door waiting for the guy inside to finish. She has to schedule each of her clients for a full hour and still leave enough time between each appointment to clean up and prepare for the next customer. It doesn't actually provide her with the opportunity to see more men. What it does do is allow the her to avoid having to engage her customers in anything more than superficial conversation."
"I get it. The guy arrives, gets some very energetic sex and has an orgasm. As soon as he's done he gets dressed and leaves. The two of them might chat, but it will only be for a minute or two. I'm sure that does make it easier for the escort. Making conversation with person you don't know can be difficult"
Mr. Jackson nodded. "That's right, we've all had that awkward experience of trying to pass time with a person we just met. It can be very uncomfortable."
I smiled.
Mr. Jackson continued. "There is another kind of escort. For the last several years of her career Tonya was one of these escorts, so was Mandy. You don't buy an hour from these women, you buy an entire evening or even an entire weekend. These women are the true artists in the profession. They're also extraordinarily expensive and beyond the reach of most average businessmen."
I was beginning to understand what Mr. Jackson was trying to explain. "If you're spending the entire evening with someone you have to be very skilled at the art of conversation. You want your hostesses to be like this second group of escorts."
"Yes, that's exactly right. We want them to be able to entertain their associate for an entire evening. We're trying to provide more than a one and done fuck."
"So your hostesses all have to be good at making casual conversation."
"And they are, but it can still be difficult. Shortly after she started working for us Tonya came up with a way to make it a little easier. Professional escorts are at a disadvantage. The discretion necessary in their profession prevents them from knowing very much about their clients. We on the other hand, don't have that limitation. In fact, we know a great deal about our associates. We've had research assistants put together detailed reports about them. I've allowed Tonya to have access to those reports and for the last two years she's been providing all of our hostesses with a short synopsis of the history and interests of the associate they're about to entertain."
I nodded. "Conversation becomes much easier if you know a little bit about someone."
"That's right, and everyone ends up having a more enjoyable evening." Mr. Jackson smiled for a moment and then he leaned forward. "Timmy I told you earlier that I was trying to reduce Tonya's workload. Putting together those reports has been very time consuming for her. We discussed having the research assistants write them, but we're reluctant to do that. For obvious reasons we try to be very discreet about the actual duties of our hostesses."
"Yes, I understand."
"We also want a person who can provide some additional background information to the hostesses."
"What do you mean?"
"Think about your wife. I know that she loves football and baseball, but she's not much of a basketball fan."
"She finds it boring."
"So telling her that the associate she's about to entertain is an avid Los Angeles Lakers fan probably wouldn't be all that helpful for her."
I chuckled. "That's the truth, she doesn't know anything about the Lakers."
"It would make a big difference if we could provided her with a one page synopsis about the Laker's upcoming season."
"Yes it would. Kelly's smart enough to be able to use the information in a report like that to ask enough relevant questions to keep her associate talking all night long."
Mr. Jackson nodded. "That's the idea." Then he smiled at me. "So Timmy, this brings us to the reason I asked you to meet with me today. You're a bright young man, you understand exactly what our hostesses do, you're an excellent writer and all of our hostesses like and trust you. I'm offering you the position of research assistant for the Project Promotion Section. Tonya Lewis would be your immediate supervisor."
"But you told me that the husband of a hostess could never work for JTandR. You felt it would be too awkward."
"Yes, but that was if you were working in our project development section. In this situation you'll only be working with the hostesses and the other support people we hire for the new section."



"Does Kelly know about this?"
"Yes and she's hoping that you're going to take the position. Timmy we'll start you out at a salary of eighty thousand dollars per year with the opportunity to earn bonuses. You understand how the bonus system works at JTandR, don't you?"
"Yes, Kelly explained it to me."
"Will you take the job?"
"When would I have to start?"
"We'd like you to start immediately."
I sighed. "Mr. Jackson, you're offering me a wonderful opportunity, but I can't accept it. I still have obligations at my two current jobs."
As I said those words I knew that Kelly was going to kill me. I was turning down a position that would pay eighty thousand dollars a year so that I could continue working at two jobs that weren't paying me anything at all.
Mr. Jackson stared at me.
I shook my head. "Please don't be offended sir, I really do wish that I could accept your offer. It's just that the people I work for right now need me and I wouldn't feel good about walking away from them."
"Don't Worry Timmy, I'm not offended. In fact, this display of loyalty to your current employers intensifies my interest in hiring you."
I smiled at him and then I shrugged. It was an awkward situation. I couldn't think of anything else to do."
Mr. Jackson started to chuckle. "Timmy, you may be a submissive masochist, but I have to say that you're one tough son of a bitch. You certainly aren't afraid to stand up to me and I get the feeling that there isn't very much in this world that does scare you."
"Spiders, I'm afraid of spiders."
He looked at me for a moment and then he laughed. "Timmy, I'm beginning to understand why Tonya and Mandy are so taken with you." Grinning, he leaned forward and whispered; "I'll let you in on a little secret. I'm afraid of them too."
I grinned back at him.
"Okay, let's return to this employment situation. I assume that you're talking about your jobs at Kirby's Quick Stop and The Southwest Crier."
"Yes, that's right, but how did you know about them?"
Mr. Jackson rolled his eyes. "Timmy remember, one of the reasons that JTandR is so successful is that we do our homework. Also Mandy, Tonya and Kelly have been providing me with regular updates about your situation. Do you want to hear something funny?"
"What's that?"
"All three of them predicted your initial rejection of my offer."
Laughing, I said; "That's a relief. I was afraid that Kelly would kill me when I she found out that I turned you down."
Mr. Jackson chuckled. "Actually, if you don't accept this offer I think she will kill you. "
"But you just said..."
Holding up his hand to stop me, Mr. Jackson said; "Timmy before you say anything more why don't you let me give you some additional information."
"But..."
"Please just listen to me."
"All right."
"I first heard about Kirby and Elvira last Saturday night at Eagle Lake. Tonya, Mandy and Kelly told me about Kirby's amazing effort to save Elvira. I have to admit that I was deeply moved by the story."
Mr. Jackson paused for a moment and then he said, "Timmy, we live in a cold and calculating world. As a cutthroat businessman I work in an environment that's the coldest of the cold. Hearing about a man like Kirby is warming and revitalizing."
I smiled. "Yes it is."
He shook his head. "Then Tonya told me that he was losing his store, that broke my heart."
Taking a deep breath Mr. Jackson said, "Timmy that first day we met in my office I told you that John, Wendell and I were tough businessmen, but we've always tried to make our money without hurting anyone."
"Yes, I remember."
"We're also always on the lookout for opportunities to accomplish some good while were doing business." He smiled at me. "Later that night, after Mandy, Tonya, Keisha, Kelly and Antoine had all retired to their private rooms with their associates I called the coordinator of our New Projects Section and asked him to assign two research assistants to investigate the circumstances surrounding Kirby's store."
"What did your researchers learn?"
"They started their investigation late Sunday morning and by the early afternoon they'd come to the conclusion that he didn't have a chance."
"Really? Why?"
"Timmy, a year ago the most successful food chain in America opened a twenty-four hour megastore just two blocks south of Kirby's store." He sighed. "And last spring one of the largest oil companies in the world opened an ultramodern convenience store gas station a block and a half east of the Quick Stop. I don't care if Kirby is the greatest businessman in the world, he cannot compete with those giants."
"So what can Kirby do?"
"It isn't what Kirby can do, it's what we can do."
"Tell me."
"Sunday evening I called Tonya and told her about the report from the research assistants. She told me that Kirby had already come to the same conclusion, but he was trapped. He owed money to his land lord and to his suppliers. He was a man who prided himself on paying his debts, so he couldn't just walk away. The only solution he could think of was to try to sell off all of his remaining shelf stock and use the money to pay off as much of his debt as possible. Tonya said that he understood that that was a futile endeavor."
"That night as I went to sleep I worked out a possible plan. In their report the research assistants had stated that the property was at the intersection of two very busy streets. They felt that it was a prime location for almost any business except an independent convenience store."
"Early Monday morning I met with the coordinator of our acquisitions section and asked him to have a team of appraisers evaluate the property. I wanted an estimate of the properties current value and the potential value after the economy recovers. I also asked him to have one of our real estate attorneys contact the owner and inquire about his interest in selling the property."
"Monday afternoon I met with the real estate attorney and the team of appraisers. The appraisers had looked at all the other properties in the area that were for sale. They reported that nothing was selling, and prices were plummeting. They agreed with the research assistants that the property was in a prime commercial location and they also believed that after the recession ends the value of the property will sky rocket."
"When the attorney informed me that the property owner was strapped for cash and desperate to sell I knew that we were looking at a situation that had the potential to return a very nice profit for a minimal amount of risk and effort."
"After taking a few minutes to decide on a fair offer, I instructed the attorney to contact Kirby's land lord and negotiate the purchase of the property. I made it clear to him that all of our offers had to include a provision that the sale of the property would fulfill all of Kirby's financial obligations related to that property."
"You mean the back rent he owes."
"That's correct." Mr. Jackson nodded and then he smiled at me. "Timmy at eight o'clock Monday evening the attorney called and informed me that the land lord jumped at our offer and we had a signed purchase agreement for the property."
"So you're now Kirby's land lord."
"We haven't had a formal closing yet. That will happen next week." He shook his head. "But even if we'd already closed, JTandR still wouldn't be Kirby's land lord."
"What do you mean?"
"We're not in the property rental business. We don't want to be land lords."
"But you bought the property?"
"As a long term investment. We plan to raze the building and let the property sit as a vacant lot."
"Why would you do that?"
"The building that currently houses Kirby's store is actually a liability for us. It's an old structure in need of extensive repairs. While we're holding the property the building would add to our insurance costs and increase the taxes . When we finally decide to sell the site, the buyers will most likely be planning to erect a new building, so the existing structure will also be a liability for them."
"What's going to happen to Kirby's store?"
"Yesterday afternoon I purchased the store from him for ten thousand dollars. Shortly after you left in the Lincoln this morning, a crew of workers arrived and helped Kirby complete his inventory. Once that was was done the crew began loading all of the merchandise on to a truck so that it can be taken to a local food shelf for distribution to the needy."
"If you're going to give everything away, why did you bother to complete the inventory?"
"Tax purposes."
I shook my head. "Kirby never said a word to me about this."
"That was at my request."
"Why?"
"Timmy, I've always believed that in business it's wise to play your cards close to your vest."
I chuckled. "You enjoy a little subterfuge, don't you."
There was a noticeable twinkle in Mr. Jackson's eyes as he grinned at me and said, "I does seem to add spice to the hum drum of daily life."
"So what's going to happen to Kirby?"
"Why are you worried? He has enough money to pay off his debts. He's a free man now, he can do anything he wants to do."
I shook my head. "That store was his life. Now that it's gone he's going to die of boredom. Mr. Jackson, everybody has to have something to do."
Trying to conceal his smile Mr. Jackson said, "Well, he does have Tonya." He paused for a moment and then he added, "And his new job."
"His new job? What new job?"
"I decided that it would be much more efficient if the new Project Promotion Section had it's own Lincoln. Of course, the car is useless without a driver."
"You mean Kirby is going to drive a Lincoln for JTandR?"
"Yes, specifically for the hostesses."
I laughed. "That's wonderful! I think that might very well be his idea of the perfect job." I looked at Mr. Jackson with a puzzled expression. "How did you know that."
Grinning at me, he said; "Tonya told me."
I smiled. The answer to my question should have been obvious. I paused for a moment and then I asked. "When does he start working?"
"This afternoon."
"Mr. Jackson, that was a very nice thing to do."
"Timmy, Kirby is very happy about his new job and that does please me, but this also helps me. I 'm certain that Kirby Lundquist will be an extremely reliable employee for us."
I nodded. "Yes Mr. Jackson, I believe he will."
Suddenly I thought about Elvira and my euphoric mood vanished.
Noticing my abrupt change in demeanor Mr. Jackson quietly said, "You're worried about Elvira, aren't you."
I nodded. "Yes I am. The store may have been most important to her."
"I know. Timmy over the past couple of days Mandy and Tonya haven't been able to stop talking about that woman. It was obvious to me that they both liked her very much. That piqued my curiosity so I made some discreet inquiries. I learned that before she retired she was the office manager for the Magnussen Construction Company. I know Albert Magnussen, he's a very wealthy man. He's invested in several of our projects. Yesterday morning I called him and asked him about Elvira. He told me that she was the most efficient employee he's ever had. He said that she almost ran Magnussen Construction and it took the company nearly a year to recover from her retirement." Mr. Jackson started laughing. "He also told me that she slept with most of his male employees and several of his female employees."
That made me start laughing too.
"Timmy, Tonya desperately needs a good administrative assistant. I offered the job to Elvira yesterday afternoon. She accepted it immediately."
"You mean Ellie's going to be working for JTandR too?"
"That's correct. She also starts this afternoon."
A wave of disappointment suddenly rolled through me. I was happy for Kirby and Elvira, but I felt like a little kid who was watching all of his friends get into the car to go to the circus while he had to stay behind. The new project promotions department was going to be a wonderful place to work and I wasn't going to be part of it.
I looked at Mr. Jackson and sighed. "Now more than ever I wish I could accept that job you just offered me, but I still can't."
He nodded. "You're concerned about Ellen and The Southwest Crier, aren't you."
"Yes."
"At eight o'clock Monday morning I asked the same two research assistants who had put together the report on Kirby's store to investigate The Crier. It was an easy task for them. They were able to get all the information they needed from telephone contacts and the Internet. At ten o'clock they delivered a detailed report to me."
Mr. Jackson took a moment to organize his thoughts and then he said, "Timmy I'm sure you're aware of the history of The Crier. It started out as a local neighborhood newspaper. Twenty years ago they were common in our suburban communities. They reported news about local government, the schools and community activities. They generated most of their revenues by running advertisements for area businesses. There was a time that they fulfilled an important need. They reported news that the major metropolitan papers had neither the time nor the inclination to report. Unfortunately that time is long passed. Now people are able to get that information from Internet web sites."
He shrugged. "Your friend Ellen has been trying to operate a newspaper that's an anachronism. No matter what she does, as long as she stays with the current format, her eventual failure is inevitable."
I nodded in agreement. I'd long ago come to that same conclusion. I was just reluctant to admit it. I liked Ellen and I liked working for a newspaper. I didn't want it to fail.
"Timmy, Ellen also fell into a vicious cycle. It's a cycle that's currently affecting the most prestigious publications in America. The Internet is killing our newspapers. Circulation is down for all of them. As circulation drops so do advertising revenues. In an effort to try to remain profitable newspapers have to cut their expenses. This means fewer reporters which results in a reduction in content. Of course a sparser, less comprehensive newspaper isn't as satisfying to subscribers, so circulation drops even further."
I smiled. "Which again reduces advertising revenues and that forces the newspaper to make even more cutbacks in staff so that it can continue to remain profitable." I looked at Mr. Jackson. "Ellen's in a hopeless situation, isn't she."
Mr. Jackson slowly shook his head. "No Timmy, I don't think she is. My research assistants are good. Once they established the problems Ellen was facing they started looking for possible solutions. They began by looking for successful local newspapers."
"Did they find any?"
"Yes, in fact they found several. They're all local arts, entertainment and dining newspapers. When they're well run these publications can be very successful."
"Do you think Ellen could turn The Crier into one of those?"
"Not on her own. She has another problem. Sunday morning, before we left Eagle Lake, I took a little time to ask Kelly about your two jobs. While we were discussing your situation at The Crier she told me about Ellen and the problems she's recently had in her personal life."
"Her husband abandoned her."
"Yes and that destroyed her financially." Mr. Jackson leaned forward. "Timmy, Ellen has the skill to restructure The Crier; but before she can do it she needs some help."
"Can you help her?"
"I already have." Mr. Jackson was smiling. "I had an accountant and an attorney from my acquisitions section meet with Ellen on Monday afternoon."
"She told me that she was meeting with some people who were interested in buying The Crier. She was excited."
"Yes, she's in debt and she's desperately looking for ways to get out of debt. Timmy we met with her partly to assess her interest in selling The Crier..."
"Selling The Crier?"
"Yes, my analysts are convinced that The Crier can be turned into a profitable business. Timmy, this is one of the ways we make money at JTandR. We find businesses that are failing and buy them. After we make the changes necessary to make them profitable again we either sell them or run them ourselves."
"Are you going to buy The Crier?"
"We already have. We bought it last night."
"What about Ellen? Are you going to force her out?" I was suddenly feeling very uneasy about what Mr. Jackson was doing.
He smiled. "Timmy your concern for your friends is inspirational. I hope that someday you'll be my friend."
I stared at Mr. Jackson. Compliments were not going to calm my apprehension.
Recognizing my concern and building agitation, he said In a very calm voice; "Timmy I have no intention of forcing Ellen out. If we're going to be successful with The Crier we need her."
He paused and then he added, "But she also needed us. She was desperate and begging for help. The other reason my representatives met with her on Monday afternoon was to ascertain exactly what her needs were. Of course she needed money and when we bought The Crier she received enough to pay off all of her debts."
He looked at me. "But Timmy, money was not her primary need. Ellen needed structure and support. Owning a small business sounds very romantic, but it has a huge drawback. Small business owners are out there all by themselves. No one is looking out for them. The moment Ellen signed the papers selling The Crier to us she became an employee of JTandR. She now earns a regular salary and has full benefits, benefits that include health insurance for both her and her children."
I now understood exactly what Mr. Jackson had done for Ellen. I smiled at him. "Thank you, that was a very kind thing to do."
He shrugged. "I told you earlier that we're always looking for ways to do some good while we're making money."
I took a deep breath and said, "I assume that I no longer work at The Crier."
"Actually, we'd like you to continue at The Crier, but not editing advertising copy. We'll hire college kids to do that.'
"What about the job writing reports for the hostesses? Don't you want me to do that anymore?" I was suddenly feeling disappointed.
He laughed. "No I definitely want you to do that, but we think you might still have enough time to write a weekly column for The Crier."
"A weekly column?"
"Yes a foods column. It was Mandy's idea. One week you could review a neighborhood restaurant. Maybe the following week you could write about affordable red wines. Another week you might teach our readers how to make quiche Lorraine." He grinned at me. "By the way, I heard that Kirby got two slices. I didn't get any at all."
I laughed. "At my earliest opportunity I promise that I'll make one for you."
"I'm going to hold you to that promise Timmy."
I smiled at him.
He smiled back and then he continued. "In addition to the eighty thousand dollars you'd be earning as the research assistant for our Project Promotion Section, we thought we'd pay you another twenty thousand dollars a year for writing the column. Would that be acceptable?"
"Of course, but..."
"But what? Timmy this is a very fair offer. Everyone at JTandR who knows you is hoping that you'll accept it. Will you?"
"If I didn't, I do believe that Kelly would kill me."
He nodded. "I think that's a certainty."
"Then I guess I'd better take it."
Mr. Jackson held up his hand. "Timmy there is one more duty that we'd like to give you and I think you should know what it is before you finally agree to accept this position."
"All right." I was again feeling apprehensive.
"The associates we invite to our parties at Eagle Lake and Evergreen are generally our most sexually adventurous clientele. When we entertain these people we try to create a cosmopolitan atmosphere charged with sexual excitement. We want to encourage our associates to feel free to indulge even their most private fantasies."



I nodded. "Yes, Kelly's told me stories that have given me that impression."
"Timmy, I think that you and I have a similar philosophy about sex. If it's between consenting adults and nobody is being injured, then it's purely a matter of personal preference."
That made me smile. "Yes, Mr. Jackson we share the same philosophy."
"At Evergreen tomorrow night, we're entertaining four of our most reliable investors. All four of them are middle aged men with very sophisticated sexual tastes. I would like you to be part of this party."
I shook my head. "Mr. Jackson, I'm not interested in having sex with a man."
Mr. Jackson laughed. "Timmy that's not what I'm suggesting. If a man we're entertaining expresses the desire to enjoy the company of another man, I'll hire a professional for him. No Timmy, I want you to attend the party as a slave."
"A slave?"
"Yes, we have a full compliment of household service staff, so you won't actually have to do any work. You'll be introduced as the slave for our four hostesses and during the party they'll all make it a point to make you run a variety of menial errands. Mandy thought you'd enjoy the job."
Chuckling, I said; "Mandy knows me too well."
Mr. Jackson grinned. "She also knows me too well."
I looked at Mr. Jackson. "You love Mandy, don't you."
He shook his head. "Timmy you really aren't afraid of me, are you."
I shrugged. "You're not a spider."
Laughing, Mr. Jackson said, "No I definitely am not."
There was a brief moment of silence and then I said; "Yes, I'll take the job. Mandy's right, I will enjoy it; or at least I'll find it very exciting. It will also give me the chance to travel with Kelly."
"Timmy you do understand that once the associates arrive your wife's attention will be totally focused on another man for the duration of the party. That's her job and it's very important that you do not, under any circumstances disturb her while she's working. None of our guest can have even the slightest inkling that Kelly is your wife."
"I understand."
"Can you do it?"
"I don't think I could have done it a week ago, but now I believe I can.
"That's what Mandy thinks too."
Mr. Jackson paused for a moment and then he said, "You realize that when she's working Kelly uses the the name, Melody."
"Yes, actually you explained that to me the first time we met. Since then, Kelly's told me more about it. All the hostesses have working names."
"That's right, they do. When you're working you're also going to have to have another name. You'll be known as Bunny."
I laughed. "Is this why my slave name was changed from dicklet last night?"
"Yes, we thought Bunny was a little more suitable."
Mr. Jackson leaned forward. "Timmy do we have an agreement?"
"Yes I think so. I'll be employed as a research assistant for your new Product Promotion Section. Tonya will be my supervisor. I'll also write a weekly column for the revised Crier and when you entertain associates at Eagle Lake or Evergreen I'll be the hostesses slave, Bunny."
"And we'll pay you an annual salary of one hundred thousand dollars plus bonuses."
I nodded.
He smiled. "Our plane for Evergreen leaves at nine o'clock tomorrow morning. Can you be on it?"
"Of course."
Mr. Jackson stood up and extended his hand to me. "Do we have an agreement?"
I stood up and took his hand. "Yes we do. Thank you very much. I'll try very hard to be a good employee."
We shook hands and then Mr. Jackson walked over to his desk and picked up his telephone. "Janet will you tell Tonya that we're ready for her."
Mr. Jackson set his telephone back on its cradle and turned to me. "Timmy the next several weeks are going to be very busy around here. For the past year John Reynolds has been working on two major projects. One is a takeover of Artiel Fabricating. They make jet engine parts for several of the largest aircraft manufacturers in the world. Artiel's annual stock holders meeting is next month. Our stock buyout is going to require an substantial amount of capital. Right now we're working to line up investors. A group of four businessmen are flying in from St. Louis this afternoon. This evening John, Wendell and I plan to take them to dinner at the Kensington Grill. After dinner Tonya, Kelly, Keisha and Mandy will be entertaining them in our suites at The Calvert Hotel. I know this is quick, but we can't afford to waste time right now. I would appreciate it if this afternoon you could review the information we have on these four men and put together reports for the girls before they leave to go to The Calvert this evening."
I smiled. "This is why you hired me."
"Yes it is."
"Where can I work?"
"At your desk. I don't have the space to give you a private office. You'll be sharing an office with Kirby and Elvira. When Kirby's not driving his Lincoln he'll be assisting Elvira."
"Where is the office?"
"Tonya can show it you."
I nodded and then I asked Mr. Jackson, "What's the other project?"
Taking a deep breath, he smiled and said; "If things go well, I may be able to tell you more about that late tomorrow night at Evergreen. Until then, I'd prefer to not say anything at all."
There was a knock at the door.
"That should be Tonya." He turned to the closed door. "Come in."
The door opened. Kelly rushed in first. Mandy and Keisha were right behind her. Antoine, Kirby, Elvira and Tonya followed them. I noticed that Kirby was now dressed in the black three piece suit that was the standard uniform for the Lincoln drivers at JtandR.
Kelly ran over to me, threw her arms around my neck and kissed me hard on the lips. When she was done she grinned at me and said, "Timmy did you take the job?"
Realizing that I rarely had this good an opportunity to torment my wife I lowered my head and quietly said, "No Kelly I didn't"
Next to me I heard Martin Jackson choke back a startled snort. I don't think he realized that I loved to tease my wife.
Kelly's smile turned to a frown. "You didn't, why not?"
I made a big production of shaking my head, shrugging my shoulders and sighing. "Kelly honey, I'm so close to finishing my book. Right now I really can't afford to take any time away from it.
Everyone was staring at me in dismay. Out of the corner of my eye I glanced at Martin Jackson. It was taking every bit of self control he could muster to keep from laughing.
Kelly shook her head. "Timmy, I know that book is important to you. It's important to me too; but this is a really good opportunity. With both of us earning a large income we could save enough money to be able to retire in ten years. Then we could both write our books."
I grinned at my beautiful wife. "That sounds really nice, doesn't it. It's a good thing I took the job."
Kelly stared at me for a moment and the she balled up her fist and lightly punched my shoulder. "You shit! You were teasing me."
Now everyone was smiling.
I nodded. "Yes I was. Teasing you is one of the great pleasures of my life."
Kelly grinned. "And I have to admit that being teased by you is one of the great pleasures of my life." She leaned forward. Whispering in a voice loud enough for everyone to hear she said, "But you do understand that if you hadn't taken this job I would have cut off your balls and hung them from the rear view mirror of my Mercedes Benz."
The entire group was chuckling as I quietly answered, "Yes Ms. Mason, I understand."
Behind me Martin Jackson said, "Timmy I don't think spiders are the only things that scare you."
Kelly looked at him. "Spiders?"
He smiled. "It's an inside joke."
"Martin is Timmy going to Evergreen with us tomorrow?" It was Tonya. She was trying to get the group back on task.
"Yes, he is."
"As Bunny?"
"Absolutely."
Kelly giggled. "Having my little slave boy traveling with us is going to be fun." Then her expression became much more serious. She kissed my cheek and said, "Timmy working together is going to be wonderful.."
I smiled. "Yes Kelly, it is."
Mr. Jackson glanced at the clock on his wall and then he turned to Tonya. "Tonnie, why don't you show Timmy his desk. He promised me that he'd have the reports about the investors from St. Louis ready in time for the four of you to read them before you have to leave for The Calvert this evening."
Turning to Elvira, Mr. Jackson said; "Ellie, Janet Collins has the files. You can pick them up from her as you pass by her desk."
Realizing that we had just been dismissed, Tonya waved her hand and said; "Come on everyone, let's go back to the section office."
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We made a quick stop at Janet Collins's desk so that Elvira could pick up the files on the investors from St. Louis.
While she was doing that I turned to Antoine and Keisha. "So how are the two of you doing? Yesterday when you left our house I thought you might be going directly to a justice of the peace."
They both grinned at me.
Antoine said, "Timmy we're still pretty excited. We stayed up all last night talking."
Keisha nodded. "It was fun. We talked about everything. We decided that were not going to get married for at least a year, but Antoine's going to move into my town house as soon as I get back from Evergreen and he returns from Las Vegas."
I looked at him. "Las Vegas? Aren't you going to Evergreen with us?"
"No, I wish I could go to Evergreen with all of you, but I have an assignment in Las Vegas. I'm going to be entertaining a rich widow from San Francisco." He smiled. "I've entertained her before. She has a real thing for black men and she loves to play craps. It'll be fun."
Keisha poked him in the ribs. "It better not be too much fun."
Antoine rolled his eyes. "Like you have any reason to be jealous. You'll be spending most of tomorrow night sucking some middle aged white guy's dick."
Giggling, Keisha said; "We do have interesting jobs, don't we."
Antoine kissed his girlfriend's cheek and then he said, "Timmy there also wouldn't be anything for me to do at Evergreen tomorrow night. This group doesn't have a female associate for me to entertain and Keisha's going to be occupied with her associate for the entire evening. Sometimes I go to Evergreen so we can put on a sex show after dinner, but I know this group. They like to create their own shows."
Next to me Kelly grinned. "Yes they do. These guys can be pretty uninhibited. Timmy honey, tomorrow night you're going to see a sex party that's wilder than anything you've ever imagined."
I shook my head. "I don't know, that party at our house last Friday night was right out there."
Keisha laughed. "Sweetie these guys are so kinky that they make Gary look like an evangelical preacher."
Shaking her head, Mandy said; "I don't know about that, some of those evangelical preachers can be pretty kinky."
Kelly giggled. "you're talking about the guys who are fucking the choir director on Saturday night and preaching about fidelity on Sunday morning.'
"And those same guys might be fucking the choir director's wife too." Mandy winked at Kelly.
Laughing, Tonya said; "Mandy that was nasty, very nasty."
"But true Tonnie, very true. Some of those hypocrites are even kinkier than we are."
Antoine chuckled. "It's hard to believe that anybody's kinkier than you four."
Mandy poked Antoine in his side. "But we don't preach about morality on Sunday mornings."
Kelly winked at Mandy. "No we give blow jobs on Sunday mornings."
Keisha looked at me. "Timmy does your wife give blow jobs on Sunday morning?"
With a perfectly straight face I shrugged and said, "How would I know? Ask her boyfriend."
Everyone started laughing.
Chuckling, Antoine said, "I repeat my earlier assertion. It's hard to believe that anybody is kinkier than the four of you."
It had just taken a few seconds for Elvira to get the files from Janet Collins, so for the past two minutes we'd been walking and talking. When we came to the door that led into the hallway where the hostesses had their offices I noticed that it now had an enameled sign on it that read, Project Promotions Section.
Kirby opened the door and held it for all of us. There were six doors in this back hallway, three on each side. The middle door on the right was Kelly's office. The last door on the left was Mandy's office. Although I'd never been inside it, I knew that the last door on the right was Tonya's office.
Tonya opened the middle door on the left and walked inside. We all followed her. It was an office about the same size as Kelly's and Mandy's only in this office there were three beautifully finished mahogany desks. One on the left, one on the right and one straight across from the door. All three desks were set on six foot by nine foot oriental rugs. The rugs created the feeling that each desk was in it's own space. It was a clever decorating concept.
There were two elegantly framed color photographs on the wall behind the desk on the right. One was a picture of the battleship Missouri and the other was a picture of Old Iron Sides, the U.S.S. Constitution. I assumed that this was Kirby's desk.
Behind the center desk there were two prints of Modigliani nudes. I assumed that this was Elvira's desk.
I turned and looked at the desk on the left. I smiled. There were two framed black and white photographs on the wall behind it. One was a picture of John Steinbeck. The other was a picture of Gregory Peck portraying Atticus Finch in the film of "To Kill A Mockingbird".
Next to me Kelly said, "Do you like them Timmy. I picked them out for you myself."
I nodded. "Yes Kel, I like them very much, thank you. Kelly knew that my favorite author was John Steinbeck and my favorite character in all of literature was Atticus Finch.
Tonya took the files from Elvira, walked over to my desk and set them on it. "Timmy you sit here." There was a lap top computer on the desk. Pointing to it, she said; "This is your computer." She nodded towards a wireless printer that was sitting on a table to the right of Elvira's desk. "It works with the printer over there."
Then looking at everyone, she said; "I know that we're all excited about the events of the last two days. I'm certain that every one of us would like to spend the rest of the afternoon sitting here talking. I know I would. Unfortunately we can't. We don't have the time. Martin, Wendell and John are relying on us to help them raise the capital for their new projects. We're entertaining an important group of investors tonight and another important group tomorrow night. We have to be certain that everything is ready. Antoine, you need to make sure you have everything you'll need for Las Vegas."
Antoine laughed. "With this lady, everything I need is tucked safely away in my boxer shorts."
Shaking her head Tonya sternly said, "Go get packed. You're on a 7:00 AM flight tomorrow morning. You'll need a dark gray business suit, a sports jacket and slacks and at least three dress shirts. You'll also want to bring your upscale jewelry. This woman doesn't want ghetto, she wants style. Subdued elegance is the theme for this trip. Keish, go with him and make sure he packs the right clothing."
Keisha patted Antoine's butt. "Come on babydoll, let's get you packed for your trip."
Antoine spun around. "Babydoll? That's Timmy not me. You're going to have to find another term of endearment for me, because I am not going to answer to Babydoll."
As they walked out of the office, Keisha said; "How about sweetie pie?"
"That ain't going to work either." Antoine was shaking his head.
"How about sugar."
"Ooo now that works. Any time you call me sugar I'll definitely answer."
"All right sugar, let's get you packed."
All six of us were smiling as they disappeared into the hall.
After they were gone Tonya looked at us and said, "I have to teach Timmy how to write the reports and then I have to show Ellie how to access the inventory for cocktail dresses, bikinis, lingerie, costumes and accessories that are already at Evergreen. After that I'll show her how to look up the notes that I made after the previous times we've entertained this group and we can decide if we need to bring any additional clothing or costumes with us."
"Tonnie." It was Kelly.
"What Kel?"
"I know how to write the reports, so does Mandy. We don't have anything to do. Why don't we help Timmy while you work with Ellie and Kirby."
"That's a good idea Kelly. If we can get everything done, maybe there will be enough time for all of us to have dinner together at the Goldenrod Supper club before we have to go to the Calvert."
Mandy giggled. "I wonder if they'll let Timmy in, I heard he got into a fight the last time he was there."
"It's true, I was there. He smashed up the bar and nearly put two guys in the hospital." Kelly was grinning at me.
Tonya laughed. "I think it's time for all of us to get to work." She looked at Kirby and Elvira. "Let's leave our silly friends and go to my office."
Mandy flashed Tonya a look of mock indignation. "Silly? I'll have you know that Ms. Mason, Mr. Jamieson and I are paragons of decorum and solemnity. In fact people who know us well often refer to us as Ms. Prim, Ms. Proper and Mr. Staid."
"Mr. Staid?" Kirby was standing behind Tonya with a grin on his face.
I looked at him and shrugged.
Kelly giggled. "Timmy, when you write your autobiography you can entitle it, 'The Strange Case Of Dr. Dicklet and Mr. Staid.'"
All five us started laughing. After a moment Tonya shook her head. Still giggling she said; "Kirby, Ellie we'd better get out of here before Prudence Prim and her two sidekicks decide to get even more serious."
She paused for a moment and then she looked at Kelly and Mandy. "You two still have copies of some of my old reports, don't you?"
Mandy nodded. "I've saved all of them."
"So have I." Kelly was also nodding.
"Show Timmy some of the recent ones. That's the form I want him to follow." Tonya turned to me. "Timmy, when you finish a report I want you to print out three hard copies. Keep one for your own files and put the other two on Ellie's desk. Ellie, you should file one copy and give the other copy to the hostess who's scheduled to entertain that associate. Timmy I also want you to email a copy of each report to me and then save your reports in a file on your computer. There are number of associates that we entertain on a regular basis. These men are JTandR's biggest investors. If we maintain good records we can stockpile a wealth of information about likes and dislikes of the firm's most valued clients
"I understand Tonya. I can do that."
She smiled. "I'm really excited about this. Timmy, I think you have the skill to generate excellent reports. The more information we have about the men we're entertaining, the better the experience we'll be able to give them." Tonya paused for a moment and then she said, "All right everybody, let's get busy. We have a lot to do this afternoon."
As soon as Tonya, Elvira and Kirby were gone Kelly said; "Timmy, Mandy and I will get some some of Tonya's most recent reports while you pull your two extra chairs around behind your desk."
They were gone for a minute or two. By the time they returned I had the chairs in place. We sat down and went to work. I write a lot so I'm a good typist. With Kelly and Mandy's help it only took about an hour and a half to complete the four reports about the associates the girls would be entertaining at the Calvert that evening.
Once those reports were finished Kelly and Mandy both stood up.
Kelly smiled and said, "Timmy, I think you understand what Tonnie wants. Mandy and I both have errands to run. You can stay here and start working on the reports about the associates that we'll be meeting at Evergreen tomorrow afternoon. We'll be spending more time with those men, so we'd like the reports to be more detailed."
She glanced at the clock on the wall. "It's 2:30, we're having dinner at the Goldenrod at 6:30. We'll be back here by 5:00."
I looked at my wife. "Tonya wasn't sure we'd have time to eat at the Goldenrod."
Kelly smiled. "She was just trying to get us moving. Besides, If I'm going to spend the evening partying with a middle aged man from St. Louis, I'm going to have a nice dinner first."
Mandy laughed. "So am I."
Grinning at me, Kelly said; "Timmy honey, sex is much more fun when you're well fed and feeling content."
I laughed. "Then we'd better make sure that the two of you get dinner."
Kelly and Mandy nodded their heads and then they both kissed me. As they hurried out the door Kelly called to me, "Timmy we'll be back in two hours."
As soon as they were gone I opened the folder containing the background information about the investors from Boston and started to read. There were four of them. They were business partners and extremely close friends. In financial circles they had a reputation for being bold, ruthless, hard driving wheeler dealers. All of them led lavish almost ostentatious life styles. They owned penthouse condominiums, drove exotic sports cars and were all divorced and remarried to much younger trophy wives. Gambling was a passion for them and several times a week they played golf for ridiculous sums of money.
As I read further it was quickly apparent that they're exotic unrestrained way of life extended to their sex lives. Antoine, Kelly and Keisha hadn't been exaggerating. These four men were kinky.
Actually kinky may not have been the correct way to characterize them. They were kinky, but not outrageously so. From the reports it appeared that it was the way they interacted with each other when they partied that created the atmosphere of unrestrained debauchery.
These were men who had enjoyed unbelievable financial success. Their successes had caused their self confidence to mushroom to a level that approached arrogance. The combination of their extreme self assurance and their deep friendship for each other allowed them to engage in sexual role playing games that most men would be too inhibited to even consider.
At first glance all four of the investors appeared to be typical macho domineering businessmen. For three of them this initial impression was accurate. Brad Cameron, Tyler Greer and Jason Foley were dominant men. They enjoyed being in control. They loved receiving pleasure from a woman and they were almost competitive about their sexual prowess and the conquests they'd made.
The other partner was the complete opposite. In his private life Donald Kline was a masochistic submissive cuckold. His much younger wife, Michelle was his goddess. She ruthlessly dominated him, humiliated him and denied him sexual pleasure while she openly dated other men. The men she dated included her husband's three business partners.
Apparently Michelle loved group sex and her husband's friends were very willing to accommodate her desires. According to the report all three of them took great delight in tormenting and teasing Donald while he submissively watched as they partied with his wife.
When I read this, I chuckled. As a submissive masochist I understood that Donald probably enjoyed those parties every bit as much as his wife and his friends.
With more than a little trepidation I also realized that at Evergreen tomorrow night I was going to be making my debut as Bunny the slave in front of three men who were very experienced and adept at taunting and humiliating a submissive masochist.
As I thought about this, I began to consider the possibility that it might be more than just a coincidence. I didn't doubt that these four men were important investors for JTandR's latest project. They were obviously wealthy men who were willing to take significant risks with their money. While I didn't question Martin's interest in trying to keep these men happy, I did wonder about the timing of the party.
I understood Martin's desire to have me play the role of a slave at some of his sex parties. He was trying to create an atmosphere of free spirited fantasy. I also realized that after my display of jealousy during our previous meeting, he probably still had concerns about my ability to control my emotions when I was with my wife while she was partying with another man.
I began to suspect that tomorrow night's party was partially a test for me. I wasn't offended. In fact as I thought about it, I had to agree that it was a good idea. These men were regular investors, good friends and sexually very sophisticated. If I did lose my cool and make a scene; Tonya, Keisha and Martin could easily explain the situation to them and keep the party from getting ugly while Kelly and Mandy helped me get my emotions back under control.
I was confident that there wouldn't be an incident. The events of the past several days had helped me to better understand my wife and our new lifestyle. Still I was glad that I'd been able to read the report. A little forewarning always makes a potentially difficult situation easier.
I glanced at the clock. It was almost 4:00. If I was going to be finished with my work by the time Kelly and Mandy returned I needed to get busy. I quickly wrote a short outline of each man's interests and background. Once those were completed I did some Internet research and put together a brief description of Boston's professional sports teams. All four men were avid sports fans. I was quite certain that the girls could easily fill any awkward moments that might arise with questions or comments about the Red Sox, the Patriots, the Celtics or the Bruins.
I was just finishing printing the copies of my reports when the office door opened and in walked Kelly and Mandy. Kelly was carrying a garment bag. She smiled at me. "Hi Timmy, did you finish your reports?"
"Yes, I was just printing them."
"Good, As soon as you're done meet me in my office. It's time for us to get ready to go to dinner."
Kelly and Mandy both turned and disappeared out the door.
After the reports were printed I filed my copies and set the others on Elvira's desk.
Once that was done I walked over to Kelly's office. She was coming out of her closet holding a very elegant looking woman's business suit in a rich shade of dark brown. All she was wearing was a skimpy white lace brassiere and a matching thong.
When Kelly saw me she smiled and held up the suit. "I think this chestnut brown suit creates a nice contrast to my blond hair. What do you think Timmy?"
I grinned at her. "I think a plaid bathrobe would look nice with your blond hair."
Rolling her eyes, Kelly said; "Timmy! I'm not fishing for compliments. I want to hear your honest opinion. This is the first time we're going to have dinner together on a night when I'm working. It's important to me that I look nice for you."
She giggled. "Of course I also want to look nice for Kevin." Kevin Martland was the man Kelly was going to meet at the Calvert after we finished dinner.
"Do you think he'll enjoy watching me take this suit off for him." There was an impish smile on my wife's face. She was teasing me.
"He'd have to be dead not to enjoy it." I was grinning at Kelly.
She walked over and kissed my cheek. "You're sweet."
"Is that the lingerie you're going to wear for him?"
Shaking her head, Kelly said; "No, I have a set in ivory that has a matching garter belt and nylon stockings. Most of the older men I entertain like it when I wear stockings and a garter belt."
I chuckled. "Kelly, most men, young or old would enjoy seeing you in stockings and a garter belt."
Kelly slipped her hand down the front of my jeans and wrapped her fingers around my growing penis. "Are you one of those men?"
"Oh yes."
"Tonight, when I come home after I'm done entertaining Kevin, would you like me to wear the lingerie for you?"
"Yes, please." My tiny cock was now fully erect.
"Will you eat my pussy while I'm wearing it?" Kelly was stroking me.



"Yes." My voice was an excited whisper.
"Even knowing that Kevin just fucked me?"
"Yes."
"Yes what?"
"Yes, even knowing that another man just fucked you."
Suddenly my wife started giggling. Pulling her hand out of my jeans, she wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me hard on the lips. Then she grinned at me and said, "Timmy I love you so much. Now that you're working at JTandR, life is going to be wonderful."
I grinned at her, but before I could say anything Kelly slapped my butt and said, "Now get those clothes off and get in the shower. I want you to look your best at dinner tonight."
"Get in the shower?" I stared at Kelly with a puzzled expression.
"Timmy honey; Tonnie, Keish, Mandy, Antoine and I all have a full bathroom in our office. The nature of our job makes it a necessity."
Still puzzled, I said; "Okay, but I don't have any clean clothes to wear."
Kelly pointed at her desk. The garment bag that I'd seen her carrying earlier was draped across the top. "While I was out running errands this afternoon I stopped at home and picked up your blue blazer, gray trousers, a necktie, a white dress shirt, a pair of clean panties and socks and your black loafers. Did you think I was going to let you go to dinner with me at the Goldenrod Supper Club wearing a pair of blue jeans?"
Smiling at the exasperation in Kelly's voice I said, "I guess not."
"That's right. Now go get into the shower.
I was grinning as I walked to Kelly's bathroom. Just as I was opening the door, she said; "You'll find a new razor and a can of shaving gel on the shelf next to the shower. I want you to shave while you're in there." After pausing for a moment, she added. "And I'm not just talking about your face. I want you to shave everywhere."
Turning, I looked at my wife. "Can't I do that at home?"
"No Timmy, you can't. This is going to be a late night and we have an early plane to catch in the morning. Tomorrow afternoon at Evergreen I want Bunny the slave to be clean shaven. This will very likely be your only opportunity."
When Kelly said that a shiver of excitement rippled through my loins. I bowed politely and said; "Yes, Ms. Mason, as you wish."
I'm still not very skilled at shaving my legs and pubic area so my shower and shave took me almost a half hour. After I was finished I quickly dried off and left Kelly's bathroom.
Kelly and Mandy were sitting in the chairs in front of Kelly's desk. They were reading the reports we'd written earlier about the men they'd be entertaining later in the evening. They had, of course helped me write them; but I suspected that they were now reviewing the key details. Both women were professionals. They were very serious about their jobs.
They were dressed only in their lingerie. I noticed that Kelly was now wearing the ivory set that she'd described earlier. It was a very sexy outfit. Kevin was a lucky man.
When they heard me step out of the bathroom they both looked up. As soon as they saw me they smiled. I was suddenly very conscious of the fact that I was naked. In tandem they set down the reports they'd been reading and stood up.
As they walked over to me, Mandy said; "My my, he looks absolutely delicious. When he's freshly shaved his tiny penis looks just like a little toy."
Glancing at Kelly, Mandy said; "May I?"
My wife smiled. "Feel free."
Staring into my eyes, Mandy gently placed her fingertips on the base of my neck near my shoulder. As she traced a line along my collarbone to my throat she said, "You like being a slave don't, you Bunny."
There was something about the tone of Mandy's voice that made my body tingle with excitement. It was alluring, almost irresistible, but I also sensed hint of malice.
I was almost afraid to reply, but I did. "Yes." My voice was a whisper.
"Yes what? Tell us Bunny. What do you like?" It was Kelly. She had moved closer and was now caressing my lower back.
"I like being a slave."
"Who's slave Bunny? Who do you belong to?"
The air was now filled with sexual electricity. Breathlessly, I answered my wife. "You Ms. Mason. I belong to you."
"That's right Bunny, you belong to me and as your owner I expect you to also serve and obey Ms. Wells, Ms. Lewis, Ms. Adams and Ms. Higgins. Do you understand me Bunny?" Kelly's voice was laden with determination.
My heart was pounding at a frantic pace. Neither wanting nor daring to challenge Kelly, I obediently answered; "Yes Ms. Mason, I understand."
Mandy reached down and squeezed my now erect penis. "Your slave seems to be very pleased about his new duties."
Kelly grinned. "I would have been shocked if he'd reacted any other way. He loves the four of you."
Mandy gave my penis another squeeze. "And we love him too. I think it's time for us to give him his present."
Kelly nodded. "I agree, did you bring it with you?"
"Yes, it's on your desk next to the garment bag. I'll get it."
I watched with curiosity as Mandy walked over to Kelly's desk and picked up a small black plastic bag. As she returned I noticed that the name Sex Land was printed in garish pink and gold letters across the front of the bag.
Sex Land was a large store on the edge of downtown that specialized in sex toys, exotic lingerie and adult films. While we were in college Kelly and I had visited the store several times. We were students, we didn't have any money, so we couldn't afford to buy anything. We just enjoyed looking at the amazing array of dildos, rubber pussies, whips, handcuffs and all the other incredible devices that had been created to fuel the varied imaginations of our city's population.
Mandy opened the bag and took out a box. I gasped when I saw the name CB6000S on the front of the box.
Looking at Kelly with alarm, I said; "This isn't necessary."
She shook her head. "Timmy, I disagree. I think it' s absolutely necessary."
"But why? All you have to do is tell me not to masturbate. You know that I would never disobey you."
Kelly nodded. "Yes Timmy, I do know that you would never disobey me; but that doesn't matter. Without the cage, the decision to obey or disobey me is your choice. You maintain final control over your freedom to have orgasms. Even though I am absolutely certain that you would never do it, you still could choose to masturbate. After I lock your penis in this chastity cage, your power to choose is gone. You have to obey me. I hold the power to decide when you're allowed to cum."
Staring into my eyes, my wife said; "Timmy, just thinking about holding that power excites me."
Still holding my erect penis with one hand, Mandy picked up Kelly's hand and guided it to my left nipple. Kelly grasped the nub between her thumb and forefinger and began to slowly twist it. As she twisted, I felt the pain starting to grow.
I bit my lip.
Mandy placed her lips against my ear and whispered, "Your mistress is giving you pain. Doing it excites her. Submitting to her, allowing her to give you pain excites you; doesn't it Timmy."
Breathlessly, I answered; "Yes it does."
"Timmy, both of us are submissives. We're slaves. It's our nature and our destiny to surrender power to our superiors. Taking control of your freedom to have orgasms will please your mistress. Do you really want to deny her that pleasure."
I slowly shook my head. "No I don't."
"Admit it Timmy. Admit it to me, Admit it to your mistress and most of all admit it to yourself. Surrendering that power will excite you just as much as wielding the power will excite Ms. Mason. That's true, isn't it Timmy."
In a barely audible whisper I answered, "Yes it is."
Kelly relaxed her grip on my nipple. Instead of twisting it she was now gently caressing it. As she caressed me she said in a loving voice, "I promise to be very attentive to your needs. Tonight when we get home I'll take the cage off and we can make love like we always do."
I nodded.
She continued; "But tomorrow, after we get to Evergreen, I'll put it back on you again. I'll do it because as your owner, it's my prerogative to do it. You understand that, don't you Timmy."
"Yes."
Still gently holding my penis, Mandy said; "Timmy I want you ask Ms. Mason to put the cage on you. That will show her that you're willingly surrendering this power to her."
Again I nodded. I was very nervous, but I was also extremely excited. In truth I'd been fantasizing about this moment for several years. Deep down inside I knew that I wanted this, but I still had to resist. Surrendering control over a portion of your life as significant as this one is not done lightly."
"Do it Timmy, you know you want to." Mandy was prodding me.
I trusted Kelly, I trusted her implicitly. I also knew that this wasn't an irreversible decision. Locks could be cut. Still, it was scary. If I ever had to have the lock cut I would feel like I was symbolically severing the bond of our marriage.
Mandy was right, I wanted to do it. I was scared, but I was also as excited as I had ever been in my entire life. I was a submissive masochist and this was a major declaration of my subservience.
Gathering my courage, I took a deep breath and looked into my wife's eyes. "Ms. Mason would you please lock my penis in the cock cage and hold the key."
Kelly smiled. "Yes Timmy, I would be happy to do that for you."
Mandy walked over to Kelly's desk and opened another shopping bag. She removed one of those chemical ice packs that athletic teams use on the sidelines during games. After pressing on it to break the barrier that separated the chemicals she shook it, waited for a moment while the chemicals reacted to each other and then she walked over to me and placed the cold pack on the base of my erect penis.
It was cold, very cold. My erection quickly began to wilt.
While Mandy was holding the ice pack against my cock and balls Kelly opened the box containing the CB6000s.
Suddenly I was curious about the s. I'd of course read about the CB6000 on the Internet. It was quite well known, but I'd never heard of a CB6000s. I decided to ask Kelly. "Ms. Mason what does the s after the CB6000 stand for?"
Mandy answered. She was giggling as she said, "The s stands for short. This is a cock cage for men who are smaller than the norm."
Suddenly I felt horribly embarrassed. I bit my lower lip and closed my eyes.
Kelly noticed the change in my mood and asked, "Timmy honey, what's the matter?"
"Nothing."
Kissing my cheek, she said; "Babydoll, something upset you. Please tell me what it is."
I took a deep breath. In a very quiet voice I said, "Having to wear a cock cage is humiliating, but having to wearing one built especially for inadequate men feels like the ultimate indignity."
Kelly smiled at me. "Sweetheart, you do have a tiny penis, but that doesn't make you inadequate. I love your little cock. I love sucking it and I love the way it feels in my pussy and my ass. Yes, I fuck lots of other men, but that has nothing to do with the size of your penis. Chris has a great big cock and if I was married to him I'd still want to fuck other guys."
She paused to kiss my cheek again and then she said, "Your cock is and always will be my favorite. It's my favorite because it's yours and I love you."
Holding my face in her hands, Kelly stared into my eyes and said, "Timmy if I could only have one cock for the rest of my life, I would choose yours. Please never forget that." She kissed me hard on the lips and then she released me and smiled. "Okay?"
Smiling back at her, I said; "Yes, but it's still embarrassing."
Kelly took the chastity cage out of its box and held up the clear plastic penis sleeve. After examining it she said, "It doesn't say CB6000s anywhere, so no one will ever have to know."
Still holding the cold pack against my cock and balls, Mandy said; "And we promise to never tell anyone."
I laughed. "All right."
"Can we put it on you now?" Kelly was holding a plastic open ended ring in her hand.
I nodded. "Yes, go ahead."
"Mandy, do you have the lube?"
"Yes." Mandy went back to Kelly's desk and reached into the bag that had held the cold pack. She took out a small black plastic tube. It was labeled, Magic Moment Silicone Lubricant. When she returned she dribbled several drops of the lotion onto my penis and gently rubbed it into my skin. My shriveled cock was still too cold from the chemical ice pack to respond to her touch.
As soon as Mandy was finished, Kelly said; "Hold still now Timmy." She placed the open ended plastic ring around the base of my cock and balls and then produced two more plastic pieces. They were identical except that one of the of the pieces had two plastic pins extending from it while the other piece had two holes in the places corresponding to the pins. She pushed the two pins through two holes in each side or the opening at the top of the plastic ring and then through the two corresponding holes in the other piece. This created a a full ring of plastic that securely bound the base of my cock and balls.
Next, Kelly slipped the plastic sleeve over the shaft of my limp penis. Holding it in place she looked at Mandy and said, "We need a locking pin with a spacer about this size
Mandy looked in the chastity cage box and selected a pin and a spacer. Handing the two pieces to Kelly, she said; "These look about right to me."
Kelly handed the cock sleeve to Mandy and slipped the pin through a hole in the pieces that formed the top of the ring binding my cock and balls. I noticed that a small hole had been drilled through the tip of this pin. Once the pin was in place she slid the other piece, a short plastic cylinder over it and then she took the plastic cock sleeve back from Mandy, fitted it onto the locking pin and slid it back until the small spacer stopped it. The hole in the tip of the locking pin now just extended through the cylinder at the base of the cock sleeve.
looking up at me, Kelly asked; "Timmy does that feel comfortable?"
I smiled at her. "I'm not sure that comfortable is the right word, but it doesn't seem to be rubbing me anywhere, and it doesn't hurt."
"Are you sure?'
"Yes I'm sure."
Mandy handed a small gold padlock to Kelly. It was open.
Kelly pushed the shackle of the lock through the hole in the tip of the locking pin. I could see that she was aroused. Staring into my eyes, she took a deep breath and snapped the lock shut. Then, in a voice raspy with excitement, she said; "Timmy thank you for letting me do this. It really does excite me."
I smiled at my wife. "It excites me too Ms. Mason." And then my entire body tingled with excitement as I watched Kelly walk over to her desk, open her purse and drop the key into it.
After closing her purse, Kelly looked at me. When she saw the excitement in my eyes, she smiled.
I winked at her. That made her giggle. For a moment we just grinned at each other and then Kelly glanced up at the clock. It was just after 5:30.
Her expression became serious. "If we're going to get to the Goldenrod by 6:00 we'd better finish getting dressed and go."
Mandy nodded in agreement. "Yes, we'd better get moving." As she hurried out the door, she called to us; "I'll put on my suit and be right back."
As soon as she was gone Kelly turned to me. "Timmy your clothes are in the garment bag. Hurry and get dressed while I touch up my makeup and put on my suit."
I was tying my necktie and Kelly was putting on her skirt when Mandy returned. She laughed when she saw that we still weren't ready. "You two are even pokier than Antoine and Keisha."
Straightening her skirt, Kelly asked; "Are they ready to go?"
Mandy nodded. "They're already on their way to the elevator with Tonnie, Ellie and Cookie."
Kelly put on her suit jacket. "Come on Timmy, we have to hurry. If we're late for dinner, it'll be a month before Tonnie, Keish and Antoine let us forget about it."
Mandy opened the door to the hallway. She was laughing. "That's only because we give them so much grief when they're late."
Giggling, Kelly picked up her purse and followed Mandy out the door. "Yeah, so what's your point." As they disappeared into the hall I could see Mandy holding up her middle finger.
I shook my head, picked up my sports jacket and raced out the door behind my wife and my very good friend. By the time I caught them they were already in the elevator alcove. As we waited for the elevator, I asked; "How are we getting to the restaurant?" I assumed that we were either going in Kelly's Mercedes or Mandy's Jaguar.
The elevator arrived. We stepped inside. After the doors closed Kelly smiled at me and said, "You're driving us of course.'
I looked at her. "Me? My little Ford is still at Kirby's store."
Mandy giggled. "Timmy honey, your old car is now on the used car lot at the Beckwith Auto Mart. We're going in your new car."
I smiled. With all the excitement about my new job, Kirby and Elvira getting hired and of course the chastity cage; the new car had completely slipped my mind."
The elevator doors opened to the lobby of the Whetmore Building. As we stepped out I suddenly had a concern. "What about insurance? I haven't signed any papers."
Kelly patted my shoulder. "It's all right Babydoll. I took care of everything. We just transferred the insurance from your old car. Remember, I bought your Focus for you. The title was in my name."
"Is the title for my new car in your name?"
"Yes it is, but when we get back from Evergreen we can transfer it to your name."
As we walked across the marble floor of the Whetmore Building's huge foyer I had a very kinky idea. "Ms. Mason, I don't think we should do that."
Looking at me with a puzzled expression, Kelly asked; "Why not Timmy?"
I smiled at her. "I'm your slave. A slave really shouldn't be permitted to own a car. You should just allow me to use your second car."
Giggling, Kelly said; "Timmy your getting to be even kinkier than Mandy and me."
Mandy laughed. "He's my protege. I've been teaching him. It appears that I've done my job well. The student is surpassing the master."
I smiled at Mandy's joking compliment and then I said, "Actually Ms. Mason, I think it would be really hot if you owned everything."
Mandy grinned. "That's my boy."
Kelly shook her head. She was smiling. Suddenly she stopped walking and her smiled turned into a frown. After thinking for a moment, she said; "Timmy that's a really sexy idea, but I'm not sure it's a good one."
I looked at her. "What do mean?"
"What if something happens to us? Timmy we play a dangerous game. I sleep with other men. What if I fall for one of them or you finally get tired of being a cuckold slave and decide to leave me? What if I get killed in a car accident? Babydoll, I love you so much. It's important for me to know that no matter what happens, you'll always be financially secure. If I own everything and something happens to me or to us, you could end up with nothing."
Mandy picked up Kelly's hand and patted it. "Kel, you have to be the sweetest dominatrix I've ever met."
Kelly and I both laughed.
Mandy shook her head. "No, I mean it. Timmy you really were lucky when you found her" And then with a hint of sadness and envy in her voice, she added; "And Kelly won the lottery when she found you Timmy."
Kelly held on to Mandy's hand while she picked up my hand with the other one. She gave both of us a gentle squeeze. Nothing was said. Nothing needed to be said. All three of us could sense the growing emotional bond that was gradually pulling us together.
Just as the silence was about to become awkward, Mandy said; "You don't have to worry about that Kel."
Kelly looked at Mandy with a puzzled expression. "I don't understand."
"Everything being in your name if something bad should happen, like the two of you getting divorced or you getting killed in a car accident."



"Why not?"
"For the latter case, all you need is a will and an emergency bank account so that Timmy has some money to live on while the estate is finalized."
Nodding, Kelly said; "Okay, but what about divorce? What if some day I go completely bonkers and really do decide to leave Timmy for a hot stud with a big cock."
"I don't think you'll ever do that."
"I don't either, but what if I do?"
"The same emergency bank account should only be in Timmy's name. That will insure that he has money to live on until the divorce is finalized."
Kelly thought about that for a moment and then she said; "All right, that will protect him in case I lose my mind and turn into a vindictive bitch."
I shook my head. "I don't really think we have to worry about any of this."
Sighing, Kelly said; "No Timmy we do. I think it would be really hot if I owned everything, but I couldn't enjoy it unless we knew that we had provisions protecting you in case something bad happens to us."
"Kel, you don't have to worry. As long as Timmy has a reserve bank account he'll never be hurt financially." Mandy was looking at both of us.
"But what about divorce?"
"Kel, both my mom and my dad have told me about their divorce. This is a no fault divorce state. You don't have children. There would be an equal split of all your assets. These days, unless there's a custody issue, the courts don't care about the circumstances that led up to the divorce."
Mandy smiled. "I was eighteen by the time my mom and dad's divorce was finalized. Custody and child support weren't issues. My dad's lawyer had pictures of my mom in a hotel room with five men. In one of the pictures she has a cock in her pussy, one in her mouth and she's jacking off a third guy. She still got a fifty fifty split of their assets. My dad's lawyer didn't even bother to introduce the pictures as evidence."
"So you're saying that regardless of what happens, Timmy will end up with half of all our assets?"
"I think that's right, but it might be a good idea to ask Martin to check with the firm's legal staff."
Kelly turned to me. "Timmy, do you really want to do this?"
"Do you?"
Taking a deep breath, Kelly said; "I think it would be unbelievably hot."
"If it doesn't work can we go back to what we do now?"
"Of course we can." Kelly laughed. "You know I already handle almost of of our finances."
"I know you do." I paused for a moment to think and then I said, "It really would make me your slave. I think we should try it."
Mandy giggled. "This is crazy! I love it! Kelly I want to be your slave too."
Kelly and I both started laughing, but after a moment Kelly stopped. Her expression became very serious and she asked; "Are you just joking about that?"
Mandy looked at my wife. She thought for a second and then she said, "No, I don't think I am."
"Would you like to live with Timmy and me?"
Initially Kelly's question shocked me, but then as I thought about it, it began to make sense. Next to Kelly, Mandy was now my best friend. I was also quite certain that she was Kelly's best friend. Last night the sex between the three of us had been almost magical. When we were finally too tired to continue, cuddling up together to go to sleep had also felt right.
Turning to me, Mandy asked; "Would that be all right with you Timmy?"
I glanced at Kelly. She was watching me very closely. I cautiously said, "Would you be jealous?"
She smiled. We both remembered our conversation from the other night. Shaking her head Kelly answered; "No not at all. Mandy's my good friend too. Besides, we're both bisexual. I'll be playing with her just as much as you will."
That made me chuckle. "And you just called me kinky."
Kelly giggled. "No, I said that you were maybe even kinkier that Mandy and me." She paused for a moment and then in a more serious tone she added; "I think it makes sense for all three of us. We're very close friends."
Mandy nodded. "I feel that way."
I smiled. "So do I."
Continuing, Kelly said; "We also have very busy lives, especially Mandy and me. Timmy, I know that I'm going to want to spend some evenings with Chris and if I know that Mandy is with you I won't feel so guilty about it."
"And both of you know that I'm in love with Martin. If he has a free evening, I'm going to want to be with him." Suddenly Mandy looked at Kelly. "What are we going to do on the nights that you have a date with Chris and I have a date with Martin?"
I laughed. "Hey, don't worry about that. Once in a while it's nice to have a quiet night alone."
Kelly shook her head. "But Timmy, you're already going to be alone on the nights when both of us are working. That's why I'm so worried about spending an evening that I have off with Chris."
Mandy started giggling
Both Kelly and I turned and looked at her. Grinning, Kelly asked; "Well Miss Silly, what are you giggling about?"
"On evenings when we're both going to be out we can get my mom to babysit for Timmy."
Kelly looked at Mandy with a puzzled expression. "Do you think that would interest her? I had the impression that her idea of a good time was an evening of hot and heavy sucking and fucking with at least one and maybe several big hard cocks."
I looked at my wife and said, "Hey!"
Both Kelly and Mandy rolled their eyes. Without paying any further attention to my silly protest, Mandy said; "You read her correctly, she's been a slut ever since she was a teenager."
I smiled. To both my wife and Mandy, the word slut was not a pejorative. It was simply a term used to describe a woman who freely enjoyed uninhibited sex with a variety of partners."
"So why would she be interested in spending an evening playing with Timmy?" This time did Kelly turn to me. "No offense Babydoll, you are a wonderful lover; but if a woman is looking for a night of savage animal sex, you're not going to be her first choice."
I just smiled sheepishly. What else could I do?"
"I talked to my mom on the telephone this morning. She and my dad had a wonderful time last night, but my dad is dropping some pretty big hints that he really would like to be her slave. The idea isn't a turn off to my mom, in fact I think it excites her. It's just that she's never really thought much about female domination and she doesn't actually know anything about it. I suggested that she look on the Internet and I'm sure she'll do that, but I think she'd also like a little guidance."
Kelly looked at her. "Can't you do that? You've been a wonderful teacher for both Timmy and me."
Shaking her head, Mandy said; "I could, but she's my mom."
Kelly smiled. "I understand. You're both sexually liberated women, but that doesn't really matter. The fact that you're mother and daughter makes the discussion uncomfortable for both of you."
Mandy laughed. "That's exactly right. Think about talking to your mom about making your dad wear a cock cage."
"I can't even imagine it." Kelly thought for a moment and then she started to smile. "You want Timmy to teach your mom about female domination."
Nodding, Mandy said; "Yes, and practice with her. When you're a beginner it's easy to feel foolish when you're saying things like, Pussyboy get down on your knees and kiss my feet. I think it would help her confidence if she could practice with Timmy."
Kelly turned to me. "Bunny, would you be willing to help Veronica Wells learn how to be a dominatrix?"
I'd been listening to the conversation, so I knew the question was coming. Veronica Wells may have been old enough to be my mother, but she was still a beautiful woman. When I thought about spending an evening licking her pussy and kissing her ass a little shiver of excitement rippled through me. I told myself that I was going to do it to help out my good friend, Mandy; but I knew that was a rationalization. Spending an evening serving a mature beauty like Veronica Wells would be an experience I'd never forget.
Trying to be as nonchalant as I possibly could, I looked at Mandy and said; "I would be happy to try to be of assistance to your mother."
When she heard my answer Kelly burst out laughing. "You dirty dog. Mandy's mom is gorgeous. Admit it, you can't wait to bury your face in her hot wet pussy."
I shrugged. "I will admit that the idea is attractive."
Mandy started laughing too. After a moment she grinned at us. "I don't think I have ever enjoyed two people as much as I enjoy both of you. Would you really let me live with you?"
Kelly and I both looked at each other and nodded and then we turned to Mandy and said in unison, "Nothing would make us happier."
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When we walked out of the Whetmore Building, it was only five minutes to six; but it was already dark. Daylight savings time had ended on the previous Saturday. The sun had been down for almost an hour. As soon as we felt the chilling bite of the blustery November wind we started to hurry.
As we traversed the block and a half to the entrance to the parking ramp I glanced across the street. Smithson Jewelers was just closing. Tomorrow it would be two weeks since that fateful night when I stood freezing in the alcove of that store waiting so that I could follow Kelly to what I was certain was going to be a meeting with her secret lover.
That night I had been convinced that my marriage to the woman I so deeply loved was about to end. I couldn't have been more wrong. The events of that night and my ensuing discoveries didn't lead to the dissolution of our marriage, they led to it's rebirth.
Those discoveries also brought a new life for Kelly and me. It was an exciting life that included a wonderful group of new friends and a variety of fabulous opportunities. As we hurried along, Mandy holding on to one of my arms and Kelly holding on to the other one; I smiled. I had to, life was good.
We entered the parking ramp and rode the elevator to the third level. As soon as the doors opened we stepped out. I saw it immediately. It was parked next to Mandy's Jaguar. Shiny, new and bright red; it was beautiful. I walked quickly to it. Kelly and Mandy were right behind me.
I stopped next to the driver's side door and ran my fingers along the side of the car. The paint was smooth and unblemished. Looking inside, I saw the luxurious black leather interior.
Kelly handed me the keys. "Open it up Timmy, get inside. It's yours?"
I turned to her and smiled. "I thought it was yours."
Kelly shook her head. "No babydoll, that's just a game. The title might have my name on it, but this SUV will always belong to you."
I glanced at the key ring. In addition to the car key I noticed that Kelly had also attached a house key and what I was quite certain was a key to the office that Ellie, Kirby and I shared.
I chuckled, there was one key that was obviously missing. Grinning at my wife, I said; "I see that you provided every important key but one."
"That key stays in my purse." Kelly giggled. "This SUV may now belong to you, but your dick will always belong to me."
Laughing, I said; "I think I might have been better off buying a bicycle and keeping my dick."
Kelly shook her head. "It wouldn't have helped. You just would have ended up peddling around the city with your pee pee in a cage." She playfully patted my butt. "Get in the car slaveboy, it's time to drive your goddesses to the restaurant."
I looked at Kelly. "Goddesses? I thought Mandy was a slave just like me."
"In our new household she's a slave to me, but she's a goddess to you."
As she slid into the backseat of my new Escape, Mandy said; "Bunny I'm sure you'll agree that there's something about a female led household that just feels right."
It was a short drive from the Whetmore Building to the Goldenrod Supper Club. When we were a block away I started looking for a parking place. Kelly noticed what I was doing and said; "Timmy honey, just pull up in front of the restaurant. Jeff will park your car for you."
"Isn't valet parking kind of extravagant?" I was raised to be careful with money.
Kelly smiled. "Sweetie, today you started working at a job that pays you a salary of one hundred thousand dollars a year plus bonuses. Mandy and I both earn three times that amount. The three of us are planning to live together. Our joint household income is going to be substantial. We can afford valet parking."
"Sorry, it's in my nature to be frugal."
Laughing, Kelly said; "It certainly is and it's an admirable quality. It's one of the reasons that you're going to be running our household. Nonetheless, we are wealthy and Mandy and I are going to see to it that all three of us enjoy the benefits of our good fortune."
I pulled up to the curb in front of the Goldenrod. As soon as the car stopped the valet was opening the passenger side doors for Kelly and Mandy. As they stepped out of my SUV he said; "Good evening Ms. Mason and Ms. Wells, it's nice to see you again. Welcome to the Goldenrod."
I was walking around the front of the car. Kelly gestured towards me. "Jeff, do you remember my husband, Timothy Jamieson? He was here with me a little over a week ago."
Jeff nodded. "Oh yes, I remember your husband. Everyone at the Goldenrod remembers Mr. Jamieson." He smiled at me. "Good evening Mr. Jamieson, it's nice to see you again."
Smiling, I said; "Thank you Jeff, I'll try to avoid making a scene tonight."
Jeff shook his head. "No Mr. Jamieson, all of us are glad that you did that. The man was a rude bully who enjoyed insulting and tormenting the staff here. Everyone who works at the Goldenrod was ecstatic when you put him in his place. He hasn't been back since that night and none of us miss him."
I wasn't quite sure how I should respond to Jeff's comment. I disliked bullies, but to me challenging them was an evil necessity and not something to be proud about. Earlier that day Mr. Jackson had commented that I didn't seem to be afraid of anything. I had facetiously told him that I was afraid of spiders. In fact that was a lie. I was afraid of lots of things. I just refused to allow my fears to keep me from doing what I believed was right.
I've always been a skinny little wimp. In high school all of my friends were skinny little wimps just like me. One day, during my junior year, five of us were eating lunch in the cafeteria. We were minding our own business when Jerome Tichman and two of his buddies walked up to my friend Ricky Paulson and demanded the cookie Ricky had on his tray.
An overweight, loud mouthed senior; Jerome was the right offensive tackle on our not very good football team. That was his one and only claim to fame. Ricky was a timid, scrawny little math and computer wizard who just wanted to be left alone. It had taken almost our entire sophomore year to convince Ricky that it would be safe for him to eat his lunch with us in the cafeteria.
I took a quick look around. Two tables away a group of four senior girls were quietly eating lunch. Jerome kept glancing in their direction. I immediately understood. Jerome didn't care about the cookie, he was humiliating Ricky in an attempt to impress the girls.
I knew it wouldn't do any good, but I told Jerome to leave Ricky alone. Jerome laughed and in a loud voice told me to shut the fuck up or he'd take my cookie too.
Now everyone was watching us.
I stood up. Jerome was a half a head taller than I was and outweighed me by at least a hundred pounds. I was terrified, but I wasn't going to let Jerome humiliate Ricky. At least he wasn't going to do it without a fight.
Jerome stared at me for a moment and then he asked me what the fuck I was going to do.
I again told him to leave Ricky alone.
Sneering at me, Jerome reached for Ricky's cookie.
I punched him in the nose. I may have been small, but I was quick. The punch took Jerome by surprise. He dropped to his knees in tears. Blood was running down his chin. His two buddies stepped forward. I put up my fists. It was a futile gesture. The element of surprise was gone. I knew that Jerome's two friends were going to kick my ass, but I wasn't going to go down without a fight.
Suddenly the two teachers who were on lunchroom duty stepped between us. The confrontation was over. They took us to the office. All four of us were suspended. The assistant principal who suspended me told me that he understood why I'd done what I did, but I'd thrown a punch so I had to go for three days. Those were the rules.
My aunts came to pick me up. I was grounded and had to spend the three days I was suspended from school cleaning the basement and the garage. In their house fighting was not condoned.
That night I couldn't sleep. As I lay in bed I kept thinking about Jerome. I didn't question my actions. I did what had to be done. I couldn't let him humiliate Ricky. What bothered me was that in defending Ricky I'd humiliated Jerome. I knew that he'd deserved it and he hadn't given me any other choice, but I still felt bad that I'd had to do it.
I smiled at Jeff. "I'm glad that he's not bothering you anymore, but I wish it hadn't happened and I hope that I'll never again find myself in a situation like that one."
Jeff nodded. "Mr. Jamieson, I understand; but tonight, in the Goldenrod, you are still going to be treated like a hero."
As we walked into the restaurant Kelly whispered; "Timmy why did you say that to Jeff? These people want to treat you like a hero, why don't you just enjoy it?"
I stopped and looked at my wife. "Kelly, I wasn't a hero. Heroes are people who rescue old ladies from burning buildings or devote their lives to caring for terminally ill children. That night that man acted like an asshole, but he was still a man. I humiliated him. I grant you that he was trying to humiliate me and he didn't give me any choice, but that doesn't mean that I should feel good about what I had to do to him."
Kelly thought for a moment and then she quietly said, "It was also my childish behavior that created the confrontation. You're right Timmy. You acted admirably and exhibited the strength and character that makes you so attractive to me, but there was nothing that happened that night that anyone should be celebrating."
Mandy looked at both of us. "Would someone please tell me what did happen that night."
Smiling at her, Kelly said; "Why don't we wait until we're seated. I'm sure that it will be brought up again and Tonya, Keisha, Antoine, Kirby and Elvira are all going to want to hear the story too."
Nodding, Mandy said; "Lets go find our friends"
She turned towards the maitre 'd's station, but before she could take a step Kelly said; "Just a minute Mandy. There's something I want to say before we go into the dining room."
Mandy turned around again. "Okay."
Kelly looked at me. "Timmy honey, I know it's a hot idea, but I don't want to control your money."
"This seems to be very important to you. Tell me why."
"Babydoll, you've never had anything. You've always had to be careful with money. We may not be billionaires, but now we are wealthy. I want you to be able to enjoy our wealth. I think it's going to be difficult for you to overcome your frugal habits. I'm afraid that it will be even more difficult for you if you have to ask me every time you want to buy something."
I shrugged. "I don't need very much."
Shaking her head in exasperation, Kelly exclaimed; "That attitude is exactly what I'm worried about. Timmy, we're not talking about need, we're talking about want. It's time for you to be able to get some of the things you've always wanted. How many times have you told me that you'd like to learn to play golf. It's time for you to do that. We have the money. I want you to buy a nice set of clubs and take lessons. Timmy I want you to join a country club."
I chuckled. "I'm not sure I'm a country club kind of guy."
"Timmy please be serious. This is important to me. I love you so much and I want you to have all the things you've always wanted."
Smiling, I said; "Okay, over the next few days the three of us can work out a system for managing our money that will work for us."
"Will you promise to buy some of the things you want?"
"Yes, I promise."
"Good!"
"Can I learn to play golf too?"
Kelly and I both looked at Mandy. She was grinning at us.
"Of course you can, but why would you want to?" Kelly was giggling.
Mandy looked puzzled. "What do you mean? Why wouldn't I want to?"
"Because both of us already have a hobby that keeps us very busy."
"We do? What is it?"
Winking at Mandy, Kelly said; "Fucking."
All three of us started laughing.
Mandy wiggled her eyebrows and then in mock seriousness, she said; "You're right, I guess I don't have time for golf."
Kelly turned to John, the maitre 'd. He been waiting patiently for us at his station. As soon as he saw her looking at him, he said; "Good evening Ms. Mason, are you ready to join your friends in the dining room?"
Nodding, Kelly said, "I think we'd better. If we're any later they might decide to give our chairs away to someone else."
Mandy giggled. "I know I'm ready, I'm famished. Let's go eat." She walked right passed John and into the dining room."
John shook his head.
Kelly looked at him and shrugged. "She never has been bothered by formalities." And then she followed Mandy into the dining room.
Chuckling, John turned to me. "Mr. Jamieson, may I show you to your table."
I smiled at him. "Thank you John, that would be very nice." As I followed him into the dining room, I added; "I'm impressed that you remembered my name."
He slowed. As soon as I was next to him, he said; "Your last visit here was quite memorable."
"Yes, I'm feeling a little chagrined about my behavior that night. I don't normally act like that."
"Mr. Jamieson, you were provoked. Your response was appropriate."
"Thank you John, I appreciate your understanding."
John shook his head. "Mr. Jamieson, all of us understood. The man was a colossal ass."
I nodded. "Yes, Jeff told me the same thing. Still, I think I'll try very hard tonight to avoid a repeat performance."
John grinned at me. "I think that would be wise."
By the time we arrived at the table Kelly and Mandy were already seated. There was one remaining vacant chair. It was at one end of the table. Antoine was sitting in the chair on the left and Kirby occupied the chair to the right. Ellie was seated next to Kirby. Tonya was to the right of her and Mandy was seated at the other end of the table with Kelly on her right. Keisha was sitting between Antoine and Kelly.
As I sat down I said, "Apparently tonight's seating arrangement is based on gender."
Keisha grinned at me. "Hi Timmy, Antoine is usually the only man at these dinners. We thought he might enjoy a little male conversation."
Antoine smiled. "This is also an opportunity for me to get to know you and Kirby a little better."
A woman in her mid forties wearing a wearing the black skirt, white blouse and black bow tie that was the uniform of the servers at the Goldenrod approached Kelly and Mandy. "Ms. Mason and Ms. Wells, good evening. Can I get you something from the bar?"
I glanced around the table. Everyone else already had cocktails.
Kelly smiled at her. "Good evening Brigitte. Yes please, I'd like a vodka martini with a twist of lemon."
Brigitte looked at Mandy.
Mandy quickly said, "I'll have the same thing."
She walked down to my end of the table. "For you sir?"
I looked at Kelly with a mischievous smile.
She chuckled. We both remembered the game we'd played the last time we had dinner here. Kelly had adopted the role of a dominant spouse and ordered everything for me. Winking at me, she said; "Bunny, you're on your own tonight."
I grinned at Kelly and then I said; "Brigitte, I'd also like a vodka martini with a twist of lemon."
As soon as Brigitte left, Keisha turned to Kelly and asked; "What was that all about?"
Kelly told everyone about our little game. As she was finishing the story Brigitte returned with our drinks.
After she was gone Mandy shook her head and said, "The two of you are amazingly creative about your sex games. Living with you is going to be delightfully entertaining."
Looking at Mandy, Tonya said; "Living with them? You mean in the house with all of us, right?"
Kelly smiled. "Yes, we'll all be living together in the house, but I've decided that I'd like to have two slaves. Nymph will be living in the same room with Bunny and me."
Raising her eyebrows, Tonya said; "Really, how interesting. It appears that you're embracing your new role as a dominant with relish."
"Yes, I'm finding it to be a very gratifying life style."
Tonya laughed and then she added, "Our need for bedrooms seems to be rapidly diminishing."
Keisha nodded. "Toine and I only need one."
Tonya smiled. "Ellie, Cookie and I have decided to share a room. So there will be eight of us, but we'll only need three bedrooms."
Leaning forward, Antoine interjected; "Three large bedrooms. I think Timmy's idea about finding a house that has enough land so that we can build an addition is still a good idea."
Catching what Tonya had just said, Kelly looked at Elvira and Kirby. "You're going to be living in the house too?"
Elvira glanced at Tonya and then she nervously answered; "Tonya invited us to live with her this afternoon. Cookie and I both accepted. I hope that's all right."
Kelly grinned at her. "It's not just all right, it's wonderful."
Elvira smiled. She was obviously relieved by Kelly reaction.
Mandy said, "I thought you wanted to stay in your house?"
Elvira answered with a sigh. "I did want to do that. The house is filled with wonderful memories. It will be hard to leave it." She looked around the table. "Since I met all of you I feel like I'm starting a new chapter in my life. I'll always cherish Max's memory, but it's time to move on. I'm sure he would want me to do that."
Smiling at Elvira, Kelly said; "My foolish behavior during the last year caused a lot of heartache for both Timmy and me. But if it hadn't occurred, Timmy never would have gone to work at Kirby's and we would never have met the two of you. I guess the cliche is correct. Every cloud has a silver lining."
Tonya held up her cocktail. "A toast to silver linings."
As we were holding up our glasses, Antoine said; "And to our new family. It now seems to be complete."
All of us clinked our glasses and took a drink. After we'd set our cocktails down Tonya said, "Now that we've settled that, I have an important question."
"What is it?" Kelly was looking at her curiously.
"Did you give Bunny his present?"
Mandy and Kelly both giggled. My face turned beet red. I knew exactly what they were talking about."
Kelly nodded her head. "Oh yes."
"Present? I assume that you're talking about his new car." Antoine was smiling at me.
"We did give him his new car. We rode over here in it, but I don't think that's the gift that Tonnie was asking about." There was a mischievous twinkle in Mandy's eyes.
Looking from Tonya to Mandy and finally to Kelly, Keisha said; "All right, If you're not asking about the car, what gift are you talking about?"
Staring at me, Kelly said; "Mandy and I went shopping this afternoon. We bought a male chastity cage for Timmy."
Keisha gasped. "You didn't! Is he wearing it right now?"
"He certainly is." Kelly picked up her purse, reached inside, took out the small brass key and held it up. "This is the key."
Antoine shook his head. "Holy shit!" He looked at me. "Is it uncomfortable?"
I shrugged. "Not really, it just feels funny."
"I've never seen one, how does it work?"
Kelly smiled. "When Timmy has to go to the men's room, you can go with him."
"I'm going too. I've never seen one either."
Giggling, Tonya said; "Keish, you can't go into the men's room."
Keisha shook her head. "Of course I can. I can't even begin to count the number of blow jobs I've given in the men's rooms of the bars and restaurants in this city."



Kelly laughed. "Maybe we'll all go. That way we can keep Keish under control."
Mandy nodded. "That will also give us an opportunity to see both of them."
Antoine looked at her. "Both of them?"
I suddenly realized that Kirby was staring at the floor and Tonya and Elvira were both smiling.
Tonya proudly announced to the table. "Yes, Cookie is also wearing a cage. Kelly, Mandy, Elvira and I all think it's appropriate and exciting that the two male servants in our department are now both locked in chastity."
Vigorously shaking his head, Antoine said; "There's no way you're going to get me to wear one of those things."
Kelly smiled at him. "Toine, why would we want to do that? You're not a slave, you're a stud. The last thing we'd want to do is lock up your wonderful cock." Giggling, she added; "Besides, I doubt we could find a chastity cage big enough to accommodate that monster between your legs."
Antoine thought for a moment and then he asked, "Mandy's a slave, are you going to make her wear some kind of chastity device too?"
Tonya shook her head. "No, Mandy is a female slave."
"Why should that make any difference?" Antoine was puzzled. I was also curious to hear this explanation.
"Toine." Elvira paused and asked, "May I call you Toine?"
Antoine smiled. "Of course you can. May I call you Ellie?"
Smiling back, she said; "I'd like that very much." And then she said; "Orgasm control and denial, which is of course what were doing to Cookie and Bunny when we lock them up, is a big part of the male submissive fantasy. It's not part of the female submissive fantasy."
Turning to Mandy, Antoine asked; "Is that true?"
Mandy nodded. "Yes it is. First of all, orgasms are much less important to women. Don't get me wrong. We all love an earth shattering climax, but we can have an exciting sexual experience without having an orgasm. For most men, an orgasm is essential for a satisfying sexual experience."
She paused to think. Everyone's attention was focused on her. After a moment she said; "For a submissive, surrendering control is exciting. For dominants, taking control is exciting."
Next the her, Kelly took a deep breath and said; "Oh yes, it certainly is."
Everyone smiled.
Mandy continued. "Ellie was absolutely correct. When we lock Cookie and Bunny in their cages they're surrendering their freedom to have orgasms to us. I also enjoy surrendering power, but because orgasms are less important to me I find it more exciting to surrender power in a different way. I go absolutely wild when Martin blindfolds me and handcuffs me to a bed. I think that bondage is much more stimulating for a female submissive than it is for a male submissive."
Antoine thought for a moment and then he said, "It seems to me that the chastity cage is really just another bondage game."
Mandy considered this observation. After a second, she nodded and said; "Yes, I think that's an accurate interpretation."
Kelly started to giggle.
We all looked at her.
Mandy asked, "What are you giggling about?"
Grinning, Kelly said; "I just thought of a wonderful game for us to play."
"What is it?" Mandy was clearly very eager to hear about it. I think she loved sex games even more than Kelly and me.
"The next time you, Timmy and I are playing I'm going to lock Timmy in his chastity cage and handcuff you to our bed. Then I'm going to sit on your face and make you lick my ass and my pussy while I watch Timmy fuck you with a big rubber cock."
Tonya clapped her hands in delight. "Kel, you really are the kinkiest person I know."
Keisha laughed. "I want to watch. Maybe you could do it Friday morning before we leave Evergreen."
Antoine shook his head. "I'm not going to Evergreen and I want to see it too."
Kelly looked at Elvira. "Are we free Friday night?"
She shook her head. "No, you're all scheduled to work at the Calvert." She smiled. "But everyone is free Saturday night. Maybe we could have a party. If we do, I also have a request for another kinky scene."
"What is it?" Kelly asked, but it was obvious that everyone wanted to know.
Elvira looked at Keisha. "Would it be all right with you if Toine fucked Tonya?"
Keisha smiled. "Of course it would, but why do you ask?"
"Because I want to play with Kirby's caged penis while I make him watch Antoine cuckold him."
Tonya laughed and then she shook her head. "No Kel, I was wrong. Ellie is the kinkiest person that I know."
Kelly turned to Elvira and gave her a slight bow. "Ellie, I acknowledge you as the queen of kink."
We all laughed.
Antoine raised his glass. "To Ellie, the grand dame of our new family."
Again we clinked and drank. This dinner had turned into a celebration. We were a group that had much to celebrate. Recently life had been very good to all of us.
As soon as we set our glasses down Brigitte appeared to take our dinner orders. I suspect that she'd been watching us, waiting for a break in the conversation so that she wouldn't disturb us. She was a good server and the Goldenrod was a well operated restaurant.
We were an easy group, we all ordered small filets and Caesar salads. Kirby had started to order a larger steak, but as soon as he spoke Elvira poked him in the ribs. My friend was on a very strict diet. At first I was surprised that Antoine also opted for the small steak. He was a big man, he could have easily eaten a large meal. After thinking about it for a moment it made sense. If a woman was going to have a fantasy fling with a well endowed black man she would want him to be trim and fit.
The salads arrived quickly and shortly after we'd finished them Brigitte and two bus boys appeared with our steaks. While we ate Tonya outlined her plans for the reorganization of the hostess program. As I listened to her my previous impression of Tonya was reinforced. She certainly was a beautiful blond who had spent most of her professional life working as an escort, but she was much more than that. She was also a very bright woman and a skilled administrator. Working for her was going to be exciting.
As soon as we had all finished our dinners Tonya asked for the bill. The question of dessert was never raised. Maintaining a trim figure was a professional necessity for Kelly, Tonya, Keisha, Mandy and Antoine. The five of them were regulars at the Goldenrod. The staff knew that dessert was never a consideration.
After dinner we adjourned to the bar. Kelly, Tonya, Mandy and Keisha were all scheduled to entertain men later that evening, so alcohol consumption was restricted to one cocktail before dinner and a cognac and coffee after dinner. They preferred to have their coffee and cognac in the relaxed atmosphere of the cocktail lounge.
As soon as we were seated a blond about the same age as Tonya approached our table. I recognized her immediately. I'd met her on my previous visit to the Goldenrod.
"Well, if it isn't my favorite group of incorrigible sluts."
Everyone smiled at her.
Tonya said, "Hi Traci, how are you tonight?"
Traci shrugged. "About the same, life as a cocktail waitress is pretty uneventful." She glanced at me. "Kelly's husband created the only drama this place has seen in the last month."
Kelly grinned "That's my Babydoll's trademark. Where ever he goes he leaves a trail of chaos and confusion.
Everyone laughed. I stared at the floor slowly shaking my head.
"I might have a little excitement for you."
Traci looked at Tonya. "Really?"
"Yes, we're going to be very busy over the next two weeks. Would you be interested in helping us out?"
I remembered Kelly telling me that Traci used to be an escort and that she occasionally worked for the firm when they needed an extra hostess.
Traci smiled. "I'm ready, willing and eager; just let me know who, when and where."
"It will be for a couple of parties out at Eagle Lake and I think we'll want to fly you down to Evergreen with us at least one time."
Traci's face lit up. "I love going to Evergreen. When can you let me know? I'll need to arrange for the time off from my job here?"
"Ellie will call you Friday with the schedule." Tonya paused for a moment and then she shook her head. "I'm sorry, how rude of me. You haven't met either Ellie or Kirby." Gesturing towards Elvira, she said; "Traci Dylan this is Elvira Higgins. Elvira is my new administrative assistant."
Traci smiled. "Hi Elvira, it's nice to meet you."
Elvira nodded to her. "It's nice to meet you too Traci. It sounds like we'll be working together."
"I hope so, I love working for the firm."
"Next to Ellie is our new Lincoln driver, Kirby Lundquist." Tonya was looking at Kirby.
Traci smiled at him. "Kirby, it's also a pleasure to meet you." Turning back to Tonya, she added; "He's cute."
Kirby blushed.
Tonya grinned at Traci. "Yes, I think he is too."
Raising her eyebrows, Traci asked; "Really, have you already staked your claim?"
"Ellie and I have both staked our claims."
Traci looked at Elvira again. She was clearly reappraising the older woman.
"Would you like to join the three of us for a little party some evening." There was a suggestive tone in Tonya's voice.
I glanced at Kirby. He was totally dumbfounded. Next to him Elvira was giggling. She was clearly enjoying her good friends discomfort.
Traci looked at Ellie and Kirby for a moment and then she said, "Yes, I think I would enjoy that very much."
Smiling, Tonya turned to Elvira. "Is this all right with you Ellie?"
Nodding, Elvira said; "Yes, I think it would be fun, but..." She looked at Traci. "Are you sure you want to party with an old lady?"
Traci laughed. "Ellie," She paused. "May I call you Ellie?"
"Yes. I'd like that."
"Ellie, I've been around the block more than just a few times and I've met a lot of young pretty girls and young pretty boys who weren't worth a damn in bed. I've learned that great sex comes from the soul and honey it looks to me like you and that sweet man sitting next to you are overflowing with soul."
Elvira nodded in agreement and then she smiled. "Traci, Cookie and I would love to party with you." She poked Kirby in the ribs. " Wouldn't we Cookie?"
Kirby looked frantically at Tonya. She was giggling, so was Traci. Actually Elvira, Keisha, Kelly, Mandy, Antoine and I were all giggling too. Realizing that he was on his own Kirby bit his lower lip and quietly said; "Yes, Ellie I would love to party with Traci."
Laughing, Tonya said to Traci. "As you can see, our sweet boy is a little shy."
Winking at Kirby, Traci said; "I absolutely adore shy men."
Tonya giggled. "Ellie and I do too. I'll call you and set up a date."
Shifting to a more professional demeanor, Traci asked; "Are you going to have your usual cognac and coffee?"
Tonya nodded.
Traci looked around the table. "All of you?"
There was a general murmur of agreement.
She smiled. "I'll be right back with it."
As soon as Traci was gone Kelly glanced around the table and said; "I think Traci knows the people that our Realtor, Barry was telling us about last week."
"Really, why do you say that Kel?" There was a hint of excitement in Keisha's voice.
Tonya laughed. "Toine, I think your girlfriend was captivated by our Realtor's big cock."
"She does have a thing for large male organs." Antoine was chuckling. After a second he added, "And it's a damn good thing for me that she does."
Keisha laid her head on Antoine's shoulder. "I'd love you even if you had a tiny cock like Timmy's."
Antoine shook his head. "If I had a tiny cock like Timmy's you'd probably make me where a chastity cage just like his."
"Damn right I would and I'd be fucking a whole crowd of other guys too."
Kelly shook her head. "Keish honey, you're already fucking a whole crowd of other guys."
Giggling, Keisha said; "Oops, that's right; I guess I am."
Tonya smiled at her friend. "The difference is that if Antoine had a tiny dick he'd probably be spending a whole lot more time licking your pussy."
Keisha flashed Tonya a lascivious grin. "He already does that. Toine loves to eat pussy just as much as Timmy."
Tonya looked at Kirby. "Did you hear that Cookie. You have nothing to be ashamed about. You already knew that Timmy loves to eat pussy, now you know that Antoine does too."
Kelly turned to Tonya. "Was your boy a little shy about going down on you?"
Both Tonya and Elvira vigorously shook their heads.
Tonya said, "No, he loves giving both Ellie and me head. He's just a little apprehensive about what other men would think about it."
Elvira nodded. "All his old navy buddies used to joke about guys who were carpet munchers." She giggled. "Of course both Tonnie and I shave our carpets, so I don't see why that's an issue."
We all started laughing.
Antoine smiled at Kirby. "Kirb, if you show me a guy who doesn't eat his wife." He wiggled his eyebrows. "I'll steal her from him."
Keisha leaned over and kissed Antoine's cheek. "That's my man."
"Why do you think Traci knows Barry's friends?" Tonya was looking at Kelly.
"Because the last time we were here she told us that she knew April Hansen, and April was one of the women Barry was telling us about."
Traci reappeared. Two bus boys were following her. One was carrying a tray with eight coffee cups and a large urn. The other bus boy was carrying a tray of eight cognac glasses, each filled with a generous measure of amber liquid. The bus boys quickly set a coffee cup and glass of cognac in front of each of us while Traci followed them filling our cups with steaming black coffee.
As they were doing that, Tonya asked; "Traci, do you know Barry Dunlap?"
Traci smiled when she heard the name. After a brief pause, she said; "Yes, he was the Realtor for a group of my friends. He found two houses for them." She laughed. "Now that's a group of people who really know how to throw a party. Barry's fucked me during several of their parties. Do you know him?"
Tonya nodded. "Yes, he's our Realtor. We're trying to buy a house together." Tonya turned to Kelly, Keisha and Mandy. "I guess Barry wasn't just blowing smoke."
Traci laughed. "No I'm sure he wasn't. I don't think it would be possible to exaggerate the stories about the sex parties that Brenda and her group throw." She waited while the second bus boy placed a silver cream and sugar set on the table. As soon as he was gone she looked at all of us and quietly said; "They're all dominant women who are married to submissive men. At their parties their husbands act as slaves while they entertain a group of other men." Laughing, she added; "And these women really know how to entertain a group of men."
Kelly shook her head. "We have got to meet these people."
Traci shrugged. "I could easily set up an introduction. Just give me a call. They're nice people. You have a lot in common with them. I'm sure you'd like each other."
Tonya looked at Keisha, Mandy, Elvira and Kelly. They all nodded. Turning back to Traci, she said; "I think we might have to take you up on that offer."
After giving Tonya a quick nod, Traci glanced around the room. While it was clear that she was enjoying her time with us, she was a good waitress and she knew that other customers also needed her. A group of four businessmen three tables away were waving at her in an attempt to get her attention. Smiling sheepishly, she said; "Oops, I seem to be neglecting my other tables. I'd better get going." She looked at Elvira. "Call me about working for the firm. Tonya has my number."
Elvira smiled at her. "I call you Friday afternoon."
Traci smiled back and then she hurried over to the table of businessmen and immediately started flirting with them. She was good, it was only a few seconds before they were all laughing and teasing her.
We spent the next half hour sipping cognac and coffee while we chatted. At first we talked about this wild group of women that Traci and Barry both knew, but the conversation quickly shifted to our future. We had become a group of very close friends and we were all eagerly looking forward to working and living together.
At eight o'clock Tonya sighed and said, "This has been wonderful, but were scheduled to meet our associates in about an hour. It's time for us to get back to the office and get ready." She stood up. Everyone followed her lead. We were close friends, but now we were back in work mode and Tonya was our leader.
On the way out of the restaurant Tonya stopped by the maitre 'd station. John had our bill waiting for her. She signed it. Apparently the firm was paying for our dinner. JTandR was providing to us with a very luxurious life style.
Kirby's Lincoln and my new Ford Escape were waiting for us when we walked out of the restaurant. John must have notified Jeff as soon as he saw us preparing to leave the cocktail lounge.
Tonya, Ellie, Keisha and Antoine rode back to the Whetmore Building with Kirby. Mandy and Kelly went with me. While we were riding the elevator up to the fifty-second floor I noticed a change in my wife. She was preoccupied and seemed a little distant. I understood immediately. Kelly was already aroused. She was about to meet a man, a man who was unknown to her. Sex was an adventure for my wife and the prospect of a new encounter excited her.
As soon as we entered the hallway where our offices were located Kelly stopped and turned to Mandy. "I'll meet you out here at 8:40."
Mandy nodded. "I'll be here."
Kelly then smiled at me. "Come on Timmy, you can hang out with me while I get ready."
I glanced at my watch. It was 8:25. I followed Kelly into her office. She immediately took off her suit jacket and handed it to me. "Be a dear and hang this up for me. I don't want it to get wrinkled."
I took it from her. As I was hanging the suit jacket in her closet I heard her bathroom door close. A moment later the toilet flushed and then I heard the sound of Kelly brushing her teeth.
After another minute the door opened again and Kelly emerged from her bathroom. Smiling she said, "Timmy, the little details like making sure my breath is clean and fresh can be the difference between a night of so so sex and a truly memorable experience. When I entertain a man I want him to have an experience that he'll remember and cherish for the rest of his life."
As I considered what my wife had just said I felt a burst of pride. I grinned at her. "I really am married to a great courtesan."
Kelly stared at me for a moment and then she said, "Timmy that was a very nice thing to say to me."
I shrugged. "It's just the truth."
Smiling, Kelly said, "A great courtesan, I like the sound of that. Timmy that is exactly what I want to be."
"It's what you already are."
Kelly paused for a second. She was thinking about what I'd just said. Finally she asked; "Timmy is that all right? I mean can you be proud of a wife who excels at making love to other men?" She was watching my reaction to her question very closely.
I knew the answer. There wasn't any doubt in my mind. Still I paused before I responded. I wanted Kelly to know that I wasn't just saying words. After a moment I stared into her eyes and slowly nodded. "Yes Ms. Mason I can and I am."
Kelly grinned at me.
I quickly added, "Now I have a question for you."
"What is it?"
"Can you be proud of a man who's goal is be the faithful and loyal slave of a great courtesan?"
Kelly took a deep breath. My question had obviously excited her. After a moment she leaned over, kissed my cheek and breathlessly answered; "Yes Timmy, if my slave is loyal and diligent and if he devotes himself to serving me faithfully; I will always be very proud of him. " She giggled. "Every great courtesan needs a faithful and loyal slave."
I smiled at Kelly and tried to put my arms around her. I wanted a hug. She pushed me away. Waving a finger at me, she said; "Not now babydoll, you might muss my hair or my makeup. I have to be perfect for Kevin."



I politely bowed my head. "Of course Ms. Mason, I understand."
Still grinning, Kelly patted my cheek and said; "Bunny I can't begin to describe how excited I am right now."
Staring into Kelly's eyes, I said in a very serious tone; "I'm just as excited as you are Ms. Mason."
Kelly took a deep breath. "Timmy I love you so much. Our life is going to be wonderful."
I nodded. "Yes it is."
Kelly glanced at her watch and then looked up at me with an expression of urgency. "Timmy, it's 8:30. Fetch my suit jacket while I make sure my hair and makeup are perfect."
I went into her closet and retrieved Kelly's jacket. When I returned she was seated at her makeup table touching up her lipstick. As soon as she was done she stood up, turned around and struck an alluring pose. "Do you think Kevin will approve?"
I laughed. "He'd have to be a blind fool to not approve."
Kelly giggled. "You're sweet." Then she walked over and turned so that her back was to me. "My jacket Bunny."
A surge of excitement rippled through me as I helped my courtesan slip into her suit coat.
Kelly quickly checked herself in the full length mirror next to her office door. After straightening the collar of her blouse she grabbed her purse. "Come on Bunny, it's time for me to go."
As I followed my wife I realized that since we'd returned from dinner her demeanor had been undergoing a gradual change. Now, as we stepped into the hallway I sensed that Kelly wasn't my wife anymore and I wasn't her husband. She was now a courtesan preparing to entertain a wealthy nobleman and I was her loyal slave who's only purpose was to assist her in that endeavor.
I knew that later, after her return from her liaison, Kelly would again become my wife and I would be her husband; but I understood that until that time all of her skills, energy and attention would be devoted to entertaining the lucky man who'd been assigned to her for the evening.
Tonya, Mandy, Keisha, Elvira and Kirby were waiting for Kelly in the hallway. As soon as she saw my wife, Tonya said; "All right, let's go to work."
I watched as Kelly followed her coworkers down the hallway. She was now so absorbed by the task ahead of her that she didn't even think about glancing back at me and saying good bye. I wasn't offended or hurt. In fact, I was proud. I understood. It was this incredible ability to focus all of her attention on the man that she was about to entertain that made my wife such a great courtesan.
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After everyone was gone Elvira and I went into our office. Elvira walked over to her desk and sat down. "Timmy, let's take a look at the schedule for the next week. You'll need to request the files on the associates we'll be entertaining. We'll want you to start writing your reports as soon as we get back from Evergreen."
I nodded. "That's good idea Ellie." I pulled up a chair next to her. She outlined the schedule while I took notes. I quickly realized that over the next several weeks the hostesses were going to be very busy.
At nine o'clock Kirby returned. When he walked into the office Elvira looked up at him with a smile. "Hi Cookie, did you get the girls to the Calvert?"
"Yes I did. By now, everybody should be with their associates."
"Good."
Kirby sat down at his desk. Elvira and I went back to working on the schedule.
After about a minute I happened to glance over at my big friend. He was nervously rolling a pen back and forth across the top of his desk. I smiled. I was well acquainted with the turmoil he was experiencing at this moment.
I tapped the back of Elvira's hand. As soon as I had her attention I pointed at Kirby. Immediately recognizing what was occurring, she stood up and walked over to her friend. I followed her.
Elvira stood next to Kirby and gently rubbed his shoulder. "Cookie, this is difficult for you, isn't it."
Kirby looked up at her and slowly nodded his head. "I love her and knowing where she is and what she's doing." He sighed. "It's hard, really hard."
I sat down in one of the chairs next to his desk. "I think the waiting has to be one of the hardest parts of being a cuckold."
Kirby laughed. "You can say that again."
Elvira squeezed Kirby's shoulder. "My Max used to say the same thing. When I was out with another man, the waiting was always the hardest part for him."
Shaking his head, Kirby said, "I can't stop picturing what she must be doing with that guy right now." He turned to me. "Timmy, how do you deal with it?"
I shrugged, "It is hard. I miss being with Kelly when she's out." I thought for a moment and then I said, "I guess my real secret is that I don't try to force the images of what Kelly and her date are doing out of my mind."
"What do you mean?"
Next to Kirby Elvira was smiling. She slowly nodded her head. "Cookie honey, you and Timmy are cuckolds. Don't fight it, enjoy it."
"That's right Kirby, close your eyes and think about Tonya. Remember how beautiful she is when she's naked."
Elvira leaned over and whispered into Kirby's ear. "The man Tonya is entertaining tonight is a fifty-four year old businessman from St. Louis. His name is Quentin Davis. He's about six feet tall and keeps himself in excellent shape. This is the first time one of our hostesses has entertained him, so we don't have any information about the size of his cock." She smiled. "I think we should assume that it's very big and gets very hard."
Elvira winked at me.
I nodded to her and said; "Kirby, by now Quentin is lying on the hotel room bed naked. His head is propped up by several pillows. Tonya is kneeling next to him. She's also naked. Think about her beautiful huge breasts. I'll bet Quentin is playing with them right now."
Kirby took a deep breath.
"That's right Cookie, at this very moment Tonya is sucking her stud's big cock while he plays with those breasts you love so much."
Elvira nodded to me. It was my turn, but I hesitated. We were trying to help Kirby, but suddenly I felt like we might be badgering him, torturing him. Noticing my hesitation and immediately understanding my concern Ellie gave her head a slight shake and subtly wiggled her fingers to prompt me to continue.
I trusted her sense. "Kirby, you know that little thing that Tonnie does with her tongue when she's giving a blow job?"
He nodded.
"Imagine how much Quentin must be enjoying that right now."
Suddenly I saw a smile form at the corners of my friend's mouth and then his left hand unconsciously drifted to his crotch.
Elvira gently pushed it away. "No, no little cuckboy; right now Quentin is the only one who's allowed any pleasure." She giggled. "That's why you have to wear a cock cage. You're a naughty little cuckboy and Ms. Lewis can't trust you to behave while she's out enjoying herself."
The slight smile on Kirby's face turned into a huge grin. He looked at Ellie and then at me. "You two really do understand this fantasy, don't you."
I laughed. "Yes Kirby, we do."
Kirby was quiet for a moment. It was apparent that he was thinking about something. Finally he said, "Timmy, why are we like this? I mean why do we get excited when we think about the women we love in the arms of other men."
I shook my head. "I don't know Kirb. I've thought about it a lot. It doesn't make any sense, but..."
"Timmy it doesn't have to make sense. It just is."
Kirby and I both looked at Elvira.
She continued. "The problem doesn't lie with us. It rests with all the rigid, narrow minded people in our culture who demand that everyone else be exactly like them."
Kirby laughed. "You're talking about the guys on my ship who used to say that any man who gave a woman oral sex was a carpet munching wimp."
Elvira nodded. "That's right. Max and I used to spend hours talking about this. I kept trying to understand why was I a slut who spread her legs for every man I met." She paused for a moment and then she started to grin. "Max used to get so mad at me when he heard me say something like that. He'd tell me, Ellie you're not a slut. You're a very passionate woman who enjoys sex with a variety of partners. He was such a sweet heart. Then he would go on to tell me that he wasn't a cuckold wimp, he was just a man who loved seeing his very passionate wife enjoy herself."
I smiled at Ellie. "I wish I could have met him."
"I wish you could have too. He would have liked both of you very much and you would have liked him. He was well grounded and like the two of you, so very wise." She sighed. "He used to tell me that our only sin was being different. We didn't conform to the accepted code of behavior for married couples in our culture.
She shook her head. "People can be so rigid and so eager to condemn. Women who enjoy sex are sluts. Men who enjoy sex with other men are faggots. Men who enjoy dominant women are wimps or pussies."
Kirby laughed. "An assertive woman is a bitch or a ball buster and women who have sex with other women are dykes"
Shaking my head, I said. "We spend so much time and emotional effort worrying about conforming to the narrow standards set by these small minded, dogmatic chauvinists. Most of the problems Kelly and I had over the past year were the result of her attempts to conform to the standards of marriage dictated to her by her mother and her sisters."
Elvira smiled at us. "My Max used to say, What consenting adults do in private is their own business and definitely no one elses."
I thought about all of this for a moment and then I said, "I do wonder about my masochism and Kelly's sadism and my submissive desires and the excitement Kelly feels when she's in a dominant role. Why do I so desperately want to be her slave?"
Elvira shrugged. "Timmy honey, why are any of us the way we are. We just are. If you want to be a slave and the woman your with wants you to be her slave, then you should be. I do have to say that your slavery with Kelly is actually pretty benign. Kelly plays games with you, but it's very clear that she loves you and she always treats you with consideration and respect. You do most of the household chores, but I think that's mostly because you enjoy doing them."
I smiled. "You're right about that. I love to cook and clean."
Kirby nodded. "And in our culture that makes you a pussy wimp."
All three of us laughed.
After a moment Ellie said; "As far as being you being a masochist and Kelly being a sadist, you enjoy being taunted and humiliated; but Kelly never really hurts you. Has she ever whipped you?"
"No, but she's talked about wanting to do it."
"Do you think you might enjoy it?"
"The idea scares me a little, but it also excites me."
"I like it when you and Tonya take turns whipping me."
I turned and stared at Kirby. "They do?"
Kirby's face turned red. Obviously that frank admission had just slipped out.
Elvira laughed. "Yes we do and all three of us love it." She looked at Kirby. "Cookie honey, you know that Tonnie and I would never actually injure you."
Kirby nodded. "Yes, I know that."
Elvira shrugged. "We enjoy it and no one is getting hurt, so tell me, where is the harm?"
I thought about all of this for a moment and then I asked, "Ellie, did you whip Max?"
Elvira nodded. "Yes I did. He was like Cookie, he loved it." Elvira closed her eyes. It looked like she was reliving an exciting memory. After a moment she said in a breathless voice, "So did I."
I smiled at her. "Max was your slave. Isn't that correct?"
"Yes, he used to tell me that living as my slave was the only way he could truly express the depth of his love for me."
"Wow, that's a pretty romantic."
"Max was a very romantic man."
"Could you tell us about him? Don't try to do it if you think it would be too painful; but if you feel up to it, I would love to hear about him. It sounds like Max was a wonderful man."
"He was a wonderful man and I'd love to tell you some stories about him." Elvira smiled. "Actually I guess they'll be about both of us."
For the next hour Kirby and I listened with rapt attention as Elvira told us stories about her life with Max. Some of her stories made us laugh, some of them made us cry and some of them excited us.
Elvira's last story was about a night Max served as the bartender at a wife swapping party that she'd attended with her boy friend of the moment. As soon as she was finished telling the story she glanced up at the clock. It was almost eleven. Sighing, she said; "I could go on all night about my life with Max, but we have obligations." She looked at Kirby. "Cookie, it's time for you to get over to the Calvert with the Lincoln. We don't want the girls have to wait for you to come and get them."
Kirby stood up. As he was putting on his suit jacket he said, "Ellie thanks for telling us about Max. I wish I could have known him."
She stood up and walked over to her good friend. After kissing his cheek, she said; "Thanks Cookie, he would have liked both of you." Then she slapped his butt. "Now get moving. I promise you that if one of our girls has to stand out in the cold for even a minute waiting for you, you'll be treated to a lengthy session with my riding crop as soon as we get home. Do you understand me."
Kirby bowed. "Yes Ms. Ellie, I do. I promise that I'll be waiting for everyone of the women as they come out of the hotel."
"Very good Cookie."
Kirby bowed again and then he walked out the door. As soon as he was gone Elvira turned to me and smiled. "Bunny, Cookie is even more submissive than you are."
Elvira and I sat down at our desks. I put away everything I'd been working on that day and made a list of the files I'd need when I returned to work on Friday afternoon.
At 11:35 Kirby walked back into the office. Tonya, Kelly, Mandy and Keisha were right behind him.
Elvira looked up at them with a puzzled expression. "How did all four of you manage to finish at exactly the same time?"
Tonya smiled. "Our associates are all part of the same investment group. They have an important meeting with John and Martin at 7:30 tomorrow morning. They think it's essential that they all be fresh and clear headed, so before they met us they agreed that they'd all be back in their own hotel rooms by 11:30. Mandy and Keisha finished with their men first and they waited in the bar for Kelly and me."
Looking around at all of us, Tonya shifted to a more businesslike voice; "We have a very big day tomorrow, so I suggest that we call it a night right now. Our plane leaves at nine. Each of you has a Lincoln scheduled to pick you up at 7:00. Elvira will have Timmy's report about each of our associates with her on the plane in the morning. That will give us an opportunity to review them during the flight to Charleston."
Returning to a more casual and friendly tone of voice, she added; "I'm excited. I think that with the recent changes and the addition of Ellie, Kirby and Timmy we've become a very strong team. We're also a group of good friends. I had a wonderful time at dinner tonight. Working together is going to be fun"
There was a general murmur of agreement.
She smiled at all of us. "Goodnight everybody. Get a good night's sleep, the men we're going to entertain tomorrow love to party."
We all nodded to her.
Looking at Elvira and Kirby, Tonya said; "Let's go home." And then she turned, Kirby and Elvira followed her out the door. As they left both of them waved goodbye to us.
All four of us waved to them and then Keisha turned to Kelly, Mandy and me. "I'm going too. Antoine's at home. I want to have a little fun with him before we have to go to sleep."
Kelly smiled. "Good night Keish, we'll see you on the plane in the morning."
Mandy grinned at her. "Give Toine's cock a big kiss for me."
Giggling as she walked out the door, Keisha said; "I'll kiss his balls for you too."
We all laughed.
As soon as Keisha was gone Kelly looked at Mandy. "Are you going back to your townhouse tonight?"
"Yes, my Jaguar is here and I want to get it into my garage at home before we leave tomorrow morning. I also need to pick up a couple of things for the trip." She hesitated for a moment. Finally in a very cautious voice she asked. "Were you two really serious about me living with you?"
Kelly nodded. "I know I was. We're good friends and I feel like we fit together very nicely. I think we'd make a wonderful threesome." She turned to me. "Are you okay with this Timmy?"
"Yes, I'd like it very much."
Mandy grinned at us. "Could I move in with you on Saturday?"
Kelly looked at me. I nodded my approval. Turning back to Mandy, she said; "We'll help you move."
"I won't have to bring very much; just some clothes, my makeup and a few other things. Should I bring a dresser?"
Kelly thought for a moment and then she said, "I think that might be a good idea. We have a big bedroom, there's plenty of space."
Mandy giggled. "Living with you guys is going to be so much fun. It's almost like I'm going to be part of a family again."
Kelly walked over to Mandy and hugged her. Mandy hugged her back. As they held each other the intensity of their embrace grew. After a moment Mandy looked up at my wife. Kelly smiled at her and then she leaned over and kissed her on the lips. As they kissed Kelly gently pushed Mandy to her knees. Staring down at her she raised the hem of her skirt. She wasn't wearing panties. I assumed that she'd left them with Kevin.
Mandy looked at my wife's shaved cunt and smiled. "May I please be allowed to give my new mistress a proper kiss."
"Yes Nymph, you may; but just a kiss. Kevin's semen is still in me and I want it to be a treat for Bunny when we get home."
Nodding, Mandy said; "I understand Mistress, I'll be careful." She leaned forward.
My wife sighed as she felt her new slave press her lips against the cleft of her pussy.
Mandy held her kiss for a moment and then she once again looked up at Kelly. "Mistress Kelly, I understand that I now belong to you, but I have a request."
"Go ahead Nymph, you have my permission to ask."
"I would appreciate it if you would occasionally loan me to Master Martin. "
Kelly smiled at Mandy. "Of course Nymph, Master Martin can have you whenever it pleases him."
Mandy bowed. "Thank you Mistress Kelly. " Then she looked up at Kelly with a huge grin. "Kel, living with you and Timmy is going to be so much fun."
Kelly giggled. "Yes, it certainly is." She let go of the hem of her skirt and helped Mandy to her feet.
Once Mandy was standing, Kelly said; "We'll walk to the parking ramp with you. Do you need to stop at your office before we leave?"
Shaking her head, Mandy said; "No, I have everything I need."
Kelly smiled, "Then let's go."
It was late. When we passed through the main office the night receptionist was the only person we saw. The elevator came quickly.
The street in front of the Whetmore building was deserted. The night was cold, there was a biting November wind. We huddled together as we hurried to the shelter of the parking ramp.
My new Escape was parked next Mandy's Jaguar. After saying good night we followed our close friend out of the parking ramp.
It had been a long and eventful day. Kelly and I were tired, but I was curious to hear about the background of some of the things that had happened that day. As we were driving out of downtown, I asked; "When did you first hear about Martin's plans for Kirby's store and Ellen's newspaper?"
"Yesterday morning." Kelly shook her head. "I'm sorry Timmy, I couldn't say anything. Martin demanded total secrecy until all the details of the various agreements had been finalized. That's his business style. He only told me because he wanted to get some sense about how you'd react to his intervention. He's finding you to be a very difficult person to gauge."
I laughed. "I guess I'll take that as a compliment. When did you find out about his plan to offer me a job. Was that yesterday too?"
"No sweetheart, I learned about that last Monday evening. Do you remember me telling you about the big dinner meeting we had at the Goldenrod?"'
"Yes I do."
"That was also when I learned that Martin was planning to hire Kirby and Elvira."
I smiled at her. "He wouldn't let you say anything until everything was in place."
"That's right. I'm sorry Timmy, I know I promised you that I'd never again keep a secret from you, but I didn't know what else to do and this wasn't about something bad."
I reached over and patted Kelly's thigh. "It's okay. You're right, keeping a secret about something that's good is much different than trying to hide something bad."
We spent the rest of the drive home talking about Mandy; Keisha and Antoine; Tonya, Kirby and Elvira and of course the house. We were both very excited about the house.
As we pulled into our garage, Kelly said; "Timmy tomorrow, after we get to South Carolina, I'd like to call Barry and try to set up some appointments to look at houses on Saturday morning. Would that be okay?"
"Yes, I think that's a very good idea."
"Good."
Kelly got of the car. As she ran into the house, she said; "Come on Timmy. When Mandy kissed my pussy, she made me really horny. I want to play for a little while before we go to sleep."
I smiled as I followed Kelly into the house. She had just spent two hours fucking another man and she was still horny. My wife had an insatiable desire for sex. I was a very lucky husband.
I passed through the kitchen and the dining room into the living room. Kelly was leaning against the frame of the doorway to the short hall that led to the bedrooms and den. "Bunny take off your clothes and meet me in my bedroom. You're a slave, don't forget your place. Be sure to knock before you enter.
I was excited, but I was also responsible. We were going to South Carolina in the morning. I needed to pack a bag. "Ms. Mason..."



Holding up her hand, Kelly interrupted me."Bunny, I think I prefer Mistress Kelly. That was the way Nymph was addressing me in the office. It has a nice ring to it. Tomorrow, while I'm working, you will address me as Mistress Melody."
I had to admit that I liked Mistress Kelly better too. I smiled to myself. It was taking a little time for us to figure out all of this domination stuff, but we were gradually getting it. I suspected that when Mandy moved in we'd get a crash course.
"Bunny, you were about to ask a question."
"Yes Ms. Mas...er Mistress Kelly."
"Are you nervous Bunny?"
Before I could answer Kelly flashed me a menacing smile and added, "You should be, I'm feeling very dominant right now."
Her words sent a shiver of excitement through my loins.
"Your question Bunny, what is it?"
"Ms. Mason, I mean Mistress Kelly; we're going to South Carolina early tomorrow morning. I think I should pack my bag before we start fooling around."
Slipping out of character for a moment Kelly shook her head and said in a very gentle voice. "Timmy you don't have to worry about anything. This morning I gave all of your sizes to Elvira. She emailed them to the staff at Evergreen. By the time we get there everything you need will be in our bedroom."
"Clothing, a tooth brush, everything?"
Kelly grinned at my amazement. "Yes Timmy, everything. The firm is very thorough."
"We have a bedroom there?"
"Actually, I have a bedroom there, but since you're now traveling with me and you're my husband, it's become our bedroom." Shaking her head Kelly added, "I'm afraid that you'll probably be spending more time in it than I will. I'm fairly certain that these guys from Boston are going to keep me busy for most of the night."
"You just called our bedroom here your bedroom."
Kelly giggled. "Yes I did, and for the next hour it is going to be MY bedroom." She emphasized the word, my. "Now slave, do you have any more questions or can we get down to business?"
I smiled. "We can get down to business."
"Good, get your clothes off and join me in MY bedroom." Again Kelly emphasized the word, my."
I bowed politely and said, "Yes Ms. Ma...er Mistress Kelly.
Kelly nodded and then she turned and disappeared down the hallway.
I quickly removed all of my clothing. As I pulled my panties down I glanced at the chastity cage I was wearing. It looked strange, but I had to admit that once I got used to its presence it really hadn't been much of a problem.
Trying to urinate had been a bit of a challenge. The first time I had to go I tried to use a urinal. It worked, but it wasn't easy. I had a little trouble controlling the stream and I was worried about spraying my trousers. The fact that I was wearing women's panties made it even more difficult. They don't have an opening in the front so I had to hold them down with one hand while I tried to control my plastic encased penis with the other. The second time I had to go I chose to sit down. It felt funny, even a little humiliating to have to pee like a girl, but it was better than dribbling on the front of my pants.
I stepped out of my panties and laid them on the arm of the chair next to my slacks, shirt and socks. As I walked to Kelly's bedroom I wondered how much longer I'd have to wear the chastity cage. Now that I was starting to get aroused it was becoming a little uncomfortable. My tiny penis was trying to grow and there wasn't enough space for it to comfortably expand.
When I got to the bedroom door it was closed. I knocked as instructed.
Inside, I heard my wife's voice. "Yes."
"It's Bunny Mistress Kelly. May I come in?"
"Yes Bunny, you may enter."
I opened the door and I stepped into the bedroom. My wife was standing next to the bed. She was still fully dressed.
She looked at me for a moment and then she licked her lips. "Bunny seeing you naked with your cock locked in it's cage is so hot. Next week, when I have a night off, I want to invite Chris over for dinner. I'll make you wait on us just like you are right now. Think about it Bunny. Just imagine how humiliating it will be for you to have to serve Chris and me while we're fully dressed and you're naked with your little cock locked in that cage."
My breath caught. Kelly's image was unbelievably exciting.
Kelly smiled when she noticed my reaction. It was a wicked smile. She raised the hem of her skirt and started rubbing her naked pussy. "After dinner we'll retire to my bedroom. I'll make you kneel at the foot of the bed and watch while Chris fucks me until we're both too exhausted to move."
Shaking her head in mock sympathy, Kelly said, "And all you'll be able to do is rub the plastic sleeve covering your little pee pee. It will be so frustrating for you." She said the words in a tone of voice a mother would use when speaking to her little boy,
My wife was doing a wonderful job of playing her role so I responded by trying to play mine just as well. I meekly stared at the floor and said, "Please Mistress Kelly, I beg you not to make me do that."
That made Kelly giggle. She wiggled her finger at me and said, "Come over here Timmy."
Being careful to keep my eyes submissively averted, I walked over to my wife.
Kelly laughed. "Damn Timmy, you're even better at this game than I am."
Now it was my turn to laugh. "Mistress Kelly, that is very high praise."
Kelly hugged me. As she held me in her arms, she giggled; "Timmy I have so much fun when we play that it's hard to stay in character."
"I know. I sometimes have the same problem."
"I want to keep playing."
"So do I."
"Okay, I have to concentrate for a second." Kelly closed her eyes for a moment. As soon as she reopened them she took a deep breath and said, "Undress me slave." Her voice was now authoritative and demanding.
I quickly removed Kelly's clothes. Once she was naked she sat down on the edge of the bed and waited while I hung everything in her closet. When I returned I stood in front of her with my head bowed.
Kelly let a few seconds pass and then she said, "Look at me slave."
I looked up. Kelly had spread her legs and was lewdly rubbing her cunt. Her finger glistened with the moisture of her arousal. Staring at me, she lasciviously licked her lips and said; "Slaveboy, this feels so good. I'll bet you wish you could play with yourself like this."
I didn't say anything. I just stood there and watched while my beautiful wife fondled herself.
"Get down on your knees and crawl over to me wimp."
I had rarely seen Kelly as excited as she was at that moment. The chastity cage was obviously fueling the fires of her imagination. The combination of her excitement and the game we were playing was having a similar effect on me. My heart was pounding as I eagerly dropped to my knees and crawled over to my wife.
Kelly stopped playing with herself and lewdly spread the lips of her glistening cunt. "Lick me sissyboy. Eat my pussy while your little dick is locked in its cage. You're a slave. The only pleasure you're going to be allowed tonight is the pleasure you get from serving me."
Smiling up at my wife, I said; "Mistress Kelly, that's the only pleasure I desire."
Grinning at me, Kelly said; "You're a good slave dicklet."
I looked at her with a puzzled expression.
She understood immediately. "Just because we've given you the slave name Bunny, doesn't mean that I can't use your old name when we're having a little private fun."
I smiled at my wife and then I leaned forward and kissed the parted lips of her very wet pussy.
Kelly continued holding her cunt open with her fingers. "Lick me Timmy."
I pushed my tongue into my wife's sex.
"Oh god yes! Can you taste him Timmy? Can you taste Kevin's cock?"
I stopped licking Kelly and looked up at her. "Yes, I think I..."
She grabbed my head and pulled my face back into her cunt. "No! Don't stop. Keep licking me. I'll do the talking."
I pushed my tongue back into my wife's pussy.
She sighed. "Yes, that's better."
Kelly closed her eyes and took a minute to enjoy the pleasure of my tongue. Finally she opened them again and said, "Timmy, Kevin was a wonderful fuck, maybe the best I've ever had in my entire life."
I started to look up at my wife again, but she pulled my face back to her sex. "Don't stop eating me slave, just listen."
There was another moment of silence and then Kelly said, "He really was Dicklet. You know how I always like to start a guy out with a blow job? Don't answer, just keep licking."
Her admonishment wasn't necessary. I now understood the rules. I kept my tongue buried between the lips of my wife's cunt.
Once Kelly was satisfied that I wasn't going to stop she said; "Anyway, I sucked him to an orgasm and after he was finished cumming in my mouth I swallowed his semen and started pulling myself up so I could lay next to him. As soon as he realized what I was doing he stopped me and told me to keep sucking him."
She paused for a moment and then she said, "He was the associate and he gets what he wants so I slid back down and put his soft cock back into my mouth. Timmy! As soon as I started sucking him I felt his cock beginning to grow again. It was unbelievable! Kevin was over fifty, but he was recovering like an eighteen year old boy."
Kelly paused again. I felt like I should comment or respond in some way, but I knew that it wouldn't be allowed so I just kept licking her.
My wife took a few more seconds to concentrate on the pleasure I was giving her with my tongue and then she continued. "As soon as he was hard, Kevin grabbed me and rolled me onto my back. He wasn't rough, but he was definitely in control. Timmy I was so excited that I almost came. He pulled my thighs apart and climbed on top of me. Staring into my eyes, he told me that he was going to fuck me and then he started pushing his huge erection into my cunt. He didn't ask for permission, he just did it. Timmy, Kevin was a man, a real man. He took what he wanted.
Kelly stopped and took several deep breaths. It was obvious that she was very excited. For a moment it seemed as if she might have trouble finishing her story, but then she regained her composure and was able to continue. "Kevin was big, bigger than Chris. He was almost as big as Antoine. I nearly passed out from the intense pleasure I felt when he pushed that monster into me. Timmy, it was wonderful. I don't know how long he fucked me, it was almost like time lost its meaning."
I kept licking Kelly. She reached down and grasped my hair with her fingers. She wasn't rough and she didn't hurt me. She just held me firmly and commanded; "Suck my clit Timmy. Make me cum."
I quickly found my wife's clitoris. She gasped as she felt me suck it into my mouth.
Kelly took a moment and then she said in a breathless voice, "When Kevin finally came he pushed the full length of his huge cock into my cunt and shot his semen deep into my womb. Timmy it's a good think I'm on the pill, because if I wasn't I'm sure that I'd now be carrying his baby."
I started flicking Kelly's clit with my tongue.
She took deep breath and bit her lower lip. It was obvious that it was taking all the effort she could muster to maintain her composure.
"Timmy after he was finished ejaculating, he didn't pull out." There was now a tone of desperate need in my wife's voice.
I took a second to wet a finger and then I found the tiny opening between the cheeks of her ass. Kelly gasped when she felt me massaging her anus.
I could tell that my wife was on the brink of an orgasm, but she hadn't finished telling her story yet. I felt her deliberately tensing her body in an effort to stay in control. She wanted to continue. In a low, strained voice, she said; "Kevin's cock was so big that it didn't slip out after he lost his erection. He rested for a moment and then he shocked me by starting to move again. Timmy he was fucking me with a soft cock! I've never had a man try to do that before."
Kelly paused. After a quick breath she said; "But then the most amazing thing of all happened. He started to get hard again. My fifty year old businessman was a sexual super hero."
Still sucking and licking her clitoris, I pushed my finger into Kelly's asshole.
As soon as she realized what I was doing, she cried out; "Oh Yes! That's it Timmy! Fuck my ass while you lick my clit!"
And then she was silent. For almost an minute all I heard from Kelly was her heavy breathing. It was clear that while she was enjoying what I was doing and didn't want me to stop, maintaining control was a struggle.
Finally she took one deep breath and resumed her story. Her words came out clipped and hurried. "Timmy this time he fucked me hard and he fucked me long. He almost wore out my cunt. I don't know how many orgasms I had. I couldn't keep track. I couldn't even think. I was lost in a fog of sexual ecstasy." Kelly was nearly crying as she said those last words.
And then her body stiffened and she screamed. Her orgasm was titanic.
When I finally felt Kelly start to relax I pulled my finger out of her ass, gently kissed her dripping wet pussy and pulled myself up next to her. As I softly stroked her long blond hair I whispered to her; "It sounds like you ran into a real sexual dynamo tonight."
Kelly grinned at me. "Actually I didn't. I made it all up. I was teasing you."
Looking at her in amazement, I said; "You mean it wasn't true?"
"Not a word of it. The truth is, Kevin was a fifty-five year old businessman with a pot belly. When I sucked him the first time, he came almost immediately. After that I had to suck him for almost a half hour before I could get him hard enough to fuck me. Once he was inside me he had trouble keeping an erection so I finally had to suck him off a second time. After that he spent the rest of the evening playing with my tits while we lay on the bed and talked. He wasn't a very good fuck, but he was a nice guy. I enjoyed talking to him."
I laughed. "You devil, you really had me going."
Kelly giggled. "It was a pretty good story, wasn't it."
"Yes it was. I think some evening we should write a story together."
Kelly's eyes lit up. "Could we Timmy? We've never written anything together. I think it would be fun. Maybe when it's done, we could read it to the others."
"I saw Elvira's calendar. I think we might have some free time on Sunday afternoon."
'Timmy that would be wonderful. I can't wait."
For a few minutes Kelly and I lay next to each other. We were both smiling. Finally she sat up. "Timmy, go get my purse. It's on the dining room table."
I eagerly hopped out of bed. I had a pretty good idea about why Kelly wanted her purse and I was very willing to get it for her.
I was back in less than a minute. I stood next to the bed and watched while my wife opened her purse and took out the key to my chastity cage.
As she was unlocking it, Kelly asked; "Timmy was this uncomfortable? Did it bother you today?"
Shaking my head I said, "Not really. At first it felt funny, but it was all right once I got used to it. Peeing was kind of difficult."
"It was? I got the impression from the ads on the Internet that the cage wouldn't interfere with that."
"It didn't, but I was nervous when I tried to use a urinal. My panties don't have an opening in the front so I have to hold them down while I pee. The rigid plastic sleeve makes it a little more awkward when I do that. I was afraid that I might spray the front of my trousers." I paused for a moment and then I added, "I was also nervous that someone might come in and see the cage and my panties."
"That would have been very embarrassing." Kelly was smiling.
"Yes."
My wife thought for a moment and then she said, "Why don't you go into a stall and sit down while you pee. That's what we have to do. It works fine."
"After the first time, that's what I did."
That made Kelly grin. "Timmy I have to admit that I find it very exciting that you now wear panties and have to pee like a girl."
My breath caught.
Kelly noticed and said; "That's humiliating for you, isn't it Timmy."
"Yes it is."
"But it also excites you, doesn't it."
Smiling at Kelly I said, "Yes it really does."
"It excites me too." She took a deep breath. "Timmy tomorrow night is going to be so much fun. The parties at Evergreen are always a good time, but having you there as a slave is going to make them even more enjoyable."
Kelly took my chastity cage off and set it on the bedside table. My penis immediately sprang to full erection.
"Oh my, somebody is definitely ready for a little action." Giggling, Kelly grabbed my hand, gently pulled me down on the bed and lay me back so that my head was resting on the pillows she'd been using earlier.
She kneeled next to me and softly kissed my lips. "Now it's your turn Timmy."
Kelly thought for a moment and then she gently stroked my cheek. "You've had that cage on all evening. You're pretty excited right now, aren't you."
I laughed. "Yes I am."
Kelly smiled. "You can fuck me if that's what you'd like. Babydoll, you can have me any way you want, but..." Her voice trailed off.
I looked at her with a puzzled expression. "But what?"
"Timmy honey, your control probably isn't going to be very good right now. If you try to fuck either my pussy or my ass you're probably going to cum almost immediately. It won't be very satisfying for either of us."
I closed my eyes and bit my lower lip. I was disappointed, but I knew that what Kelly had just pointed out was true. In a very quiet voice I said, "I guess you're right. I'll just go to sleep." I rolled over so that I was facing away from Kelly. I knew it was a juvenile reaction, but my feelings were hurt. I felt like she'd just rejected me.
There was silence. After a moment I felt Kelly lie down next to me. She put her arm around my shoulder and pressed her naked body up against my back. "Timmy, you misunderstood me. I don't want you to go to sleep. I don't want to go to sleep. Babydoll if you want to fuck me you can. I just thought you might enjoy it more if I gave you a blow job. That way I can be in control and I can use my skill to keep you from cumming for as long as possible. It's late and we do have to get up early tomorrow morning, so I think this will be the only orgasm you'll get tonight. I want to make it as nice for you as I possibly can."
As I lay there thinking about what Kelly had just said I started to feel a little chagrined about my display of petulance. She was right, I had misunderstood her. I rolled over and looked at her. "I'm sorry, I did misunderstand you." With a sigh I said; "What makes me feel really bad is that I didn't even give you the benefit of the doubt. I just assumed the worst. I don't know..."
Kelly gently put a finger on my lips. "Shhh, it's okay, you don't have to feel bad and you don't need to apologize. I understand. At times this domination game we play can get very confusing." She sighed. "I also didn't phrase my suggestion very well. Could we start over?"
I smiled at her. "I'd like that very much."
Smiling back at me, Kelly said; "Master Timmy, may I please be allowed to give you one of my very best blow jobs."
"Yes please." I was grinning, but suddenly the grin faded.
Kelly looked at me. "Timmy what's wrong?"
"What about you? A blow job is just for my pleasure."
Shaking her head, Kelly said; "Timmy honey, I happen to love giving blow jobs. I love sucking cocks just as much as you love eating pussy."
I winked at her. "That's a lot."
Kelly giggled. "Yes it is. You also just finished giving me a volcanic orgasm."
Wiggling my eyebrows, I said in a voice filled with melodramatic pride, "Darling, I most certainly did."
"Be serious!" Kelly was laughing.
"All right." I made an exaggerated frown. "I'm serious now."



Kelly rolled her eyes and then she paused. After a moment she smiled at me. It was a very sweet smile. Gently stroking my cheek, she whispered; "I love you Timmy and sometimes I want to do something that's just for your pleasure. This is one of those times." She kissed my lips and then she slowly slid down my body and kissed the head of my tiny erection.
My wife knows how to give a fabulous blow job. She should, she's a pro. This was one of her best efforts. I actually managed to last for almost five minutes. When I did cum she kept me in her mouth until I was finished ejaculating and then she swallowed my semen and pulled herself back up so that she was lying next to me.
Gently kissing my lips, Kelly whispered, "Did you enjoy that?"
"Yes, very much."
"Friday, after we get back from South Carolina, my pussy will probably be pretty stretched out by the guys from Boston."
"I understand."
"If you'd like to, you could fuck my ass." Kelly giggled. "I know I'd enjoy that."
I grinned at her. "I'd like that very much."
"You have to promise to lick it first."
"That won't take much persuasion."
Kelly laughed. "No, I didn't think it would. Do we have a date?"
"Definitely."
Smiling at me, Kelly sighed and said; "Babydoll, it's been a long and very amazing day, but now it's time to go to sleep."
She kissed me. "I love you Timmy."
"I love you too Kelly, goodnight."
"Goodnight Timmy."
My wife cuddled up to me. As we fell asleep I thought to myself that it had indeed been a very amazing day.
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The alarm clock went off at six. I got up first and jumped into the shower. As soon as I was finished I rousted Kelly out of bed. She showered while I made us a quick breakfast of yogurt, granola and orange juice. Both of us were ready to go by 6:45. That actually gave us a few minutes to drink a cup of coffee and read the morning newspaper before we had to leave.
At seven o'clock sharp a JTandR Lincoln pulled up in front of our house. John, the Bears fan that I'd met yesterday was our driver. On the way to the airport we continued our discussion about the relative merits of the teams in the NFC North. Kelly loves football, so she jumped right into the debate. It was a lively trip to the airport.
When we checked in for our flight I discovered that we were booked into first class. It shouldn't have been a surprise, JtandR did everything in style. Nonetheless, I was a poor kid from Iowa. Flying was a thrill. Flying in first class was an unbelievable thrill.
There were seven of us. Kelly and I sat together. Keisha and Mandy were across the aisle from us. Tonya and Kirby were seated in front of them and Elvira was alone in front of us. I was feeling bad that Ellie had to sit by herself when Wendell Tyler walked onto the airplane and sat down next to her. This was a surprise. I knew that Martin Jackson and John Reynolds were in a meeting with the investors from St. Louis and would be flying down later that day in their private jet. I'd assumed that Wendell would be making the trip with them.
As Wendell was sitting down, Kelly leaned over and whispered into my ear. "They ran into each other yesterday. There were immediate sparks. I'm fairly certain that Wendell should be in the meeting with the investors from St. Louis, but it appears that he'd rather fly down to South Carolina with Ellie."
Smiling at Kelly, I whispered; "This is good."
"Yes it is."
The trip surprised me. This was normally a very convivial group. There was some quiet conversation, but during most of the flight everyone either slept or read a book.
We lost an hour because we were flying east. By the time we landed in Charleston it was almost one o'clock. None of us had any checked baggage and we were all seated in first class, so we got off of the airplane and across the airport very quickly.
On the far side of the arrival level we encountered a group of black suited limousine drivers holding up signs. One of the signs read, JTandR.
Tonya, who was leading our group glanced back at all of us and said; "There's our driver."
She walked up to the man holding the sign. "Hi, I'm Tonya Lewis. We're the JTandR group."
The limo driver nodded. "Hello Ms. Lewis, I'm Carl. Please follow me, the car is right outside this door."
We followed Carl through the exit. Outside there was a line of limousines parked next to the curb. He motioned towards a large black stretch Limo to our left. "That's the car." He held the door while all eight of us climbed inside. It was a large vehicle. It could easily have accommodated at least six more people.
Evergreen was located on the edge of an outer ring suburb of Charleston. It took us about twenty minutes to get there. The grounds were surrounded by an eight foot tall wrought iron fence.
Carl pulled the limousine into the driveway and stopped. A large iron gate blocked our way. He opened his window and pushed a button on a metal box attached to a wooden pole. After a moment the gate swung open. As we passed through the gate I noticed that two video cameras were mounted on the top of the fence. One on each side of the driveway.
We wound through a dense forest made up of tall, very straight pine trees. After about a quarter of a mile we emerged into an open area that was at least five or six acres of well kept lawn and beautiful gardens. A immense mansion made of gray marble stood in the center of this open area.
Carl followed the driveway around an ornate fountain and pulled the limousine to a stop in front of a impressive marble portico. A slender middle aged man with gray hair was waiting for us on the steps. He was dressed in a formal black tail coat and white tie.
Kelly leaned over and whispered into my ear. "That's Edward, he's the head butler at Evergreen."
I smiled. This was the first time I'd ever encountered a butler.
Carl got out of the limousine and opened the door for us. Edward waited silently on the steps while we all emerged from the car. When he saw Wendell I noticed a slight flicker of surprise in his eyes.
As soon as we were all standing on the sidewalk Edward walked straight over to Wendell and said; "Mr. Tyler, it's a pleasure to see you, but I must admit that I am a little bit surprised. I was under the impression that you would be arriving later this afternoon with Mr. Jackson and Mr. Reynolds."
Wendell smiled. "It's all right Edward. We have several new employees. Late last night I decided that I wanted to fly down with them today." He turned to Elvira who was standing next to him. "This is Elvira Higgins. She's Tonya's new assistant. Elvira, this is Edward. He's the head of the household staff at Evergreen."
Elvira extended her hand. "It's a pleasure to finally meet you Edward. Please call me Ellie."
Edward took her hand. He didn't shake it, he just held it. As he held it he bowed politely and said, "Welcome to Evergreen Ellie. We've exchanged so many emails in the last day that I feel like we're already well acquainted."
Smiling, Elvira said; "Yes, I feel the same way."
"Edward, this is Kirby Lundquist." Wendell had stepped behind Kirby and had his hand on his shoulder. Kirby was standing next to Tonya. They were holding hands.
Edward noticed. He glanced at Tonya and smiled. She smiled back at him. Turning to Kirby, he extended his hand and said; "Welcome to Evergreen Kirby."
Grinning, Kirby took Edward's hand and shook it vigorously. "Thank you Edward, this is a magnificent house."
Edward nodded.
Kirby kept shaking his hand.
Tonya leaned over and whispered, "Let go of his hand dear."
Kirby's smile disappeared. Quickly releasing Edward's hand he nervously stuttered, "Ah yes, I'm sorry, I ah didn't mean to..."
Edward flashed him a gracious smile and said, "It's all right Cookie." He paused. "May I call you Cookie?"
Kirby's grin reappeared. "Yes sir, I'd like that very much."
Suddenly I sensed Wendell's presence behind me and then I felt his hand on my shoulder. "Edward, I assume that you can guess who this is."
Turning to Kelly, Edward asked, "Is this Timmy?"
Kelly grabbed my hand and gave it a firm squeeze. "Yes Edward, it is."
Edward slowly shook his head. "Kelly honey, we were all beside ourselves with worry when we heard about the trouble the two of you were having. We were so relieved when we found out that you were going to be here for this party." He smiled. "And then when we heard that the illustrious Timmy was actually coming with you, well that's all Maurice, Doris, Cassie, Florence, Nathan and Ben have been able to talk about for the entire morning."
I glanced at Kelly. She shrugged. I rolled my eyes. Barely able to suppress a giggle, she winked at me.
I felt a finger poking me in the back. I turned. Mandy was wiggling her eyebrows. I shook my head.
Wendell walked up the steps and grabbed Edward's arm. "Then we'd better not waste anymore time. Let's go inside and find them."
Edward laughed. "That shouldn't be difficult. I'm sure they're all waiting in the foyer."
We all followed Wendell and Edward up the front steps. As we walked through a set of solid oak double doors that must have been at least twelve feet tall and ten feet wide, Kelly leaned over and whispered; "Timmy you are going to be so amazed by this house."
I looked around. I truly was amazed.
We passed through a short entry hallway. On my left there was what appeared to be a cloak room. On my right there was a small study or office.
I only gave those two rooms a quick glance because the space in front of us immediately grabbed my attention. It was an oval room maybe forty feet wide and thirty feet deep. On both the right and the left ends of the oval there were wide marble staircases leading up to the next floor. On the opposite side of the oval there was another corridor that lead to the rest of the first floor.
When I looked up the gilt domed ceiling was three stories above us. A marble railing guarded the edges of both the second and third floors.
Ahead of us six people were standing in the middle of the oval. A slightly built man with short gray hair and a full figured woman of about the same age, both dressed in the white jackets and pants commonly worn by chefs; were on the left. Two women dressed in maids uniforms; one middle aged and white, the other young and black, were standing next to them. To their right were two men. The first, a young white man, was wearing a tail coat and white tie similar to Edward's. The other, a large black man with white hair, was dressed in overalls and work boots.
Kelly whispered, "Timmy, this is the reception hall and those people are the staff at Evergreen." Grabbing my hand, she said; "Come on, you have to meet them. They're all good friends."
Kelly pulled me out ahead of our group. The waiting assembly of household staff were all grinning at us as we hurried over to them.
"Everybody, this is Timmy." Kelly paused for a moment and then she said, "I was afraid that I'd never get to see any of you again." Letting go of my hand she ran to the large black man in overalls and hugged him. "Hi Ben, how is Sarah doing?"
"She's good Kelly, the doctors just told us that it looks like the chemotherapy destroyed all of the cancer."
"That's wonderful news!"
Ben smiled.
Kelly paused for a moment and then she said, "Ben this is Timmy. Timmy, this is my good friend Ben."
Ben grabbed my hand with both of his hands. His hands were large and strong and they completely engulfed mine, but his handshake was remarkably gentle. "Timmy, it's a pleasure to finally get to meet you. Kelly has told us so many wonderful things about you."
I was overwhelmed by this reception and more than just a little chagrined. Totally befuddled, I barely managed to stammer out, "I umm...,thank you, it's a pleasure to..."
Kelly rescued me. Grabbing my arm, she pulled me over to the man standing next to Ben. "Timmy, this is Nathan."
As I was shaking Nathan's hand I noticed that Tonya was introducing Kirby and Elvira to Ben.
Kirby, Ellie and I were methodically introduced to all six people. While our introductions were being made to each person, I noticed that Keisha, Mandy and Wendell were chatting with the others. It was clear that this was a group of good friends.
The socializing went of for several minutes. Finally Edward raised his hands. As soon as he had everyone's attention, he said; "We could go on talking for hours, but all of you know that that's not possible. We have a job to do today, an important job. The firm treats all of us very well."
There was a general murmur of agreement.
"The partners are relying on us to provide the men we'll be entertaining today with a memorable experience. We don''t want to let them down."
I looked around. Everyone was nodding. I joined them. This group was obviously a cohesive team. It was easy to get swept up in the camaraderie.
"The four associates are currently playing golf at The Gaitlin Country Club. Just before the limousine arrived I received a call from one of their caddies. They were about to tee off on the twelfth hole."
Edward glanced at his watch. "That was fifteen minutes ago. They should be finished playing in a little over an hour. They won't be stopping in the clubhouse after their round. They'll be coming directly here for snacks and drinks by the pool. Hostesses, you should greet them in conservative bikinis. You'll find them in your rooms, laid out with the rest of your outfits."
Looking at all of us, he said; "Remember, this evening one of our guests is to be treated much differently than usual. Tonya will be in charge of him. She'll give you cues about how you're supposed to interact with this associate."
He paused. I think he was giving us an opportunity to ask questions. No one did. After a moment he continued. "When our guests arrive, Wendell, Elvira and I will greet them here in the reception hall. Timmy and Kirby should be standing by with Nathan in the pool area. We'll bring the men there. Hostesses, you should make your appearance in the pool area ten minutes after I call everyone to places."
Tonya, Kelly, Mandy and Keisha all nodded. It was apparent that Edward ran the show at Evergreen and it appeared to be a well choreographed production.
He turned to Maurice and Doris. "Are the snacks ready?"
Maurice nodded. "Yes, we have a plate of fresh fruit slices, a tray of sliced cheeses and meats and a basket containing a variety of breads and crackers."
Edward smiled. "Very good." Then he looked at Cassie and Florence. "Are the cabana rooms next to the pool ready?"
Florence answered. "Yes, we put fresh sheets on the beds this morning and each room has at least eight clean towels."
"Timmy is going to be responsible for those rooms while they are being used this afternoon. Since this is his first party at Evergreen he may need some guidance from you and Cassie."
"Don't worry Edward, we'll take care of him." This time Cassie answered.
"I know you will." Edward looked at all of us. "Does anyone have any questions?"
We were all silent.
After a moment he looked at his watch and said, "It's now two thirty- five. Our guests should be arriving in about an hour so you can expect that I will be calling all of you to your places between three thirty and a quarter to four. You have less than a hour to make your final preparations. I suggest that you use it wisely."
Turning to Doris, Maurice said, "I'm going to finish preparing the standing rib roast for tonight's diner. I'll have to put it in the oven in about an hour."
Doris nodded. "I'll start working on the desserts."
As they disappeared down the hallway that led to the rest of the first floor, Cassie looked at Florence. "Flo, let's give the associate's bedrooms one last check."
"That's a good idea."
Cassie was already walking towards the marble staircase to our left. Florence quickly followed her.
"Ben will you check the temperature in the pool and the hot tub?"
Ben smiled. "I was thinking the same thing Edward. I'll get right on it." Ben took the same corridor that Maurice and Doris had used.
Edward turned to Nathan. "Nate, it's time to bring some ice out to the poolside bar, and after you do that make sure we have a good variety of beers out there. These men have been playing golf. They're going to be thirsty."
Nathan nodded and left.
As soon as he was gone Edward looked at Kelly and Tonya. "Do Timmy and Kirby understand there roles for this evening?"
Tonya smiled. "Yes I think they do. Nate understands, doesn't he?"
"All the staff do."
"So Nate, Cassie and Flo can give them prompts if necessary."
"Yes, I've already discussed that with them."
"We can also give them a few last minute instructions while we're getting dressed." Tonya looked at all of us. "We'd better get upstairs and start getting ready. I know that I'd like to take a shower before the men get here."
"I would too." Keisha was already walking to the marble staircase on our right.
Mandy followed her. "That sounds very inviting right now."
Kelly grabbed my hand. "Come on Timmy, I'll show you our room."
Tonya hooked her arm through Kirby's. "Let's go see our room Cookie." She looked at Elvira. "Are you coming with us Ellie?"
Elvira shook her head. "No Tonnie, not right now."
As we were leaving I heard Wendell say; "Edward, Elvira will be staying in my room tonight. Have her things brought there."
"I'll tell Cassie and Flo."
As we were walking up the stairs Keisha looked back at us and giggled. "It looks like Ellie has a new boyfriend."
Tonya nodded. "Isn't it wonderful."
When we reached the second floor, Kelly said; "Wendell, Martin and John all have office apartments here. The guest rooms are on this floor too, but they're in the opposite wing." She pointed to a set of carved mahogany doors at the rear center of the oval balcony. "There's a ballroom over there. It's only used for large formal parties. I'm sure we won't be using it tonight."
"Where's your room?"
Kelly playfully poked me in the ribs. "You mean our room and it's up there." She pointed to double doorway next to us. The doorway led to an oak staircase.
Keisha and Mandy were already going up. Tonya and Kirby were following them. Kelly grabbed my hand. "We could have taken the elevator, but it's quicker to take the stairs. It's also good exercise. Come on Timmy."
She pulled me to the stairs.
The rail on the third floor balcony overlooking the reception hall was not marble, it was hand carved oak. Kelly grabbed my arm when I started to walk towards it. "Timmy, you'll have time to look at the house later. Right now we have to get ready."
As we followed everyone through the door leading to the wing where our room was located Kelly explained, "The household staff all have rooms in the other wing, but all of them also have homes in the area, so they only use their rooms when they have to be here for a late party. I expect that they'll all be using them tonight."
There were six bedrooms in this wing. Ours was the first one on the right. Mandy's was directly across from us. Tonya and Kirby's bedroom was next door to ours and Keisha's was next door to Mandy's. I was told that Antoine's bedroom was on the far side of Keisha's.
Kelly opened the door to our room. I followed her inside.
The room was small, but elegantly decorated. A queen sized bed with a gilt head board occupied the center. The bed was covered by a thick pink and blue floral print comforter. The double windows above the head of the bed were framed by a matching set of curtains. Plush ivory colored carpeting covered the floor. There was a door at each end of the wall to the left of the bed. One was the entrance to a large walk in closet. The other led to a marble tiled bathroom with a tub and a shower. A full length gilt edged mirror occupied the space between the two doors. On the opposite side of the room a French provincial side table, chair and dresser were set against the wall. Another smaller gilt edged mirror had been mounted above the side table. An oil painting of a basket of pink and blue flowers hung above the dresser.
As Kelly closed the door behind us I smiled at her and said, "This is a beautiful bedroom. I almost feel like I'm at a very expensive bed and breakfast."
Kelly giggled. "It really is nice, isn't it." She shook her head. "But unfortunately we don't have time enjoy it right now. You need to get your clothes off and get into the shower."
"I took a shower this morning."
"Yes, I know you did and now I want you to take another one." Kelly paused for a moment and then she explained, "Timmy we're in the sex business. Cleanliness is the first maxim."
"I'm not going to be having sex with anyone tonight."
Kelly chuckled. "No, you are certainly not." She paused for a moment and then shaking her head, she said; "I'm sorry, that wasn't kind."



"It's okay." I shrugged. "It is the truth."
"Yes it is, but I don't feel right about rubbing it in."
"Are you going to put that chastity cage back on me after I get out of the shower?"
"Yes I am."
"Then I think teasing me about my forced abstinence shouldn't be a concern."
Kelly grinned. "Timmy you are absolutely priceless."
I shrugged again.
Her smile disappeared and was replaced by a more serious expression. "Babydoll, even though you won't actually be engaging in sex, you are part of the show and it is important to me that you're squeaky clean. Please humor me and take a shower."
I smiled and bowed politely. "Yes Mistress Kelly, right away."
Kelly was laughing as I took off my clothes.
I took my shower quickly. As soon as I was dry I stepped back into the bedroom. My wife was naked. I stopped and stared at her. Kelly and I had been together for a little over four years. During that time I'd probably seen her nude more than a thousand times and it was still an indescribable thrill. She has a spectacular body.
Kelly glanced over and noticed me looking at her. "What's wrong?"
I smiled. "Absolutely nothing."
She giggled. "You're a lech."
Nodding vigorously, I said; "Yes I am. How could I not be when I'm in the presence of such a beautiful woman."
"You're not just a lech, you're a golden tongued lech."
"If you're interested, I'd be very willing to demonstrate the truth of that statement right now."
Kelly laughed, then after taking a deep breath she said; "No, that's a tempting offer, but it's time for me to start focusing my attention on Tyler Greer."
"I saw you reading the report about him this morning on the airplane. It didn't surprise me that they'd assigned him to you."
"What makes you say that?"
"When I was doing my research it became apparent to me that even though he's a submissive masochist, Donald Kline is still the financial mastermind of this group."
"Really?"
"Absolutely, every one of the research assistants who have written reports about these men have made it clear that the other three invariably follow Donald Kline's lead when they're making financial decisions."
"That's interesting, but how is that related to the decision to assign Tyler Greer to me?"
"They're obviously not going to assign Donald Kline to you. He's a masochistic sexual submissive. They're going to assign him to Tonya. You told me she's the best dom."
"She is. She's so good that at times she can almost be scary."
I smiled. "I can't wait to see her in action."
Kelly laughed. "You're not only a lech, you're also a perv."
I enthusiastically nodded my head and then I pointed out, "And don't try to tell me that your not just as excited about seeing her in action as I am."
Kelly giggled. "It is going to be fun, isn't it."
"Yes it is."
We both smiled for a moment and then Kelly looked at me and said, "You still haven't answered my question."
"What do you mean?"
"How is this related to their decision to assign Tyler Greer to me?"
"When it comes to entertaining men who want straight sex, you're their ace. Wouldn't you agree with that?"
Kelly shrugged modestly. "Yes, I suppose I am. I'm a young blond with big tits and a pretty face who loves to give head. That goes over pretty big with a lot of guys."
"I think there's more to it than that."
We smiled at each other. After a moment Kelly said; "Okay, but that still doesn't explain why they gave me Tyler Greer."
"Tyler Greer is Donald Kline's closest friend."
"His closest friend? Tyler Greer is fucking Donald Kline's wife."
I shrugged. "So what? You're hoping that Chris and I will become close friends and he's fucking you."
"Touche'"
I smiled at her.
Kelly was quiet for a moment and then she said, "So you're saying that Martin, John and Wendell are hoping that I'll show Tyler such a good time that he'll try to convince Donald that investing in their project is a good idea."
"That's right."
Kelly considered this for a few seconds and then she smiled and said, "Well that is my job."
"Yes it is."
She started chuckling.
I looked at her. "What?"
"I thought Martin gave you this job so that we could be together. Now understand that I was wrong. Timmy you are going to be a very valuable asset to us."
"I hope so. It wouldn't be a very satisfying job if I thought I was just doing pretend work,"
Kelly nodded. "I'd feel the same way."
"I think it might take me a little while to learn how to write the reports. I'm starting to understand that a big part of my job is to sift through the mountains of data that the firm has collected about it's investors and pick out the information that will be helpful to the four of you. This conversation just gave me a better idea about what I should be looking for."
Suddenly there was a knock on the door.
Kelly and I both turned. She called out, "Who is it?"
"It's the welcome wagon. We're here to greet our new neighbor." It was Mandy.
Giggling, Kelly said; "You'll have to come back later, we're both naked in here."
"That's okay, we're naked too." This time it was Keisha.
The door opened and in they walked. They both were naked.
As soon as I saw them I started smiling.
Kelly looked at me. "What are you grinning about?"
Chuckling, I said, "Life."
Keisha stared at me with a puzzled expression. "Life?"
I nodded. That's right, life. Think about it, I'm a scrawny little shy kid from Iowa who was raised by his two spinster aunts. Now I'm sitting in an elegant bedroom in a magnificent mansion with three gorgeous naked women. Life is great. Only a total looney wouldn't be smiling."
Keisha looked at Kelly. "He does have a way with words, doesn't he."
My wife chuckled. "Oh yes, he most certainly does."
"Kelly you haven't showered or put on your makeup and Timmy's not wearing his chastity cage. Look at the time girl. Edward is going to be calling us to places in about fifteen minutes." Mandy was shaking her head.
Kelly smiled at Mandy. "I beg your pardon, which of us is the mistress and which of us is the slave?"
Still shaking her head, Mandy answered; "Mistress Kelly, it is the duty of every diligent slave to keep her mistress on schedule."
Kelly laughed. "Good point Nymph." She gestured towards me. "In my defense, you try living with him."
"I'm looking forward to it." Mandy patted Kelly's naked butt. "You go get in the shower. Normally, Timmy and I would bathe you, but we don't have time. Keish and I will put Timmy's cage on him while you're taking your shower. Is it in your purse?"
"Yes, you can get it."
As Mandy was getting my chastity cage out of Kelly's purse and Kelly was walking to the bathroom, Keisha noticed my erection. "Kelly he's got a woody."
Kelly stopped and then she turned to Mandy. "I didn't think to bring a chemical ice bag. I don't suppose you brought one?"
"No, I didn't remember it either."
"What are we going to do? We can't put the cage on him while he's hard."
"I know how to get him soft." Keisha was giggling.
Kelly and Mandy both looked at her.
She flashed them and impish smile. "I'll do it the old fashioned way, I'll give him a blow job."
Kelly turned to Mandy. Mandy just shrugged. Kelly shook her head. "It kind of goes against the spirit of the chastity cage, but I guess we really don't have any choice. Go ahead, get him off while I take my shower." She turned and walked into the bathroom.
As soon as Kelly was gone Keisha said; "Lie back on the bed Timmy. We have to be quick about this. Mandy you sit on his face. That will excite him and I'll be able to get him off quicker."
Mandy laughed as she straddled my head. "It's going to get me pretty excited too."
Keisha nodded, "Yes, but in about an hour you're going to be sucking a great big dick."
As Mandy pressed her cunt into my nose and mouth she said, "I hope it's sooner than that. I can't wait to feel a big hard cock in my mouth."
I extended my tongue and pushed it into the folds of Mandy's already wet pussy.
She gasped. "Oh god yes Timmy, lick me. That feels so good."
Laughing, Keisha said; "I think I may have volunteered for the wrong job." She slipped my cock into her warm moist mouth. After she sucked me for a moment she looked up at Mandy with a smile. "No, I took the right job. I love sucking Timmy's little penis."
Mandy leaned back so that her ass was over my face. I pushed the tip of my tongue into her asshole. Her breath caught.
"Mandy, pinch and twist his nipples while he licks your ass. That will really get him going." It was Kelly. Apparently she was already finished with her shower.
I heard her walk across the room and sit down at her makeup table. I thought about the situation and smiled. We certainly did lead an unorthodox lifestyle. My wife was sitting at her makeup table casually getting ready to spend the evening entertaining another man while behind her I was lying on the bed with one woman was sitting on my face and another sucking my cock.
Suddenly Mandy grabbed my nipples and gave them a vicious twist. At the same time Keisha began licking my balls while she vigorously pumped my tiny erection with her fingers. That was enough to put me over the edge. I felt the familiar tingling sensation building in my loins and then my muscles tightened. A second later I started to ejaculate.
Keisha kept sucking me. I would have been surprised if she hadn't. My wife and her friends were professionals. They knew how to give pleasure to a man.
As soon as I was finished cumming Keisha took my softening penis out of her mouth and licked her lips. "Well, that certainly took care of that erection."
Laughing as she got off my face, Mandy added; "And it was a lot more fun than using a chemical ice bag."
Kelly took a second to finish applying her lipstick and then she turned around and said, "The two of you are going to spoil my babydoll."
Keisha giggled. "And doing it is going to be so much fun."
Mandy picked up my chastity cage. "Come on Kel, we'd better get this on him before he starts getting hard again."
"Take your time Mandy. If he gets hard it will just give me another opportunity to suck his dick."
Mandy shook her head. "Keish honey, focus. In just a few minutes three studs are going to be arriving and I expect that they're going to want to spend a large portion of the evening with their cocks in our mouths."
Keisha smiled. "Mmmmm, that does sound delicious." She paused for a moment and then she asked, "What about the fourth guy?"
Grinning at her, Mandy said, "I suspect that he'll be spending most of the evening with his tongue in Tonnie's asshole."
"Mandy rub some of the lotion onto Timmy's cock and balls." Kelly was now sitting next to me. She was holding the pieces for my cock cage.
Mandy dribbled a few drops of the lotion onto the shaft of my limp penis. As soon as she was done rubbing it in Kelly slipped the chastity cage onto my cock and balls and locked it with the tiny brass padlock.
Once that was finished, Kelly stood up. "All right, it's time for all of us to get dressed. Keish Mandy, go back to your rooms. You can come back when your ready for the evening."
As they were leaving, Keisha said; "I wonder if Martin could arrange to have a few walls knocked out so that we could have one huge bedroom. That way we could all get dressed together."
"Keish wouldn't that would be sort of like going to camp." Mandy was laughing.
Keisha giggled. "Yeah, sex camp, wouldn't that be great."
As soon as they were gone, Kelly said; "Come on Timmy, we don't have much time. We have to get dressed quickly." She walked into the closet. I followed her.
On the left side of the closet there were two long closet rods separated by a large five drawer dresser. A variety of business dresses, dinner dresses, dressing gowns, night gowns and casual wear hung from the the two rods. Occupying the space underneath the clothing were a wide selection of shoes including spike heeled pumps in a variety of colors, sandals, athletic shoes, a pair of western boots and a pair of very kinky looking thigh high lace up black boots with what had to be at least five inch spike heels.
On the right side of the closet there was a short closet rod that contained several different outfits of men's clothing including a blue blazer and gray slacks. Next to the closet rod there was a small dresser and on the floor underneath it there were several pairs of men's shoes and a pair of sandals.
"Your things are over there." Kelly pointed to the right side of the closet. "The pants and shirt hanging from the first two hangers are your clothes for this evening." She walked over to the small dresser on my side of the closet, opened the top drawer and removed a pair of pink lace panties. "These should do very nicely."
Smiling as she handed them to me, Kelly said; "They're crotchless, that should make them comfortable with your cock cage."
I shook my head. "I hope I don't have to take my pants off at this party."
"That would be humiliating for you, wouldn't it."
"Yes it certainly would."
Giggling Kelly said, "Come on Timmy, grab your clothes. Take the sandals on the floor next to your dresser. We have to hurry.
The outfit that Kelly had indicated was a pink cotton golf shirt and a pair of very lightweight cotton slacks. I took them off their hangers
As I followed my wife out of the closet I noticed that all she was carrying was a pink two piece bathing suit. We both laid our outfits on the bed and started getting dressed. While I was stepping into my panties I watched Kelly put on her bikini bottom. It was actually nothing more than two triangles of cloth joined at the crotch. There was a strip of cloth at the two upper corners of both triangles.
Kelly held up the two strips of cloth on her right side. "Be a dear Timmy and tie me together. Make a nice big bow."
As I was tying the bow I noticed that this was actually a rather conservative bikini. I commented. "Kel, I'm a little surprised."
"What do you mean?"
"I guess I expected at least a thong. By your standards, this is a very prudish bathing suit."
My wife giggled. "Guys love skimpy bathing suits, but they like suits they get to take off even more. One little tug on those two pieces of cloth your tying together and the bottom falls right off."
I laughed. "I gather that you don't expect to be wearing this suit for very long."
"I'll be disappointed if I am."
As soon as the first side of Kelly's bikini bottom was secure I tied the other side. Once that was done Kelly put on her top. As she held the two tiny triangles of pink cloth over her large breasts she said, "Now tie this in the back with another big bow. We wouldn't want to make Tyler have to work too hard to get it off, would we."
"No we certainly wouldn't."
As I was tying the bow Kelly asked; "Timmy are you going to be all right tonight. You know what I'm going to be like. I'll be ignoring you completely and focusing all of my attention on Tyler. I have to do that babydoll. It's my job."
"I know it is. I also now understand that that's just the way you are when your with a guy. Don't worry, I'll be okay."
"Timmy, no matter what you see tonight, or how I might act towards you; please remember that you're the only one I love."
I finished tying the bow. Kelly turned around and looked into my eyes. "Babydoll you're the only person I'll ever love."
I smiled at her. "And you're the only person I'll ever love."
"What about Mandy?"
"Kelly, I'll never love anyone the way I love you."
"Promise?"
"Yes, I promise. Do you promise that you'll never love Chris the way you love me."
Kelly winked at me. "Or Mandy."
I looked at her in surprise. "Or Mandy? Do I have to worry about her too?"
"Just as much as you have to worry about Chris. I love the way she licks my pussy. She's almost as good as you are." Kelly grabbed me and kissed me hard on the lips, then she added, "But neither one of them make me feel like you make me feel. Timmy when I'm with you I feel safe and I feel loved. Babydoll, you may not be a great cocksman, but you know how to make a woman feel loved. You know how to love. Lots of guys know how to fuck, but only a rare few know how to love. That's why Mandy is so desperate to be with us. She wants to be loved and you do that, you do that so very very well." Kelly laughed. "And you don't even have to try, it just comes naturally to you. Kirby has that same ability. That's why Tonya is pursuing him so aggressively."
Kelly put her arms around me and held me tightly against her soft body. She didn't say anything. She didn't have to, the intensity of her embrace spoke volumes. Finally she released me.
She paused for a moment before she continued. "Chris is a gorgeous man and he really does know how to fuck. He has a beautiful cock and he understands exactly what to do with it; but he doesn't know how to make a woman feel loved. At least not like you do Timmy."
She shook her head. "No babydoll, like it or not; you're stuck with me for the rest of your life. Will you promise me that you'll remember that tonight."
"Yes, I promise."
"If you do start feeling bad find Ellie. This evening one of her jobs is to make sure that both you and Kirby make it through the party without falling apart."
"Kirby's going to have harder time than me. I've seen you with other men. This will be Kirby's first time seeing Tonya with another man."
Kelly nodded. "That's true, but tonight will probably be a little bit easier for him."
"Why do you say that?"
"Tonya's going to be a dom tonight. She isn't going to be spending much lovey dovey time with Donald Kline."
I grinned at Kelly. "I forgot about that."
"You and Kirby should still try to support each other."
"We will, we're good friends."
"I know you are. You were lucky to have found him."
Kelly glanced at the small clock on her makeup table. "Timmy we'd better get you dressed. The men are due to arrive anytime now."
She picked up the white pants and handed them to me. "Put these on."
I took them from her. As I was looking for the front I realized that there wasn't a zipper or belt loops. The pants had an elastic waist and a white drawstring. I noticed the label in the back. The logo said, Rhapsody, casual wear for women.
I looked at my wife. "These are women's pants."
"Yes they are. We thought they'd be perfect for our little sissyboy slave."
"But..."
"Timmy, I understand that wearing them in front of these men is going to be humiliating for you. That's the idea. You're our slave and we want to have a little fun with you tonight. Now quit dawdling and put them on." The tone of Kelly's voice warned me I shouldn't argue with her.
I quickly stepped into the pants. As I pulled them up the submissive masochist in me took over and my body started to tingle with excitement.
While I was tying the drawstring Kelly giggled. "Those are absolutely perfect."
I felt my face flush with embarrassment.
Kelly noticed. "Timmy honey, relax. You're surrounded by people who love you. You have nothing to be ashamed about. Everyone of us is just as kinky as you are. This is an opportunity for you to live out your wildest fantasies. Let yourself go, enjoy yourself tonight."
I thought for a moment and then I realized that Kelly was right. I was with friends and all of them knew about and accepted my kinky fantasies. Tonight no one was going to judge me. They were all sexual adventurers. Even the household staff seemed to understand. I looked at my wife and smiled. "I'll bet Edward and his crew have witnessed some very kinky scenes."
Giggling, Kelly said; "Oh yes, they've become very accustomed to the wild antics that take place during the sex parties here. Actually, by their standards, your sissy slave fantasy is going to be rather tame."



"Really?"
"Really," She picked up the pink golf shirt and handed it to me. "Finish getting dressed. The men will be arriving any minute now."
I slipped the golf shirt over my head and tucked it in.
Kelly took one look and clapped her hands in delight. "Edward is wonderful."
I stared at her with a puzzled expression. "What do you mean?"
"Check out the logo."
I glanced down and immediately smiled. There was an embroidered logo of a rabbit on the left breast of my shirt. It wasn't the logo associated with that famous men's magazine. This was a cartoon drawing of a white, floppy eared bunny with a big fluffy tail. It was not in the least bit masculine."
Looking at me with a mischievous grin, Kelly said; "Bunny, your outfit is almost perfect."
"Almost perfect? What's wrong with it?"
Kelly turned and walked over to her purse. "You still need this." She pulled out my dog collar. As she walked back over to me she smiled and said, "No self respecting Mistress should ever allow her slave to appear in public without his collar."
I laughed. "I wasn't familiar with that particular convention, but I can certainly understand why a responsible dominatrix would want to follow it."
Kelly fastened the collar around my neck. "This is a symbol that designates your position in life. We wouldn't want people to get confused and start thinking you were a superior, would we."
Grinning, I said; "No we certainly would not."
Kelly started giggling again. "Timmy you really are fun to be with." Suddenly her smile disappeared. She put her arms around me and whispered; "I'm going to miss you babydoll."
"I'm not going anywhere, I'll be with you all evening."
"No Timmy, you won't be with me. I'll be with Tyler Greer. You'll be a slave and the only time I'll acknowledge your existence is when I want you to do something for Tyler or for me. I won't be able to talk to you like this again until tomorrow morning. Tonight I won't even smile at you."
I took a moment to consider what Kelly had just told me. Of course I knew that she was right. We'd been talking about this in theory for the past several days. Now that it was actually about to happen the idea that I would be so close to Kelly, but still so far away was a little unnerving.
Kelly noticed my agitation. "Timmy honey, are you going to be okay?"
I took a deep breath, gathered my wits and smiled. "Yes Mistress Kelly, I'm going to be fine. Being with you while you're ignoring me is still better than being at home alone."
Kelly grinned. "That's a good way to look at it."
Suddenly a disembodied voice boomed out, "Places everyone, our guests are passing through the front gate."
I looked around in surprise.
Laughing, Kelly said; "That's Edward on the intercom. From his office he can talk to every room in this house." She paused. Her smile disappeared. "This is it Bunny. It's time for you to go." She kissed me hard on the lips and then she said, "I'll talk to you in the morning."
"This is exciting. I have butterflies in my stomach. I feel like an actor who's about to go on stage."
"You are going to be on stage. Every one of us has an important role to play in this little production." Kelly patted my butt. "Go get 'em Bunny."
"Aren't you coming with me?"
"No, I'll be about three minutes behind you. Edward believes in timing our entrances."
"I don't know where I'm going."
Kelly smiled. "Don't worry, Edward is very organized. I'm sure that right now someone waiting for you in the hallway."
I nodded, then I took a deep breath and said, "Have fun Mistress Kelly."
Kelly shook her head. "No Bunny, from now on I'm Mistress Melody. Mandy is Mistress Angela..."
"Angela, I thought you told me that Mandy used Mitzi."
"I did, but tonight she's playing the role of a superior, so she's using a name with a little more dignity. Tonya isn't going to be using Ginger tonight either. When she's a dominatrix she always uses Natasha."
"Is Keisha still using Jasmine?"
"Yes, she loves that name. Bunny, you have to go. Edward will have a fit if you're late."
"All right, have a good time. I'll talk to you in the morning."
"Goodbye Bunny, remember that I love you."
"Don't worry, I won't forget." I opened the door and stepped out into the hallway.
Kelly was right, Edward was very organized. Florence, the older maid and Kirby were waiting for me.
As soon as he saw me Kirby laughed. "It's about time you got here."
"We're late, we don't have time to stand around and gab, follow me." Florence was all business. She turned and began walking quickly towards the rear of the mansion.
Kirby and I both took off after her.
I was puzzled. We were going in the opposite direction of the stairway that we'd taken to get up to this floor. I decided to ask. "Aren't the stairs in the other direction?"
Without turning around, Florence answered; "That staircase is for the bosses, the ladies and their guests. The household staff and slaves like the two of you always use the back stairs." Her tone was terse. I almost felt like I was being admonished.
As we walked down the corridor I noticed Kirby's outfit. He was wearing a pair of black billowy pants gathered at the ankles. They reminded me of the type of pants you'd expect to see on an Arabian knight. His top was a red vest embroidered with gold brocade. Each of his large biceps was adorned with an inch wide tight fitting gold bracelet. Around his neck he wore a black studded dog collar and like me, he was wearing sandals.
I smiled at him, "Nice outfit."
Shaking his head, he said; "I feel pretty silly. At least you got to wear a golf shirt."
"Yeah, with a cute little bunny embroidered on it and these are women's pants."
He glanced over at me. "No shit?"
"No shit,"
"I guess I don't feel so bad now."
"Thanks, that makes me feel a whole lot better." Both of us started chuckling.
We came to a door near the back of the house. Florence opened it. There was a narrow staircase going down. She turned. "This will take us to the back of the kitchen."
She started down. We followed her.
The kitchen was amazing. It was twice the size of our living room at home and it appeared to have every state of the art cooking device ever invented. I was envious. Doris and Maurice were busily engaged in preparing what I assumed was going to be tonight's dinner. It smelled wonderful. As we passed through they both looked up and gave us a casual wave.
From the kitchen we went into the dining room. It was even larger than the kitchen. The center piece of the room was an enormous mahogany table at least twenty feet long. Four massive matching side boards occupied most of the space along two of the walls. The other two walls were adorned with several very large classical oil paintings. The two floor to ceiling windows on these walls were framed by rich red velvet drapes trimmed with gold brocade. The lighting for the room was provided by two mammoth crystal chandeliers, one hanging over each half of the table.
We followed Florence through the dining room into the main hallway. When I looked to my left I could see the reception hall where Edward and the staff had greeted us when we arrived. Across the hall from the dining room was a very large parlor. An enormous stone fireplace trimmed with dark woodwork took up most of the far wall.
We turned to the right. We passed another door on our left. I looked inside. It was a small gambling casino with a roulette wheel, black jack table and at the center of the room a very long craps table. At the far end of the room there was a small stage. I suspected that the women danced on that stage while the men they were entertaining gambled.
The hall ended at set of glass double doors. Florence opened them and we stepped out onto a large veranda. Beyond the veranda was an enormous patio paved with flag stone. A rectangular swimming pool at least forty feet long occupied the center of the patio. Just off the near right corner of the pool, steaming hot water bubbled in a stone spa large enough to accommodate at least a dozen people.
On the right side of the pool, beyond the spa, there was a long brick building with a row of four doors. I guessed that these were the poolside cabanas. Several tables surrounded by chairs and eight luxurious chaise lounges were loosely arranged along the edge of the pool. At the far end of the patio there was a high hedge of thick flowering bushes. Beyond the bushes I could see what appeared to be a maintenance shed.
To the left of the pool there was a fountain at least twenty feet in diameter. A statue of a well muscled Greek warrior stood at the center. He was naked and at a least twelve feet tall. His large penis hung flaccid between his powerful thighs. Two beautiful nude women were kneeling at his feet. The fountain was surrounded by a large garden filled with a variety of plants in full bloom.
On the near left corner of the pool there was another, much smaller brick building. The front of this building was actually a carved oak bar with a half dozen stools neatly arranged in front of it. An assortment of liquor bottles were displayed on several shelves behind the bar.
Nathan, Edward's assistant was standing next to this building. He was waiting for us.
"I'll leave you here. I have chores to finish. Nathan will explain your duties." Florence turned and abruptly disappeared through the double glass doors.
As soon as she was gone Nathan waved to us. "Bunny, Cookie, come down here. We don't have much time."
There was a wide stone stairway that led down to the patio. Kirby and I quickly joined Nathan.
"Good afternoon gentlemen. We don't have time for formalities, so I'm just going to start explaining your duties. First of all you must remember your place at all times. You are slaves. Do not ever forget that. Our guests should be addressed as Mr. Cameron, Mr. Greer and Mr. Foley. Donald Kline is also a slave. You may not address him at all. If you have any questions for him ask one of the ladies. They will answer for him. The ladies should of course always be addressed as Mistress Natasha, Mistress Melody, Mistress Jasmine and Mistress Angela. You both belong to the ladies, so most of your questions should be directed to them. I will do the same with questions regarding the two of you. If I require your services I will go to one of the ladies and ask. For example I may say, Mistress Jasmine, may I take Cookie for a little while? She will give permission."
Kirby asked, "Nathan, how should we address you?"
In private you can of course call all of us by our first names, but in front of the guests you should always address me as Mr. Nathan. Florence should be Ms. Florence.
A bell chimed one time.
"Our guests are in the reception hall. We have to hurry. Cookie, you'll be tending bar."
"I've never been a bartender."
"You were a cook in the Navy, you know how to mix a drink, don't you?"
"Yes, of course I do."
"This isn't going to be difficult. The ladies will most likely ask for margaritas. They're already mixed. You'll find them in a pitcher in one of the refrigerators under the bar. The men will probably start with beer. There's a wide selection of brands in two of the refrigerators under the bar. We've already asked the men about their beer preferences, so we should have a good supply of anything they request. There's also a bartender's book behind the bar in case someone asks you for a cocktail you that don't know how to make. Do you think you can handle that?"
Kirby nodded. "Absolutely."
Nathan smiled. "Good, your place is behind the bar. When the men come in with Martin, John, Wendell and Edward you should be standing still watching them."
"Kind of like standing at attention when an officer comes on deck."
"Yes, that's a good way to look at it. You will be quickly introduced. Do not say anything, just nod politely."
"I can do that."
"All right, go to your station."
As soon as Kirby was gone Nathan turned to me. "Bunny, when the men come in your job is to quietly fall into place behind them. Try to avoid drawing attention to yourself. Like Kirby you will also be introduced. You should also nod politely without saying anything. This evening your rule is, do not speak unless you're are spoken to. Do you understand?'
I nodded. "Yes Mr. Nathan.'"
Nathan smiled. "That is exactly the attitude you should maintain for the entire evening. Most of your directions will come from the ladies, but if one of the gentleman asks for something you should respond immediately. Is that clear?"
"Yes sir."
Suddenly the double glass doors at the back of the mansion opened. Edward stepped out onto the veranda and held one of the doors.
Martin Jackson and another man who I assumed was John Reynolds came through behind him. As soon as they were on the veranda they stepped aside and four middle aged men walked through the door. They were followed by Wendell Tyler and Elvira.
Once everyone was standing on the veranda, Martin Jackson said; "Gentlemen, I'm certain that you remember our pool area."
One of the men smiled. "Oh yes."
"We thought we'd start our little party with cocktails or beer out here."
Another of the men asked, "Where are the girls?"
Martin smiled. "They'll be out here shortly. Beautiful women like to make an entrance."
Everyone laughed.
John Reynolds said, "Why don't we wait for them down by the pool."
As the group walked down the steps Nathan whispered to me. "Bunny after everyone is on the patio, slip in behind Wendell, Elvira and Edward. Remember, do not draw attention to yourself."
I waited. As soon as the entire group was off the steps and walking towards the pool I quietly fell in behind them.
Once they reached the tables John Reynolds stopped and turned to the four men. "Gentlemen, tonight you are our guests. It is our intention to provide you with a memorable evening. If you decide to invest in our project it is an evening that we would be very willing to repeat several more times."
Martin nodded and said, "As always, Edward and his staff will be available to see to your every need. To further insure that you have a wonderful time Elvira who you have already met, will also be around to make certain that your every desire is being fulfilled. Finally, our hostesses have brought their slaves with them this evening and they will also be working to provide anything you might want."
One of the men chuckled. "Their slaves?"
Martin nodded. "Yes, they're one of the perks that we provide to our lovely ladies. We thought that you might appreciate that little touch."
Another of the men smirked. "Donald, you should apply for that job. Your wife already has you very well trained."
One man's face turned red while the other three men chuckled at the joke. I assumed that the embarrassed man was Donald Kline.
Tactfully smiling while he ignored the playful barb at their friend, Martin said; "The slave behind the bar is Cookie."
Every one turned. Kirby nodded.
"The girl's other slave is standing behind you. His name is Bunny."
The group now turned and looked at me. I nodded.
Suddenly John Reynold's said, "Our hostesses have arrived."
We all looked at the rear of the mansion. Kelly, Keisha and Mandy were walking down the stone steps side by side. They were wearing similar bikini bathing suits. Kelly's was pink, Keisha's was white and Mandy's was black. All three of them were stunningly beautiful. Tonya followed three steps behind them. She wasn't wearing a bikini. Instead she was dressed in a pair of black leather hot pants, a black leather brassiere, a pair of thigh high black spike heeled boots and a pair of elbow high black leather gloves. In her left hand she carried a black leather dog collar and a matching leash.
Laughing, one of the men said; "It's not hard to figure out which one is Donald's date."
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The women sashayed across the patio. As they approached us Keisha said, "Girls, we are going to have fun tonight."
Martin Jackson placed his hand on the shoulder of the man standing next to him and said; "Brad, this sassy one is named Jasmine. She's yours for the evening. Jasmine this is Brad Cameron."
Keisha walked directly over to Brad and wrapped her arms around his waist. As she hugged him, she said; "Brad honey are you ready for a little chocolate delight tonight? The saying is, once you've had black you never go back and sweetheart by the time I'm done with you, you are going to be a devoted connoisseur of chocolate for the rest of your life."
She snaked her hand down the front of his trousers and squeezed his cock. "Oh yes, and you definitely have the necessary equipment to enjoy my sweet little chocolate pussy."
John Reynolds was chuckling as he walked over to the man who'd been standing next to Brad Cameron. He placed his hand on his shoulder and guided him towards Mandy. "Jason, this little pistol is Angela. She's your date for the evening. Angela, this is Jason Foley."
Mandy walked over and seductively rubbed his chest. "Jason, tonight I belong to you and my goal is to try to fulfill every fantasy that you have ever imagined."
Jason looked at his friends and laughed. "Shit, I think we've died and gone to heaven."
While everyone was smiling at Jason's joke Kelly approached the third man. "You must be Tyler?"
He nodded.
"I'm Melody. I heard that you like well endowed girls."
He grinned at her. "Yes I do."
I watched as my wife picked up his hand and placed it on one of her breasts. "Are these big enough for you?"
Laughing as he felt my wife, he said; "Yes, I believe that they'll be just fine."
Kelly put her arm around his shoulder. "That's good, because you're going to get to play with them all night long."
Still cupping Kelly's breast, Tyler placed his other hand on the small of her back and then he slipped it into her bikini bottom and gently squeezed one of her cheeks.
Giggling, my wife said; "I just love a man who sees what he wants and takes it."
That was all the encouragement Tyler needed. He pushed his hand even deeper into the back of Kelly's bikini. It was obvious that his fingers were worming their way between her thighs.
Kelly gasped when she felt him fingering her pussy. "Tyler honey, I think that the two of us are destined to become very close friends."
He leaned over and said in a whisper loud enough for everyone to hear, "I think we already are."
Closing her eyes, Kelly breathlessly answered; "Yes, I do believe you're right."
I closed my eyes and bit my lower lip.
Without my noticing it, Elvira had repositioned herself so that she was standing next to me. Reaching over, she grasped my fingers in her hand and gave them a gentle squeeze.
I looked at her and smiled. That was all the reassurance I needed.
Mr. Jackson walked over to Donald Kline and took him by the upper arm. "Donald, it's time for you to meet your date for the evening."
Donald looked at him apprehensively.
Shaking his head, Mr. Jackson said; "Don't worry Donald, she has instructions to try to avoid any permanent injury."
Donald took a deep breath.
"I'd like you to meet Mistress Natasha."
Tonya stepped up to him. "Good evening Donny."
Bowing politely, Donald said; "Natasha, it's pleasure to meet you."
Holding on to the dog collar and leash she was carrying, Tonya grabbed the collar of Donald's shirt. Lifting him up so that he was standing on his tiptoes, she slapped him hard across the face and said; "Little pussyboys like you address me as Mistress Natasha. Do you understand?"
Donald vigorously shook his head. "Yes Mistress Natasha, I understand and I'm sorry that I offended you."
Tonya laughed. "You have no idea how sorry you're going to be."
Before Donald realized what was happening Tonya secured the dog collar around his neck and attached the leash. Then, giving the leash a firm tug, she said; "Come my little pet. We need to spend some time teaching you how to properly behave."
Tonya led Donald back up the steps and into the mansion.
Once they were inside, Tyler Greer said; "I don't understand why, but Donald loves being treated like that. It really seems to get him off." He laughed. "He's probably going to have more fun tonight than we are."
Reaching over and grabbing Tyler's obviously erect cock through his pants, my wife said; "I'm taking that as a challenge."
Tyler grinned at her. "Go for it Melody."
Martin Jackson smiled at Brad, Jason and Tyler. "It think it's time for us to leave you alone and give you an opportunity to get a little better acquainted with these lovely ladies."
John Reynolds nodded. "Yes, Bunny will stay with you and see to your needs. If there is anything that you want, anything at all; just let the girls know. They'll tell Bunny and he'll get it for you."
Turning to me, he said; "Nathan and Elvira will be at the bar with Cookie. If our guests want something and you don't know how to get it, ask them. They'll help you. Do you understand?"
"Yes Mr. Reynolds, I know exactly what to do."
Martin looked at his business partner. "He'll be fine John. Bunny is a very resourceful little fellow."
The term, little fellow struck me as being slightly demeaning, but I understood. I was a slave. That was my role for the evening. Besides, I was a submissive masochist. As Tyler so aptly put it when he was describing his friend; I can't understand why, but Donald loves being treated like that. It really seems to get him off. Donald Kline and I had a lot in common.
Mr. Jackson looked at me. I noticed a hint of concern in his eyes. I guessed that the little fellow comment was a slip and he was now recalling the problems we'd had a week ago. I knew that he desperately wanted to avoid a scene at this party and it was apparent that he'd just realized that he might have inadvertently provoked me.
I smiled at him.
He stared at me for a moment and then he gave me an almost imperceptible nod and smiled back.
Quickly turning to John and Wendell, he said; "I think we can rest assured that our guests are in very good hands."
John nodded and smiled at Brad, Jason and Tyler. "Gentlemen, we'll see you at dinner."
The three partners then turned and walked quickly back to the mansion.
As they were leaving Elvira said; "Bunny, I'll be at the bar with Nathan and Cookie. Let me know if our guests need anything."
"Yes, Mistress Elvira."
Elvira flashed me a reassuring smile and then she turned and walked over to the bar.
As soon as she was gone Keisha said, "I think it's time for us to start our party."
"Jasmine baby, I'm ready and rarin to go." Brad Cameron was grinning.
Mandy seductively rubbed Jason Foley's chest with the palm of her hand. "You guys have been playing golf all day. You must be hungry and thirsty. I'll bet you could use an ice cold beverage and some snacks." She let her hand slip to his crotch. As she squeezed his stiffening penis she added; "Melody, Jasmine and I love to pamper powerful men like the three of you. I understand that all of you enjoy a cold beer after golf. What kind would you like?"
Jason took a deep breath. Having his cock squeezed had obviously unnerved him. He took a second to collect his wits and then he smiled and said, "Have you got any Heineken?"
"I'm sure we do. Bunny would you tell Nathan that Mr. Foley would like a Heineken."
I nodded. "Yes Mistress Angela." Then I turned to Kelly and Keisha.
Kelly ran her fingertips along Tyler's forearm. "What would you like, studman?"
Tyler chuckled. "Studman, I like that name. I'll have a Heineken too."
Slipping her arm around Tyler's waist, Kelly turned to me and said, "You heard the man Bunny, get him a Heineken."
I noticed an aloof tone in Kelly's voice. A week ago I would have been hurt by it, but now it didn't faze me at all. I understood. At this moment all of my wife's attention was focused on pleasing her lover. I was nothing more than an insignificant slave to her and until she returned to me in the morning, that was all I was going to be.
It was her concern about how I would react in this situation that had earlier caused Kelly to be so persistent about reminding me that regardless of what happens tonight, regardless of how she acts, I will always be her one and only true love.
I glanced over a Mandy. She was staring at me. I quickly realized that she'd also noticed Kelly's aloof manner towards me and she was concerned about how I was reacting.
I gave her a discreet nod. She smiled. She understood that I was all right.
Next to me I heard Keisha ask, "Brad honey, what kind of beer would you like?" Her question jarred me back to reality. I needed to take a lesson from my wife. I had a job to do this evening and it required my full attention."
"A Heineken would be just fine."
"Bunny, that's three Heinekens and tell Cookie that the three of us will have margaritas." Keisha looked at Mandy and Kelly. "Are margaritas all right with you two?"
They both nodded.
Bowing politely, I said; "Yes Mistress Jasmine, right away." Then I turned and hurried over to the bar. Nathan was waiting for me.
"Three Heinekens and three margaritas."
"We'll take care of it Bunny. Go back to your Mistresses."
I smiled as I hustled back across the patio. I was beginning to understand my role. I was an errand boy.
The men were now sitting in chairs. The girls were all sitting on their laps. Kelly had her arm around Tyler's shoulder. One of his hands was inside the front of her bikini bottom. He was cupping her breast with his other hand. I felt a momentary pang of jealousy, but I quickly squelched it.
As discreetly as possible, I walked around and the table where the group was seated and positioned myself in front of the cabanas. It seemed to be the least intrusive spot for me.
Keisha and Brad were making out. One of Keisha's breasts was out of her bathing suit top. Brad was playing with her nipple. Mandy had unzipped Jason's pants and pulled out his very erect cock. She was slowly stroking him.
Suddenly I heard Kelly say, "Guys, I think we should all get into the spa."
Mandy nodded. "That's a wonderful idea."
Tyler shook his head. "We don't have bathing suits."
Giggling, my wife said, "What would possibly make you think you'd need a bathing suit?"
"You're wearing a bathing suit."
"Yes, and whose fault is that." She leaned over and whispered in a voice loud enough for everyone to hear. "All you have to do is pull on the bows and my suit will fall right off." She turned around and leaned forward. "Let's start with the top."
As Tyler tugged on the bow that fastened my wife's bathing suit top he said, "There are some tasks in this world that are an unparalleled pleasure."
Kelly pulled her top away and turned back around so that her naked breasts were in Tyler's face. "Would you like a little nibble?"
Tyler laughed. "I was hoping you might ask me that."
He cradled my wife's breasts in his hands and pressed them together. For a moment Tyler gazed at them adoringly and then he gently kissed each of her nipples.
Kelly laughed. "You really are a breast man, aren't you."
Grinning at her, Tyler said, "Oh Yes." Then, holding her left breast with his right hand he sucked her nipple into his mouth At the same time his left hand found Kelly's right nipple. He rolled it back and forth between his fingertips while he eagerly kissed and licked the other nipple.
Kelly closed her eyes and bit her lower lip. I knew my wife. She loved having her breasts sucked and fondled. Tyler was driving her wild.
As I watched this other man pleasure Kelly I actually smiled. I wasn't jealous. I will admit I was a little envious, but the envy I was feeling was exciting me. The knowledge that another man was enjoying the sexual delights that should have been mine appealed my masochistic disposition.
Still, that wasn't the real cause of my smile. I was smiling because seeing my wife enjoying herself, even thought it was in the arms of another man, made me happy.
Undoubtedly, that reaction would shock many people. To tell you the truth, it still shocks me a little bit. I know that it's difficult to understand. It's even difficult for me to understand it. How can seeing my wife enjoying the intimate attention of another man not make me jealous?
I think that it's based on my unshakeable confidence in my wife's love for me. This confidence in Kelly's love has been slowly growing since we met. It was founded in friendship, mutual admiration and eventually mutual trust.
That was why, during the past year, I was so slow to realize that we had a growing problem. I was utterly convinced of Kelly's love for me. Having to actually question that love was untenable.. When I was finally forced to confront the possibility that she might love someone else I was devastated.
The pain and suffering we both had to endure during the past year was awful, but it ended up having one very positive result. I was now even more convinced that my wife loved me. When I left Kelly for those few days, the belief that she'd lost me nearly destroyed her. She had been willing to do anything, even quit a very lucrative job that she loved, just so that she could stay with me.
Now as I watched my wife gasping and cooing with delight while another man kissed and licked her nipples, I didn't have to worry. I knew that this wasn't love. Kelly was just enjoying herself.
Sexual pleasure isn't about love. Certainly love enhances sexual pleasure, but love is a separate entity based on friendship, trust, mutual admiration and above all else an undying concern for each others welfare. Relationships based on lust eventually die. Relationships founded on love live forever.
It's taken me a couple of weeks and the assistance of several new friends to regain my confidence in my wife's unwavering love for me. I've done that now and once again I believe that Kelly and I have a marriage based on love. That's why I can smile when I watch her party with another man.
Suddenly Kelly pushed herself away from Tyler and stood up. Giggling she said, "I could do that forever, but I think we'll have more fun if we both get naked and get into the hot tub."
She stood up and turned around so that her back was to Tyler. "You still have two knots to untie."
He grabbed a bow with each hand and gave them a quick tug. The bottom of my wife's bikini fell away exposing her gorgeous rear end. Tyler leaned forward and gave each of her cheeks a quick peck.
Laughing as she turned around, Kelly lasciviously fingered her glistening pussy and said. "My little kitty could use a kiss too."
Tyler chuckled. "I'm just the man for the job." He leaned forward again, only this time he grabbed my wife's hips and held her firmly to his face while he gave her cunt a long slow, very passionate kiss."
Kelly gasped when she felt his tongue probing the cleft of her pussy.
This did ignite some momentary pangs of jealousy. Tyler was encroaching on an area where I felt I had some expertise. I quickly reminded myself that this was still just a physical act and had absolutely nothing to do with my wife''s feelings for me. Kelly was not going to run away with Tyler because he licked her pussy and while she did enjoy the pleasure I gave her with my tongue, it was not the reason she married me.
Kelly stepped back and took a deep breath. "This is turning into a very exciting afternoon."
Tyler nodded. "Yes, it certainly is."
"Come on, stand up. We have to get you undressed so we can take a nice hot soak in the spa." Kelly grabbed Tyler's wrist and pulled him to his feet.
As he stood up he said; "I don't know, I was having a pretty good time in the chair."
"Tyler honey, the day is still young and the fun is just beginning. Now, let's get you undressed."
Kelly lifted Tyler's golf shirt over his head and pulled it off exposing a trim well muscled physique. It was obvious that he spent some time in the gym. I was certain that my wife was pleased.
She tossed his shirt on the table, unbuckled his belt and opened his trousers. Tyler's erect penis sprang up making a tent in the front of his boxer shorts.
"Kick your off shoes. I want to get you out of your pants so that I can see this monster that's making such a fuss in your underwear." Kelly was giggling.
As Tyler slipped out of his loafers he said, "I'll give you some advice."
"Pray tell, what would that be?"
"The monster is happiest when he can hide in warm moist places."
Kelly grinned at him. "I'll remember that. Your monster's well being is very important to me." Then she pulled his pants and boxers down to his ankles.
Tyler's cock stuck straight out. Actually, that wasn't quite accurate. His erection had a slight upward curve to it. He wasn't huge. He was bigger than me, but who isn't. I estimated his penis at about six inches. I knew that Kelly preferred bigger cocks, but six inches wasn't bad and she'd often told me that she loved a cock with a little upward curve to it. I assumed that she was reasonably pleased about what she'd just found.
Tyler stepped out if his pants.
My wife looked at me. "Bunny, take care of Mr. Greer's clothes"
I nodded. "Yes Mistress Melody, right away."
"Bunny take care of Mr. Foley's and Mr. Cameron's too." It was Mandy.
"Yes Mistress Angela"
I glanced over at them. Mandy, Keisha, Brad Cameron and Jason Foley were all naked. The men's clothing was scattered on the patio next to their chairs.
Like Tyler, both Brad and Jason had erections. Jason's cock was about the same size as Tyler's, but it was straight. Brad's was larger. I guessed that he was about seven inches and just a little bit thicker than Tyler.
Keisha grabbed Brad's stiff penis. "Come on studman, let's get into the spa." As she led her man across the patio deck she giggled. "Men come equipped with these wonderfully convenient handles."
Mandy wrapped her fingers around Jason's cock. As they followed Keisha and Brad to the spa she said, "And they love to be led around by them."
Jason laughed. "Angela my dear, as long as you hang on to me like this I'll follow you anywhere."
As they stepped into the hot churning water of the spa, Mandy said; "Oh you just like looking at my naked butt."
Leering at her, Jason said, "I'd like to do a whole lot more than look at it."
"Sweetie, it's yours to use as you please for the entire night."
Jason looked at Brad who was now sitting chest deep in the hot tub with his arm around Keisha. "Damn Brad, I love doing business with JTandR."
Brad nodded. "They do know how to make a man feel appreciated."
Kelly grabbed Tyler's cock. "Shall we join them?"
"Melody, I'm just like Jason. If you hold me like this, I'll go anywhere you want to take me."
As they started across the patio Kelly looked back at Tyler and asked, "Are you going to stare at my butt while we walk over there?"
"Every step of the way."
"I thought you were a breast man?"
"I'm a man with a wide variety of tastes."
Laughing, Kelly quickly led her man into the spa where they sat down next to Jason and Mandy. As soon as they were settled, she leaned over and kissed Tyler's cheek. "We should get along famously, because I'm a woman who loves to taste men."



Tyler grinned
Jason reached around Kelly and poked his friend. "Like I just said to Brad, you gotta love doing business with these people."
Tyler nodded. "Yes, now we just have to convince Donny of that."
Still keeping his arm around Keisha, Brad leaned forward and said; "I wonder what's happening with our buddy right now?"
Mandy giggled. "I'm sure that Natasha has his full attention."
Brad smiled. "I'll bet she does and I'll also wager that our buddy is loving every minute of it."
While they were talking Nathan arrived with a tray full of drinks. All of them were in heavy weight plastic glasses. He set a beer on the edge of the tub next to each of the men and a margarita next to each of the women.
While this was going on I was busy picking up the men's clothing. After laying everything neatly across the table I looked over at Elvira. I wasn't sure what else I should do with their things. I was hoping for some direction. She made a little nod towards the rear of the mansion. I was relieved to see Cassie and Florence walking briskly towards me.
When the housekeepers arrived at the table Cassie said, "Bunny we'll bring the gentlemen's clothing up to their rooms."
"Thank you Ms. Cassie. I put each man's clothing in a separate pile." I pointed. "This is Mr. Cameron's, this is Mr. Foley's and this is Mr. Greer's. The pink bathing suit belongs to Mistress Kelly, the black bathing suit is Mistress Angela's and the white suit is Mistress Jasmine's."
After they'd gathered up everything Florence said,"Well done Bunny." She pointed towards a cabinet next to the building that housed the cabanas. You'll find towels for the ladies and their gentlemen in that cabinet over there."
I nodded. "Ms. Florence, Ms. Cassie; thank you."
As soon as the housekeepers were gone I walked over to the cabinet and took out six large bath towels. I set them on one of the chairs and positioned myself behind the spa. The group was chatting and sipping their drinks.
Kelly was snuggled up to Tyler. He had his arm around her. His hand was on her breast. I noticed that as they talked he was gently toying with my wife's nipple. Kelly was holding her margarita in her right hand. Her left hand was submerged. Because of the churning water I couldn't actually see what her hand was doing, but her left arm was slowly moving back and forth. I was reasonably certain that while they were chatting my wife was stroking Tyler's cock.
The group had been in the hot tub for about twenty minutes when Edward appeared. Doris, the assistant chef, was right behind him. Both of them were carrying a tray of appetizers.
As they set the trays on one of the poolside tables Edward said, "We thought you might be hungry. Dinner won't be served until eight o'clock."
Brad Cameron stood up. "I'm famished."
Tyler Greer also stood up. "Me too."
Everyone quickly followed their lead.
Tyler stepped out of the tub. The effect of my wife's submerged hand was immediately obvious. His erection was jutting straight up.
He offered Kelly a hand. As he helped her out of the tub she called to me, "Bunny we need towels."
Brad and Jason stepped out of the tub and helped Mandy and Keisha out.
I quickly grabbed the stack of large bath towels that I'd set out earlier and distributed them to the six naked dripping people as they stood shivering on the patio. It was a warm day, the high had been in the low 80's; but the hot water in the spa had raised everyone's body temperature. Now that they were out of the steaming tub they were all experiencing a temporary chill. I noticed that the erections that Brad, Jason and Tyler had all been sporting as they emerged from the spa were now beginning to droop.
Tyler took the towel I'd given him and gallantly wrapped it around my wife's naked, goose bump covered body. I felt a momentary pang of jealousy as I watched Kelly close her eyes and lean against him as he patted her large breasts dry.
While the group was drying each other off Cassie appeared carrying six plush terry cloth bathrobes. I was constantly amazed by the organization at Evergreen.
As soon as they were all wrapped in the comforting warmth of the robes the three girls took their men by the hand and led them over to the chaise lounges.
Keisha said, "You guys sit here and relax, we'll bring you some snacks."
While the girls were walking over to the trays of food Mandy turned to me. "Bunny, our men need more beer." She looked at Kelly and Keisha. "White wine?"
They both nodded. Keisha said, "Definitely."
"Bunny, we'll each have a glass of Riesling."
"Yes Mistress Angela, right away."
I hurried over to the bar. Nathan, Elvira and Kirby were waiting for me. "Three more beers and three glasses of Riesling."
Nathan nodded to me. "We'll take care of it Bunny." He turned to Kirby. "There's a bottle of Riesling in the refrigerator where you found the margaritas."
As Kirby was getting the wine Elvira placed a gentle hand on my shoulder and asked, "How are you doing Bunny?"
"I'm okay. I've had a couple of moments when I felt a little jealous, but I keep reminding myself that for Kelly and I think Mandy, Keisha and Tonya too, sex is just an exciting game. It's not any different than watching them play a highly contested tennis match."
Elvira rubbed my back. "That's a good way to look at it." Turning to Kirby she said, "Did you hear that Cookie?"
Kirby was filling three plastic cups with wine. Without looking up he answered, "Yes I did Mistress Elvira."
"Good." Elvira patted my butt. "You'd better get back to the girls. Nathan will bring the drinks over."
I nodded and walked quickly back to the other side of the pool.
Kelly, Keisha and Mandy were sitting on the chaise lounges next to their men. They were each holding a plate of food. Their robes were open leaving their breasts were fully exposed.
As I approached them I saw my wife pick up a cracker with a piece of cheese on it and feed it to Tyler. My breath caught. I stopped for a moment and then remembering what I'd just said to Elvira, I took a deep breath and moved to my place behind the chaise lounges.
Standing there watching the girls feed their men, I was fascinated that a normally a mundane task like eating could become such an overtly sexual act. Of course the fact that the girls robes were now wide open and the three men were fondling their breasts while they were being fed added to that impression.
Nathan arrived with the second round of drinks. Being careful not to interrupt the couples, he set them on the small tables next to each of the chaise lounges and discreetly withdrew.
As soon as he was gone, Mandy held up her plate. "Bunny take this away."
"Take this one too."
"And this one."
Kelly and Keisha were both holding up their plates.
I took the plates and placed them on the table next to the trays of food. When I turned around again Kelly was holding Tyler's plastic glass of beer to his lips. She stared into his eyes as he took a sip, then she set his glass back on the table and picked up her own. Still staring into his eyes she took a sip of her wine and lasciviously licked her lips. Then she set the glass down again, leaned over and kissed Tyler.
Tyler put an arm around Kelly and pulled her down on top of him. At the same time his free hand slipped inside her robe and he began fondling her breast again.
Still locked in a passionate kiss with him; Kelly reached down, opened Tyler's robe and grasped his fully erect penis.
I glanced at Keisha and Mandy. Both of them were also locked in passionate embraces with their men. It appeared that the orgy was now beginning in earnest.
"My, my, my; isn't this an erotic scene."
I looked up. It was Tonya. I'd been watching my wife and Tyler so intently that I'd failed to notice her approach.
Donald Kline was standing next to her. He was now wearing nothing but a chastity cage, a pair of crotchless pink lace panties similar to the ones I was wearing and his leather dog collar with the leather leash attached to it. The words; Hello, my name is Twinkles, were scrawled across his freshly shaved chest in what appeared to be red lipstick.
Tonya was still wearing her black leather brassiere, thigh high spike heeled boots and elbow length leather gloves, but she was now bottomless. Her leather hot pants were gone. The glistening lips of her shaved sex were on full display. She held Donald's leash in her right hand. In her left she had a horsewhip similar to the ones jockeys use to spur their mounts on to victory.
"Holy shit!"
I turned. It was Brad Cameron. The three couples had stopped making out. They were all staring at Donald and Tonya.
Josh shook his head. "Wait until Michelle hears about this."
Tyler nodded. "She'll get a big kick out it." He looked at Donald, "You doin all right buddy?"
Donald gave his friend a barely perceptible nod.
Whap! Tonya struck him across his bare back with her whip. "Did I give you permission to answer your friend pussyboy?"
"No Mistress Natasha, I'm sorry, I slipped. Please forgive me. I promise to never to do it again."
"Get down on your knees and kiss my boots!"
Donald immediately dropped to the patio and started kissing and licking the toes of Tonya's spike heeled boots.
While he was groveling at her feet Tonya smiled at Tyler. "Don't worry, your friend is having the time of his life. He knows that I'll never actually do anything that will seriously hurt him and if I do accidentally go too far or do something that he really doesn't want me to do, he has a safe word.
Tyler still had his arm around my wife. She was lying next to him on the chaise lounge cuddled against his shoulder. Her fingers were still wrapped around his erect penis. Looking up at him she said, "Don't worry, Natasha is a very skilled dom. Tonight her job is to push Donald's limits and give him an evening that he will always remember."
Kelly let go of Tyler's cock and pushed herself up so that her face was on the same level as his. She gave him a soft kiss on the lips and then she said, "It's my job to give you an evening that you'll never forget."
She slid down his chest, positioned herself between Tyler's legs, pulled his robe farther apart and grasped his cock with both of her hands. Smiling up at him she said, "I hope that you'll always remember this." Then my wife leaned over and kissed the engorged head of Tyler's erect penis.
On the adjacent lounge chair Jason Foley said, "Damn this party keeps getting hotter and hotter."
Mandy who was cuddled up to Jason smiled and said, "Would you like some of that same treatment?"
He didn't say a word. He just grinned at Mandy and vigorously nodded his head.
As Mandy was going down on him, Keisha said; "Brad honey, have you ever had a blow job from a black girl? You do know that we suck cock better than anybody."
Kelly laughed. Taking Tyler's cock out of her mouth for a moment, she said, "I've always heard that it was blonds with big tits who gave the best head."
Keeping Jason's erection in her mouth Mandy shook her head and mumbled, "You're both wrong, it's little brunettes."
Keisha started giggling as she rubbed the head of Brad's rigid penis on her lips, cheeks and nose. "What was that Angela? I couldn't understand what you just said. You do know that it's not polite for a lady to talk with her mouth full."
"Jasmine quit it! You know that a girl can't give a proper blow job while she's giggling."
Keisha slipped farther down between Brad's legs and started licking his balls while she stroked his cock with both of her hands. "Shit Angela, a black girl can give a proper blow job while she's reciting Lincoln's Gettysburg Address."
All three men started laughing. Brad said, "Be careful Jasmine, we might try to hold you to that one."
Keisha began reciting, "Four score and seven years ago..." It came out as a garbled mumble. She had one of Brad's balls in her mouth and she was still stroking his cock.
Mandy burst out laughing. "Now who's talking with her mouth full!"
"If you guys could be serious for one second, I have an important question to ask."
We all turned to Tonya. She was standing with her hands on her hips, but there was a huge grin on her face. Donald was still kissing her boots.
Kelly once again took Tyler's cock out of her mouth, only this time she gave the head a quick kiss. Then she said, "What is it Natasha?"
"What kind of wine are you drinking and what does a girl have to do to get a glass?"
Smiling, Kelly said; "It's a very nice Riesling and all you have to do is ask Bunny. He'll have Nathan bring you a glass. Do you have any other questions?"
"Yes, what kind of beer are the men drinking?"
"Brad smiled. "Heineken and your pet loves it."
Tonya reached down, slipped the tip of her horsewhip under Donald's chin and gently pushed his face up so that he was looking at her. "Would my pet like a Heineken? You may answer."
"Yes Mistress Natasha, that would be very nice."
"Are you hungry?"
"Yes."
Turning to me, Tonya said; "Bunny I'd like a glass of the Riesling and bring a Heineken for Twinkles. He'll need a cereal bowl for his beer."
As I was leaving for the bar I heard Jason say, "Damn, is she really going to make Donny drink his beer out of a bowl?"
I stopped for a moment. I wanted to hear Tonya's answer to his question.
Mandy answered instead. "Jason honey, at Evergreen only men are allowed to drink beer from a glass. Pets always drink from a bowl."
Brad shook his head. "You girls are incredible. All four of you must have graduated from the University of Debauchery."
Keisha looked up at him with a smile. She'd moved up from his balls and was now sucking his cock. She took it out of her mouth and held it in her hand while she said, "Ah yes, the good old U of D. It's in Kinkyville, Ohio. The nickname of the football team is the Pervs."
Mandy laughed, "The president of the university has a fourteen inch dong."
Kelly picked it right up. "The department of African American Studies is recognized nationally for its rigid standards. Married, middle-aged white women from every state flock there to study under the well-endowed professors." She was giggling so hard that she could barely speak.
Grinning, I continued to the bar. Nathan, Elvira and Kirby were waiting for me.
"Mistress Natasha would like a glass of the Riesling for herself and a Heineken for her pet. She told me that her pet will need a cereal bowl for his beer."
Elvira smiled. "Natasha is a very creative dominant."
She picked up a telephone and pressed a button. A moment later she said, "Edward, Natasha needs a cereal bowl for her pet." There was a brief pause and then she said; "Thank you"
She set the telephone down and looked at me. "Cassie will be right out with a bowl."
Kirby already had a bottle of Heineken on the bar and he was pouring Tonya's wine.
Smiling at me, Nathan said, "Bunny go back over to the party. As soon as Cassie gets here with the bowl, I'll pour Mr. Kline's beer and bring the drinks right over."
I nodded. "Thank you Mr. Nathan." Then I turned and hurried back to the other side of the pool.
Tonya was now sitting in one of the chairs next to the table with the trays of food. Donald Kline was kneeling on the patio by her feet. Brad, Jason and Tyler were watching Tonya and Donald while Keisha, Mandy and Kelly were busily sucking their cocks.
As I moved into my position behind the chaise lounges, Tonya picked up a cracker and held it over Donald's upturned face. "Twinkles speak."
Donald said, "Arf, arf"
Tonya patted his head. "That's a good boy." Then she fed him the cracker.
Tyler shook his head. "I really do wish we had a video of this. Michelle would love it."
Brad nodded. "The next time we get together with her for one of our sex parties, we can tell her all about it."
"Pardon me Madam." Nathan set Tonya's glass of wine down on the table next to her and then he asked, "Where would you like me to put your pet's beer?"
Everyone's attention was so intently focused on Tonya and Donald that none of us had noticed Nathan's arrival.
Tonya smiled at him. "Thank you Nathan, leave it on the table. I'll take care of it."
"Very good madam." Nathan set the bowl of beer next to Tonya's glass of wine and quickly withdrew.
As soon as he was gone Tonya picked up the beer and set it on the patio in front of Donald. "Here you are Twinkles, this is for you. I always reward my pets when they're obedient."
Donald moved to pick up the bowl with his hands.
Whap! Tonya hit his panty covered rear with her whip. "Twinkles, you know better than that. At Evergreen pets are never allowed to use their hands when they eat or drink."
Donald gave Tonya a resigned nod and then he leaned over and began lapping up the beer with his tongue.
Everyone watched in amazement. The intensity of Donald's effort indicated that he was thirsty. That wasn't surprising to me. Earlier that day he'd played eighteen holes of golf in the warm South Carolina sun and he'd just returned from a "training session" with Tonya. I could only imagine the trials that he'd been forced to endure during that little tete-a-tete.
After a minute he sat up and licked his lips. He was smiling.
Tonya patted his head. "Has my pet had enough for right now?"
Donald nodded.
She leaned over and picked up the bowl. "I'll let you have some more a little later."
As Tonya was picking up the bowl Donald noticed that everyone was staring at him. Suddenly realizing how he'd just humiliated himself, he hung his head. His face turned a deep shade of crimson.
Tonya smiled when she noticed his obvious embarrassment. Patting his shoulder, she said in a voice dripping with condescension, "It's all right Twinkles, you don't have to be ashamed. All of these people are your superiors. They understand that you're just a pet. They expect you to behave this way. Actually it would be an insult if you attempted to mimic them."
Brad shook his head. "Shit, she is fucking good."
"She really is. We should ask Martin, John and Wendell if Donny's wife could come down here and study under her." Tyler was smiling.
Kelly looked up at him. "You mean like an apprentice dominatrix?"
He chuckled. "Yeah, I mean they both really get off on this shit. Sometimes I think Michelle likes it even more than Donny does and he loves it."
Jason nodded. "He's right, when we have our sex parties, Michelle can get down right nasty to Donny. Then the moment it's all over it's like she's a completely different woman. After we get dressed we'll usually sit in their living room and have a beer before we go home. Michelle will always be cuddled up to Donny on the couch, kissing him and acting all lovey dovey."
I glanced over at Donald Kline. He was smiling.
Mandy shrugged. "They're lucky, it sounds like they understand how to ring each others bells and enjoy doing it."
"Speaking of ringing bells, I think it's time for me to start ringing yours." Kelly flashed Tyler a quick smile, then she put his cock back in her mouth and started sucking it again.
Tyler grinned. "There's a time for conversation, and then there's a time for quiet contemplation. This is definitely a moment for contemplation."
Holding on to Brad's cock, Keisha looked up at him and said, "Are you interested in a little quiet contemplation too?"
He laughed. "Jasmine honey, let's contemplate away."
As Keisha was putting Brad's cock in her mouth Mandy looked up at Jason. "Do I even have to ask?"
Shaking his head, he answered emphatically; "Nope."
Tonya picked up Donald's leash and pulled him around so that he was kneeling between her legs. "Twinkles, watching those three hot men getting their big beautiful cocks sucked is exciting me. Your mistress would enjoy a little head."



Dropping his leash and sliding forward in her chair, Tonya placed both of her hands behind Donald's head and pulled his face into her glistening cunt. "Show me what a good little pet you are. Eat my pussy and make me cum."
Donald pressed his mouth against the swollen lips of Tonya's sopping cunt and began licking her with an eagerness that only another submissive masochist could truly appreciate.
Everyone around me was now absorbed in either giving or receiving sexual pleasure. I glanced across the pool. Nathan, Elvira and Kirby were involved in a quiet conversation and oblivious to what was occurring over here.
Realizing that I was the only spectator, I was overcome by feelings of humiliation, inferiority and envy. If you ever want to really feel like a cuckold try standing idly bye as a lone observer while a group of people that includes your wife are paired off and deeply engrossed in a concentrated effort to satisfy their mutual lust.
My feelings of disgrace and inadequacy were magnified by the knowledge that I was wearing a chastity cage. I was not only shunned as a participant, I was physically prohibited from joining in even if I had been invited. Standing by watching my wife and her companions enjoying each other while my tiny penis was locked in a chastity cage made me feel totally emasculated. I was a symbolic eunuch.
Of course, being a masochistic submissive, the entire situation also had me unbelievably aroused. That made me smile.
I focused my attention on my wife. Tyler was reclining on their chaise lounge with his knees spread. Kelly was draped across his right leg with her large breasts pressed flat against his thigh. She was sucking his cock and fondling his balls. His right hand was casually toying with the crack of her ass.
My wife's eyes were closed. She had about half of Tyler's cock in her mouth. She was actually sucking him. I know that sounds redundant. I mean the terms cock sucking and blow job are generally considered to be synonymous, but of course they are not. To many women a blow job means taking a man's erection in their mouth and licking the head while they squeeze and stroke the shaft with their fingers.
While my wife and her companions recognize the validity of that technique and regularly employ it, they also understand that it's only one of several manipulations that should be used when giving a good blow job. Experience has taught them that most guys love being sucked and at that moment that was exactly what Kelly was doing to Tyler.
As I watched I felt a little surge of pride when I saw how totally focused Kelly was on giving pleasure to Tyler, That was one of the qualities that made her such an outstanding hostess.
I also have to admit that I felt a few pangs of envy when I noticed the expression on Tyler's face. It was obvious that he was thoroughly enjoying my wife's efforts.
Suddenly Kelly took Tyler's cock out of her mouth. After taking one deep breath she put it back in and began slowly swallowing it.
I watched with rapt attention as my wife gradually consumed the full length of Tyler's erection. I'd seen her do this with Chris, so I wasn't surprised. I knew that she was capable of taking a cock down her throat. Kelly frequently took all of my cock in her mouth, but that really wasn't deep throating. I was so small that I could barely reach the back of her tongue.
As soon as Tyler realized what she was doing he opened his eyes and whispered, "Holy shit!"
Hearing his comment, Kelly took his erect penis out of her mouth and looked up at him. "Do you like that?"
Vigorously nodding his head, he laughed and said; "Shit yes, it feels wonderful. This is the first time anyone has ever done that to me."
"Doesn't your wife do it for you?"
Tyler shook his head. "She doesn't even like putting my cock in her mouth."
"Poor baby. How about Donald's wife, she must enjoy giving head."
"She does, but she always gags when she tries to deep throat a cock."
Giggling, my wife said, "She definitely needs to come down here for a weekend of instruction."
"And Jason, Brad and I would definitely want to be involved in her training program." Tyler was grinning at Kelly.
"I'll bet you would."
After playfully shaking her head, Kelly took another deep breath, parted her rouged lips, slipped Tyler's cock back into her mouth and again started to slowly swallow it. This time, as the full length of his erection disappeared into my wife's mouth, Tyler just closed his eyes and sighed.
For the next few minutes I watched in excited fascination as Kelly worked her magic. She immediately fell into a pattern. She would swallow Tyler's cock and hold it deep in her throat for as long as she possibly could. Then she would suddenly pull it back out and after taking take a long full breath of air, begin licking and sucking the glistening head while her right hand vigorously masturbated his slippery, spit coated shaft.
Tyler could only take a few seconds of this treatment before his breathing accelerated to a series of short quick gasps. Recognizing this as an indication that he was about to cum, Kelly would relax her firm grip on the shaft of his cock and slow her energetic licking and sucking to soft, gentle kisses.
After waiting until she was confident that Tyler had regained his control, Kelly would then slip the head of his cock back into her mouth, close her eyes and begin sucking him again.
Tyler would respond by closing his eyes and laying his head back against the chaise lounge. As soon as his breathing began to slow and his muscles were relaxed, Kelly would once again start to swallow his cock.
As I watched this cycle of lust repeat itself, the submissive cuckold inside me became increasingly aroused. I longed to masturbate while I watched my wife give this other man pleasure, but I couldn't. Not because the cock cage I was wearing prevented me from doing it and certainly not because of some sense of social decorum. This was an orgy. Everyone around me was blatantly involved in lewd displays of oral sex and nobody seemed to have even the slightest concern about the behavior of the people next to them.
I suppose that the humiliation of having to satisfy myself with my hand like a pubescent boy, while the three men in front of me enjoyed the attentions of my wife and her companions; should have been reason enough to curb my urge. It wasn't. I was a submissive masochist. Humiliation was one of the spices of my sex life.
The real reason that I didn't masturbate was that I wasn't allowed to do it. I was a slave. A slave is only permitted to enjoy sexual pleasure when it pleases his mistress and that would never happen in the presence of other superiors; unless of course, I was being required to do it for their amusement.
Being a submissive really is fun. To a true sub, not being allowed to cum can be just as exciting as actually having an orgasm. Of course, as it has been mentioned earlier in this story, you have to be a sub in order to appreciate that sentiment. Kelly just shakes her head in dismay when Mandy and I say things like that. As Mandy likes to point out, everybody's bell isn't rung by the same clapper.
Kelly had again reached the point where she was licking and sucking the head of Tyler's cock while she vigorously masturbated his stiff shaft. This time, however, as Tyler's breathing accelerated into the tell tale series of short quick gasps, she didn't back off. Instead she intensified her efforts.
I smiled. My wife had decided that it was time to make Tyler cum. I watched. I was of course envious of the pleasure that this other man was about to experience; but I was also fascinated by Kelly's ability to control the timing of his orgasm. I was becoming increasingly cognizant of and respectful about the degree of professional skill that my wife possessed.
Kelly was working Tyler into a frenzy. His eyes were now open. As he watched my wife fervently work on his cock, he was biting his lower lip and gasping like a runner finishing a marathon At that moment there was nothing gentle about what Kelly was doing. Her beautifully imaginative series of oral manipulations had become a rough and tumble, down and dirty blow job.
Tyler slid his hips forward. It appeared to be an involuntary movement on his part. A primitive response to Kelly's actions. His eyes closed and he let out gasping guttural grunt.
Kelly took as much of his cock into her mouth as she possibly could without having to put any of it down her throat. It was obvious that Tyler was ejaculating and Kelly wanted to avoid choking on his cum.
Tyler kept his eyes closed while my wife eagerly sucked on his pulsing member. She seemed to be trying to consume every drop of fertile semen that he could possibly produce.
Finally Tyler opened his eyes. Kelly looked up at him and smiled. He smiled back at her. Slowly, she pushed herself up so that she was kneeling on the edge of the chaise lounge. As she rose, Tyler's softening cock fell out of her mouth. A trail semen oozed from the wet slippery head and dribbled onto her lips and chin.
Keeping her mouth closed Kelly winked at Tyler and stood up. Her white terry cloth robe fell open, exposing her large breasts and flat stomach. The lips of her shaved pussy still glistened with the moisture of her arousal. Without making any effort to cover herself she brazenly walked over to Tonya and Donald.
Standing in front of them, still keeping her lips sealed, she mumbled; "Natasha, I have a little present for your pet. I'd like to give him a deliciously sweet kiss."
Everyone stopped what they were doing and watched. All of us knew exactly what was about to happen.
Tonya flashed Kelly a wicked smile, pushed Donald's face away from her slippery wet cunt and roughly forced his head around so that he was looking at my wife. His face was slick with the moisture from his Mistress's pussy.
She gave Donald's panty covered rear a brisk kick with the toe of her spike heeled boot and said, "Twinkles, stand up. Mistress Melody has a present for you."
Donald obeyed immediately. His earlier training session had apparently been quite effective. He stood meekly in front of my wife, his head hanging in shame. He fully understood the indignity that he was about to be forced to endure.
With a malicious smile, Kelly raised his chin and said, "Be a good little boy and open your mouth."
Resigned to his fate, Donald complied.
Kelly placed her hands on the back of Donald's head so that she could hold his face still and then she leaned over and pressed her lips against his.
As she pushed Tyler's semen into Donald's mouth with her tongue Jason said; "Shit, Michelle does that to him every time she gives one of us a blow job and she also makes him eat our spunk out of her pussy after we're done fucking her. For the life of me, I cannot begin to understand how he can bear to swallow another man's cum."
Mandy took his cock out of her mouth and looked up at him. "I'm probably going to swallow several mouthfuls of your cum tonight."
"Yeah but you're a girl, that's different."
"Why is it different?"
"I don't know, it just is."
While they were holding this discussion Mandy was slowly stroking Jason's cock. She smiled at him. "It really doesn't have much of a taste. It's kind of gooey, but you get used to that pretty quickly."
Brad laughed. "Hey Jason, Jasmine's about to get a load of my jizz. I'll bet she'll share it with you."
Chuckling, Jason said; "No thanks, I'll let Donny have all of that little treat."
Kelly broke off her kiss with Donald and patted his cheek with her fingertips. "Be a good boy and swallow every drop for me."
We all watched as Donny obeyed and swallowed Tyler's semen.
As soon as he was finished Tonya patted Donald's head. "That was a good boy Twinkles. Now thank Mistress Melody for her sweet kiss."
Donald looked at Kelly and quietly said, "Thank you Mistress Melody."
"You're welcome Twinkles. It's always fun to give treats to a good little boy." Kelly smiled and then she turned and walked back over to Tyler with her robe still brazenly open.
Tonya looked at Brad and Jason. "I think your little cuckold friend would love to have two more treats."
Jason laughed. "Michelle is going to love it when we tell her about this."
Mandy squeezed his erect cock. "Let's get busy and give you even more to tell her."
Grinning at Mandy, Jason said; "Go for it Angela.'
Keisha smiled at Brad. "Are you ready to get back to work too?"
He chuckled. "If this is work I'd sure like to see what you three call play."
Tyler was reclining on his chaise lounge with a contented expression. His white terry cloth bathrobe was casually draped open. His flaccid penis lay at rest on his muscular thigh.
"Mind if I sit down again?"
He looked up at my wife and smiled. Her robe was also open. Glancing at her large naked breasts, flat stomach and bare pubic mound, he extended his arms and said; "Melody honey, as long as I have a lap you will always have a place to sit."
Giggling as she sat down, Kelly said; "You're just hoping to cop a couple of cheap feels."
She lay back and rested her head against his shoulder. Once she was settled Tyler cupped her breast with his right hand and slipped his left hand between her parted thighs. Trailing his fingers through the cleft of her still moist pussy, he said; "Actually I was hoping to cop a lot more than just a couple of feels."
My wife grinned at him. "I love a man of action."
Suddenly Jason gasped. All of us turned and looked at him. His eyes were closed. Mandy was sucking vigorously on his cock. It was obvious that he was ejaculating into her mouth.
Kelly laughed. "It looks like Twinkles is about to get another snack."
Keisha took Brad's cock of her mouth and smiled at all of us. "Don't let him linger over it. My guys getting close. Twinkles is about to get a third serving."
Everyone was chuckling now. Mandy let Jason's softening cock slip out of her mouth and stood up. She was making an exaggerated effort to show everyone that her lips were sealed.
Donny was again kneeling at Tonya's feet. As Mandy walked over to him Tonya jerked on his leash. "Stand up Twinkles, Mistress Angela has another nice treat for you."
Donald stood up. He didn't appear eager, but he wasn't making any effort to avoid what was about to happen either.
Like Kelly, Mandy also placed her hands on the back of Donny's head and held his face in place while she pressed her lips against his. If you weren't aware of what was happening, you would have assumed that Mandy was just giving him a lusty kiss. Everyone watching knew that wasn't the case, well not exactly the case. It certainly was a lusty kiss, but this kiss was laced with fresh cream.
After Mandy broke off the kiss she tweaked Donny's lips and said, "Isn't that a delicious treat? Now be a good boy and swallow every drop."
Donny did as he was told.
Tyler shook his head. "Damn they really can make him do anything." I noticed that he was still casually fondling my wife's breast and fingering her moist pussy.
Next to him Jason said, "Shit Ty, you've seen this before. Michelle makes him do it all the time."
I know, but it still amazes me when he does it."
Kelly glanced back at Tyler. "It gets him off, that's all that should really matter." She giggled. "I can understand how he feels. Swallowing a guys cum gets me off too."
Tyler squeezed her nipple. "That's good, because I'm hoping to be able to provide you with several more opportunities before this evening is over."
Reaching down, Kelly wrapped her fingers around his still soft penis. "And I promise to give you all the encouragement you're going to need."
While Tyler and Kelly were talking Mandy had returned to Jason. As she was sitting down on his lap her robe fell open exposing her small breasts, taut stomach and shaved pussy. Once she was settled Jason slipped his hand between her legs and said, "Your hot little body is already reviving my appetite."
Mandy turned so that she was sitting crosswise on Jason's lap. Her erect nipples were now inches from his face. In a very provocative voice she said, "Do you see anything that you might like to nibble on."
Laughing, Jason said; "Yes, and it's right in front of me." He leaned forward. Mandy giggled as he sucked her left nipple into his mouth.
"Oh shit yes! That's right Jasmine. Suck it! Suck it hard, just like that!"
We all turned and looked at Brad and Keisha. Keisha was sucking on the head of Brad's cock with relentless frenzy. The fingers of her right hand were encircling and squeezing the base of his now throbbing erection.
Suddenly Brad gasped and then he uttered a low moan as he began ejaculating into Keisha's mouth. Keisha kept sucking him. It seemed as if she was trying to draw every possible drop of cum out of his stiff cock.
She continued sucking Brad until she felt him relax. Then, still gripping the base of his softening penis with her fingers, she slipped the glistening head out of her mouth and looked up at him with sealed lips.
He smiled at her and nodded knowingly. He understood exactly what she was planning to do.
Letting go of Brad's cock, Keisha stood up and walked over to Donny, who was once again kneeling at Tonya's feet.
Tonya tugged on his leash. "Stand up Twinkles. It's Mistress Jasmine's turn to bring you a treat."
Tyler laughed. "It looks like we might fill our buddy up tonight."
Giggling, Kelly said; "That is an exciting challenge. I'm up to it if you are."
"Melody, you are such a slut." Mandy was grinning at her.
"You're the one with her tit in a guys mouth." Kelly winked at her friend.
Mandy answered her with pretend indignity. "And what might that be in your pussy?"
Kelly looked down and then she covered her mouth with her hand in an exaggerated display of mock dismay. "Oh dear me, it's Tyler's finger. How did that get in there?"
Tyler, Jason and Brad were doing everything they could to contain their laughter.
"Hey everyone, she's kissing him. Twinkles is getting another treat." Mandy was redirecting our attention.
We all turned. Like both Kelly and Mandy, Keisha was firmly holding Donald's head between her hands while she forcefully pressed her lips against his and pushed Brad's semen into his mouth. After she was finished she broke off her kiss, slipped her hand under Donald's tee shirt, grasped his nipple and gave it a vicious twist."
Donald yelped.
Growling malevolently, Keisha said; "Swallow every bit of it Twinkles or I'll rip your nipple right off." And then with an abrupt change of demeanor, she added in a voice dripping with sweetness , "You wouldn't want to insult Master Brad by failing to enjoy all of his offering would you?"
Donald made an exaggerated swallow. There was a look of fear, excitement and humiliation in his eyes.
Still grasping his nipple, Keisha said; "Very good, now open your mouth. I want to check to see that you swallowed every drop."
Quickly complying, Donald opened his mouth and extended his tongue like he was at the doctors office. After making a big show of inspecting it Keisha released his nipple and patted his cheek. "Twinkles, you were a very good boy. I'm sure that your Mistress will think of some delightful ways to reward your obedience."
Tonya stood up. "Actually, it's starting to get a little chilly out here. I think it's time for my pet and me to return to my rumpus room. I want to have a little more fun before dinner." She tugged on Donald's leash. "Come Twinkles."
As we watched Tonya lead Donald back to the house, Tyler said; "Rumpus room?"
Kelly giggled. "Yes, it's in the basement and it's well equipped with her favorite toys."
"I don't think you'll find a television set or a pool table there." Mandy was smiling.



Nodding, Kelly said; "That's for sure."
Jason shook his head. "I can just imagine what is down there."
Mandy kissed his cheek. "Unless you've suddenly developed the same predilections as Donald I don't think you really want to know."
He laughed. "You're right, this might be one of those situations where ignorance is bliss."
Keisha, who was still standing, walked over to Brad and extended her hand. "Come on baby, it is getting a little chilly out here. I don't have a rumpus room, but your bedroom will have everything we need for a little pre dinner fun."
Brad took her hand. As Keisha pulled him up from the chaise lounge, he said; "If it has a bed and a shower it will be just perfect."
His robe was open. Keisha brushed his flaccid penis with her fingertips. "I hope you don't want to take a nap."
Shaking his head, he said; "No Jasmine, I was hoping we might do a little serious fucking before dinner."
"What an exciting idea." She grabbed his cock and gave it a gentle tug. "Follow me big boy. We've got a plan."
As Keisha and Brad started walking towards the mansion Kelly looked at Tyler and said, "Do you like their plan?"
Tyler nodded. "Melody my dear, it sounds absolutely delightful."
Kelly popped up and grabbed his hand. As she pulled him out of their chaise lounge she said, "Well then, what are we waiting for?"
Once he was standing Tyler pulled my wife to him and gave her a hard kiss on the lips. When they finally broke apart Kelly breathlessly said, "Yes, I think this is a very good plan. Let's go."
As soon as Kelly and Tyler started following Brad and Keisha to the mansion Mandy looked at Jason. "Do I have to ask?"
He shook his head. "Nope."
She quickly stood up and turned to offer him a hand, but he was already getting up on his own. Mandy grinned at him. "My aren't we eager."
Jason flashed her a scurrilous smile and said, "We certainly are."
Grabbing his arm, Mandy laughed and said, "Come on you lecherous rogue, let's go fuck."
As I watched my wife and Tyler walk hand in hand to the mansion, feelings of envy and jealousy crept their way into my heart. Once they were inside I closed my eyes, bit my lower lip and then with a sigh I started picking up the plates and plastic glasses.
I knew that I didn't have to do it, Florence and Cassie would soon be coming out to clean up. At that moment I just needed something to occupy my mind. Being a cuckold isn't always easy.
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Once I was done stacking all the plates and plastic glasses together I sat down in one of the chairs and emitted a deep sigh. I needed a break, I was emotionally exhausted.
I glanced at the clock by the cabanas. It was just after five and I already felt like I'd put in a full day. I smiled. It had been a full day and an incredibly exciting one at that.
I'd started out the day by flying down to south Carolina. I was a poor kid from Iowa. That was only the third airplane flight I'd ever taken in my entire life. To make it even better, I got to sit in first class.
When we arrived in South Carolina we were picked up by a limousine. A limousine! A full stretch limo! It was amazing. The driver was actually holding a little sign when he met us at the airport.
Then of course there was the mansion. It was like something out of a 1930's movie and it was run by a butler in full formal dress. I wished my two aunts in Iowa could see it. They'd be thrilled.
I chuckled. They would have a little trouble with the oral sex orgy by the pool, especially because Kelly was part of it. They loved Kelly, but I'm quite certain they'd have a very difficult time accepting her casual attitude about sex.
Kelly's mom and sisters and my aunts, I don't think that any of them will ever be able to understand the way we choose to live. When sex is involved people certainly do become judgmental. I'm not sure that I'll ever understand why. No one was hurt by anything that happened this afternoon. Well maybe Donald. I sure he had to endure a little bit of pain in Tonya's rec room, but that's what gets him off. Hell, he's probably having more fun than any of us.
Still, what happened this afternoon didn't affect anyone else's life, so why should people judge? Why should anyone care if Donny gets off when a woman makes him eat another guys cum. He's not hurting anybody, not even himself.
Lots of people would think I'm a classic wimp because I'm sitting here by the pool while my wife is inside the mansion letting another man fuck her. I may be a wimp, but that's sure as hell not the reason why. My wife loves me and I guarantee you that there's a whole lot more love in our marriage than in those socially acceptable households where the husband and wife live together, but hardly ever interact with each other. Hell, there's lots of husbands and wives who don't even sleep in the same bedroom, and that's supposed to be a good marriage?
Kelly may enjoy sex with a variety of men, but I'm certain that she loves me. I'm also certain that the sex she's having with those other men in no way diminishes her love for me. She's my best friend and I'm her best friend and we actually look forward to spending time together.
So, who's the wimp? Me or the poor sap who's married to a woman who's faithful to him, but barely acknowledges his existence.
Yes, Kelly and I did just finish going through a rough patch, but that was because of the judgmental prudes around us. Kelly allowed her perception of what those people would think of her to create feelings of guilt about her lifestyle. That caused her to start living a life of deceit, deceit to both herself and to me.
Life becomes very complicated when you allow others to start dictating how you're going to conduct yourself. Your moral guidelines should come from your heart and not from the petty, self appointed, hypocritical pedagogues who rail about virtue while they screw their business partners and cheat on their spouses.
"Hey earth to Timmy, come in Timmy."
Startled, I looked up. It was Kirby. Nathan and Elvira were standing behind him.
I smiled at him.
He put a hand on my shoulder. "Hey buddy, I don't know what you were thinking about, but it certainly looked serious. Is everything all right?"
I shrugged. "Yeah, I'm just tired."
"Well cheer up, it's dinner time."
"Dinner time? I thought Edward told us that dinner would be served at eight."
Nathan nodded. "That's for the partners, their guests and the ladies. We have our dinner at six and we all want to have a cocktail before dinner. Come with me, we have a cozy little dining room at the back of the kitchen and everyone will be there."
"I won't be." It was Elvira. She was shaking her head. "Wendell wants me to dine with him at eight."
I looked at her. "Is that a bad thing?"
She shrugged. "No I'd just like to eat with all of you too."
Nathan smiled at her. "Why don't you? I know that Mr. Tyler is going to be meeting with Mr. Jackson and Mr. Reynolds until at least 7:00. You'll just be sitting in his room by yourself until their done. If they do happen to finish early, Edward will tell Mr. Tyler where you are and I'm sure he'll join us. He loves to visit with us in the kitchen. Please favor us with your company. Just think of it as an early seating. You can be my guest at this dinner."
Elvira shook her head. "I can't eat two dinners."
"Small portions my dear, just a few tastes; you won't be disappointed. At eight you're going to be served prime rib and it will be very good, but we're having Doris's meat loaf with Maurice's bordelaise sauce. It is absolutely fabulous." There was a twinkle in his eyes as he added, "And for dessert we're having Doris's home made apple pie with cinnamon ice cream. It's a favorite of the household staff. Mr. Tyler is also quite partial to it. He often joins us for dessert and I would be very surprised if he doesn't stop by for a slice of pie after his meeting."
"Are you sure it will it be all right? I mean I don't want to intrude."
"Elvira everyone is dying to get to know you." Nathan offered his arm. "Please honor us with your presence."
Giggling like a school girl Elvira took Nathan's arm. "Kind sir, I would be honored to be your guest at the early seating."
Nathan turned to Kirby and me. "Gentleman, let's join the others in the kitchen."
I looked at the trays of food and used plates and glasses. "What about this mess?" The house keeper in me couldn't bear to leave dirty dishes unattended.
"Florence and Cassie are on their way now to pick them up. As soon as they're finished, they'll join us in the back dining room."
"Shouldn't I stay and help them?"
"No Timmy, you should not. That might actually upset them. Flo and Cassie take a lot of pride in the appearance of this mansion. They are both very independent women and close friends. They consider themselves to be an elite team and I'm very sure that they would view any offer of assistance from an outsider to be an indictment of their ability to properly maintain Evergreen."
"I certainly wouldn't want to incur their wrath."
Nathan nodded. "No you most certainly would not." And then he added with a smile, "Let's go have a drink."
The cozy little dining room at the back of the kitchen wasn't really all that little and I'm not sure that cozy was an appropriate description either. It was about the same size as our dining room at home and while it was too big to really be considered cozy, it certainly was charming.
It reminded me of a dining room in an old farmhouse. The walls were covered with flowered wall paper. The woodwork was coarsely finished oak. The wall opposite from the door was solid windows, windows that overlooked a beautiful flower garden and woods on the west side of the house.
Most of the space in the room was taken up by by a very heavy rectangular oak table. Ten matching oak chairs were in place around the table and I noticed that there were four extra chairs stored against the wall to my right. They were lined up next to a large oak sideboard. This sideboard was filled with white china plates, cups, saucers and serving dishes. There was another oak side board on the opposite wall. It's shelves were filled with a collection of liquor bottles. This was appeared to be the bar.
When Nathan, Elvira, Kirby and I entered the room we found Maurice, Doris and Ben, the gardener gathered around this side board. Maurice was mixing cocktails. There were five cocktail shakers and at least a dozen stemmed cocktail glasses on the sideboard. As soon as they heard us, all three of them turned and smiled.
Maurice said, "Welcome to our humble dining room. Your timing is impeccable. The sun has just dropped below the yardarm. The cocktail hour is about to commence."
Nathan grinned at Maurice. "I have to admit that for the past several hours I've been eagerly looking forward to this moment ."
Ben laughed. "I noticed that it got a little steamy out there this afternoon."
Chuckling, Nathan said; "Yes, it certainly did. The ladies were at the top of their game. I can only imagine what's going to happen after dinner." He turned back to Maurice. "What's the cocktail for this evening?"
"Daiquiri's, Doris and I have come up with a new secret ingredient."
Nathan rubbed his hands together in delight. "Excellent, I love your daiquiri's and we haven't had them for a long time. What's the new ingredient?"
Doris looked at him with a mischievous grin. "Nathan honey, you know that we could never divulge one of our secret ingredients and if you ever inadvertently discover one of them, we'll have to kill you."
Nathan pretended to shudder and then with a wink he said; "shoot, I was hoping I could sell the recipe to Hooters."
Doris rolled her eyes.
Ben turned to us. "Before we sit down to dinner we like to have a cocktail. Every day Maurice and Doris try to come up with something new. It's fun and their cocktails are always wonderful. I highly recommend them, but if you'd like something different I'm sure they'll make it for you."
Doris smiled. "Of course we will, anything you'd like."
Kirby shook his head. "I'd like to try one of your daiquiris."
Elvira nodded. "So would I."
I smiled. "Me too."
Maurice nudged Doris. "I sense that our new friends might be culinary adventurers. This could be fun."
"Maurice, what's the cocktail for today?"
We all turned. Edward had just walked through the doorway.
"Daiquiris boss."
"Outstanding! I don't believe we've had daiquiris since last April."
"They have a new secret ingredient." Ben was smiling. It was obvious that he liked Edward.
Edward laughed. "I would have been disappointed if they didn't. Our two chefs are like a pair of mad scientists laboring in a secret laboratory."
Maurice gingerly picked up one of the cocktail shakers and held it protectively in his arms. In a pretend German accent he said, "Doris my darling, vee must be very careful vith this. The future of the entire human race depends our efforts."
"I hope you haven't started without us. What's for cocktails?"
We all once again turned to the doorway. It was Cassie followed by Florence.
As she walked into the dining room Florence looked at Edward and said, "Boss the pool area is neat and orderly; Mr. Jackson, Mr. Reynolds and Mr. Tyler are all working in Mr. Jackson's office and the ladies are in the bedrooms with their guests." She paused for a moment and then she added, "Well actually Ms. Tonya and Mr. Kline are in Ms. Tonya's basement playroom."
Edward nodded. "Thank you Florence." He turned to Maurice and Doris. "The house is in order. We have attended to the needs of the bosses, the ladies and our guests. The sun is below the yardarm and all of us are here. It's time for a cocktail."
Maurice picked up one of the cocktail shakers. After giving it a brisk shake he opened it, held a strainer over the top and began pouring a rich greenish gold liquid into each of the glasses. As soon as the first shaker was empty he picked up another one and continued filling glasses. He repeated this process until ten glasses had been filled.
After each glass was filled Doris garnished it with a slice of lime. Once that was done Ben passed one of the glasses to each of us.
As soon we all had a cocktail Edward raised his glass and said, "To JTandR."
Maurice, Doris, Ben, Nathan, Cassie and Florence all raised their glasses. Kirby, Elvira and I followed their lead. In unison everyone repeated, "To JTandR." And then we all took a sip of our daiquiris.
I rolled the sweet liquid over my tongue. The drink was magnificent. The first taste was reminiscent of a slice of fresh key lime pie. Of course the flavor of the rum followed that, but then there was suggestion, just a hint of one or two other flavors. One of them was probably ginger and there was a nutty flavor, almonds or macadamia nuts."
I smiled at Maurice and Doris. "This is wonderful."
Kirby nodded in agreement. "It really is."
Maurice and Doris both smiled politely in modest acknowledgment of our compliments.
I took another sip. While I was savoring the flavor I thought about Edwards toast. I looked at everyone. "JTandR really is a good company to work for."
There was a general murmur of agreement and then Florence said, "Timmy, you are right, but to us Mr. Jackson, Mr. Reynolds and Mr. Tyler are much more than good employers."
Ben nodded. "For some of us they've become angels."
"Or at least very caring friends." Edward paused for a moment and took a sip of his cocktail. He seemed to be thinking. Finally he said, "I had a twin brother. We were very close. When I was in my early twenties I decided to move to the states. I was looking for adventure. My brother, James elected to stay in the U.K.. He was just starting a new job there and he didn't want to leave. Even though an ocean separated us, we remained close. We talked on the telephone several times a week and tried to visit each other once a year. Two years ago my younger sister, Ellen called me in the middle of the night. James had been killed in a car accident on his way to work that morning."
He stopped, took a deep breath and then he continued. "Of course I wanted to go home. I needed to see the rest of my family and attend the services. I called Mr. Jackson to ask for a short leave of absence. That morning he sent the firm's private jet to take me to London. He gave me a month off with pay and offered me more time if I needed it. Mr. Jackson, Mr. Reynolds and Mr. Tyler all flew to London for the funeral and they brought the entire household staff here with them.
Cassie smiled. "They flew us over in first class and put us up for a week at The Ritz Hotel in downtown London."
Edward shook his head. "You cannot imagine how comforting it was to have my closest companions with me during that time."
There was a moment of subdued silence and then Ben said, "Fifteen months ago my wife was diagnosed with breast cancer. When Mr. Jackson, Mr. Reynolds and Mr. Tyler found out about it they flew both Sarah and me to The Mayo Clinic in Rochester, Minnesota. They wanted the doctors there to look at her and come up with a treatment plan. The doctors decided she needed a full mastectomy followed by chemotherapy. They flew us back to Rochester for the mastectomy and then later for the breast reconstruction surgery. The chemotherapy was done in Charleston. Every time Sarah had a treatment they gave me a week off with full pay so that I could take care of her while she recovered. Sarah just had a check up with her doctors. They believe that she's cancer free."
Ben looked at me. "Timmy I would do anything for those men."
Florence nodded. "So would I."
We all turned to her.
"My husband, Clay was a mechanic for a local auto dealership. You know what happened to the auto industry in the last two years."
We all nodded.
"The dealership that Clay worked for closed and he was terminated with one months pay. He tried to find another job, but all the car dealerships were strapped. No one was hiring additional mechanics. We were quickly becoming desperate. I make enough to cover our house payment and keep food on the table, but we have a daughter in college and a son who wants to go to college. Keeping Maryann in college and sending Mathew to college was only possible if Clay was working. When Mr. Jackson, Mr. Reynolds and Mr. Tyler heard about our situation they bought a local service station and hired Clay to run it. He's done a good job for them and it's become a successful business. "
Florence smiled. "They didn't have to help us. The service station was a risk. But they did help us. They're three very good men who care about other people and Clay and I will forever be in their debt."
Nathan smiled. "Now that the three of you understand why we make that toast every evening before we have our cocktails, I think that it might be appropriate to make it again." He raised his glass. "To Martin Jackson, John Reynolds and Wendell Tyler; the three finest ruthless businessmen you'll ever want to meet."
We all raised our glasses and drank again. As I drank I thought about the events of the past month. I remembered how upset Mr. Jackson had been when he discovered that I'd been unaware of the true nature of Kelly's job at JTandR. That made me think about the financial settlement that he'd offered me. It had been deliberately constructed to encourage me to try to salvage my marriage with Kelly. He needn't have done that, in fact from a pure business standpoint he would have been better off if Kelly and I had divorced. That way he would have had a hostess without any emotional entanglements.
I looked at Kirby. He was smiling. I was certain that he was thinking about how the firm had helped him with his convenience store. That made me think about Ellen and her newspaper and how the firm was helping her.
And then I thought about the house. These men were offering to spend several million dollars for a mansion because they were worried that the nature of the hostesses jobs made it difficult for them to lead normal lives. They didn't want them to be lonely. These three men may have been ruthless businessmen, but it was clear that they cared about people.
I recalled my thoughts by the pool after the girls and the guests had gone into the mansion. In our culture many people would be quick to condemn Martin Jackson, Wendell Tyler and John Reynolds as immoral because they used sex to entice businessmen to invest in their projects.
Were these men who cared so deeply about others immoral because they used sex as a tool? Were they less moral than the pillars of the community who preached chastity and fidelity while they cheated their business partners and exploited their employees? I thought not.
"Timmy, it's time for everyone to sit down for dinner." Doris's voice jarred me back to reality. I looked at her. She was smiling at me. Holding out one of the cocktail shakers, she said; "We're all going to take another daiquiri to the table. May I refill your glass?"
Quickly pulling myself back together, I nodded. "Thank you, that would be very nice."
After Doris refilled my glass I started over to the table. Kirby fell in step next to me. "Hey buddy, you seem very pensive this evening. Are you sure every thing's all right?"
I shrugged. "Don't worry, I'll be okay."
Shaking his head, Kirby said; "That wasn't a very enthusiastic response."
I closed my eyes and sighed. After a moment I looked at my friend. "A lot has happened during the last two weeks. I'm just beginning to try to make sense out of it." I smiled at him. "Do you realize how lucky it was that I passed your store and noticed the help wanted sign in the window?"
He nodded. "It certainly was lucky for me. Meeting you, Tonya and Ellie was the best thing that's happened to me since I got out of the navy." He paused for a moment and then he laughed; "Hell, who am I kidding? Meeting the three of you was the best thing that's ever happened to me."



"I think you can add JTandR to that list. So can I. They've helped both of us and they didn't have to do it."
"You're right and hearing the stories that these people just told makes me realize how good those men really are."
"Timmy you sit over here between Doris and Cassie. Kirby we want you between Florence and Ben. Elvira, you're going to sit between Maurice and me." Edward was pointing to our chairs. He laughed "We're not going to let the three of you sit together. This is our chance to get to know you."
As it turned out, the seating arrangement didn't really matter. Each of us took turns talking and everyone else at the table listened attentively to what was being said.
We also took turns serving. Cassie and I brought out the salads while Ben and Nathan filled the water glasses.
Doris called the salads her BLT specials and they were wonderful. Like the sandwich, they were a combination of bacon, lettuce and tomatoes, but the dressing wasn't just mayonnaise. It was one of Maurice's creations. It certainly had mayonnaise in it, but that was just the foundation. There were several other ingredients that made the dressing incredibly complex and delightfully delicious. Doris told me that Maurice's mayonnaise didn't come from a jar. He made his own. I was beginning to understand that sauces and dressings were an area of expertise for Evergreen's head chef.
While we ate our salads Elvira told everyone about meeting Kirby and how he'd saved her life. After hearing the story I noticed that the whole group looked at Kirby with new admiration. That embarrassed my shy friend, but the admiration was well deserved.
As soon as we were finished with our salads Edward and Elvira cleared our plates away while Maurice and Doris brought out the main course. It was served family style. They started with a large bowl of garlic mashed potatoes followed by a platter of meat loaf slices and a pitcher of brown gravy which I assumed was the bordelaise sauce. A bowl of green beans garnished with pecans came next. The beans and pecans appeared to have been sautéed in a sugary brown sauce. A basket of thick slices of homemade white bread fresh out of the oven and a block of butter appeared last.
While the bowls were being passed from person to person Nathan and Cassie filled our wine glasses. Nathan told us that it was a Spanish red that both he and Edward thought was a particularly good value. As soon as I tasted it I had to agree. It was excellent. When they told us that you could buy it for about twelve dollars a bottle Kirby, Ellie and I looked at each other and smiled and then all three of us took careful note of the label. Edward noticed and told us that he would send several bottles home with us.
The meatloaf and bordelaise sauce were magnificent, but the truly memorable dish was the green beans. The sauce seemed to be a combination of maple syrup, brown sugar, soy sauce and maybe lemon and ginger. The combination of sweet, sour and salt was amazing.
While we ate Kirby told everyone the story about how JTandR had helped him with his convenience store. No one was surprised. They had all had similar experiences.
After we were finished eating all of us helped clear the table and then we stood in the kitchen drinking more wine while Florence loaded the dishwasher and Cassie cleaned the sink and the counters. Kirby foolishly tried to assist Florence by putting two glasses into the dishwasher. His attempt was met by a glare from her that might have turned a lesser man to stone. This made everyone else chuckle.
Kirby quickly retreated to my side and whispered, "Whew, I guess I'll never try that again."
I slowly nodded in agreement. "I think that would be the wise course of action"
Suddenly the kitchen door opened and Wendell Tyler stepped into the room. The venerable old man smiled at Doris and asked, "Am I too late for dessert?"
She walked over to him and kissed his cheek. "Sweetie, in this house you could never be too late for dessert."
Wendell beamed at her and then he turned and looked for Elvira. When he found her he smiled, immediately moved to her side and held her hand. "Did you enjoy your early dinner?"
Elvira nodded. "Yes, it was wonderful; but I'm not sure that I'll be able to eat another one."
"Just put a little food on your plate and go through the motions. No one will pay any attention. Everyone expects old people to pick at their dinner.
That made Elvira laugh. "It sounds like you've done this before."
Florence grinned at her. "Mr. Tyler eats with us all the time. Actually Mr. Jackson and Mr. Reynolds do too."
"Ah ha! I see that were disclosing the most sacred secrets of Evergreen."
We all turned. Martin Jackson was standing in the doorway, John Reynold's was right behind him.
John Reynolds stepped by Mr, Jackson and walked over to Kirby and me. "Timmy, Kirby; we saw each other on the patio earlier, but it wasn't an appropriate moment for proper introductions." Extending his hand, he said; "I'm John Reynolds. Welcome to JTandR and Evergreen. I hope you're being treated well."
Kirby and I both shook his hand and then I said, "Yes sir we are. The people here are all wonderful."
Mr. Reynold's smiled. "Yes, we feel very lucky to have them working for us."
"I heard a rumor that Doris's apple pie was on the dessert menu in here this evening." Martin Jackson was grinning at everyone. "We were hoping there might be a few extra pieces."
Doris walked over and playfully poked her boss in the stomach. "Mr. Jackson I baked an extra pie just to be sure that there was enough for you, Mr. Reynold's and Mr. Tyler."
Mr. Jackson offered Doris his arm. As she took it he said, "Shall we adjourn to the back dining room.
While we followed them to the dining room John Reynolds asked Kirby and me, "Did you enjoy the dinner?"
I nodded. "Yes, very much."
He smiled. "You may have just eaten the finest meal available in the entire state of South Carolina."
"Yes, it was amazing." I looked at Mr. Reynold's with a puzzled expression. "If the food in here is so good, why aren't you serving it to the guests?"
Ahead of us Martin Jackson laughed and then he looked back over his shoulder. "Timmy that is an excellent question and sadly the answer is quite simple. When you're trying to wine and dine a group of millionaire businessmen; no matter how good it is, you cannot serve them meatloaf and apple pie. They expect prime rib and crème brulee and that is exactly what we give them."
Next to us John Reynold's said. "Maurice and Doris do make a pretty good prime rib and crème brulee."
Maurice shook his head. "Yes, but there is only so much one can do with prime rib. Meat loaf is much more fun to prepare."
We all laughed.
The pie was every bit as good as the rest of the meal. While we ate the conversation was open and relaxed. I was a little surprised by how comfortable everyone was with Mr. Jackson, Mr. Reynolds and Mr. Tyler. They were more like close friends than employers and employees.
We were all on our second cup of coffee when Edward glanced at his watch and then stood up. Smiling at us he said, "I hate to end this pleasant get together, but we cannot forget that tonight we have guests in the house. It is now 6:45. In fifteen minutes the ladies will be bringing their gentlemen to the parlor for cocktails. It's time for all of us to move to our stations."
Everyone stood up. In an attempt to help clear the table I started to pick up some dishes.
Nathan stopped me. "Timmy, it's time for us to proceed to our stations. You and Kirby are assigned to work with me in the parlor. Florence, Cassie and Ben will straighten up in here."
Florence smiled at me. "Timmy we appreciate your offer to help, but now all of us have jobs to do. Yours is with Nathan."
Nathan led us out of the back dining room, through the kitchen and into the formal dining room. From there we crossed the main hallway and entered the parlor.
Earlier that day, while Kirby and I had been following Florence to the back patio, I'd glanced into the parlor and had been impressed. Now that I was actually inside the room I was awestruck. The parlor wasn't just impressive, it was magnificent.
As I mentioned earlier, the wall opposite the door was mostly taken up by an enormous mahogany trimmed stone fireplace. A fire was now burning in the hearth. There was a slight chill in the evening air. The fire added a feeling of warmth and comfort to the room.
During my earlier glimpse of the parlor I'd failed to notice the two floor to ceiling windows that filled the remainder of the walls on each side of the fireplace. They looked out onto a rose garden the size of most suburban back yards. It was now dark, but the garden was illuminated by an array of soft white lights hidden among the plants. Another stone fountain occupied the center of this garden. A statue of what I assumed to be the Greek god Poseidon stood in the center of this fountain. He was naked and wielding a trident. His very large penis hung flaccid between his powerful thighs.
The walls to the left and right of the fireplace wall were adorned by four life size baroque paintings of partially nude women draped with diaphanous gowns. Several richly colored oriental rugs covered the dark wood floor and the room was lit by a large crystal chandelier that hung from the center of the ceiling.
Four brown leather love seats, three matching arm chairs and a number of small side tables had been arranged in a loose semicircle in front of the fireplace.
A mahogany side board stood against the wall to the right of the door. A half dozen bottles of liquor, several mixes, a bucket of ice and an assortment of cocktail glasses were neatly arranged on it.
Another sideboard occupied the space on the left wall under the first of the baroque paintings. It held several trays of appetizers and a stack of small plates and napkins.
Nathan pointed to the corner of the room next to the window to the left of the fireplace. "Bunny, that will be your station. You'll be assisting Edward and me. We'll direct you. Cookie, you're in charge of the bar. Bunny will relay the drink orders to you. Are there any questions?"
Kirby and I shook our heads and in turn each of us answered, "No sir."
Nathan nodded. "Very good." He glanced at his watch. "It's seven, everyone will be arriving shortly. Please take your stations."
I was about to move to my corner when the grandfather clock in the reception hall chimed and Martin Jackson, John Reynolds and Wendell Tyler with Elvira on his arm; walked into the room.
Mr. Jackson looked at Nathan. "Is everything ready?"
He nodded. "Yes sir."
Smiling, Mr. Jackson said, "Very good Nathan."
Elvira was glancing around the room with an expression of amazement in her eyes. I stepped over to her and quietly said, "It's pretty impressive, isn't it."
Martin Jackson spun around. "Bunny we are now in the main house. Here slaves like you and Cookie do not speak to their superiors unless they are addressed. Is that clear?"
I nodded and submissively answered, "Yes sir."
Behind me Nathan whispered, "Bunny move to your position."
As I was walking over to my spot next to the window Edward entered the room and looked at Martin Jackson. "Sir, the ladies and their gentlemen are coming down the stairs."
"I assume that everything is ready Edward."
Edward glanced at Nathan. He gave him a quick nod.
Turning back to Mr. Jackson, Edward said, "Yes sir, everything is ready."
There were a few seconds of anticipatory silence and then Jason Foley walked into the room with Mandy on his arm. Brad Cameron and Keisha came next with Kelly and Tyler Greer right behind them.
I looked at the three couples and then I took a quick glance around the room. Everyone, even Elvira, was staring.
The three men were all casually dressed in sports jackets, open collared shirts and slacks, but those weren't the outfits that were captivating everyone's attention. It was what Keisha, Mandy and Kelly were wearing that had all of us agape.
Keisha was wearing a skin tight spaghetti strap mini dress made of a fine pale yellow satin mesh that was a beautiful compliment to her coffee colored skin. The dress was cut so low in the front that her large breasts poured out of the clinging material revealing the tops of her dark brown nipples. The hemline of the skirt hugged her thighs, barely covering her naked shaved pussy. When she turned I realized that the there was a large oval cut in the back of the tight fitting skirt leaving the brown cheeks of her luscious rear end fully exposed.
Around her neck Keisha wore a large pendant embedded with dark green stones that I suspected were real emeralds. Similar stones adorned her earrings and the anklet that she wore on her right leg just above her yellow open toned, spike heeled sandals. Her toenails and fingernails were painted a deep shade of green to match the lustrous stones in her jewelry.
Mandy was wearing a very skimpy two piece outfit made of diaphanous white lace. Both the top and the skirt were trimmed with an additional border of thicker lace, but the gauzy material that made up the heart of both pieces of clothing was nearly transparent and did little to conceal her small breasts, shaved pussy and petite ass.
A silver choker encrusted with glittering stones that I assumed to be diamonds, adorned her neck. Her earrings matched the choker. On her left hand Mandy wore a bracelet. The bracelet was the most striking piece of jewelry in her outfit. While the choker was a wide strip of hammered silver encrusted with diamonds, the bracelet was made of a number of fine strings of silver woven into delicate strands. The primary strand was thicker and worn around her wrist. Four evenly spaced thinner strands were attached to this wrist band and met at a silver ring Mandy wore on her middle finger. Several more strands of silver were interwoven with those four strands to create a spider web effect. All of the strands of silver glittered with tiny diamonds.
I knew that bracelets like the one Mandy wore were known as slave bracelets. I also assumed that Mandy's choker was designed to take the place of her dog collar. I was quite certain that this set of jewelry was a gift from Martin Jackson and it was intended to be a subtle but constant reminder of Mandy's subservient position.
Like Keisha and also Kelly, Mandy wore open toed sandals, but while Kelly and Keisha's sandals had four or five inch stiletto heels, Mandy's sandals were flat. I suspected that this was also a discreet expression of her real life position as a submissive.
Kelly was wearing what I could only describe as a pink crocheted mini dress. My wife loved to wear pink. She knew that the color was the perfect compliment to her blond hair and milky white skin.
Made of what looked like thick cotton yarn, the mid section of the dress was nothing but pink fishnet woven so loosely that it left Kelly's flat stomach and belly button almost fully exposed. The top of the dress was cut just as low as Keisha's and while it was a tighter weave than the middle of the dress it still provided very little cover for my wife's large breasts. An inch or two below Kelly's belly button the bottom of her dress started with a tightly woven belt of yarn about two inches in width. A four inch skirt of cotton fringe hung from this woven belt. Like Keisha and Mandy, my wife was not wearing panties. Whenever she moved the fringe skirt parted and exposed the cleft of her shaved pussy and the soft round cheeks of her beautiful rear.
Kelly was wearing her favorite necklace, earrings, bracelet and anklet set. They were pearls. My wife loves pearls. She used to keep this set hidden away from me in her office because there wasn't any possibility that she could have explained how she could afford to own such expensive jewelry. She finally showed them to me after I learned about the true nature of her job at JTandR. I now knew that these pearls had been a gift from Martin Jackson.
I looked at Kelly and Tyler Greer. A momentary pang of jealousy stabbed at my gut when I noticed that they were holding hands and smiling. They reminded me of two teenagers making their entrance at the junior prom.
Martin Jackson walked over to them. "Tyler, is Melody showing you a good time?"
Tyler laughed. "Martin, she's amazing. I can't believe the things this woman is capable of doing with her tongue. I thought Donny's wife was good at giving head; but compared to Melody, she's a rank amateur."
Mr. Jackson nodded. "She is talented, isn't she."
I looked at Kelly. She was blushing. Suddenly she glanced over at me. For a brief second our eyes met. For a moment I thought I detected a hint of apprehension or even sadness in her face and then it was gone and the flirtatious smile that I'd seen all afternoon was back.
"How about you Brad? Is Jasmine taking good care of you?" I turned. John Reynolds had his hand on Brad Cameron's shoulder.
Brad grinned. "John, I think she's trying to fuck me to death."
Mr. Reynolds winked at him. "I can't imagine a better way to go."
Brad laughed. "I have to agree."
"And Jason, how is Angela treating you?" Martin Jackson was smiling at Jason Foley.
Jason shook his head. "Martin, I have never been with a woman who is so adventurous and so eager to please me. I feel like I've died and gone to heaven."
"She is wonderful" Mr. Jackson looked at all six of them with a gracious smile. "I'm glad that all of you are having a good time. Dinner will be served in about an hour. Right now it's time for cocktails and some delicious looking appetizers that our chef and his assistant have prepared for us." Turning to Nathan he said, "Please get everyone's drink orders."
Nathan motioned to me. "Bunny, assist me."
As I was moving to join Nathan I heard Kelly say, "Tyler honey, can I get you a plate of those appetizers. After the last hour in your room I have to believe that you're absolutely famished."
Tyler chuckled. "Yes, we certainly did work up an appetite."
Kelly turned to Nathan. "Nathan dear, could you lend me Bunny for a moment. I'd like him to give me a hand."
This was unexpected. Nathan stared at Kelly. After a second he turned to Mr. Jackson. Mr. Jackson gave Kelly quick glance and then he nodded to Nathan.
Nathan turned back to Kelly with a smile. "Certainly." And then he looked at me. "Bunny please assist Ms. Melody."
I nodded. "Yes sir." And followed Kelly to the sideboard holding the appetizers.
Behind me I heard Martin Jackson say, "Tyler, let's go over to the bar and get you a cocktail."
When we got to the sideboard Kelly picked up a plate and said, "Hold this for me Bunny." I took the plate. As Kelly selected several appetizers she whispered, "I miss you babydoll."
I sensed that there was something bothering my wife. In my quietest voice I asked; "Mistress Melody, are you all right?"
"Timmy, promise me something."
"Sure anything."
"If I die before you do, promise me that my headstone won't say, she gave a great blow job."
I looked at Kelly with a puzzled expression.
Noticing my obvious confusion, she said; "Babydoll, I love sex and Tyler has a wonderful cock. I absolutely adore sucking it." She paused for a moment and then she whispered, "But that isn't all I want to do with my life. There has to be something more. I'm not just a blond with big tits who gives great head. I have a brain."
I whispered, "Yes you do. I might remind you that you happen to be a very talented poet. Do you remember your poem about the little girl chasing a butterfly through a rose garden on a sunny summer afternoon?"
Kelly nodded. "Of course I do. That was the poem I read in our creative writing class the day we met."
"Yes, and while I love your blond hair, bit tits and talented lips, that poem was what really attracted me to you."



Kelly giggled. "I know, that's one of the million reasons that I'm so madly in love with you." She paused for a moment and then she added, "But Timmy, you're the only one knows about that part of me."
"Well I guess it's time for you to start writing again. Remember a week and a half ago when we were discussing whether or not you should try return to this job?"
"Yes."
"One of the reasons we decided it was a good idea was that this job actually gives you time to write."
Kelly shook her head. "I don't know Timmy. Right now, they're keeping me awfully busy. As soon as we get back tomorrow I have to meet another guy at the Calvert Hotel."
"Yes, but that's because they're trying to put together a major corporate buyout. As soon as it's done our schedule will get much easier." We both turned. It was Mandy. She was standing next to us. "Are you guys all right?"
I smiled. "We're fine, Kelly is just having a case of the temporary blues. She's feeling a little down about not doing much with her life. I'm reminding her that she's a very talented poet and she's about to be able to start writing again."
"Really? When we live together could you guys teach me to write?"
I smiled at Mandy. "We'd love to."
Mandy grinned, then her expression suddenly became more serious. "Kel honey, this is really unusual for you. I've never seen you lose your concentration when you're with a guy. Are you sure you're feeling all right? Is Ty a creep?"
"No I feel fine and Ty is actually a lot of fun." Kelly sighed. "I think everything that's happened in the past few weeks is finally starting to catch up with me." She smiled at Mandy. "Talking to Timmy helped. I'm starting to feel better already."
Kelly put several appetizers on the plate I was holding. As she was doing it she looked at me with a playful grin and said, "So what will you put on my tombstone when I die?"
I chuckled. "well first of all we're only twenty-four, so I think the question is a bit premature. We both have a lot of life left to live."
"You're dodging the question."
"Okay, if you insist. Right now, if I had to do it, I would have your tombstone inscribed with these words; Kelly Mason, wife, lover, poet and one of the great courtesans of the twenty-first century."
Kelly thought about this for a moment and then she smiled. "Thank you Timmy, I really like that. I really like it a lot."
Taking the plate from me, she whispered; "I'd better get back to Ty." And then as she turned to leave she added; "Babydoll, I love you."
I nodded. "I know."
Once she was gone Mandy said, "That was really sweet. If I die before you do will you promise to do my tombstone too?"
"We're certainly getting a little morbid this evening."
"Don't dodge the question."
"Okay, yes I'll do it."
"What will it say?"
"Again, you're only twenty-six. You also have a lot of life left to live."
"I know, but if you had to write it tonight, what would it say?"
"All right." I thought for a moment and then I said; "Mandy Wells, friend, lover, teacher and one of the great courtesans of the twenty- first century."
Mandy looked at me with a puzzled expression. "Teacher? Timmy I always wanted to be a teacher, but I'm not. I barely finished high school and I never went to college."
"Not because you weren't smart enough. The trouble your mom and dad had during your senior year in high school was the only reason you didn't go to college."
"But I'm still not a teacher."
"Yes you are, you're a natural teacher. Over the past week and a half you've given both Kelly and me a crash course in dominant submissive sex and our new lifestyle."
Mandy giggled. "You mean I'm an instructor of alternative life styles."
"Yes and a very good one."
"Thank you Timmy, I like that." She gently patted my hand. "Now I'd better get back to Jason."
"Bunny, hold this tray for me."
It was Edward. He had a silver serving tray in his hands. I took it from him and held it while he filled several plates with appetizers and set them on the tray.
Once that was done he whispered, "Mr. Jackson would like to see you in the hall."
Suddenly I started to get nervous. Mr. Jackson had made it very clear that there was not to be any social interaction between Kelly and me while the guests were here. Clearly we had just violated that rule.
Slowly nodding, I nervously said; "Yes sir." And then I turned and apprehensively walked out of the parlor feeling like a convicted murderer on his way to his execution
Mr. Jackson was waiting for me in the hall. I was prepared for and willing to accept a stern reprimand. During the past week this man had done wonderful things for me and people who were close to me. Now I felt like I'd let him down. I was ashamed.
I stopped in front of him and stared at the floor. I felt like a child reluctantly ready to bear the onslaught of an angry father.
"Bunny is everything all right?"
These were neither the words nor the tone of voice that I'd expected. I looked up at him. There was an expression of concern in his eyes.
Still nervous, I started to try to stammer out an answer. "I ah, well..."
Smiling, he gently touched my shoulder "It's all right. I'm not angry with you or for that matter, Kelly or Mandy; but I am concerned."
His words put me at ease. I took a second to regain my composure and then, taking a deep breath I said; "I think everything is fine. Would you like me to try to explain?"
"Yes, please."
"Kelly knows that she's a beautiful woman."
"Yes she certainly is."
"She understands that it was a blessing, but by the time she was in high school she also began to realize that in some ways it was a curse."
Mr. Jackson nodded. "Yes, I think I understand. Your wife is a very bright and talented person, but her blond hair, pretty face and fabulous figure make it difficult for many people to see that."
I smiled. "That's right."
"What upset her tonight?"
"Kelly loves sex and she really does take pride in her ability to excite and satisfy a man, but..."
"But she only wants that to be one part of her persona." Mr. Jackson shook his head. "I think I understand. When Tyler praised her for her ability to give a blow job she started to worry that we believed that was all she was capable of doing."
"I think it goes deeper than that."
"What do you mean?"
"I think she's worried that she's beginning to believe it herself."
Mr. Jackson sighed. "Ah yes, one's self perception is always the most important. What did you tell her? You obviously said something that made her feel better. Right now she's in the parlor flirting with Tyler with every bit of the expertise and enthusiasm that I've come to expect from her."
"I reminded her that she's a talented poet."
"Yes I remember that from the reports we put together about her while she was still in college."
"I also reminded her that when she made the decision to talk to you about getting her old job back, one of the reasons for that decision was that being a hostess has enough flexibility to allow some time for her to start writing again. Now that she doesn't have to try to hide what she's doing from me anymore, that should be even more true. That excited her. Kelly loves to write and she takes a lot of pride in her ability."
I paused. After a moment I added, "She was a little worried that. Right now you're keeping her too busy to write, but Mandy reminded her that once this buy out attempt is over things should settle down again."
Mr. Jackson nodded. "That's true." He thought about all of this for a few seconds and then he said, "What about my girl? After Kelly left she stayed and talked to you for another minute or two. Is she all right?"
"She has the same problem as Kelly, but it's maybe even more complicated."
"Tell me."
"She's just as smart as Kelly, but at least Kelly got to go to college. That gave her some confidence in her ability. All Mandy has done since high school is work as a stripper and an escort."
"What did you tell her? When she left you there was a huge smile on her face."
"I told her that she was a wonderful teacher."
"A teacher?"
"Yes, I reminded her about how much she's taught Kelly and me during the past week and a half."
Mr. Jackson grinned. "Timmy I certainly made the right decision when I hired you."
"Sir?"
"Young man, you're not down here to be a slave. That's just part of a fantasy that we're all enjoying. I am impressed with the reports you're producing, but I have staff that I could have assigned to that task. Timmy I hired you to do what you're doing right now, take care of our hostesses. I hired Kirby and Elvira for the same reason. Ever since we started using hostesses I've worried about the emotional effects the job might have on them. Loneliness, negative self perception and little sense of personal fulfillment; those are just some of the issues that these women face. Timmy I hired the three of you to be anchors. Your real job is to love, care for and nurture my hostesses."
He smiled at me. "And so far you seem to be doing an outstanding job."
I smiled back at him. "Thank you sir."
Suddenly we heard the sound of footsteps climbing a wooden staircase. Mr. Jackson and I both turned in the direction of the noise. A door ten feet beyond the entrance to the dining room opened and Tonya emerged followed by Donald Kline.
Tonya looked like she'd just stepped out of a submissive's wet dream. She was wearing a shiny black leather mini dress that laced up the front, a pair of thigh high black patent leather boots with what had to be eight inch spike heels and elbow length black leather gloves. Her dress was just as low cut, short and revealing as the dresses Keisha and Kelly were wearing. Her ash blond hair was pulled back into a tight pony tail and she wore dark black eyeshadow and thick red lipstick. All of this combined to create an aura of malevolence that both frightened and excited me.
In her left hand Tonya carried a horsewhip and in her right she held a leash that was attached to the dog collar around Donald Kline's neck.
Her slave was now wearing a pair of little boys one piece pajamas with footies. They were pink with little teddy bears all over them. I was certain that they had to have been specially made in order to get them in a size that would fit Donald Kline.
When she saw us Tonya smiled and said, "Come Twinkles."
As they approached Mr. Jackson said; "Good evening Natasha, may I have a word with your pet?"
"Of course." She turned to Donald Kline. "Twinkles, you may answer Mr. Jackson."
"How are you doing Donald? Is Natasha showing you a good time?"
That made him grin. "Some people might question the phrase, good time; but yes, I'm having the experience of my life. I gather that at some point Mistress Natasha talked to my wife and Michelle filled her in on my most secret fantasies."
Mr. Jackson smiled. "Very good, we want you to have a good time. Remember, you're among friends here. No one is going to judge you." Then he gestured to me. "Donald, this is Bunny; he's another submissive and he's actually owned by Melody and Angela."
Donald Kline looked at me for a moment and then he said, "Really, you must lead a very exciting life."
"I enjoy it."
Laughing, he said; "Yes, I'll bet you do. Owned by two beautiful women, I am envious." Then, quickly holding up his hand he added; "Don't ever tell my wife I said that."
Mr. Jackson chuckled. "Don't worry Donald, your secret is safe with us." He turned to Tonya. "Natasha, shall we join the others?"
Tonya smiled and then she tugged on Donald's leash. "Come Twinkles, your last training session made me thirsty. I'm in the mood for a cocktail."
Tonya pulled Donald into the parlor. After they were gone I turned to Mr. Jackson. "Sir, may I ask you a question?"
"Of course you can Timmy."
"I thought that it was essential that we keep my relationship with Kelly and Mandy a secret from the guests; but you just told Mr. Kline about us."
"Timmy, Donald Kline is one of the most influential financial investors on the east coast. At least three dozen very wealthy men follow his lead. I'm hoping that I just created a bond between the two of you, a bond that in the future may be very helpful to all of us."
"What do you want me to do?"
"Just be yourself Timmy, that's all you'll have to do."
There was brief moment of awkward silence. I sensed that Mr. Jackson had something else on his mind. Finally he shook his head and asked; "Timmy what should I do about her?"
I immediately understood that he was talking about Mandy.
Without waiting for an answer to his question he continued. "I know that she's planning to live with Kelly and you. I was relieved when she told me that. I worry about her. I'm afraid that she's lonely. The firm demands most of my attention and leaves me with very few opportunities to spend time with her."
"You have feelings for her, don't you sir."
"Yes Timmy I do and I'm quite certain that she has feels the same way about me."
"Oh she does, there isn't any question about that."
Shaking his head, he said; "I just don't think I can commit the time that a real relationship requires."
"Sir, there might also be some other questions."
"What do you mean?"
"If you entered into a serious relationship with Mandy would you want her to stop working as a hostess? Would you expect her to be faithful to you? Mandy is her mother's daughter. I think she may be a lot like Kelly. I'm not sure she's capable of staying faithful to one man."
Mr. Jackson laughed. "Timmy, I take great pride in my ability to consider all aspects of a question before I make a decision and right now I'm ashamed to admit that I've never even considered that issue."
He thought for a moment. "If I married Mandy, it's very likely that I'd end up being a cuckold, isn't it."
"Yes sir, I think it is. You might also have to give up the regular blow jobs that you get from Kelly."
"I'd miss those, your wife really is an artist..." Suddenly he caught himself. "Timmy I'm sorry I didn't mean to offend you."
I shook my head. "It's all right sir. That doesn't offend me."
He looked at me. "Does knowing that we get together several times a week ever bother you? I mean I'm starting to really like you Timmy. If it does bother you, just tell me and I'll stop it immediately."
"Thank you sir, I appreciate that; but no, it doesn't bother me. I understand that Kelly sees sexual pleasure and emotional attachment as two completely separate entities. Don't get me wrong, she does care for you. I know that she likes you very much and I'm rapidly starting to understand why she feels that way."
I smiled. "My wife is a sexual free spirit. She may play with other men. She might even develop feelings for some of them like she has with you and Chris, but in the end I know that she'll always come home to me. I feel very confident about the fact that I'll always be the pivotal man in Kelly's life and that's what really matters to me."
"You did have some problems last week."
"Yes sir, I did. I think that was partly due to the difficulties we'd had over the past year. My confidence in Kelly's feelings for me had been seriously shaken." I shook my head. "If a man is going to let his wife cuckold him, he has to be very secure about the fact that she loves him."
Mr. Jackson chuckled. "I think he just has to be very secure."
I recognized that as a compliment, but sometimes compliments are difficult for me so I just shrugged and continued. "As you know, last week was also the first time I'd ever actually seen Kelly with another man. Hearing about one of her sexual trysts is one thing, actually witnessing one is something else altogether. It took me a little while to get used to that."
"You did a pretty good job of adapting."
I smiled at him.
He smiled back at me and then he said, "Timmy what should I do about Mandy?"
"Do you want my honest opinion?"
"Yes, I do."
"Talk to her. Have this exact conversation with her. Mandy is a very mature and bright woman. This affects her life every bit as much as it does yours. Allow her to be involved in the decision."
Mr. Jackson slowly nodded. He was obviously thinking about what I was suggesting.
"Then as a compromise I might suggest that you consider taking an apartment in the house we're buying."
Mr. Jackson stared at me. "Timmy I couldn't do that."
"Why not?"
"Everyone who's going to be living there works for me."
"Mr. Tyler's planning to live there with Elvira and we all work for him too."
"Yes but..." And then he paused. "Do you think the others would accept me?"
I smiled. "Mr. Jackson, if there is one thing I've learned about you this past week and a half; it's that you have the respect, admiration and friendship of the people who work for you. Yes, I'm quite certain that all of them would accept you."
He was silent for a moment and then he said, "I have a free evening tomorrow night and I know that Kelly is the only hostess who's assigned to work." He looked at me. "I'm sorry Timmy, John has an investor flying in from Seattle and we need your wife."
"It's all right, I understand. Kelly is good at her job. We both take pride in that."
"I glad you understand. Anyway, Mandy and I are both free and I'd already been planning to take her to dinner at the Kennsington Grill. I think I'll try to talk to her about all of this tomorrow night."
"I think that's a good idea."
Mr. Jackson nodded and then he put a hand on my shoulder. "Timmy, it's time for us to get back to our guests."
"Yes sir, I'm sure Nathan would like my help."
Smiling, Mr. Jackson gave my shoulder a quick pat and said, "Let's go."
In the parlor everyone was now seated in front of the fireplace.
Of course I immediately looked for Kelly and Tyler and found them on one of the love seats. Kelly was sitting next to Tyler with her legs tucked underneath her and one arm casually draped around his shoulder. Her thighs were pressed tightly together which seemed like a good thing because in any other position, the fringe skirt on her knit dress would have done very little to conceal her naked sex.
Mandy and Jason were on the love seat to their left. Mandy was sitting on Jason's lap.
Elvira and Wendell Tyler were sitting together on the love seat to Kelly and Tyler's right. Their hips were touching, but maybe because of their age or possibly because of Mr. Tyler's position as one of the partners, they were being much less overtly sexual.
On the love seat next to them Keisha was cuddled up to Brad. Keisha's head rested on Brad's shoulder and her arm lay casually draped across his crotch. That made me smile. Kelly and Mandy loved cocks, but I was learning that Keisha was an absolute fanatic for them. It was apparent that even when she was relaxing she liked to maintain contact with one.
Tonya occupied a brown leather arm chair to the right of Keisha and Brad. Donald Kline was kneeling submissively at her feet.
John Reynolds was standing next to the fireplace.
Except for Donald Kline, everyone had a cocktail in their hand. It appeared to me that all of them were drinking a variation of either a martini or a Manhattan. Their eyes were all focused on Tyler Greer.
"Natasha, those pink pajamas you've made Donny wear are perfect. When we come over to his house for a night of partying with Michelle she loves to treat him like a little boy." He laughed "Sometimes she even brings him up to his bedroom and tucks him into his single bed before all of us retire to her bedroom to play."
"Don't Donald and his wife sleep in the same room?" It was Kelly. She was obviously curious about this.
Tyler shook his head. "I'm not sure. I know he has a small bedroom decorated with teddy bears and cartoon characters. Michelle loves to show it to the guys when she entertains."



Everyone smiled at that revelation. I glanced at Donny. He was staring at the floor in humiliation. Knowing that he was a masochist I suspected that the humiliation he was being forced to endure was getting him incredibly excited.
After pausing for a moment Tyler said, "Michelle has a steady boyfriend. He's a large black guy named Tyrone Brown. They've been dating for several years now. I'm sure that when Marcus spends the night at the house Donny sleeps in his little bedroom."
Tonya grabbed Donald's ear and twisted is head around so that he was looking up at her. "Is that true Twinkles? When the big man comes over to see your wife does she put you in your little footie pajamas and make you sleep in your little boys room?" She was speaking to Donald like he was a four year old boy.
Donald's face was beet read as he answered. "Yes Mistress Natasha, she does"
"Can you hear her while she and the big man are having fun?"
"Yes Mistress Natasha, she leaves both doors open. She wants me to hear everything."
"Do you play with your little pee pee while you listen to the big man play with your wife?"
"No Mistress Natasha, that's not allowed. When she's entertaining other men, Michelle always makes me wear my cage."
"Do you ever get to sleep with your wife?"
"Yes Mistress Natasha, on all the nights when she's not entertaining other men."
Brad Cameron shook his head. "I stopped trying to understand their relationship a long time ago. When you see them together it's obvious that they're both madly in love with each other." He shrugged. "I've just decided to accept that that's the way they are."
Jason Foley nodded. "Hell I'm not going to start judging them. Donny's our friend and it's obvious that he really gets off on this. Hell Michelle is gorgeous and totally uninhibited in bed. She's an absolutely fabulous fuck and if Donny doesn't mind, well why should we argue?"
Tonya gently rubbed Donald's head. "Is that true Twinkles, do other men enjoy fucking your wife?"
"Yes Mistress Natasha, it seems like they do."
"Do you enjoy it when other men fuck your wife?"
Staring at the floor, his face a deep shade of crimson, Donald Kline quietly answered; "Yes Mistress Natasha, I do."
Tyler shook his head. "I know that's true, but it's still pretty fuckin hard for me to believe it. I could never watch my wife while she was partying with another guy. I guess it's okay if she plays around a little." He shrugged. "It would be pretty hypocritical of me to get upset about that. I mean I like to play around a little, but I'm careful to never throw it in her face and I'd be pretty upset if she ever threw it in mine."
Mandy sat up and looked at Tyler. "I think it's sweet that he likes to watch his wife play around with other men. To me that just means that they're sharing the fun. I also think it's nice that she likes to indulge his masochistic fantasies. They're obviously two people who enjoy making each other happy."
Jason laughed. "Oh yes, Michelle does enjoy indulging Donny's masochistic fantasies. Hell, I think it gets her off more than it does him."
I glanced at Donald. He was grinning. I suspected that his wife did have a substantial sadistic streak.
Brad Cameron shrugged. "You do have to admit that they're probably the happiest married couple that we know."
Tyler nodded. "I certainly won't try to argue with that."
"Neither would I." Jason was shaking his head.
Edward walked into the parlor and approached John Reynolds. As soon as he had his attention he stopped and gave him a slight nod. Mr. Reynolds returned the nod. After Edward had withdrawn he smiled at everyone and said, "Our butler has just informed me that our dinner is ready. Please bring your cocktails and follow me to the dining room."
Tyler Greer stood up "I don't know about the rest of you, but I'm starved."
Giggling, my wife stood up and took his arm. "Then we'd better get some food into you. I have some thoughts about how we might spend the later part of this evening and believe me buster, you're going to need all the energy you can get."
Brad Cameron laughed as he stood up. "Did you hear that Ty? Melody is planning to wear you out."
Keisha stood up and grabbed Brad's crotch. "Stud man, your friend isn't the only one who's going to need some strength tonight. You'd better eat a big dinner too."
"Jasmine, if you keep squeezing my cock like that I'm going to forget about dinner, throw you back down on that love seat and start the evening fun right now."
Still holding on to Brad's cock, Keisha lasciviously licked her lips, then she kissed his cheek and said, "Food first, then fun big boy. Right now I'm holding onto to your big friend so that you won't forget that tonight, I'm your dessert."
Winking at Keisha, Brad said; "I always have been partial to chocolate."
Laughing, Mandy stood up and pulled Jason Foley to his feet. "Come on Jas. We'd better get some food in you too. Your friends aren't the only ones who are going to need their energy after dinner."
Whap!
Everyone turned. Tonya was standing over Donald Kline. She'd just hit him across the back with her horsewhip. "Come Twinkles, training you has given me an appetite and I'm sure that you're hungry too." She smirked. "if you're a good boy I might just reward you with some scraps from my plate."
I watched Kelly and Tyler Greer follow Brad Cameron and Keisha out of the parlor. Tyler had his hand on the small of my wife's back. As they reached the door his fingers slipped down her barely covered rear, parted her fringe skirt and wormed their way between her thighs.
Kelly yelped in surprise when she felt Tyler fingering her naked sex.
Behind her Mandy giggled. "What's the matter Melody? Did that little goose surprise you?"
Laughing, Kelly said; "Yes Angela, it certainly did and I take it as an open declaration of war. Mr. wandering fingers had better be on guard during dinner. His family jewels are now fair game."
Jason Foley burst out in gales of laughter. "Did you hear that Ty? Melody says that by the time we're finished with our salads you're going to be able to sing soprano in a boys choir."
Kelly shook her head. "Oh no! I'd never do anything to actually hurt those lovely gems. They're my favorite toys. I just plan to squeeze them a little bit. I want to see if I can make Ty's dobber bob up and down during dinner."
From the hallway I heard Brad Cameron say, "This is certainly starting to look like a very interesting dinner."
Kelly and Mandy were both giggling like school girls as they disappeared into the hallway holding hands with their dates for the evening.
After helping Nathan straighten up the parlor Kirby and I were sent to the kitchen. Edward was waiting for us.
"Bunny your job is to keep the water glasses full. You'll find a crystal pitcher on the sideboard next to the wine. Cookie, you'll keep the wine glasses full. There are three bottles open and breathing on the sideboard. If we need more bottles Nathan will open them. Start with Mr. Jackson. Don't worry about any tasting rituals. He trusts us to take care of that. Just fill his glass and then work your way around the table. Once everyone's glass has been filled work with Bunny and keep the glasses full."
Looking at both of us, he asked; "Do you understand your duties?"
We both nodded.
"Very good. Remember a competent servant is rarely noticed. Now follow me to the dining room."
It did turn out to be an interesting dinner, but not for the reason Brad was suggesting. The dinner was the setting John Reynolds, Martin Jackson and Wendell Tyler used to pitch their investment plan and they took full advantage of the opportunity.
The girls were amazingly well behaved. I was quite certain that they had been instructed to stop all teasing and flirting during the business discussion.
Because he was a slave Donald Kline was of course, not allowed to occupy a seat at the table. Throughout the entire meal he was required to kneel at Tonya's feet. I knew that Mr. Kline was in fact the key financial decision maker for this group and it was obvious that his position on the floor made the presentation more difficult.
I was impressed by the steps the partners took to minimize this inconvenience. First of all Martin and John were seated at each end of the table. This allowed both of them to maintain eye contact with Donald. Tonya sat immediately to John's left. Mr. Reynolds was the primary presenter in their overture and his close proximity to Donald allowed him to speak directly to him when necessary.
Wendell Tyler and Elvira were seated on the other side of Tonya and Donald. Elvira was next to Donald. At first I wondered why Mr. Tyler hadn't been seated next to Donald, but as I watched the dinner I understood. No matter how exciting it might seem, being forced to kneel next to a dining room table wearing a pair of pink, fuzzy little boys pajamas while a group of adults are casually eating, drinking and talking is, at the very least, disconcerting. Sweet Ellie was there to subtly coddle and sooth Donald during the presentation. She did this by gently caressing Donald's shoulder, neck, cheek and hair with her fingertips while his attention was focused on John Reynolds sales pitch."
At the same time Tonya, the evil Mistress Natasha, lovingly fed Donald pieces of prime rib and forkfuls of augratin potatoes. In between bites of food she would hold her wine glass or water glass to his lips and allow him to drink."
It worked. By the end of the meal Donald was smiling enthusiastically as he listened to John Reynolds sum up the key points of the JTandR proposal.
throughout the meal I'd noticed that Tyler Greer, Brad Cameron and Jason Foley were all carefully watching Donald in an effort to gauge his reaction to the proposal. Now that he was smiling they were also smiling. It appeared that John, Martin and Wendell's presentation had been effective.
As soon as everyone was finished with their dessert and coffee Martin Jackson stood up and said, "Now that we've completed our business discussion, I think it's time for us to turn you back over to the ladies for a little evening fun."
Tyler Greer laughed. "I'm up for that."
My wife giggled as she slid her hand across his lap. "You certainly are."
Chuckling, Mr. Jackson said, "Melody, why don't you take Tyler and the others into our play house. I understand that you have a little entertainment planned for them. Isn't that right?"
Kelly smiled. "Yes Martin, we thought they might enjoy seeing us dance."
Brad Cameron grinned. "This day just keeps getting better and better."
Keisha stood up and pulled Brad up by his arm. "Lover boy, you can't even imagine the fun you're going to have tonight."
Mr. Jackson looked at Tyler, Brad and Jason. "Gentlemen, unless you need us we are now going to leave you in the care of our hostesses for the remainder of the evening. Their slaves, Bunny and Cookie will be available to see to your every need. If there is anything you desire, anything at all, just tell them. They'll get it for you."
He turned to Kirby and me. "Bunny, Cookie; the playhouse has a full bar. If anyone should happen to want more food, Doris and Maurice will be in the kitchen. If you should need anything else; Nathan, Florence, Cassie and Ben will be in the back dining room. Do you have any questions?"
Kirby and I both shook our heads and in tandem answered, "No sir."
Mandy stood up and tugged on Jason Foley's elbow. "Come on Jas, this is going to be fun."
All pretenses of the controlled business demeanor earlier displayed by Kelly, Keisha and Mandy had now disappeared. As they escorted their dates for the evening out of the dining room, all three of them were giggling, teasing and flirting like a trio of excited high school juniors.
Kirby and I followed them.
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The playhouse was actually a tiny theater. I remembered Kelly describing it to me when she first told me about Evergreen.
I glanced around the room while the men were taking their seats. A stage occupied most of the space at the end of the room opposite the door. The stage was large enough to accommodate a double bed. I knew that partly from observation, but I also knew it because my wife had described some of the sex shows that took place on this stage. This evening the only furniture on the stage was a single ornate French Provincial chair.
Three love seats, a couch and four leather arm chairs were arranged in a casual semicircle around the front of the stage. The walls of this windowless room were decorated with six floor to ceiling oil paintings depicting characters from Greek and Roman mythology engaged in graphic sex acts.
A sideboard to the left of the door served as the bar. To the right of the door there was a small table with a stereo amplifier on it. An MP3 player was connected to the amplifier.
"Bunny, Cookie we need seven rusty nails." It was Kelly. I remembered her telling me that rusty nails were an after dinner tradition at both Eagle Lake and Evergreen.
I nudged Kirby. "Come on, I'll set up the glasses and fill them with ice cubes. You can pour the liquor."
We walked over to the sideboard. As I was preparing the glasses Kirby said, "Timmy, the only Scotch here is eighteen year old Chivas Regal."
A quick look confirmed Kirby's observation. I shrugged. "I guess that must be what we're supposed to use."
Shaking his head, Kirby whispered; "Shit Timmy, I've never even tasted this stuff."
"Kirby, we both now have good jobs. Let's buy a bottle this weekend."
As Kirby measured and poured two ounces of the Scotch into each of the glasses he said, "We could do that, couldn't we."
"Kirby, we not only could do it, we can do it."
"Do you really want to? I mean it's kind of expensive."
"We'll share it with everyone. It will be fun."
As he poured an ounce of Drambuie into each of the glasses, Kirby grinned at me and said; "Life really is good, isn't it Timmy."
"Yeah Kirb, it really is."
Kirby helped me arrange the glasses on a silver serving tray. As I was carrying the drinks over to the girls and their men, Tonya walked into the room. Donald Kline was scurrying along on his hands and knees behind her. She was leading him on a leash.
"Come Twinkles, the women are going to put on a show for the men. You can watch too." Tonya led Donald over to one of the leather arm chairs. As soon as she sat down Donald took his place on his knees at her feet.
When she saw this Tonya shook her head. "No Twinkles, I don't want you to kneel. I want you to be comfortable for this show." She pulled her leather skirt up to her waist and spread her knees apart, exposing her naked pussy. "Sit between my legs."
Donald quickly repositioned himself so that he was kneeling between Tonya's parted thighs.
"No Twinkles, I instructed you to sit. I really do want you to be comfortable while you watch these three beautiful women dance."
After he'd moved so that he was actually sitting between Tonya's legs she gently pulled Donald's head back so that it was resting against her naked cunt. "That's much better Twinkles. Are you comfortable now?"
"Yes Mistress Natasha, I am."
"Twinkles you're about to watch these women dance naked for their men. That will excite the men, won't it."
"Yes Mistress Natasha, it will."
"Will it excite you Twinkles?"
"Yes Mistress Natasha, it will."
"What's going to happen to these men after the women excite them?"
"The women will have sex with them."
"Will anyone be having sex with you Twinkles?"
Everyone in the room had picked up on Tonya and Donald's conversation and all of us were now listening intently. Watching Donald, it was obvious that he was well aware of this.
Looking around, nobody was laughing or shocked or acting judgmental. All of us, especially his three friends, understood what was happening. This was a humiliation session for Donald and it was what he wanted. It was something that he craved as much as the oral sex and fucking that the other men would soon be getting.
Closing his eyes and taking a deep breath, he answered; "No Mistress Natasha, no one will be having sex with me."
"Why not Twinkles?"
"Because I'm a pathetic lover. I have a tiny little penis and I cum quickly."
I watched Donald. In his eyes I could see the combination of humiliation and excitement that he was experiencing. He was embarrassed and ashamed, but he was also thrilled. I suspected that only a submissive masochist could understand that reaction.
Tonya continued pushing him. "You're not really much of a man are, you Twinkles."
"No Mistress Natasha I'm not."
"You're more like a little boy, aren't you. That's why you're wearing those pink pajamas."
"Yes Mistress Natasha."
I glanced over at Kelly and Tyler. They were on one of the love seats. Kelly was sitting on Tyler's lap. Tyler was shaking his head while my wife slowly ran her fingers through his hair."
"Do you ever get to fuck anyone Twinkles?"
"No Mistress Natasha. My pathetic little penis is never permitted to enter a woman's vagina."
"Who's rule is that Twinkles?"
"My wife's, Mistress Natasha?"
"Are you telling me that your wife doesn't allow you to fuck her?"
"Yes Mistress Natasha."
"Is your wife celibate Twinkles?"
"No Mistress Natasha, she loves sex."
"But not with you."
"That's correct."
"So she has lovers."
"Yes Mistress Natasha."
Tonya nodded towards Brad, Tyler and Jason. "Do those men party with your wife?"
In a very quiet voice, Donald answered; "Yes Mistress Natasha."
"How does that make you feel?"
Everyone, especially Donald's three friends were now watching even more intently. The room was silent.
Donald didn't respond.
Tonya repeated her question. "Twinkles, how does that make you feel?"
The silence continued.
Tonya decided to prompt him. "Are you jealous that your friends get to fuck your wife?"
Donald thought for a moment and then he slowly shook his head. "No Mistress Natasha. I'm confident that Michelle loves me. I know that for her, sex with other men is just fun." He paused. After a second he added; "But sometimes when I'm lying in my bed listening to them playing in Michelle's bedroom, I am envious."
Out of the corner of my eye I saw Tyler Greer cock his head. I looked at him. I was certain I detected a hint of concern on his face.
"That envy excites you, doesn't it Twinkles."
"Yes Mistress Natasha it does." Donald smiled. "But there's more. Hearing the fun my wife is having with my friends also makes me happy. I love Michelle, I want her to enjoy herself."
Tonya leaned over and tenderly kissed the top of Donald's head. "Twinkles, you're a very good boy. Your wife loves you every bit as much as you love her and after this show I have her permission to give you a wonderful reward."
Tyler sighed. It was an obvious sigh of relief. And then he started to smile.
Kelly kissed Tyler's forehead. It was apparent that she'd also sensed his concern about Donald's envy. She gave his crotch a playful squeeze and stood up. Turning to me she said, "Bunny turn on the music. It's time for us to start the show."
As I turned to put my silver serving tray back on the sideboard I noticed that everyone in the room was smiling.
After dropping my tray at the bar I went over to the table next to the door and switched on the amplifier and the MP3 player that was attached to it. A rhythm and blues song started playing.
My wife walked up on to the stage and while looking directly into the eyes of the three men who were seated in front of her, started to seductively sway her hips in time to the heavy beat of the music. As she danced, Kelly put her hands on her head and ran her fingers through her long blond hair. This caused her large, barely concealed breasts to push forward as if she was offering them to the men seated on the love seats. At the same time the short yarn skirt at the bottom of her dress shimmied and jiggled from the gyration of her hips, giving everyone brief glimpses of the cleft of her shaved pussy.
After a minute Keisha rose from her seat and moved to join my wife. As she climbed the two steps at the front of the stage the attention of everyone in the room was focused on the luscious cheeks of her beautiful coffee colored ass, left exposed by the oval cutout in the back of her yellow satin mesh dress.
Still moving in time to the music, Kelly greeted Keisha with a kiss. It wasn't a polite peck on the cheek. This was a lusty full blown kiss on the mouth. While the two women kissed their hands roamed freely, touching and fondling each other like two lovers caught up in a frenzy of unbridled passion.
In front of me Brad Cameron clapped his hands one time and said, "Oh yeah, I love seeing two women kiss like that."
On the next love seat Tyler Greer shook his head and said, "Damn, it is hot. Look at 'em fondling each others tits."
While Tyler was making his comment Mandy stood up. As she walked towards the stage Kelly broke of her kiss with Keisha. Both women turned and looked at Mandy. Kelly sensually licked her lips and wiggled her finger. It was a command. Mandy nodded her head and walked directly to Kelly. As soon as she reached her, Kelly put her arms around Mandy and gave her a kiss that was every bit as sexually charged as the one she'd just given to Keisha.
While Mandy and Kelly were kissing Keisha stepped behind Mandy and pulled her lace skirt down to her ankles exposing her cute little rear. After Mandy stepped out of the skirt Kelly broke off their kiss and turned Mandy around so that she was facing the men. For a moment I stared, captivated by the sight of her shaved camel toe pussy.
Kelly still had her arms wrapped around Mandy, but her hug had turned into a hold. While Kelly held on to her, Keisha began pulling Mandy's lace top over her head. Mandy submissively raised her arms, allowing Keisha to pull her top all the way off and toss it to the side of the stage. Now except for her sandals and jewelry Mandy was completely naked.
Continuing to hold on to her with her left arm, Kelly slipped her right hand down to Mandy's sex and put first one and then two fingers into her. At the same time Keisha started twisting and pinching Mandy's nipples. All three women continued to move in time to the music.
Tyler laughed. "This is so fuckin hot it's unbelievable."
Keisha winked at him and then she placed her hands on Mandy's shoulders and began pushing her to the floor. Kelly released Mandy from her arm hold and allowed her to fall gently to her knees. Mandy's face was now directly in front of my wife's cunt.
Keisha walked behind my wife, unfastened the knit waist band of her dress, pulled it off over her head and tossed it to the side of the stage. Now, except for her high heeled sandals and pearls Kelly was completely naked.
Moving alongside Mandy, Keisha placed her hand on the back of her head and gently pushed Mandy's face into my wife's cunt.
Brad Cameron shook his head. "Do you see that Jason? Jasmine's making Angela eat Melody's pussy."
"Yeah I see it Brad. These women put on one hell of a show."
Tyler laughed. "Right now I'm so turned on I think my balls might burst."
I smiled at Tyler's comment while I watched my wife. Her eyes were closed and she was biting her lower lip. There wasn't any question in my mind that she was enjoying the action of Mandy's tongue, but I knew Kelly. There was more. She was an exhibitionist. Knowing that these men were watching her and were aroused by what they were seeing, made it even more exciting for her.
Keisha released her hold on Mandy's head. Kelly must have sensed it because she opened her eyes. She and Keisha exchanged a quick glance and then Keisha walked over to the chair, turned it around and bent over with her hands resting on the back of the chair.
Her gorgeous brown ass, fully exposed by the oval cutout in the back of her yellow dress was now facing the men. As Keisha wiggled her butt in time to the music Kelly pushed Mandy's face away from her cunt, walked over to Keisha and began caressing her naked rear. At the same time she wiggled her finger at Mandy, beckoning her to join them.
Now fully revealing her submissive persona Mandy crawled over to Keisha and kneeled directly behind her gorgeous ass.
While Mandy was crawling into position Kelly unzipped the back of Keisha's dress, pulled it up over her head and tossed it to the side of the stage with the other discarded clothing. All three women were now wearing only their jewelry and their sandals.
Staring into Mandy's eyes, Kelly began caressing the soft round cheeks of Keisha's rear. After a moment she slipped a hand between Keisha's thighs and pushed two fingers into her wet sex. After finger fucking her for a few seconds she pulled her two glistening fingers out of Keisha's cunt and rubbed them against Mandy's lips and nose. Mandy responded by extending her tongue and licking Kelly's fingers like they were an erect penis that had just been fucking Keisha.
I glanced around. Tyler, Brad and Jason were watching the show in rapt silence. I noticed that Brad was slowly rubbing his cock through his trousers. I was quite certain that it was an unconscious act and that he'd have been very embarrassed if either of his friends had noticed what he was doing.
After letting Mandy lick her fingers for a few seconds, Kelly placed both of her hands on Keisha's cheeks and pulled them apart, momentarily exposing her tight little anus. Then with a mischievous grin on her face Kelly wiggled her finger at Mandy, beckoning her to move forward.
Mandy crawled closer to Keisha and pulled her cheeks apart again. Kelly placed her hand on the back of Mandy's head and gently pushed her face down to the parted crevice of Keisha's ass.
"Damn, she's going to lick Jasmine's asshole." It was Tyler Greer, he was breathless with excitement."
Jason Foley nodded. "It doesn't surprise me, Angela is without a doubt the most uninhibited woman I have ever been with. She's even wilder than Donny's wife."
As Kelly was pressing Mandy's face into Keisha's rear, Mandy reached around Keisha's thighs and hugged her while she passionately kissed and licked her asshole.
Brad Cameron chuckled. "Gentleman, at this moment I do believe that we are in the company of four of the wildest, most uninhibited women on this planet."
Tonya laughed. 'Now that's a serious compliment."
Brad grinned at her. "It was meant as one."
Kelly had been massaging Mandy's cunt while Mandy kissed and licked Keisha's asshole, but when she heard the sounds of the conversation behind her she stopped. Another rhythm and blues song was playing so it was difficult for her to understand what was being said. Turning around she asked with a grin, "What are all of you carrying on about?"
Donald Kline was still sitting between Tonya's legs with his head resting against her naked sex. As she gently stroked his cheek she said, "Brad just suggested that we might be the four wildest, most uninhibited women on this planet."
Mandy and Keisha both stood up and turned around. Giggling, Mandy said, "Oh yes, I like that." She stepped off the stage and walked over to Jason Foley. As she pulled him out of his love seat, she said; "Why don't you take me up to your room so that I can show you just how uninhibited and wild I really am."
Tyler Greer laughed. "Damn Jason, you'd better not pass up an invitation like that."
As Mandy was leading Jason out of the playhouse he called over his shoulder. "Believe me buddy, I won't."
Staring at Brad Cameron Keisha slowly sashayed off the stage. She stood in front of him lasciviously licking her lips while she fingered her slippery cunt. "Big boy, are you ready to go to your room and play?"
Taking a deep breath, Brad stood up and said; "Most definitely."
Keisha took her fingers out of her pussy. They were wet with the moisture of her arousal. Gently rubbing them against Brad's lips, she and seductively said; "Then what are we waiting for?"
Brad smiled at her as he licked her dew off of his lips, then he gave her naked rear end a playful pat and said, "Let's go."
My wife was still standing on the stage. Except for her pearls and high heeled sandals, she was nude. Her long blond hair fell loosely on her shoulders. She was absolutely stunning.
I looked at Tyler Greer. He was smiling. I understood the reason for his smile. He knew that this beautiful woman was his for the entire night. He stood up and gave Kelly a slight nod. It was a small gesture, but its meaning was very clear. He was telling her that she didn't have to ask, he wanted her and he wanted her now.
Kelly slowly walked off the stage and over to Tyler. Her eyes were focused on him and only on him. It was obvious to me that at that moment my wife belonged to Tyler Greer. Feelings of jealousy and envy swept through me. In an effort to control my emotions I took a deep breath and bit my lower lip.
Wrapping her arms around Tyler's shoulders, Kelly pulled him to her and kissed him hard on the lips. Tyler responded. As he kissed her back I watched him slide his hand to Kelly's naked breast. At the same time her hand dropped to Tyler's crotch. Her fingers found his erect penis and gripped it through his trousers.
Maintaining my composure while I watched my wife and Tyler Greer took every bit of emotional control that I could muster. I had to keep reminding myself that this didn't mean anything to Kelly. For her it was just fun and of course, her job.
After a moment Kelly broke off the kiss and stepped back. Gazing into Tyler's eyes, she whispered; "Let's go up to your room."
Tyler slowly nodded and then he put his arm around my naked wife's waist and guided her towards the door. As they disappeared into the hallway I closed my eyes and sighed.
"Come Twinkles, it's time for you to get your reward."
I'd been so focused on Kelly and Tyler that I'd forgotten that Tonya and Donald Kline were still in the room.
Tonya was already standing. She reached down, pulled Donald to his feet and gave his leash a gentle tug. As she led him to the door, she said; "Did you enjoy the show the women put on for the men?"
"Yes Mistress Natasha, I did."
"You were envious when Angela was licking Jasmine's ass, weren't you Twinkles."
"Yes I was Mistress Natasha."
"We're going to your room. When we get there would you like to lick my ass?"
"Yes Mistress Natasha, I'd like that very much." Donald paused for a moment and then he said, "Mistress Natasha, may I ask a question?"
"Yes Twinkles, go ahead."
"Is that my reward?"
As they walked out the door Tonya said; "Twinkles honey, that is just going to be the beginning of your reward."
Suddenly I felt a hand on my shoulder. "Timmy, how are you doing?" It was Kirby.
I turned and smiled at him. "I'm all right, how are you doing?"
He shrugged. "I'm okay too. I think it may have been a little bit easier for me."
"What makes you say that?"
"Tonya was just being a dom with Donald. I think that was much less stressful for me than if she'd been treating him like a lover."



"You mean like what Kelly was doing with Tyler."
"Yeah, seeing Tonya kiss Donald like Kelly was kissing Tyler right before they went upstairs to his room would have been difficult for me."
I smiled. "It's funny, seeing her kiss Tyler like that was much more difficult than watching her suck his cock this afternoon when they were out by the pool." I shook my head. "I just keep reminding myself that she doesn't love these other men, she loves me. The other men are nothing more than a little amusement for her."
Kirby sighed. "I'm certain that in the very near future I'm going to be around Tonya while she's treating another man like a lover. When that happens I'm going to have to remember what you just told me."
I patted Kirby on the shoulder. "Don't worry buddy, you'll get used to it and Tonya will help you."
He looked at me with a puzzled expression. "What do you mean?"
"It's obvious that she cares about you and I'm sure she doesn't want to lose you, so she's going to keep reassuring you that you're the only man in her life who matters to her. That's what Kelly does with me. Believe me Kirb, it really does help."
Slowly nodding, Kirby said; "I'm sure it does, but getting used to it is still going to be difficult."
"Bunny, Cookie; it's time for your break." It was Florence. Cassie was right behind her. They stormed into the room like a pair of tornadoes tearing across the Kansas plains and immediately started picking up the dirty glasses.
Cassie smiled at us. "While you and the ladies were taking care of the guests, we've all been relaxing in the back dining room. Now it's your turn for a break. Go see Maurice and Doris, they have some wonderful treats for you."
I looked at Kirby. He shrugged.
Apparently we didn't reacting quickly enough. Florence, who had started wiping off the leather chairs and love seats, suddenly turned and began whipping her dust cloth at us. "Shoo! Shoo! Get out of here, go take your break."
As Florence backed us towards the door Cassie was giggling, but then she stopped and in a serious voice said; "You really do want to go to the back dining room. Maurice and Doris have made some absolutely fabulous sandwiches out of the left over prime rib."
Kirby grinned at me. "Timmy my friend, I think we're being given a message."
I laughed "Yeah Kirb, let's get out of here."
Kirby bowed politely to Florence and Cassie. "Ladies I'm sure we'll see you later."
Grinning, Florence snapped her dust cloth at him one more time and then she shouted; "Go! Get out of here. Go have sandwiches and beer."
Cassie started giggling again. She was still giggling as we made our hurried exit.
Once we reached the safety of the formal dining room Kirby looked at me and said, "Did Florence say beer?"
"Yes buddy, I believe that she did. Does that interest you?"
"Timmy, I'm an old navy man. When we were on liberty we lived on beer."
The kitchen was deserted so we passed right through to the back dining room. It was alive with activity. Doris, Ben, Maurice, Nathan and Edward were all sitting around the table. That wasn't unexpected. What surprised me was that Martin Jackson, John Reynolds, Wendell Tyler and Elvira were sitting there with them.
As soon as they heard us come into the room everyone stopped talking and turned. They all smiled at us. Edward and Martin Jackson both stood up. Mr. Jackson pulled two more chairs over to the table and placed one on each side of his chair. There already were two empty chairs at the table, but I assumed that those belonged to Cassie and Florence.
Edward walked over to us while Mr. Jackson was getting our chairs. "Timmy, Kirby; please come in and sit down. We're having a late night snack. It's kind of a tradition at Evergreen. He gestured towards the sideboard that served as a bar. "There's a cooler of beer next to the bar. If you prefer please feel free to make a cocktail or have a glass of wine. You'll find an open bottle of the Merlot that we served in the main dining room tonight. It's very good. We got it from a private vineyard in Napa. They only made a hundred cases."
Kirby went straight to the beer cooler. I followed him. After opening it he paused for a moment and then he turned to me. "Timmy this is like a treasure chest. This is an amazing selection of great beers."
I glanced at the table. Everyone was watching Kirby. He rummaged around in the cooler. After a moment he pulled out a dark green bottle.
As Kirby was opening the bottle Doris said; "Maurice, do you see what he chose."
Maurice nodded. "Yes Doris, I do." He stood up and raised a half full glass of beer in salute. "Kirby my friend, it appears that we are both aficionados of Pilsner Urquell."
Kirby held up his bottle. "To the Czechs, they make a great beer." And then he took a drink.
Laughing, Maurice said, "The French know how to cook, but when you want a great beer you have to go to eastern Europe."
Doris said, "Kirby, you'll find some beer glasses on the sideboard."
John Reynolds smiled. "Doris, Kirby is an old navy man. I suspect that he prefers to drink from the bottle."
Kirby was a little disconcerted by the two comments. I was quite certain that he'd never even considered the possibility of using a glass. He started to nervously stammer out, "I um, if it's okay, I guess I'd like to..."
Martin Jackson, who was still standing, recognized my friend's discomfort and immediately came to his rescue. He quickly walked over to him and put a hand on his shoulder. "Kirby, this is the back dining room. Here comfort is paramount. Please feel free to drink from the bottle."
Kirby smiled.
"So Timmy, what are you going to choose?" It was Wendell Tyler. I think he'd also noticed Kirby's embarrassment and was trying to shift everyone's attention away from him.
I picked up the bottle of Merlot. "I'm really not much of a beer drinker." Quickly glancing at Maurice, I added; "Sorry, I don't mean to disappoint you."
He gave me a casual wave. "Do not be concerned. I'm French, wine is my first love. Beer is only a mistress with whom I occasionally dally."
John Reynolds held up a glass of the wine. "Timmy, this wine is fabulous. You really should have some."
"If no one minds, I really would like to try it."
"Please pour a glass for yourself and then come over here and sit down." Martin Jackson was now standing behind his chair. As I poured a glass of the wine he gestured towards the empty chair on his right. "Kirby please sit here." Gesturing to the other chair he said; "Timmy, please sit here."
As Kirby and I were taking our seats Nathan got up and went to the sideboard that held the china. He picked up two plates, two butter knives and two napkins. Setting them in front of Kirby and me he nodded towards the plate of sliced roast beef, basket of rolls, slab of butter and bowl of white sauce in the center of the table. "Those are Doris's rolls. They're one of her specialties and a favorite at Evergreen. She took them out of the oven less than an hour ago."
I glanced at Doris. She was blushing.
Nathan continued. "She sliced up the leftover prime rib from tonight's dinner and Maurice made the sauce. It's his special horseradish sauce."
As soon as we were settled John Reynolds passed the food over to Kirby. He politely took one roll.
Edward shook his head. "Kirby, Maurice and Doris's feelings will be hurt if you and Timmy don't each eat at least two or three sandwiches."
Next to me, Ben said; "And it's never a good idea to upset the cooks."
From across the table Elvira whispered, "It's okay Cookie. The rolls are small and there's plenty. They really do want you to have several sandwiches." She looked around the table. "Sometimes my sweet friend is just a little shy."
As everyone nodded in understanding, Kirby put two more rolls on his plate and then he passed the basket to me. I took two rolls.
Cassie and Florence returned while we were making our sandwiches. They both took bottles of Heineken out of the beer cooler. Once they were seated Martin Jackson looked at Nathan and said, "When Kirby and Timmy came in you were telling us about the Caribbean cruise that you took with your wife last week. I found it very interesting. I've never been on a cruise. Please tell us more."
While I ate my sandwiches and listened to Nathan describe the cruise, it occurred to me that Kelly and I had never taken a vacation. The cruise sounded like fun. I wished that Kelly was there so that she could also hear Nathan's story. That made me remember where my wife really was and what she was doing. At that moment Kelly was in Tyler Greer's bedroom, just one floor above us. A wave of envy tinged with a touch of jealousy crept into my heart as I pictured my naked wife lying on her back in Tyler's bed. He was on top of her. Kelly was screaming with delight as he pumped his big hard cock in and out of her slippery wet cunt.
I took a deep breath and reminded myself that in a few hours or at least by morning Kelly would come back to me and Tyler would be leaving. Then my wife would be with me and for Tyler she would just be a memory.
That made me feel a little bit better and then I started thinking about college. I remembered all those wonderful nights that I spent writing stories in Kelly's dorm room while I waited for her to come home from a date. Other than occasionally missing Kelly, I never felt sad on any of those nights. I knew that she was just out having fun and as soon as she was done she would come back to her room to be with me. After I ate her pussy she'd give me a blow job and then we'd sit up talking, laughing and fooling around until dawn.
I shook my head. I didn't have any reason to be upset or concerned. Kelly was still Kelly and I was still her little cuckold, her little submissive masochistic cuckold. Yes, at this very moment she was upstairs in bed with another man; but so what. That's what my wife does. That's what she's always done and that's what she'll always do. Kelly loves sex with lots of different men and it never means anything to her. For her it's just fun.
Now, being able to look at it from that perspective, the image of Tyler Greer on top of my wife, pumping his huge hard cock in and out of her slippery wet cunt started to get me excited. I felt my tiny penis trying to grow inside the confines of my cock cage.
I smiled. When you're tired and a little stressed it's very easy to get confused.
"Timmy, have you and Kelly ever been on a cruise?" It was Edward.
Startled, I glanced around the table. Everyone was looking at me. I hadn't been paying attention to the conversation, so it took me a moment to process the question.
While I was thinking Kirby chuckled and said; "I do believe that my buddy was off in la la land."
Florence shrugged. "I can't say that I blame him. His wife is upstairs in bed with another man."
Cassie looked at me. "Timmy, is that what you were thinking about? Does it bother you?"
"I don't know why it should." We all turned and looked at Doris. She smiled. "Do any of you question the depth of Kelly's love for Timmy."
Ben laughed. "That would be foolish." Glancing around the table, he asked; "How long have we known Kelly? About a year now?"
Everyone nodded.
"During that time, Timmy is all that she's ever talked about." He leaned forward so that he could look down the table at me. "Timmy, did you know that you can walk on water?"
I smiled at him.
Cassie looked up and down the table. "I agree with Ben and Doris. Timmy doesn't have a thing to worry about. Kelly loves him and that's all there is to it. Also, I applaud the fact that he's secure enough as a man to allow his wife to have a little fun on the side once in a while.
Nathan grinned. "Cassie, Kelly's a hostess. She has more than a little fun. She has a whole lotta fun and she has it all the time."
Cassie rolled her eyes. "That's because it's her job and that makes it even less of an issue."
Shaking his head, Nathan asked; "Why is that?"
Doris stepped right in. "Because it's business and that makes the threat of emotional entanglements even less likely."
Edward quietly asked, "Do you see emotional involvement as the biggest concern in extramarital liaisons?"
Cassie nodded. "I do. I mean as long as everyone understands that it's just a little fun on the side, who cares."
Florence turned to her. "Do you cheat on Marcus?"
"No I do not cheat on him." Cassie smiled. "I do have an occasional fling, we both do. I love a little strange once in a while and so does Marcus; but when we do it, it's only with each others knowledge and blessing."
Shaking her head, Florence said, "You let Marcus fool around?"
"I certainly do. He loves white pussy. This is South Carolina, a big black cock is an irresistible taboo for lots of the white women here. My Marcus is well endowed." Cassie giggled. "Very well endowed. He has about a dozen middle aged white ladies who he enjoys on a regular basis. "
"And that doesn't bother you?"
"Why should it? They're all married to wealthy men. None of them are foolish enough to trade their expensive houses, fancy cars and country club memberships for a big cock; especially when they know how easy it is to get all they want on the side. Besides, Marcus is my man. He loves me, he'd never run off with one of those women." She giggled. "Of course it helps that he knows that if he ever did run off with one of them I'd hunt him down and cut off his balls."
We all chuckled.
Doris looked at Ben. "Ben, you're a big, handsome man. Do you have a stable of married white women?"
Ben smiled and shook his head. "I understand what Cassie is talking about. I suppose if I sent out the right signals it wouldn't be too hard, but I never have."
"Why not?"
"When we were first married, if either of us had needed a little extra on the side it would have been Sarah. She was insatiable. That woman nearly wore me out."
Everyone laughed.
He waited until we were quiet, then he said, "Ever since Sarah got sick it's been important for her to be confident that I'll always be there for her. I could never do anything that might shake that confidence, so I choose to not play around."
All of us quietly nodded.
There was a brief lull in the conversation. Edward chose that moment to discreetly stand up and quietly slip out of the room. No one seemed to pay any attention. I assumed that he was making sure that the guests had everything that they needed.
As soon as he was gone Elvira said, "My late husband Max and I were married for fifty-one years and I cuckolded him for that entire time. Max loved it. Just thinking about me in bed with another man was enough to get him excited. There was nothing he loved more than eating my pussy when I came home from a date."
Cassie giggled. "I'm not sure I could ever get Marcus to do that."
Elvira smiled at her. "I think my Max was a little more submissive than your Marcus."
"Marcus can be very submissive to me, but I think maybe in different ways."
Elvira nodded and then she continued. "There were times when I dated the same man for an extended period of time. I suppose you could say that I occasionally had a steady boyfriend. When that happened I had to be careful to constantly reassure Max that he was the only man I would ever truly love and the only man who really mattered to me."
Wendell Tyler quietly said; "Confidence, trust and security, those seem to be the keys. Elvira and Max had an unshakeable trust in their love for each other. It's apparent that Timmy and Kelly and Cassie and Marcus share that same level of trust. That allows them to play around without hurting each other. Sarah's illness has shaken her self confidence and made her vulnerable. Ben is wise enough to recognize that, so he chooses to avoid doing anything that might make Sarah question the depth of his love for her."
"Leave it to the wise old sage of JTandR to sum up this conversation." Martin Jackson smiled at his good friend across the table. "Well wise old sage, you and Elvira seem to be developing a serious relationship. Are you going to allow her to cuckold you?"
Mr. Tyler laughed. "Absolutely! In fact, she already is. She has a boyfriend named Wolfgang, She's made it clear to me that her relationship with him is purely physical. She enjoys him and I can't think of any reason that she should have to give him up."
Elvira kissed Wendell on the cheek. "And my sweet man loves his regular hand jobs from Kelly. As long as Timmy doesn't mind, I don't see why he should have to stop getting those."
The entire group looked at me.
I grinned at Elvira and Wendell. "No, I don't think that's a problem. Right now Kelly is upstairs in bed with another man and I'm guessing that she's giving him more than just a hand job."
Martin Jackson sputtered. "I sure hope he's getting more than..." He stopped himself in mid sentence and shook his head. "Timmy, please forgive me. I spoke without thinking. I didn't mean to offend you."
I smiled at him. "It's all right sir, you didn't offend me. In fact, I'm glad that we had this discussion." I looked around the table. "I hope that because of it, you can now all feel free to speak openly with me about what my wife does for JTandR." Then, winking at Mr. Jackson, I said; "Sir I know Kelly and I can assure you that right now Mr. Greer is getting a whole lot more than just a hand job."
Everyone laughed.
While we were laughing Edward walked back into the room. He immediately went over to John Reynolds and whispered in his ear.
Mr. Reynolds nodded and then he stood up. Looking at Martin Jackson and Wendell Tyler, he said; "Gentleman, business calls."
Mr. Jackson and Mr. Tyler both stood. As Mr. Jackson was following Mr. Reynolds and Edward out of the back dining room Wendell Tyler leaned over and kissed Elvira's cheek. "My dear, please excuse me. This shouldn't take very long."
Elvira flashed him a quick smile and then he turned and walked out the door.
After the three partners were gone there was a brief moment of silence and then Nathan said, "So Timmy, you never answered my original question. Have you and Kelly ever taken a cruise?"
I shook my head. "No, while Kelly and I were in school neither of us had any money. We couldn't afford expensive vacations. When we graduated Kelly immediately started working for JtandR. After that she never seemed to be able to find the time for a vacation. I gather that all of you know about the troubles we had."
Everyone nodded.
"Now that I know what Kelly really does for the firm and she no longer has to hide her activities from me, we've been able to put those troubles behind us. I'm hoping that In the very near future we'll be able to find the time to start taking an occasional vacation."
Doris asked, "Timmy, where would you like to go?"
I shrugged. "I don't know, there are so many wonderful possibilities. In the last year Kelly's done quite a bit of traveling for JTandR, but I've never been anywhere. I've never been to Europe." I laughed. "What am I talking about. I've never even been to New York or Washington D.C. This trip to South Carolina is the farthest I've ever been from home."
Florence smiled. "Last summer Clay was able to get away from the service station for a few days, so we took a short trip to Washington D.C.. It was wonderful. We saw the White House, the Capitol and all the monuments.'
Next to her, Cassie said; "When we went to London for Edward's brother's funeral we got to spend a day sight seeing. I loved seeing Buckingham Palace and the Tower of London."
Doris nodded. "And the British Museum, I could have spent an entire week there."
That began an animated discussion of wonderful places to visit and things to do. The travel stories were fascinating and I could easily have sat up all night listening to them, but after about an hour Edward returned to the back dining room and walked directly over to Kirby and me.



"Gentlemen, Mr. Jackson, Mr. Tyler and Mr. Reynolds would like you to join them in the formal dining room."
I stared at Edward. "They want us? Kirby and me?"
Edward curtly responded, "Yes, now please come with me. We don't want to keep them waiting."
Kirby and I both quickly rose, excused ourselves and followed Edward out of the back dining room and into the kitchen. Martin Jackson was waiting for us by the door to the formal dining room.
"Kirby, Timmy; Donald Kline would like to have a few words alone with the two of you."
Kirby looked at Mr. Jackson with a shocked expression. "Us, he wants to talk to us? And alone?" He shook his head. "I don't know Mr. Jackson, I'll do anything for you, anything at all; but I'm just an old navy cook. I don't know anything about high finance. I'm afraid I might screw up your business deal."
Mr. Jackson smiled. "Don't worry Kirby, you can't do anything that could harm this current deal and you might be able to help us build a long term financial relationship with this man."
"You're sure?"
"Yes, I'm sure. Just be yourselves and everything will be fine."
He put a hand on each of our shoulders and gave us a gentle push towards the door. "Let's go into the dining room. I'll get you settled and then I'll leave you alone."
Donald Kline was sitting by himself at one end of the dining room table. There was a glass of what looked like straight scotch whisky in front of him. As soon as he saw us come in he stood up. The pink pajamas were gone. He was now wearing a white dress shirt open at the collar and a pair of dark gray wool slacks.
We walked over to him.
"Donald, this is Tim Jamieson." I was a little surprised to hear Mr. Jackson use my real name.
Mr. Kline nodded. "Yes we talked in the hallway outside the playhouse." He extended his hand. "Tim, it's a pleasure to actually meet you."
I shook his hand and said, "Mr. Kline, it's a pleasure to meet you too. Please call me Timmy."
"Thank you Timmy, please call me Donny."
Turning to Kirby, he again extended his hand. "And you are Tonya's Kirby."
Kirby glanced at Mr. Jackson with a puzzled expression.
Mr. Jackson smiled. "It's all right Kirby, Donald is a friend and for him the evening's games are now over. Real names are perfectly acceptable."
Kirby smiled and shook Donald's hand. "Mr. Kline I'm pleased to meet you."
"Please call me Donny and I would like it very much if I could call you Kirby."
Kirby nodded. "Yes sir." Stopping abruptly, he corrected himself. "I mean Donny."
Mr. Jackson put his arm around Kirby's shoulder. "Donald, my friend is just a little shy. I'm sure that he would be very happy if you called him Kirby."
Kirby smiled at Donald and nervously said, "Yes, I would like that."
Mr. Jackson patted Kirby's shoulder and then he walked over to the sideboard that served as a bar. "Donald is having a glass of eighteen year old Chivas Regal. Could I pour one for each of you?"
Kirby looked at me and smiled.
I smiled back at him and then I said to Mr. Jackson; "Thank you sir, that would be very nice."
While Mr. Jackson was pouring our whiskys Donald gestured to the chairs on either side of his and said; "Gentlemen, please sit down and make yourselves comfortable."
I glanced at Mr. Jackson. He gave me a quick nod.
As soon as Kirby and I were seated Mr. Jackson brought our drinks over. As he set them in front of us he said, "If you need anything, all of us will be in the back dining room. Now if you'll excuse me, I'll leave the three of you alone so that you can talk."
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After Mr. Jackson left the room Donny looked at me and said, "Martin told me that you're married to Melody, the woman who's entertaining Tyler tonight. He said that her real name is Kelly. Is that correct?"
"Yes sir, Melody is my wife and her real name is Kelly."
"Timmy I would prefer it if you didn't call me sir. I would very much like the three of us to be equals."
Smiling at him, I said; "I'll try Donny, but it might be difficult. You're a millionaire and I, well I haven't done very much since I graduated from college."
Donny chuckled. "Actually Timmy, I'm a billionaire."
Kirby shook his head. "That makes it even more difficult. I'm just a retired navy cock. I don't think I've ever met a millionaire, let alone a billionaire."
"Actually Kirby, I'm quite certain that Martin, John and Wendell are all billionaires and Tyler Greer, Jason Foley and Brad Cameron are worth at least a hundred million dollars each."
Donny paused or a moment and then he grinned and added; "And then of course there is the lovely and exotic Natasha. Yes, I'm referring to your girlfriend Tonya. During the past two years Martin has had me handle some investments for her. I know that her total assets now approach thirty million dollars."
Kirby stared at him in shock. After a moment he quietly said, "Tonya? I knew that she had some money, but I never realized..." He shook his head. "What could possibly make her want to hang around with someone like me?"
"Because you're a kind and gentle man who cares about her. You're also willing to accept who she is and how she made her money without judging her." Donny put his hand on Kirby's shoulder. "Listen to me, Tonya knows how proud you are and she's terrified that you'll leave her when you find out how much money she actually has. Kirby she's already madly in love with you and she's worried sick that she's going to lose you over this."
"How do you know that?"
"After we left the playhouse we went up to my room. She did a very erotic strip tease for me and then she pulled down my pajama bottoms, took off my cock cage and gave me the world's sweetest blow job." He looked at Kirby. "I hope I'm not upsetting you by telling you that."
Kirby shook his head. "No, it's all right. I kind of assumed something like that was going to happen. I gather that was the special surprise she was talking about."
"Actually it wasn't"
Kirby stared at him with a puzzled expression. "It wasn't?"
"No, it wasn't"
"May I ask what the special surprise was?" I was now very curious.
Donny turned to me and smiled. "Yes Timmy, you may. In fact I'm glad that you want to know. After we finish this conversation about money, it will be a good transition to the other topic that I want to discuss with the two of you tonight."
He paused for a moment and then he said, "But first let me answer the question that Kirby asked me a minute ago. After Tonya finished giving me that wonderful blow job we sat on my bed and talked for almost an hour. At first we talked about her finances and possible future investment plans. Personal goals are an important part of investment planning, so the conversation quickly shifted to her relationship with you Kirby. Now do you understand why we ended up talking about you?"
Kirby nodded. "Yes sir, I mean Donny. Yes I do, thank you."
Donny looked at Kirby. "You are huge part of Tonya's plans for the future. She's a wonderful woman and Kirby, you seem to be a wonderful man. She already loves you and she's made the decision that she wants to spend the rest of her life with you. Please don't let her wealth come between the two of you.'
"I don't know if I can be a kept man."
Shaking his head, Donny said, "Kirby, she doesn't want you to be a kept man and you wouldn't be a kept man. You have a pension from the navy, correct?"
"Yes."
"And you drive a Lincoln for JTandR, right."
"Yes."
"Does Martin pay you a good income?"
Kirby smiled. "Yes, he's very generous."
"If you were to leave Tonya and live on your own would you be comfortable?"
Laughing, Kirby said; "Yes, I'd be very comfortable. I'm about to start bringing home three times as much money as I've ever earned in my entire life."
"It doesn't sound to me like you'd be a kept man."
"But Tonya's a millionaire."
"Yes and she's worked very hard to amass that fortune. Kirby, how many men do you think she had to have sex with in order to earn that much money?"
"I don't know, a lot I guess."
"Let's think about it. Tonya is forty-two."
"Yes she is."
"And she went to work for JTandR about five years ago, isn't that right."
"That's about right, It was a gradual process. At first she was a call girl that they hired on a regular basis."
Donny nodded and then he said, "Let's say that she started in the business when she was twenty."
"Actually I think she was eighteen."
"Let's be conservative and call it twenty. That means she worked as an escort for about seventeen years. "
Kirby nodded. "Okay."
"How many weeks a year do you think she worked?"
Smiling, Kirby said; "I think she worked all the time."
"Okay, let's say that she worked five days a week for forty-eight weeks a year. Again were being conservative in our estimate."
Donald paused. I think he was giving us an opportunity to assimilate everything he'd said so far. After a moment he continued. "How many men do you think she saw in a day?"
"She told me that sometimes it was as many as six or seven."
"Why don't we call it four."
Kirby nodded in agreement.
"All right, four men a day, five days a week for forty-eight weeks a year. That means she saw roughly nine hundred and sixty men a year. For ease of computation let's say that she saw a thousand men a year."
Shaking his head, Kirby quietly said, "Seventeen thousand men."
"I'm sure that she had a lot of regular customers so it wasn't seventeen thousand different men. It was probably more like five or six thousand."
"Five or six thousand different men? Are you trying to convince me to stop seeing Tonya?"
"No Kirby, I'm not. What I'm trying to do is help you appreciate just what she had to do to get her thirty million dollars. Kirby this woman worked hard and she was frugal. She didn't spend her money on drugs, designer clothes, fancy cars, big houses or expensive jewelry. She saved it and when she had enough saved she invested it. JTandR bought her the Mercedes. She used to drive a small Chevrolet. She still buys her clothes at T.J. Maxx. She lives in an apartment and she wears department store jewelry. Kirby, it's time for Tonya to start spending her money and she wants to be able to spend it with you."
"But if she starts spending her money, won't she go broke?"
Donny smiled. "Leave that to Martin Jackson, John Reynolds, Wendell Tyler and me. They used to say that the first million was the hardest to make. Now it's more like the first ten million, but she has that. Don't worry Kirby, we'll make sure that you and Tonya never run out of money."
Kirby thought about all of this for a moment and then he turned and looked at me. He didn't say anything. I don't think he knew what to say.
I smiled at him. "Face it Kirb, you've got a rich girlfriend."
Kirby shook his head. "But I don't want a rich girlfriend. I just want Tonya."
Donny chuckled. "Unfortunately Kirby, she comes with the money."
He sighed. "All right, what should I do?"
"first of all you need to reassure her. You need to tell her that you know about her money and that it doesn't make any difference to you. She needs to know that you still want to be with her."
"But then won't she worry that I'm just hanging around with her because of her money?"
"No Kirby, she won't. She recognizes the depth of your character. Above all else she trusts you."
Kirby shrugged. "It doesn't matter, I'll never be able to hang on to her."
Donny stared at him. "What do you mean?
"I'm nothing but a fat old ugly retired navy cook who's arms are covered with tattoos. Tonya is a beautiful, middle aged woman and she's a millionaire. It won't be long before rich playboys and movie stars are flocking around her."
Shaking his head, Donny said; "Kirby, Kirby, Kirby, give Tonya some credit and give yourself some too. You are not just a," He smiled. "How did you just put it? A fat old ugly retired navy cook who's arms are covered with tattoos?"
Kirby nodded.
Donny smiled. "No Kirby, when Tonya looks at you that is not what she sees. She sees a kind and gentle man who knows how to love. That's what Tonya wants and I am certain that she would give up every dollar she's ever made just to be able to spend the rest of her life being loved by a man like you."
Donny paused. He appeared to be thinking about his next words. Finally he said, "Kirby, Tonya's spent her entire adult life having sex with men; old men, young men, fat men, thin men, kind men and I'm sure sometimes crude men. That life has taught her that beauty is not in the face or the abs or the pecs or the butt or even the cock. She's learned that beauty is in the heart. Kirby, you have an enormous heart and it's filled with love. Tonya wants your heart and she doesn't care about anything else. "
For a moment all three of us were silent. I know that I was deeply moved and looking at him I was certain that Kirby was too.
Finally Kirby said; "You told me that I should tell Tonya that I know about her money. Can I tell her that you told me?"
"Yes, that would be fine. Actually I told her that I was going to tell you."
"You did?'
"Yes."
"And she was okay with that?"
"She's worried about how you're going to react, but she realizes that eventually you have to know. She doesn't want any secrets in her relationship with you. Also, you have to know about the money because she wants to be able to spend it with you. That's very important to her."
Kirby slowly nodded. After a moment he asked, "What should I say to her after I tell her that you told me about the money?"
"Kirby, do you love Tonya?"
"Yes, I think I do." He shook his head. "No, I'm sure I do."
"Tell her that and after you tell her that, tell her that it doesn't make any difference to you if she's rich or she's poor, you just want to spend the rest of your life with her." He smiled. "And then hold her. Hold her in your arms."
"Hold her?'
Donny nodded. "Yes, Tonya loves sex, she always will. I'm sure that she loves sex with you, but you can give her something that she wants even more. You can hold her in your arms and make her feel safe and loved."
Kirby smiled. "I can do that."
Donny took a sip of his scotch. I suddenly realized that we'd been so preoccupied with the discussion that both Kirby and I had forgotten to even taste the whisky that we'd been so eager to try earlier in the evening.
I picked up my glass and looked at my friend. He was deep in thought. I set the glass back down and said, "Kirby."
He looked up at me.
"Buddy as soon as we're done talking with Donny you're going to get to go see her. Everything will be okay."
He smiled. "Timmy, Donny just said that Tonya told him that she loves me."
"She did tell me that Kirby."
Kirby grinned. "Timmy, in my entire life I have never been as happy as I am right now."
"Buddy, you have a glass of eighteen year old scotch in front of you. I think that might just be the perfect way to celebrate this moment."
Donny held up his glass. "It's certainly my first choice."
Kirby picked up his glass. I picked up mine too."
Donny held his out and said, "To Tonya, Kelly and Michelle; our beautiful ladies."
We clinked our glasses and each of us took a sip.
Kirby looked at me. "Timmy, this is pretty good stuff."
I nodded. "Yes it is."
We both took another sip.
Donny was watching us. As we set our glasses down he said, "I get the impression that the two of you are not used to drinking eighteen year old Chivas."
I smiled at him. "Donny, this is the first time that the either of us has ever tasted eighteen year old Chivas."
"And I gather that you like it."
Kirby chuckled. "Oh yes."
Donny took out a small voice recorder and spoke into it, "Send a case of eighteen year old Chivas Regal to both Kirby Lundquist and Timothy Jamieson in care of JTandR."
He put the voice recorder back in his pocket and said, "Every morning when I get into my office I give the previous days recorder to my secretary, Evelyn and she gives me a blank one. It's a very efficient way to relay instructions and information to her."
Kirby shook his head. "Donny, a case of that scotch costs a lot of money. It's a nice gesture, but it isn't necessary."
"Kirby, a lot of money is a relative term. From now on, every time I pour a glass of this whisky for myself, I'll think about the two of you and hope that your both pouring one for yourselves at the same time." He laughed. "Besides, you both work for JTandR. Evelyn will just put it down as a business expense."
I smiled. "Donny thank you very much. It will be appreciated and I guarantee you that every time either one of us pours a glass, we will think of you."
He grinned. "Timmy, that will make it worth every penny that I paid for it."
I took another sip of the whisky. After I set down my glass I looked at Donny and said, "Okay, I think it's time for you to tell us about that special surprise you were supposed to get from Tonya."
Donny nodded. "Yes it is."
Donny stared at his drink for a moment and then he took a deep breath and said, "I'm a submissive cuckold. I don't think that statement comes as a big shock to either of you. You both saw what Tonya was doing with me this afternoon and evening and you both also heard my three friends talk about their relationship with my wife."
Kirby and I both nodded.
Kirby said, "This afternoon I was on the other side of the swimming pool, so I don't think I heard as much as Timmy did. I did overhear enough to know that your friends have sex with your wife and you enjoy watching them."
"While I do enjoy watching, getting to do it is a rare treat for me. When my wife is entertaining other men I'm occasionally allowed be around them while they're socializing in our living room, but once Michelle and her lover are ready to move to the master bedroom I generally have to retire to my little boy's bedroom where I lie in my single bed and listen to them through the open doors."
He smiled. "When she's having a good time Michelle can be quite vocal."
Kirby and I both grinned.
Donny shook his head. "You cannot imagine how nice it is to be able to talk about this with two other men without getting expressions of shock, pity or disdain as a response. Tyler, Brad and Jason are my friends. They try to understand, but you heard them this afternoon. They don't get it. They go along with it because I'm their friend" He chuckled. "And of course, because they get to fuck my wife. Michelle is a very attractive woman and wildly uninhibited in bed."
All three of us laughed.
After a moment I said, "Angela..."
Donny interjected, "You mean Mandy."
I nodded; "Yes, Mandy. Mandy is a submissive."
"I gathered that from the show that Keisha and your wife put on with her in the playhouse this evening."
I smiled. "Actually that show surprised me. When she's working, Mandy generally uses the name Mitzi. Just before your group arrived Kelly informed me that I was supposed to address Mandy as Angela rather than Mitzi because she was going to be taking the role of a superior for this party."
Donny slowly nodded his head. "I find that very interesting."
"Why is that?"
My wife tells me that when she and Jason are having a private party he can be extremely dominant with her. Michelle is a natural superior and always takes a dominant role with me, but with the right man she occasionally enjoys being submissive. I suspect that Martin, John and Wendell were trying to be discreet about the games that Jason and Mandy might be playing in the privacy of Jason's bedroom."
I shook my head. "But if that's the case, why make Mandy a submissive in the sex show?"
"For Jason's benefit. I'm sure he found it very erotic. Actually it was obvious that all three men were aroused by the performance, but I'm quite certain that Jason was the only one who picked up the message that the women were sending."
Kirby looked at Donny. "Are you suggesting that Tyler and Brad are a little slow?"
Donny laughed. "Not at all. I just think that because of Jason's sexual tastes he's a little more tuned into that particular message. In an atmosphere charged with sexual excitement most men tend to become a bit obtuse."
I said, "The three of us picked it up."
Kirby was nodding. Apparently the same thought had occurred to him.
Donny answered, "Yes but we're aroused by dominant submissive sex games. All three of us are very sensitive to the message that was being sent."
I smiled. I was beginning to understand how Donald Kline had become a billionaire. He had a very keen understanding of human nature.
Donald took a sip of his whisky. Kirby and I both followed his lead. As we set our glasses down he looked at me and said, "Earlier you were going to tell us something about Mandy. What was it?"
"Yes I was. As we've already established, Mandy is a submissive. She is a much more experienced submissive than either Kirby or me. When you were mentioning that Brad, Jason and Tyler didn't understand your inclinations, I remembered one of Mandy's favorite comments."
"What is it."
"Only another masochistic submissive can understand the thrill and pleasure we get from being dominated, humiliated and abused."
Donald laughed. "And that my new friends is the second reason I wanted to meet and talk with you tonight."
Kirby looked at him. "What do you mean?"
"Kirby, of course the primary reason that I asked to meet with the two of you was to try to help you understand and accept the fact that Tonya is wealthy. Tonya requested that I include Timmy in that discussion. She knows that you're close friends and she thought that his advice and support might be very helpful for you."
Kirby and I both nodded.
"I was happy to include Timmy because I had an ulterior motive."
"What was it?" I was now very curious.
"The two of you are the first submissive cuckolds that I've ever met. Because of my standing in the financial community, Michelle and I try to be discreet about our sexual inclinations. Tyler Greer, Brad Cameron, Jason Foley, two of Michelle's favorite boyfriends, her girlfriend and of course everyone here at Evergreen are the only people who know the true nature of our relationship. The rest of the lovers that Michelle entertains and all of her friends believe that we simply have an open marriage. That explanation seems to be much more palatable to most people and it still allows Michelle to openly date other men."
Kirby shook his head. "Don't your wife's lovers think it's weird when they see you in your little boys bedroom?"
I added, "Or serving them drinks and dinner and acting like a slave?"
"Our master bedroom is at the top of the stairs. My little boys bedroom is next door. Tyler, Brad, Jason, the two boyfriends and Michelle's girlfriend are the only people who are allowed to go beyond the door to the master bedroom." He smiled. "As I said earlier, Michelle is a beautiful woman. When she's taking a man to our master bedroom for sex he has little interest in exploring the rest of the house. As to serving drinks and acting like a slave, I only do that with Tyler, Brad, Jason, the two boyfriends and Michelle's girlfriend."



Kirby asked. "You're a billionaire. You must have household servants."
Donny shook his head. "Not like a butler or a maid. Both Michelle and I enjoy our privacy. Neither of us has any interest in having live in servants. We do have a cleaning service that comes in every day. Obviously they know about my little boys bedroom, but they've never asked about it and we don't offer any explanations. We also have a cook who goes home every night. I'm actually a pretty good amateur chef and I enjoy finishing and serving a dinner. On evenings when I'm going to be a slave we send her home as soon as most of the food preparations have been completed. I'm sure she suspects that we engage in some very kinky sex games; but we don't throw it in her face and we pay her extremely well, so she never asks any questions."
Kirby nodded. He was obviously satisfied by Donny's explanation. So was I.
Donny smiled. "We do have a dungeon play room in our basement. It's very similar to Tonya's play room in the basement of this house."
Kirby and I both looked at him and shrugged. I said, "Neither of us have ever seen it."
"That's right, I forgot, this is your first visit to Evergreen." He grinned at us. "Let's just say that our room at home and the room in the basement here were both designed and equipped to entertain an a sadist and her masochistic plaything."
Across from me I heard Kirby gasp. I remembered his fantasy about being whipped by a large breasted woman dressed in black latex.
Donny also heard Kirby's gasp. I doubted that Tonya had told him about Kirby's fantasy, but it was clear that he'd noticed that the idea of spending time in a dungeon with a sadistic woman excited Kirby. After giving Kirby a quick wink he said, "I'm sure that Tonya would love to give you a private tour of her playroom."
Kirby gasped again.
Donny flashed him a quick smile and then he continued. "Anyway, the door to Michelle's playroom is always kept locked and I'm required to clean it. Michelle and I are the only two people who ever go into the room." Suddenly he stopped and shook his head. "No that's not true. Occasionally Michelle's girlfriend will join us in the room so that she can watch."
I looked at Donny. "Is Michelle bisexual?"
He laughed. "My wife enjoys sex. Men are her preference, but she loves playing with Tammy."
Kirby said, "Tammy, that's your wife's girlfriend's name?"
"Yes."
I asked, "Is Tammy submissive?"
Donny shook his head. "No, not at all. She and Michelle view each other as equals and Tammy is very dominant with me."
Donny paused. He thought for a moment and then he said, "I'm sorry, I think I just gave you the wrong impression. Michelle and Tammy are best friends, but they're not really what you would call lesbian lovers. I don't think they ever make love to each other in private. They're just two kindred spirits who are totally uninhibited about sex. They go clubbing together and they love to double date. When they do have sex with each other it's either as part of a domination game with me or a group scene with one or two or sometimes even three or four men."
He smiled. "This evening, if they had been in the playhouse when Kelly, Keisha and Mandy were putting on their sex show, they both would have jumped right in. They wouldn't have done it because they wanted to be part of a lesbian sex orgy. They would have done it because performing for Jason, Brad and Tyler would have excited them."
I chuckled. "I think that Tonya, Mandy, Keisha and my wife could easily become very good friends with Tammy and your wife."
Donny nodded. "They certainly do seem to have a lot in common."
All three of us took another sip of our scotch. After we set our glasses down Donny said, "Anyway, I wanted to meet with you because this is the first chance I've ever had to actually talk to another submissive cuckold. Now I'm talking to two of them."
He smiled. "And it's wonderful. When I just told you about my relationship with Michelle neither of you looked at me with dismay, pity or disgust. You both understood. I cannot begin to describe how refreshing that is."
Shaking his head, Donny continued; "There are too many people in this world that want to vilify anyone who's different than they are. My wife likes to fuck lots of different men and I get excited when she does it. So what? We're not hurting anyone. Why should anyone care about what we do.?"
Kirby nodded. "You're right, what consenting adult's do in private is nobody else's business."
I picked up my glass of whisky and held it out. "May the intolerant, small minded chauvinists of this world suddenly wake up and realize that being different is not a sin, it's just an alternative way to live your life."
Kirby and Donny smiled and picked up their whiskys. As we clinked our glasses together I said, "To tolerance and understanding."
They both responded by saying, "Hear! Hear!" And then we drank.
After we set our glasses down Donny looked at both of us and said, "So fellow submissives, enough about the ignorant fools of our world, lets learn a little bit about each other." Turning to me he asked, "Timmy when did you first begin to realize that you were a submissive?"
I stared at Donny. His question caught me off guard. After a moment I said, "I'm not sure, I'll have to think about it for a minute."
Donny turned to Kirby. "I'm asking you the same question and while your thinking about your answers, I'll give you mine."
Kirby smiled. "Fair enough."
I nodded. "Sounds good to me."
Donny thought for a moment and then he said, "My epiphany occurred the summer after my Sophomore year at Harvard."
Kirby laughed. "You're not only a billionaire, you also went to Harvard?"
Donny shrugged. "Yeah Kirb, I did."
Kirby shook his head. "Donny my friend, you're turning out to be a whole lot of firsts for me."
Laughing, Donny said; "Well Kirb, if it makes you feel any better, you're the first navy cook that I've ever met."
Kirby thought about that for a moment and then he smiled and said, "Yeah, that's cool."
"All right, like I just said, I first realized it the summer after my sophomore year in college. My roommate, Eugene and I wanted to see the country, so we decided to take a driving trip from Boston to L.A.. We didn't have very much money, so when we got to Las Vegas we stayed downtown in one of the older casino hotels. That night we went out casino hopping. While we were on the street an older woman walked up to us and shoved a small newspaper into each of our hands. It turned out to be an advertising flyer for escort services. Prostitution is illegal in Las Vegas, so all the adds were supposedly for dancers who would come to your room and give you a private show."
He smiled, "Neither Eugene nor I had enough money to be able to even consider buying a prostitute, but the flyers were filled with pictures of attractive, nearly naked young women so we both kept them."
Kirby laughed. "One the things I learned in the navy was never throw away free porn."
Donny nodded. "Exactly."
He paused for a moment to regain his train of thought and then he said; "When we got back to our room both of us took out our flyers and started looking through them. When I turned to the third page, a picture of a dark haired, large breasted woman who appeared to be in her mid thirties immediately caught my eye. Dressed in nothing but a black leather brassiere, a g string and a pair of thigh high black leather boots, she was menacingly cracking a bull whip over her head with her right hand and pointing at me with her left index finger. In bold, old English script, the command SUBMIT! followed by an exclamation point was written across the top of the picture. The bottom of the picture carried the message, I will teach you to obey. Call Mistress Diana and then it gave a telephone number."
Donny shook his head. "When I saw that picture my entire body started to shiver with excitement. I didn't want Eugene to think I was a pervert so I tried to pretend that I was looking at a different part of the page, but out of the corner of my eye I kept staring at that picture. After Eugene went to sleep I slipped into the bathroom and masturbated. For the rest of the trip that picture fueled countless fantasies that all involved me groveling at my goddess Diana's feet while she flailed me with that wicked bull whip"
I glanced at Kirby. He was clearly captivated by Donny's story.
"As soon as we got back to Boston I started to research sexual domination. This was twenty years ago. The Internet was just beginning to evolve into it's modern form. Most of my early exploration had to be done in the Harvard library and centered on classic literature. I quickly found "The Story of O" and the works of the Marquis De Sade, but those were mostly stories about male domination. I wanted stories featuring dominant females. I was beginning to think that novels and short stories about submissive men and dominant women didn't exist and then I found "Venus In Furs" by Leopold von Sacher-Masoch. Reviews and critiques of that book led me to other writers and suddenly I had a wealth of femdom stories."
Shaking his head, Kirby said; "I didn't think colleges had dirty books in their libraries."
Donny laughed. "As long as your refer to them as erotica, they're perfectly permissible."
Kirby grinned at him. "When I was in the navy I had a large collection of erotica." Smiling at Kirby, Donny asked; "Were there any stories about submissive men and dominant women in that collection?"
"Kind of, I mean this gets right to the heart of your question about when we first realized that we were submissives."
"Good, tell us about it."
"I joined the navy when I was eighteen. I was fresh out of high school." Kirby chuckled. "Earlier we were talking about people who are intolerant of anyone who thinks differently than they do."
Donny and I both nodded.
"Well let me tell you, high school is a hot bed of intolerance, but a navy ship is ten times worse." Kirby shook his head. "Don't get me wrong, there are a lot of bright, open minded people on a navy ship. Unfortunately there are also a number of ignorant, loud mouthed, neanderthals who are eager to condemn anyone who advocates any sexual behavior that falls outside the narrow limits of their own personal attitudes about what is acceptable conduct for a real man. Anyone who dared to believe differently than they did, was a fag, a pussy or a wimp and anyone who dared to challenge their stilted opinions was assailed with a torrent of catcalls, epithets and verbal abuse."
Kirby looked at both of us. "That was the environment in which I formed my beliefs and attitudes about what constituted appropriate sexual behavior for a real man. Please keep that in mind while I try to answer this question."
Donny smiled. "I understand, it wasn't exactly the open minded free thinking atmosphere of a college or university."
"It certainly wasn't." Kirby paused. He appeared to be thinking. After a moment he said, "I guess I had two..."He looked at Donny. "You referred to your revelation as an epiphany, correct?"
Donny nodded. "Yes, it means a revealing scene of momentary..."
Kirby held up his hand. "I know what it means."
"I'm sorry Kirb, I wasn't trying to suggest..." Stopping himself in mid sentence, Donny shook his head, threw up his arms in exasperation and exclaimed; "Aw shit, I'm doing it again. Please forgive me Kirb. Sometimes I can be an insufferable know it all. I didn't mean to offend you."
Kirby laughed. "Don't worry Donny, it takes a lot more than that to offend me and if your worst fault is being a know it all, then you're a pretty good guy."
"Thanks Kirb." Donny smiled. "I think my first wife would tell you that being a know it all was the least of my faults."
"May I ask why you did get divorced?"
Kirby looked at me. "Timmy that's a very personal question."
Donny shrugged. "Thanks Kirb, I appreciate your concern, but we're already talking about some pretty sensitive issues. I don't think Timmy's question is at all out of line." He turned to me. "Timmy, Claire and I got married for all the right reasons and all of the wrong reasons."
I chuckled. "That's an interesting statement."
"Claire was bright, very attractive and fun. She graduated magna cum laude from Harvard University and went on to finish near the top of her class at Harvard Law school. I was a financial whiz kid who was destined to make a fortune. She was an up and coming star in the world of corporate law. We were the perfect match."
He sighed. "That is until we got into the boudoir. I wanted Claire to be as assertive in bed as she was at the conference table. Claire wanted to be dominant every where but the bedroom. Once she took her clothes off she was almost as submissive as I was. When I suggested that it would be all right with me if she took a lover, she went ballistic. She argued that if I wanted to share her with another man, I couldn't possibly love her."
Smiling, Donny said, "Ironically, we finally got divorced because I found out she was having a secret affair with another attorney. Her boyfriend was a six foot five inch stud who'd played tight end for Ohio State University. If she'd just told me about it, it would have been fine; but she had to keep it a secret and that made it cheating."
In voice laden with regret Donny said; "Except for the bedroom, we were a perfect match. Sadly, the bedroom was such a disaster that it ended up tainting our feelings for each other everywhere else. Claire lost all of her respect for me and I lost all of my trust in her. We ended up hating each other."
Donny looked at Kirby and me. "If a man wants to be a submissive cuckold, he damned well better make sure that he marries the right woman."
I said, "I gather that you didn't make that same mistake with Michelle."
Donny grinned. "No I didn't. When it comes to sex, Michelle and I are a perfect match."
"How about outside the bedroom?"
Kirby gave me a dirty look. He obviously thought I was pushing too hard.
Donny noticed and smiled at him. "It's all right Kirb. Timmy's asking good questions and I want to try to answer them."
Turning back to me, he said; "Michelle is not the professional superstar that Claire was, but she's bright. well educated and most of all she likes me. Timmy, Michelle and I are very close friends. Being in love with your spouse is important, but..."
Suddenly he stopped and started laughing. "Don't get the wrong idea, I am absolutely certain that Michelle loves me; but I also know that she likes me and I think that's even more important. Timmy, loving your husband or your wife is nice, but it doesn't mean a damn thing if you don't like each other. Michelle is my best friend and I feel very confident that I'm her best friend. That's what really matters. I don't think Claire and I ever actually liked each other."
That made me think about Kelly and me. We had become best friends long before we realized that we were in love with each other. I remembered all the wonderful nights that we'd spent together reading stories and poems that we'd written, doing the New York Times Crossword Puzzle or even just watching a stupid comedy on television. We liked each other. We enjoyed each others company. As I thought about that, I realized why the gradual estrangement that had occurred between us over the past year had been so painful. We weren't just losing our love, we were both losing our best friend.
I looked at Donny and said, "That makes a lot of sense to me."
Donny nodded and then he turned to Kirby. "You were telling us about your epiphany."
Kirby smiled. "Actually I had two of them."
Donny raised his eyebrows. "Two?"
"That's right. The first one occurred when I was twenty-one. I was browsing through a book shop that specialized in erotica. Of course in the navy we referred to erotica as fuck books and the shops that sell them as dirty book stores." Kirby was grinning.
Donny and I both laughed. As I got to know him, I was learning that my good friend had a wry sense of humor.
"As I wandered through the store I happened across a small section of books and magazines featuring pictures and stories about dominant women. Many of the magazines had drawings or photographs of buxom females wearing leather or latex outfits and wielding whips. At first I was fascinated. I'd never before seen anything like that. The magazines were all wrapped in plastic. I picked some of them up so that I could look at the backs. Suddenly I realized that I was very aroused. This embarrassed me and made me feel ashamed. I may have been a naive twenty-one year old kid, but I was smart enough to understand that those macho guys on board the ship would call anyone who was excited by pictures and stories like these a wimp or a fairy."
Kirby smiled. "I quickly put down the magazine I'd been looking at and hurried out of that section. Unfortunately I couldn't get the pictures and stories out of my mind. I found myself being repeatedly being drawn back to that accursed section. I tried to resist the temptation, but it was almost like those exotic latex clad women in the magazines were beckoning to me like the sirens in Homer's Odyssey. Each time I returned I would try to surreptitiously examine as many of the books and magazines as I possibly could before my shame once again overwhelmed me and forced me to beat a hasty retreat."
Shaking his head, Kirby said, "The magazines were too big, I knew I could never hide one of them on the ship. On the other hand, I was quite certain that I could keep one of paper back books safely concealed. The more I thought about it the more I realized that I wanted one. I tried to convince myself that I was only going to do it so that I could learn more about this strange new aberration, but I was only kidding myself. In my heart, I already knew that the idea of being whipped by a beautiful latex clad dominatrix was an unbelievably exciting fantasy for me."
I looked at Kirby. "Did you do it? Did you buy one?"
My buddy chuckled. "It was difficult. Just the idea of handing one of those books to the man at the checkout counter was both scary and incredibly embarrassing. For several minutes I wandered around the store trying to resist the temptation. My better judgment was screaming at me to get out of that store and forget about this wicked fascination, but I couldn't tear myself away. Finally I succumbed."
Kirby looked at both of us. "I came up with a plan. I selected six mainstream fuck books and then trying to be as nonchalant as possible I crept back to that shameful section. I quickly selected one of the forbidden books and slipped it into the middle of my stack of mainstream paperbacks. Next I waited until there was no one waiting to check out and then with my money ready I hurriedly walked over and set my stack of books on the counter. I thought the clerk was going to take all day. He held up each book while he searched for the price and then keyed the amount into the cash register. When he held up my special book I thought I was going to die of embarrassment, but he didn't even look up at me. Apparently I wasn't the first customer to buy one of those books. After I paid him I felt an enormous sense of relief when he finally put the books into a brown paper sack and I was absolutely giddy as I left the store carrying my special treasure."
I asked, "Do you remember the name of the book?"
"I'll never forget it. It was called,The Latex Goddess."
I grinned at my friend. "Whew! I'll bet it was hot."
Vigorously nodding his head, Kirby said; "It was."
Donny chuckled and asked; "What did you do next?"
"I went to a bar. I needed a beer and I was hungry, but before I sat down in one of the booths I went into the men's room and tore the cover off of the book. It pained me to have to throw away the picture of my latex goddess, but I knew that I had to do it. It was the only way I had a chance to keep the subject of the book a secret and that was essential. The abuse I would have had to endure if any of those sanctimonious assholes on the ship had found it would have been unbearable. It also allowed me to sit in my booth in that bar and read the book while I ate my hamburger and drank my beer."



Donny looked at Kirby. "Did you ever buy more books like that one?"
Kirby sighed. "A few, but not very many."
"Why not?"
"Mostly because I believed that the more books I had the more likely it was that one of the other crew members would find one of them." He paused for a moment and then he added, "But there was another reason."
"What was it?"
"You remember my description of the attitude of intolerance that prevailed among the crew on board my ship."
Donny and I both nodded.
"When you keep hearing the same narrow minded opinions day after day, it's hard to keep from eventually believing them. I tried so hard to resist the temptation of my special books. When I did succumb I enjoyed them, but later I always felt like a pervert."
He smiled. "It wasn't until my second epiphany that I was actually able to enjoy my fantasies."
Donny said, "Tell us about your second epiphany."
Kirby grinned. "I met a group of wonderful people. One of them is sitting across from me right now. Another one of them was your mistress for the evening and then of course there is Elvira, wonderful wonderful Elvira. These new friends and several others have taught me that there is absolutely nothing wrong with my fantasies. They may be different than the fantasies other people enjoy, but that's all they are. They're not better, they're not worse; they're just different."
"This has been an excellent day for me. It started with eighteen holes of golf on an outstanding golf course with good friends. After that I was brought to this beautiful mansion where I spent an unbelievable afternoon and evening playing out my kinkiest fantasies with a wildly exciting woman." Donny smiled. "But believe it or not, the high point of the day has been this conversation. I cannot begin to describe how personally gratifying it is to talk with two people who understand."
He looked at me. "Timmy, we've heard my story and we've heard Kirby's. Now it's time to hear yours."
I nodded. "All right."
I thought for a moment. I knew what I wanted to say, but I was looking for the right words to get me started. Finally I took a deep breath and said, "I don't think I ever really had an epiphany, at least not in the truest sense. There was never a clear moment of revelation. For me it was more of a gradual realization."
I paused and looked at Donny and Kirby. "I suppose the first glimmer of recognition came the day Kelly and I made love for the very first time. We had been studying together in her dorm room. I was a scrawny little wimp who by some strange quirk of fate had ended up hanging around with the hottest girl on the campus. In the few short weeks since we'd met we'd already become inseparable best friends, but that was all that we were. Kelly was dating lots of guys and they were all rich frat boys or macho jocks. She also had a reputation around the campus for being easy. I'd even heard rumors that some of the frat boys called her the blow job queen of Kelroy College.'
I smiled. "On the other hand, our relationship was totally platonic. We hadn't even kissed. Even though we'd spent hours studying together on her bed, I'd never dared to try anything. Why would I? Kelly was way out of my league. The problem was, I was falling in love with her and the campus rumors were starting to bother me. I decided that I had to ask her about them. When I did, she freely admitted that they were all true. She didn't apologize, she just told me that she loved sex. And then she completely amazed me. She kissed me and after she kissed me she gave me a blow job. It's needless to say that it didn't take her long to make me cum. After that, we took off our clothes. Kelly let me play with her breasts for a little while and then she spread her legs and asked me to eat her pussy."
Grinning at Kirby and Donny, I said; "It was a dream come true. It really was. After Kelly and I became friends I'd actually lay in bed every night before I fell asleep and dream about kissing her beautiful cunt."
I laughed. "I suppose that should have been my first indication that I was a submissive. Most guys would have been dreaming about getting a blow job from her, or playing with her large breasts or fucking her. I was dreaming about licking her pussy."
Kirby and Donny both smiled at me.
"Anyway, I kissed her and licked her and sucked on her clit. I loved every wonderful minute that I had my face buried between her gorgeous thighs. Kelly had an orgasm. After she was done cumming she told me that very few guys were able to get her off. That made me feel proud. I was very happy, but then she said something else. She told me that I was now her favorite lover."
I shook my head. "I suppose that should have made me even happier, but it didn't. I immediately understood the implication of the words, favorite lover and felt sad. Kelly noticed my somber expression and asked me what was wrong. I explained that if I was her favorite lover it would mean that I wouldn't be her only lover. She also immediately understood. Kelly put her arms around me. While she held me she whispered that she was falling in love with me and that I was the only boy who had her heart, but then she also told me that she loved sex and before she finally settled down she wanted to experience as many men as she possibly could."
I smiled at Donny and Kirby. "I understood what she was saying and it actually made sense to me."
They both nodded.
"I was already beginning to accept the situation, but Kelly didn't realize it. In an attempt to make me feel better she pointed out that I'd also be free to date other girls. That made me smile. I explained to her that I wasn't exactly in danger of being overwhelmed by a crowd of girls fighting for the opportunity to go to bed with me. Kelly giggled and then she told me that once the other girls on her floor heard about how good I was at eating pussy I was going to be inundated with offers."
I paused for a moment and then I looked at Kirby and Donny and said, "I guess maybe I did have a real epiphany and it occurred at that moment. While Kelly was busy trying to reassure me I suddenly realized that the idea of having a girlfriend who freely dated other guys while I remained absolutely faithful to her excited me. I smiled at Kelly, but she didn't pick up the change in my mood. She just kept trying to comfort me. It was clear that she was very worried that her desire to continue dating other guys might result in the death of our relationship. Now it was my turn to reassure her. I put my arms around Kelly and gently kissed her on the lips. After I kissed her I whispered to her that it was all right. She could date as many guys as she wanted. Kelly looked at me and smiled and then she kissed me. After she kissed me I took a deep breath and then I told her that I while she was dating other guys, I promised to be her ever faithful boyfriend."
"When she heard me say that Kelly sat up and looked at me with a puzzled expression. She told me that I didn't have to make that promise. I explained to her that I understood that, but I wanted to make the promise anyway. Kelly stared into my eyes. Slowly her puzzled expression changed to one of comprehension. I think at that moment Kelly had an epiphany of her own. She smiled and then she kissed me hard on the lips and exclaimed that that was the hottest thing she'd ever heard in her entire life. And then she lay back on her pillows, spread her legs and asked me..." I stopped and shook my head. "No she didn't ask me, she ordered me to eat her pussy and give her pleasure."
I grinned at Kirby and Donny. "Of course I eagerly complied."
All three of us laughed and then I said; "Neither Kelly nor I knew the words yet. We certainly hadn't even begun to comprehend the nature of the roles we would eventually assume in our relationship. That would all come later; but now that I think about it, that was the moment that I became Kelly's submissive cuckold."
Donny smiled. "Timmy, I envy you."
Looking at Donny with a curious expression, I said; "Really? Tell me why."
"You and Kelly had the privilege of growing into this lifestyle together. That must have been wonderfully exciting."
"It was. We explored the Internet together and talked about everything we saw and read. I wrote stories and Kelly wrote some wildly erotic poetry."
"Do you still have the stories and the poetry?"
"Of course I do."
"Would you consider allowing me to read some of them?"
Kirby shook his head. "I've been asking him that for the past week."
I turned to Kirby and smiled. "Sorry Kirb, the last several days have been a little busy."
He laughed. "They certainly have."
"I promise that as soon as we get home I'll make copies and give them to you."
Kirby smiled.
Turning back to Donny, I said; "I'll make copies for you too. I'm sure Mr. Jackson has your address."
Donny nodded. "He does."
"I'll have to ask Kelly for permission to send you her poetry."
"I understand. I also understand that she barely knows me, so I won't be at all offended if she refuses."
"I'd be very surprised if that was her response. Kelly loves to share her poetry."
"Could you ask her for me too?"
I smiled, "Yeah Kirb, I will. I think Tonya, Mandy, Keisha, Antoine and Ellie might like to read it too. Some of it's pretty hot."
Donny looked at his watch. "Gentlemen, it's almost midnight. I have to get up early tomorrow morning so I'd better get to bed fairly soon."
Kirby and I both nodded.
"I've enjoyed this conversation and I really would like to become friends with the two of you, so I have a proposition. I have a summer cottage on Cape Cod." Donny chuckled. "That's not really an accurate description. It has eleven bedrooms and sixteen fireplaces."
Chuckling, Kirby said; "You got that right. Calling a house with eleven bedrooms a cottage is a little like calling the battle ship Missouri a rowboat."
All three of us laughed.
After a moment Donny continued. "The house is on a hill overlooking the Atlantic Ocean and it's very peaceful there during the winter. I'd like to invite you to join Michelle and me there for the New Year's holiday. The three of us will be the slaves. Tonya and Kelly could both bring dates or we could invite Tyler, Brad or Jason. I think it would be fun to spend several days serving our wives and their men."
Kirby and I looked at each other and smiled.
Turning back to Donny, I asked; "I don't mean to be pushy, but since it's such a big house would you mind if we brought a few extra people?"
"Who do you have in mind?"
"Mandy would be fun and she'd be another slave."
Donny nodded. "Having a female slave with us would be fun, but doesn't she have a thing going with Martin? I wouldn't want to do anything to offend him."
"Why don't you invite him. He's very dominant and I think he'd love the situation. If he can't make it, Kelly and I sort of take care of Mandy for him when he's busy. I'm sure he wouldn't be at all upset if we brought her along as an extra slave."
Smiling, Donny said; "I like Martin and I trust him. If he can make it, he would be an excellent addition. If he can't get away and you don't think it would be a problem for him, I'd love to have Mandy there. Is there anyone else we should invite?"
I laughed. "Oh yes."
Donny grinned. "This is getting interesting. Who?"
"Keisha and her boyfriend, Antoine; he works as a host for JtandR. He's a tall, very handsome young black man. Right now he's in San Francisco entertaining a female client for the firm."
"A tall, handsome young black man, does he have a big cock?"
"At least ten inches."
"Does Keisha ever let him play around when he's not working?"
"All the time, but if he starts playing with your wife, Keisha's going to want equal time with Michelle's date."
Donny laughed. "I don't think that will be a problem. Who else would you like to include."
Kirby said, "Could we invite Ellie?"
"Kirb, If Elvira is going to be invited we'd better ask for an invitation for Wendell Tyler too."
"Wendell is one of my good friends. I'd love to have both of them there. Is there anyone else?"
"You said that Kelly and Tonya could bring a date, correct?"
"Yes, of course."
"Kelly has a boyfriend. Because her work schedule is so demanding, she feels guilty about spending very much time with him. When she's with Chris she worries that she's neglecting me. This would be a wonderful opportunity for her to spend a little guilt free time with him."
Kirby shook his head. "Tonya doesn't have a boyfriend and I'm not sure that she's going to be very excited about spending several days with a blind date."
"Kirb, let's ask her and Martin if they'd like to pair up. They're good friends and they're both dominants. They could have a lot of fun together."
"Timmy, that's a very good idea." Donny paused for a moment and then he said, "If we invite Martin and Wendell, then we'd better also invite John Reynolds. Would that be all right with the two of you?"
I shrugged. "Donny it's your house and your party."
"Yes, but the two of you are key players."
I smiled. "It's nice of you to say that. Anyway, I don't think it's a problem. Kirby and I both just met Mr. Reynolds, but my first impression is that he seems like a very nice guy."
I glanced at Kirby. He nodded in agreement.
Turning back to Donny I said, "Do you think he'd enjoy this kind of party?"
Donny grinned. "Oh yes, John is very adventurous. He'd love a party like this." He paused for a moment and then he said; "He will need a date. He and Martin both work so hard that they barely have any personal life at all." Suddenly he laughed. "Actually this works out perfectly. As soon as I tell Michelle about this party she's going to insist that we include Tammy. I like Tammy, I like her a lot. I really would like to be able to include her and she'd make a wonderful date for John Reynolds."
Kirby said, "Do you think they'll mind being fixed up with each other?"
Donny shook his head. "I don't think that will be a problem. Tammy is a a gorgeous thirty-six year old brunette with large breasts who loves to fuck. She's also the vice president in charge of customer relations for a major insurance company. She's a bright woman who knows how to hold up her end of a conversation. John, is a handsome, unattached billionaire with an open attitude about sex. Tammy is going to be extremely eager to meet him."
Laughing, Kirby said; "I guess I don't have to worry."
Donny smiled and then he looked at both Kirby and me and asked, "Is the guest list complete?"
Kirby and I looked at each other and nodded.
Standing up, Donny said; "I hate to say this, but I think it's time for me to call it a night and go to bed."
Kirby and I both stood up.
Donny said, "Tyler, Brad and Jason aren't going to be on the guest list, so please don't say anything about the party until after we're gone." He thought for a second and then he added. "I'll call Martin, John and Wendell after I get back to Boston and extend a personal invitation to all three of them. After that's done I'll get in touch with you and we can discuss how to proceed."
He took out a small pad of paper and tore off three pieces. After writing the same telephone number on two of them he handed his pen and the third piece of paper to me. "Timmy, write down your cell phone number and then give the paper to Kirby so he can add his."
While we were doing that Donny handed the other two slips of paper to Kirby and me. "This is my personal cell phone number. Feel free to call me anytime."
While Kirby was writing down his cell phone number I said, "What if we call at the wrong time and disturb you while you're in an important meeting?"
"That's not a problem. If I'm in a situation where I don't want to be disturbed I turn off my cell phone. Your call will go directly to my personal secretary. She'll know who you are and she'll make sure that I get your message."
Kirby handed him the slip of paper.
Donny extended his hand and said, "Gentlemen it was a pleasure."
Kirby and I both shook his hand.
As Donny was about to leave I said, "You never told us about your special treat."
Donny laughed. "That's right, I didn't."
"What was it?"
"Michelle told Tonya that it would be okay if she let me fuck her tonight."
Kirby looked at him. "I'm sure you understand that I think Tonya is an incredibly beautiful woman, but you're a billionaire. You can have any woman you want. Why would that be a special treat?"
Donny smiled. "I have only been allowed to fuck Michelle one time. That was the night we got married. As soon as I was finished one of her boyfriends came into the room and took my place. I was required to kneel at the foot of the bed and watch while he and Michelle enjoyed each other for the rest of the night. Since then one of my wife's favorite taunts has been that my pathetic penis will never again be allowed to feel the inside of her pussy. Michelle really does love me. Tonight she was trying to give me an opportunity to enjoy the sensation of having intercourse with a woman without destroying our little game."
I asked, "Did you do it?"
Donny shook his head. "No, I'm too much of a masochist. The excitement I get from having to endure the anguish of knowing that I'll never again be allowed to experience that particular pleasure is much more important to me than the short term gratification that I'd get from a one night fuck."
Kirby smiled. "Donny you are indeed a masochist."
"Yes Kirb, I am." He gave both of us a nod and then he said, "Gentlemen, on that note, I bid you good night."
As our new friend turned and walked out the door, Kirby and I both said; "Good night Donny."
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As soon as Donny was gone I turned to Kirby and said, "I'll bet Tonya's in the back dining room."
"Let's go find her." He rushed through the door that led into the kitchen. I followed right behind him.
The kitchen was deserted. We quickly crossed it and walked through the door to the back dining room. It was still crowded and filled with the sounds of laughter and boisterous conversation. Edward, Nathan, Maurice, Doris, Ben, Florence, Cassie and Elvira were all still seated at the table. Mr. Tyler, Mr. Jackson and Mr. Reynolds had returned and were once again sitting with them. Tonya was now also there. She was seated between Elvira and Florence.
As soon as he noticed our presence John Reynolds stood up and started to say something, but then out of the corner of his eye he saw that Tonya was also standing. Once he realized that Kirby and Tonya were staring at each other he discreetly stepped back from the table and waited.
Kirby had taken two steps into the room before he found Tonya sitting at the table. The moment he saw her he froze.
The noisy room had suddenly become very quiet. Everyone's attention was now focused on Tonya and Kirby. We all anxiously watched as they silently stared at each other. I got the distinct impression that everyone knew what was happening.
After a moment Tonya said, "Kirb, did Donny tell you?"
Kirby nodded. "Yes he did."
"Are we still okay?"
Kirby smiled at her. "Tonnie, I don't give a damn if you're rich or you're poor. The money doesn't make any difference to me. I just want to spend the rest of my life with you."
When she heard that Tonya smiled. So did everyone else in the room.
After taking a deep breath Kirby continued. "I'm not sure why you want to hang around with a fat old retired navy cook, but apparently you do. So Tonya, I'm going to go out on a limb and ask you, Will you marry me?"
Tonya stared at Kirby for a moment and then she said, "Kirby Lundquist, you may be a fat old retired navy cook, but you are definitely the sweetest fat old retired navy cook that this broken down old whore will ever find."
She ran to Kirby and threw her arms around his large waist. "Kirby Lundquist, if you'll have her, this broken down old whore would love to marry you."
As Kirby wrapped his huge arms around Tonya and kissed her hard on the lips everyone in the room began to applaud.
After they broke off their kiss Tonya turned around so that she was facing the group. With Kirby's arm still wrapped around her shoulder Tonya flashed us a smile and did a little head wiggle. We all laughed.
Kirby waited until everyone was quiet and then he said, "We do have a little problem.
Tonya looked at him. "What's that?"
"I just lost my store. The firm was kind enough to buy me out so that I could pay off my debts, but I'm still broke. It's going to take me a little time to save up enough money to buy you an engagement ring."
Shaking her head, Tonya said; "Kirby honey, I have plenty of money..."
Kirby held up his hand. "Tonya Lewis, you are not going to pay for your own engagement ring."
John Reynolds, who was still standing up, stepped forward. "If I may interrupt, I think I might be able to be of assistance here."
Chuckling, Martin Jackson said; "Yes John I think that's very true."
There was a general murmur of agreement around the table. I had the distinct impression that these people knew something that Kirby and I didn't know.
Mr. Reynolds took another step towards Kirby and Tonya. Kirby looked puzzled. Tonya was grinning.
I glanced around the room. Everyone was smiling and their eyes were all focused on John Reynolds. Something was definitely up.
"Kirby and Timmy," Mr. Reynolds was looking back and forth at Kirby and me." While you were in the dining room talking to Don Kline I made an announcement in this room. You may have noticed the bottles of champagne on the table."
I hadn't, but now that he mentioned them I saw that there were several magnums of Moet Et Chandon on the table and everyone had a champagne glass in front of them.
"We're having a bit of a celebration. You know that for the past six months I've been spearheading a major project."
Kirby and I both nodded.
"About a year ago we learned that one of the largest construction companies in the world was in grave financial danger. The problems had been caused by a combination of factors; bad weather, unexpected political unrest, several overly ambitious and unrealistic time schedules that caused them to miss key deadlines and two major law suits. We launched a thorough investigation and quickly learned that the company had been struck by virtual perfect storm of unexpected disasters. This was still a solid corporation that was currently floundering because of a combination of bad luck, some poor long range planning and several disastrous management decisions."
I took a quick look around the table. Everyone was listening intently.
"Because of these misfortunes the companies value had plummeted. After further investigation we came to the conclusion that we could purchase controlling interest in the company for around one point eight billion dollars.'
He smiled. "And if we are able to correct the problems and get the company functioning smoothly again, we estimated that we should be able to sell it for between three and three and a half billion dollars.
My jaw dropped. John, Martin and Wendell were attempting to pull off a business deal that could earn a gross profit of well over a billion dollars.
"The problem of course, was that one point eight billion dollars is not exactly chump change. Raising that amount of money is a challenge. Never the less, we decided that the potential reward was worth the effort and the risk, so we went to work and I was assigned to spearhead the project."
The room was silent. Everyone was listening to John with rapt attention.
"I started barnstorming the country. By the end of last week I'd managed to convince twenty three different financial sources to commit one point two billion dollars. Ever since the beginning of this project we'd always known that Donald Kline was going to be pivotal for us. He represents a group of very adventurous entrepreneurs. He is also an astute financial analyst. We knew that he would immediately understand that the crux of the issue was putting together the mammoth sum of money required to make the project work. For that reason, we decided that we would wait to approach Donald Kline and his group until we could show him that we'd already been able to raise a substantial portion of the necessary capital."
He smiled at everyone. "A little over an hour ago Donald Kline agreed to commit up to six hundred million dollars to this project. That gives us enough money to proceed. Tomorrow we are going to meet with one more investor. We feel confident that we can persuade his group to commit at least another two hundred million dollars. If we can do that, we should have more than enough working capital to be able to take control of the company, correct the problems that caused it to founder and restore it to its full value. That will allow us to then sell it and make a very nice profit for ourselves and our investors."
Mr. Reynolds looked at us. "Kirby and Timmy, you're both new to JTandR so you may not be aware of our policy regarding bonuses. While we try to pay all of our employees a reasonable base salary, we are in what can frequently be a very lucrative business. We like to reward the employees who are instrumental in making us successful. I believe that today's function was pivotal to the success of our effort to enlist the support of Donald Kline's financial group in our project. Martin and Wendell both agree. For that reason we've decided to reward everyone who participated in this function with a five thousand dollar bonus. Everyone should be receiving their checks by the middle of next week."
He smiled at Kirby. "That should be enough to buy a very nice engagement ring."
Tonya put her arms around Kirby's massive shoulders and kissed his cheek. "This old whore would be happy with a cigar band."
Shaking his head, Kirby said; "Nope, as soon as I get that bonus check we're going across the street to Smithson Jewelers and you, my beautiful lady, are going to get the biggest rock that five thousand dollars can buy."
"Way to go Cookie!"
I turned. Elvira was standing up. She was clapping her hands. Everyone at the table quickly joined her.
I glanced at my big friend. Kirby was grinning like a four year old boy who'd just been given a giant red lollipop.
Martin Jackson stood up. He waited until everyone had settled down again and then he said, "It's been a very exciting and productive day. While I understand that right now all of us are a little wound up, I remind you that we still have guests in the house. We'll need to have breakfast ready for them at 6:30 tomorrow morning."
He glanced at the clock on the wall. "It's now 12:40, it's time for all of us to get to bed."
After a general murmur of agreement everyone stood up and slowly started filing out of the back dining room.
I was about to follow Kirby and Tonya through the door, when I heard Martin Jackson behind me. "Timmy, could you stick around for a moment. I'd like a private word with you."
Turning, I saw that he was still standing next to the table. I smiled at him and said, "Certainly."
Cassie and Florence started cleaning up the mess on the table so Mr. Jackson gave me quick wave and said, "Come on, let's move to the formal dining room."
I nodded and followed him through the kitchen and back into the room where Kirby and I had just spent over an hour talking to Donny Kline.
As soon as we were in the dining room Mr. Jackson turned around and asked, "How did the meeting go with Donald?"
I shrugged. "I don't know, I think it went fairly well. He seemed to enjoy talking to us. He's sending a case of that fancy Scotch to both Kirby and me."
"The Chivas?"
"Yes."
"Why is he doing that?"
"I think he's just trying to be a nice guy. Neither Kirby nor I had ever tasted eighteen year old Chivas Regal before so we were joking around and making kind of a big deal about it. He asked us if we liked it. We told him that we did. The next thing we knew he was leaving a message to his secretary on his pocket recorder to send us each a case."
Mr. Jackson smiled. "Timmy, if you and Kirby end up becoming good friends with Donald Kline I'll buy you a whole boatload of expensive scotch."
I smiled and then I said, "Oh I suppose I should also mention that he gave us his personal cell phone number. I think that was probably a pretty good sign."
Mr. Jackson raised his eyebrows. "He did what?"
"He gave his personal cell phone number to both Kirby and me. Don't you think that's a good sign?"
"Yes, I think that's a very good sign." Mr. Jackson laughed. "I don't have that number."
He paused for a moment and then he looked at me with a serious expression. "Timmy, please guard that telephone number very carefully."
"I will sir."
Now it was my turn to pause. After a brief debate in my head I made a quick decision. "Mr. Jackson, there's something I should tell you. Donny asked me not to say anything about this, but I think that might be a mistake. I'm fairly certain that it would be better if you knew about it in advance. You do have to promise me that when he calls you, you'll try to not let on that I told you about it, all right."
Mr. Jackson grinned at me. "Timmy, I give you my word and don't worry, I'm a pretty good poker player. I'll make sure that Donald never suspects that you told me anything."
I spent the next few minutes filling him in on the plans for the New Years party on Cape Cod.
After I was done Mr. Jackson smiled. "Timmy, thank you for telling me that. It was the correct decision. It's always nice to be forewarned. It reduces the possibility of making an inadvertent social blunder. Of course all three of us are going to accept the invitation. Right now, we want to do everything we can to strengthen our relationship with Donald Kline."
He laughed. "It also sounds like it's going to be a fun way to spend the New Years Holiday."
"I think so too sir."
Mr. Jackson nodded and then he said, "Timmy, you and Kirby did a good job for us tonight. It appears that you built a lot of good will with Donald Kline."
I shrugged. "It was easy to do. He's a nice guy, I like him."
"Our relationship with our investors is largely based on trust and good will. They give us their money because they like us and because they believe that we'll use it wisely and when we give it back we'll be returning substantially more to them than they originally gave to us."
He smiled at me. "That's why our hostess program is so important to us. Timmy, right now your wife isn't trying to talk Tyler Greer into investing in our project; she's upstairs building good will with him. If you take a man out to dinner he'll remember it for a week, if you get him laid he'll remember it for the rest of his life."
Suddenly Mr. Jackson stopped and shook his head. "Timmy, I'm sorry, that was incredibly insensitive of me."
I looked at him and asked, "Why?"
"Because, well, I mean I just sort of threw it in your face."
"Mr. Jackson, I know exactly what my wife is doing right now. I also know that you know. I appreciate your concern for my feelings, but it's not necessary. We've talked about this before. The fact that Kelly sleeps with other men does not upset me."
Mr. Jackson closed his eyes and sighed. "I'm sorry Timmy. You're right, you have explained it to me. You've explained it to me several times. The problem I'm having has nothing to do with you and Kelly."
I smiled at him. "It has to do with you and Mandy, doesn't it."
He nodded. "Yes it does."
"Would you like to talk about it?"
"Yes, very much."
Mr. Jackson stared at the floor for a moment and then he looked up at me and took a deep breath. "Timmy, I'm in love with her. I've known it for a long time, but I've refused to admit it to myself. There are just too many complications."
"Like what?"
He threw his arms up. "Damn it Timmy! I'm old enough to be her father."
"How old are you?"
"Fifty-one."
"And Mandy is 26." I smiled at him. "I just had a similar conversation with Kirby, only it was kind of the opposite of this one."
"He has strong feelings for Elvira, doesn't he."
"Actually so do I."
He nodded. "It's easy to understand why, she's pretty special. Wendell was lucky to find her and he knows it."
"Mr. Jackson, Elvira is 72. Kirby is about your age. Elvira didn't refuse to get involved with him because of the current difference in their ages, she was worried about the difference that could potentially exist five to ten years from now."
"Timmy that doesn't make any sense. People grow old at the same rate. The difference in their ages remains constant."
"Mr. Jackson, if you'd met Mandy twenty years ago would you have considered asking her to marry you?"
"Of course not. She would have only been six years..." He stopped and smiled. "Timmy, you never cease to amaze me."
"Elvira didn't want to risk saddling Kirby with a wife who was an infirm old lady. At this stage of her life she wanted a man who was closer to her own age so that they could face the challenges of growing old together."
"Like Wendell."
"That's right."
"So because of the difference in our ages, you're advising me to forget about a serious relationship with Mandy." There was a very clear tone of disappointment in Mr. Jackson's voice.
"No, not at all. Hopefully you're still at least twenty-five or thirty years away from that stage of your life. That gives you and Mandy the potential for a lot of good years together. I think you should talk to her about it."
Mr. Jackson slowly nodded his head. "All right."
"That's not the only problem, is it?"
"No Timmy, there's also the whole sex thing."
"You mean the question of your being faithful to each other?"
"Yes, when we talked in the hall earlier this evening you suggested that Mandy was a lot like her mother and Kelly. You offered the opinion that all three women were simply not cut out to remain faithful to one man. And then you pointed out that if I married Mandy I would most likely end up being her cuckold."
He shook his head. "I hadn't considered that and at first it bothered me. Then I listened to that conversation in the back dining room earlier this evening. The one that occurred just before John, Wendell and I left to meet with Donald."
I nodded. "When Cassie was telling us about her husband and his stable of wealthy middle aged white women."
Mr. Jackson laughed. "Yes, that was the conversation."
He paused. After a moment he said, "Actually it was Wendell's comments that really caught my attention. Wendell is one of my oldest and closest friends. I have a deep respect for him. He's one of the most rational men that I have ever known. Hearing him tell us that he was comfortable with Elvira having a male friend who she occasionally meets for a little extracurricular fun started me thinking. Then I heard him telling us that he thought it was all about confidence, trust and security. Since then, those words have been echoing in my mind."
He smiled. "Timmy, when I look at you and think about Wendell's words I start to understand. Kelly doesn't cuckold you because you're a wimp. You may be a submissive, but you are definitely not a wimp. You have as much back bone as any man I've ever met. It is obvious that you enjoy surrendering power to your wife. Mandy enjoys surrendering power too and apparently so does Kirby. While I don't think that I'll ever be able to fully understand why the three of you enjoy it, I can tell you that Tonya, Kelly and I are all very happy that you do. I cannot begin to describe the thrill we experience when we're dominating a submissive."
I laughed. "And we can't begin to describe the thrill we experience when we're being dominated. Sir, it's just lucky that we all found each other."
Grinning, he said; "Timmy, you're right about that."
Mr. Jackson paused for a moment to think. Finally he said; "Timmy, what I'm trying to say is that I'm finally beginning to understand that being a cuckold doesn't make you a wimp." He shook his head. "If you're a wimp, it's only because you deliberately choose to play that role. The fact is, being a cuckold doesn't make any man a wimp, it just means that he allows his wife to occasionally enjoy the company of other men."
"Mr. Jackson are you trying to tell me that if Mandy decides that she wants to continue playing around with other men, you think you'll be able to accept it?"
"I'm willing to try and with a little help from friends like Wendell and Elvira, Kirby and Tonya and you and Kelly; I think I'll be able to do it. Of course, that does mean that I'll also get to continue playing around with Tonya and Kelly." He looked at me. "That is, as long as it's all right with you and Kirby."
"You know that will always be fine with both of us. Of course, ultimately that is up to Tonya and Kelly, but I can't imagine that either one of them would ever object."
I thought for a second and then I asked, "What are you going to do if Mandy decides that she wants to continue working as a hostess? You'd better be prepared for that possibility, because I think it's very likely that that's what she's going to want to do."



"I agree." He paused. After a moment he said, "I've always believed that there is nothing morally wrong with the hostess program. Tonya, Keisha, Mandy, Kelly and Antoine all seem to enjoy their jobs. We pay them extremely well and I've always tried to be very attentive to their emotional needs. If Mandy decides that she wants to continue working as a hostess." He shrugged. "Well, I think I'd be a colossal hypocrite if I were to object."
"Will you be able to handle it."
"Again, I might occasionally need a little support from my friends."
I smiled at him. "You can rely on us."
"I do believe that I can." Mr. Jackson glanced at his watch. "Timmy, it's getting late. Both of us need to get to bed, but I still have two quick questions."
"Go ahead."
"Earlier tonight you suggested that I might be welcome to join all of you in the house."
"Yes I did."
"Would you discreetly inquire about it?"
"Yes I will."
"Timmy, business is my life and I know I can't give it up. I also know that if I am going to be a businessman, I have to put in the time an energy to do it right."
"I understand. If you and Mandy are living in the house with the rest of us, it allows you to focus on your work without having to worry that Mandy is being left isolated and uncared for."
"That's exactly right and that leads us to my other request."
"All right."
"Right now, Mandy is planning to share a room with you and Kelly. If I ask her to marry me and she agrees, would you still be willing to take care of her during the times that I have to focus all of my time and attention on the business?"
"Yes sir, I'll just make sure that Kelly and I buy a really big bed."
Mr. Jackson smiled. "Thank you Timmy. As I told you earlier, I'm taking Mandy to the Kennsington Grill for dinner tomorrow night. During dinner I'm planning to discuss all of this with her. That includes marriage."
"You're going to ask her to marry you?"
"We have a lot to talk about, but I'm hoping that's where the discussion will lead us."
"Good luck Mr. Jackson."
"Thank you Timmy." He paused for a moment and then he added, "Thank you for everything."
I wasn't sure what to say, so I just nodded and gave him a quick smile.
He patted my shoulder. "I think it's time for us to call it a night."
As we were walking out of the dining room he said; "Timmy, I'm sorry that Kelly has to work tomorrow night. I assume that you've figured out the she'll be entertaining that last big investor from Seattle."
"Yes sir, I'd guessed that's who it was."
"Timmy, tomorrow before you leave, John is going to give you a file on the man. Will you put together a report for Kelly during the airplane trip home. This man is very important to us."
I grinned at him. "You want to be sure that she builds a lot of good will with him."
He smiled. "That's exactly what we want."
"Don't worry, I'll make sure she gets every bit of information that we have."
"Thanks Timmy."
Mr. Jackson left the dining room through the door that led to the hallway so that he could use the front stairs. I went out through the kitchen so that I could take the backstairs. That evening we both understood that we'd just forged a bond that would most likely become the basis for a very close friendship.
That notwithstanding, when Mr. Jackson saw me turn and walk towards the door to the kitchen he didn't try to stop me. He understood. We both understood. I was a slave and he was a superior. At Evergreen superiors were accorded the privilege of using the front staircase while slaves were relegated to the narrow stairway in the back of the mansion. I was only permitted to use the front stairs when I was accompanying my mistress. Those were our roles and that was one of the rules governing those roles. They were part of a life style that we both eagerly embraced and despite or new friendship, neither of us wanted to do anything that might undermine the strict tenets of that lifestyle.
I hurried through the now deserted kitchen and took the stairs two at a time. I had a faint hope that I might find Kelly waiting for me in our bedroom.
The room was empty. The bed had been turned down, but I was certain that had been the work of Cassie or Florence.
I was disappointed. I knew that I shouldn't have been. The hope that Tyler might be finished enjoying my wife had been nothing but wishful thinking. Kelly was a beautiful woman. A man would have to be a fool to send her from his bed before he had to do it.
I took a quick shower, brushed my teeth and and climbed into bed. I was tired, but I still thought about Kelly and Tyler. Closing my eyes, I pictured them together. They were both naked. Tyler was on his back. My wife was kneeling next to him. Tyler was fondling Kelly's pendulous breasts while she kissed and licked the engorged head of of his towering erection.
I smiled. Earlier that day Tyler's erect cock had been on full display. While it could never be described as small, it wasn't particularly big either. Now, in my fantasies, it had grown to pornstar proportions.
Reaching down to touch myself, I was quickly reminded of both the presence and the purpose of my cock cage. Actually, finding it was a relief. I was excited. Without the restriction of the chastity device, it would have been very difficult to resist the temptation to masturbate.
I knew that in the morning, when my wife returned, she would find it exciting to see that I'd been forced to lay in bed frustrated while she'd been enjoying herself in the arms of another man. I know this will be very difficult for many people to understand, but as a submissive masochist, I didn't want to deny her that pleasure.
I'm not exactly certain when sleep came. It just did.
I awakened to the sound of Edward's voice. "Our guests have left the property." As I sat up I realized that he was speaking over the household intercom.
I rubbed the sleep from my eyes and looked around. I was surprised and disappointed to see that I was still alone. That puzzled me. I'd expected that as soon as Tyler was gone Kelly would hurry back to the room.
Outside, the sun was shining. Glancing at the clock on Kelly's makeup table, I saw that it was 7:30. I got up. After washing my face, brushing my teeth and shaving I went into the closet. I found clean panties and socks in my dresser and then I selected a pair of freshly pressed khaki slacks and a pale lavender golf shirt from the clothes hanging on my closet rod.
As soon as I was dressed I went downstairs.
Doris was in the kitchen. When she heard me come in she said, "Good morning Timmy." She pointed to a stool next to an open spot on one of the counters. "Sit down, I have scrambled eggs, sausages and fresh biscuits. All of us have been up since 6:00. Mr. Jackson told us to let you sleep in. He said that the two of you were up late talking. Everyone else has already eaten. You're, of course welcome to take your food to the back dining room, but you'll be all alone. If you sit in here you can talk to me while you eat."
I sat on the stool.
When I came in Doris had been making a fruit salad. After preparing a plate of eggs and sausages for me she went back to work.
She sliced pieces of fresh fruit while I ate. As she worked she told me, "Edward, Nathan and Maurice are meeting with Mr. Jackson, Mr. Tyler and Mr. Reynolds. They're planning a party that's going to be held here next Thursday. I understand that there's a big group coming in from Philadelphia."
I swallowed a bite of biscuit and said. "I imagine that both Kelly and I will be coming back for that party."
She nodded. "I would assume you will, I gather that it's going to be quite a shindig. They're talking about dinner for eighteen. I expect that they'll have to bring in some extra ladies."
"Does that happen very often?" I took a sip of my coffee.
"From time to time, but not too often."
Doris focused her attention on peeling and slicing two bunches of bananas.
I finished the last several bites of my eggs and sausages and then I took another sip of coffee. After I set my cup down I asked in as casual a voice as possible, "Where is everyone else?"
Without turning around Doris answered, "I think Ben said he was going to weed the flower gardens and I'm sure that Florence and Cassie are busy cleaning the guest rooms."
That of course, was not the information I was seeking. Still trying to sound relaxed and nonchalant I tried again. "What about the others?"
Doris set her knife down and turned around. She was smiling. "You want to know where Kelly is and why she hasn't come to find you?"
Nodding sheepishly, I said; "Yes, I do."
"Sweet baby, Kelly would be with you if she could, but she and the other ladies have something they have to do right now."
"What about Kirby and Elvira? Where are they?"
"They're with the ladies."
"What are they doing? Why wasn't I included?"
She patted my hand. "Timmy honey, you do know how much Kelly, Tonya, Mandy, Keisha and Elvira love you, don't you."
I quietly answered, "Yes, of course I do."
"So you understand that if they didn't include you in whatever they're doing, it wasn't meant as a slight. They had to have had a very good reason for leaving you out."
Sighing, I said; "Yes Doris, I'm sure you're right." I paused and then I looked at her and smiled. "Thank you, I appreciate your taking a moment to put a band aid on my foolish insecurity."
"Sweetheart all of us occasionally suffer from episodes of foolish insecurity." She laughed. "Actually, for most of us, it's a chronic condition."
Doris leaned over and kissed my cheek. "Why don't you go outside and see Ben. It's a beautiful morning and he always welcomes company when he's working in the garden. As soon as Kelly and the other ladies are done doing whatever it is that they're doing I'll tell them where you are. I'm sure they'll come and find you right away."
There was a door that went directly from the kitchen into the back hall. From the back hall I could go directly out to the back patio.
I wasn't in a hurry, so instead I decided to meander through the formal dining room and into the main hallway. From there I could still wander out onto the back patio and find Ben.
I was just about to open the door that led outside when I heard voices. I stopped and listened. I heard the voices again. There was talking and giggling. The voices were clearly female.
I waited.
I heard footsteps. Several people were coming up the wooden staircase that led down to the basement and Tonya's playroom.
The voices and laughter were growing louder. I couldn't make out what they were saying, but it was definitely Kelly, Keisha, Mandy, Tonya and Elvira and they were all engaged in an animated conversation.
The door to the basement stairs opened. Mandy stepped out. Except for a tiny white satin g string and her slave collar, she was naked. Keisha was immediately behind her. She was wearing a black latex mini dress that was cut so that it left her large brown breasts fully exposed. In her right hand she was carrying a whip.
When they entered the hallway they both turned towards the reception hall. I was standing in the doorway to the patio. It was the opposite direction, so neither of them noticed me. They took two steps into the hallway and then they stopped and turned so that they were facing the basement door. I was now in their field of view, but because their attention was focused on the stairs, they still didn't notice me.
Kelly came out next. She was wearing a latex dress similar to the one Keisha was wearing. Her large breasts were also fully exposed and she was also carrying a whip. Her long blond hair was tied back in a ponytail. Her eyes were uncharacteristically painted with a thick layer of black eye shadow and she wore a deep red lip gloss that was much more garish than the subtle shades of pink that she normally wore. I noticed that Kelly's face was flushed and her nipples were sticking prominently out. I recognized the signs. It was obvious that my wife was aroused.
As soon as she stepped into the hallway Kelly moved out of the door and stopped. Her back was towards me so she also hadn't noticed my presence.
A moment later I understood why the three of them had left the space in front if the door open. Elvira stepped out. She was dressed in a skin tight black latex leotard that covered her entire body. The only exception was an oval cutout in the crotch of the suit that exposed her shaved pussy. Ellie was very slender and the tight fitting suit made the petite woman look incredibly sexy. Her gray hair was also pulled back into a pony tail and she wore the same garish makeup as Kelly and now I also noticed, Keisha.
Elvira was holding a black leather dog leash. As she moved into the hallway Kirby followed immediately behind her. I saw that the leash was attached to a black leather studded dog collar around his neck. Except for the collar and his cock cage, Kirby was naked. As Elvira pulled him through the doorway he turned towards reception hall and main staircase. I noticed at least a score of rather painful looking red stripes across his back and his buttocks.
Tonya was right behind Kirby. She was wearing a black latex mini dress similar to the ones worn by Kelly and Keisha. Her breasts were also exposed. Like Kelly, Keisha and Elvira, her ash blond hair was pulled back into a ponytail and her face was painted with the same dark eyeshadow and bright red lip gloss that they wore. She carried a coiled whip in each of her hands. I assumed that one of them had been used by Elvira.
As soon as Tonya was in the hall Kelly looked at her and said, "That was one of the most exciting things I've ever done in my entire life. I've never whipped anyone before. What an incredible thrill."
Suddenly she stopped and moved so that she was standing next to Kirby. Gently stroking his cheek she said, "We didn't hurt you too badly, did we? It was fun, but I'd never want to actually injure you."
He shook his head. "No, it might take me a day or two to fully recover, but I'll be all right." He looked at all of them. "Thank you very much. It was wonderful, better than I'd ever imagined it would be. Anytime any of you get the urge to do it again, I'll be happy to volunteer."
Keisha walked over to Kirby and patted his other cheek. "I enjoyed it just as much as Kelly did. I'd love to do it again, in fact I think we should plan to get together at least once a month for a little party like the one we just had." She giggled. "Cookie honey, we'd love to turn you into our own personal little whipping boy."
Kirby grinned at Keisha. That made me chuckle.
Of course I understood what had just happened. This was Kirby's special fantasy and the women had just acted it for him. They'd told me they were going to do it. Actually, I was the one who'd originally asked them to do it.
I didn't know they were going to do it this morning and I started to wonder why they'd kept it a secret from me. As soon as I thought about it I realized the answer that question. This was Kirby's fantasy, not mine. I didn't have a part to play in it and if I had been present I might have actually inhibited Kirby's fun by making him feel self conscious. The poor guy had spent his entire life trying to repress this fantasy because it wasn't supposedly normal and made him feel like a pervert. No. I understood. It was definitely better that I hadn't been there.
Suddenly Tonya saw me out of the corner of her eye. She looked right at me for a second and then she said, "Kelly."
My wife had been gently stroking Kirby's hair. She stopped and looked at Tonya. Tonya nodded towards me.
Kelly turned. As soon as she saw me she sighed. Shaking her head she quietly said; "Timmy, I'm sorry. The moment Tyler left I wanted to look for you, but...Well, we all wanted to do this and we thought it might be better if..."
Elvira patted Kelly's wrist. "Sweetie, let me do this."
Kelly nodded. Everyone was silently watching as Elvira walked over to me and took my hand. "Timmy honey, you know that we planned to do this."
I smiled. "Yes, and I'm glad that you did it."
"We wanted to include you. You know that all of us love you, but..."
"It's okay, I understand. I don't actually have a part to play in this fantasy and if I'd been there I might have made Kirby feel uncomfortable."
Elvira kissed my cheek. "Thank you, you're a good friend."
The conversation had gotten much too serious. It was time to relieve the tension with a little good natured teasing. I grinned at her and then I pointedly glanced down at the oval cut out in the crotch of her latex leotard. Elvira had given me several blow jobs and we'd had a number of very open conversations about our sexual fantasies, but this was the first time I'd ever actually seen her cunt. Leering at her shaved pussy I said, "I like your outfit."
Immediately realizing what I was doing Elvira giggled and said, "Do you like my seventy-two year old pussy?"
Emphatically nodding my head up and down I said, "It's absolutely gorgeous."
Elvira flashed me a lascivious smile and then with a delightful twinkle in her eyes she asked, "Wanna lick it?"
Kelly laughed. "Ellie honey, you're going to have to wait in line." She walked over and grabbed my free arm. "My sweet babydoll and I have a date in our bedroom and I guarantee you that it's going to involve some serious pussy licking." She paused for a moment and then she reconsidered. "But now that I think about it, if you'd like to join us, you could sit on Timmy's face while I take off his cock cage and give him a sweet little blow job."
I looked around. Everyone was grinning.
Elvira picked up Kelly's free hand and placed it between her legs. "As you can feel, I find your proposal very enticing, but I'm going to have to ask for a rain check. After I help Tonnie rub some salve on Cookie's back I'm going to find Wendell and see if I can interest him in a blow job before we have to leave for the airport."
Kelly playfully rubbed Elvira's cunt for a moment and then she pulled her hand away. Her fingers glistened with Elvira's moisture. She looked at the older woman with a puzzled expression. "I thought that getting wet was a problem for women your age."
"Honey, for sluts like you and me, getting wet will never be a problem." Elvira shrugged. "It is true that I don't get wet as easily as I used to."
She smiled. "When I was your age all I had to do was see a cute guy and my panties would be soaked."
Mandy laughed. "I think all of us understand that problem."
Kelly smiled at Mandy's comment and then she turned to me and in a soft, seductive voice she said, "Slaveboy would you like to taste Mistress Elvira's sopping wet pussy."
I nodded, but I didn't say anything. I was feeling a little intimidated, very submissive and extremely aroused.
Sensing my excitement my wife pressed her fingers against my lips and said, "Open your mouth slaveboy. I have a little taste treat for you."
I parted my lips. Kelly pushed her fingers into my mouth. As I sucked and licked them Keisha said, "Damn that is hot. I could definitely use a little pussy licking myself right now."
Next to her Mandy said, "Would a little slave girl do?"
"Will you lick my beautiful black ass too? Brad fucked me there last night and I'm feeling a little tender this morning."
Mandy smiled. "Just thinking about it is making me wet."
Keisha took Mandy's hand. As they started towards the reception hall she said; "Come on slave girl, I think I'll make you start with a little foot massage."
Elvira walked back over to Tonya and Kirby. "Tonnie let's get Cookie upstairs so we can take care of those welts on his back and his butt. We want him to be able to sit down during the plane ride home."
Both women took one of Kirby's arms. As they led him down the hall Tonya said; "Cookie honey, Mistress Elvira and I are going to take you to our bedroom and make you feel much better."



Kirby laughed. "Actually I'm feeling pretty good right now."
Tonya leaned over and kissed Kirby's cheek. "Sweetie, trust us. Ellie and I are both very capable of making you feel a whole lot better."
Kelly had taken her fingers out of my mouth while Elvira and Tonya were talking to Kirby. As we watched them leave she turned to me and said, "Timmy I am sorry that I didn't come to you as soon as Tyler left this morning."
I smiled at her. "It really is okay, I understand. You did something very nice for Kirby and I do think it was better that I wasn't involved. I'm glad you did it."
"Thank you for understanding." Gently kissing my lips, Kelly added; "I did miss you last night."
Still smiling I looked at her and shook my head. "Kelly Mason, don't tell me lies. We both know that you didn't spend one second thinking about me last night."
She started to protest.
I gently placed a finger on her lips. "That's okay too sweetheart. I know that you still loved me last night. I'm confident that you will always love me. I just finally understand that when you're with another guy you're very good at focusing all of your attention on him. That ability is one of the reasons that you're able to enjoy sex with a variety of different partners so much and it's also one of the reasons that men enjoy sex with you so much."
Kelly shook her head. "But I feel so guilty when I realize that I spent a night with another man and never thought about you at all."
"Did you stop loving me last night?"
"No! Of course not! I'll never stop loving you!"
"Were you going to find me as soon as you could this morning?"
"Yes, I mean I couldn't until we were done with Kirby, but I wanted to find you first. You can ask Mandy, Tonya, Keisha and Elvira. They'll all tell you that."
"I don't have to ask. I'm sure it's true. Kelly, I know how much you love me and I'm pretty sure you know how much I love you. That's why we were able to survive the problems we just had."
Kelly put her arms around me and hugged me. While she held me in her arms she said, "Timmy I do know how much you love me and please never forget how much I love you."
"I won't Kelly, I promise I won't."
She kissed me hard on the lips and then we held each other. After a moment Kelly whispered, "Let's go upstairs and have a little fun before we have to leave for the airport."
I grinned at her. "That sounds like a wonderful plan."
Grabbing my hand, Kelly said; "Let's go." We raced up the stairs, laughing and giggling the entire way.
As soon as we got into our bedroom Kelly started undressing me. As she pulled my shirt over my head I asked, "Did you have fun with Tyler last night?"
After she tossed my shirt on the bed she looked at me for a moment and then she asked, "Do you really want to know?"
I laughed. "Of course I want to know. You've always told me all about your dates when you come home. Why should this one be any different?"
Kelly shook her head. "I don't know, I guess I'm still getting used to the idea that I'm openly cuckolding you again."
I smiled. "Don't worry, it might take a little time, but eventually we'll both get used to it." I kissed her forehead. "And we have lots of time. Now tell me about Tyler. Was he good?"
"Timmy he was wonderful. His cock wasn't all that big."
I nodded. "I know, I saw it when you were giving him a blow job by the pool yesterday afternoon."
"Yes, I suppose you did."
"So why was he so wonderful?"
"Timmy as I just said, his cock wasn't all that big, but he really knew how to use it. Babydoll that man understands how to properly fuck a woman. He's nearly insatiable and he can go for an incredibly long time. Last night, after we went up stairs, he got it up three more times. First I sucked him off and then he fucked me twice. The second time he fucked my ass. Some guys can be a little too rough when they do that, but he knew how to be gentle. He went really slow and he used a lot of lubricant."
Kelly smiled at me. "I'm not sure I know why, but I get really excited when I feel a guy cumming in my ass." She giggled. "Maybe it's because it seems so wicked."
"You like being wicked, don't you."
"I really do."
We both smiled at each other for a moment and then Kelly sighed and said; "Anyway, after that we were both pretty tired so we slept cuddled up to each other. This morning we took a shower together and then I gave him a blow job before we went down to breakfast."
My wife giggled. "I love kissing a guy good bye that way."
I laughed. "My wife, the blow job queen."
Grinning, Kelly vigorously nodded her and said, "That's me."
There was a pause. Kelly stared at me. After a moment her grin vanished and she quietly asked, "Timmy are you still okay with that? I mean are you still happy that you're married to a slut?"
I smiled at her. "I think slut's a pretty strong word."
"It shouldn't be. It simply refers to a woman who enjoys sex with lots of different men. In fact, the idea that it's derogatory is actually kind of sexist. We don't have a word to describe a man who enjoys sex with lots of different women."
"How about cad or rake?"
"No, those words describe men who take advantage of women. That's not what were talking about."
"Okay, how about Casanova or Lothario?"
"Lothario? Not exactly a a common word in most peoples every day vocabulary."
"I grant you that, but the word still does exist.'
"Yes, but my point is that Casanova and Lothario are words that are rarely used. Most people probably couldn't tell you what a Lothario is, or even who he was; but everyone knows what a slut is."
Kelly shook her head. "Anyway, all of this is beside the point. I'll rephrase my question. Are you still content with being married to a woman who enjoys sex with lots of different men?"
I smiled. "Yes Kelly, I love being your cuckold and I hope that when you're Elvira's age you still have several boyfriends."
She giggled. "Only several?"
"People do slow down as they get older."
Kelly laughed. "Fortunately we're both still very young and if you're okay with it I plan to have a lot more lovers before I finally start to slow down."
"And I expect you to tell me about every detail of every date that you have with everyone of them."
"Will you promise to eat my pussy while I'm telling you?"
"Every single time."
Kelly started unbuckling my belt. "Let's get these pants off of you. I had a date last night, but I already told you about it and you weren't eating my pussy, so you owe me."
As I stepped out of my pants I grinned at Kelly and said, "And I'm a cuckold who always pays his debts."
Kelly pulled my panties down to my knees and slowly stroked the plastic tube of my cock cage. "I think that while you're eating my pussy, we'll leave your cock cage on and your panties around your knees. That should help you remember your place in our marriage."
I smiled.
Kelly smiled back and then, staring into my eyes, she raised the hem of her latex skirt, sat down on the edge of the bed and lay back. As she lasciviously spread her legs, exposing the glistening cleft of her bare pussy, she licked her lips and growled; "Get down on your knees and eat my cunt cuckboy."
My entire body tingled with excitement as I dropped to the carpeted floor and positioned myself between my mistress's parted thighs. Kelly had been right, leaving my cock cage on and my panties around my knees did make this act of submission even more exciting.
Kelly grabbed a handful of my hair and roughly pulled my face into her dripping pussy. "Eat me cuckboy, lick the cunt that Tyler Greer owned last night."
For the next few minutes I licked, kissed and sucked my wife's sopping sex while she lay back on the bed twisting her nipples and taunting me about Tyler Greer's amazing skill as a lover. I gave Kelly two orgasms. The second one seemed to be exceptionally powerful. That made me happy. Making my wife cum was even more satisfying for me than cumming myself.
After she recovered from her second orgasm Kelly sat up. Reaching down, she gently pulled me up on the bed next to her and put her arm around my shoulders. "Timmy, that was wonderful."
"I liked it too."
"Did you? I mean, does licking my pussy get you off?"
Playfully rolling my eyes, I said; "Do you even have to ask."
Kelly laughed. "No, I guess it was a foolish question."
She smiled at me. After a moment she stood up, walked over to her makeup table, opened her purse and took out the key for my chastity cage. Returning to the bed, she sat down next to me, unlocked the cage and slipped it off of my penis. As she set it on the night table next to her she asked, "Did this bother you yesterday?"
"No not really. Actually last night it was kind of a blessing."
"A blessing?"
"Yes, after I got into bed I started to think about you and Tyler. The mental image of the two of you together excited me. If I hadn't been wearing the cock cage, I don't think I would have been able to resist the urge to masturbate."
"Timmy honey, the key was in my purse on my makeup table. You knew that. You could have unlocked yourself, masturbated and then locked yourself up again and put the key back. I never would have known."
"Yes but I would have known."
Kelly shook her head. "Timmy that's sweet. I love your obedience, but it's really not fair. I had at least a dozen orgasms with Tyler last night while you had to lay here alone in this bed, excited and frustrated."
I didn't say anything. I just stared at Kelly with a mischievous smile on my face.
After a moment she said, "What?"
I continued to smile at her. "Think about it."
She looked at me with a puzzled expression. It was clear that she was trying to figure out what I was intimating. Don't misunderstand what was happening. Kelly is a very bright woman. It's just that at times, even the most fundamental concepts can be elusive for any of us.
I continued watching her. Gradually I saw her puzzled expression change to one of recognition.
Kelly looked at me and smiled. "That is really hot, isn't it. Last night I got to cum as many times as I wanted while you had to lay alone in this bed, envious, excited and totally helpless to do anything about it."
She laughed. "I thought the chastity cage was all about control, but that's only part of it. It's also about privilege and circumstance. As a superior I'm entitled to freely enjoy myself while you, my slave, are required to languish at home without any satisfaction, waiting patiently for my return."
Taking a deep breath, Kelly said; "Timmy that is so hot. I love being a superior." Suddenly she started to giggle,
Now it was my turn to be puzzled. I looked at her and asked, "What's so funny?"
"I think doing the opposite might be just as hot."
"The opposite?'
"Yes, some night when Chris is over, I want to make you stand in the corner and masturbate while you watch him fuck me. The thought of seeing you humiliate yourself by jacking off like a twelve year old boy while you watch another man enjoying my body gets me very excited.
I laughed. "Sweet Kelly Mason is becoming a very creative dominatrix."
Suddenly Kelly closed her eyes and sighed. "Timmy, I am beginning to enjoy being a sadist and that's starting to worry me."
She paused for a moment and then shaking her head, she said, "I still can't believe how much I enjoyed whipping Kirby this morning and I absolutely loved taunting you about Tyler while you were going down on me a few minutes ago. And just now my pussy actually started to tingle when realized that while Tyler and I were enjoying each other last night, you were in this room, all alone in bed, horny and totally frustrated."
Looking at me, Kelly said; "Timmy, I'm afraid that I'm turning into a really bad person."
I picked up Kelly's hand and held it between my hands. "This morning when Tonya noticed me standing by the patio door while all of you were talking in the hallway, what were you doing?"
Kelly thought for a moment and then she shrugged. "I don't know, I guess I was listening to Keisha tell Kirby that we should get together and act out his fantasy at least once a month."
"Just before that."
"I'm sorry Timmy, I don't really remember. When I saw you I guess I got a little flustered."
"I remember what you were doing."
"What?"
"You were stroking Kirby's cheek and asking him if you'd hurt him too badly, and then you told him that you'd never really want to do anything that might actually injure him. That doesn't sound like a bad person to me."
"But..."
"Please listen for a moment Kelly."
"Okay."
"You are a dominant and you do occasionally enjoy being a little sadistic. There isn't any question about that, but think about this. Kelly, you're married to me. Mandy is one of your closest friends and Kirby is becoming a very good friend. All three of us are masochists. We enjoy it when you tease, torture and dominate us. I think that a lot of your pleasure comes from knowing that we're enjoying it just as much or even more than you are."
I looked at her. "Kelly a few minutes ago you made me eat your pussy while you taunted me about what a good lover Tyler was. Would you have done that if you didn't believe that I'd enjoy it?"
Kelly shook her head. "No, of course not."
"Kelly, I have never seen you be deliberately mean to any person or for that matter any living thing. When you see a spider in the house you try to catch it and carry it outside. That's not exactly the behavior of an evil sadist."
I smiled at her. "Sweetheart your sadism only takes place within the context of our sex games. In real life, you're one of the kindest, most caring human beings I've ever known. That's one of the reasons I love you so much."
Kelly placed her free hand on top of mine so that all four of our hands were locked together. "Thank you Timmy, that makes sense." She paused for a moment and then she added, "And I think I understand you better now."
I looked at her with a puzzled expression. "You understand me better?"
"Yes, we're actually very similar."
'Similar?"
"That right; you're only a submissive masochist during our sex games. Yes, you do enjoy a taking a more domestic role in our marriage than most husbands might choose, but that doesn't alter the fact that you're one of the strongest and wisest men I've ever met. The only place you're a wimp is in the bedroom."
I nodded. "And the bedroom is the only place you're a bitch."
Kelly giggled. "Unless we happen to be playing in the living room.
We both laughed and then there was a brief pause. After a moment I said, "Last night Martin Jackson said something to me that was very similar to what you just told me."
Kelly looked at me. "Last night? Martin? Why were you and Martin talking last night and what prompted him to say something like that to you?" She shook her head. "I mean, I'm glad that he recognizes who and what you really are, but why were you talking about it last night? I would have thought that he would have been completely preoccupied with this business deal last night."
"Kelly, you weren't then only one who was busy yesterday. I have a lot to tell you."
"And I want to hear about all of it, but first I want to give my beautiful man a nice long slow blow job."
Kelly patted my knee. "Now you sit right here on the edge of the bed and relax. Your wife is about to show you why she has to work tonight."
Kelly slipped to the floor and kneeled between my legs. As she began gently caressing my tiny cock and balls she looked up at me and said, "Timmy, I wish I didn't have to work tonight. "
I shrugged. "But you do. There will be other nights."
"Yes I know, but I feel like I neglected you yesterday and last night too and I also really missed you. Timmy I would love to feel you inside me this morning. I wish I could let you fuck me, but I can't. Tyler was a gentle lover, but he was able to keep going for so long that he really wore me out. Since I have to entertain another client tonight I need some time to recover. Today, I'm afraid that even your little penis would be a bit too much for me."
Suddenly she stopped and shook her head. "Timmy, I'm sorry. that didn't come out right at all. I wasn't trying to taunt you. Right now, that's the last thing I want to do."
"Kelly, it's okay. You're my wife. We can be honest with each other. I do have a small penis. We both know that."
"Timmy, you know that I love your small penis. It's my absolute favorite and it always will be."
"Your favorite small penis?" I was grinning at my wife."
Kelly stuck her tongue out at me. "You know what I mean."
"Yes I do know what you mean. I also understand exactly why you're saying that you can't let me fuck you this morning and I agree with you. You shouldn't let me fuck you. The man you're going to be entertaining this evening is a crucial investor for the firm's current project and John, Martin and Wendell are relying on you to show him a very good time."
Kelly shook her head. "Timmy how do you know about all of this?"
"Well, I do happen to work for the firm and as I said earlier, last night turned out to be a very busy and incredibly interesting evening.
"You have to tell me all about it."
"I will, but first, how about that blow job. I didn't get to cum last night and this morning I am definitely in need."
Kelly looked up at me with an impish grin and said, "Is my sweet babydoll feeling a little uptight and unsettled today?"
"I thought you weren't going to tease me right now."
Winking at me, she said, "Sorry, sometimes it's hard to resist the opportunity." Then Kelly leaned over and kissed the head of my tiny but very erect penis..
I wish I could tell you that Kelly's blow job took a half hour, or even forty-five minutes. Sadly, everyone would know that was a lie. It took Kelly less than two minutes to get me off. She tried to prolong it, but her efforts were fruitless.
In my defense I would point out that I'd just endured nearly sixteen hours of intense sexual stimulation without any prior relief. I'm the first to admit that I'm a little quick on the trigger; but under the aforementioned circumstances, how many men could make a serious claim that they could have lasted longer. The few men who could honestly make that claim and then back it up, are of course, the studs that my wife and other women like her seek out as playmates.
Kelly kept my tiny cock in her mouth while I ejaculated. She always does. My wife loves the taste of a man's semen. As soon as she felt my penis begin to soften she looked up at me and smiled.
I looked away in shame. I'd so badly wanted to perform like a stud and I'd failed miserably.
Kelly climbed back up on the bed and sat next to me. After kissing my cheek, she whispered; "What's the matter stud? Why the long face?"
That made me smile. It was of course a reference to our favorite stupid joke. You know the one, A horse walks into a bar and the bartender asks, Why the long face?
I'm sure that some of you think that joke is ridiculous; but of course, it's exactly why Kelly and I love each other so much. We both have the sense of humor of a sophisticated eight year old.
I still didn't respond. I was ashamed and I wanted to wallow in my disgrace. This wasn't a submissive masochistic plea for humiliation. I wasn't looking for further embarrassment. I was seeking a far more normal response. I wanted Kelly to pat my hand and tell me everything was all right.
Kelly, being the wonderful wife she is, did just that. Gently stroking my cheek, she said; "Timmy honey, there are very few men in this world who, in the situation you just endured, would have been able to last longer than you did." My wonderful wife has an uncanny knack for sensing my mood and making me feel better.



To the guy who has a coldly dispassionate wife who ignores his emotional needs, but still prides himself on the fact that she remains steadfastly faithful to him; I say, you got it all wrong buddy.
I smiled at Kelly. "Thank you."
She shrugged. "I just told the truth."
While my wife does have large breasts, long blond hair and a gorgeous face; there is another reason that so many men lust for her. As soon as you meet Kelly her sweet, compassionate personality is immediately apparent. My wife is not only beautiful, she is also a very nice person.
Kelly picked up my hand and gently held it in hers. After a moment she leaned over, gave me a soft kiss on the cheek and asked, "Are you okay?"
I smiled at her. "Yes, I'm fine."
"When we get home from the airport we should have a little time before I have to leave for my date at the Calvert. If you'd like it, I'd love to give you another blow job before I go."
"I'd love it, but by then, won't you be starting to focus all of your attention on your date?."
"I think I can spare thirty minutes for the most important man in my life."
"I wish we needed thirty minutes."
Kelly looked at me with a concerned expression. "Timmy, why are you suddenly so worried about this? It's never seemed to bother you before."
"I don't know, I guess I'm just tired of being such a dud in the sack."
"Whoever said that you were a dud in the sack?" Keisha, Tonya, Mandy and I all agree that you an absolute artist with your tongue."
"I know, but I wish I was a little bit better with my cock."
"You'd like to have more control, wouldn't you."
I nodded.
"We could teach you."
"Teach me?"
"Sure why not? We could work with you like they work with Olympic athletes. You know, stop watches and drills, a real training regimen."
"Do you really think it might help?"
"It certainly couldn't hurt and I'll bet it would be a lot of fun. I'm sure Keisha, Tonnie, Mandy and Elvira would all be eager to help. In fact, I'll talk to Tonnie about getting Kirby involved too. From what she and Elvira have told me, you're not the only one who's a little quick on the trigger."
Kelly started to giggle. "I just pictured Keisha showing up in sweats and sneakers with a whistle and a stop watch around her neck."
I laughed. "Knowing Keisha, she'd be wearing crotchless sweatpants."
That made Kelly laugh. "I think crotchless sweat pants might just have to be the standard uniform for all the coaches."
We both smiled at each other for a moment and then Kelly said, "Do you feel a little better now Babydoll?"
"I do."
Glancing at the clock on her makeup table, Kelly said; "We still have a little time before we have to leave for the airport. Would you like to start telling me about everything that happened last night?"
"Yes I would, but you have to promise to keep some of the things I'm going to tell you to yourself for a little while. When you hear them, you'll understand why ."
"All right, I can do that."
I started by telling Kelly about the meeting with Donald Kline. When she heard about the proposed New Years party she got very excited and wanted to know if it really would be all right for her to bring Chris as her date. After assuring her that it would, I went on to tell her about Tonya and Kirby. Kelly told me that she knew that Tonya was wealthy, but she had no idea that she was that wealthy.
Kelly already knew about Kirby's marriage proposal to Tonya. Actually, I would have been surprised if she hadn't heard about it. I was certain that it had to have been the central topic of conversation while they were all getting ready for Kirby's Fantasy party that morning.
I finished by telling her about my conversation with Mr. Jackson. She was surprised to hear that he was interested in living in the house with us, but quickly agreed that everyone liked him and would eagerly welcome him into the group.
She was absolutely dumbfounded when I told her about Martin's plan to ask Mandy to marry him. Her first impulse was to run to Mandy's room and tell her, but of course I stopped her and she immediately understood the importance of being absolutely silent about this confidence.
When I was finished Kelly smiled at me and said, "You really did have a busy evening."
"Yes I did."
Kelly patted my knee. "Timothy Jamieson, I think it's very possible that you might end up as one of the power brokers at JTandR."
I shook my head. "That's not what I want."
"It isn't?"
"No, I am glad things worked out the way they did. I love working with you and we're now assured of being financially very secure, but my dreams haven't changed."
Kelly grinned at me. "You still want to write a great novel."
"That's one of my dreams."
"There are more?"
"Just one."
"What is it?"
"To keep house for the woman I love."
Beaming at me, Kelly said; "Timmy the day we met was the luckiest day of my entire life."
I winked at her. "I agree with you. It was the luckiest day of your life."
Kelly poked me in the ribs. "Don't get cocky slaveboy." She nodded towards the whip that she'd used during Kirby's fantasy party. "I have a new toy and I'm hankerin to use it."
"Hankerin?"
"Yup, hankerin. You got a problem with that?"
Shaking my head, I said; "Nope, not at all."
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By the time I'd finished filling Kelly in on the events and conversations of the previous evening it was time to leave for the airport.
When we went downstairs Edward, Nathan, Maurice, Doris, Ben, Cassie and Florence were all waiting in the reception hall to say good bye to us. Everyone hugged. During the previous eighteen hours all of us had become close friends.
Much to my surprise, Mr. Reynolds was not there to hand me the promised folder about the investor from Seattle. This was the man that Kelly was scheduled to entertain that evening. According to Edward, Mr. Reynolds and Mr. Jackson had left about twenty minutes earlier. He told us that they were anxious to get back to the office and begin preparing for their afternoon meeting with this last key investor.
Wendell Tyler was of course, going back with us. At this point, there was nothing in this world, not even the necessities of business or the luxury of flying home in the firms private jet, that was important or attractive enough to separate him from Elvira.
Edward did have the folder. As he handed it to me he said, "Timmy, this is the last key investor. Make sure that Kelly has all the information she needs to dazzle him tonight."
Snatching the folder out of my hand, Kelly laughed and said; "Don't worry Edward, my babydoll and I will work on this one together."
Next to us Mandy said, "We'll all help."
The entire group did help. As it turned out, we had the first class cabin to ourselves so we were able to pass the folder around. Mr. Tyler did caution us to be discreet and to be extremely careful to avoid using the man's name.
As Tonya was glancing through the file she looked up and said, "I entertained this guy about a year ago." After thinking for a moment she leaned towards Kelly and said in a hushed voice. "I recall very clearly that he loved having his balls licked."
When she heard that my wife smiled and said, "If that's what gets him off I'll be happy to spend the entire evening making out with his dick and his testicles."
Our stewardess, her a name tag identified her as Sheila, had been pouring more coffee for Kirby. Sheila was an attractive brunette in her late thirties. Earlier, when she'd brought me a glass of tomato juice I'd noticed that she was wearing a wedding band. As soon as she was done pouring Kirby's coffee she took a quick glance around the cabin to make sure that there weren't any other crew members or passengers paying attention and then she turned to Kelly and said, "Our flight captain has a fondness for that particular pleasure. His wife thinks oral sex is nasty, so she won't do it for him. I happen to love giving head, so anytime we have a layover we share a room and I spend a large part of the evening giving his lovely balls and big hard cock the tender care and attention they so richly deserve."
Kelly glanced at her wedding band and asked, "How does you husband feel about that?"
"Jim is a very understanding and secure man. He knows that I enjoy a little variety on the side and my job gives me the opportunity to do it with discretion. As long as I don't throw it in his face he doesn't mind." She smiled. "And when I come home from a trip I always make sure that he's very well taken care of."
She looked at our wedding rings and said to Kelly, "It appears that your husband has an even more tolerant attitude."
Kelly grinned as she patted my hand. "My babydoll not only doesn't mind that I party with other men, when I get home he wants me to tell him every intimate detail about my dates."
Sheila looked at me with an appraising stare. It was actually a little bit embarrassing. After a moment she turned back to Kelly and said, "I've heard about men like your husband. Do you ever let him watch?"
I looked at my wife out of the corner of my eye. Kelly was clearly enjoying this interchange. Quickly glancing at the rest of our group, I noticed that everyone else was also watching us and by their smiles it was apparent that they were enjoying the conversation too.
Leaning towards Sheila, Kelly said; "Most guys are a little reluctant to let him watch.
"I'm sure they are." The stewardess nodded with understanding.
"But my boyfriend doesn't mind at all."
Gasping, Sheila stared at Kelly in shock and said; "You're married and you have a boyfriend?".
Kelly smiled at her. "Yes I do and he's a very hot guy." I noticed a twinkle in my wife's eyes. She was absolutely loving this.
Turning to me, Sheila asked incredulously; "And you don't mind?"
I had to admit that I was also enjoying it. Casually shrugging, I told her; "Not at all, in fact he's a nice guy. We're actually pretty good friends."
"But he's doing it with your wife." She paused for a moment and then she asked, "Do you really watch?."
"Only once in a while. Most of the time I either do some housework or I watch television in the den. They both prefer privacy."
Kelly nodded. "When Timmy's in the room it's a little bit harder for Chris and me to concentrate on each other. It's much easier for us to relax and enjoy ourselves when were alone."
Slowly nodding, the stewardess said; "I guess that makes sense."
My wife patted my hand. "But I love my little babydoll, so every once in a while Chris and I do invite him to watch."
Leaning farther over towards Kelly, the stewardess whispered; "Does he..." She took a quick glance at me and then looked back at Kelly. "Does he ever, you know, do himself while he watches?"
Kelly grinned at her. Now there was definitely an impish twinkle in her eyes. Leaning towards the stewardess, she said in a whisper loud enough for everyone to hear. "Only when we let him."
"Let him?" She looked at me with a shocked expression. I was smiling.
Turning back to Kelly, she asked; "Are you like." She hesitated.
Kelly finished the question for her, "Dominant?"
The stewardess nodded. She was obviously grateful that she hadn't actually been required to ask the question herself.
"Yes I am."
Staring at Kelly in amazement, she asked; "That means that he must be...."
"Submissive? Yes he is, he's very submissive. In fact at this moment he's wearing pink lace panties."
"No way!"
"Oh yes." Kelly turned to me. "Bunny, roll down the waist band of your trousers and show her."
Now I was getting excited. This was turning into a little humiliation game for me.
I hesitated for a second. It was deliberate. Kelly and I knew each other very well. I was giving her an opportunity to demonstrate her dominance.
Kelly immediately realized what I was doing and said in a sharp voice. "Bunny, do as you're told. Be assured that if you dare to embarrass me with a display of obstinacy I will not hesitate to pull down your panties and paddle your cute little behind right in front of every passenger on this airplane."
Nervously holding up her hand, Sheila said; "No! Please, you can't do that."
Ignoring her, Kelly stared at me. "Bunny?"
Submissively bowing my head, I loosened my belt by two notches and rolled the waist band of my khaki pants down so that Sheila could see the elastic waist of my pink lace panties."
Realizing that Kelly wasn't going to have to carry out her threat to spank me on the airplane, Sheila relaxed and inspected my underpants. She immediately started giggling. "Oh this really is fun."
Quickly looking at Kelly, she asked; "Can I go get Denise? She's another stewardess. She's even more adventurous than I am. She would love to see this."
"Can she be discreet? I mean, we don't want to create a scene."
I smiled. This was said by the same woman who'd just threatened to pull down my pants and spank me in front of every passenger on the airplane.
Sheila nodded. "Oh yes, she'll be very careful."
Kelly smiled. "Go ahead, go get her"
Sheila turned and passed through the curtain that separated the coach and first class cabins. A moment late she returned. Another stewardess who had to have been in her late forties or early fifties, was following her.
Denise was a large breasted woman. She might have been a little thick in the waist, but she was still very curvy. Her long ash blond hair was pulled back in a ponytail and while the lines around her eyes and mouth were a clear indication of her age, she was still very pretty and I had to admit, an incredibly sexy woman. I noticed that she was also wearing a wedding band.
Both women continued through the first class cabin into the galley. A few seconds later they reappeared. Sheila nodded towards Kelly and me.
Denise walked over to us and said; "I hope I'm not disturbing you.
Kelly looked up at her and answered, "No not at all."
"Sheila told me that you're a very interesting couple and suggested that I might enjoy meeting you."
Smiling as she extended her hand, Kelly said; "I'm Kelly Mason and this is my slave husband, Bunny."
Denise took her hand and said, "I'm Denise Riley."
After they shook hands Denise looked at me and asked, "Is he really your slave?"
Across the aisle Mandy said, "Oh yes, he most certainly is."
Looking around at everyone, Denise said; "Sheila told me that all of you were traveling together."
Tonya said; "That's right, we're close friends and we all share the same adventurous attitude about sex."
Denise smiled. "You must have some very exciting parties."
Keisha laughed. "Believe me, we do."
Turning back to Kelly, Denise said; "Sheila told me that you made Bunny show her his panties. May I see them too?"
"Certainly." Kelly looked at me and said, "Bunny roll your waist band down and show Ms. Riley your underwear."
"Yes Ms. Mason."
Denise looked at Kelly. "He's your husband, but he calls you Ms. Mason?"
Kelly nodded. "Yes, we believe that it's disrespectful for a slave to address superiors by their given name."
"But he's your husband."
"Yes he is, but he's also my slave."
Shaking her head, Denise said; "That is so hot."
Kelly looked at me. "Bunny, your waistband."
I had been waiting politely while Denise and Kelly were discussing the name issue. Now that they were done I obediently rolled down the waist band of my slacks and showed the top of my pink panties to Denise.
Denise had the same reaction as Sheila. She started giggling. After a moment she said, "This is so exciting, I love it." Shaking her head she added. "I could never get my husband to do anything like that. Clifford is a very sweet guy. He's a mathematician and incredibly bright; but in matters of daily life, he's a little rigid and extremely obtuse."
She laughed. "In fact, when it comes to sex, he's a colossal stick in the mud. I can't get him to do anything fun. His idea of hot sex is getting a blow job while he's watching a football game. I love the guy, so that's something I end up doing for him all the time."
Shrugging, Denise continued; "I have to get my adventure and satisfaction while I'm on my trips. Clifford has absolutely no clue that I shack up with a different guy on almost every layover."
Keisha asked, "Have you ever fed him a cream pie?"
Denise stared at her. After a moment she said; "Goodness no. I do know what cream pies are. I've read about them in stories on the Internet, but I can't even imagine Clifford eating my pussy."
Elvira looked at her. "Why do you stay married to him?"
Smiling, Denise said; "Clifford is a wonderful man. He's kind and generous and he's given me two beautiful teen aged daughters. I really do love sucking his cock. When I'm at home I'm a very loving wife. I never go out, I never see other men and I make it a point to keep him happy and satisfied with all the blow jobs he can handle."
Mandy asked, "Doesn't he ever get to fuck you?"
"Maybe once every couple of months. Don't get me wrong, I'll let him do it any time he asks, but he's generally pretty happy with his blow jobs. Clifford has a really small cock and he tends to cum quickly, so getting fucked by him isn't all that big a deal to me. I really do love the man and the blow jobs I give him seem to keep him very happy. On my trips, I make sure that I get all the hot hard fucking, adventure and sexual satisfaction I need. I guess this way we both end up happy."
Kelly asked, "Aren't you worried that he might find out?"
"Yes, I do worry about that, so I try to be extremely careful. I rarely date men who are connected with the airlines. when I do, I have to know the man very well. He has to be married and he has to understand that it will only be a one night stand."
Tonya observed, "That's a good rule. It keeps you from accidentally building an emotional attachment to a guy who works with you."
Mandy asked, "So where do you meet the guys you date?"
"I'm not really sure that what I usually do can be called dating. Every city has one or two cocktail lounges that cater to the married but looking set. I find out where they are and I go there. The men I meet in those bars are almost always married, local residents who are cheating on their wives. They have a very strong motivation to be discreet and they're always content with a one night stand. They're also ecstatic when they find out that I already have a hotel room."
She laughed. "Most of those guys have to spend a lot of time fucking in the back seat of their cars."
Tonya grinned. "You and I are getting too old for that."
Denise nodded. "I'm certainly not as limber as I used to be." Giggling she added, "And I have absolutely no desire to accidentally start screwing a gear shift."
Everyone laughed.
After a moment, Denise smiled and said; "Hey, it was nice meeting all of you. I wish we had more time. I could easily spend the rest of the day talking to you, but I'd better get back to work. My partner is managing the coach cabin by himself right now."
Mandy reached out and touched her wrist. "Denise, before you go I have a question."
"Okay, but it needs to be a quick one."
"You mentioned that your husband never eats your pussy. I'm curious as to why he doesn't."
Denise stared at her for a moment and then she said, "I don't actually know very many men who are willing to go down on a woman."
Tonya shook her head in dismay. "Denise honey, are you telling us that you don't have anybody giving you head?"
"No, I guess not." She shrugged. "I never really thought much about it. I was raised in a small town in northern Missouri. All the guys I grew up with lived by the rule, real men don't dine at the Y."
She paused for a moment and then she added, "I guess when I'm with a guy, you know, other than my husband; it's always all about his cock. I mean that's what I want, that's what I'm looking for. I want a big hard cock to play with and suck and most of all to fuck me. I've never really thought much about getting a guy to use his tongue. Sheila and I and some of the other girls too, love to talk about sex. We all read stories on the erotic Internet web sites and when were flying we spend our free time discussing those stories. We particularly enjoy the kinky ones."
Smiling at us, Denise said; "You know the ones I'm talking about. We love the stories describing dominants and submissives, interracial sex, group sex, gang bangs; all the fantasy sex stories. "
All of us nodded.
Kelly said, "We love reading those stories too. Timmy actually writes erotic stories."
Denise looked at me. "Really?"
I shrugged. "Yes, but I've never posted any of them."
"What are they about?"
"Mostly they're about cuckolding."
Denise was silent for a moment and then she said, "I've read some of those stories too. They excite me when I'm reading them, but then they make me feel bad. I guess they're a little too close to home for me."
There was a moment of awkward silence. Finally Tonya said, "I wish you could spend a little time with Timmy."
When I heard that my face flushed.
Denise looked at me for a moment and then she turned to Tonya. "Really? He is cute, but he's not exactly the kind of guy I'm normally looking for when I go out." She glanced back at me. "Sorry Timmy, I don't mean to offend you; but I'm more into the strong, muscular, athletic type."
Smiling at her, I said; "Not skinny little guys wearing pink panties?"
She giggled and smiled back at me.
Tonya said; "I understand that, but Timmy happens to be an artist with his tongue."
Keisha laughed. "My boy friend has an eleven inch cock. I love it and I never want to give it up, but I'll also never pass up an opportunity to play with Timmy."
Denise looked at Kelly. "Is he really that good?"
Kelly smiled. "Yes he is."
Denise turned and looked at me again. This new information was apparently causing her to do a quick reappraisal of me.
Behind her, Tonya said; "He has a very creative and energetic tongue and he's more than willing to use it to pleasure all of your most intimate places."
Denise gazed at the floor for a moment. She was obviously puzzled by Tonya's last comment. Suddenly her expression changed and she whispered, "Oh my". Then she looked at Kelly and asked. "He even licks you back there?"
Kelly grinned. "Yes he does and it feels really good."
Keisha giggled. "He has this thing where he uses both his fingers and his tongue at the same time. It is absolutely mind blowing."
This conversation was beginning to make me feel a little bit uncomfortable. It seemed like they were all talking about me like I was just a toy, maybe a dildo or a vibrator rather than a real person. As I considered that idea my submissive urges kicked in and I realized how incredibly humiliating and exciting this situation really was.
Denise was now staring at me.
Kelly looked up at her and asked, "Would you be interested in trying him?" She was smiling . I sensed that Kelly was asking the question for our benefit even more than Denise's. It was clear that she also fully understood the implications of offering me to another person like I was one of her possessions. I was certain that she was finding it every bit as exciting as I was.
Turning to Kelly, Denise said: "Would you really be willing to loan him to me?"
Still smiling, my wife answered; "Sure, in fact it would give me an opportunity to spend a night with my boyfriend without having to feel guilty about leaving Bunny at home alone." She giggled. "Maybe we could think of you as a baby sitter with benefits."
Now fully turned around and kneeling on her seat, Keisha said; "Hey I want to be a baby sitter with benefits too."
Kelly waved to her. "Any time you want Keish." Then looking back at Denise, she asked; "Do you have a layover in our city tonight?"
Denise shook her head. "No, this flight continues on to San Francisco, but I am scheduled for a layover in your city next week. Maybe we could do it then."
Kelly opened her purse, took out one of her cards and handed it to Denise. "Call me, we'll set it up."
It wasn't a business card that my wife handed to Denise. It was one of her personal cards. The only information on it was Kelly's name, our home telephone number and her cell phone number. She'd been carrying these cards ever since I met her. Even when we were college sophomores she had them. She kept them in her purse so that when she met an attractive man she could easily give him her name and phone number.
Denise took the card. As she put it in the pocket of her apron, she said; "Thank you, I'll call you this weekend." Then looking around at everyone, she added; "I have thoroughly enjoyed meeting all of you. Maybe we could all get together some night when I have a layover in your city."



Behind her, Sheila said; "Hey I wanna be included in that too."
Laughing, Tonya said; "Don't worry Sheila, you'll also be invited and I promise that we'll find a really hot guy for both of you."
Denise smiled. "This all sounds wonderful, but now I really do need to get back to work."
Reaching down, she gave me a quick pat on the wrist. "Timmy honey, I can't wait to babysit for you."
I smiled at her. She smiled back and then she turned and left.
As Denise disappeared through the curtain that separated the coach and first class sections of the airplane I looked at her full and incredibly gorgeous rear end. Realizing that it was very likely that my face would soon be buried between those luscious cheeks, my tiny penis stirred inside my panties.
After Denise was gone I sat back in my seat and closed my eyes. As I started to relax I began thinking about what she'd said. Some of her comments raised questions for me; difficult questions, questions that didn't have easy answers. As I thought about them, I began to realize that these questions might not have any answers at all. I was beginning to feel very unsettled.
"Timmy, what's the matter?"
I looked up. Kelly was watching me with a concerned expression. "Are you all right? Is something bothering you?"
Glancing around, I saw that everyone was watching us. I shook my head. "I'm okay, I'm just thinking about some of the things Denise told us."
"Babydoll, you look like you're upset. Are you angry because I told her she could have you for a night? I'm sorry, I didn't mean to offend you. I was just trying to play our game. You understand, don't you? I was trying to treat you like a slave, my personal property, something I was free to loan out. Don't worry, if you don't want to do that, you don't have to. When Denise calls I'll just tell her that we're not going to be able to get together with her."
I smiled at Kelly. "Thank you, it's very kind of you to offer to do that, but that's not the problem. I understood that what you were doing was just part of our game and actually I did think it was pretty exciting. I'd love to spend an evening with Denise while you're out with Chris." I paused for a moment and then I added, "Except..."
"Except what sweetheart?"
"Except that she's married."
Kelly looked at me with a surprised expression. "So what? I'm married too and I play around with lots of different guys. You don't care about that, you never have. In fact you tell me that you like it. Are you now telling me that isn't true?"
"No, it's true now, but there was a time when I did care."
"When was that?"
"When I didn't know you were doing it."
In the seat in front of Kelly, Elvira said; "Kelly honey, I don't think that Timmy is upset because Denise sleeps with other men. He's upset because she's doing it and her husband doesn't know about it and that makes it cheating."
Kelly slowly nodded. "And the time that you say my playing around did bother you was during the year I was pretending to be faithful to you while I was actually working as a hostess."
"That's right, and that nearly destroyed our marriage."
Across the aisle Mandy said; "It did destroy my parent's marriage, or at least it destroyed it for seven long years."
Kelly shook her head. "But those were both different situations. I was trying to lead a double life. I was plagued by guilt because I had to lie to you every single day. I was also ashamed because I was obviously weak and pitifully incapable of remaining faithful to you. I ended up building a wall of anger and venom around me so that you wouldn't discover what a lying, cheating, loathsome human being I really was." My wife was suddenly near tears.
Elvira reached over the seat and gently patted Kelly's hand. "Honey, you and I are going to have to spend a little time together talking. You are one of the sweetest, most wonderful human beings that I've ever met. You made a few mistakes, got sucked into an ugly situation and had trouble getting out of it; but you eventually did. Sweetie, you have to stop beating yourself up about that."
Giggling, Elvira added; "Actually, I have to say that I'm glad that you did get sucked into that situation."
Kelly looked at her in shock. "You are? Why?"
"Because, if you and Timmy hadn't had those problems, he never would have left you. If he didn't leave you, he wouldn't have had to go to work for Kirby and I never would have met any of you. Sweetheart everything happens for a reason."
Kelly smiled. There was a tear running down her cheek and she was still sniffling, but she was smiling.
"And I never would have met my sweet Cookie and I would still be all alone." Tonya was smiling at Kelly while she held Kirby's hand."
"And Antoine and I wouldn't be getting married either."
Tonya looked at Keisha. "What do you mean? You both already knew each other."
Keisha shrugged. "Maybe we would have eventually figured it out, but I know this for a fact. Seeing how happy Kelly and Timmy were and then watching you and Kirby get together, well it made us realize that maybe being alone wasn't such a good idea. Toine and I have been best friends for over two years. We already spent all of our free time together. You guys just finally helped us admit to ourselves that we love each other."
Mandy quietly said, "My mother's situation wasn't the same as Denise's either."
Elvira looked at her and asked, "Why do you say that sweetheart?"
"Denise takes care of her husband. She loves him and gives him lots of blow jobs. When she's not traveling for her job she spends all of her time with him." Mandy paused and then she took a deep breath and blurted out, "My mother allowed another man get her pregnant!"
Everyone was silent. I don't think anybody knew exactly what to say. After a moment Keisha sat back down in her chair and put her arm around Mandy's shoulders. At the same time, Wendell Tyler stood up, walked across the aisle, knelt down next to her and held her hand.
Tonya quietly said, "Your mother was young and she made a mistake. We all make mistakes. She's trying to make up for it now."
"Mandy honey, if she hadn't made that mistake, we wouldn't have you and our family would be incomplete." Elvira looked around. "You do all understand that we're now a family."
Tonya smiled. "And we're the best kind of family, because we picked each other."
Suddenly Mandy looked up at Elvira and smiled at her. "Ellie you're right. If my mother hadn't gotten pregnant by that other man I wouldn't exist and if she and my father hadn't split up I never would have run off to Las Vegas and started working as a stripper and a prostitute. I never would have become Caldwell Brunner's slave and he would never have introduced me to Martin Jackson. If I hadn't met Martin, I never would have met any of you and all of you are the best friends a person could ever hope to find. You're right Ellie, everything must happen for a reason."
Kelly looked at me. "Timmy, I think we should cut Denise a little slack. She's trying to be good and all that any of us can do is try to be good."
Mandy smiled. "That's right, she might be withholding a few key details about her life away from home; but she's trying to be the best wife she can be, to the husband she's got."
Tonya nodded. "I agree, some people make wonderful mates, but they're simply not very good sex partners. It sounds like Clifford is one of those people. Denise is doing everything she can to keep both of them satisfied without hurting either of them."
Realizing that Mandy was once again doing fine Mr. Tyler patted the back of her hand, stood up and returned to his seat. As he sat down he said, "The issue about Denise's lack of truthfulness to her husband still remains."
Everyone looked at him.
He quietly continued. "When considering this issue we have to ask the question, is lying inherently wrong? As a step towards trying answer that question I would pose this rather extreme and kind of silly situation. Imagine that a vicious monster from outer space lands on our planet and begins eating all of the children under the age of eight. In a desperate attempt to save their children, the people of your town gather all of their offspring together and hide them in a secret place deep in the woods. You, along with all the other adults in your town know the location of the hiding place. One day, while walking through the town you encounter the monster. He's hungry and desperately searching for the children. He stops you and asks if you know where the children are hidden. Do you lie or do you tell the truth?"
Shaking her head, Tonya said; "Of course you lie, but that's an extreme situation."
Mr. Tyler nodded. "Of course it is, so let's consider Denise's situation." He paused for a moment and then he said, "We have to begin by assuming that everything she told us is true."
Looking at him with a skeptical expression, Mandy asked; "Why?"
"Because it's the only information that we have about her situation. If we later learn that she wasn't being truthful, we'll have to go back and reevaluate our conclusions."
As I listened to Mr. Tyler I began to understand how this man became a billionaire.
"Denise told us that her husband is a bright man, a fine father and a good provider for the family. She also told us that she loves the man. The only problem that she has with him is that he's an inadequate lover. I think that most of us are aware that in this country, sexual problems are one of the leading causes of divorce. Denise could choose to remain faithful to her husband, but it's very likely that her sexual frustration would eventually manifest itself as anger, resentment and hostility. These are feelings that have a high probability of destroying an otherwise positive relationship with her husband. That would very likely leave her two teenage daughters with a broken family."
Mr Tyler looked at all of us. So far, no one was challenging his analysis of the situation.
Continuing, he said; "Denise found a solution that saves her marriage. Her job demands that she spend some nights away from her family. It's an opportunity for her to discreetly find physical satisfaction with other men and she takes advantage of it. When she is at home, she's a very attentive wife who goes to great lengths to insure that her husband is happy and well satisfied."
Mr. Tyler paused. After a moment he smiled and said, "But she's faced with a dilemma. She could be blunt and truthful with her husband and explain to him that he's an inadequate lover and in order for her to be happy she has to seek satisfaction in the arms of other men."
Keisha shook her head. "Most men would probably divorce her on the spot."
Nodding, Mr. Tyler said, "Or she can choose to keep him blissfully in the dark, knowing that if she follows the rules she laid out to us, it is highly unlikely that he will ever find out about her trysts."
Kelly shook her head. "Denise is in a unique situation. Because she travels so much she can have her liaisons without taking any time or attention away from her husband and her family. Most women can't do that."
Mr. Tyler smiled. "I agree, but the only situation we're discussing right now is Denise's. Each of us is entitled to be judged on the individual circumstances in which we find ourselves and how we behave when we're confronted by those circumstances."
Everyone was quiet. After a moment I looked at Kelly and said, "I think that if Denise calls this weekend we should invite her to get together with us."
Kelly nodded. "I think we should too."
After that discussion, we all went back to work on the report about Kelly's date for the evening. By focusing our attention and working together we managed to finish it just as the plane was landing.
When we reached the arrival pick up area five JTandR Lincolns were waiting to take us home. Kelly and I noticed that Elvira got into Mr. Tyler's Lincoln, that made both of us smile.
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It was almost four o'clock by the time Kelly and I arrived at our house. As soon as we were inside Kelly looked at me and said, "I don't know about you, but I could use a nap."
I smiled. "I could too."
As we walked to the bedroom I asked, "What time are you supposed to meet Allen Richmond?" Allen Richmond was the name of the investor from Seattle. The man Kelly was scheduled to entertain that night.
"John, Martin and Wendell are planning to take him to dinner at the Goldenrod at 6:30. They told me that they'll have him in my suite at the Calvert at 8:30."
"Are you planning to have dinner at The Goldenrod tonight?"
"No, this evening I'm the only one working. Unless you want to join me I'd have to eat alone." She looked at me. "Would you like to have dinner at The Goldenrod? It would be on the firm's tab."
"If that's what you'd like to do, I will; but I'd rather eat at home."
Kelly smiled. "So would I. Do you have anything in the freezer? It would be nice if you didn't have to go to the store."
"I just happen to have two small tenderloins."
"Do we have any baking potatoes?"
"Yes we do."
"I want to be sure that I'm on time for my date with Allen, so I should leave for the Calvert by 7:30. You should have dinner ready at 6:30."
Kelly walked over, put her arms around me and gave me a gentle kiss on the lips. "That gives us plenty of time for a little training session followed by a nice nap."
"A training session?"
"Don't you remember? This morning you told me that you wanted to learn how to last a little longer when we're fooling around."
Nodding, I said; "And you told me that you thought you could train me like a coach trains an athlete."
Kelly smiled. "That's right and this afternoon we're going to begin that training. Our first session is going to focus on how to delay an orgasm while receiving a hot sloppy blow job." She winked at me. "A long slow, hot sloppy blow job."
Giving my butt a quick pat, she said, "Take the steaks out of the freezer and get the potatoes ready for the oven. While you're doing that I'm going to lay out the lingerie and business suit I'm planning to wear this evening."
I grinned at her. "I'm on it."
As I turned to go to the kitchen, Kelly asked, "Do we have any frozen vegetables?"
"We have both broccoli and green beans."
"Let's have green beans, broccoli sometimes gives me gas."
I laughed. "We certainly want to avoid that tonight, don't we."
"Yes we do." Kelly was giggling.
While I was scrubbing the potatoes, the telephone rang. I picked it up and said, "Kelly Mason's residence."
"Timmy, this is Tonya."
"Hi Tonya, do you want to talk to Kelly?"
"No I can talk to you. Timmy, Barry called me on my cell phone while we were riding home in the Lincoln this afternoon. He told me that he found a very interesting house for us to look at."
"Tonya, that's great news. When can we see it?"
"I made a tentative appointment for ten o'clock tomorrow morning. Is that too early?"
"Hold on a minute, I'll check with Kelly."
Hanging on to the telephone, I ran to the bedroom. Kelly was holding up a black garter belt. "Kelly, it's Tonya. Barry the realtor called her this afternoon. He has another house for us to look at."
Kelly set the garter belt down on the bed. "Let me talk to her."
I handed Kelly the telephone.
"Hi Tonnie, this is exciting. What did Barry tell you about the house?"
Kelly listened for a moment and then she said, "This really does sound interesting. When can we see it?"
"Yes, ten o'clock will be just fine." Turning to me, Kelly said; "Timmy there's a pen and paper on my makeup table. Write down this address."
I picked up the pen.
Kelly said, "1214 Oak Grove Drive."
She watched as I wrote the address on the note pad. As soon as I was finished she said; "Tonya, we'll meet you there in the morning. Yes, I agree, this is very exciting."
I tapped my wife's shoulder. She looked at me.
"Kelly, I need to talk to Tonya again."
Kelly nodded to me and then she said, "Tonnie, Timmy wants to talk to you again."
"I'll see you tomorrow Tonnie." Kelly listened. After a moment she laughed. "Yes, I'll make sure that Allen has a very good time tonight. Here's Timmy."
Kelly handed the telephone back to me.
"Tonya, I need to ask you something."
"All right.'
"Last night, after everyone went to bed, I had a long talk with Martin Jackson."
"Really? What did you talk about?"
"Lots of things and I can tell you all about them tomorrow morning, but right now I have a question for you."
"Okay."
"Mr. Jackson would like to live in the house with us..."
"What did you just say?" Tonya's voice reflected her surprise.
"Mr. Jackson would like to have an apartment in the house. He'd like to live with us."
"Martin?" Tonya paused for a moment and then she said, "I never thought...I mean he's a billionaire."
"He is, but so is Mr. Tyler and he's going to live in the house."
"Yes, but Wendell wants to live there so that he can be with Elvira." She paused. "And Wendell is different than Martin. He's more congenial. Martin is always so aloof, so businesslike, even during sex. Timmy, we work for him. He's like the czar of JTandR. Why would he want to live with us?"
"Tonya, do you remember how lonely you were before you met Kirby?"
She quietly answered, "Yes I do."
"Mr. Jackson is just as lonely. Tonya, we're the only real friends he has"
Tonya sighed. "I do love him and I know that he would do anything in the world for me and I'd definitely do anything in the world for him. It's just hard for me to imagine that he really wants to be my friend. Timmy, I'm just an old whore."
"Tonya, you're the sweetest, most wonderful old whore I've ever met."
Laughing, Tonya asked; "Timmy, how many old whores have you actually met?"
"Truthfully, I haven't met any. I consider you to be an elegant and sophisticated courtesan in the prime of her life."
Still laughing Tonya said, "And you, my good friend, are a devilishly cute charmer."
Tonya paused again and then she said, "Timmy, I'm still not sure I understand why he wants to live with us; but if he does, I think Martin would make a wonderful roommate. I would love to have him in the house with us and I'm quite certain that Kirby, Elvira and Wendell would all agree with that."
"Tonya, have you already called Keisha and Antoine."
"No, I'm planning to call them next."
"When you call them would you please ask them about Mr. Jackson?"
"I will Timmy, but I'm fairly sure that they'll feel the same way. Both of them love Martin."
Tonya was silent for a moment and then she said, "Timmy, what about Mandy? This might be hard for her. She's in love with Martin."
"I know, but I think that problem might be resolved tonight."
"What does that mean Timmy?"
"I'm sorry Tonnie, but this discussion will have to wait until tomorrow morning."
"Timmy, you can't tease me like this."
"Tonnie, let's just say that tonight the decision about Mr. Jackson and Mandy's future is going to be entirely up to Mandy."
"Are you telling me that..."
"I'm not telling you anything Tonya. We all have to wait until tomorrow to see what happens."
"Does this mean that Mandy won't be living with you and Kel."
"Tonnie, we have to wait until tomorrow."
Tonya laughed. "Timmy, you're a good friend, but you are pathetic gossip."
Kelly grabbed the telephone out of my hand. "Tonnie, leave my poor babydoll alone. He's trying to be a friend to both you and Martin. The impression he just gave you is correct, but you can't say anything to anyone but Kirby."
"No, especially not Keisha or Elvira. Keisha can't keep a secret and Elvira would tell Wendell. Wendell is Martin's best friend. If Mandy accepts, Martin should be allowed to tell Wendell himself."
"Thanks Tonnie, I knew you'd understand. We'll see you tomorrow morning at the house. Bye."
Kelly turned off the telephone and smiled as she handed it to me. "Timmy honey, I think it's generally a good idea to leave the gossiping to me."
I went back to the kitchen. After I put the telephone away I finished seasoning the steaks. Once that was done I washed the potatoes and placed them in the oven. As soon as everything was ready I rejoined Kelly in the bedroom.
She was sitting at her makeup table brushing out her long blond hair. She was naked. Her jeans, blouse, panties and bra were lying in a heap near the closet door.
As soon as I saw Kelly I stopped and stared. My wife is a stunningly beautiful woman. Just watching her as she goes through the hum drum activities of daily life is a pleasure. When she's naked those simple activities become intensely erotic.
Kelly turned. When she saw me staring she said; "I hope Allen reacts just like that when I dance naked for him tonight."
I slowly shook my head. "I can't imagine that any normal red blooded male wouldn't stare when he sees you naked."
Flashing me a quick smile, Kelly said; "You're sweet." And then she glanced at the pile of dirty clothes on the floor and added. "Be a good little slave and pick those up for me."
My entire body tingled with excitement as I submissively answered; "Yes Ms. Mason, right away."
Kelly watched as I obediently picked up her dirty clothes and deposited them in the laundry basket in the closet, Once I was done she casually observed; "Having a slave really is one of life's little luxuries."
That made me smile. Kelly could easily have put her clothes in the laundry basket herself. In fact, she generally does take care of that chore. However, she occasionally enjoys a gratuitous display of her dominance, especially when we're about to have sex. This was one of those occasions. I, of course, enjoyed it every bit as much as she did.
As soon as I'd completed Kelly's little chore she said; "Bunny, take off your clothes. It's time for you to be naked." The tone of my wife's voice and the use of my slave name made it clear that this was an order and not a request.
I eagerly complied. Once I was undressed, I deposited my clothes in the same basket where I'd just put Kelly's clothes. After that was done, I returned and stood in front of Kelly waiting for her next direction. I was excited. My tiny penis was sticking straight out.
Noticing my erection, Kelly grinned and said; "My, my, my; someone is certainly excited about his impending training session."
I smiled at her.
She stood up, walked over to me and took my hand. As she led me to the bed she said in a very sweet voice; "Babydoll, this is going to be fun. Lie down and make yourself comfortable. Coach Kelly is going to take care of everything."
As I sat down I grinned at her and asked; "Coach Kelly? What happened to Ms. Mason?"
"That was just a little domination game to get us both in the mood." Kelly picked up my hand and placed it between her legs. "Feel how wet I am right now, it worked for me."
My fingers touched Kelly's sex. She was already moist. I gently massaged her cleft with my finger tips; but when I tried to enter her, she grabbed my wrist and stopped me. "You can touch me and rub me and later I'll let you kiss me and lick me there, but you may not enter me. Tonight I want to be fresh for Allen."
Staring at Kelly, I obediently said; "I understand." I was very serious.
Kelly smiled at me and gently stroked my cheek. "Timmy, I love you so much. I wish I could stay home with you tonight."
"But you can't and I'm sure you'll have fun with Allen. He's a new man. You've never had him before and we both know how excited you get when you're going to have someone knew."
Kelly kissed me and then she gently pushed me down on the bed and straddled my head. As I looked up at her glistening sex she said; "Timmy, I'm so excited about Allen. I can't wait to see his cock. I hope it's big."
"I hope it is too."
"Do you Timmy? Do you want Allen to be a good lover for me?"
"Breathlessly I answered; "Yes, I want you to have a wonderful evening with him."
Leaning a little to her left, Kelly looked back at me and asked. "I'm going to do a strip tease for him and then I'm going to kneel on the bed next to him and let him play with my breasts while I suck his cock. Do you think he'll like that Timmy?"
"You're taunting me. I thought this was supposed to be a training session."
Kelly sighed and then she rolled off of me. Pressing her body against mine she draped an arm across my chest and nuzzled my neck. "I'm sorry Babydoll. When I know I'm about to spend an evening with a guy it's really hard for me to keep from thinking about him."
I rolled over on my side and lay facing Kelly. "I know that and I also realize that this is a very important date."
"Yes it is."
"Why don't we save the training session for tomorrow night."
"Would it be all right if we did that?"
"Yes, it would be just fine. Will you still get me off before you go?"
"Of course I will silly."
We kissed. It was a gentle kiss, but it was long and slow and filled with love and passion. When our lips finally parted I smiled and stared into Kelly's eyes. Placing my hand on her naked breast, I asked; "Are you going to let Allen touch you here?"
Realizing that I was playing with her, Kelly stared back at me and whispered; "Yes."
I rolled her nipple between my fingertips. "Are you going to let Allen do this to you?"
"Yes I am. Is that all right? Do I have your permission to let him do that?"
"Yes, you know you do." I was excited. My voice was a raspy whisper.
Kelly removed my hand from her breast and pulled it down to that most intimate place between her thighs. "I'm going to let him touch me here too."
"He'll like that." I pressed my fingers into her cleft. Kelly was even wetter now than she had been earlier.
My wife tightened her grasp around my wrist. "Remember Timmy, you can't put your fingers in me, not until later, not until after Allen has had me."
"Are you going to let Allen put his fingers inside you?"
"Yes, of course I am. I'm going to let him put his cock inside me too. Timmy, I'm going to let him fuck me; but before he fucks me I'm going to suck his cock and let him cum in my mouth. Is that all right Timmy? Is it okay with you if I suck Allen's cock and then let him fuck me?"
Kelly was staring into my eyes. We were both trying to pretend that we were serious. Suddenly she started to giggle. That made me laugh and when I started laughing Kelly burst into laughter too.
Throwing her arms around me, Kelly rolled me over on my back, crawled on top of me and started smothering me with kisses. "Timothy Jamieson, I love you so much."
I grinned up at my wife. "I love you too Kelly Mason."
Kelly kissed me one more time and then she spun around and moved back so that we were in a sixty-nine position. I was surprised. This was something we'd never done before. When I'm giving Kelly head she likes to be able to focus all of her attention on the pleasure she's receiving from me. I also cum so quickly that I don't think either of us ever thought there was much reason to try to do a sixty-nine.
During the past two weeks Keisha, Tonya, Kelly and Mandy had all sat on my face while another one of them sucked my cock, but that's not same thing as doing a sixty-nine with one person. "
When I felt Kelly put my cock in her mouth I quietly said, "Kelly, you know that we've never done this before."
She sat up and turned so that she was looking at me. "Really?"
I nodded. "Yes." And then I smiled as I added, "I guarantee you that I'd remember it if we had."
Kelly thought for moment and then she frowned. "I'm sorry Timmy. I didn't really realize that..."
I patted her hand. "No, it's all right. In fact I'd prefer it if you'd just play with my cock while I lick you."
Shaking her head, Kelly said, "But Timmy, that really wouldn't be fair."
I smiled at her. "That's right and I think it makes it more exciting if it's not fair."
Kelly giggled and as she giggled she scooted back and pressed her now very wet cunt into my face. "All right pussy boy, eat me. If you do a good job and get me off, I might just be willing to jerk you off when were done."
We were both so excited that it only took me a minute or two to make Kelly cum. As soon as she recovered from her orgasm she rolled off of me and repositioned herself so that her face was directly over my extremely stiff penis.
As she leaned over and took me in her mouth, I said; "Hey, I thought you were only going to jerk me off."
Kelly took my cock out of her mouth just long enough to say; "Sorry big boy, I lied."
That was the first time I'd ever ejaculated while Kelly and I were both laughing.
We lay quietly in bed cuddling. After a few minutes Kelly glanced at the clock on the night table and said; "I wish I could lie here all night. but I can't." Her disappointment was evident in her voice.
I watched as she sat up and stretched. Her long blond hair, beautiful face and sweet smile captivated me. My wife was a goddess, my goddess.
Kelly stood up. My gaze drifted to her large firm breasts and flat stomach and then lower to the cleft of her shaved pussy. My breath caught and my tiny penis again began to stir. Any noble thoughts I'd been harboring had just been squashed by my animal urges.
Noticing my renewed excitement, Kelly giggled and said; "Down boy, no more for you until after I get home from my date with Allen."
Disappointed, but fully understanding, I reluctantly nodded.
Kelly walked over to her dresser, opened her purse and took out my chastity cage. As she returned to the bed and sat down next to me she said; "We'd better get this back on you before that beast between your legs wakes up again."
I didn't try to argue or protest. I just sat on the bed and compliantly allowed Kelly to slip the plastic cage around my balls and over my still flaccid penis. After snapping the lock shut she nuzzled my ear and whispered, "Knowing that you're at home helplessly locked in your chastity cage while I'm having fun with Allen is going to make tonight even more exciting for me."
Bowing politely, I said; "Ms. Mason, your pleasure is my pleasure."
Kelly grinned. "Timmy honey, are you enjoying our life as much as I am?"
I smiled at her. "Maybe even more."
Giggling, Kelly stood up and extended her hand. "Come on cuckboy, I need to take a shower. You can bathe me."
I took Kelly's hand. As she pulled me up to my feet, she said; "Timmy do you think Allen will be handsome?"
I smiled. In her usual fashion my wife was starting to focus all of her thoughts and attention on her approaching date. As we walked to the bathroom I said; "The report told us that he's fifty-four, so he is older."
"I find older businessmen attractive."
"I know you do."
"They're almost always very distinguished looking."
I grinned at Kelly and turned on the shower. While I was adjusting the water temperature I said, "The report also mentioned that he plays racquetball every day, so he's probably in pretty good shape."
Kelly stepped into the tub. As I lathered up the bath sponge and started washing her neck and shoulders she sighed and wistfully said, "I can't wait to run my hands over Allen's naked body."
My wife wasn't trying to taunt me. All of her attention was now completely focused on Allen. She was like a teenage girl getting ready to go out on her first date. All she could think about was the man she'd be entertaining later that evening.



Bathing a beautiful naked woman while your penis is locked in a chastity cage is an experience. I'm certain that most men would find it to be intolerably frustrating. For a submissive masochist it's unbelievably exciting, especially when the woman he's bathing is fantasizing about having sex with another man.
As soon as I was finished bathing her, Kelly stepped out of the tub and stood still while I dried her with a large, fluffy bath towel. After I helped her into her terry cloth bathrobe she returned to the bedroom while I took a quick shower.
When I walked into the bedroom Kelly was sitting at her makeup table applying her eye shadow. As I slipped into a pair of gym shorts and a tee shirt I asked; "Are you ready for dinner?"
"Yes, you can start it now. I'll be done here in a few minutes."
"Would you like a glass of wine?"
"No thank you, but a cup of herb tea would be nice."
Kelly was distant now, almost aloof. She was clearly in full date mode. A week ago this detached attitude would have hurt my feelings, but now I understood. When my wife entertained a man she was able to completely focus her attention on him. This was why she was such a good hostess. This was why the firm was relying on her to enchant Allen Richmond this evening.
The table was already set, the steaks were under the broiler and I was placing the green beans in the microwave when Kelly entered the kitchen. She was still wearing her terry cloth bathrobe but it was loosely tied and I noticed that underneath it she was now dressed in the lingerie she was going to wear while she entertained Allen.
As I placed a cup of herb tea in front of Kelly I casually observed, "I see you chose black lingerie for tonight."
After taking a sip of her tea, Kelly said, "Yes, a black garter belt and stockings get most older men very excited."
I winked at her. "Most young men think they're pretty hot too."
After flashing me a polite smile Kelly picked up the morning paper and began perusing the front page. I shrugged and returned my attention to finishing the dinner preparations. A week ago a cool response like the one she just gave me would have hurt my feelings and made me wonder what was bothering her. Now I understood the situation.
While I worked, I watched my wife out of the corner of my eye. Kelly was nervous and on edge. She reminded me of an athlete trying to kill the last few hours before an important game. Primed and ready, she wanted the action to start; but the game was still two hours away. This was frustrating for her and she was anxiously looking for ways to pass the time.
During dinner we talked about Tonya and Kirby, Mandy and Mr. Jackson, Mr. Tyler and Elvira, Keisha and Antoine and of course, the house we were going to look at in the morning. While it was all interesting conversation and helped pass the time, it was just small talk. I felt like I only had a small fraction of my wife's attention. I understood and wasn't bothered..
After dinner I cleaned the kitchen while Kelly finished reading the newspaper. She could have moved into the living room, but she didn't. Instead, she chose to stay with me. That made me feel good. While my wife's thoughts may have been focused on her date for the evening, it was clear that anxious or not, she still wanted to spend the time she was at home with me.
The second the clock hit 7:10 Kelly put the newspaper aside and stood up. "I'd better touch up my makeup and hair and put on my suit."
I nodded.
While Kelly was in the bedroom I kept myself busy by picking up in the living room.
At 7:25 Kelly returned from the bedroom. I was dusting the coffee table. As soon as I saw her I smiled and set down my dust cloth. My wife was absolutely stunning. She was wearing a gray tweed business suit with a conservative skirt that came to just above her knees. Under her suit jacket she wore a bright red satin blouse that was the perfect compliment to her milky white skin and long golden hair. Her black nylon stockings and three inch stiletto heels added a subtle hint of sexuality to her otherwise austere business attire.
As I gazed at my wife, I thought to myself that while leather miniskirts and halter tops are certainly sexy, a beautiful woman dressed to the nines in a dignified business suit has a sophisticated allure that will capture the attention and stimulate the imagination of any mature male.
Kelly set her purse on the end table next to the couch and did a quick pirouette. "Do you think Allen will approve?"
Suddenly feeling very submissive, I said; "Ms. Mason, when he sees you, he's going to be overwhelmed with uncontrollable desire."
Immediately grasping the significance of my use of her formal name, Kelly lasciviously licked her lips and walked over to me. Staring into my eyes she reached under my tee shirt and sensually circled each of my nipples with her fingertips. "Bunny, I want you to be a good boy and behave yourself while I'm entertaining Allen tonight."
My breath caught. So excited that I could barely speak, I answered in a raspy whisper; "Yes Ms. Mason, I promise."
Kelly continued staring into my eyes as she grasped my right nipple and gave it a gentle twist. "If you do behave yourself I'll give you a nice reward when I get home."
"Ms. Mason, I'll be very good."
Kelly suddenly broke character and threw her arms around my shoulders. As she held me she said; "Timmy, I love you so much. Please don't ever forget that and please don't be sad while I'm gone tonight."
"I won't forget it Kel, I won't ever forget it and I also promise that I won't be sad."
Kelly kissed me. It was a long, passionate kiss. When we finally broke apart I looked at her and said, "I think I just smeared your lipstick."
Kelly smiled. "I'll fix it at a stop light on my way to the Calvert." She started giggling. "Actually, it won't really matter, I'm sure that Allen will smear it again as soon as I get into the hotel room."
We grinned at each other. After a moment I took a deep breath and kissed my wife's cheek. "Knock him dead tonight Kel."
Kelly winked at me. "Don't worry Timmy, I will."
I patted her butt. "You'd better get going. You don't want to make Allen wait."
Kelly gave me another quick kiss and then she picked up her purse. As I followed her through the kitchen to the door leading into the garage she said; "I'm guessing that I'll be home around 11:30, but it might me later."
"I'll be up."
Kelly opened the door to her Mercedes. Standing next to it she looked back and said; "Timmy, you don't have to wait up for me."
"I want to wait up for you."
She smiled. "Thank you, I'd like that."
"Call me when you're leaving the Calvert."
"I will. " Kelly paused for a moment and then she added, "Timmy I love you."
"I love you too Kel."
My wife got into her car and pressed the remote button that opened the garage door.
I followed Kelly as she backed her car out of the garage, down the driveway and out into the street. It was now early November. The evening was dark and chilly, but I didn't care. I stood at the end of our driveway and watched my wife drive away. I waved when she turned the corner at the end of the block, but I didn't go back inside the house until long after Kelly's Mercedes had completely disappeared from my view.
As soon as I was back in the house I walked straight to the hall closet, pulled out the vacuum cleaner and went to work.
Don't misunderstand what was happening. This wasn't one of those situations where the evil hot wife makes her poor cuckold husband wash the bathroom floor with his toothbrush while she's out partying with another man. While it was true that Kelly and I had both chosen a life style in which I was responsible for most of the household chores, she hadn't given me a list of tasks that I was required to complete while she was out enjoying herself. I could have elected to watch television, read a book or even write a story while she was gone.
I was choosing to clean the house for two reasons. One was very simple and the other was just a little more complicated.
First of all, the house needed a good cleaning. The events of the previous two weeks had been both stressful and time consuming. I'd had neither the energy nor the opportunity to do anything other than a few cursory pick ups. This was a chance to catch up on some chores that I'd been forced to let slide.
The other reason, as I just said, was a bit more complicated. One of the greatest problems faced by a cuckold husband is how to pass those insufferably long hours while his wife is out on a date. It is an emotionally charged time filled with feelings of lust, excitement, anxiety, envy, self doubt, longing and for brief moments, even pain and anguish.
A diversion is absolutely essential. Trying to read a book or watch television rarely works. It's simply too easy for your mind to wander. Writing an erotic story about what Kelly and her date for the evening are doing has always been effective; but I'd just done that a few days earlier. Another story about what was, for the most part, the same situation, would have been redundant.
The two spinster aunts who raised me had another solution. Proponents of that old fashioned belief that hard work is good for the soul, they both contended that during periods of stress, anxiety or anguish a person should get busy.
I took their advice. I started in the living room and when I was done I moved on to the dining room, the den, our bedroom and both bathrooms. By the time I was finished with all of the rooms it was almost eleven o'clock and I was exhausted.
After taking another shower, I put on clean panties, jeans and a tee shirt. Once I was dressed I made myself a cup of herb tea, turned on the television, sat down and waited for Kelly to come home.
At 11:20 the telephone rang. I picked it up. "Hello, Kelly Mason's residence."
"Hi Timmy."
"Hi Kelly, are you all done?"
"Yes, I'm in my car. I'm just leaving downtown. I should be home in about twenty minutes."
"Be careful, it's Friday night. There are a lot of drunks on the road right now."
"I'll be careful Timmy."
"Did you have a good time?"
There was a brief pause and then Kelly said, "Yes, I had a very good time. Allen is an extremely handsome man."
I smiled, but of course behind that smile a stew of emotions were boiling in my gut. They were the same emotions that confront any willing cuckold when he hears that his wife enjoyed her evening out with another man. You know the ones I'm talking about. I mentioned them earlier; lust, excitement, anxiety, envy, self doubt, longing and for little zest our emotional stew is almost always seasoned with a smattering of pain and anguish. Ah, the trials and tribulations of being a submissive masochistic cuckold. It's a tough job, but somebody has to do it.
Quickly pulling myself back together, I said; "I'm glad to hear that you had fun."
"Are you Timmy? I mean I'm always worried that you're going to be sad when I'm out with another man."
"I guess I was a little sad, but that's because I missed you and I am happy that you had fun with Allen."
"I missed you too babydoll. It seems like we haven't gotten to spend very much time together lately. You know what I'm talking about, alone time."
"Yes I know, but maybe now our lives will settle down a little and we'll get some more time to ourselves."
"I hope so, I'd really like that."
"I would too Kelly. Hey, you'd better hang up. I don't want you to get into a car accident. I'd hate to have to spend the rest of the night sitting in a hospital emergency room waiting area."
Kelly laughed. "Okay." There was a pause. After a moment she said, "Timmy."
"Yes."
"I love you."
"I love you too Kelly."
"I'll see you in a few minutes."
"I'll be waiting for you."
Fifteen minutes later I heard the garage door open and then a moment after that it closed again. When Kelly walked into the house I was waiting for her in the kitchen. She was still beautiful. She had combed her blond hair and repaired her makeup. She didn't look like a woman coming home after several hours of hot sex in a hotel room. I did notice that her nylon stockings were missing.
As soon as my wife saw me she smiled. "How long have you been standing here?"
"Ever since you called."
Kelly rolled her eyes. "You have not."
Grinning at her, I said; "Okay I admit it, I lied. I was sitting at the dining room table reading the sports page. When I heard the garage door open I came into the kitchen so I could greet you."
Kelly ran to me and threw her arms around my shoulders. While she kissed me she said; "Well, it's time for you to greet me."
After I kissed her back she grabbed my hand and started pulling me out of the kitchen. "Come on Timmy; I'm beat, but I'd still like to play for a little while before we go to sleep."
As soon as we were in the bedroom Kelly started undressing. When she took off her skirt I saw that she wasn't only missing her nylon stockings, she was also missing her panties.
Handing her suit jacket, blouse and skirt to me, she said; "Hang these up in my closet."
While I was doing that I asked. "What happened to your nylon stockings and thong?"
"Allen has them."
"Both your nylons and your panties?" I was a little surprised. While Kelly had told me that some of the men she entertained liked to keep her panties as a souvenir, this was the first time I'd ever heard of guy keeping her nylons too."
Kelly grinned at me. "Allen turned out to be just a bit kinky."
"Really? Tell me?"
"He has a both a foot fetish and a nylon stocking fetish."
"How did you figure that out?"
"He told me."
"He told you?"
"That's right. He wasn't at all shy about it either. I'm certain that John, Martin and Wendell explained to him that I had a very adventurous attitude about sex and would be open to doing almost anything that didn't involve physical harm."
"So how did he tell you that he has a foot fetish?"
"After I finished doing a strip tease for him he asked if he could kiss my feet. Of course I said yes. I mean, I really wanted him to have a good time."
I nodded.
"So I lay down on the bed and relaxed while he kissed and licked my nylon stocking covered toes."
"Did you enjoy it?"
"I did. Occasionally you like to kiss and lick my feet too, but for you I think it's more of a demonstration of your subservience. Allen really got into it. He made love to my feet for almost a half hour." Kelly smiled. "I spread my legs and masturbated for him while he was doing it. That made it even more fun. When he was finished I jacked him off with my toes. That drove him absolutely wild."
I chuckled. "I'll bet it did." I thought for a moment and then I asked, "Was Allen submissive?"
"A guess a little, but not as much as you and Mandy. After I finished jacking him off with my toes he did lick his cum off of my feet."
"That's a pretty submissive act."
"It is, but after we cuddled for a little while he let me give him a blow job while he played with my tits and then he finished the evening by fucking me. I think he was more just a guy with a foot fetish."
"Did he have a big cock?"
"It was nice, but it wasn't huge. It was about the same size as Tyler's." Kelly smiled at me. "Like Tyler, Allen really knew how to use his cock and he could last too. He must have fucked me for over a half an hour." Giggling she added. "Between last night and tonight, my pussy can definitely use a vacation."
I laughed. "Where do pussies go when they take a vacation?"
Kelly stared at me. After a moment she started giggling and answered in a voice filled with exaggerated seriousness. "It's not where they go, it's what they like to do that matters."
Still laughing, I asked; "And what do pussies like to do when they go on vacation?"
Kelly grinned at me. "Get oral massages."
I wiggled my eyebrows. "Would your pussy like to take a vacation right now?"
"That would be very nice. Do you think we might be able to locate a skilled oral masseur at this time of night?"
"I just happen to be a highly trained oral masseur."
Kelly looked at me. "Highly trained?"
"Oh yes, during my last three years in college I spent most of my evenings studying under the famous sex therapist, Melody Mason."
Feigning amazement Kelly said, "The notorious Melody Mason? The renowned blow job queen of Kelroy College."
"One in the same."
"You were trained by her?"
"That is correct."
"You must be very skilled."
"Oh I am."
Kelly looked at me. "I would love to engage your services, but you're not appropriately dressed for work."
"How should a skilled oral masseur be dressed?"
Grinning, Kelly said; "The oral masseurs that I employ always work naked."
"Give me a moment." I quickly undressed and hung my clothes in the closet.
When I returned Kelly took a moment to make an exaggerated inspection of me. After it was completed she nodded approvingly and said, "Much better, now you do look like a highly skilled oral masseur"
That made me grin. Bowing politely, I said; "Thank you Ms. Mason."
Kelly answered in an equally formal tone of voice. "You're welcome Mr. Jamieson." Then she walked over to our bed, sat down and propped up two pillows. After lying back and spreading her legs, she wiggled her finger at me and said, "Time to go to work big boy."
I glanced down at my chastity cage and asked, "Is there any chance you might remove this before I start?"
Emphatically shaking her head, Kelly answered; "Certainly not! It's my understanding that all the great oral masseurs perform they're services while they're locked in chastity."
I laughed. "How could I have forgotten that?"
Giggling, Kelly said; "Mr. Jamieson, there are times when I'm quite amazed by the lapses in your memory."
I looked at Kelly and said, "You do understand that it's almost impossible for a skilled oral masseur to properly do his job while he's laughing."
"Then I suggest that we end this silly conversation and you take a moment to pull yourself together so that you can get your cute little tush over here and start eating my pussy."
"That, my dear wife, is a remarkably astute suggestion."
I quickly joined Kelly on the bed and positioned myself between her legs. She sighed as I slid forward and gave her pussy a gentle kiss. When she felt me push my tongue into the already moist cleft between her ravaged lips she breathlessly said; "Oh yes, after two tough nights of work, this is exactly what I need."
I gently licked Kelly for a minute or two and then I pushed my tongue into the opening to her womb. My loins tingled with excitement as I realized that I was tasting not only Kelly, but also Allen Richmond.
Kelly gasped as I started licking her with redoubled ardor. Sensing the cause of my increased zeal, she asked; "Can you taste him Timmy? I let Allen cum inside me. It was his second orgasm of the night, but it still felt like he pumped about a cup of semen into me."
Kelly's words excited me even more. My inflamed passion immediately overruled any designs that I might have been entertaining about trying to tease and titillate her. Suddenly all I wanted to do was make my wife cum. Quickly finding Kelly's clitoris, I sucked it into my mouth. At the same time I slipped my finger between the cheeks of her ass and found her hidden rosebud.
As I massaged Kelly's anus and sucked on her engorged clit, she screamed out; "Oh fuck! Timmy yes! Do it!" Her hands grasped the back of my head and pressed my face into her sopping sex. Breathing became difficult, but I didn't care. I just kept sucking on Kelly's clit and rubbing her asshole.
Still holding on to the back of my head, Kelly began bucking her hips into my face. She was actually fucking my mouth while I fellated her swollen clitoris. Time seemed to slow down. Both of us were lost in a frenzy of unbridled lust. Suddenly Kelly started to gasp and then after a second she screamed and her entire body began shaking.



I didn't stop. I kept sucking on Kelly's clit and massaging her anus while the waves of her orgasm ravaged her body. Finally, after what seemed like minutes, but was more likely only a few seconds, the intensity of Kelly's orgasm began to subside. As I felt her body start to relax I stopped sucking on her clit and instead began gently kissing the very wet cleft of her pussy.
After a moment Kelly reached down and gently tugged on my arm. Realizing what she wanted I scooted up so that I was lying next to her. She slipped her arm under my shoulders and pulled me over so that my cheek, still glistening with the moisture of her arousal, was pressed against her naked breast.
As she softly ran her fingers through my hair, Kelly said; "Timmy that was magnificent. You will always be my favorite lover."
In a voice barely above a whisper, I asked; "Do you remember the first time you said those words to me."
"How could I ever forget. It was the first time we made love." She kissed the top of my head. "I said them without thinking about what they actually meant. You of course, grasped their real meaning immediately. I was already in love with you and I was terrified that I was going to lose you because of those words."
"You didn't."
I know and every day I'm thankful for that. " Kelly paused for a moment and then she said, "You do know that they're still true, don't you. You always will be my favorite lover."
"Yes, I know that."
After another pause, Kelly asked; "Timmy, are you happy with our life?"
"Yes, I'm very happy. Are you happy?"
"Timmy honey, I may be the happiest woman in the entire world."
For a few minutes we lay together in contented silence. I was on the verge of falling asleep when Kelly sat up. "Timmy, we can't go to sleep quite yet."
I sat up and shook my head. My brain was clouded with the fog of approaching sleep. "Why..."
Kelly stood up and walked over to her purse. As she took out the key to my chastity cage, she said; "Because you're still wearing your cage and also because I made you a promise before I left for my date with Allen tonight. I don't like the idea of going to sleep with an unfulfilled promise."
Kelly walked back over to the bed, sat down next to me and quickly unlocked my chastity cage. After she set it on the table next to the bed, I grinned at her and said; "I think I'd better wake up."
Kelly nodded;"Unless you want to sleep through a Melody Mason blow job, I think that would be a very good idea."
I grinned at her. "The Melody Mason?"
Kelly started giggling, but she was shaking her head at the same time. Pushing me down on the bed, she said in a firm voice; "No more jokes. Just be quiet, lie back and close your eyes."
I did and Kelly gave me a blow job that was filled with love and tenderness. I didn't last very long, but I didn't care. It wasn't a contest. I already was Kelly Mason's favorite lover.
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The next morning I was up at 7:30. By the time Kelly and I had finally gone to sleep, it had been nearly 1:30. Under different circumstances I might have slept for another hour or two, but I was excited. We had a house to look at.
It was early November, daylight savings time was ending that night so the sun was just about to rise. I dressed in the dark, I didn't want to disturb Kelly.
After I was dressed I slipped out to the kitchen, poured a glass of orange juice, made coffee and retrieved the morning newspaper from the front sidewalk.
A half hour later I was sitting at the kitchen table drinking a cup of coffee and reading the sports section when Kelly appeared. She stood in the doorway rubbing the sleep from her eyes. All she was wearing was her navy blue Kelroy College football game jersey. When we were seniors she'd briefly dated the quarterback of the football team. The jersey had been a gift from him. On Kelly, that jersey looked every bit as sexy as an expensive silk negligee from the finest lingerie shop in Manhattan.
I smiled at her. "Good morning sleepy head."
She smiled back. "Hi Timmy."
"We have a house to look at this morning."
"I remember, we're supposed to be there at ten, aren't we?"
"Yes, that's right." I glanced at the clock. It was 8:15. "We have plenty of time. It will take us about twenty minutes to get there, so we don't have to leave until 9:40."
"Okay." It was clear that Kelly was still sleepy.
"Why don't you go take a shower and get dressed. When you come back I'll have a glass of orange juice, a bowl of granola and yogurt and a cup of coffee for you."
Kelly passively answered, "Thank you, I'd like that." And then she wandered back to the bedroom.
About twenty minutes later she returned. She was showered and dressed in a pair of jeans and a sweater. Her hair was combed and she was wearing just enough makeup to subtly enhance her natural beauty.
When I saw her I smiled and said; "Ah, sleeping beauty has awakened."
Giggling, Kelly asked; "And why wasn't my handsome prince there to take care of me?"
"Your handsome prince was afraid that he might become a distraction. He didn't want us to miss our ten o'clock appointment."
She smiled. "As usual my prince is a very wise man."
I'd already set a place for Kelly at the kitchen table. She sat down while I got up. After I poured a cup of coffee and a glass of orange juice for her I spooned a container of low fat strawberry yogurt into a small bowl and put two scoops of granola on it. Kelly was already sipping her coffee and reading the morning newspaper when I set the bowl of granola and yogurt in front of her.
She ate and read the newspaper while I worked on the Saturday cross word puzzle. Neither of us said very much. We were both enjoying the peace and quiet.
At 9:30 I stood up. "I think we'd better get ready to go."
As I was putting the dirty dishes into the dishwasher, Kelly said; "I'll get my purse. Do you want to drive or navigate?"
"Let's take your Mercedes. I'll navigate."
At 9:40 we were backing out of the driveway.
It was almost ten o'clock when we turned on to Oak Grove Drive. 1214 was a large two story brick house on the left side of the street. Tonya, Kirby and Barry, the Realtor were standing in the front yard. Tonya's Mercedes was parked facing towards us in front of the house. Kelly drove past the house, made a U turn and parked her Mercedes behind Tonya's.
As we were getting out of the car a silver Porsche 911 Carrera came around the corner. As the sports car passed us I noticed that it was Antoine and Keisha. Antoine was driving. Like Kelly, he made a u turn and pulled in behind her Mercedes.
Kelly walked over to Tonya, Kirby and Barry while I waited by the curb for Antoine and Keisha.
As I waited I made a quick survey of the neighborhood. While it was clear that all of the houses on the block were very expensive, they were all much newer than the houses we'd looked at earlier. Those mansions had all been built in the early 1900's. The houses on Oak Grove all looked like they'd been built in the 1950's or 1960's. I assumed that was an advantage. Newer homes would probably have fewer issues with their basic infrastructure. I also noticed that 1214 was built on at least two and maybe three city lots. There was plenty of space to build an addition.
Antoine walked up to me with his hand extended. Keisha was hanging onto his other arm. "Hi Timmy, how was the trip to Evergreen?"
"I enjoyed it. The people who work there are very nice. How was your trip to Las Vegas?"
Antoine shrugged. "How could a night in Las Vegas with an attractive middle aged woman who loves big black cocks be anything but wonderful?"
Keisha poked him in the ribs. "Wrong answer buddy boy."
Grinning, Antoine shook his head and in a grave tone of voice said; "It was a tough job Timmy, but somehow I managed to persevere and get through it."
As she squeezed Antoine's arm, Keisha smiled and said, "That's much better."
Antoine winked at me and then he put his free arm around my shoulder and said, "Come on friend, let's go see Kelly, Tonya and Kirby."
As we were walking across the front lawn a JTandR black Lincoln turned on to Oak Grove. It slowed and then it pulled into the driveway of 1214, but immediately backed out again. It was only turning around so that it could park on the street just beyond the driveway entrance.
The rear door opened and Wendell Tyler climbed out of the car. He then held the door open for Elvira while she followed him out. All of us waved to them. As Elvira and Mr. Tyler were waving back another black Lincoln came around the corner and pulled into the driveway, only it parked there.
As soon as the big car came to a full stop the rear door opened and Mandy popped out of the back seat. Martin Jackson was climbing out behind her, but she didn't wait for him. Instead she started madly waving her arms and running towards us. As she ran she yelled out, "Hey everybody, Martin and I are getting married!"
Keisha screamed. "Yes!" And ran to her. They hugged. While they were hugging the rest of us surrounded them. Kelly was holding my hand. I noticed that Tonya and Kirby and Mr. Tyler and Elvira were also holding hands.
Antoine walked up to Mr. Jackson with his hand extended and said, "Congratulations sir."
Smiling, Mr. Jackson shook his hand; "Thank you Antoine."
Antoine nodded and then he said; "Sir, last night Tonya told Keisha and me that you might be interested in living in the house with us. I hope that's true and if it is, I'd like to be the first to say, welcome to our new family."
Behind Antoine there was a general murmur of agreement.
Mr. Jackson looked at us and said, "If it's acceptable to all of you, I really would like that."
Tonya smiled at him. "Martin, I've talked to everyone and I can assure you that all of of us would like that very much."
Mr. Jackson quietly said, "Thank you."
Realizing that his close friend was becoming embarrassed, Wendell Tyler quickly intervened. "Hey we have a house to look at." He turned to Barry. "You're our Realtor, correct?"
Barry nodded. "Yes sir, I am."
Mr. Tyler gestured towards the house. "Well Barry, lead the way."
Looking at all of us, Barry said; "Everyone, please follow me."
As we walked up the front sidewalk to the house, Mandy caught up with Kelly and me. Grabbing my arm, she said; "Timmy, I understand that you're responsible for everything that happened last night."
A little taken a back, I tried to stammer out an answer. "I uh well...Not really."
Mandy gripped my arm. "Timmy, Martin told me that you suggested to him that he could have an apartment in the house and he also said that you encouraged him to propose to me."
Again I tried to stammer out an answer. This time Kelly cuffed me across the back of my head and said, "She's trying to thank you. Don't be a dufuss, let her do it. You know that your conversation with Martin Thursday night reassured him and strengthened his resolve to talk to Mandy."
I didn't know what to say, so I just nodded.
Kelly cuffed the back of my head again. "Timmy, look her in the eye and say, you're welcome. For goodness sake, this is Mandy. We both love her."
Looking at Mandy, Kelly said; "Sorry, you know our Babydoll. He's a little shy about taking credit for anything."
Mandy stared at Kelly. There was moment of silence and then she said, "Can we, I mean can we still love each other?"
Kelly smiled at her. "I don't see any reason to stop." She poked me in the ribs.
I quickly added, "Mandy, I'll always love you."
Mandy grinned at us. "I'll always love both of you too."
Ahead of us Keisha yelled. "Hey, we're all lovin everybody so cut this insecurity shit out."
Tonya nodded. "She's right, we are."
Quickly acknowledging Tonya's comment with a nod of agreement, Keisha continued. It was immediately clear that she was beginning one of her delightful monologues. "I for one, fully intend to spend many wonderful evenings sucking on both Timmy and Kirby's penees."
Grinning at Keisha, Kelly asked; "Keish, is penee spelled with a y or an i?"
"Actually it's spelled with two e's."
Kelly rolled her eyes.
Undeterred by Kelly's expression, Keisha kept on. "Penee is the ancient Greek word for tiny penis. The word first appears in the beginning of the Iliad. I'm sure all of you remember it. Helen ran off to Troy with Paris because all the Greek guys where she grew up had teeny penees."
Behind us Mr. Jackson whispered to Mr. Tyler. "I must have missed that section."
Clearly enjoying Keisha's lecture, Kelly asked another question. "So what was the ancient Greek word for a great big dick, like Antoine's"
Keisha thought for a moment and then she said, "Pena maxima."
Elvira observed, "Dear, pena maxima sounds more like a Latin word."
Shaking her head, Keisha answered; "Nah, the Latin word for a big cock is dickus maximus, but the Romans might have perverted the Greek word. Those kinky mother fuckers perverted everything. Actually the Greeks really didn't have a word to describe a big penis. They didn't like them."
Tonya looked at Keisha with a puzzled expression. "They didn't like big cocks, why not?"
"Because they were always fucking each other in the ass and everybody knows that a little dick feels better when you're getting fucked in the ass." She squeezed Antoine's arm. "Sweetheart, I love your big cock, but please keep it away from my butt."
Antoine leaned over and said in a whisper loud enough for all of us to hear, "It's already been there."
Nodding emphatically, Keisha said; "I know it has, and I've been walking like a fat lady ever since."
Keisha only had a a high school education, but she was an avid reader and one of the most knowledgeable people in the group. She also had an unparalleled sense of humor and loved to tease everybody.
While we waited for Barry to open the lock box and unlock the front door of the house, Mandy whispered to Kelly; "Martin said that when he's busy with work I can still stay with you and Timmy. Will that be all right?"
Kelly nodded. "When we design our apartment we'll ask them to make the bedroom a little larger and add an extra closet."
Mandy grinned. "Really?"
"Yes, as far as Timmy and I are concerned, you'll have two homes and one of them will be with us."
Giggling, Mandy said; "Life really is wonderful."
Kelly smiled. "Yes, it really is."
Barry opened the front door and led us inside. While the exterior of the house was very nice, the interior was magnificent. The living room was the size of an airplane hangar. It had floor to ceiling windows, a mammoth brick fireplace and mahogany woodwork. The dining room was only slightly smaller and featured the same floor to ceiling windows and woodwork.
As we walked through the two rooms, Kelly commented; "We could throw some fabulous parties in this house."
Ahead of us, Tonya said; "Yes, we certainly could."
The kitchen was as large as the dining room and just as well equipped as the kitchen at Evergreen. When Kirby saw it he turned to me and said, "Timmy, we could cook some incredible dinners in this place."
I nodded. "Yes we could Kirb."
Mandy tugged on the back of Kirby's shirt. "I get to help too. You both promised to teach me to cook."
Kirby smiled at her. "And both of us intend to keep that promise."
Slipping in on the other side of Kirby from Tonya, Mandy put her arm around his ample waist and said to Tonya, "A few minutes ago you said that we all get to love each other. I want to love this big guy."
Tonya kissed Kirby's cheek and then she said to Mandy, "Go ahead, my big guy has enough love inside him for everybody."
Behind us, Elvira said; "I would definitely agree with that."
There were three bedrooms and two full bathrooms upstairs and a large master bedroom with a full en suite bathroom on the main floor. There was also another full bath and a small lavatory on the main floor. Since we were building an addition with small apartments for everyone, the bedrooms were of little interest to us. The large number of bathrooms was nice. I suspected that the bedrooms would either become offices or entertainment rooms.
The back yard was a lightly wooded green space that extended back at least two hundred feet to a thick woods.
Antoine asked Barry, "What's on the other side of the woods?"
"The back yard of another house, but the woods are about fifty feet thick, and the lot line runs through the middle of them so no one could ever clear all of them out."
Mr. Jackson nodded. "So this back yard will always be very private."
Barry smiled. "That's right."
Kelly nudged Tonya. "That means we can sunbathe nude back here."
Antoine grinned. "I'm in favor of that."
Keisha poked him. "You don't like to sunbathe. It makes you too dark."
"Yes, but sitting under a large umbrella with an iced drink watching Kelly, Tonya and Mandy sunbathe nude would be a very pleasant way to pass a summer afternoon."
"And I suppose you expect me to be sucking your cock while you're watching them."
Antoine nodded. "That does add a little zest to the idea."
Keisha hugged her fiancee. "Actually, I think it does too."
"The house is built on three city lots, so there's plenty of space for expansion." It was Barry. He was trying to get us back on task.
Next to me, Martin Jackson said; "Timmy, what's your idea for the expansion?"
I looked at Mr. Jackson. His question had caught me by surprise. A little flustered, I answered; "I ah, I don't know. You and Mr. Tyler are the bosses."
Shaking his head, Mr. Jackson said; "No Timmy, a long time ago both Wendell and I learned that the best way to get things done is to find creative, talented people and let them do their jobs. This was originally your idea and all of us trust your judgment. You're the point man on this project, so tell us what you think?"
Mr. Jackson's trust frightened me but it also fortified my confidence. Taking a deep breath, I said; "I think this might be too expensive, but if we could do anything I'd build a square back here.
Tonya looked at me. "A square?"
"Yes, that's right. The house would of course be the front of the square. I'd build a two story wing on each side. Each wing would contain three town houses. Each town house would have a patio and an upstairs balcony overlooking the square. We should probably have a corridor on the back side of each wing so that in the winter time we won't have to go outside to get into the main house."
Keisha smiled at me. "I love the idea that everyone would have their own town house over looking a central square."
Everyone else nodded in agreement.
Tonya asked, "What would go across the back of the square?"
"It's just my idea, and I'm certainly open to other ideas, but I think a maintenance shed and an indoor exercise room would be nice. Maybe there could even be room for a racquetball court."
I looked at Mr. Jackson and Mr. Tyler. "The physical fitness of five of the people who are going to be living here is very important to the firm. For the rest of us it just makes good health sense."
Mr. Jackson held up his hand. "Timmy, you won't get an argument about the value of a gym area from either Wendell or me. If nothing else, physical activity relieves stress. Tell us about the actual square."
I shrugged. "Whatever we can manage. A swimming pool, hot tub, flower gardens and a barbeque area would all be wonderful."
"Could we have a basketball hoop? Nothing big, just a small space where I could shoot baskets." Antoine was anxiously looking back and forth from Mr. Jackson to Mr. Tyler.
Mr. Jackson smiled at him. "Antoine I will advise our point man on this project that a basketball hoop for the outdoor commons area is a high priority."
Antoine grinned.
Mr. Tyler turned to me. "Timmy, your plan calls for six townhouses. We only need five. Is there any reason other than symmetry that we're thinking of adding an extra townhouse? I would think that it might be better to use that space as an additional recreation area."
I was suddenly very nervous. There definitely was a reason that I was suggesting six townhouses, but I was just guessing and not at all sure about how my suggestion would be received.
I remembered that my two aunts always advised me to do what I thought was right and worry about the ramifications later, so I took a deep breath and said, "John Reynolds, he's a bachelor. He may want to be included in this house."
Mr. Tyler stared at me for a moment and then he said, "Martin you chose our point man wisely."
Mr. Jackson nodded. "Yes I did. Timmy, again I have to thank you. Both Wendell and I have been so preoccupied with our own lives that we neglected to think about John. He's not only a business partner, he's a very good friend. Leaving him out would have been a mistake."
He looked at the entire group. "Would any one object to inviting John to join us?"
Antoine looked around. Everyone was nodding. He turned to Mr. Jackson and said, "Martin, everyone likes John. He would be a very welcome addition."
Suddenly I began to worry that things were moving much too quickly. I cleared my throat and said, "Excuse me."
The whole group turned in unison and looked at me.
"Before we go any further, I think we should consider the potential cost of my plan. I doubt that we can do it for three million dollars."
I glanced at Barry. He was nodding in agreement.
Wendell Tyler stared at me. After a moment he smiled, walked over to me and put his arm around my shoulder. "Young man, the more I get to know you, the more I like you. I appreciate your concern about the potential cost of this project, but it's not an issue. Timmy, I'm a billionaire, so is Martin. We have both spent our entire lives working sixteen hours a day, seven days a week trying to make money. We've made a fortune and neither of us has ever spent a dime of the money we made on ourselves. For the first time in our lives we're both involved with women that we care about. Those women and this house offer us the opportunity to have something we've never had before, a personal life. Timmy my friend, I don't care what this house costs, we're going to build it and we are going to build exactly as we want it."



Mr. Jackson smiled. "Well stated Wendell. I feel exactly the same way."
I nodded. "Okay, do you think we could hire an architect?"
Mr. Jackson grinned at me. "Damn right. We're going to hire the best architectural firm in the country and before we meet with them you're going to chair several meetings during which all of us will get to talk about what we want in this house. We have the space and the money. Everyone should be able to get exactly what they want. Antoine should have his basketball court and I hope all of us, even Wendell and Elvira will play basketball with him."
Kirby shook his head. "He'll kill us."
Keisha laughed. "No he won't. Kelly, Tonya, Mandy, Elvira and I will all take turns guarding him. Every time he goes up to shoot we'll grab his dick. His shots will never even hit the rim."
Antoine turned to Keisha. "Hey, that's not fai..." Suddenly he stopped and smiled. "Every time I go up to shoot?"
Nodding, Keisha said;"That's right."
Antoine grinned. "This could be fun. Can we play shirts and skins?"
Kelly giggled. "How about shirts and shorts. One team wears shirts but no shorts and the other team wears shorts but no shirts."
Barry looked at everyone. "Do you want to make an offer on this house?" He was again trying to get us back on task.
Everyone turned to me.
I said, "I have one more question."
He nodded. "Okay, what is it?"
"What about zoning issues. If anyone looks at our plans they'll certainly realize that we're turning this into a multiple dwelling. I'm not a lawyer, but couldn't that be a problem?"
Mr. Jackson smiled. "It might be a problem, but I'm sure we can get around it."
"It won't be a problem." Barry was smiling too.
We all looked at him. He said, "Follow me, I'll show you why."
We followed Barry around to the front of the house. Once we were all in the front yard he pointed at the two houses directly across the street. "Do you see the building that connects those two houses? They have essentially done the same thing you're planning to do, only they did it by buying two houses and joining them together."
Mr. Jackson asked, "And no one objected to what they did?"
"No, as long as you keep it tasteful and match the exterior of anything you build to the exterior of the original house, nobody will object." He paused for a moment and then he added. "I'm certain that the people across the street won't object."
Tonya looked at him. "Why are you certain about that?"
"Because I know them. I sold them those two houses and I've been to several of their parties." Barry smiled. "Do you remember the people I told you about the last time we looked at houses."
Nodding, Tonya answered; "Yes., of course we do."
"They live across the street."
"April Hansen lives across the street?" Kelly was staring at Barry in amazement. April Hansen was of course a legend at Kelroy College and Kelly has always been particularly enamored with that legend."
"That's right, she and her husband Mark live in the house on the left."
"Can we meet them?" Kelly was excited.
"Actually, they're eager to meet all of you. As soon as we're finished looking at this house I'm going to call them. They'll come outside so that I can introduce you to each other." He paused for a moment and then he asked; "So, what do you want to do about this house?"
Everyone looked at me.
I turned to Mr. Jackson and Mr. Tyler. "I understand that you want me to be the point man for this project. I gladly accept that responsibility and I'll try to do the best job I can for you, but I would really appreciate it if you could handle the financial negotiations. You're both a lot more experienced at it than I am and frankly the amount of money were discussing scares me to death."
Mr. Jackson patted my shoulder. "We understand. We'll be glad to do that for you."
He looked around at the entire group. "Is this the house?"
We all looked at each other. After a moment everyone said, "Yes."
"Is there anyone who has even the smallest concern? We can always talk about it for a day or two."
All of us shook our heads.
Tonya said, "Martin, this house is perfect for us. We shouldn't risk losing it."
Keisha nodded. "I agree."
Kelly squeezed my hand and whispered, "Timmy, this is so exciting. It really is going to happen."
"Yes it is."
"Last chance, does anyone object or even simply wish to wait?" He made it a point to make individual eye contact with each one of us. When no one responded he turned to Mr. Tyler. "Wendell, do you see any problems?"
Mr. Tyler shook his head. "No Martin, I think it's a go."
"Do you see any reason to hold back?"
Again Mr. Tyler shook his head. "No, Tonya's right. This is exactly what we want. Let's be sure we get it."
Nodding Mr. Jackson said, "I agree." He turned to Barry. "How much are they asking?"
"A million four hundred thousand."
"Tell them we'll pay a million five and we want to close in a month."
Barry grinned. "I'll write up the paperwork this afternoon."
Everyone cheered.
Still grinning, Barry said; "It think it's time for you to meet your new neighbors." He took out his cell phone and keyed in a number. A moment later he said; "Hi Brenda, we're done over here. It's time for you to come outside so that I can introduce everyone." After a short pause he said, "Great, we'll see you in a minute."
Barry switched off his cell phone and turned to all of us. "Let's go across the street. They'll be out in a minute."
As we were crossing the street Mr. Jackson put his hand on my shoulder and said, "There's a well known Architecture firm in Chicago; Bellamy, Lampert and Cordosian. We've done business with them in the past. If it's all right with you, I'd like to use them on the house."
I smiled at Mr. Jackson. "Sir, I really will need your direction on this project. If you think..."
Patting my shoulder, Mr. Jackson interrupted me. "Timmy, I understand and I will give you all the guidance and assistance you need, but I also want you to understand something."
"What's that sir?"
"During the past two weeks I've come to the realization that you are a very talented young man with a unique ability. Timmy, when you look at a forest you have the capacity to also see each individual tree. Very few people have that ability. I don't, John doesn't. Wendell does, but Wendell is getting older and he's now going to want to spend increasing amounts of time with Elvira. The firm needs you."
"Sir I'm not sure that I want to..."
"Don't worry Timmy, I'll leave you with plenty of time to write your novel and you'll still have the column to write for Ellen's newspaper, but Timmy, I need you too. Will you help us? I promise that I'll respect your reticence."
"Yes, of course I will, but you'll have to be patient with me. I'm kind of new at all of this."
Mr. Jackson laughed. "Patient we can be. Now this is what I want you to do. On Monday you and Kirby are going to see to my tailor and get fitted for several business suits. He'll also need to get a couple of rack suits for you because you're both going to need something presentable right away."
"What are we doing?"
"You're going to Chicago on Tuesday for a preliminary meeting with the architects. Monday morning Janet Collins will make the appointment and set up the travel arrangements."
"Is Kirby going with me?"
"No, Tuesday Tonya and Kirby are flying to Boston to take Don Kline and his wife out to dinner." Mr. Jackson smiled at me. "At this moment we are in a very good position to cement a solid working relationship with Don Kline and his group. I am going to do everything in my power to accomplish that goal."
"Could Elvira go to Chicago with me?"
Mr. Jackson shook his head. "No, Tuesday evening were having a party at Eagle Lake for an investment group from Phoenix. With Tonya in Boston, I'll need Elvira here to facilitate everything for that party."
"That means that Kelly, Mandy and Keisha are all going to have to stay here too, doesn't it."
"I'm afraid it does Timmy."
"Antoine too."
"Yes, Antoine too."
"Does that mean I have to go to Chicago alone?"
"I think you could handle it by yourself, but I'm going to send an assistant with you."
"Janet Collins?"
Mr. Jackson smiled. "No, not Janet Collins. She always stays in the office. Wendell will go with you."
"Mr. Tyler?"
"Yes, Mr. Tyler."
"As my assistant?"
"No Timmy, not really. Wendell will be going as your mentor. He likes you Timmy. For the next year his job is going to be to train you to be a businessman."
I started to protest.
Mr. Jackson quickly added, "A part time businessman Timmy. Someone we can occasionally call on to handle special projects for us. Will you do that Timmy?"
"Yes Mr. Jackson, I'll do that."
By the time we'd crossed the street people were coming out of both houses. As all of us converged on the sidewalk in front of the two houses Barry walked over to a tall, very attractive, busty brunette who appeared to be in her late thirties. "Good morning Brenda."
She smiled. "Good morning Barry, are we going to have new neighbors?"
"It certainly looks that way."
Waving at all of us, Brenda said; "Hi I'm Brenda Adams. Welcome to the neighborhood." She gestured towards the group standing immediately behind her and then pointed to the house on the left. "Most of us live in that house."
Another brunette about the same age as Brenda stepped forward. "Hi I'm Madeline Conrad. Everyone calls me Maddie."
Next to her, a very athletic looking blond a few years younger than Madeline and Brenda said; "I'm April Hansen."
I heard Kelly's breath catch.
April turned and placed her hand on the shoulder of a slightly built man standing a half step behind her. "This is my husband, Mark Peters."
Brenda walked over to another man of about the same build and stature as April's husband. "This is my husband, Bobby Franklin."
Maddie turned to a tall handsome black man standing next to her. "And this is my husband, Jamal Wright."
Kelly leaned over and whispered, "Timmy, that's Jamal Wright."
I nodded. "Yes it is."
There were four people standing at the rear of this group. Three of them were women. They were all very attractive, immaculately coiffed and groomed, middle aged blonds. The fourth was a middle aged man of similar stature to Mark and Bobby
April moved so that she was standing next to them. "These are our very dear friends; Jessica Townsend, Helen Darcy, Lorraine Milton and Morris Fredericks." As April said their names each of them waved.
When April introduced Morris Fredericks, Martin Jackson leaned over to Wendell Tyler and said, "Isn't this an amazing coincidence."
As soon as the introductions of the people from the house on our left were completed, we all turned our attention to the three women and four men who'd come from the house on the right.
The three women were all attractive blonds in their late twenties. One was tall and slender with ash blond hair. The next was a slightly shorter, bleached blond with a smile that could have charmed even the most dour old curmudgeon. The third was another ash blond, but she wasn't tall and slender. She was shorter with a soft supple body, milky white skin and an absolutely amazing bust.
Three of the men were about the same build and stature as April and Brenda's husband's Mark and Bobby. Two of these men appeared to be in their late twenties. The third was a little older, probably about thirty-six. The fourth man, standing at the rear of the group, was quite a bit older. I guessed that he was probably in his early fifties. He was also much taller and appeared to be very confident.
The tall slender blond stepped forward. Pointing to the house on the right, she said; "We live there. I'm Sandra Monroe." She nodded towards one the two younger men. "That's my husband, Stevie Wagner." And then she turned and pointed at the tall distinguished looking man standing at the rear of the group. "And that's my boyfriend, Jason Mathews."
Tonya whispered, "I already like these people."
Kelly giggled. "Yes, I do too. I think they're just like us."
The bleached blond with the engaging smile stepped forward. "I'm Julie Gordon." She walked over to the older of the three slightly built men, gabbed him by the arm and pulled him forward. "And this handsome devil is my husband, Ricky Norman."
Everyone turned and looked at the blond with the large bust. She didn't say anything. It was obvious that she was very shy. Julie quickly walked over and protectively took her hand. "This is Roxanne Mitchell."
The third slightly built man stepped forward. "And I'm her husband, William Oliver."
Julie giggled. "You can call him Peewee."
William Oliver smiled as he shrugged and said, "You might as well, everyone else does."
All of us chuckled.
Tonya stepped forward. "I'm Tonya Lewis and this handsome devil next to me is Kirby Lundquist."
Next to me, Kelly said; "I'm Kelly Mason and this is my babydoll, Timmy Jamieson."
Everyone chuckled at the term of endearment Kelly had used. I flushed.
Keisha saved me from further embarrassment by immediately stepping forward. "I'm Keisha Edwards." Then reaching back and pulling Antoine forward so that he was standing next to her, she added; "And this is my fiance Antoine Carter."
Mandy walked over, took Mr. Jackson by the arm and led him forward. "I'm Mandy Wells and this is my fiance, Martin Jackson."
Elvira took Mr. Tyler by the hand and said, "And I'm Elvira Higgins and this is my sweetie, Wendell Tyler."
I glanced at Mr. Tyler and was totally amazed to see that my soon to be mentor was blushing.
As soon as Elvira was finished with her introduction Jason Mathews stepped forward and said, "Hey Martin; are you, Wendell and John still spending all of your time making rich people richer?"
Mr. Jackson laughed. "That does seem to be what we do. Are you still spending all of your time setting crooks free."
Jason Mathews grinned at him. "As many as I can." He looked at Wendell Tyler. "How are you Wendell?"
Mr. Tyler smiled. "Jason, I'm getting old."
He laughed. "Aren't we all. I'm happy to see that you finally got a girlfriend."
Grinning, Mr. Tyler put his arm around Elvira. "Once in a while the sun even shines on an old dog like me." And then he said; "Ellie, this is Jason Mathews. Jason is the top defense attorney in this city."
Jason smiled.
Mr. Jackson said; "Wendell, Jason isn't the only old friend we have here."
"Yes, I see him too Martin. I could never miss one of our old business partners." Mr. Tyler smiled and said, "How are you Morris?"
Morris Fredericks answered, "I'm all right Wendell. The grapevine tells me that you, Martin and John are still chasing after the big money."
Martin nodded. "That we are. Any possibility that we could talk you into rejoining us?"
Morris shook his head. "Not a chance. Lawrence and I have plenty of money, now we're just trying to enjoy life." He laughed. "Once you have that first hundred million everything else is really overkill."
Smiling, Martin said; "That is, without a doubt, the truth; but it's still fun to play the game. Don't you ever miss it?"
"Lawrence and I still dabble a little bit. We're part of a small financial group and of course, I still have my company. That keeps both of us busy enough."
Wendell Tyler asked, "How is Lawrence? It's been at least a dozen years since we've seen either of you."
Morris grinned. "Why don't you ask him. He's standing right next to me."
There was a hushed silence. Everyone was staring at the blond woman standing next to Morris. After a moment she said, "Wendell, Martin; it's nice to see you again."
Martin Jackson shook his head and laughed. "Lawrence Milton and Lorraine Milton; of course, I should have figured it out."
I heard Kirby whisper to Tonya, "Did I hear that correctly? Is that woman really a..."
Tonya nodded. "I believe that's what they're telling us."
"Shit, she's gorgeous."
"Yes she is."
Helen Darcy picked up Lorraine's hand. As she held it she looked at Mr. Jackson and Mr. Tyler and said, "Gentlemen, my husband has many fond memories of his association with the two of you. He often talks about those times. He terminated that association because of me. This may shock you, but I am a very dominant woman and my husband is very submissive man. For the past twelve years Lawrence has lived as Lorraine, my transvestite maid."
Mr. Jackson smiled at her. "Please excuse me, I just had a lot of new names thrown at me. You're Helen, correct?"
She nodded. "Yes, I'm Helen Darcy."
"Helen, we're not shocked." He smiled. "Well actually, I think my friend Kirby is a little amazed, but that's because my old friend makes a rather attractive woman."
Looking at Kirby, Helen smiled and said; "He does look good, doesn't he."
Kirby flushed.
Helen laughed. "Oh I like him.' She turned to Tonya. "Is he your boyfriend?
Tonya smiled. "Yes he is."
"Is he submissive?"
"Yes, he's very submissive. His name is Kirby, but you can call him Cookie."
"Cookie, what a good name for a slave. May I assume that you're dominant?"
"With a submissive man I am."
Helen smiled. "That's an excellent answer. The question of dominance and subservience has so much to do with the personalities of the individuals involved."
Tonya nodded. "I agree."
Brenda asked, "Do you cuckold him?"
Smiling, Tonya answered; "Of course I do. That's one of the advantages of being in a relationship with a submissive man."
Helen looked at Kelly. "That incredibly cute young man standing next to you, I believe that you introduced him as your babydoll."
Kelly smiled. "He is my babydoll."
"Is he your boyfriend?'
"No, Timmy is my husband. My boyfriend isn't here.'
"But you do have a boyfriend."
"Yes, of course I do. From what you just told us, I assume that you do too."
"Yes I certainly do." Helen paused and smiled. After a moment she asked Kelly, "Is babydoll your slave?"
"Actually his name is Bunny. Babydoll is just a term of endearment that I use for him. And yes, he is my slave."
"How nice for you. We think that having a slave is one of the fine pleasures of life."
Kelly nodded. "All of us would certainly agree with that. We have three slaves in our group."
"Three?" After quickly perusing us Helen said; "There's Bunny and of course Tonya's Cookie is another, but who is the third?" She looked at Antoine. "I hope it's not this magnificent hunk of masculine splendor."
Keisha shook her head. "Absolutely not! My Antoine is one hundred percent certified stud."
Helen smiled. "That's a relief. Both Jessica and I were hoping that some evening we might be able to party with him." Looking at Antoine she asked, "Do you enjoy having two women at the same time?"
Antoine stared at Helen. There was a feral glint in his eyes that I'd never seen before. I heard Helen's breath catch. Suddenly I understood the real reason that the firm employed Antoine as a host and it wasn't because of his big cock. It was apparent that Antoine knew how to be the savage, untamed lover that many women craved.
After a moment he answered; "Yes, especially if the two women enjoy pleasing a man."
Helen took a deep breath and said, "Yes, I think that we definitely should try to get together." Looking at Keisha, she asked; "Would that be all right with you?"
"Could I spend that time entertaining your slave?"
Helen smiled. "Certainly, Lorraine is very skilled at satisfying the needs of woman."
"Does he still have all of his parts?" Keisha had just asked the question that was on all of our minds.
"Yes, I would never allow Lorraine to actually become a woman." She paused and then she added. "But he is locked in chastity and I would insist that he stay that way while he's entertaining you. April gives him a blow job once a week. That's the only relief he's allowed."



Keisha nodded. "I understand. It's his tongue that interests me, not his cock." Hugging Antoine, she added; "I already get all the cock I need."
Tonya laughed. "And she doesn't only get it at home."
Nodding, Helen said; "Variety is the spice of life." And then she turned to Kelly and asked, "So, who is your third slave?"
Kelly placed her hand on the small of Mandy's back and gently nudged her forward. "This one, her name is Mandy; but you should call her Nymph."
Helen looked at Mr. Jackson. "Martin, when introductions were being made didn't she say that you were her fiance?"
Martin smiled at her. "Yes, you and Lawrence aren't the only ones who appreciate a sophisticated relationship."
Smiling back at him, Helen said; "Nicely stated, I think I'm going to have to insist that Lawrence renew his relationship with you. It appears that we have a great deal in common."
Brenda stepped forward. "I think that Helen has just done an excellent job of establishing why Barry wanted to get us together and I thank him for it. It does appear that we have a number of common interests."
She looked at Stevie."Speedy, do you have the big coffee pot going?"
"Yes Mistress Brenda, I do. Footboy, Peewee and I also made a large batch of chocolate chip cookies this morning."
Brenda looked at Sandra. "May we?"
Sandra smiled. "Of course."
Turning to us, Brenda said; "Would you like to come in for coffee?"
Tonya looked at Mr. Jackson.
He nodded and said, "Yes we'd like that very much."
Sandra waved towards the house on the right. "Everyone come with us. We're going to our house." She turned and all three groups began to follow her up the sidewalk to the front steps.
As we started walking, Brenda said to her husband. "Quicky, make sure that their slaves understand the rules of conduct in our houses. I will hold you personally responsible for any errors they might make."
Bobby bowed his head. "Yes Mistress Brenda, I understand."
We had been standing in three reasonably well defined groups, but now as everyone filed into Sandra's house the boundaries broke down.
Kelly immediately approached April Hansen and introduced herself. Maddie, Keisha, Antoine and Jamal Wright started a conversation. Julie and Roxanne walked over and introduced themselves to Elvira. Tonya joined Helen and Jessica. Kirby attached himself to Mark and Bobby. Mandy went straight to Lorraine and of course, Mr. Jackson, Mr. Tyler, Jason Mathews and Morris all got together."
I hung back while everyone walked up the front steps and entered the house. I was suddenly feeling a little overwhelmed and I wanted a moment to myself.
Standing on the sidewalk, I surveyed the neighborhood where I would soon be living. The houses were large and luxurious. The street was lined with stately oak trees and all of the front lawns were immaculately groomed.
I thought about the events that led to my being here. The past year had been filled with heartache and pain and then there were the last sixteen days.
I was amazed when I realized that it had only been sixteen short days since that fateful night when I huddled in the doorway of Smithson's Jewelry store so that I could follow Kelly to the Calvert Hotel.
Those sixteen days now seemed like a lifetime and when I thought about the incredible onslaught of events that transpired during that time period, I realized that they were life changing.
Kelly and I both grew up during those sixteen days. Kelly learned that she has to be true to herself. She has to be the person she wants to be rather than the person that others want her to be. I gained confidence and found myself. Seventeen days ago I could never have flown to Chicago, dressed in a power suit, so that I could meet with a group of distinguished architects. Tuesday, I was going to do exactly that and I wasn't frightened, I was excited.
All of the wonderful people that I met during the last sixteen days certainly helped us.
Kirby and Elvira, could there be two finer people in this world?"
And Mr. Jackson, when I first met him he terrified me. Now, I realize that he's an angel. He spends as much time trying to help people as he does trying to make money. He was the engineer of my reconciliation with Kelly. He saved Kirby and Ellen and he took care of Elvira. I will always be in his debt.
Then of course there were Tonya, Mandy, Keisha, Antoine, Mr. Tyler and John Reynolds. It's funny, there are times in life when it seems like the whole world is trying to beat you down and then there are times when you're surrounded by a group of people who love you and nurture you and life becomes so much better. The past sixteen days made up one of those times.
Suddenly I realized that I was getting cold. The November air was invigorating, but it was also chilly. It was time to go inside and have a hot cup of coffee.
As I walked up the sidewalk, the front door opened and April Hansen stepped out. When she saw me she smiled and walked down the front steps to meet me. "You're Kelly's husband Timmy, right?"
"Yes."
"You went to Kelroy with Kelly."
"Yes I did.
"I went to Kelroy too."
"I know, everyone at Kelroy has heard the story of April Hansen."
April slowly nodded. For brief moment I detected a hint of sadness in her eyes as she whispered a soft, "Yes." But then the sadness quickly disappeared. Looking up at me she smiled and said, "That's all in the past. Now I try hard to live in the present and dream about the future."
"Does it work?"
"Oh yes, I was very fortunate to meet all of these wonderful people. They're the best friends a person could ever ask for."
I nodded. "Sixteen days ago Kelly and I almost broke up. I thought my life was over and then I met all of the wonderful people that are here with us today. Now my life is better than it's ever been."
"We call it serendipity. It's happened to all of us."
"Serendipity? I've heard the word, but I really don't know what it means."
April smiled. "Sometimes, when you're least expecting them, you stumble across the most important treasures of your life. That's serendipity."
I grinned at April. "For me, the last sixteen days have been filled with serendipity."
Suddenly the front door opened and Mandy popped out. "Timmy, you have to get in here. It's wonderful. We're staying for dinner. All of us are staying, even Martin. He wanted to go back to work but Wendell convinced him that there was nothing that they had to do that was actually all that important so he's going to stay. He's really going to stay. Isn't that amazing!"
I smiled at her. "Yes Mandy, it is."
Noticing April, Mandy quickly bowed and said; "Hello Mistress April. I didn't realize that you were out here. May I have your permission to speak to Bunny?"
"Yes Nymph, go ahead."
Turning back to me, Mandy said; "They have very strict rules about how slaves behave in the presence of their superiors."
April nodded. "Yes we do. Everyone enjoys the rituals."
"Timmy; Sandra, Julie and Roxie are calling up some guys so that all the women will have dinner dates. Martin's going to be Helen's date. We're going to be slaves and serve the dinner. Stevie and Lorraine want you and Kirby to help cook. I get to help too. Everyone is so nice."
Mandy grinned. "Ricky, he's Julie's husband. His slave name is Footboy. He's an English Professor at Maple Hills Community College. Brenda, Maddie, Roxie and Julie all went there and now they're finishing their degrees at the University. Ricky told us that he'll help us get started there. Tonya, Keisha, Elvira, Kirby and I are all going to go. Martin said that he'll pay all of our expenses and give us time off."
She giggled. "Sandra, Julie, Roxie, Brenda, Maddie, Helen and Jessica all volunteered to fill in for us as hostesses."
I laughed. "I'll bet they did."
"Timmy, Sandra's husband Stevie was some kind of whiz kid stock broker. He can tell you all about it while you're cooking the dinner. They have an investment group here and Martin and Wendell are thinking about joining them. Wouldn't that be wonderful?"
"Yes it would."
"Timmy, I'm getting cold. I have to go back inside. When you come in go right to the kitchen so that Mark and Bobby can teach you the rules. I don't want you to get in trouble."
Mandy turned to April and bowed to her again. "Mistress April, may I please be excused?"
"Yes Nymph, go inside and help the others. As soon as we come in, I'll bring Bunny to the kitchen so that he doesn't get into trouble before he has a chance to learn the rules."
"Thank you Mistress April."
Mandy turned and went back inside the house.
After she was gone April asked, "Is she always that exuberant?"
"Mr. Jackson asked her to marry him last night."
April smiled. "I see, I guess I'd be exuberant too. Are you ready to go inside?"
"Yes."
"Keep your head down and stay one full step behind me."
Bowing politely, I said; "Yes Mistress April."
April grinned at me."Timmy I think that we're going to become very close friends."
"I'd like that."
I opened the front door and held it while April walked into Sandra, Julie and Roxanne's house. Once she was inside I took a deep breath and started to follow her, but then I hesitated for a moment. As I stood on that threshold I suddenly realized that I was about to begin a new adventure.
Life is a series of adventures. Some of them are joyous experiences that leave us with fond memories that we savor for the remainder of our lives. Others are challenges, grueling trials that we are forced to endure. All of these adventures, good or bad, constantly recast us into new and hopefully wiser and stronger people.
The adventure of the past sixteen days was over. What had started as an arduous test eventually turned into a joyous experience that strengthened both Kelly and me. Now that incredible adventure was finished and relegated to the status of a fond memory. It was a memory that Kelly and I along with Mandy, Kirby, Tonya, Elvira, Keisha, Antoine, Mr. Jackson and Mr. Tyler would be able to cherish for the rest of our lives.
While I didn't know what experiences this new adventure would bring, I was excited. I was certain that it was going to be an adventure that would turn into a great story. Sadly, it's a story that will have to be told at another time. This story was about the events of the last sixteen days and those days are now part of the past.
I took another deep breath and then I stepped into the house.
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I remind everyone that I write cuckold stories. If they offend you I strongly suggest that you find something else to read.
I'm quite certain that this story will offend the btb boys and the hate mongers. That alone was a sufficient reason to write it.
This is a quirky story, not particularly erotic; but hopefully thought provoking.
Patience is a Virtue
At first it had been only my fantasy; a wife led marriage, my complete submission to Janice, her total domination of me.
Janice was reluctant. I tried to explain the advantages of the lifestyle to her. She was naturally dominant, she admitted that. The idea of being in control clearly interested her.
I offered to take responsibility for all of the household chores while Janice pursued her career. She was an entry level executive for a women's clothing manufacturer. I was an accountant. My working hours were shorter and more flexible than hers. The idea actually made sense. Janice finally agreed.
In bed Janice enjoyed receiving pleasure, I enjoyed giving it. She rarely sucked my cock. I spent hours licking both her pussy and her ass. I had a small penis and a tendency to cum quickly, so for us intercourse was frustrating. I bought a large dildo for Janice. She loved it. After that sex for us involved my licking Janice's pussy and ass while I fucked her with the dildo. Once she'd had several orgasms Janice would give me a quick hand job and then we'd go to sleep.
I didn't object. I wanted to be Janice's submissive husband. I wanted to serve her.
Despite the disparity in our marital roles, Janice couldn't accept a formal acknowledgement of her dominance and my subservience. Husbands shouldn't be submissive. It wasn't natural.
I decided to bide my time. My wife was an intelligent woman. I believed that eventually she would realize the obvious benefits of fully embracing the lifestyle I was advocating.
I read about cuckolding on the Internet. It appealed to my submissive masochistic inclinations. In bed, while I was fucking Janice with her dildo I started referring to it as her lover. It drove her wild. We gave it a name. We called it Jerome. Janice loved fucking Jerome.
One night in bed I suggested that maybe we should try to find a real Jerome for Janice. She was appalled. She accused me of not loving her. She made me sleep on the couch in the finished room in the basement.
After a week Janice decided to forgive me. I moved back upstairs and we had fabulous makeup sex. I ate Janice's pussy and ass and then I made passionate love to her with the dildo. While I was fucking her with it, Janice cried out, "Oh Jerome, I've missed you so much."
We made love again the next night. After licking Janice's pussy and ass I asked her if she'd like to play with Jerome. She told me that she couldn't wait to feel his big cock inside her. After that Jerome was once again the focus of our lovemaking.
Several months passed. One night, after I'd given Janice several orgasms with Jerome, she asked; "Markie, remember the night you suggested that I could maybe play with a real Jerome?"
I answered, "Yes, I do and if I remember correctly, you got very angry about that."
"Yes, I know I did; but you surprised me. You caught me off guard. I'd kind of like to talk about it again."
"Okay, go ahead." I'd learned that with Janice it was better if I let her take the lead in serious discussions.
"Would you really be willing to let me play with another man?"
"Janice, the last time we had this discussion I had to spend a week sleeping in the basement."
"I know. I'm sorry about that. I overreacted."
"Are you're telling me you won't overreact again?"
"I promise."
"Do you think you'd you like to play with another man?"
"Not if it would make you angry."
Two weeks later, we were in a hotel cocktail lounge in a city four hundred miles east of our home. Janice was sitting at a table with a handsome young salesman from Buffalo, New York named Brad. I was three tables away watching them flirt with each other. Twenty minutes later Janice and Brad were on their way up to his room. That was in early March.
Two weeks later we did it again.
The following week we went to a bar in our own city. Janice brought her playmate back to our house. He fucked her in our bed while I waited in the basement. After he left I slept in the wet spot and the next day I washed the sheets.
By the first of May Janice and I were going out every Thursday night. I would sit in the bar and watch while she picked up her new man. They'd dance for a little while and then Janice would bring him home. I'd sneak into the house and watch television in the basement while they played upstairs in our bedroom.
During this time, Janet and I still made love at least twice a week. While her dildo, Jerome was the only one who actually got to fuck Janice; she did always give me a nice handjob before we went to sleep. I also got to lick Janice's pussy and ass and that was what I really wanted.
In mid-July Janice informed me that I was no longer welcome to accompany her on her man hunting forays. She claimed that I crimped her style in the bar. I obediently stayed at home.
Janice met Steve in August. He was a handsome and apparently successful attorney. At thirty-one, he was two years older than Janice and me.
They liked each other. Three days after their evening together Steve called Janice and asked her out again. I was concerned. Janice told me not to worry.
That Friday night Steve took Janice out to dinner. After dinner she brought him back to our house. He stayed for the entire night. I slept on the couch in the basement.
Saturday he was back again. The next week Janice and Steve spent three evenings together; one of them at his apartment.
The following Friday Janice told Steve about me and we were introduced. At first he was pleasant towards me, but gradually his pleasantness turned into indifference and then his indifference became disdain.
Two weeks after I met Steve Janice informed me that we could no longer have sex of any kind. Steve wasn't interested in sharing her. I wasn't happy, but I decided to be patient. Over time, new toys often lose their luster.
Steve started spending more and more time at our house. I was instructed to stay in the basement while he was present. Distressed, I considered divorce and sought legal counsel. I decided bide my time. Janice had once been a good mate. I wasn't ready to give her up easily.
Steve moved his clothes into the master bedroom closet. Mine were relegated to the basement. I again considered divorce, but I refrained. My lawyer was certain that my position would be stronger if Janice had to initiate the action.
A month later she did exactly that. The divorce papers were served to me at my office. I refused to move out of our house.
Janice tried to get a restraining order. My lawyer argued that even though I might have had cause, I'd neither threatened Janice nor tried to interfere with her relationship with Steve. The restraining order was denied. Much to Janice and Steve's displeasure I was allowed to continue living in our house.
A week later Steve and Janice moved into an apartment. They weren't happy.
The terms of the divorce were easily negotiated. Janice and I earned roughly equivalent salaries, we'd brought equal assets into the marriage and we were both amenable to splitting the assists we'd acquired during the marriage. I loved Janice, but if she didn't want me, that was her prerogative. Revenge, financial or otherwise wasn't necessary.
During the next five months Janice called me at least once a week. She claimed that she wanted to maintain a friendship. I suspected that Steve didn't know about these telephone calls. I was polite, but terse.
The day of our divorce hearing arrived. Janice, Steve and their attorney sat on one side of the court room. My attorney and I sat on the other.
Janice attempted to make eye contact with me. I ignored her. After all, she was divorcing me. Out of the corner of my eye I did notice that she and Steve didn't appear to be quite as enamored with each other as they had in the past.
The divorce was finalized. It was a fifty-fifty split of all of our assets. I left content with the resolution, but unhappy that I'd lost the woman I loved.
On the way out of the courtroom I noticed that Janice and Steve weren't walking hand in hand, in fact they weren't even walking next to each other.
A week later I was working at my desk when Patricia, my secretary, walked into my office. "Mark, your ex-wife is here. She wants to see you. What should I do?"
Smiling, I said; "Let's find out what she wants. Send her in."
Patricia left. A minute later Janice walked into my office.
We stared at each other. After a moment I said; "Hello Janice, what can I do for you?"
"Markie..."
I held up my hand. "When you stopped loving me you relinquished the right to call me Markie. My name is Mark."
Janice closed her eyes and sighed. After a moment she reopened them and said; "I'm sorry, I understand. Mark is your name; but I never stopped loving you."
"Really? What about when you relegated me to the basement during the time your lover was visiting you? How about when you made me move my clothes into the basement so your lover could have my half of our closet? What about when you divorced me so you could marry your lover?"
Janice stared at me for a moment and then she said; "I'm not going to marry Steve and I'm sorry, I fucked up. I fucked up really bad."
Slowly nodding, I said; "Okay."
"You're not going to make this easy for me, are you?"
"You didn't make it easy for me." I loved Janice, but she'd hurt me. I wasn't ready to be nice.
"No, I didn't. I was an ass."
"Is that admission supposed to make everything right?"
Janice whispered, "No, of course not."
Feeling more merciful than I should have, I said; "What happened with Steve?"
"Markie, I mean Mark; it was so strange. The more we were together the more we disliked each other. Steve turned out to be controlling, domineering and insanely jealous. He was convinced that I was going to cheat on him."
"You cheated on me."
"No I didn't. I had your permission to date Steve."
"Actually you only had my permission to go out with Steve the first time. After that you were setting your own rules and you certainly never had my permission to fall in love with him."
"Why didn't you object? Why didn't you fight for me?"
"I did object. You refused to listen to me and if I'd tried to fight for you, would it have helped?"
Sighing, Janice said, "No, it wouldn't have helped. Steve was a fantasy. As it turned out, that's all he was; but I had to discover that for myself."
Those words made me think that Janice might actually deserve the risk of a second chance. Still I was guarded. She'd hurt me. I waited.
"Markie, I mean Mark; I'm sorry, it's hard to stop calling you Markie."
I nodded, but I didn't say anything.
Janice said; "Mark, I miss you so much. Do we have a chance, any chance at all? That's all I'm asking for is a chance. I know I hurt you. Please give me an opportunity to rectify that. Every day I'll work to make it up to you. I promise that I'll never hurt you again."
"Why don't we just start with dinner Friday evening?"
"Really? That would be wonderful."
"Janice, you need to understand that if we do get back together there are going to be rules."
Excited, Janice said; "Of course, I understand." But then she paused. After a moment she asked, "What kind of rules?"
"First of all, any time you want to date a guy more than two times you're going to have to get my approval."
Janice smiled. "I can live with that."



        Jackie and Artie  Ch. 01

        The Beginning - Discovery and Recognition.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/jackie-and-artie-ch-01

Title: Jackie and Artie Ch. 01

Author: Goodhusband

Category: Loving Wives

Description: The Beginning - Discovery and Recognition.

Tags: submissive husband, hot wife, dominant wife, cuckold husband, cuckold

Series: Jackie and Artie


"Jackie and Artie" is romantic story about a dominant hot wife and her submissive cuckold husband. While they have a deep and abiding love for each other they do lead an alternative lifestyle. If this subject matter offends you or makes you feel uncomfortable I strongly suggest that you find something else to read.
For my friend Peakmb, a consummate critic of cuckold erotica.

"Hi Artie, I have my bag. I'm in front of door three on the arrival level."
"I'll be right there."
I set my cell phone down, put my Ford Escape into gear and pulled out of the cell phone waiting lot. Jackie, my wife of eleven years was returning from a continuing legal education course in Atlanta. She'd called me twenty minutes earlier to let me know that her plane had landed. Of course, she still had to retrieve her bag from the baggage area.
As I drove onto the arrival level I looked ahead to door three and spotted my wife. She saw me too and waved.
Jacqueline Conners was a beautiful woman. At thirty-three regular exercise and a sensible diet had helped her stave off the physical ravages of two pregnancies and an intense, pressure filled legal career. She took pride in the fact that eleven years after graduation her weight was exactly the same as it was the day she started her senior year in college.
I pulled up to the curb. Jackie opened the back door. After tossing her bag onto the back seat, she opened the front door, slipped into the passenger seat, leaned over, kissed my cheek and said; "I missed you."
Smiling at my wife, I said; "I missed you too." And then I shifted my Escape into gear and pulled away from the curb.
As I accelerated into the traffic lane, I glanced at Jackie out of the corner of my eye. She was dressed in blue jeans and a tight fitting top that accentuated her large bust. My wife had a fabulous figure and she loved showing it off. Her auburn hair was casually pulled back into a pony tail. A light touch of lip stick and eye shadow highlighted the classic features of her pretty face. Jackie really was a beautiful woman and I wondered, as I often did, why she was attracted to a skinny little runt like me.
I'm Arthur Hammond, everyone calls he Artie. At five foot seven inches and one hundred forty-five pounds, I'm hardly the broad shouldered linebacker type that one would expect to see with a woman as desirable as my wife. I'd like to tell you that I was rich, but I'm not and I never will be. In fact Jackie makes eight times as much money as I do.
Immediately after graduating from college, Jackie and I got married. The following fall I took a job teaching English at Benjamin Franklin Senior high school. I had to do it, six months after we were married Jackie gave birth to our first daughter, Cassandra. Yeah, everyone else did the math too. Our second and final child, another girl, Monica was born a year later.
Jackie had always wanted to be an attorney, so a year after Monica was born she started law school. Every morning Jackie dropped the girls off at her mother's house on her way to the law school and every afternoon I picked them up on my way home from Franklin Senior High. Since I had more free time, I became the de facto homemaker for our household.
A good student, Jackie graduated at the top of her law school class. Heavily recruited, she accepted a position with a prestigious local firm. While her starting salary was noteworthy, so were her hours. Because of her demanding schedule, the only reasonable course of action was for me to continue as de facto homemaker.
That is exactly what I did. I cleaned, did the laundry, cooked meals and took care of the children while my wife pursued her law career. Don't get me wrong, Jackie has always been a good wife and mother. When she did have time, she always tried to help out. If the girls or I needed her, she would always be there for us. Still, there was never any doubt that her career took priority over mine. I didn't mind. I've always been proud of my life. I'm a good teacher and our girls both seem to be happy, well adjusted children; so I believe I'm also a good parent and homemaker.
Once we were moving with the traffic, Jackie asked; "Who's taking care of the girls?"
It was 4:00 pm on a Monday, a school day. Our girls were now in the fifth and sixth grade. While they were growing up quickly, they still needed someone to watch over them after school was over. Usually that was my responsibility, but of course, that day I was picking Jackie up at the airport.
"Your mother picked them up after school. She's taking them to a movie and then out for pizza. They're staying with her tonight. She'll bring them to school in the morning."
Jackie flashed me a lascivious grin, "So we're alone tonight."
"Yes."
"That's good, because I'm in the mood for a little pampering."
"Did you have a rough night last night?"
"I wouldn't call it rough, but it certainly was rigorous."
"I gather you met someone at the seminar."
"Of course, that's why I love these trips so much."
"Was he handsome?"
"Yes he was."
"Was he good?"
"He was fabulous. Artie, last night he wore me out."
"I'm impressed. Men who can wear you out are rare."
"Yes they are and you know me, when I find one I like to take the time to fully enjoy him."
My wife has always been a passionate woman. She appreciates life and all the pleasures that come with it. That includes sex, sex with a variety of partners. She also admits that she's a size queen. She relishes a big cock. Since I'm not only slightly built, but slightly endowed as well; that admission came as both a shock and a concern.
When I met Jackie, I knew she had a reputation. I didn't care. After we started dating regularly, I continued to hear rumors that she was still partying with other guys. Again, I didn't care. Jackie was an independent, free spirit. That was one of the reasons I found her so attractive. While we never talked about it, I always felt confident that the other guys were just fun and games and I was the only man she loved.
At our wedding we both made the traditional vow to forsake all others. I chose to assume that meant that Jackie was finished playing around. I wasn't positive that I actually believed that and frankly, I wasn't certain that it mattered to me. I really did believe that I was the only man Jackie loved. If she was continuing to party with other guys I was confident it was still just fun and games. That said, Jackie did make the promise at our wedding and I preferred to assume that she was being truthful. That position made life much less complicated.
Six years later I was confronted with indisputable evidence that Jackie wasn't keeping the promise she'd made at our wedding. I still clearly remember that day. Just after lunch a fight broke out in the classroom across the hall from mine. I rushed over, grabbed one of the combatants and wrestled him to the ground. Unfortunately his opponent had punched him in the nose and he was bleeding profusely. During our struggle I was covered with his blood.
After the fight was ended and the two students had been brought to the office, the principal arranged class coverage for me so that I could go home, take a shower and change clothes.
When I arrived at my house I opened my garage door and was surprised to find Jackie's Mercedes parked in her stall. Even more surprising, a black BMW was occupying my space. Hoping that there was an innocent explanation, I parked my Escape behind my wife's car and went into the house.
As I entered the living room, I heard the familiar coos and moans Jackie makes during sex. The sounds were coming from the bedroom area of the house. Now fully resigned to what was happening, I walked down the hall. The door to the master bedroom was ajar. I opened it wider and looked inside. Jackie and a strange man were on our bed. They were both naked. The man was on top of my wife. He was fucking her.
Fascinated, I watched. This may be hard to believe, but my first reaction wasn't anger. Instead, I was struck by how beautiful Jackie was and how much she seemed to be enjoying herself. I also have to admit that I was aroused, incredibly aroused.
During our engagement, I'd heard enough rumors to convince me that Jackie had been actively playing around; but I'd never actually been confronted by it, so it had been easy to pretend it wasn't happening.
At our wedding, Jackie did make a vow of fidelity; but I always felt that it was unlikely that she was keeping that vow. Again, having never been confronted with hard evidence, it was easy to pretend ignorance.
Still the suspicions lingered in the recesses of my consciousness. Over time, they became seeds that sprouted fantasies about Jackie and other men. At first I tried to fight them. Getting aroused by the thought of another man fucking your wife seemed perverted and it certainly wasn't macho.
Despite diligent efforts to purge myself of these fantasies, they not only persisted, they grew. Gradually the ever increasing excitement I felt when I pictured Jackie with another man completely smothered any reticence I had about the inappropriateness of what I was imagining. It wasn't long before I was freely day dreaming about being Jackie's cuckold husband.
During that time, my wife graduated from law school with honors and accepted a highly paid position with a prominent local law firm.
While she was doing that I was taking full responsibility for all of the household chores. Over time my domestic duties made me feel less like Jackie's husband and more like her servant. Surprisingly, I found that I was not only willing to accept that role, I relished it. It excited me. Apparently, our marital situation had uncovered a submissive streak in me and while I was sure it was unconscious and she didn't recognize it, a dominant streak in Jackie.
Like the cuckold fantasies, I initially tried to suppress my submissive inclinations; but again the excitement they created was so intense that it wasn't long before I was freely dreaming about being Jackie's slave.
So that day, as I stood in the doorway to our bedroom watching my wife and fantasy mistress enjoying herself with one of her stud lovers; my initial reaction was an overwhelming desire to take out my tiny cock and masturbate. I didn't. Suddenly feeling that it wouldn't be right, I stopped myself. I was an interloper. I didn't have an invitation to this party.
That realization squashed my excitement and two less welcome emotions, hurt and anger quickly replaced it. I wasn't angry because Jackie was cheating on me, I was upset because she'd lied to me and I was hurt that she'd chosen to hide this part of her life from me. Why couldn't Jackie have been honest and shared it with me? Why couldn't I have been an invited guest at this party? But Jackie hadn't chosen to share this part of her life with me and I wasn't an invited guest at this party so my hurt and anger grew.
I could have continued watching them. They were both so engaged in what they were doing that they were totally oblivious to my presence. I couldn't do that anymore. I felt like I was intruding on an intimate moment that wasn't supposed to include me. Overwhelmed by hurt and embarrassment, I thought about leaving. I didn't. My anger was rising and it took hold of me. This was my bedroom. I had a right to be here. This strange man was the intruder. I was in the middle of a personal emergency, I needed to take a shower, change my clothes and get back to work.
Taking a deep breath, I stepped into the bedroom and said; "Excuse me, I had a crisis at work. I need to take a shower and change my clothes." Now when I think about it, I realize that was an odd initial comment, but it was accurate.
The man reacted first. He stopped fucking my wife, looked over at me and stared. After a moment he asked; "Who the fuck are you?"
His question made my anger boil over. The son of a bitch was actually trying to intimidate me in my own house. Of course his question and aggressive demeanor were due more to shock and surprise than a desire to intimidate, but at that moment I wasn't in the mood to give him the benefit of the doubt. In a voice dripping with venom, I answered; "This is my fucking bedroom and I think the real question is, who the fuck are you?"
As the reality of the situation began to sink in, the man's face turned gray with fear and concern. At the same moment the noise and activity in the room roused my wife from her stupor of lust.
Seeing me standing in the doorway, Jackie screamed; "Artie, what are you doing at home? You're supposed to be in school." And then she started trying to push the man off of her so she could sit up.
"I helped break up a fight in Mel Bronson's room. The student I grabbed was bleeding. I'm covered with his blood. I need to clean up."
"Are you hurt?" There was genuine concern in Jackie's voice.
"No, I'm okay. I just need to clean up."
The man was now off of my wife and sitting up. He started to say something, but Jackie quickly cut him off. "Ron, be quiet. Please just get dressed and go."
Noting the desperate determination in Jackie's voice, he nodded and then without making further attempts to comment, stood, picked up his underwear and pants from the chair by the side of the bed and started to get dressed. I couldn't help noticing that his remarkably large cock was still partially erect.
Looking at Jackie, I said; "As soon as I'm cleaned up I have get back to work, so he might as well stay. That way you can finish what you were doing." I didn't make any effort to mask the hurt and anger I was feeling.
"No Artie, you can't go back to work. We have to talk."
"I don't have any choice. I have to go back. I only have class coverage for one period and I'm running out of time."
"But..."
I held up my hand and barked, "Later!" And then, shaking my head, I hurried into the bathroom and started stripping off my clothes. I didn't shut the door.
From the bedroom, I heard the man say, "Jackie, are you going to be okay?"
Jackie answered; "Yes, I'll be fine. Artie's mad and my marriage may be in trouble, but I don't believe he'd ever hurt me. Please hurry, you absolutely have to be gone by the time he gets out of the shower."
"Will you call me?"
"Yes, tomorrow morning."
"When can I see you again?"
"Ron, be serious. My marriage is about to collapse. We had a good time, but that's all it was. Artie is my husband. I love him and I don't want to lose him. This has to be the last time for you and me."
"I see, well I'm sorry; I'm going to miss our little get togethers, but if that's the way it has to be, then that's the way it has to be."
"Ron, if Artie divorces me, it's likely that you'll be named in the suit. If that happens...."
Gasping with horror, Ron interrupted Jackie. "My wife will find out! Jackie, I'll be ruined! You have to talk him out of doing that!"
"Do you still want to see me again?"
"No, no of course you're right. We can't ever see each other again. Jackie, I'd better leave. I shouldn't be here when he gets out of the shower."
Smiling at the smug s.o.b.'s sudden change of heart, I stepped into the shower.
While I showered my anger at my wife began to dissipate. Based on what she'd just said to Ron it was clear that despite her lies and infidelity, Jackie still loved me.
Nonetheless, we were going to have to talk. Jackie had lied to me. She'd also deliberately hidden a part of herself from me and now that I'd been confronted with indisputable evidence that I could neither deny nor rationalize away, I was angry. No that wasn't correct, I wasn't angry, I was hurt by Jackie's deceit. Also I felt cheated. Call me a pervert, but I would have enjoyed knowing about her infidelity while it was happening. I would have preferred to have been a knowing cuckold rather than an ignorant one.
As soon as I finished my shower I returned to the bedroom. Jackie was busy putting clean sheets on the bed. I started getting dressed. Clearly on edge, Jackie watched me. She was waiting for me to say something. I didn't.
Finally she said, "You must be incredibly angry with me. I don't blame you. I feel awful about what just happened."
I looked at her. "What do you mean? Why do you feel awful? Because I came home unexpectedly and caught you? Or because you did it?"
Jackie thought for a moment and then she said; "Both I guess."
"And I'm not angry."
"You're not?"
"No, but I am hurt. Jackie, you deceived me. You deliberately hid part of your life from me."
"I had to hide it from you. How could I possibly tell you that I was cheating on you?"
"I can't talk about this now. I have to get back to work."
"Yes, I understand, but can you tell me something before you leave?"
"What?"
"Do we have a chance? I promise that Ron is history."
"Jackie, I love you with all my heart and soul; so yes, we do have a chance."
"I love you too Artie. If you do give me another chance I promise I'll make this up to you."
"We'll talk tonight."
"Thank you Artie."
I picked up my wallet and car keys.
As I left the bedroom Jackie called after me. "Artie I really do love you."
After my school day ended I picked up the girls at their elementary school. When we arrived home Jackie's Mercedes was gone. I assumed that she'd gone back to work. I would have been surprised if she hadn't. The law firm that employed Jackie paid her a generous salary, but in return they demanded diligent effort. My wife was expected to be an extremely industrious attorney.
Once we were in the house I got the girls settled at the kitchen table with coloring books and crayons and then I started a load of wash. After that, I turned my attention to making dinner.
I'd just finished cutting up some raw carrots when I heard Jackie's car pull into the garage. A moment later the back door opened and she walked into the house. After greeting the girls she turned and looked at me. For several seconds we stared at each other. The tension between us was palpable.
Finally Jackie said; "I'm relieved to see that you're still here. I was afraid you'd be gone."
"I told you I'd be here." And then I added, "I don't tell you lies."
Closing her eyes, Jackie sighed and said, "Yes and I'm ashamed to admit that you're the only one here who can say that."
We were both silent. After several seconds I said; "I don't want to alarm the girls. Let's try to follow our usual evening routine. We can talk after they're in bed."
Jackie nodded. "That's a good idea." And then looking into my eyes, she said; "Artie I love you, I really do."
"I know, I love you too Jackie."
"Do you Artie, even now?"
"Yes, even now."
"I hope that's true."
The four of us sat at the kitchen table and had a normal dinner. After dinner Jackie and the girls watched cartoons on television while I cleaned the kitchen. As soon as I was finished Jackie and I told the girls to get ready for bed. Once they were in their pajamas and in bed we read them a story. As soon as they were asleep we tiptoed out of their bedroom into the living room.
Jackie sat down on the couch.
I asked her, "Would you like a glass of wine?"
"That would be nice."
I went to the kitchen, poured two glasses of red wine and returned to the living room. As I handed Jackie her glass of wine, she patted the spot next to her on the couch and said; "Sit here next to me?"
Shaking my head, I said; "No not tonight." And then I sat down in the chair across from her.
Jackie slowly nodded. My response had sapped her of any remaining confidence she might have had. Now clearly anxious, she watched me.
Not finding any joy in her obvious discomfort, I set my glass of wine on the table next to me, took deep a breath and asked; "Was this the first time?"



I knew it wasn't. Jackie's conversation with Ron while I was getting into the shower had made that perfectly clear. I'd also noticed things, signs that suggested that Jackie had been playing around with other men for several years. That and the gossip I'd heard while we were engaged had me convinced that Jackie had been unfaithful to me since we met.
Jackie didn't know that I'd overheard her conversation with Ron and insomuch as I'd never mentioned my suspicions about her behavior since we were married or the rumors I'd heard before we were married; Jackie didn't know how much I already knew. My question was an attempt to establish whether or not she was now willing to be truthful with me.
Alarm flashed through Jackie's eyes and then she looked down at the floor. It was apparent that she was trying to avoid my gaze while she decided just how much she dared to admit.
Not wanting her to fail this test, I decided to help her. "Jackie, I already know more than you think I know. I believe I can forgive your infidelity. Lying is much harder to forgive."
Looking up at me, Jackie said; "If I tell you the truth I know you'll leave me."
"That may or may not be true, but if I discover that you're continuing to lie to me you can be certain that I will divorce you."
Jackie considered that. After a moment I saw her eyes light up with a glimmer of hope. Staring at me, she said; "You wouldn't dare divorce me. This is a no fault divorce state. I'm the girl's mother; I'll get custody of the children. You'll have to pay child support. I remind you that you're just a teacher. The payments would bankrupt you."
Both shocked and hurt that Jackie would take that position, I stood up. Barely able to contain my anger, I said; "If I hadn't heard it with my own ears, I never would have believed that you cared so little about our marriage or our children that you'd threaten me like that. All I was asking you to do was tell me the truth. Apparently that's something you're not capable of doing. I'll move down to the basement tonight. You get your lawyer and I'll get mine. I suspect that you may learn that your position isn't quite as inviolate as you seem to think it is. I remind you that I worked and took care of the girls while you were going to law school. I may be just a teacher and not a big time lawyer like you, but I believe that it's very likely that the courts will view your law degree as our community property. I can also easily establish that I have always been and continue to be the girl's primary care giver. When it comes to the question of custody, that may be a more important issue than our respective genders."
Seething with anger, I turned, stormed out of the living room and walked directly to our bedroom where I began gathering together my clothes so that I could move to the small guest bedroom we'd built next to the basement recreation room.
I'd just finished packing my socks and underwear when I heard a knock on the door. I turned. Jackie was standing in the doorway.
She asked, "May I come in?"
"What's stopping you? This afternoon you clearly established that this room is your personal playground." My voice was dripping with sarcasm.
Jackie winced.
We stared at each other.
After a moment she said; "I want to apologize for what I just said to you in the living room. It was a stupid threat. Please believe me when I say that I didn't mean it."
"Then why did you say it?"
"I was desperate. Artie, I've been a terrible wife. When you learn the truth, I'm sure you'll divorce me immediately."
"So you were trying to avoid having to tell me the truth?"
"Yes. Artie I love you and I do understand and appreciate everything you've done for me. I would never try to hurt you in a divorce and I would never dream of doing anything that would separate you from our girls."
Smiling at Jackie, I said; "I believe you. That's why your words were such a shock. You may have been unfaithful to me, but I can't believe that you would ever try to hurt either me or the girls."
Jackie shook her head. "I wouldn't, I couldn't."
"I know that. I could never do anything that would hurt you either and no matter what you've done or what happens to us, I will never try to keep the girls away from you."
"Thank you Artie." Jackie paused. After a moment she said; "Artie."
"Yes."
"I wasn't trying to denigrate your profession when I said you were just a teacher. I really wasn't. I was only trying to make a point about your ability to make child support payments. It was a stupid point. I so wish I could take those words back."
"It's okay; I understand why you said them. I've already forgiven you."
Smiling at me, Jackie said; "Thank you again Artie."
I smiled back at Jackie and sat down on the bed. "So, are you ready to tell me the truth?"
Jackie's smile vanished. "Do I have to?"
"Yes, you have to." I patted the spot on the bed next to me. "Sit down, it's time."
"Artie, you'll hate me."
"I might be angry with you, but I'll never hate you."
"Promise?"
"I promise." I patted the bed again. "Now come over here and sit down."
"Okay." Jackie sat down next to me.
There was silence.
Finally I said; "It's time."
"This is hard."
"So was walking into our bedroom and finding you with that guy this afternoon."
"You're right. Okay." Jackie took a deep breath. "Artie, I'm a..." She stopped herself in mid-sentence and then after a brief pause she continued; "Let's just say that I'm a woman who freely enjoys men."
I nodded. "Go on."
"So are my mother and my sister. It seems to run in our family. You know that my mother's been divorced twice."
"Yes."
"My dad and her second husband both threw her out because she kept cheating on them."
"I didn't know that."
"We don't talk about it much."
"I suppose not."
"My sister has never married because she knows she could never be faithful to one man."
"So what about you? You did get married."
"Yes I did."
"why?"
"Do you really have to ask?"
"Today I think I do."
"I fell in love."
"But you still cheated on me."
"Yes, I did."
"When did you start?"
"That's not a fair question."
"Why not?"
"It happened gradually."
"I don't understand."
"Well, at first we were just dating and I kept seeing other guys. It didn't seem like a big deal."
"When you say seeing other guys, don't you really mean you were fucking them?"
"Yes. Artie, that's exactly what I was doing and that's all I was doing. I was just fucking them."
"Please explain that."
"To my mother, my sister and me; sex is nothing more than a form of recreation like golf or tennis."
"Golf or tennis?"
"Yes, it's just a physical act."
"For many people sex is an intimate expression of love between a man and a woman."
"So is kissing and I've seen you kiss your Aunt Edie's friend Myrtle. Do you love her?"
"That's a ridiculous analogy."
"Is it? When we sit on the couch together watching television late at night you often put your arm around me and hold me. I think that's one of the most romantic things we do. We're just watching television, but we're in love so watching television together becomes a wonderfully romantic act. Artie, watching television on the couch isn't romantic; the fact that we love each other is what makes it romantic."
"But being in love is what makes sex special."
"Of course being in love makes sex special; being in love makes everything special. Being in love makes watching television special; but that doesn't mean you can't enjoy watching television with someone you don't love. Watching television with someone you just met can be fun too. It isn't as much fun as watching television with someone you love, but it's still fun."
"If you're in love with someone, why would you want to watch television with someone else?"
"Variety is one reason. Watching television with someone new is not just fun, it's exciting. Also some people are extremely talented at watching television. They may not necessarily be good mates, but they're outstanding television partners. Occasionally it's fun to watch television with one of those people."
"I think it's time to drop the euphemisms. You're telling me that you enjoy having a variety of sex partners and that some partners are better than others."
"Yes, I'm sorry Artie, but that's exactly what I'm saying."
"Don't you think you should have told me that before we got married?"
"If I'd told you, would you have married me? Be honest."
I looked into Jackie's eyes and said; "I'm not sure, probably not, but maybe I would have. I did kind of know."
"You kind of knew, what do you mean?"
"There was an overlap in our circle of friends. People dropped hints."
"Yes, I never thought about that, but now that you say it I realize it was true. We did have some common friends and I'm sure they did talk. Why didn't you ever confront me about what I was doing?"
"Because then I would have known for sure. That would have made it much harder for me to ignore it. I've always loved you and I've always wanted to be with you. It was easier to pretend I didn't know."
"That must have been difficult for you. I'm sorry I put you in that position. I was stupid. I never really thought about the consequences of my actions."
I shrugged.
Jackie thought for a moment and then she asked, "Do you really think there was a chance you might have still married me if I'd told you?"
"Yes, but actually it's more likely now than it was then."
"Really?"
"Yes."
"Tell me."
This was going to be difficult, but I knew it was something I both had to explain and desperately wanted to explain. Closing my eyes, I took a moment to gather my courage and then I said; "While I chose to ignore the rumors I heard during our engagement; they did create suspicions, suspicions that were difficult to ignore."
"Yes, I'm sure they did. Artie I really am sorry about that. I was stupid and narcissistic."
"It's okay, it was just as much my fault as yours. I could have confronted you."
Jackie shook her head. She didn't fully accept that assertion.
I hesitated.
Noticing, Jackie asked; "Artie, what's wrong?"
"This is kind of hard to admit."
"Sweetheart, you don't have anything to be ashamed about. You've been a prince. I'm the one who's acted badly."
"That isn't completely true."
"What do you mean? Artie did you cheat too?"
"No, of course not."
"Then what did you do that you think was so bad?"
Ashamed and overwhelmed with anxiety, I stared at Jackie. She met my gaze and smiled. It was a gentle reassuring smile.
Her smile gave me enough confidence to proceed. I said; "The suspicions I had while we were engaged were hard to ignore."
"Artie I really am sorry."
"No, it's okay; it really is, just let me finish."
"Okay."
"When we were apart, I kept picturing you with other guys."
"Artie, that must have been awful for you. I'll never be able to forgive myself for being so callous."
"No please, it really was okay." And then I blurted it out. "Jackie it excited me."
"What? I don't understand."
"Imagining you with other guys excited me."
Jackie stared at me. After a moment she said; "Really?"
"Yes." And then I quietly added, "Admitting that to you is unbelievably embarrassing."
Jackie continued staring at me. Finally she said, "Yes, I imagine it is." Her tone of voice was devoid of emotion giving her a statement a sense of detachment or even worse, distaste.
Already embarrassed by my frank admission, I interpreted Jackie's words as an expression of pity and disgust. Utterly shamed, anger welled up inside of me. I stood. Lashing out in defense, I said; "Yes, well now that you know that you're married to a pervert wimp you can feel free to dump me without guilt." And then I turned. As I stormed out of our bedroom I called back to Jackie; "You're a lawyer, get it done quickly and in the future please spare me your pity and disgust."
I retreated to the spare bedroom in the basement. As soon as I was safely inside my refuge I closed and locked the door, sat down on the bed and buried my face in my hands. I was utterly humiliated. I was also convinced that I'd lost Jackie. It was clear to me that I was now an object of ridicule to her. I cringed as I imagined her laughing hysterically while she told Ron about my pathetic confession.
As I sat on the bed wallowing in my misery, I heard footsteps on the stairs. Realizing that it was Jackie I waited, bracing for more abuse.
After a moment there was a knock on the door. I didn't respond. There was a pause and then Jackie tried opening the door. Finding it locked, she said; "Artie, please let me in, please let me talk to you."
Jackie waited for me to answer. When I didn't she said; "Artie, you misinterpreted what I said. When I told you that I understood that your admission was embarrassing, I wasn't judging you, I was only trying to commiserate with you. I was trying to let you know that I understood how difficult that admission must have been for you. Sweetheart, I do not pity you and you certainly don't disgust me. Artie honey, you are the love of my life. I can't bear the thought of living without you. Please let me in so we can discuss this.
I understood immediately. I had totally misinterpreted Jackie's comment and now that I did understand I felt foolish. Too embarrassed to speak; I stood up, walked over to the door and unlocked it.
Opening the door, Jackie walked directly over to me, threw her arms around my shoulders, pulled me tightly to her and said; "Damn it Artie, I love you. You are the man of my dreams and you always will be. It now appears that we're a couple of perverts, me more than you, but so what! We love each other and as far as I'm concerned that's all that matters." Stepping back, Jackie looked into my eyes and asked; "What about you?"
Laughing, I said; "I think I may be a bigger pervert than you are, but yes I do love you and all I want out of life is to be able to stay with you, so if you're willing to put up with a husband who's a pathetic wimp, I'm yours."
Jackie laughed. "Can you tolerate being married to a shameless slut?"
"Tolerate it? Hell, I can't think of anything I'd like more."
Staring at me, Jackie paused for a moment and then she asked, "Are you sure?"
I nodded. "Absolutely positive."
Jackie grinned. "Artie I'm so sorry I lied to you and hid part of my life from you."
"You didn't know. I do understand why you were afraid to tell me and honestly I have to admit that if you had confessed everything seven years ago, I'm not sure how I would have reacted. We might not be married and we wouldn't have Cassandra and Monica."
Suddenly a question occurred to me and I blanched. It was a question of staggering importance.
Recognizing the apprehension in my eyes and understanding immediately, Jackie said; "Yes, they are yours."
"How can you be sure?"
"I was always certain about Monica. At the time she was conceived you were the only one." Looking at me Jackie said, "That really is true Artie."
I nodded.
Jackie continued. "Cassandra worried me, but not a lot. When she was conceived you were the only one who was doing me bareback. The other guys all had to wear condoms."
"Thank you for that consideration."
"Are you being sarcastic?"
"I'm sorry, getting used to all of this is going to take a little time."
Jackie nodded.
I smiled and then I asked, "You said you were worried, why?"
"Condoms aren't perfect."
"I see, so actually we don't know for sure."
"Yes we do. I had to be positive. Artie I really do love you. The fear that Cassandra might not be your child was tearing me apart. A year ago I brought her to her doctor along with a lock of your hair and asked for a genetic test. They weren't surprised. Apparently this is a common request. Anyway, Cassandra is definitely your daughter. If you'd like to see it, I still have the clinic report."
"No that's okay, I believe you and thank you, I do appreciate your concern and your effort."
Jackie stared at me.
I watched her, after a moment I asked; "What?"
She said, "This is going to take some time, isn't it?"
"What do you mean?"
"Artie, I love you more than anyone on the face of this planet. You shouldn't have to thank me for my concern or my effort. That should be assumed."
Grinning at Jackie, I said; "I just admitted to being a pervert and you just admitted to being a slut. It doesn't matter, I love you every bit as much as I've always loved you and I want to believe that you love me just as much as you've always loved me. The problem we face is that we have to convince ourselves of that fact. It's going to take me some time to believe that you're still willing to love me when you know that I'm really a cuckold wimp."
"And it's going to take me some time to accept that even though I'm a lying slut, you still love me."
"I have a suggestion."
"What is it?"
"New pet names, maybe not in front of the kids, but when we're alone."
"What are they?"
"Mine should be wimp."
Understanding, Jackie laughed and said; "And mine should be slut."
Jackie sat down on the bed and pulled me down so I was sitting next to her. Once we were both settled, she asked; "So what do we do now?"
Smiling, I said; "I think we have to spend a little time getting to know each others secret side."
"If we do that, we're going to have to trust each other. If I tell you about everything I've done I'm terrified that you'll leave me."
"And I'm afraid you'll be disgusted when you find out how much of a wimp I really am."
Jackie laughed. "I think that was a good start."
"What do you mean?"
"We're both afraid and a little ashamed about revealing our kinkier sides. Admitting that to each other is a good beginning."
"You know what's funny?"
"What?"
"I think we complement each other perfectly. Getting together was the luckiest thing that's ever happened to either of us."
"Tell me."
"You were born to be a hot wife and I was born to be your cuckold husband."
"Hot wife and cuckold husband, you say them like they're common terms."
"In the cuckold fantasy world they are."
"The cuckold fantasy world? What's that?"
"On the Internet."
"On the Internet? Really?"
"Yes, there are a number of sites devoted to the cuckold hot wife life style on the Internet."
"I've heard the word cuckold before."
"Yes, in college. It's used in Chaucer's "Canterbury Tales"."
"Isn't it archaic?"
"It was, but not anymore."
"So exactly what does it mean?"
"It's the name for a man whose wife sleeps with other men."
"So you're a cuckold."
"Yes."
"And you don't object to that title."
"Now we're getting back into embarrassing admissions again."
"You're the one who demanded the truth."
"Okay,no; I don't object to the title, in fact it excites me."
"Please don't get mad. I'm not judging you when I say this."
"Okay..." There was a tone of guarded skepticism in my voice.
"Artie, I'm really not, but you have to understand that it's a little hard for me to believe what you're telling me."
"Do you think I'm lying to you?"
"No, no! Not at all, it's just that...Well I don't think most men would react that way."
"At first it was a little difficult for me to accept it too. I tried so hard to squash those feelings. It didn't matter, they kept coming back. Jackie, I can't explain it. I know it's not natural, but that is how I react. I've learned to accept it and if we're going to stay together you're going to have to learn to accept it too."
Slowly nodding, Jackie said; "A moment ago I told you that I wasn't judging you and I'm not." She laughed. "Hell, I'd be a fool to do that. This makes you the perfect husband for me."
I grinned at her.
She grinned back and then she said; "I'd also be a fraud. Who am I to judge you? I'm a slut, a married, cheating slut with the finest husband in the entire world. Why do I keep taking my panties off for other guys? Explain that one."



Shrugging, I said; "I can't, so I guess we're just going to have to accept each other the way we are."
"Can you do that Artie? Can you really accept having a wife who's a tramp?"
"You have to promise to be totally honest with me. You can't keep any secrets; I have to know everything about this part of your life."
"I'll try, but that might be difficult for me."
"Why? Don't you trust me?"
"I do trust you Artie."
"So why can't you be honest with me?"
Jackie stared at her feet. She was silent.
"Jackie, you can trust me and total honesty is essential if this marriage has any chance of working."
Slowly nodding, she said; "I know, it's just that sometimes I can be kind of adventurous. Sometimes I can be so adventurous that I'm ashamed of myself later. Artie, I've done some really bad things"
"Have you ever hurt anyone?"
Jackie looked at me. "No, never, absolutely not!" But then she hesitated. After a second she said; "Maybe you."
"Because you lied to me and cheated on me?"
"Yes."
"That's not what I meant. That's a separate issue and we're working that out. What I meant is have you ever hurt anyone. Have you intentionally injured someone? Were you a thief or a con artist?"
"No nothing like that."
"So you really haven't done anything that was bad."
"You're telling me that if it's between consenting adults and no one is getting hurt, it's not bad."
"That's exactly what I'm saying."
"I believe that too, but the commonly accepted norms of our culture are a bit more rigid than that."
"You mean like attitudes about husbands who allow their wives to date other men."
Jackie laughed. "That's exactly what I mean."
I smiled at Jackie. "We're adults, we get to set our own moral standards and I think both of us have strong enough moral compasses to be able to do that prudently."
Grinning, Jackie shook her head and said; "Artie honey, how was I ever lucky enough to find you?"
"As I said, we complement each other perfectly."
"Yes we do and I am very curious to learn more about this cuckold hot wife life style you've been talking about. You said there were web sites."
"Lots of them."
"I'd like to look at some of them and you mentioned stories."
"Yes I did."
"Could you show me several of your favorites? I'd like to read them."
"I will; but when I do that I'll be revealing quite a bit about my secret side."
"Is that bad?"
"I'm still worried about how you're going to react to some of what you're going to learn about me."
"We're going to have to trust each other."
"Right now I'm the only one doing any trusting."
Slowly nodding, Jackie said; "Okay, do you have any suggestions."
"Maybe you could answer a few questions first."
"You mean about my secret side."
"That's right."
"Why don't we start with one."
"Okay." I thought for a moment and then I said; "You just told me that you've done some things that later made you feel ashamed."
"Yes."
"What's the most shameful thing you've ever done?"
"You mean sexually?"
"Of course."
Jackie grinned. "You're asking for the big tuna right away. Maybe we could start with a little easier question and gradually work our way up to that one."
"I'm sorry, of course you're right. It's just that you mentioned it and now I can't stop wondering."
"I understand, it's all right; in fact I'm the one who should be apologizing. That admission had to be a real bomb for you. I'm sure you're imagining me in all kinds of outrageous situations. I'll tell you everything, I promise I will; but if you don't mind I'd like to build a little more trust before I answer that question."
"Okay, I'll be patient."
Jackie smiled. "Can you think of an easier question?"
Smiling back, I said; "Sure, I have lots of questions."
"I'm certain you do." And then Jackie sighed. "Artie, I really do wish that I'd been honest with you, but if I had I'm afraid that..."
"I might not have married you?"
"Yes."
"And that's a valid fear. At the time, I'm not sure I was ready to accept being your cuckold."
"Your cuckold, when you say it like that I feel like I'm being awful to you."
"It doesn't have to be awful. If you're open with me and share this part of your life, I think it will be fun for both of us."
"I still don't get that. I understand how it will be fun for me. I'll be getting all the guilt free sex I want, but what about you? You told me that you don't want to play around with other women."
"If that was what I wanted, could I do that?"
"I'd be pretty hypocritical if I said no. Do you want to do that?"
"Actually I don't."
"So I don't get it."
"I think looking at the cuckold web sites might help you understand, but first you have to tell me a story. I'd like to hear about the first time you cheated on me after we got engaged. In my mind that was the moment I actually became a cuckold."
"Do you promise you won't get mad?"
"Yes, I promise."
"Okay."
"Do you remember Ricky Tyler?"
"Sure, the basketball player, a tall slender black guy."
"That's right. The night after we got engaged you were studying for a test so you stayed at your apartment and I stayed at mine. About nine o'clock that night Ricky called me and asked if he could stop by.
"I didn't know the two of you were friends."
"I deliberately avoided mentioning him to you."
"I see, so you were friends."
"Yes, we had a history. We'd been fuck pals for more than a year."
"Fuck pals?"
"Now everyone uses the term fuck buddies. We occasionally got together for some amazingly hot sex. Ricky had a beautiful big cock and he knew how to use it. Artie, are you familiar with the term, size queen?"
"Sure, it's a woman who likes men who have big..." I paused and then looking at Jackie, I asked; "Are you telling me that you're a size queen?"
"Yes."
"I have a small cock, if you're a size queen, why did you marry me?"
"Because you're smart, sweet, considerate and loving. As soon as I got to know you I realized that I wanted to spend the rest of my life with you."
"With my small cock you had to realize that you never could have been satisfied with me."
"Honey, I love variety. Even if you had a twelve inch cock I still wouldn't have been satisfied with only you."
"I see."
For a moment we both stared at the floor. Finally, I said; "So I assume that when Ricky dropped by your apartment he ended up seducing you."
"He really didn't have to seduce me. When he called I knew exactly what he wanted and when I told him that he could come over I'd already made up my mind that I was going to let him fuck me. Artie, when he arrived I answered the door wearing nothing but my panties and bra."
Suddenly looking worried, Jackie asked; "Artie, is that too much detail?"
I smiled. "No, that's exactly what I want to hear."
"Really?"
"Yes."
Jackie laid her hand on my thigh and then she slowly moved it over until it was resting on my crotch. "You're hard; you are enjoying this story, aren't you."
"Yes I am." The combination of Jackie's touch and the mental image of her letting Ricky Tyler into her apartment while she was wearing nothing but her panties and bra had me breathless with excitement."
Fully aware of my arousal, Jackie leaned over, brushed my ear with her lips and whispered; "As soon as Ricky was inside my apartment he pulled me into his arms and kissed me hard on my lips."
"Did you resist?"
"No, I melted."
"What happened next?"
"Ricky pushed me to my knees, unzipped his pants and took out his cock."
"And you let him do that?"
"Artie, I would have begged him to do that."
"I don't understand, you'd never let me do that."
"You've never tried." Jackie paused for a second. She was thinking. Finally she said, "Artie I need to tell you something, but you have to promise me that you won't get mad, at least not until we've had a chance to talk about it."
"All right."
"Promise."
"Okay, I promise."
"Even if you did try, I don't think I'd let you do that."
"Why?"
"Remember, you promised we could talk about this before you get mad."
"Okay, but why?"
"Artie I married you because you're sweet, loving and gentle. I feel safe with you, you always treat me with dignity and respect and you're always concerned about my feelings."
"All right."
"Ricky was a nice guy and I know he never would have hurt me; but in bed he could be a callous brute. He took what he wanted."
"And you liked that."
Jackie smiled. "Artie, it was so hot. He used to make me suck his cock and lick his balls and when we fucked he'd toss me around like I was a toy."
"I could try to do that."
"No you couldn't, it's not in your nature and I don't want it to be in your nature."
"I don't understand, you said you enjoyed it."
"I do; but remember, I like variety. You're a sweet, gentle caring lover. You're the man I want as my bread and butter. You're the staple of my life. Men like Ricky are the spice."
Jackie sighed, "Ricky made me do things for him that I would never do for..." Suddenly she stopped herself. She didn't finish her sentence, but it was too late. We both knew what she was about to say.
We stared at each other. After a moment Jackie said; "Artie, I've done things with other men that I've never done with you. I'm sorry, I'm so very sorry. I was never consciously trying to deny you anything. Please believe me; I'd never do that intentionally. I guess I never really thought about it. There were just some things I did with some men that I didn't do with others. Now that I realize that, I feel awful. You're the love of my life, how could I do things for other men that I didn't do for you?"
Slowly nodding, I said; "You've never licked my balls, in fact you almost never suck my cock anymore."
"That's not true! I do it all the time. I just did it..."
"Five weeks ago on my birthday." I finished Jackie's sentence.
She looked at me in horror. "No, that can't be true."
"It is true. Even when we get into a sixty-nine position you almost never suck me anymore. Sometimes you'll kiss the head of my cock, but mostly you stroke me with your hand while I lick your pussy."
"That's because you're so good at licking my pussy. I like to be able to focus all of my attention on the pleasure you're giving me." Jackie paused. After a moment she said; "That makes me sound awfully selfish, doesn't it?"
Not knowing exactly what to say, I just shrugged.
Jackie shook her head. "Artie, I never really thought about what I was doing. Well maybe I did." She looked at me. "Artie, when I suck your cock you tend to cum quickly. When I use my hands it's easier for me to control your level of arousal."
I nodded. And then a question occurred to me. I realized that it wasn't a kind question. Jackie already felt bad enough that she'd been doing things for other men that she hadn't been doing for me, but I was still smarting from her deceit so I had to ask. "Jackie, I have a question?"
"Yes?"
"Did you suck Ron's cock today? That was his name, Ron, right?"
Jackie stared at me. She looked like she was about to burst into tears.
Immediately regretting asking the question, I said; "I'm sorry, that was out of line."
Still fighting back tears, Jackie said; "No, you're my husband. Of course you get to ask me that question." She paused and then in a voice barely above a whisper, she said; "Yes, Ron is his name and yes, I did suck his cock today."
Now more curious than anything else, I asked; "How long have you been getting together with him?"
"About two months."
"How often?"
"Once a week."
"Do you always suck his cock?"
Suddenly Jackie's eyes flared. Throwing her arms in the air she screamed, "Yes, I do it every time we get together! I'm sorry, I'm an awful wife! Hell, I'm an awful person! I warned you that you'd hate me after you learned the truth. Look at what's happened, I've just started confessing and you already hate me." And then she started to cry.
I slipped my arm around her shoulder, pulled her tightly to me and whispered; "I don't hate you and I don't think you're either an awful wife or an awful person."
Through her sobs, Jackie said; "But I do things for other men that I don't do for you."
"Yes you do and now it's my turn to confess something."
"What?"
"Hearing that excites me."
Jackie turned and looked at me with a puzzled expression. Tears were running down her cheeks. "Artie I don't understand. How can..."
I kissed her cheek and said; "I think it's time to look at the cuckold web sites."
Still sniffling, Jackie said; "Okay."
Standing up, I took Jackie's hand, pulled her up from the bed and led her back upstairs. My lap top computer was in the dining room where I'd left it when I arrived home from work with the girls. Jackie's was in her office.
We lived in a three bedroom house. While I suppose the bedroom I'd built in the basement technically made it a four bedroom house, I suspect that in the eyes of most Realtors it was still a three bedroom house.
So far our girls have expressed a preference for sharing a bedroom. Jackie and I both understand that eventually the girls will reach an age where they'll want their own bedrooms. When that happens we'll most likely have to move to a larger house. The third bedroom has always been Jackie's office and after I built the basement bedroom I moved a desk into it and it became my office. The offices are a luxury to which we've become accustomed, so I don't think either of us would be willing to give them up.
We went to Jackie's office. She sat down at her desk and started her computer. I stood next to her. While we waited for it to boot up, I glanced around feeling slightly uncomfortable. This was Jackie's private domain. Other than when it needed to be cleaned, I rarely entered it.
As soon as Jackie was on the Internet, she looked up at me and asked; "Okay, where to now?'
I gave her the address of my favorite cuckold web site. A moment later it opened up.
Giggling when she saw the cartoon figure of a man wearing a set of horns at the top of the site, she said; "Would you like to wear horns like that?"
I laughed and said; "I think I already am."
She smiled at me. "Artie, I'm getting really excited about this."
"I am too."
"I want to read your favorite stories; I want to read all of them."
"I have a lot of favorites, let's start with three." In law school, Jackie learned to be an amazingly fast reader. For her, three was an easily manageable number.
"Okay."
I directed her to the story section and found three stories that I liked and also felt were representative of the kind of cuckold lifestyle that interested me.
Jackie opened the first story. Just as she was about to start reading she stopped and looked up at me. "Why don't you get your lap top and sit in my leather arm chair. That way we can read the stories together."
Jackie's office was luxuriously furnished with a set of mahogany book shelves, a mahogany side table, an enormous mahogany desk, a large padded leather desk chair and a matching leather arm chair and footstool.
I looked at her with a skeptical expression. "Are you sure?"
"Of course, why wouldn't I be?"
"This is the first time you've ever invited me to join you in here. I've never sat in that chair."
Jackie stared at me for a moment and then she shook her head and sighed. "Artie, I know I keep apologizing, but I am sorry. This evening is turning out to be a real eye opener for me. I really have been a thoughtless bitch."
Smiling, I said; "I think you're being a little too hard on yourself and I point out that I never objected to our lifestyle."
"What do you mean?" Jackie looked puzzled.
"Read the stories. I'll get my laptop."
I left. When I returned with my laptop I stopped in the open doorway to Jackie's office and knocked. As I knocked, my penis throbbed with excitement.
Looking up at me with a puzzled expression, Jackie asked; "The door is open, why did knock?"
In a serious tone of voice, I answered; "I think it's appropriate."
"Why?"
"Read the stories."
Jackie chuckled. "All right."
I continued standing in the doorway. After a moment I asked; "May I have permission to come in?"
Chuckling again, Jackie said: "Of course." And then gesturing to her arm chair, she added; "And please sit down and make yourself comfortable."
Nodding, I walked over to the arm chair. As I sat down, I said; "Thank you."
Jackie looked at me for a second and then she shook her head and returned to the story she'd been reading.
I settled into Jackie's arm chair and turned on my computer. While I waited for it to start up I watched Jackie. She was hunched over her computer reading intently. I tried to discern a reaction to what she was reading, but couldn't. That wasn't a surprise. One of the skills that made Jackie an outstanding attorney was her ability to withhold judgment while she was gathering information.
Once my computer started I opened up the same web site Jackie was on and found one of the stories that I'd suggested to her. I tried to read, but it was difficult. My attention kept drifting back to Jackie. Images of Ricky Tyler pushing her to her knees so that she could suck his cock or Ron on top of her in our bed, pumping his huge cock in and out of her cunt while she cooed with pleasure; kept insinuating their way into my mind.
Both excited and anxious, the time passed slowly. I was excited because my cuckold fantasy was on the verge of becoming a reality and I was anxious because I still feared that Jackie might be disgusted by my perverted proclivities.
Finally, after about an hour, Jackie sat up. Pushing her chair back, she turned so that she was facing me. I waited with bated breath. She smiled at me. Relieved, I smiled back.
Jackie said; "Because of the time, I only skimmed the stories."
I nodded.
She continued. "I enjoyed them. They're surprisingly well written and I have to admit, incredibly erotic."
Shrugging, I said; "I like them."
"Do you?" Jackie was watching me, carefully gauging my reaction.
Fully aware that this was a crucial moment, I took a deep breath and said; "Yes, they're my favorites."
Jackie considered my answer. After a moment she said; "All three of them describe marriages in which the husband is clearly submissive to his dominant wife. The husbands are responsible for all of the domestic chores while their wives rule their households and pursue their careers. The wives openly sleep with other men while their husbands remain steadfastly faithful. It is clear that all of the couples are deeply in love, but the husbands treat their wives like goddesses, while the wives treat their husbands like servants."
Looking at me, Jackie asked; "Is this the life you..." Halting in mid-sentence, she froze. After a moment she said; "Oh my god, that's the life we've been living."
And then looking down at the floor, she quietly said; "But I've been unbelievably selfish. While I was reaping all the benefits of this life I completely ignored your needs. You must hate me. I've cheated on you and taken advantage of you without giving you anything in return."
Looking up at me again, Jackie said; "I need to ask. Am I right? Is this what you want? Do you want to have a relationship in which I'm acknowledged as the dominant partner and you're submissive to me?"
And there it was. Jackie was offering me the choice to retreat or go forward. I was scared, but I'd dreamed of this moment for several years. I wasn't about to retreat. Taking a deep breath, I nodded my head and said; "Yes, that's exactly what I want."
"Now I understand why you knocked on my door and waited to be invited into my office."
"Yes, considering our respective positions I think it's appropriate."
Jackie smiled at me and then she was silent. I waited. After a moment she said; "Artie, your stories scared me."



Shocked and unsettled by this reaction, I stared at Jackie with a puzzled expression.
Recognizing my disquiet, she said; "Artie, the problem isn't you, it's me."
"I don't understand."
"Sweetheart, I loved your stories. They were exciting, unbelievably exciting, shockingly exciting and that's what scares me."
"Why?"
"I'm afraid I might like being your dominant wife a little too much."
"Do you love me?"
"You know I do."
"I do know that and because of that, I trust you."
"Artie, I don't think I can do this as just a game."
"You're telling me that if we do this it's going to be a way of life."
"Yes."
"Will you still love me? Can we still watch television together? Can we still sleep together?"
"Yes of course, but there may be nights when I have a guest."
"And on those nights I'll sleep in my room in the basement."
"Are you willing to do that?"
"Yes, but what about the girls?"
"On the nights I have a guest they can stay with my mother or my sister. They both love the girls and the girls love them. It also won't be that often. I prefer to date married men. They're rarely able to stay out all night."
"You prefer to date married men?"
"Yes, it reduces the potential for emotional entanglements. It also makes it easier to end an affair."
"I see."
"Does my dating married men bother you?"
"No, in fact your reasoning makes sense, I just never thought about it."
Jackie nodded and then she said; "Artie, it's important that you understand something."
"What is it?"
"If we do this I don't want to have to hide our lifestyle."
"What does that mean?"
"I won't advertise that I'm a dominant wife and date other men or that you're my submissive cuckold husband, but I won't try to conceal it either."
"What about our jobs?"
"I don't date men associated with my law firm, so that shouldn't be a problem and I'll apply that same stipulation to your coworkers at your school."
"Thank you."
"But that will be the full extent of my limits."
"So your mother and sister will know."
"Absolutely, in fact I plan to call both of them tomorrow morning and tell them all about it. Artie I really am excited about this."
"And our friends and neighbors?"
"I won't make any effort to hide it from them."
"So they'll eventually figure it out."
"Yes, I imagine that they will."
"And your male friends?"
"I intend to be straightforward with them. Knowing that we don't have to hide what we're doing from you will make it easier for us to get together."
An image of Jackie and Ron laughing about me, her pathetic wimp husband, formed in my mind and I rankled. Suddenly overwhelmed with anger, I said; "I'm sorry, but this won't work." And then I turned and stormed out of the room.
I once again retreated to my room in the basement only this time I didn't cry. This time I sat on the edge of the bed seething with anger.
Jackie had assumed too much. Yes, I wanted to submit to her, but we were determining how we were going to spend the rest of our lives. I think I deserved a voice in that discussion.
I heard Jackie's footsteps on the stairs and bristled.
She knocked on the door. "Artie, may I come in?"
"Yes." My voice dripped with resentment.
The door slowly opened and Jackie stepped into my bedroom, but just barely. "Artie, I don't understand. What happened? Why are you so angry?"
"You went too far. You pushed too hard."
"But I thought you wanted to..."
"Surrender my life to you?"
Now obviously unsure of herself, Jackie said; "Yes, I guess so."
"I did, but don't you think I deserve to have a say about the terms of my surrender?"
Jackie stared at me for a moment and then she sighed and said; "Yes, of course you do."
Several seconds passed. Neither of us uttered a sound. Finally Jackie said; "This is why I was scared. Power excites me, I like being the dominant partner."
"And I want to be the submissive partner, but it is my life."
"Yes, of course it is."
"Before I surrender, I'd like to be able to spend a little time discussing and negotiating the rules that I'm going to have to follow."
"I thought that was what we were doing."
"No, you were dictating."
Jackie sighed. "Yes I was. Artie, I'm sorry. I don't know why I do that."
"Because you have a dominant personality; it comes naturally to you. I'm beginning to understand that it's one of the reasons I'm so attracted to you."
"Because you're naturally submissive."
"Yes, and I suspect that's one of the reasons you're attracted to me."
"It's not the only reason."
"I know that and your dominance isn't the only reason I'm attracted to you."
Jackie smiled and then she asked; "So if you like being dominated by me, why did you balk when I took control?"
"Because we're determining the rules that are going to govern the rest of my life."
"Earlier you said you trusted me. What made you change your mind?"
"I still do trust you, but..." I hesitated.
"Artie, please tell me. You were the one who said that if this is going to work we have to be totally honest with each other."
"Okay, I want to trust you, I really do; but you have to remember that it was only a few hours ago that I learned that you've been lying to me for almost eight years."
Nodding, Jackie said; "Yes, of course."
"Jackie, after you finished reading the stories you began laying down some very strict rules. It was exciting, but it was also scary. You have to understand that I'm the one who's surrendering control, not you. Everything started happening too quickly. When you informed me that you didn't have any intention of trying to hide our relationship from our friends, relatives and neighbors; I began to panic. Jackie, I'm about to formally accept status as a sissy cuckold wimp who can't satisfy his wife and you suddenly inform me that most of the known world is probably going to find out about it. Yes, I admit that the idea does excite me, but it's humiliating and while that excites me too, it's also damned frightening."
I paused to take a breath.
Jackie said; "I'm sorry Artie, I didn't consider any of this from your perspective."
"Just a minute Jackie; before we start talking, I have something else that I need to say."
"Okay."
"At that point I was nervous and afraid, but I was still holding it together and then you dropped a bomb."
"I informed you that I intended to tell my male friends about our relationship."
"That's right."
"Why did that bother you? I would think that would be part of your fantasy?"
"As soon as you told me that, I imagined you and Ron lying in bed together laughing about your pathetic wimp husband."
"Artie I would never belittle you with one of my boyfriends!"
"Once you tell them about our relationship it might be hard to avoid it. Imagine that you're in bed with Ron. You're sucking his cock. You're excited and he asks you if you suck your wimp husband's cock. What are you going to say?"
Jackie smiled, "It's already happened and I told him to never talk about you."
"But now I've acknowledged that I'm a sissy cuckold wimp and you've told him that. You're in bed, you're both naked and you're sucking his big cock. Are you sure that you wouldn't get a little extra thrill out of belittling me with him."
"This is my punishment for lying to you for eight years, isn't it?"
"I'm not sure that punishment is the right word, but losing some of my trust is certainly a consequence of lying to me."
"Artie are we going to make it? Will you ever be able to trust me again?"
"Yes Jackie, I'm sure I will. Remember, it was just after noon today when I walked into the bedroom and caught you with Ron."
"A lot's happened since then, hasn't it?"
"Yes it has and Jackie, I'm glad it happened."
"You mean catching me with Ron?"
"That's right."
"I am too. Now I can stop lying to you."
"I can stop lying to you too."
"How have you been lying to me?"
"I've been living as your submissive cuckold wimp husband without telling you."
Jackie grinned. "It's funny, I love you and you love me, but we were both afraid to tell each other what we wanted out of our marriage.
I nodded. "And it's ironic that it now appears that we both want the same thing."
"Do you still want that Artie? Do you still want to be my submissive cuckold husband?"
"Very much, do you still want to be my dominant hot wife?"
"More than you can possibly imagine."
Leering at Jackie, I said; "I have a pretty good imagination."
We both laughed, but as our laughter subsided an expression of concern crept across Jackie's face.
I asked, "What's the matter?"
"Do you think we can do it? Do you think we can make it work?"
"We have to slow down a little. We need to spend some time discussing what we both want and I think we both need to learn a little more about this life style. If we do that, yes, I think we can make it work."
This whole time Jackie had been standing in the doorway to my basement bedroom and office. Now she raced into the middle of the room where I was standing, threw her arms around me and kissed me hard on the lips.
I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her back and then we held each other. After several seconds Jackie whispered, "I love you Arthur Hammond."
"I love you too Jacqueline Conners."
We held each for another moment or two and then Jackie stepped back, grasped my hands in hers and asked; "So what do you think we should do next?"
Smiling, I said; "I think it's time to go to bed, but I don't think that's what you meant."
"It's not."
"Okay, tomorrow we should both try to do a little more reading."
"I may not have much free time, but I'll try."
"We should also think about what we might do that will get us started. I think it will be simpler for us if we move into this life style gradually. Some of it will be easy, I already do all the housecleaning, laundry and cooking."
"Yes you do and that's not about to change." Jackie was grinning at me.
Grinning back, I said; "I also think you should call your mother and sister and tell them everything."
"Are you sure that's okay?"
"It's not only okay; I think it's an important first step. It will give us a relatively nonthreatening way to gauge how other people are going to react when they learn about our new relationship."
Jackie nodded. "That makes sense. I'll call them both in the morning. I think they'll be excited."
"I have one more suggestion."
"What's that?"
"Tomorrow morning you should call Ron."
Jackie sighed. "I already told him that we can't see each other anymore; but I did promise him that I'd call him in the morning."
"I know, I overheard your conversation while I was getting undressed in the bathroom."
"You did?"
"Yes, that's one of the reasons I still feel like I can trust you."
"Thank you Artie."
"It's all right, but let's get back to Ron."
"Why? You already know that I told him that I'm ending it with him."
"Yes, but he's afraid that he's going to be named in a divorce suit. You need to tell him that he doesn't have anything to worry about."
"You're right, I'm sure he's terrified right now."
"And I think you should set up a date with him for next week. It's perfectly okay with me if you keep meeting with him here while I'm in school."
Staring at me in shock, Jackie said; "But...."
I smiled at her. "I can't be a cuckold husband if you're not dating other men and Ron does seem to be your current flame."
"Artie, are you sure?"
"Absolutely."
"How will I explain it to Ron? I mean you were very clear that you're not ready to allow me to tell my boyfriends about our relationship."
"For the time being you can tell him that you've convinced me to try an open marriage."
Shaking her head, Jackie said; "Artie, that's brilliant."
I shrugged. "It just seems like a simpler way to start."
Jackie kissed me and then she said, "It's time to go to bed."
Grinning at Jackie, I said; "Ms. Conner's may I please be allowed to join you in your bed tonight?"
Jackie stared at me. After a moment she said; "Will you promise to eat my pussy?"
"Nothing would make me happier."
"If you do a good job, I'll reward you with a long slow blow job." And then while lasciviously licking her lips, Jackie let go of my hands, reached down and began rubbing my stiff penis."
Excited beyond belief, I breathlessly answered; "I would like that very much, but now that we've established that you're my superior I think blow jobs should be reserved for your equals, men like Mr. Ron."
Still rubbing my cock, Jackie said; "While that is incredibly hot, please never forget that, as far as I'm concerned, men like Ron will never be your equal."
"I won't, but it is fun to pretend."
Jackie laughed. "Artie, we're going to have so much fun." And then she grabbed my hand and said; "Come on cuckboy, let's go upstairs. Your mistress wants to feel your tongue in her cunt."
That night I ate Jackie's pussy for over an hour. She had at least five orgasms. When she was finally exhausted she sat next to me on the bed and gave me the sweetest hand job I've ever experienced. After we were finished we cuddled up under the covers and fell asleep in each other's arms.
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This is the second episode in a series entitled "Jackie and Artie". If you have not read the first episode of this series, I encourage you do so before beginning this chapter.
"Jackie and Artie" is a romantic story about a dominant hot wife and her submissive cuckold husband. While they have a deep and abiding love for each other they do lead an alternative lifestyle. If this subject matter offends you or makes you feel uncomfortable I strongly suggest that you find something else to read.
By the time Jackie and I had finally gone to sleep it was after midnight. It didn't matter. We were both still up by 6:15 the next morning. We didn't have any choice. It was a work day for us and a school day for the girls.
When necessity demands it, Jackie and I can be a very efficient team. By 6:45 we had everyone dressed, fed and ready to go.
My first class was at 7:30. I had to be at school by 7:00, so I always left first. Since both law offices and elementary schools start their days a little later than high schools, Jackie and the girls always had a few extra minutes before they had to leave. Jackie generally spent that time reading the newspaper and drinking a cup of coffee while the girls watched cartoons.
In a public high school Mondays and Fridays are the most difficult and least productive days of the week. On Monday everyone is tired and cranky from the weekend. On Friday everyone is antsy to start the weekend. This was a Wednesday, so it was a quiet day. My students were focused and diligent.
Still the day dragged. While I like my job and I like to believe I'm good at it, on that particular day my attention was focused elsewhere. I kept thinking of everything that had happened on the previous day; which meant that I kept imagining Jackie with Ron or Ricky Tyler.
Two o'clock, the end of the school day, finally arrived. After forcing myself to spend another hour organizing and grading my student's daily work I left to pick up the girls at their elementary school.
By the time we arrived home, it was 3:45. I'd just gotten the girls settled at the kitchen table with coloring books and crayons, when the telephone rang.
I answered it.
"Hi Artie."
It was Jackie's mother, Connie Reid. Jackie is of course, Jackie Conners. Gary Conners was her father. After Gary and Connie were divorced Connie reverted to using her maiden name. She was never happy with the name Connie Conners. Her second husband was Dexter Cumbs. Horrified by the idea of being Connie Cumbs, she opted from the start of that marriage to continue using her maiden name. It didn't really matter, three months after their wedding Dexter filed for divorce.
"Hi Connie, I gather that Jackie must have called you today."
"She did and I believe she told me everything. She said she had your permission to do that."
"Yes, she did."
"First of all Artie, I want to apologize."
"Apologize? Why?"
"I encouraged Jackie to lie to you."
"I see."
"Artie, she loves you so much, but the women in my family all seem to have giant sized libidos. We like men and saying no is difficult for us."
"Jackie told me that last night."
"Did she tell you that both of my marriages ended in divorce because my husbands got tired of my chronic cheating?"
"Yes, she did tell me that."
"Artie, during my second honeymoon, Dexter went on an all day deep sea fishing trip. While he was gone I got together with a guy I met at the pool. We spent the entire day fucking in our hotel room."
"Did Dexter find out?"
"Not exactly, I mean he didn't walk in on us or anything like that. Still, even though I tried to straighten up the room as best as I could; when he got back it reeked of sex and I'm sure I looked like the cat who swallowed the canary. Dexter didn't know for sure, but he certainly had to have had suspicions."
Connie paused. After a moment she said; "I think our marriage really ended that evening. Certainly Dexter never trusted me after that. Two months later he hired a private detective. I don't know why he waited so long. During those two months I was regularly seeing three other men. I guess he didn't really want to know."
Sighing, Connie continued, "Dexter got the report from the private eye three weeks later. He filed for divorce the next day. I felt terrible about the way I'd treated him so I gave him everything."
"Last night Jackie told me that the day after we got engaged she got together with one of her fuck pals."
"Yes, I know about that. She called me the next morning. She felt awful about cheating on you; but she couldn't give up the sex. She didn't want to give up the sex." Connie quickly added. "And before you say anything, it has nothing to do with her love for you. Believe me Artie, she loves you with her heart and her soul. I know because I felt exactly the same way about Jackie's dad, Gary Conners. He was the love of my life, my soul mate; just like you're Jackie's soul mate."
"But you still cheated on him."
"Yes Artie, I did. I can't explain why, but every time I meet a handsome man I have an irresistible urge to experience him."
"I gather that Jackie has that same irresistible urge."
"Yes, and Nattie does too."
There was a pause in the conversation and then Connie said; "Artie, Jackie told both Nattie and me everything."
"Yes, as I said earlier, I encouraged her to do that."
"I mean Nattie and I both looked at the web sites and read the stories."
Suddenly filled with a strange combination of apprehension and excitement, I was speechless. When I told Jackie that she could tell her mother and sister everything, I hadn't considered the possibility that Connie might actually call and engage me in a conversation about it. I guess I'd imagined that it would become one of those unstated understandings that people have.
There was a moment of awkward silence and then Connie asked; "Artie are you upset that Jackie told us about the web sites and stories?"
"No, it's just that..."
"It's all right Artie. We're not shocked, we're not upset and we're certainly not judging you." Connie laughed. "It would be awfully hypocritical for Nattie and me to start judging other people's sexual inclinations. Actually, both Nattie and I are envious of Jackie and you. It appears that you complement each other beautifully."
"Thank you, I ah, I mean, yes...I'm sorry Connie I'm not really sure what I should say right now."
Laughing again, Connie said; "Sweetie you don't have to say anything and you certainly have nothing to be shy or ashamed about."
"But..."
"You want to be your wife's submissive sissy cuckold slave, so what? Hell, right now both Nattie and I are wishing we'd met you first."
"Connie this is all very embarrassing."
"Isn't it supposed to be? Isn't humiliation part of the thrill for you Artie?"
"Connie!"
"Artie, while I may be your mother-in-law, I also happen to be a sexually sophisticated woman. Believe me, there are lots of people in this world who have kinks that make yours look like a game that could be played at a Sunday school picnic."
"That may be true Connie, but this is still embarrassing."
"That's my point, it shouldn't be; at least not with Nattie and me. Life will be so much more fun if we're open and honest with each other. Artie, when you're around us; both Nattie and I want you to feel free to be yourself and we want to be able to be ourselves too."
"Connie, I ah...I don't know. You're my mother-in-law and Nattie is my sister-in-law."
"Oh don't worry Artie, we'll maintain some boundaries. Hell you're a cuckold. You're not even getting it from your wife anymore. You sure won't be getting any from Nattie and me."
Connie paused. After a moment she said; "I'm sorry Artie, I think that was maybe a little too frank. Jackie told me about everything that happened last night. She really did feel bad when she realized that she hadn't been giving you regular blow jobs..."
"Connie!"
"Artie get a grip. Nattie, Jackie and I are passionate women. We enjoy talking openly about sex. You get to be yourself and so do we. Can you accept that?"
I was beginning to grasp what Connie was trying to explain. She wasn't attempting to get me involved in a physical relationship with either her or Nattie. She simply wanted all four of us to be able to feel free to be ourselves when we were together. Since sex was clearly a large part of Jackie, Connie and Nattie's lives I had to be able to accept listening to frank discussions about it when I was with them.
I was also beginning to understand that while I wanted to be discreet about our new relationship, it might be more enjoyable if we didn't have to hide it from everyone. It would be nice if a few select people who we trusted could be aware of the true nature of our marriage.
When Jackie and I first started dating most of her friends and many of my friends couldn't understand what she saw in me. Prior to me, Jackie had generally dated athletes and wealthy fraternity boys. I was a skinny poverty stricken wimp. I had the impression that most people who knew Jackie thought she was wasting her time with me.
Connie and Nattie never seemed to hold that opinion. They've always been welcoming and gracious towards me and I've never felt that they questioned Jackie's interest in me. Because of that, I've always liked both of them and now I was inclined to trust them.
Taking a deep breath, I said; "Yes Connie I can accept that. It might take me a little while to get used to it, but I'm willing to try."
Connie laughed. "I have the feeling that the three of us will quickly get you desensitized."
"Okay." I was laughing too.
"Artie can I ask you a question?"
"Connie, a minute ago you said that life for all of us will be much more fun if we're able to be open and honest with each other. I'm beginning to understand what you meant when you said that and I have to agree; so yes, you can ask me anything."
"Thanks Artie, you can ask me anything too."
"Connie, it might take me some time to build up enough courage to do that."
Laughing again, Connie said; "Artie honey, I think you might be the most endearing man I've ever met. My daughter is lucky to have found you and believe me, she knows it."
"Thanks Connie, what was your question?"
"Oh yeah, Artie are you really going to be okay with only getting an occasional hand job? Jackie is worried about that and frankly, so am I. We both love you and we both want you to be happy. I looked at the web sites and I think I understand. The denial is a form of masochism, isn't it?"
"Connie, you really do know how to get right to the heart of the matter, don't you."
"Artie, this is important. Jackie already feels bad that she's been doing things for other men that she hasn't been doing for you. She loves you Artie and she never meant to deny you anything. I understand how it happened. It's the reason that having a variety of lovers is so much fun. You do different things with different men. I also know about your tendency to cum quickly and I'm sure it is easier for her to control what's happening with you when she uses her hands instead of her mouth."
"I can't believe that I'm having this conversation with my mother-in-law."
"Get used to it Artie. You married into a family of sluts. We love sex and we're not ashamed to talk about it. You shouldn't be either and now that everything is out in the open you can expect lots of frank discussions."
"Okay Connie." I was grinning.
"Good, now back to my question. Are you going to be okay with only getting an occasional hand job from your wife when you know that other men are getting a whole lot more? We're worried that this might become a source of anger and resentment for you that could grow and fester into a problem that eventually destroys your marriage."
Connie paused. After a moment she said; "I'm also not sure Jackie can do it. Artie she loves you. Now that she realizes that she's been inadvertently neglecting you while she freely played with other men she feels awful. You may have to occasionally give her an opportunity to show you just how much she loves you."
"Last night Jackie told me that for her, sex wasn't an expression of love."
"Artie, I wasn't there, but I suspect that what she really said was that for her sex didn't have to be an expression of love, it could also just be fun."
Of course that was exactly what she'd said and I knew it. For some reason that I didn't understand, I'd decided to be petulant.
I was about to admit that to Connie when she said; "Look at it this way Artie. Imagine that Jackie made great apple pies, but she only gave them to other men. The man she loved never got any."
I laughed. "Connie I understand. I'm sorry; I don't know why I was being difficult."
"I do, yesterday you found out that your wife was giving apple pies away to every man she met and you were only getting an occasional sliver. I'd be a little petty about it too and that's exactly what we're worried about."
Sighing, I said; "Connie, you're right, but..." I hesitated. I was suddenly embarrassed.
"It's okay Artie, I understand. You get a masochistic thrill out of the denial. You don't have to be embarrassed about that. We all have our quirks. I have several."
"Really?"
"Oh yes, I love it when a powerful man treats me like a nasty slut. Does that shock you Artie?"
"No Connie, it doesn't. Last night Jackie implied that she enjoys that too."
"She does and so does Nattie, but Jackie also gets excited when she thinks about dominating you. Frankly I do too. Face it Artie, your wife, your mother-in-law and your sister-in-law are three kinky perverts."
I laughed. "I guess that makes four of us."
"Artie, welcome to our family."
There was a pause. I was grinning and I suspect Connie was too. I was beginning to understand that in the world of eroticism my mother-in-law was a full professor.
After a moment my new mentor asked "So are you ready to tell me?"
"What do you mean?"
"You never answered my question."
"Which question?"
"The big one."
"Which one is that?"
"Is the thrill you get from denial a form of masochism?"
"Connie!"
"Artie I thought we agreed to be open with each other."
"Right now I'm the only one who has to be open."
"I told you about cheating on Dexter while we were on our honeymoon. I'm terribly ashamed about that."
I was silent.
Connie waited for several more seconds and then she prodded me. "Artie; Jackie, Nattie and I live our fantasies every day. We can help you live yours too, but before that can happen we have to be certain that we know what they are."
I remained silent. While I realized that what Connie was saying made sense, I still hadn't actually admitted to myself that I was a masochist. Now she was asking me to make this admission out loud to her.
After waiting for several more seconds, Connie said; "Artie I'm going to ask you one simple little question. If you answer yes all of your cuckold fantasies can come true. If your answer is no, well, that's okay too. It will keep Jackie from hurting you and we both know that she doesn't want to do that."
Several more seconds passed. Connie was giving me a chance to prepare for the question. Both excited and terrified, I waited.
Finally she asked, "So Artie, answer me. A simple yes or no will do. Are you a masochist? Does the pain caused by the knowledge that your wife denies you pleasures that she freely gives to other men excite you?"
I was afraid, but I knew that I not only had to answer the question, I wanted to answer it. Up until yesterday I'd been a closet submissive. I'd lived the life without letting anyone know about it including myself. This was my chance to step out of that closet and I knew that I didn't want to miss it. I took a moment to gather my courage and then I blurted it out. "Yes!"
"Yes what Artie?"
My entire body was throbbing with excitement as I answered, "Yes, I'm a masochist."
"And what does that mean Artie?"
I was now putty in Connie's hands. Breathlessly, I said; "The pain I get from the knowledge that my wife denies me pleasures that she freely gives to other men, excites me."
"Do you want Jackie to continue seeing other men?"
"Yes, very much."
"Even if you know that she's giving them pleasures that she refuses to give to you?"
"Yes, even then."
"Are you willing to help Jackie get ready for her dates?"
"Yes."
"You'll be making her even more desirable for the men she's meeting."
"I understand."
"And you're still willing to do that."
"Yes." I was now unbelievably excited.
Sensing my arousal, Connie pressed me. "When Jackie gets home from her date will you eat her pussy; the pussy that another man just finished enjoying."
Connie was asking me if I'd be willing to eat another man's cum out of my wife's cunt. While cream pies certainly were part of my cuckold fantasy, this was also a whole new level of admission. I balked.
Noticing my reticence, Connie said; "Artie, it takes place in every one of your favorite stories."
"I know, but it seems kind of..."
"Gay?"
"Yes."
"But you're not gay Artie. We know that. In fact you just might be the antithesis of gay. You're enslaved by your wife's pussy. That's true, isn't it Artie."
"Yes."
"And even if you were gay we wouldn't care. I've been with other women and so have Jackie and Nattie."
"You have?"
"Yes, I have."
"And Jackie and Nattie too?"
"Yes Artie. All three of us prefer men, but we love sex and sex with other women is still fun. It's also different and variety is fun. Oh and Artie, in case you're wondering, we're not an incestuous family. That's a line we've never cared to cross. Sometimes we do party with other men together; but even then when things start to get intimate we withdraw to private places. While we certainly are sluts, in some ways were still a little prudish."
I laughed. "Connie, I don't think the word prude can ever be applied to you."
Connie laughed too and then she said; "All right Artie, back to my question. Would you like to lick Jackie's pussy when she comes home from a date?"
My confidence buoyed by Connie's forthright attitude, I said; "While I wouldn't say that I'd like it, in fact I'm sure I wouldn't; I think it would be incredibly exciting."
"You want Jackie to make you do it, don't you?"
"Yes."
"It's part of the masochism."
"And my submission."
"Artie, I think I understand and I have to say that it's unbelievably hot. When Jackie comes home from a date you literally want her to rub your nose in it, don't you."
I grinned. "Connie, I've never really thought about it like that; but yes, I think that's exactly right."
Giggling like a school girl, Connie said; "Artie, isn't sex fun."
"Yes Connie, it really is."
"You're excited about being Jackie's cuckold, aren't you?"
"Connie, I've been excited about that for several years now."
"Are you ready to start?"
"Actually, I think I've been you're daughter's cuckold for quite some time."
"I mean her knowing cuckold, her willing cuckold."
"As you already know, we talked about that last night and we're going to talk about it again tonight."
"Yes, I know that's your plan, but why wait?"
"I don't understand."
"You could start tonight."
"What do you mean?"
"Would you like to watch Jackie with another man?"
"Connie, I couldn't do that without the other man knowing that I'm a sissy cuckold wimp and I'm not sure I'm ready for that yet."
"Artie, I'm a slut. Say it Artie, say Connie, you're a slut."
"Connie..."
"Say it Artie."
"Okay; Connie, you're a slut."
"Yes I am Artie and I'm proud of it. Now you say, And Connie I'm a sissy cuckold wimp and I'm proud of it too."
"Connie!"
"Say it Artie."
"Connie, this is..."



"Say it Artie."
"Okay, I'm a sissy cuckold wimp and I'm proud of it too."
"That's a good cuckboy. And now you say, Thank you slut."
I started laughing.
Connie said; "Say it cuckboy."
"All right, thank you slut."
"Very good; now cuckboy, would you like to watch your wife meet a man for sex tonight?"
"You keep calling me cuckboy, like it's my new name."
"I hadn't really thought about that; but now that I do, it really is appropriate, isn't it. Yes, I think that should be your new name. Is that all right with you?"
I thought about this for a moment. While it was exciting, I was still concerned about what other people would think. Cautiously, I answered; "Yes it will be fine, but only in private, all right?"
"No, I think we should use it all the time, although for discretion's sake we should call you C.B in public."
"Not in front of the girls."
"Of course in front of the girls. We'll just tell them it's an affectionate name for you."
"But Cassie will ask what it means."
"Yes, I suppose she will." Connie paused to consider this, after a second she said; "We'll tell them that it stands for cowboy. We'll explain that you're our favorite cowboy. Maybe we'll even start calling you cowboy. Since all four of us will know what it really means, it will be just as good."
"Relieved, I said; "Thank you Connie."
"You're welcome Cowboy. Oh I do like the sound of that."
While I was incredibly nervous, I had to admit that I liked the sound of it too.
"Cowboy?"
"Yes Connie."
"A little verbal abuse gets you excited, doesn't it?"
"Connie!"
"Come on Cowboy, don't start being shy now. If we're going to enjoy this fantasy with you we have to know what we can do and what we shouldn't do."
Sighing, I said; "Okay Connie, yes a little verbal abuse will excite me."
"Oh you are a naughty little wimp, aren't you?"
"Connie!"
Connie laughed. "Don't worry Artie; we'll only say things like that in private."
Mildly relieved, I said; "Thanks Connie"
"And Artie."
"Yes Connie?"
"While we are doing this because it's exciting and it allows Jackie to continue to lead a life that she enjoys; we're also doing it because we love you and want you to be happy. Artie, Jackie loves you and both Nattie and I are extremely fond of you. You're a wonderful husband and father. The day Jackie found you she struck gold. This fantasy is just icing on the cake."
"Icing on the cake?"
"Yes Artie, icing on the cake. You married into a sexually adventurous family. While our promiscuous life style is a fun and exciting way to live, it's always had a major drawback. Our attempts to have a serious relationship with a man have continually ended in disaster. All three of us, Jackie included, had given up on trying to have a meaningful relationship with a man and then you entered our lives and we fell madly in love with you."
"Connie, I..."
"Artie, you're a prince. Jackie recognized it immediately and when Nattie and I met you we did too. After your second date Jackie was sure she wanted to spend the rest of her life with you, but she also realized that she could never be faithful to you. She was despondent. She loved you and while she didn't want to give you up, she also didn't want to cheat on you or lie to you. Three weeks after you met, she nearly broke things off with you."
"I'm glad she didn't."
"Are you Artie?"
"Yes, I am."
"I'm so glad. I've always been terrified that you'd find out about Jackie's infidelity and divorce her. Now we discover that our family's weakness for men and sex is actually a bonus for you. Artie, if your fantasy really is to be a sissy cuckold wimp you accidentally stumbled across three women who are not only eminently capable of helping you live that fantasy, but eager to do it as well."
"Connie, I am enjoying this, but I have to tell you that it's also incredibly scary. Everything seems to be happening so quickly. It was only yesterday that I learned for certain that Jackie was seeing other men."
"Down worry Artie, all we're doing right now is laying the groundwork so we can all start having fun together. I promise you that we'll go slowly. We have our entire lives to work out the details. When Jackie called me this morning, she told me that last night she got excited and pressed you harder than she should have. I explained to her that this is a situation that requires baby steps and that's what we're going to do Artie, we're going to take baby steps."
As I said earlier, I liked Connie and Nattie too. They'd both always been hospitable and considerate towards me. Now I found Connie's words comforting and reassuring. She was also a beautiful, mature woman. The thought that she was going to be helping to guide Jackie and me through this change in our life was exciting. My confidence bolstered, I said; "Connie, I am eager to do this."
"Are you Cowboy?"
Smiling at my new name, I said; "Yes Connie, I really am."
"So Cowboy, just how eager are you?"
"I don't understand."
"I'm going to repeat my earlier question. Would you like to watch your wife with another man this evening?"
"And I'm going to repeat what I said to you when you asked me that question before. I can't see how I could do that without the other man knowing that I'm a sissy cuckold wimp and I'm really not ready for that yet."
"What if you could watch without the other man knowing about it?"
"You mean like hiding in the closet or something like that? I don't know Connie; I think that would be kind of creepy. I'd feel like I was spying on them. Besides, Jackie's not meeting another man tonight. She's coming home right after work so we can continue our discussion about everything that's happening."
"I wasn't suggesting that you spy on Jackie and her, what was that term they used in the stories? Bull, yes that was it wasn't it."
"Yes Connie, that's the term."
"Actually, I prefer stallion. It makes the men seem so much more gallant. Don't you agree Cowboy? Of course if we use that terminology, that would make you a gelding, wouldn't it? You'd only be a symbolic gelding, but it would still be appropriate because you're certainly not going to be doing anymore fucking, are you Cowboy."
While I knew that Connie was only teasing, her aggressive manner had me completely disarmed. Struck speechless, I was unable to respond.
Grasping the significance of my silence, Connie said; "Artie, I'm sorry. I am going to have to be more careful, at least for a little while. I was just teasing you and while I do think you want to be teased, it's clear that you're still feeling a little insecure about all of this. I'll try to be a little gentler with you in the immediate future."
Calmed by Connie's softhearted apology and soothing voice, I pulled myself together and said; "I'm the one who should apologize. Teasing is part of my fantasy, a big part and you were doing it perfectly. It's just that, well you were right, I am still feeling a little insecure."
"It's okay Artie. Until I'm sure you can handle it, I'll try to be careful with my teasing." Connie laughed. "I may have to work at it though. That last little bit definitely got me excited. I seem to have a little sadistic streak and I suspect Jackie and Nattie do too."
Remembering the conversation Jackie and I had the previous evening, I said; "I know Jackie does."
"Does that excite you Cowboy?"
"Yes Connie, it does."
"Artie, we really are going to have fun."
"I think we are too."
"Let's get back to that question I was asking you before we got distracted."
"Connie, I really don't think I'm ready for that yet."
"Artie please let me explain. Remember when I told you that we're going to take small steps."
"Yes."
"I think that tonight we might have a chance to take one of those small steps. Will you listen to my suggestion?"
"Okay."
"There's a building trades show at the Civic Center. Before everything blew up yesterday, Jackie, Natalie and I were planning to attend it."
"A building trades show? What has that got to do with Jackie and me?"
"Just listen Artie, you'll understand."
"Okay."
"My daughters love trade shows. Actually I do too, but tonight I'm willing to spend part of the evening babysitting so that you can go instead."
"Connie, this isn't making any sense."
Connie laughed. "Yes, I suppose I am being a little bit confusing. We don't actually go to the show at the Civic Center; we go to The Goldenrod Supper Club for cocktails. By 6:00 the bar at The Goldenrod is going to be filled with good looking building contractors and salesmen. All of them are here without their wives and all of them have hotel rooms."
"I take it that you've done this before?"
"I'm sorry Artie; but yes, we do it frequently."
"I imagine that on those evenings Jackie would call me and tell me that she was working late."
"Artie, we really are sorry about that. I'm afraid that as you learn more about your wife's secret life you're going to find out that she has occasionally had to lie to you. Jackie didn't want to do it; she just didn't know what else to do. Artie, you married a slut. She loves you; but she couldn't give up the extracurricular sex. She didn't want to hurt you and she definitely didn't want to lose you; so she lied to you. It's that simple. Now that you're learning about Jackie's secret life it's inevitable that you're going to be hearing about situations where she did lie to you. If you really do want to be included in this part of her life you're going to have to forgive her for doing that."
"Connie, I understand. I do want to be included in this part of Jackie's life and I don't want to lose her, so I've already decided to forgive her for everything that happened prior to yesterday. Still, I'm human. There might be times when that gets difficult.
"Jackie and I both realize that's going to happen. When it does happen will you promise to talk about it? Keeping hurt bottled up inside is never a good idea."
"I will."
"That's a good Cowboy."
I smiled. Connie really was going to be an outstanding guide for Jackie and me. "So what would I do? I mean tonight at the Goldenrod Supper Club."
"If you promise to stay discreetly out of the way, you can watch another man pick up your wife and take her to his hotel room for sex."
I gasped.
Giggling, Connie said; "The idea does appeal to you, doesn't it cowboy."
"Yes, yes it does."
"You have to promise not to try to make any attempt to communicate with Jackie and Nattie, or even acknowledge that you know them. All you'll be permitted to do is sit at another table and watch."
"Of course, right now that's all I want to do."
"And you must not try to follow them to the hotel. After they leave the bar you have to promise to pay your check and go straight home. "
"Yes, I promise. I'll come home immediately."
"Is there any chance you might get mad when you see Jackie flirting with another man?"
"If I do, I'll leave; but I don't think that will happen."
"Do you think you'd enjoy doing this?"
"Yes, very much."
"I thought that might be the case. Ever since we saw the building trade show on the Civic Center schedule a month ago; Jackie, Nattie and I have been planning on going to the Goldenrod tonight. After everything that happened yesterday, Jackie was going to cancel so she could be home with you. I suggested that instead of doing that we should try to include you. I thought it might me a nice way to introduce you to being a cuckold."
"It will allow me to watch without anyone but Jackie and Nattie knowing who I am."
"That's what I thought too."
"Connie, what about you? If you babysit; you won't get to go."
"Of course I'll get to go. Cowboy, there are going to be plenty of men at the Goldenrod tonight. For many of them, this is their big chance to be bachelors for a day or two. Unless they get lucky, most of them won't be going back to their hotel rooms until after the bar closes. It won't take my daughters long to find a couple of interested, good looking men. I'm sure you'll be home by 8:30. When you arrive I'll be ready to go. I'll be in the bar at the Goldenrod by 9:00."
"But you won't be able to go with Nattie and Jackie."
"Artie honey, this isn't exactly a group activity."
Smiling, I said; "No, I suppose it isn't."
"Of course it can be a group activity, but when it is I have a strong preference for a group made up exclusively of good looking men."
I gasped.
Connie laughed. "Gotcha there, didn't I Cowboy."
Chuckling, I said; "Yes Connie, you did." And then I quickly added; "No matter what, I appreciate your willingness to babysit so that I can go."
"Don't worry Cowboy, you'll make it up to me. There are going to be lots of other nights and I guarantee you that you'll be doing more than your share of the babysitting."
Chuckling, I said; "Yes Connie, I do believe that's true."
"Okay Cowboy, it's decision time. Do you want to be a real cuckboy? Are you ready to sit in a bar and watch your wife hook up with another man so they can have a private party in his hotel room?"
My stomach suddenly felt like it was filled with a swarm of butterflies. The cause was a mixture of anxiety and excitement. While I'd seen Jackie with Ron the day before, it had been a surprise and I'd been allowed to freely vent my emotions. This time it wasn't going to be a surprise and I was expected to be discreet and maintain control of my emotions the entire time I was observing. While I wasn't actually going to be watching them do the dirty deed, I'd be well aware that I was witnessing the prelude to it.
Both scared and unbelievably aroused, I took a long slow breath.
Recognizing my disquiet Connie asked; "Are you nervous about this Artie?" Her voice was soft and soothing.
"Yes Connie, I am."
"There will always be other times. I can call Jackie and tell her you're not going to be there. My guess is that if I do that she'll come straight home from work. Artie honey, she really does love you."
Connie's words reassured me. I answered, "She does, doesn't she."
"Yes she does and if it matters to you, so do I and I'm certain Nattie does too. Artie, all three of us understand that you're going to have to adjust to this new lifestyle slowly. I may have already pushed you too hard today. No one will be upset if you decide to wait."
As I listened to Connie I realized that I didn't want to wait. For the first time I was being invited into Jackie's secret life, a life that I desperately wanted her to share with me. If I declined this invitation because of a little apprehension, I knew that I'd spend the rest of the evening regretting it.
Taking another deep breath, I said; "No Connie, I would very much like to sit in the bar and watch. Please don't cancel this."
Laughing, Connie said; "There's the cowboy spirit. It's going to be fun and I'm sure that when Jackie gets home she'll have some very fun games to play with you."
"Will she be out late?"
"Artie, since you've been married she's done this a number of times. Has she ever been out late?"
"No not really."
"Jackie will get to the bar at 6:00. She won't waste any time. By 6:30 she'll be paired up with a guy and by 7:00 they'll be on their way to his hotel room. She'll spend a couple of hours with him and then she'll come home. I'll be surprised if she's not home by 10:00"
"This really has happened before?"
"Many times." Connie paused and then she asked; "Does that bother you Artie?"
"I guess a little. Like I said earlier, I suspect that as I learn more about Jackie's other life there will be moments when I'm bothered. I think I understand and I've already chosen to forgive her so I'm just going to have to get through it."
"Artie, you really are a special man and I promise you that Jackie, Nattie and I are all going to do our best to make your life wonderful." She giggled. "Of course part of that may involve making your life miserable."
My entire body shivered with excitement.
Quickly changing the subject, Connie said; "Artie it's already 4:30. We don't have much time. The Goldenrod is a businessman's bar. You'll need to dress appropriately. Wear your blue blazer, gray slacks, a dress shirt and a necktie."
"Okay."
"What do you have planned for dinner for the girls?"
"I have some macaroni and cheese, a pound of hamburger and some frozen green beans. I was planning to fry four hamburgers."
"Go change your clothes. I'll be there in a half an hour. I'll make dinner for the girls."
Connie ended the call.
As I set the telephone back on its cradle, my entire body was shivering with excitement.
After hanging up the telephone I turned to the girls and explained that I was going out to meet their mother and Grandma Connie was coming over to stay with them. That made them smile. They loved spending time with their grandmother.
Just as I was about to leave for the bedroom to change my clothes, the telephone rang again. I picked it up.
"Hi Cowboy."
"Hi Jackie, I gather that your mother called you."
"She did. Apparently the two of you had quite a conversation."
"Yes we did."
"Are you okay Artie. She wasn't too intrusive was she?"
"Well I wouldn't exactly say that she wasn't intrusive, but..."
"Artie, I'm sorry, I shouldn't have let her call you."
"No Jackie, it was okay. While I was a little amazed at first, I like your mom and I think she likes me."
"She does Artie. She thinks the sun rises and sets for you."
"I'm not so sure that's true, I mean she calls me cuckboy."
"It is true Artie, my mom adores you. As far as that other stuff goes, she loves any kind of kinky sex and she wants you to be happy. She's also hoping that this is a way we can stay together."
"As far as I'm concerned she doesn't have anything to worry about there."
"Is that true Artie?"
"Yes, of course it is. I thought we settled that last night."
"We did, but I still worry. I'm the one who was lying and cheating."
"Are you done lying and cheating?"
"Yes, absolutely."
"Then you have nothing to worry about."
"Really?"
"Yes, I love you. Even though you lied to me I still want to spend the rest of my life with you. Because of that I decided that my only reasonable course of action was to forgive you and move on"
"Artie, I was so lucky to find you."
"Jackie, I was lucky to find you too."
"Do you still believe that Artie?"
"Hell yes, how many husbands get a chance to be a cowboy."
Jackie laughed. "I suspect the number is a lot higher than most people think it is, but most of those husbands don't know about it."
"From what I've read on the cuckold web sites, I'm fairly certain that the number of husbands who not only know about it, but like it might also be a lot higher than most people think it is."
"Well I'm just happy to find out that there's one and he's my husband."
"Your husband's pretty happy about that too."
"Artie, what about tonight? We don't have to do this. I would love to come home and spend the evening with you."
"And pass up the chance to spend a couple of hot hours partying with a big cocked stallion in his hotel room?"
"Artie!"
"Artie what? Are you trying to tell me that you wouldn't enjoy doing that?"
"Of course I would, but tonight you're more important. Tonight all I care about is you."
"Thank you, but tonight I'd like to be a cuckold, a knowing cuckold."
"Artie, are you sure about that?"
"Jackie, I'm so excited right now that I can't concentrate on anything other than what's going to happen tonight. Please tell me you'll do it."
"Please? Artie are you begging me to party with another man tonight?"
"Yes, I guess I am."
"Artie that is so hot." Jackie paused for a moment and then she asked, "Sweetheart, are you sure you're ready for this? I don't want to hurt you."



"Why? What do you mean?"
"When my mother, my sister and I go man hunting..."
"Man hunting?"
"That's what we call it when we go out looking for hot guys."
"Okay, so tonight you're going man hunting."
"Yes and when we do that we dress a little more provocatively than what you're used to seeing. We wear a lot more makeup and I..." Jackie hesitated.
I waited.
After a moment she said; "Artie, please don't get mad when I tell you this, but I have several dresses that you've never seen."
"Where do you keep them?"
"At my mom's"
"Would you wear them for me someday? I'd really like to see them."
"Of course I'll wear them for you. I'd love to wear them for you. The only reason I didn't do it before was because they're rather risqué and I was trying to hide that part of my life from you."
"I understand."
"I'll be wearing one of them tonight at the Goldenrod, but Artie..." Jackie's voice trailed off. She was clearly concerned about something.
As gently as possible, I said; "It's all right, I promise I won't get mad."
"I'm not worried that you'll be mad, I just feel bad."
"Why?"
"Because the first time you see me in one of these dresses I'll be wearing it for another man."
Despite my frank conversations with Jackie the previous evening and Connie earlier that afternoon I was still feeling reticent about revealing the full depth of my submissive cuckold desires. Jackie's words were like a match, a match that ignited a fire inside me. Suddenly overwhelmed by a surge of masochistic fervor, I impetuously said; "Ms. Conners I hope that every time I see you in one of those dresses you'll be wearing it for another man."
Jackie was silent. Several seconds passed. I began to worry that I'd gone too far. I was afraid that Jackie was revolted by my perverted urges. In an effort to cover my gaff and recover some of my dignity, I laughed and said; "That was a poor attempt at a joke."
Jackie said; "That was a joke? Oh, I see." The disappointment in her voice was unmistakable.
Comprehending that I'd misinterpreted her silence I tried to backtrack again. "No, I ah...It was...I was only saying that because..." Realizing that my attempt to cover this double gaff was sounding ridiculous I resorted to the truth. "Jackie, I'm sorry. This is still hard for me. When you didn't respond, I thought you were disgusted by what I said. I was embarrassed so I pretended it was a joke."
Laughing, Jackie said; "Artie this is clearly going to take time, patience and trust. I love you. I think you're the most wonderful man in the entire world. I don't believe that you could ever do anything that would disgust me. When you told me you hoped that when you saw me in my secret dresses I'd always be wearing them for other men I got so excited that I nearly had an orgasm. Sweetheart, you don't have to be ashamed about your fantasies, at least not with me. They excite me just as much as they do you."
"Really?"
"Yes; Artie, I'm so excited about tonight. Having you actually sitting there watching me while I..." Jackie stopped. After a moment she asked; "Sweetheart, are you sure you're going to be able to handle this?"
"I think so, why are you asking?"
"Even for a woman, picking up a guy in a bar for sex takes some effort."
"It does? I mean I know it does for men, but you're a beautiful woman. I assumed that guys would be fighting for a chance to get together with you."
"That may be true, but I like to be a little selective about the guys who fuck me."
"Yes, I imagine you do."
"And when I do find a guy that interests me I can't just walk up to him and say; Hey baby, you're cute. Wanna fuck me."
Laughing, I said; "No, I don't suppose you can."
Jackie laughed too and said; "At least not with a guy who I'd consider fuckable."
"Fuckable? Is that a word?"
"I think so, at least for a lot of women it is."
"I've never heard it before."
"That's because you're a man. For most men it's not relevant because most men think every woman is..."
Both of us started laughing as we said the word in unison; "Fuckable."
After a moment Jackie stopped laughing and said; "Artie, I'm still worried."
"Why?"
"Once I've selected my man I'll entice him to join me at my table."
"How will you do that?"
"That's the easy part. I'll stare at him. When he notices me looking at him I'll smile and maybe lick my lips. That's usually all it takes."
"What if he doesn't pick up on it?"
"If that happens he's not the man I'm looking for. Artie when I go man hunting I'm looking for confident, self-assured, assertive men. Those men don't require much encouragement."
"No I don't suppose they do.
"After he sits down at the table I'll take some time to get to know him. I'll want to make sure that he's pleasant enough that I can stand spending a couple of hours with him. Most of the time we're together we'll be playing, but we will have to spend a little time talking."
"What do you do if he turns out to be a real dork?"
"First I'll try gradually moving farther and farther away from him. At the same time I'll become aloof and disinterested in his conversation. I'll also start looking at other guys in the room. That almost always works. The guy usually gets the message and leaves. If it doesn't, I'll excuse myself and go to the lady's room. When I return I won't sit down, instead I'll thank him for the pleasant conversation and tell him that I'd like to spend some time at the bar getting to know some of the other guys and then I'll leave. If he follows me to the bar I'll keep moving away from him. I hate to do that and it almost never happens, but Artie, I'm not going to let a complete creep fuck me just because I feel obligated to be polite."
"What about your mother and sister? Aren't they usually sitting at the table with you?"
"Only for one drink; once we start man hunting seriously, we scatter. It's much easier to meet a guy when you're alone."
"What happens when you do decide you like the guy?"
"That's when the fun starts and it's also what I'm mostly worried about tonight."
"Why?"
"While I begin flirting with the guy as soon as he sits down; once I've decided that I want to let him do me, I become much more aggressive about it. Rather than move away from him I'll move my chair closer and closer to him. I'll hang on every word he says. I'll also start touching him. All guys respond to that. It won't be long before he has his arm around me and I'm snuggling up to him. After I'm cuddled up to him I'll start rubbing the inside of his thigh. While I'm doing that, I'll occasionally brush my fingers across his stiffening cock."
"Wow!"
"Artie, it is hot, but when you're actually seeing it will you be able to handle it?"
"I think I will."
"He may kiss me. He might even cup my breast with his hand."
"In the middle of a crowded bar?"
"Nobody's going to complain. The Goldenrod isn't a family restaurant. They cater to out of town businessmen. The other guys in the bar are all going to be envious of the guy who's with me. Once in a while one of the other guys will make a crack like, get a room. If that happens, we'll either ignore it or take it as our cue to leave for his hotel."
"What about the restaurant management, won't they complain?"
"Not really. If it gets too hot the bar maid might tell us to cool it, but like I said, the Goldenrod isn't a family restaurant. The management actually thinks it's good for business. Usually when my mom, Nattie and I show up there they buy us our first drink."
"That's amazing, who owns The Goldenrod?"
"A big black guy, his name is Reggie Diamond. He also owns a strip club called The Black Knight."
"It's on the edge of downtown. I've been there."
"Artie, when did you go to a strip club?"
"When I turned twenty-one. The guys in my dorm took me there. It was right before we started going out."
"You never told me about that."
"It never came up. I didn't think it was that big a deal. Lots of guys go to strip clubs when they turn twenty-one. Are you mad at me because I did it?"
"Artie, wouldn't that would be a little hypocritical? The night you went to the strip club some fraternity guy was probably fucking me."
"Now that's an exciting idea."
"Artie, you're incorrigible."
"What can I say? I'm a natural born cuckold. I'd rather watch you give another guy a lap dance, then get one myself."
"Is that true Artie?"
Suddenly embarrassed by the frankness of my admission I stammered, "I ah, well..."
"Artie, I'm sorry. Please don't be embarrassed. I think that's unbelievably exciting. It's just that while I love your attitude, it's going to take me some time before I fully comprehend it. I think one of the reasons were so good together is that in many ways we're complete opposites. I love getting direct physical pleasure. You enjoy denying yourself pleasure. I have some sadistic tendencies, yours are masochistic. You enjoy being submissive, I like to be in control. I'm sexually aggressive, you're more passive. Artie, neither of us is right and neither of us is wrong, we're just different and because we're different there may be times when it's going to be difficult for us to understand each other's perspective."
"That's incredibly insightful. Jackie, I'm always amazed at how smart you are."
"Thank you Artie, that's a nice compliment."
"I meant it."
"I know you did." Jackie paused for a moment and then she said; "You're going to be just fine tonight, aren't you Artie."
"I think this may turn out to be one of the most sexually exciting experiences I've ever had. It's certainly going to beat the hell out of getting a lap dance at a strip club."
Laughing, Jackie asked, "Artie have you changed your clothes?"
"Not yet, I was going to do that when you called."
"I still have to go to my mothers and change so we'd better get going. I'll see you at the Goldenrod."
"I'm looking forward to it."
"Artie, parking is difficult around the Goldenrod, so use their valet parking."
"Jackie, I'm a teacher. I can't afford valet parking."
"Artie, you're a teacher who's married to a successful attorney. We can afford valet parking."
"I don't know how to do it."
"Pull up to the front door of the restaurant. A man will open your car door and ask you if you want to use valet parking. At the Goldenrod it costs five dollars. Pay him as you get out of the car. He'll give you a claim check. When you're settling your bill in the bar, give the waitress your claim check. If you do that your car will be waiting for you when you come out of the restaurant. Have a five dollar bill your hand. As you walk by the valet, slip it into his hand."
"Jackie we certainly lead different lives now."
"Artie, I'm very successful and I owe much of that success to you. There shouldn't be any disparity in our lifestyles. I'm afraid that there has been some and that's inexcusable. I'm sorry about that Artie. I promise that I'm going to do my best to make it up to you."
"Thanks Jackie, I appreciate that, but I'm a pretty simple guy. I'm happy with my life style and Ms. Conners, since you are my superior; I think a little disparity in our life styles is appropriate."
Jackie gasped and then she whispered, "Artie, my pussy just gushed."
I laughed. "I'm pretty excited too."
"Artie, I know you masturbate, especially on nights when I'm out."
"How..."
"Sometimes when we're getting ready for bed I've noticed bits of dried tissue stuck to the tip of your penis."
"Jackie, I'm sorry; I don't know what to say."
"Artie, you don't have to say anything, you don't have to be embarrassed and you certainly don't have to apologize. I masturbate too."
"You do?"
"Of course, why wouldn't I? It's free and it feels good. Also if anyone needs to apologize it's me. I should have been paying more attention to your needs. I promise you, in the future I intend to rectify that."
"Jackie, I'm not sure I want..."
"Artie, we can still play games with denial. Even if I limit the times you get to fuck me or get blow jobs, we can still have fun. Maybe I'll make you masturbate for me while I tell you about my dates."
A jolt of excitement rippled through my body. "Jackie that would be wonderful. Could we do that when you get home tonight?"
"Why do you think I brought it up? Imagine how much fun it will be if I sit on your face and tell you all about my date while you jack off."
"Will you sit on my face, even after another man's..."
"Fucked me? Yes, but you don't have to worry; I won't be messy."
"You won't?"
"No Artie I won't. I won't know anything about the man I'm going to be with tonight. Because of that he's going to have to use condoms."
"Oh."
"You sound disappointed."
"I...well...It's just that..."
"Artie, STD's are a serious issue."
"Yesterday Ron wasn't wearing a condom."
"Yes, is suppose you did notice that. Artie, I know Ron. He's married to a sexually conservative woman who he loves. He's even more careful about STD's than I am and I'm extremely careful about them. Because I know that, I'll let him do me bareback."
"I see."
"Artie, I was going to tell you this after I got home tonight, but since it's come up, I'll tell you now. I called Ron today. If it's all right with you we're planning to get together at our house on Saturday. He's going to tell his wife that he's playing golf."
"What about the girls?"
"My mother is going to take them to the movies. If you'd like to you could go with them, but you could also stay at home."
"And be there while Ron is there?"
"Yes."
"What would I do?"
"Right now he believes that I've convinced you to have an open marriage. He actually envy's you. He wishes that he and his wife could have an open marriage, but he's afraid to even discuss it with her. That means you'll be free to stay in your basement office bedroom or if you choose, walk around the house. After all, it is your residence. In either case, you won't have to worry about being embarrassed about Ron's opinion of you because you know what's going on in the bedroom. He'd love to have the same marital situation he thinks you have."
Jackie paused. After a moment she said; "There is another choice."
"What is it?"
"Right now Ron is so grateful that you're not going to name him in a divorce suit that I think we could get him to do anything we asked him to do. Artie, if you really would like to watch, this might be the best chance we'll ever have to make that happen. Of course, if we decide to do that we're going to have to tell him the truth."
"I don't know Jackie. I'm not sure I'm ready to do that yet."
"You don't have to decide right now. We can talk about it more over the next few days. However, no matter what you decide about watching, I do think you should seriously consider staying home on Saturday. If you do, as soon as Ron leaves I promise you that I'll make you come into my bedroom and lick my just fucked pussy. Cuckboy, this coming Saturday you have a chance to eat you're very first fresh cream pie."
I gasped.
Jackie giggled. "Cowboy, I told you I was going to start taking better care of you."
"Jackie, I..."
"You don't have to say anything Artie. Now go change your clothes. I'll see you at the Goldenrod in about an hour."
"I love you Jackie."
"I love you too Cowboy and no matter what you see me do tonight, please don't forget that."
"I won't."
Jackie ended the call. I put the telephone back on its cradle and hurried into the bedroom to change my clothes.
After a quick shower I took my blue blazer and gray slacks out of my closet. I usually wore a golf shirt and khaki slacks to work, so the blazer, gray slacks, dress shirt and neck tie were generally reserved for funerals and weddings.
I was just slipping into my loafers when I heard Connie come into the kitchen. Leaving my blazer and necktie on the bed, I hurried to the kitchen to greet her.
At 53 Connie Reid was still a strikingly beautiful woman. That evening she wore her long dark brown hair pulled back in a ponytail. Her snug fitting cropped tee shirt and skin tight hip hugger jeans accentuated her voluptuous figure. Her spike heeled patent leather pumps and the gold chain she wore around her right ankle added an unmistakable aura of sexuality to her already exotic persona.
The girls were still seated at the kitchen table. Connie was standing next to them. She was admiring their coloring projects.
As soon as she heard me enter the kitchen Connie turned and smiled at me. "Hey Cowboy."
I smiled back.
Cassandra asked, "Grandma why did you just call daddy Cowboy?"
"I like your daddy. Cowboy is my new pet name for him."
Monica set her crayon down and asked; "What's a pet name Grandma?"
Connie answered, "Sometimes we give special names to the people we really like. We call those names pet names."
"Can we call daddy Cowboy too?"
"You already have a pet name for your daddy. You call him daddy. I think you should keep using that one."
"Okay." Clearly satisfied with this explanation, Monica picked up her crayon and started coloring again.
Looking at me, Connie said; "You clean up pretty nice."
"Thanks, I guess it's a special occasion."
"I'm glad you feel that way. Are you excited?"
After considering Connie's question for a moment, I said; "Yes I am, but I'm a little nervous too."
"We don't have to do this tonight. I can call Jackie. She'll come straight home. She's nervous too. Artie she really does love you and she wants to avoid doing anything that might hurt you."
"I know and that helps. No, earlier today you suggested that this is a good first step. I agree with you. I want to do it."
"All right then, it's time. Let's get your coat and tie and get you on your way. We don't want you to be late for the show."
Connie followed me to the bedroom. When I picked up my tie she took it from me and said, "Why don't you let me do that."
"I can tie my tie."
"I'm sure you can, but tonight is special. Tonight you're going to become my daughters willing cuckold. I understand that it might be a little scary for you, so I want to be certain that you know just how much Jackie, Nattie and I care about you."
She pulled the collar of my shirt up and slipped the tie around my neck. As she began tying it, she said; "Just before I married Gary Conners I took a job as a receptionist for a local insurance agency. It wasn't the agency were I work now. My boss and I developed a very close relationship. Every morning we spent a little quality time together in his office. When we were finished I always retied his necktie for him."
"Did you keep spending quality time with your boss after you got married?"
Connie paused for a moment and then she sighed and said; "Yes Artie I did. Frankly, I never even considered stopping. I didn't see any reason to do that. Mark, that was my boss, meant nothing to me. He was just fun. I hope you can understand that. The other men were never a threat to Gary and the other men in Jackie's life will never be a threat to you."
Connie resumed working on my tie.
"I gather that Gary couldn't understand that."
"No he couldn't. I attempted to explain it to him, but he had too much pride. He wouldn't even try to understand."
After tightening the knot, Connie pulled my collar back down. As she was straightening it, she said; "There, you look great."
I smiled. Connie walked over to the bed, picked up my blazer and handed it to me. While I was putting it on, she said, "I think you should bring your Kindle."
"My Kindle, why? Connie, I'm going to be much too excited to read."
"I know, but it will make a good cover. No one will pay any attention to you. You'll just be a reserved businessman reading while he has a cocktail after a busy day."
Understanding immediately, I said; "That's a good idea."



Connie picked up my Kindle from the table next to my side of the bed. After handing it to me she took my other hand and said; "Come on Cowboy, it's time for you to go."
She led me to the kitchen. The girls were still coloring. I kissed each of them and said, "Good bye."
Connie walked me to the door to the garage. While she straightened my jacket, she said; "Have fun tonight Cowboy and remember, you're the only man Jackie loves. Are you excited?"
"Yes, I'm so excited I can barely think."
"Good." She kissed my cheek. "Now get going, you don't want to miss this show."
As I turned to go into the garage I took a quick glance back at the clock on the wall above the sink. It was 5:30.
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I hadn't eaten since lunch. While I was too excited to actually be hungry, I realized that not eating would be a mistake. Wanting to avoid the distraction of ordering and eating dinner at The Goldenrod, I opted to pick up a cheese burger and a Coke from a drive through at a fast food hamburger restaurant.
The cheese burger and Coke were both gone by the time I reached the edge of downtown. As I passed the Civic Center I saw the signs advertising the building trades show and smiled. For the rest of my life a trade show would have an entirely new meaning for me.
A block ahead on the right I saw the sign for the Goldenrod Supper Club. Jackie had been correct; parking in this area of downtown was virtually nonexistent. I pulled up to the curb in front of the restaurant and stopped. A young man wearing a blue windbreaker with the logo "Goldenrod Valet" on the back hurried around the front end of my car. I opened my door.
He held it open and said; "Good evening sir, welcome to The Goldenrod. May I take care of your car for you?"
Leaving the keys in the ignition, I picked up my Kindle and got out my car. The young man handed me a claim ticket. Thankful that Jackie had briefed me on the appropriate routine, I handed him a five dollar bill.
As I walked up the sidewalk a doorman opened one of the heavy double oak doors to the restaurant and said; "Good evening sir, welcome to the Goldenrod. My name is John. When you're ready to leave, give that claim check to your server. We'll have your car waiting for you when you come out."
As I walked passed him, I said; "Thank you John." I was feeling quite sophisticated.
The decor of The Goldenrod was extravagant. Actually flamboyant or even garish might be more accurate descriptions. The floor of the entrance hall was covered with a thick red carpet. Large gilt framed mirrors hung on each side wall and a crystal chandelier was suspended from the ceiling in the center of the hall.
On my left I passed a coat check room. I didn't have a coat. It was early November. While it was chilly, my blazer was still adequate protection against the cold.
There was a maître D station at the opposite end of the hall. A man dressed in a black dinner jacket was standing next to it. On either side of him there were two large open doorways. The one on his right was quiet, the doorway to his left echoed with the buzz of conversation and the clink of glasses. I assumed that the door on his right led to the dining room and the door on his left led to the cocktail lounge.
The maître D stepped forward. "Good evening sir, welcome to the Goldenrod. Are you having dinner with us this evening?"
I glanced through the door on the Maître D's left. I was correct, it was the bar. Smiling at him, I said; "No thank you, I'm just going to go in here and have a drink."
"Very good sir, enjoy yourself."
I nodded to him and walked into the bar.
The bar at The Goldenrod was impressive. Considering the clientele they were trying to attract that wasn't a surprise. It was a large room, at least sixty feet by forty feet. The entire length of the wall opposite the entrance was taken up by an ornate oak bar. A series of shelves extending from the bar level to just below the ceiling took up the wall behind the bar. The shelves were filled with an extensive selection of liquors. The rest of the space in the room was occupied by sixteen square tables with four chairs each.
About two dozen men all dressed in suits or sport jackets were standing by the bar in clusters of four or five. Another three groups of men were seated at the tables. One of the groups was quite large. In order to accommodate everyone in their party they'd pushed two of the tables together.
Two tables were occupied by women, one group of three and another group of two. None of the women were wearing business suits. Instead, they were all wearing cocktail dresses; dresses that were more suitable for a date then a business meeting. I suspected that they were here for the same reason as my wife and her sister.
There was an unoccupied table in the back corner of the bar that afforded an unobstructed view of the entire room. I walked back to it, sat down, opened my Kindle and turned it on. Connie had given me good advice. The Kindle provided me with an unobtrusive facade that would allow me to observe the activities in the bar without drawing undo attention to myself.
While I was getting settled a striking, middle aged blond made her way to my table. Dressed in a black miniskirt, thigh high nylon stockings, spike heeled pumps and a low cut tight white blouse that just barely contained her ample breasts; she was the sexiest cocktail waitress I'd ever encountered.
"Hi sweetie, I'm Traci. What's your name?"
"I'm Artie."
"Hi Artie; why are you hiding back here in the corner?"
"I don't know, I guess I'm just shy."
Traci smiled at me. It was an irresistible smile so filled with warmth that it could melt an iceberg. "I love shy men."
Unable to come up with a reasonable response I simply smiled back at her.
Traci laughed. "You really are shy. Artie, I think I'm already in love with you." She leaned over giving me an unobstructed view of the small portion of her breasts that had been previously concealed by her skimpy blouse and said; "What can I get you from the bar?"
Grinning, I answered; "I'd like a Heineken."
"Sweetheart, I know just where to get one. I'll be right back."
Traci turned. As she walked away my attention was momentarily focused on her gorgeous rear end, but then I glanced at the entrance to the bar and saw my sister-in-law. She was standing in the doorway surveying the room.
A second later Jackie joined her. I stared at her in amazement. While Jackie had warned me that on these evenings she adopted a persona that was a little more daring than usual, I wasn't prepared for what I saw. Both women radiated sexuality.
Jackie's shoulder length light brown hair was combed back and draped loosely along the left side of her face and neck. Her mascara and eye shadow were thick and dark, her lips heavily rouged.
The bright red cocktail dress she was wearing was tight and low cut, so low cut that I was afraid her large breasts might pop free at any moment. The dress was also shockingly short. I could actually see the lace tops of her thigh high stockings and the stays of her garter belt. Amazed, I stared at those stays. My wife was wearing a garter belt. I didn't even know that she owned a garter belt.
I wasn't surprised to see that Jackie was wearing black patent leather pumps with at least five inch heels, I'd expected those. Jackie has always loved sexy shoes. The silver bracelet she was wearing on her right ankle did surprise me. I'd read enough stories on the cuckold web sites to understand the significance of that fashion choice.
Even more surprising was the silver, jewel encrusted choker Jackie wore around her neck. Like the dress, garter belt and anklet; I'd never seen it before. I assumed that it had to be high quality costume jewelry. If it wasn't, it must have cost a fortune.
Nattie was dressed in a similar fashion. Her hair was a much darker shade of brown than Jackie's, but it was about the same length and this evening she also wore it combed back and draped casually along the left side of her face and neck. While her cocktail dress was a rich shade of magenta rather than red, it was every bit as short and low cut as Jackie's dress.
Nattie was also wearing a garter belt, stockings and a bracelet on her right ankle, although her bracelet was gold rather than silver. She was wearing a necklace too, but it was a simple string of pearls rather than the dazzling, jewel encrusted choker that my wife wore.
I took a quick glance around the room. Every man at the bar was watching my wife and her sister. I felt a momentary sense of pride. It was quickly replaced by a feeling of cuckold angst when I remembered that one of these men would later take my wife back to his hotel room where he would enjoy all the pleasures her body has to offer while I wait patiently for her to return home.
My distress grew when I remembered that when Jackie did return home the only pleasure I'd be allowed would be to masturbate like a teen aged boy while she taunted and teased me about the ecstasy she'd just experienced in the arms of another man.
Of course I was a masochistic, submissive cuckold, so my distress almost immediately turned into intense arousal.
I also knew that the only reason Jackie was going deny me the pleasures enjoyed by the other man was because it was part of a game we were playing, a game both of us found unbelievably exciting.
After a quick survey of the room Jackie and Nattie walked over to a table only two away from mine. While I desperately wanted to smile at them, I didn't. I knew it was forbidden. Instead I covertly watched them from behind the facade of my Kindle.
As Jackie and Nattie sat down they both winked at me. My heart soared. Continuing to pretend that I was reading my Kindle I smiled at them. They both winked again.
I noticed that the chair Jackie had chosen was directly opposite from mine. She was facing me. Nattie was seated on Jackie's left, which meant that her back was to the bar. This puzzled me, especially Nattie's position. I thought that both of them would have situated themselves so that they could easily watch the men at the bar.
As I was considering this, Traci arrived with my beer. She set a pilsner glass in front of me, poured the bottle of Heineken into it and said; "There you are cutie."
I smiled at her and said; "Thank you." And then not being familiar with how things worked in a bar like The Goldenrod, I naively asked, "How much do I owe you?"
"Honey, a Heineken is four dollars, but I started a tab for you. You can settle with me when you're ready to leave."
I nodded.
"But if you'd like, you can tip me right now." Traci raised her skirt, exposing her garter belt and thong panties. Several dollar bills were tucked under the straps of her garter belt. Understanding immediately, I took out my money clip, peeled off a dollar bill and nervously slipped it under her closest garter strap.
As soon as I was finished Traci winked at me and said, "Thanks Cutie, I'll check back in a little while to see how you're doing."
She turned; while she was walking away I glanced at Jackie and Nattie. They were both giggling.
Traci went directly to their table. "Hi Jackie, Hi Nattie; I thought I might see you tonight. Where's Connie? She never misses the opening night of a trade show. I hope she's okay."
Both Jackie and Nattie smiled at her. Nattie said; "Our mom is fine. She had some business she had to take care of. She'll be here little later. I came early because I wanted to visit with Jackie for a few minutes."
Jackie said; "I can't stay late."
Traci nodded. "I know, you have to get home to your husband." Then giggling she asked, "Does he enjoy slippery seconds."
Looking at Traci with mock indignation, Jackie said; "Traci Dylan, you know very well that I always make the men I meet here wear condoms."
Traci grinned. "Oh I know that. I was just trying to find out if your husband knew what you were really doing tonight."
Jackie looked at me. I knew what she was asking. A little thrill rippled through my loins. This was an opportunity to take another baby step. I slowly nodded.
Smiling, Jackie turned to Traci and said; "Would it shock you if I told you that he knows exactly what I'm going to do tonight?"
"Are you telling me that you have an open marriage?"
"Nope, it's only half open; I'm the only one who gets to fool around."
Traci smiled. "It not only doesn't shock me, it makes me like you even more. I happen to have a several close friends who enjoy that lifestyle. Honestly, I wish I could find a sweet guy who'd like to be my cuckold."
Nattie laughed. "Join the club. My mom and I would both love that too. I can't begin to tell you how much we envy Jackie."
"Is her husband a sweetie?"
"The absolute sweetest."
I glanced at Jackie. She was grinning. She was also intently watching me out of the corner of her eye.
Traci said, "Every cuckold I've ever met is a sweetheart. I'd love to meet your husband. The next time there's a trade show, why don't you bring him with you. I'll bet he'd love to watch and I promise you that I'll take very good care of him."
Jackie looked at me again and again I knew exactly what she was asking. The previous evening she'd made it clear that she wanted people to know that I was her submissive husband and her cuckold. Eventually I wanted that too, I just needed a little time to get used to the idea before we announced it to the world. Traci seemed like a nice person and she said that she had friends who enjoyed the lifestyle, so this seemed like a good opportunity to take another baby step. While I did realize that there was a chance for embarrassment, I didn't actually know anyone here but Jackie and Nattie, so if the situation did become unpleasant I could always leave. Taking a deep breath, I looked directly at Jackie and nodded.
Jackie turned to Traci and said, "Will you promise to be discreet? He's kind of shy about this."
Nodding, Traci said; "I understand. Don't worry; I used to be a pro. For me, discretion is a well-established habit."
"Okay, we'll trust you. My husband is here tonight. You just served him a beer."
Traci looked at me and then back at Jackie. "Cutie is your husband?"
Nattie said, "He sure is."
Laughing, Traci said; "I stand by my previous statement. Every cuckold I've ever met is a sweetheart."
Jackie and Nattie both laughed. Behind my Kindle I was blushing.
Concerned that we'd just created a disturbance all four of us looked around the bar. Several men were watching us, but it was immediately apparent that their attention was focused on Jackie, Nattie and Traci and that interest was purely prurient.
Traci sat down in the chair to Jackie's right. It put her in a position that allowed her to talk to Jackie and Nattie while still including me in the conversation. In a conspiratorial tone of voice she asked, "Okay, so how is this going to go down?"
Nattie looked at me and then she turned to Traci and said; "Actually we do have a plan."
Traci asked, "What is it?"
Jackie said, "Originally we were just going to do what we usually do when we're here and let Artie watch. On the way over here we realized that we had another option and we decided that it's a better plan."
"Tell me." Traci was all ears.
Jackie said, "Our concern is that our little cutie is new at this. In fact this is his very first time watching."
"Really? You've been coming in here for several years and you've always told me that you were married."
Jackie quietly answered, "Yes, well Artie only recently learned about my interest in other men."
Raising her eyebrows, Traci said, "In deed."
Jackie nodded. "Yes, I was afraid that if my sweetie learned the truth about me he'd leave. As it turns out, when he did learn the truth he understood. In fact I was shocked to discover that he actually found the situation exciting."
"How did he find out?"
"He came home unexpectedly and caught me in bed with another man."
"That had to be traumatic for him."
"It was."
"How long ago did it happen?"
"Yesterday."
"And he's here tonight? Shit you guys are made for each other." Traci looked at me.
I flashed a chagrined smile and shrugged.
Laughing, she said; "I love you guys, please let me party with you."
Nattie said, "We'd love to do that, but right now Artie is our primary concern. We want to include him in our fun but we also want to protect him and we really want to avoid pushing him into a situation where he's going to be hurt or embarrassed."
"You said you had a plan for tonight. What is it?"
"I'm not interested in picking up a guy until Connie gets here, so we thought that maybe I should sit with Artie and give him a little encouragement while Jackie's hooking up."
Traci nodded. "That's a good idea. Can I help too?"
Jackie asked, "What did you have in mind?"
"I have to work, but the bar's not actually all that busy, so I will have a little free time. I thought that maybe I could occasionally stop by and give Artie a little physical stimulation."
"I think he might like that, but I have to warn you. You need to be careful." Jackie was smiling at me.
"You're telling me that he has a tendency to cum quickly?"
"Yes, especially when he's excited."
Grinning, Traci said; "That also seems to be a common trait of most cuckolds."
"That may be one of the reasons they become cuckolds." Nattie was grinning too, so was Jackie. I was once again blushing behind my Kindle.
Jackie looked at Nattie and said; "I think we should get started."
Nattie nodded. "Have you seen anyone that interests you?"
"Not yet, but I really haven't started looking. I've been a little preoccupied."
"Okay, it's time for you to get focused and start shopping." Nattie stood up.
Jackie laughed, "I love to shop." And then she turned her chair so that she was in a better position to peruse the men standing at the bar while still being able to watch me out of the corner of her eye.
Traci stood up. "Jackie, can I bring you a glass of pinot grigio?"
Smiling, Jackie said; "That is the beverage of choice for discriminating shoppers. Thank you, I'd like that."
"How about you Nattie? Same thing?"
"Yes please."
Nattie turned to me. "Hey Cowboy, how's your beer?"
I glanced at the glass in front of me. I'd taken one sip. "I'm fine."
Looking at Nattie, Traci asked, "Cowboy?"
Jackie turned and said, "That's our new pet name for him. In private we use cuckboy, but in public Cowboy is a little more acceptable."
Traci laughed. "I love it." And then she turned and hurried over to the bar.
Nattie walked over to my table and sat down in the chair on my immediate left. This allowed her to keep an eye on both Jackie and the men at the bar while she was talking to me. As she was sitting down she said; "I hope you don't mind a little company."
Setting my Kindle down, I said; "No, in fact I think your company will be reassuring."
"That's what we thought too, and I can't think of anything I'd rather do right now than reassure you."
Suddenly, I felt Nattie's hand on my leg. I looked at her.
She smiled and began massaging my thigh.
Completely disarmed, all I could do was stare at the table top in front of me. Natalie Reid is a beautiful, sexy woman; but she's also my sister-in-law.
Nattie's hand slipped to the inside of my thigh and then I felt her fingers brush my erect penis.
I gasped.
Nattie whispered, "Like that Cowboy?"
I looked up at Jackie, my eyes pleading for help.
She was watching me. Grinning, she mouthed the words, "It's okay, just relax and enjoy yourself."
I vigorously shook my head.
Jackie laughed and went back to perusing the men at the bar.
Nattie started tracing the outline of my erection with her fingertips.
I whispered, "Nattie, you have to stop that!"
"Why Cowboy? Aren't you enjoying it?"
Totally nonplussed, I stammered; "No! I mean...well, of course I am; but..."
"But what Cowboy?" Nattie's voice was soft and sensuous. She squeezed my penis.



I mustered all of my self-control and said; "You can't do that, you're my sister-in-law."
Keeping her hand on my penis, Nattie stopped squeezing me. "Why not, I'm just you're sister-in-law. It's not like we're blood relatives and truthfully, I'm only your half sister-in-law."
Confused, I stared at Nattie. As I realized what she was telling me, I suddenly I began to understand.
Seeing the recognition in my eyes, Nattie said; "That's right Artie, Jackie and I do not have the same father and if you remember what Gary Conners looks like, it's really quite easy to determine which of us is actually his daughter.
I looked from Nattie to Jackie and back to Nattie again. Now that I knew, it was obvious. Jackie has a fair complexion and light brown hair. Nattie's skin is richer, almost olive toned and her hair is dark brown. Jackie is slender and sinewy. Nattie, while still very sexy, is more solidly built; more athletic.
Gary Conners lives in Seattle so I don't know him very well. Still, I did spend quite a bit of time with him during the week of our wedding and since our wedding he's visited us twice a year so that he can see his grandchildren. Gary is a slender, graceful man with light brown hair and a fair complexion. Jackie's resemblance to her father is readily apparent.
Understanding, I said; "You're telling me that Gary Conners isn't your father?"
Nattie smiled. "That's right."
"Does he know?"
"Of course he knows. Gary and my mother divorced when I was seven and Jackie was five. By that time it was fairly obvious that I probably wasn't his daughter. He was divorcing my mother because he knew that she was a chronic cheater so that made the likelihood that I was fathered by another man even higher."
Nodding, I said; "I see. That's why you use the name Reid, rather than Conners."
"Actually my father made me do that. Once he discovered that I wasn't his biological daughter, he disowned me."
"That must have been painful."
"It was. Gary Conners raised me from the time I was born until I was seven. In my mind he will always be my father."
"That's why Jackie was so concerned about establishing that Cassie is my biological daughter."
"That's right. After seeing what happened between Gary and me, Jackie was terrified by the possibility that Cassie might not be yours. Mom, Jackie and I were all relieved when we discovered that she really was your daughter."
"Have you ever met your biological father?"
"No, mom doesn't even know who he is."
I shook my head. "Today, Connie told me that the other men in her life were never a threat to Gary Conners, but I guess that really wasn't true."
"No it was true and the men in Jackie's life should never be a threat to you. I was an accident."
"An accident?"
"Yes, right after they got married Gary and my mom decided they wanted to have a child, so my mom quit taking her birth control pills. She also stopped playing around with other men."
"She must not have stopped completely."
"It was early November. Gary's dad had a brother who owned a farm in Northwestern Iowa. Every fall Gary, his dad and his two brothers went to the farm for a weekend of pheasant hunting. Mom understood that it was also a male bonding trip so even though she was invited, she stayed home."
"That Saturday night she went out for dinner with her good friend Jenny Frye. Jenny was also married and she enjoyed partying with other men just as much as my mother did. Because my mom was off the pill, they were planning on restricting themselves to a girl's night out without any fooling around at all. They went to a steak house that also had a nice bar. It was a little like this place, only not as expensive."
"What happened?"
"After dinner they went into the bar for a drink and met two businessmen from New Jersey. They were in town for a weekend sales seminar."
"I see."
"After a couple of drinks together, they invited Jenny and my mom to go back to their hotel with them. My mom's never been very good at saying no, so she agreed to go, but she since she wasn't on the pill she told them that she needed protection. Unfortunately nobody had any condoms. This was 1977; the AIDs epidemic hadn't yet started so women who were taking birth control pills didn't have to be as concerned about using condoms. It was late and the area drug stores were all closed. They ended up buying condoms from a vending machine in the men's room at a freeway gas station."
"Not your highest quality product."
Quality wasn't the only problem. Paul; that's my biological father's name, or at least the name he gave my mother that night; was apparently quite well endowed. He needed magnums and they weren't available in the gas station machines. The very first rubber they used broke."
"Oh."
"Unfortunately neither of them realized it until after he'd finished cumming and pulled out. Of course by then it was too late."
"And that was prior to the invention of the morning after pill."
"Yes it was. A month later my mother missed her period. A visit to the doctor confirmed it, she was pregnant. She hoped and prayed that the father was her husband and not Paul; but as I matured, it became increasingly apparent that I wasn't Gary Conners child."
"I'm sorry."
Nattie shrugged. "I have to admit that I have mixed feelings about it."
"What do you mean?"
"While I wish I was Gary Conner's daughter, I'm not and there's nothing I can do to change that. I also understand that if that rubber hadn't broken that night, I wouldn't exist and someone else would now be Gary Conner's daughter."
"Yes, I see."
"I just wish that he would accept me. I know there was a time he did love me and I can't believe that someone can just stop loving somebody."
"Have you tried to talk to him?"
"Many times; he returns my letters unopened, he told Jackie that he deletes my emails without reading them and when I try to call him he hangs up as soon as he realizes it's me."
"He's hurt."
"Yes, but I didn't hurt him."
"Your mother hurt him."
"She did, but she also always loved him."
"She had another man's baby."
"It was an accident, an accident that produced me. Artie, how would you have reacted if you'd discovered that Cassie was another man's child?"
"I don't know, it would have been difficult, but I don't think I could ever stop loving her and I can't imagine ever cutting her out of my life."
"And Artie, that's why I'll always be in love with you."
"I'm your sister's husband."
"That doesn't mean I can't love you too."
Nattie gave my penis a squeeze. "That doesn't mean that you'll ever get a chance to fuck me."
I laughed. "I didn't think it did."
Leaning over, Nattie whispered; "But I hear that you give wonderful head. I hope that someday soon I will get to feel your tongue in my pussy."
My face flushed with embarrassment.
Nattie tongued my ear and said; "I also understand that you like to kiss and lick Jackie's ass."
Shocked, I stiffened.
Giggling, Nattie said; "Jackie and I are not only half-sisters, we're also best friends. We tell each other everything. Cowboy, I love having my ass licked, but I've only met one guy who enjoyed doing it. Most guys won't even consider it."
"May I ask who the guy was who enjoyed doing it?"
"Sure Cowboy, you can ask me anything."
"Who was he?"
"His name was Milton Craig. Everyone called him Miltie. Miltie was my botany lab partner during the fall of my junior year at Kelroy. He was a lot like you; slender, not very tall, cute as a button and as sweet as homemade candy."
"I'm not sure a guy likes to be thought of as being cute as a button."
Nattie laughed. "Get used to it cuckboy. We all think you're as cute as a button and were not going to be willing to pretend otherwise."
"I see." My voice reflected my embarrassment.
"Come on sweetie, we love you and yes, we also think you're outrageously sexy; sort of like a debonair socialite."
Smiling, I said; "I like debonair socialite better than cute as a button."
Nattie gave my penis a gentle squeeze. "I'll bet you do cutie pie."
"You like to tease, don't you Nattie."
"I do and that's what got me into trouble with Miltie."
"In trouble? What happened?"
"Like I said, we were botany lab partners. That fall we spent a lot of time together. We became friends, good friends. Unfortunately Miltie was kind of shy and I liked to tease him. No, it was more than that, a lot more than that."
"What do you mean?"
"Jackie has a bit of a sadistic streak. So does my mom."
"Yes, I've become quite aware of that."
"I have one too. I guess all the Reid girls have one."
"All right."
"When Miltie and I became friends he started hanging around my apartment a lot. That was fine with me; I really did enjoy his company. In his own way he was charming and kind of gallant. It was also easy to manipulate him and it wasn't long before I had him doing my laundry, cooking my food and cleaning my apartment. I also got a thrill out of making him beg for sex and I quickly discovered that I could get him to lick my pussy and ass for hours in exchange for as little as a handjob."
Nattie was actually describing the relationship with Jackie that I'd created in my imagination. Nervously, I said; "You realize that you're describing the relationship that Jackie and I have."
"Yes I do, but there's one significant difference in the relationship you and Jackie have. She makes sure that you know you're loved. I didn't do that with Miltie and it's now one of my greatest regrets."
"What happened?"
"My teasing, degrading and domination of Miltie became increasingly cruel. Artie I was young and stupid and the power I felt when I was teasing and tormenting him was exciting. I can't begin to tell you how much I wish I could go back and change the way I treated that lovely guy." Nattie sighed. "But I can't and one night it all blew up."
"Tell me."
"Miltie was at my apartment. We were watching television. Over the past month, I'd become increasingly stingy about granting him any kind of sex. He wasn't even getting handjobs anymore. If he wanted to cum he had to masturbate while he was either licking my ass or kissing my feet."
"You do realize that many of the men visiting cuckold web sites would think this was an unbelievably exciting fantasy."
"Yes, for some men I'm sure it does make a pretty good fantasy, but in reality it can be horribly unpleasant; believe me, I know."
"So what did happen?"
"Earlier that evening, I'd gotten a call from Myron Long. Myron was a big black guy that I knew from the dance clubs."
"Myron Long?"
Nattie giggled. "He was appropriately named."
"That doesn't surprise me."
"It shouldn't. Our mom, your wife and I are all size queens."
"I learned that last night."
"Anyway, Myron was a couple of years older than I was and incredibly sexy. He also had that attitude of casual arrogance common among street wise black men. Sex with him was unbelievably hot. I don't know if you're aware of this, but you're wife, our mom and I all occasionally enjoy a man who treats us like a slut."
"Yes, Jackie's told me about that."
"Well Myron was a classic."
"I see."
"Anyway, I invited him to come over, but I didn't tell Miltie he was coming and I didn't tell Myron that Miltie would be there."
"This doesn't sound good."
"It wasn't. It was one of the stupidest things I've ever done. When Myron arrived and saw Miltie he asked what the wimp was doing there."
"He really asked that?"
"Yes and it gets worse."
"Tell me."
I was excited and getting off on the kinkiness of the situation so I told Myron not to worry about Miltie, he was just my maid."
"You didn't."
"I did and every time I think about it now, I want to cringe."
"Yeah, it doesn't sound like it was your finest moment."
"It wasn't."
"What happened next?"
"Before Myron arrived Miltie had been sitting on the couch with me, but when he went to sit down again I told him that was Myron's spot. Myron and I both laughed as Miltie obediently sat down in the chair across from the couch."
"How did he take that?"
"I don't really know. At that moment I was so wrapped up in my own pleasure and excitement that I wasn't paying much attention to Miltie's reaction to what was happening. I wish I'd paid more attention. If I had I might have stopped pushing him so hard."
"What did you do?"
"Myron and I sat down on the couch and immediately started making out. While we were making out Myron was slowly undressing me. It wasn't long before he had my blouse unbuttoned, my bra unhooked and my jeans and panties down around my knees."
"And Miltie was sitting in the chair across from you, watching."
"In my mind he wasn't just watching, he was obediently watching and that got me even more excited."
"So what happened next?"
"I opened Myron's pants and took out his cock. Artie, Myron is big, amazingly big. As soon as I had it out I leaned over and kissed it and then I looked across at Miltie and told him that this was a man's cock, not a little boy's wee wee like he had."
"How did he react to that?"
"He just stared at me. That should have been a signal to back off, but by then I was so excited by my little power trip that I didn't pay any attention to what was happening with Miltie. Instead I stupidly pushed him even harder. I told him that I was going to suck Myron's big beautiful black cock and if he wanted he could take out his little wee wee and jack off while he watched because that was all little boys got to do."
"Whew, that was harsh."
"Artie, I am so ashamed of myself for saying that."
"We all do things that we later regret. What did Miltie do?"
"I'd finally pushed him over the edge. He stood up and said no. His voice was controlled, but the undertone of hurt and anger was unmistakable. He stared at me and told me that he once thought I was his friend, that I cared about him, but apparently he'd been wrong. It was now clear that I felt only contempt for him."
Nattie paused for a moment and then she said; "Myron stood up and moved towards Miltie. It looked like he was going to hit him. I grabbed him and screamed that he should leave him alone. Myron relaxed and Miltie took that opportunity to turn and run out of my apartment. I started to follow him, but since my jeans were down around my ankles and my blouse was unbuttoned I had to put myself back together before I could do anything. By the time I got down to the street in front of my apartment Miltie was over a block away."
"So what happened after that?'
I went back upstairs, but I didn't feel like partying with Myron anymore. Myron is actually a pretty nice guy, so he understood. We talked for a while about what had happened. We agreed that we'd both been inexcusably stupid and then he left. After he was gone I tried to call Miltie, but he refused to answer his telephone."
"Did you ever get a chance to talk to him?"
"I wanted to apologize so badly, but Miltie never gave me a chance." Nattie shrugged. "I don't really blame him. I really was an asshole. The next day he withdrew from the botany class and whenever I saw him on campus he'd turn and walk the other way. When I tried to call him he'd hang up as soon as he realized it was me. The semester ended just before Christmas. Miltie went home for the break and never came back."
"So you've never had a chance to apologize."
"No and I would still love to be able to do that."
"Have you seen Myron Long since then?"
"Yes, we still occasionally get together. He wishes he could apologize to Miltie too."
Nattie smiled at me. The sadness in her eyes was evident. I smiled back at her.
For a moment we looked at each other in silence and then Nattie sighed. "Artie, I really blew it. Miltie was a wonderful guy. All I had to do was make sure that he knew I loved him. If I'd been smart enough to do that we might have been perfect for each other."
"Why don't you try to contact him now?"
"I wouldn't know where to begin looking for him and even if I could find him, I can't imagine that he'd be willing to talk to me. No Artie, I doubt that I'll ever see Miltie again, but I did learn from that experience. So did Jackie and my mom."
"What do you mean?"
"Artie you are going to be the most loved cuckold who ever existed. Jackie, my mom and I are all going to see to that."
As we both grinned at each other Nattie gave my cock another squeeze.
I laughed.
Nattie smiled, but then her gaze suddenly moved to Jackie. For a moment her eyes shifted back and forth between Jackie and the men at the bar and then she turned to me and whispered; "Artie, I think your wife just found her playmate for the evening."
My stomach filling with butterflies, I stared at Nattie with a puzzled expression.
She said; "Artie, watch her, you'll see. Jackie really is good at this; better than either my mother or me."
I pulled myself together and turned my attention to my wife. Her gaze was fixed on the bar. Remembering what she'd told me earlier, I followed Jackie's eyes and immediately picked out the object of her attention. He was a tall man, at least six foot three. Broad shouldered with a muscular torso, he reminded me of the athletes Jackie dated before we were engaged.
Chuckling to myself, I realized that I had to revise that statement. I now knew that Jackie never really stopped dating those jocks. In fact, she not only continued dating them after we were engaged; she was still dating them after we were married.
Excited by that thought, I continued my appraisal of Jackie's stud. He was a handsome man with chiseled facial features that brought to mind a western movie hero. His full head of long wavy brown hair was combed straight back. He carried himself with an air of self-assured dignity and when he spoke, the men standing around him at the bar listened intently. Pangs of jealousy crept into my gut as I realized that this was a man of obvious substance,
Next to me, Nattie whispered; "He really is a dreamboat."
I looked at her.
Immediately fearing that she might have upset me, Nattie said; "Artie, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to..."
I smiled. "It's okay; I think I'd be disappointed if Jackie picked out a homely man."
Nattie laughed. You don't have to worry about that. When it comes to selecting playmates all three of us are quite fussy." She gave my penis a gentle squeeze and asked; "You doing okay big guy?"
I nodded.
While this was occurring, Traci returned from the bar. Without saying anything she set a glass of wine in front of my wife and then she walked over to our table. There was a second glass of wine and another bottle of Heineken on her tray. After setting the glass of wine in front of Nattie, she set the bottle of beer next to my still nearly full glass.
Not sure what to do and concerned about running up a large bar tab, I nervously said; "I didn't order that."
Traci nodded. "I know you didn't, but the manager of the Goldenrod thinks that Connie, Jackie, Nattie and some of the other women who come here are good for business, so they drink for free. Since you're Jackie's husband, I decided to extend that same courtesy to you."
As I was about to protest, Nattie put her hand on my arm and said, ""Thank you Traci." And then she opened her purse and took out a five dollar bill. Handing it to me, she said; "Cowboy, please tip her."
Traci raised the hem of her skirt. I folded the bill down the middle and slipped it under the strap of her garter. As soon as it was secure Traci lowered her skirt, leaned over, kissed my cheek and said; "I just love little cowboys."
I blushed. Next to me, Nattie chuckled and gave my cock another firm squeeze.
Traci gave me another peck on the cheek and said; "Please excuse me, I have to take care of a couple of tables. I'll check back in a few minutes."



Nattie and I both watched as she hurried over to the table where the three women had been sitting alone. Three men from the bar had just joined them.
Nattie whispered to me, "It looks like those three going to have fun tonight."
Nodding, I said; "I wonder if their husbands know what they're doing?"
Nattie laughed. "Artie, you are a little cuckboy, aren't you."
I grinned.
"Well cuckboy, check out your wife and her prospective playmate."
I looked at Jackie, she was smiling. I glanced at the man at the bar. She'd caught his eye and he was now watching her. I moved my chair so that I could see both of them at the same time. Jackie started lasciviously licking her lips. It was an overtly lewd display and the fact that it was directed at another man created feelings of both arousal and apprehension for me.
The man raised his eyebrows and then he tilted his head and smiled. He was asking a silent question. Jackie slowly nodded. She was responding with an equally silent answer.
He turned. After saying something to the men who were standing at the bar, he picked up his drink and walked slowly over to my wife. The other men all watched him leave with obvious envy.
When he arrived at Jackie's table he said; "I'm Clayton Taylor. May I join you?"
Jackie gestured towards the empty chair next to her; "I was hoping you would. I'm Jackie Conners."
As Mr. Taylor sat down, he said; "You're here all alone."
Shaking her head, Jackie answered; "My sister is here too. She's sitting with that gentleman over there." She nodded towards me.
After giving me a quick glance, Mr. Taylor turned back to my wife. "That scrawny guy reading the Kindle? An Interesting choice for such a beautiful woman."
"She has a taste for slender intellectual men."
"Do you share that same taste?"
"Actually I do, my husband looks very much like him."
"You mean he's a scrawny, bookish wimp."
Jackie frowned. "You're talking about my husband."
"Yes I am and you can't tell me that I'm wrong."
"Why can't I?"
"He has to be a wimp. He's got a beautiful wife and it's obvious that he can't satisfy her."
"Who said he can't satisfy me?"
"If he could, you wouldn't be here."
"My being here has nothing to do with my husband's ability to satisfy me and I'm beginning to think that inviting you to sit down may have been a mistake." Jackie's voice was suddenly frosty and aloof. She moved her chair away from him.
Holding up his hands in a gesture of surrender, Mr. Taylor said; "Hey I'm sorry, I didn't mean to offend you. It's just that..." He hesitated.
"It's just that what?" Jackie's voice was still tinged with frost, but now I had the suspicion that she was merely toying with her prey.
"I mean, you're here sitting alone in this bar filled with men and well, you did smile at me."
"Yes I did smile at you."
"But then you told me that your husband makes you happy and..." Clayton Taylor shook his head. "Jackie Conners, you have me a little confused."
Jackie smiled at him. "Clayton, my husband does satisfy me, I just happen to occasionally enjoy a little variety."
Clearly relieved by the warmer tone in Jackie's voice, Mr. Taylor smiled back at her and said; "Of course." But then he paused. After a moment he asked; "Does your husband know about your fondness for variety?"
"Clayton, you're wearing a wedding ring."
Nodding sheepishly, he answered; "Yes I am."
"Are you going to tell your wife about meeting me?"
"No I ah..." Clearly flustered, he stopped and then sighing, he admitted; "No, I'm not."
"Well I am."
Mr. Taylor looked at Jackie with a puzzled expression. "I don't understand. "
"When I get home tonight, I'm going to tell my husband about you, all about you."
"You are?"
"Yes I am." Jackie pulled her chair closer to Clayton Taylor and said in a whisper loud enough for Nattie and me to hear; "I'm going to tell him all about your great big cock. I really hope that you know how to use it."
Clayton Taylor flushed.
Nattie leaned over and whispered; "You do understand that she's doing this for your benefit."
Nodding, I said; "Yes, but I think she's enjoying it too."
Giggling, Nattie said; "Oh she is and so am I."
I turned to Nattie and smiled. "Me too."
Nattie stared at me. "Are you Artie? Does watching your wife flirt with another man get you hot?"
While admitting my cuckold fantasies to someone else was still difficult, at that moment I was unbelievably aroused. Staring back at Nattie, I took a deep breath and said; "Yes, more than you can possibly imagine."
Nattie laughed. "I don't know about that Cowboy, I have a pretty good imagination."
I continued watching my wife and her new friend. Clayton Taylor's eyes were closed. He was taking slow deep breaths. Jackie's bluntness had temporarily disarmed him. Still, he was a strong, confident man. A man not easily cowed. Quickly gathering his wits, he smiled at my wife and said; "I've been told that I do. I hope that tonight I'll have an opportunity to give you a demonstration."
"Just a demonstration?"
"Actually I was hoping that we might have time for a full performance."
"Is it a one act play?"
Mr. Taylor laughed. "No, I'm good for three full acts."
"Really? You must be an accomplished director."
"I'll admit that I do like to be in charge."
Jackie moved so that her body was pressed against Mr. Taylor's. As she snuggled up to him, she said; "I love a man who knows how to take charge."
Placing his fingers on my wife's cheek, Clayton Taylor gently turned her head so that she was facing him. For a second he looked into her eyes and then he leaned over and kissed Jackie softly on the lips.
As I watched my wife return this handsome stranger's kiss I was overwhelmed by a myriad of emotions. Feelings of jealousy, angst, envy, fear, humiliation and arousal all surged through me. While I'd expected those responses, I was surprised to discover that every one of them was eclipsed by a staggering and undeniable desire to serve my wife. At that moment I understood that this had always been our destiny. I was Jackie's submissive husband and she was my goddess. Enjoying other men was one of her privileges and as her cuckold it was my duty to support her.
Next to me, Nattie whispered, "Cowboy, are you all right?"
"Yes, Ms. Natalie; I am."
"Ms. Natalie? Cowboy, tell me; what you're thinking about right now."
"I'd like to tell you, but I'm afraid you'll laugh at me."
Gently kissing my cheek, Nattie said; "Years ago, I made that mistake with Miltie. I promise you I will never do that again."
I wanted to believe Nattie. I wanted to trust her. I wanted to confide in her. I desperately wanted to open my soul to her. I studied her face; the sincerity in her eyes was genuine. I decided it was worth the risk. Taking a deep breath, I said; "Right now I wish I was on my knees, underneath that table, kissing Jackie's feet."
For a moment Nattie stared at me in silence and then she whispered, "Artie honey, I think that might be the most erotic admission I've ever heard."
"Nattie, do you think I'm weird?"
"Artie, we're all weird. So what? I'm happy for you. You're beginning to embrace your sexual fantasies. They're harmless, they're fun and you just happen to be in a situation where they can actually become real."
"Not really."
"Why?"
"This is a public restaurant. I can't just crawl over to Jackie and start kissing her feet. I'd get arrested and if I didn't get arrested Mr. Taylor would probably kick my ass."
Laughing, Nattie said; "You are right about that. Artie, I wasn't suggesting that you make that particular fantasy a reality, at least not tonight and definitely not in a public restaurant." She paused. After a moment she said; "Although, now that I think about it, it really wouldn't be all that difficult to turn that particular fantasy into a reality."
"Nattie, if I got arrested, I'd lose my job and I'd be a laughing stock."
"Artie, we wouldn't do it in public. Connie has some friends with rather sophisticated tastes. They're all mature, well-educated and very open minded." She grinned at me. "Actually they're the kinkiest people I've ever met. They love to throw parties and their parties are always memorable events."
"Do you go to them?"
"Of course I do."
"Does Jackie?"
"Yes Artie, she does."
"I gather that they're sex parties."
"Yes, they are."
"Do they have them very often?"
"About once a month."
"Do you go very often?"
"I never miss them."
"Does Jackie go to all of them too?"
"Yes Artie, she does."
"To all of them?"
"Yes, to all of them."
"I see."
"Artie, don't be sad. They're just sex parties." Nattie rubbed my cock. "And now you can go to them too."
"Nattie, you're feeling my penis right now. It's not very big and when I try to fuck Jackie, I cum almost immediately. I wouldn't be very popular at a swingers party."
"Honey, this isn't just a swingers party, oh sure, there's lots of swapping between couples; but these parties are so much more. These are sex parties, fantasy sex parties."
"Fantasy sex parties?"
"That's right."
"What kind of fantasies?"
"The people who host these parties only have a few simple rules; adults only, everything has to be safe and consensual and everyone is expected to be discreet about what happens at the parties. Artie you could go to these parties as Jackie's slave, or even as her pet."
"Won't they laugh at me?"
"Only if you tell them that's part of your fantasy."
"Really?"
"Artie, there will be at least one couple at the party who practice gender reversal."
"Gender reversal?"
"The husband dresses in women's clothes and the wife dresses like a man."
"And they have sex?"
"Oh yes."
"With others at the party?"
"Of course."
"Are they gay?"
"They're both bisexual. I've fucked the husband. Jackie and Connie have too. We've also watched him suck another man's cock."
"You just said that you've fucked him. Was he dressed like a woman when you did it?"
"Yes he was. Kind of kinky isn't it."
Does he have a big cock?"
"No, actually it's smaller than yours."
"But you said you fucked him."
"Hey, I let guys with small cocks fuck me, but I think you misunderstood what I was telling you. He's never fucked me or Jackie or Connie either. We all fucked him."
"You fucked him?"
"With a strap-on. You do know what that is, don't you?"
"Yes, of course I do. I've seen them in porn films. Hey! Wait a minute. You're telling me that Jackie fucked a guy with a strap-on?"
"Yes, Connie and I have too. We've also fucked women with them. Does that bother you?"
"No I guess it doesn't."
"It shouldn't. Artie, it's just fun."
Sighing, I said; "I know, it's just that sometimes finding out about Jackie's secret life is kind of difficult."
"I know sweetie, but now you do know about it and that means you get to be part of it."
"I know."
"Artie, Jackie loves you. Connie and I do too. We're sorry that we lied to you. We were afraid. We were afraid that Jackie would lose you and you'd get hurt in the process."
"I understand, but it's still going to take me some time to get used to all of this."
Suddenly I grasped the full ramifications of Nattie's last disclosure and started to chuckle.
Nattie stared at me. After a moment, she asked; "Artie, what's so funny?"
I grinned at her. "Nattie, I really did marry into a family of sexual free spirits, didn't I."
"Yes Artie, you really did." And then she leaned over and whispered into my ear; "And right now you're sitting in a cocktail lounge watching your wife make out with a man she just met while your sister-in-law plays with your penis. Isn't life wonderful?"
Laughing, I said; "Yes Nattie, it really is."
While we were talking Nattie and I had both continued keeping a covert eye on Jackie and her prospective playmate for the evening.
After their first kiss Mr. Taylor put his arm around my wife and then they sat cuddled together at Jackie's table flirting, giggling, exchanging quick kisses and playing little touchy feely games. They mostly talked in whispers, but when we could hear them their conversation dripped with sexual innuendo.
If you'd described this scene to me a day earlier I would have imagined that witnessing it would have been extraordinarily painful. Oddly, it wasn't turning out that way. In fact, I was finding it to be not only arousing, but fascinating too. While I did understand that this reaction was partly due to the constant stimulation Nattie was providing me; I knew that wasn't the only cause.
My conversations with Jackie, Connie and Nattie were having a positive effect. I was feeling increasingly confident about admitting to and accepting predilections that had previously been sources of shame for me. As I sat in that cocktail lounge watching my wife flirt with another man, a man who would later be taking her to his hotel room so that he could usurp my marital rights, my concerns about the opinions that other people might have about the lifestyle Jackie and I were choosing were rapidly diminishing in importance. I was beginning to feel that concealing the true nature of our marital relationship might not be quite as essential as I originally thought it was.
Suddenly Mr. Taylor pulled his chair back and said to Jackie, "Please excuse me, I have to visit the men's room."
As he stood up Jackie smiled at him and said; "Hurry back."
He gave her a quick nod and hustled off to the back hallway where the restrooms were located.
As soon as he was gone Jackie stood up and hurried over to our table. When she was next to me she leaned over, kissed my cheek and said; "Artie honey, are you doing okay?"
Grinning at her, I said; "Actually I'm having a really good time."
"You are?" The surprise in Jackie's voice was evident.
"Yes, I am. Your sister is taking good care of me."
Nattie smiled.
Jackie looked down and saw Nattie's hand in my lap. Laughing, she said; "Yes, I see she's taking very good care of you. Well when I get home I plan to take even better care of you."
I looked up at her and said; "I hope you take very good care of Mr. Taylor first."
"Artie!" Jackie stared at me in shock.
I shrugged. "Isn't that the idea?"
"Well yes, but I thought you'd be jealous."
"Do you want me to be jealous?"
Jackie hesitated. After a second she said; "No, but... Oh Artie this is all so confusing. I don't know what I'm thinking."
I patted Jackie's hand. "It's okay, I understand. I still get confused too, but I am starting to get more comfortable with the situation."
"Are you Artie? I'm still scared that you're going to get mad and leave me. Sweetheart, all you have to do is ask and I'll dump Clayt. We'll go straight home and when we get there I'll do things with you that will make your head spin."
"Jackie, if I asked you to do that I'd be a lousy cuckold husband and if you agreed to do it you'd be a poor excuse for a hot wife. No, I want you to go to Mr. Taylor's hotel room and do things for him that will make his head spin and then when you do come home I want you to sit on my face and tell me all about it."
"Really?
"Yes, really."
"Won't you be jealous?"
"Of course I will, but that's the lot of the cuckold and as my hot wife it's your responsibility to make me jealous."
"Artie, I think I'm the one who's supposed to be saying things like that."
"Jackie, do you love me?"
"More than life itself."
"And tonight you're just out having a little fun, correct?"
"Yes, that's exactly right."
"So I really don't have anything to worry about, do I?"
Jackie laughed. "No Artie, you don't."
"Okay, now that we've settled that can I ask you a serious question?"
Jackie's smile disappeared. In a very tentative voice, she said; "Of course."
With a deadpan expression I asked, "Does Mr. Taylor have a big cock?"
Jackie stared at me. After a moment she started laughing and said; "Yes cuckboy, he has a very big cock."
"I want you to make me a promise."
Realizing that I was teasing her, Jackie said; "Okay, cowboy; what is it?"
"As soon as you get to his hotel room I want you to promise me that you'll give him a really good blow job."
Feigning distress, Jackie said; "Oh Mr. Arthur please don't make me do that."
I responded in an exaggerated deep voice. "Woman that is your mission and I expect you to carry it out."
Next to us, Nattie said; "You guys are a stitch, but you'd better get serious again. Jackie, you're playmate just returned from the powder room."
Jackie and I turned. Clayton Taylor was walking over to us.
Jackie looked at me frantically. "Artie is this going to be okay?"
"Yes Jackie, it will be fine. Just introduce me to Mr. Taylor as your sister's friend."
Nattie said; "Artie honey, I think it's really hot that you're calling this man Mr. Taylor, but when Jackie introduces him the situation will be a lot less complicated if you call him Clayt."
"Yes, good point."
When Mr. Taylor got to our table he put his arm around my wife's waist, pulled her to him and said; ""Hey babe, did you miss me?"
Rolling her eyes, Jackie said; "Yes, those minutes you were gone were nearly unbearable."
Looking at me, Mr. Taylor said; "This woman has spunk, I like that."
I smiled and nodded politely.
Quickly moving the conversation along, Jackie said; "Clayt, I'd like you to meet my sister, Nattie Reid and her friend Arthur Hammond. Nattie, Arthur; this is my new friend Clayton Taylor."
I stood up. As soon as I was standing I realized that my erect penis was making a tiny tent in the front of my trousers. Taking a quick glance around, I saw that Mr. Taylor, Jackie and Nattie had all noticed it and were smiling. I was certain they were all thinking that if the situation had been reversed the tent in the front of Mr. Taylor's trousers would have been much larger.
Immediately understanding that there was nothing I could do to save face, I decided to ignore my predicament. Smiling sheepishly, I extended my hand and said; "Clayton, it's a pleasure to meet you."
Taking my hand, Mr. Taylor said; "Please call me Clayt."
"Please call me Artie."
"Artie, it's a pleasure to meet you too."
A little thrill rippled through my loins as I realized that I was shaking hands with a man who would later be fucking my wife.
Mr. Taylor turned to Jackie and asked; "Can I get you another glass of wine?"
Jackie looked at him and said; "You could, but frankly I rather go back to your hotel room and give you a blow job."
For a moment Mr. Taylor stared at my wife with a shocked expression, but then quickly regaining his composure, he turned to me and said; "I just love a woman who speaks her mind."
Nattie and I both laughed.
Jackie said; "So what do you say big boy, are we leaving or staying?"
Shaking his head, Mr. Taylor said; "Damn that aint even a contest." He took my wife's arm. "Come on pretty lady, let's go look at the etchings in my hotel room."
"You have an art collection in your hotel room?" Jackie was giggling.
Mr. Taylor said; "Actually it's a cheap print hanging over the bed, but it will have to do."
All three of us burst out laughing.
Jackie said. "That works for me."
Mr. Taylor said; "Nattie and Artie, it was a pleasure to meet you," And then he looked at my wife and said; "Jackie, shall we adjourn to my hotel room so we can expand our cultural horizons?"
"Only if you promise that it will include some penetrating conversation." Jackie was giggling.
As Mr. Taylor led my wife to the door leading out of the bar, he said; "I can assure you that it will be deeply penetrating."
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As soon as they were gone Nattie stood up and said; "Come on Cowboy let's get you home. Connie is waiting for you. She wants to have a little fun tonight too."
I stood up. "By all means."
Nattie took my arm. "Let's go tell Traci to have them bring your car around."
We walked over to the bar. Traci was standing there talking to the bartender. As we approached her she turned and looked at us. "What can I do for you guys?"
Nattie turned to me. "Cowboy, let me have your ticket."
I fished it out of my pocket and handed it to Nattie. She handed it to Traci along with a folded up five dollar bill.
Traci said, "I'll take care of it right away." She disappeared into the entrance hallway. A moment later she returned and said; "They're bringing Cowboy's car around right away."
Nattie said; "Thanks Traci."
Traci smiled "We try to take good care of our favorite people" And then she looked at me and said; "Cowboy, I'm sorry I didn't get to spend a little more time with you tonight. We got kind of busy. Please come back again. I really would love to get to know you. I have a soft spot for little cuckboys."
Nodding, I said; "I'd like that Traci."
Nattie said; "Don't worry Traci, he'll be back. I'll see to it." And then she added; "I'm going to go home with cowboy so I can ride back with Connie. We should be here in about an hour. Save a couple of hot guys for us."
I looked at Nattie. "You're going to go home with me?"
"Why not? The ride to your house will give me more time to talk to you and I haven't seen Connie for several days. The ride back will give me a chance to talk to her."
"But?"
"Artie honey, Connie and I are both single. We don't have families waiting for us at home. We can stay out later then Jackie can. The night is still young. We'll both have plenty of time to find a playmate and have some fun."
"Okay, I'll enjoy your company."
"And I'll enjoy yours." Nattie took my arm and guided me out of the bar.
By the time we reached the front door of the restaurant my car was idling at the curb. The valet held the car door for Nattie. Once she was seated I handed him a five dollar bill, walked around the front of the car, slipped in on the driver's side, put the car in gear and pulled away from the curb.
As soon as we were out in the traffic flow, Nattie asked; "Artie did you have a good time tonight?"
"I did."
"How do you feel right now?"
"Okay, I guess."
Nattie put her hand on my thigh. "By now they should be in Clayt's hotel room. At this very moment your wife is probably sucking Clayt's cock." Her hand moved to my erect penis.
Excited by Nattie's intimation, I took a deep breath and said; "Yes, I suspect that you're correct." My voice cracked as I spoke.
In a delightfully seductive whisper, Nattie said; "My sister loves to give blow jobs." And then laughing, she added; "Connie and I do too."
Suddenly feeling deflated, I gave Nattie a quick glance and said; "I know." My voice was tinged with sadness.
Nattie noticed. For a moment we rode in silence and then she said; "This evening, on the way over to the restaurant, Jackie told me about how she'd been neglecting you. Artie, it wasn't intentional."
"I wasn't exactly at the forefront of her thoughts."
"Oh, I think you were. It's just that even though you weren't discussing it or even acknowledging it, you were both already moving into the life style you're now embracing."
Nattie paused. She was waiting for a response.
I said; "Go on."
"Artie you were fantasizing about being her cuckold. I looked at the web sites and read your favorite stories. When you and Jackie had sex you were doing exactly what both of you wanted. Jackie thinks you're an artist with your tongue. She loves it when you give her head. You love giving her head. It fits right into your submissive desires. Jackie loves you; she was paying attention to what made you happy and trying to give it to you. Sweetheart, you weren't getting blow jobs from your wife because she was neglecting you; you weren't getting them because you didn't want them and she was unconsciously picking that up."
Nattie smiled at me. "Last night when you finally did acknowledge your mutual desire for a submissive cuckold husband, dominant hot wife marriage; what was the first rule you suggested?"
I chuckled. "That blow jobs should be reserved for Jackie's stud lovers."
"That's not a huge sacrifice for you, is it Artie."
I shook my head.
Nattie laughed. "If you really do want to make a sacrifice, try giving up eating Jackie's pussy. That would send both of you into a deep depression."
"You're right, it would." I was grinning.
Ignoring my grin, Nattie said; "So cuckboy, don't feel hurt because your wife loves to suck cock, but never sucks your cock. She's doing that because that's the way you want it."
"You don't cut a guy much slack, do you?"
"Not when he's lying to himself and that lie has the potential to hurt two people that I happen to love."
"Nattie, thank you for riding home with me tonight."
"Even if the man I hook up with later tonight turns out to be the greatest lover of my life, this will still be the highlight of my evening. Cowboy, I cannot begin to express how much I want you and my sister to be happy."
We both smiled.
It was 8:15 when we pulled into the garage at Jackie's house. Yes, I did understand that it was also my house, but at that moment I was finding it exciting to think of it as my wife's property.
As I was shifting my Escape into park Nattie squeezed my cock and whispered, "You do realize that Clayt's fucking her right now."
My breath caught.
Nattie giggled and said; "Think about it cuckboy, think about his great big cock pumping in and out of your wife's cunt."
I froze. I couldn't move. I didn't want to move.
Nattie continued. "Clayt's on top, my sister has her legs tightly wrapped around his thighs. If he's any good he's fucking her slowly, long powerful thrusts and your wife is bucking her hips to meet every one of those powerful thrusts."
"What makes you say that? Jackie could be on top riding him like a cowgirl."
"Maybe later; but not the first time. When your wife's with a guy she's never had before, the first time he does her she always wants him to be on top."
"Really?"
"Yes, ask her."
"I'm hoping she's going to tell me."
"Don't worry Artie, she's going to; believe me she's going to tell you everything." Nattie winked at me. "And I'm willing to bet a fortune that she'll be sitting on your face while she's doing it."
"I hope she is."
Nattie gave my cock another squeeze. "Artie honey, you really are the perfect husband."
I grinned.
When we walked into the kitchen Connie was seated at the table with her Kindle open in front of her. She was reading. There was a cup of coffee next to her Kindle. It was apparent that she was preparing herself for a late night.
Connie looked up as we walked through the door. She immediately noticed the small tent in the front of my trousers. Looking at Nattie, she asked; "What did you do to Cowboy? Why does he have an erection?"
Nattie smiled. "Before we came into the house we were having a short discussion about what Jackie and her playmate for the evening were doing right now."
"That caused Cowboy's erection?"
"I may have been giving him a little extra stimulation with my fingers."
Connie laughed. "I'll bet you were." She paused, after a moment she asked; "Cowboy is Jackie's husband, do you have her permission to play with him?"
"Yes mom, I do and so do you. Jackie is concerned about him feeling neglected."
"She should be concerned. She's married to a prince and she did neglect him."
Connie stood, walked over to me and put one hand around my shoulder. With the other hand she reached down and lightly touched the tent in the front of my pants. "Did you enjoy watching your wife this evening?"
Excited and a little disconcerted by all the feminine attention I was receiving, I nervously stammered out; "Yes, I had a very good time."
"Tell me about the man Jackie selected. Was he handsome?" Connie had her hand pressed against the tip of my penis. She was moving it in a slow gentle circle.
I swallowed hard and said; "Yes, he was very handsome."
"Could you hear any of his conversation with your wife?"
"Yes, we were only two tables away from them. We could hear almost everything they said."
Connie turned to Nattie. "We?"
Nattie nodded. "Yes, Jackie and I decided that it might be easier for Artie if I sat with him while he watched her get to know her date."
"Did that help you cowboy?"
"Yes ma'am...er I mean Connie."
"It's okay cuckboy, I like it when you call me ma'am. Actually I think you should call Jackie and Nattie ma'am too. After all you are a little sissy wimp, you really should show us some respect."
"Mom!"
"Nattie honey, relax. Artie and I have talked about this. A little verbal abuse excites him."
"But..."
"Sweetheart, we're not going to make the mistakes you made with Miltie. We're going to talk all the time and all three of us are going to make sure that Artie knows he's the most loved man in the entire world."
I smiled at Connie and then I walked over to Nattie and said; "Ms. Natalie?"
Nattie looked at me with a puzzled expression.
I kissed her cheek and said; "Thank you for caring, but don't worry. Tonight I learned to trust you and your mother too. Sometimes for me, being a sissy cuckold wimp is fun."
Nattie smiled at me. "I just don't ever want to hurt you Artie."
"And I don't believe you ever will."
Nattie shook her head. "You trust me more than I trust myself."
Connie said; "Don't worry sweetheart. Artie's a very strong man. He'll let us know if we're going too far. That's the purpose of all the open conversation."
I nodded. "And this evening, when you were with me, supporting me; you demonstrated that you're a perceptive, warm, caring person. When you made that mistake with Miltie, you were young. When we're young we make stupid mistakes, we all do."
Connie chuckled. "I certainly did."
"Nattie, you may not trust yourself, but I trust you and if we're going to have fun together I want you to feel free to let yourself go. If you go too far, I'll let you know. That's my responsibility."
Nattie smiled. "Promise?"
"Yes, I promise."
Connie stepped up behind me, put an arm around my waist, slipped her hand inside my belt and waist band and down the front of my trousers. As she wrapped her fingers around my bare penis she said; "You must not cum. Promise me that if you feel yourself beginning to lose control you'll tell me so that I can give you a chance to regain your composure."
"I will." I was just barely able to choke out the words.
"You understand that Jackie wants to be the only one who makes you cum tonight. This is important to her. Nattie and I want to keep you excited, on edge; but we can't make you cum. Would you like to play with us?"
"Will it be all right with Jackie?"
Nattie said; "Yes, I'm sure it will."
"Then yes, I would very much like to play."
Connie asked. "Are you sure you'll be able to control yourself?"
"If you promise to help me; yes, I'm pretty sure I can,"
Connie stroked my cock twice.
I took a deep breath and said; "I don't think I can control myself if you do that."
I felt her let go of my erection. As Connie pulled her hand out of my trousers, she said; "Someday I would like to make you cum. Will you let me do that Artie?"
"Only if Jackie says it's all right."
Connie's hand moved up to my waist. She pulled my shirt tail and tee shirt out of my trousers, slipped her hand underneath and reached up to my chest. As she grabbed my bare nipple between her finger nails, she said; "You really are a good little cuckboy. I'm so glad that you understand that even though another man is fucking your wife at this very moment, you still have to have her permission before you can allow another woman to touch your tiny little pee pee."
Connie let go of my nipple and turned me around so I was facing her. She gave me a gentle kiss on the forehead and said; "Was that all right Artie? Did it excite you?"
I grinned at her. "Yes, very much."
"Tonight I'm going to a bar where I plan to meet a man who's going to spend several hours fucking me. Would you like to help me get dressed?"
I glanced at Nattie; she was watching, she was smiling.
I looked back at Connie. She was smiling too.
All three of us knew that helping your wife get dressed for a date with another man was one of the most popular fantasies on the cuckold web sites. While Connie wasn't my wife, this was real and close enough to be unbelievably exciting.
I laughed. "Hell yes!"
Connie and Nattie laughed too and then Nattie grabbed my arm and said; "Come on cuckboy, it's time for us to have some serious fun."
Connie shook her head. "No Nattie, Cuckboy is now a slave. He needs to be treated with disdain. We can love him up later." She turned to me. "Unless you'd prefer that we do this differently."
I smiled. "No Ms. Constance, I know my place. I should be treated accordingly."
Connie nodded.
Next to me Nattie whispered, "Holy shit, my panties are already soaked."
Connie and I both ignored her. We were already immersed in the scene. She was a haughty aristocrat. I was her daughter's lowly slave.
I stood in front of her with my head submissively bowed.
Connie said, "Slave fill my coffee cup and bring another cup for Ms. Natalie. We're planning to have an exciting, but late evening. Bring them to your wife's boudoir. We'll be there waiting for you. Don't forget to use a tray. And there's a garment bag in my car. Fetch it for me."
"Yes Ms. Constance, right away."
Turning to Nattie, Connie said; "Come Natalie, let us adjourn to the comfort of Jacqueline's private chambers."
As they left the kitchen I wondered if Connie was referring to Jackie's private office or our bedroom. While I still had some mixed feelings about it, part of me was hoping that she was referring to our bedroom. This evening was turning into the most exciting night of my life and I was beginning to think that maybe I really would like to spend the rest of my life as Jackie's slave.
As I walked out to Connie's car her words echoed in my mind; Jackie's private chambers, your wife's boudoir. It seemed so appropriate. A mistress really should have a boudoir and her slave should definitely be quartered in the basement. Of course I knew Jackie. She loved me. I'd end up spending most nights sleeping in her bed. Her bed, I liked that; the bed where she slept and at times entertained her lovers.
The girls were a concern. They were children. We had to take great care to shield them from our new life style. Separate bedrooms shouldn't be an issue. Many proper couples slept apart and when the girls were around it was unlikely that we would be sleeping apart. If Jackie was entertaining a man the girls would be at either Grandma Connie's or Aunt Nattie's. The girls were also already used to Jackie having a private office and since the basement bedroom doubled as my office, they were accustomed to me spending time there.
The garment bag was hanging in the rear window of Connie's BMW. I retrieved it and started back to the house.
The previous night I'd balked at Jackie's suggestion that we make our new life style public. Now I was beginning to reconsider that position. Yes, having people know that Jackie slept with other men and I was her servant would be embarrassing; but it would also be exciting. Still, it wasn't necessary for us to declare it to the world. It was our personal life and nobody else's business. Maybe we just wouldn't worry about hiding it.
I imagined what it might be like the next time Jackie entertained her friends Trudy and Laurie. The three of them had been best friends since high school. We had them over for dinner at least once a month. Jackie would certainly want to tell them. They were both married, but we rarely socialized with their husbands, I only saw them at parties or an occasional dinner out. I suspected that both women knew all about Jackie's private life and I wouldn't have been at all surprised to discover that they also regularly partied with other men.
I laughed as I realized that future dinners with them wouldn't actually be much different than the past dinners. I already prepared and served the meals. Hell, I served cocktails before the meal too. The only difference would be that as Jackie's servant I wouldn't be permitted to join them for either cocktails or dinner.
If Trudy and Laurie did cheat on their husbands I wondered if Jackie would start inviting men to join them for dinner. My entire body tingled with excitement as I imagined waiting on my wife and her friends while they entertained their lovers. Of course on those evening the girls would have to go to Connie's or Nattie's.
The girls, for their sake we'll have to be discreet with the neighbors. People gossip and gossip gets around. If we're not careful the girls will eventually start getting questions from their friends; questions that could confuse them and create anxiety. Children shouldn't be put in a position where they have to defend or even address their parent's life style.
Back in the kitchen, I set Connie's garment bag on the table, found a tray, refilled Connie's coffee cup, took two more cups out of the cupboard and filled both of them. Hoping that this was going to be a late night, I took a long sip from one of the cups and set it on the counter. Then after placing Connie's cup and the cup for Natalie on the tray, I picked it up and carried it to Jackie's bedroom.
The door was closed.
I knocked.
From inside, Natalie said; "Come in."
As I opened the door and entered my wife's bedroom my entire body surged with excitement. This was my first overt act as an acknowledged submissive. While it was with Jackie's mother and half-sister rather than Jackie herself, it was still exciting. It was my first real taste of my new life, my life as Jackie's servant, a life that I now knew that I wanted and a life that was my destiny.
I stood in the doorway surveying the room. Natalie was seated on the bed. Her legs were crossed, her spike heeled pump dangled from the toes of her right foot. Connie was absent. Her jeans, blouse and panties were lying on the bed next to Natalie. I glanced at the bathroom door. It was half closed. And then I heard the shower.
Natalie looked at the tray with the two cups of coffee and shifted her gaze up to me. She studied me for a moment and then she smiled. "You like this, don't you?"
I did, but it continued to be difficult to admit it. Still, I knew that I wanted to admit it. In fact, I needed to admit it. Taking a deep breath, I said; "Yes, very much."
"I like it to, so do my sister and my mother."
"Yes." I was so excited that it was the only response I could manage."
Nattie pointed to Jackie's makeup table. "Set our coffee over there."
Thankful that Nattie was taking control, I carried the tray of coffees over to the makeup table. As I was setting it down, Nattie asked; "Did you forget Connie's garment bag?"
I shook my head, "No Ms. Natalie. I couldn't carry the bag and the tray at the same time."



"Fetch it."
It wasn't a request, it was a command. While Nattie's tone wasn't mean spirited, there wasn't any hint of politeness either. It was simply a direction from a superior to a servant.
Bowing politely, I said; "Yes, Ms. Natalie, right away."
I scurried out of the room and hurried to the kitchen. In the kitchen I had to stop for a moment. My heart was racing. I had goose bumps. Every nerve in my body was pulsing with electric excitement. I leaned against the counter and took several long slow breaths. Gradually I began to regain my composure. I took a sip of my coffee and then with a huge grin, I picked up Connie's garment bag and returned to Jackie's boudoir.
Nattie was still seated on Jackie's bed, but now both of her feet were on the floor, her skirt was pulled up to her hips exposing her garter belt and nylon stockings, her legs were spread and she was slowly massaging her pantie covered pussy.
I stood in the doorway and stared. I couldn't help it.
Nattie looked at me with a lascivious smile and said; "Cowboy, are you enjoying this as much as I am?"
Chuckling, I said; "Yes, Ms. Natalie, I am."
"Why don't you take off your clothes. When a slave attends a lady in a boudoir he really should be naked."
"No!"
We both turned. Connie was standing in the bathroom door. She was naked and holding the bath towel that she'd just used to dry herself.
I gawked. While Connie was a middle-aged woman who'd given birth to two children, she'd kept herself in excellent condition. Her large breasts still stood firm and proud. Her stomach was flat and her hips and thighs were trim and smooth.
My eyes drifted to her shaved pussy. Like Jackie, her slit was long and extended well up her pubic mound. Her labia barely peeked out of her outer lips and her clit was pierced and adorned with a gold ring.
"Cowboy has to stay dressed so he can attend to the girls in case one of them wakes up. That's why I waited to shower and dress. I didn't want them to see their grandmother looking like a slut." Connie smiled. "But cowboy, I'm very happy to have you see me looking like a slut. Do you like what you see?"
Nervously, I answered; "Yes, very much."
"Do you like my ring?"
"Yes."
"Would you like to kiss it?"
"Yes, but I think I need Jackie's permission before I could do anything like that."
"Good answer cuckboy, you're now your wife's property. You need her permission before you can do anything."
Connie walked over to Jackie's makeup table, picked up her cup of coffee and took a sip. As she set it back down she said; "Unpack my garment bag cuckboy."
"Yes Ms. Constance."
"Cuckboys should be seen but not heard. Unless we ask you a direct question I expect you to remain silent. Natalie and I don't want to be bothered with your silly prattle."
"Ye..." I caught myself and nodded.
"I'm waiting, unpack my garment bag and be quick about it. Natalie tells me that the Goldenrod is filled with handsome men. I'm anxious to meet one of them."
I quickly opened Connie's garment bag and laid an emerald green cocktail dress, a matching green lace garter belt and stocking set and a green lace thong on the bed.
Connie moved so that she was standing next to the bed. "Get down on your knees and put the garter on me."
I dropped to my knees. Nattie handed me the garter belt and asked; "Artie do you know how this works?"
I looked at it for a moment and then I nodded.
Connie said; "Cuckboy, she asked you a direct question. You can answer her."
"Yes Ms. Natalie, I see the hooks in the back."
I placed the garter around Connie's waist. As I was fastening it her gorgeous rear end was at my eye level. While I knew it was wrong, I longed to be able to bury my face between her sumptuous cheeks and worship her with my lips and my tongue.
Sensing my desire, Connie said; "Maybe someday cuckboy, but not tonight."
Fully aware that Connie was right, I refocused my attention and quickly finished fastening her garter belt. As soon as I was done she sat down on the edge of the bed and said; "Very good cuckboy, now fetch my stockings."
The stocking were on the bed next to Connie. I stood, walked around her, picked up the emerald green nylons and handed them to her.
Smiling, Connie rolled up one of the stockings, placed it on her toes, extended her foot and unrolled the stocking up her leg. As she was rolling on the other stocking, she said; "Most men really do seem to go gagga over a woman wearing nylon stockings. Wouldn't you agree Natalie?"
Nattie laughed. "Stockings drive most men wild."
I remembered that Jackie had been wearing stockings in the restaurant and wondered if Clayton Taylor was enjoying them. I assumed that he was.
Once Connie was finished putting on her stockings she stood up. "Cuckboy, get back on your knees and fasten the suspender clips of my garter belt to my stocking tops. Be sure that they're straight."
This was something I'd never done before, so it took me a couple of seconds to figure it out. I was also nervous so my fingers fumbled as I was doing it. As soon as I had the first suspender fastened, I realized that it wasn't straight.
Nattie stood up and moved so that she was standing next to Connie and me. She unfastened the clip. As she refastened it, she said; "Like this sweetheart."
Connie said; "Don't worry cuckboy, you're going to get plenty of opportunities to practice. When she has a date you're wife almost always wears stockings."
I smiled at Connie. She winked at me.
Nattie said; "Now you do the next one."
The second strap was easier. When I was finished it was perfectly straight.
Nattie whispered, "Very good cuckboy, you're going to become a wonderful valet for your wife."
Chuckling, Connie said; "I think maid might be a better term."
"Mom!"
"Nattie, calm down; all three of us read his favorite stories. We know exactly what gets him going."
I hung my head in embarrassment.
Connie reached down and patted me like I was a puppy. "It's okay cuckboy, there's nothing to be ashamed about. We all have our kinks. Just relax and let yourself go, we're going to have fun."
I smiled up at her.
She winked at me and said; "You're going to be a wonderful chamber maid for my daughter, aren't you."
Taking a deep breath, I slowly nodded. I was embarrassed, but at the same time my entire body was tingling with excitement."
Next to me, Nattie said; "Damn this is so hot."
Connie said; "It's getting late; fasten the other two clips to my stockings. We need to get going."
I quickly fastened the two remaining suspender clips. As soon as I was finished, Connie said; "Fetch my panties cuckboy."
I stood and retrieved Connie's thong panties from the bed next to her.
As I tried to hand them to her she shook her head. ""No cuckboy, get back on your knees and hold them for me."
So excited that I felt like I was about to burst, I got down on the floor and held Connie's panties for her while she stepped into them.
"Now pull them up."
As I pulled them up, Connie laughed and said; "A little later tonight a man I've never met before is going to be pulling them down. Artie, sex is so much fun. For the life of me, I can't understand why people are so uptight about it."
I grinned at Connie.
Reaching down, Connie pulled me to my feet and in a gentle voice said; "Help me with my dress."
I picked up the emerald green cocktail dress and stood, unsure about what I should do next.
Connie took the dress from me. "I'd better do this." She unzipped it and slipped it over her head. Once it had fallen into place she said; "Zip me up cuckboy."
The dress was tight, zipping it up took a little bit of effort. When I was finished I looked at Connie. She had a gorgeous body and the dress just barely concealed it. At that moment my thoughts were far from honorable.
Nattie caught me ogling her mom. "Sorry cuckboy, she is gorgeous but that body is for men only."
Connie laughed. "It's okay, cuckboys can always look; they just have to understand that they never get to touch."
I smiled sheepishly.
Connie stepped over to Jackie's makeup table. As she sat down she said; "Nattie, I'm going to give my makeup and hair a quick touch-up and then it's time for us to go. We don't want to miss the fun."
"Don't worry mom, the Goldenrod was full of cute guys."
Connie was silent while she added some mascara to her eye lashes and then she said; "I'll bet Jackie's having a good time right now."
Laughing, Nattie said; "I'm sure she is. She picked out a real hunk. At this very moment she's probably pinned to the bed under that big muscular body of his."
"That would be my Jackie. Cuckboy, your wife loves big jocks."
Remembering that from our college days, I smiled.
Connie continued. "When she's with one, she loves having him on top. It allows the guy to take control."
Nattie nodded. "For many women, getting fucked by a powerful man can be incredibly exciting."
"As long as he knows what he's doing. He still has to have a little style. Rammers and jammers can be unpleasant." Connie was brushing her hair.
Nattie said; "Yes, it is a fine line. Jackie's man was a little older. I suspect he knows what he's doing. Younger guys tend to be the worst rammers and jammers."
Connie stood up. "Cuckboy, do you understand what we mean by a rammer and jammer?"
"I guess so."
Nattie grinned. "It's a guy that sticks it in and fucks as hard and fast as he possibly can."
Connie shook her head. "They're not fun, but most of them are teachable."
Nodding in agreement, Nattie said; "And if you can teach them, they generally have the energy to be unbelievably exciting."
"Occasionally we enjoy going to a college bar." Connie laughed. "Training a twenty year old cock can be an invigorating experience, especially for an old broad like myself."
Connie's demeanor abruptly changed. Snapping her fingers she pointed at her high heels and said; "Cuckboy, get down on your knees. It's time for you to put my shoes on for me."
Already excited by their brazen conversation I fell to my knees. Feeling like a servant I earnestly picked up each of Connie's stocking clad feet and placed her shoes on them.
When I was finished Connie patted my head and said; "That was very good cuckboy. You really are going to be an outstanding servant for my daughter."
I beamed with pride.
"Now stand up and pick up my clothes. I expect you to launder them tomorrow."
Nodding, I quickly picked up Connie's jeans, blouse and panties. After putting them in the dirty clothes basket, I turned back to Connie and Nattie.
Connie was staring at me. After a moment she walked over and hugged me. As she was hugging me, she whispered; "Artie, any time you ask I'll wash your clothes, iron your shirts and vacuum your house for you. I love you, please don't ever forget that."
"I won't Connie."
"Promise?"
"Yes, I promise."
"We're going to leave now. I would guess that Jackie will be home in about an hour. Are you going to be okay?"
"I'll be fine."
"Are you sure? We can stay with you."
I stepped back and grinned at Connie. "And have you miss out on all the fun? I wouldn't dream of it. Don't worry, I really will be fine."
Turning to Nattie, I said; "Thank you for sitting with me tonight. It did help; in fact you turned it into a memorable evening for me."
Nattie smiled. "Thanks Artie, it was fun. I'm glad you're involved in this part of our lives now."
"Me too."
As soon as Connie and Nattie were gone I checked on the girls. Once I'd ascertained that they were both sleeping soundly, I went down to my basement bedroom, got my laptop computer and brought it back upstairs. The girls were sleeping, but I still wanted to be near them in case they woke up and needed me.
I glanced at the clock on the fireplace mantel. It was five minutes to nine. Not knowing how long it would be before Jackie got home, I sat down in the living room and turned on my computer. Passing the time was going to be difficult and I thought reading a cuckold story might help.
While the story was good, it wasn't enough keep my thoughts from constantly drifting to Jackie and Mr. Taylor. I couldn't stop imagining them together on his hotel room bed. He was naked; Jackie was wearing nothing but her garter belt and nylon stockings.
Nattie had said that Jackie enjoyed having a strong powerful man on top of her. Since that description fit Clayton Taylor to a T; I assumed that my wife was currently on her back. Her stud for the evening was on top of her, pumping his big hard cock in and out of her sopping cunt while she cried out in ecstasy.
A myriad of emotions coursed through me. Envy, jealousy, heartache, intense arousal, shame and humiliation were all part of the mix. The humiliation resulted from the awareness that at that very moment, my wife was giving another man pleasures that she denied me; pleasures that were supposed to be my marital right. The shame arose from the realization that I was aroused by that knowledge. My shame was magnified by my desperate desire to take out my tiny penis and masturbate like a teenaged boy while another man enjoyed my wife.
I didn't. Jackie had expressly forbidden me from doing that and I was not about to disobey her.
Finally, I gave up on the story and tried some captioned pics. While they didn't demand as much attention as the story; they still didn't keep me from thinking about Jackie and her date. Realizing that I really didn't want to be distracted from what was happening in Mr. Taylor's hotel room; I shut off my computer, set it on the table next to my chair, leaned back and closed my eyes.
I immediately understood that my preoccupation wasn't only caused by what was happening in that hotel room. The past thirty-six hours had brought a whirlwind of unbelievable change.
While I may have had suspicions, yesterday morning I was still laboring under the delusion that I had a faithful wife. Now, I not only knew that my wife was regularly sleeping with other men, I'd actually spent the evening watching her meet a new playmate while her sister sat with me holding my hand.
Nattie, wonderful Nattie; prior to tonight we'd only carried on superficial conversations during special occasions like our wedding or Christmas or Thanksgiving. I thought she was tough and hard. She scared me. Tonight I learned that she was warm, caring and fragile. The toughness was a facade and underneath that facade was a very sweet girl.
And Connie, always a loving mother-in-law and grandmother; now I learned she's also a professor emeritus of kinky sex.
For several years I've fantasized about being Jackie's submissive cuckold husband. Suddenly I find myself confronted with the possibility that my fantasy could actually become reality. No, that's wrong. I've been confronted with the fact that my fantasy is real. The only remaining questions are whether or not I'm willing to accept that reality and if I am, to what degree?
I knew the answers to both questions, but they scared me. If I followed my desires, I was about to embark on a highly unconventional life style; one that would make me a laughing stock in the eyes of some people. Of course Jackie would also be branded as a slut, but that appeared to be a choice she was willing to make.
The knowledge that a limited number of people would actually know about our lifestyle gave me some consolation. For the sake of the girls that was a necessity. At all cost, Cassie and Monica had to be shielded from our unorthodox marriage. Still, if we were careful to be discreet that wouldn't be difficult, especially since we had Connie and Nattie to help us.
In my mind the question was already resolved. I was Jackie's submissive cuckold husband. I had been since the day we were married. It was true that prior to yesterday I only suspected it, but now that I knew it was a fact; I was willing, no I was eager to recognize, acknowledge and accept that status. I was also willing to allow Jackie the pleasure of sharing my status with her close friends and lovers.
Pangs of apprehension and ripples of excitement coursed through me as I thought about what might happen when Jackie entertained Ron on Saturday afternoon. Taking a deep breath I admitted to myself that I wanted him to know the truth.
This was going to be difficult, that was obvious; but I now understood that in addition to Jackie, I also had Connie and Nattie on my side.
My parents died when I was seven. I was raised by my father's sister, Edie. Edie was a fount of wise proverbs. One of her favorites was, "Nothing of value comes easily."
My thoughts shifted to Natalie Reid. It was clear that she cared about me. She demonstrated that tonight when she sat with me while I watched Jackie meet a new lover. She didn't need to do that; she could have been meeting a man of her own. While she did eventually go back to the Goldenrod so that she could find a man, she offered to forego that fun and stay with me until Jackie returned home.
As I sat in my living room waiting for my wife to come home from a date with another man, I made a resolution. I was going to find Milton Craig and when I found him I was going to do everything I could to reunite him with Nattie. He might not be willing to go that far, but at least I could try to give Nattie an opportunity to make amends for the transgression she made on that evening a long time ago.
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Seconds after making that resolution I heard the door between the garage and kitchen open followed by the unmistakable click of high heels on the stone tile floor. Jackie was home. I glanced at the clock on the mantel. It was five minutes past ten.
Excited, I stood up and hurried to greet her. We met in the dining room. Both of us froze. For a moment we just stared at each other. Jackie looked good, surprisingly good. She'd just spent two hours enjoying hot sex with another man in his hotel room. I'd expected her to be a disheveled mess. She wasn't. Her hair was combed and her dress and makeup were as perfect as they'd been at the Goldenrod.
I also couldn't help once again noticing the silver necklace Jackie was wearing. In the restaurant I'd assumed that it had to have been costume jewelry, but now that I was getting a closer look at it I had to question that assumption. While I certainly wasn't an expert, the workmanship appeared to be much too fine for costume jewelry. If the silver work was as expertly hand crafted as it appeared to be, then it followed that the stones might also be real diamonds. If that was the case, Jackie's necklace had to be worth a small fortune.
I was about to ask Jackie about it when she asked; "Artie, are you okay?"
Her question shifted my attention back to the current situation. My wife had just arrived home after spending two hours in a hotel room having sex with a man she'd met in a bar. I was her husband, she was worried about me.
I remembered the fears and anxiety I'd felt a few minutes earlier while I was alone in the living room waiting for her to come home. I looked at Jackie; I could see that the concern in her eyes was real. Her tone had been soft and caring.
The fears and anxiety that had nagged at me while I was waiting for her vanished. I relaxed; Jackie was still my loving wife. Smiling, I said; "Yeah, I'm fine."
Jackie nodded. There was more silence. It became apparent to me that Jackie was even more apprehensive than I'd been. After a moment she asked, "Are we okay?"
I smiled at her again and then I walked over to her and took her in my arms. As I hugged her, I whispered; "As far as I'm concerned we're better than ever."
Jackie stepped back. Looking in my eyes, she said; "Really?"
"Yeah, really."
"Artie, I was worried that you were going to hate me. I never should have gone to the Goldenrod tonight. It was too soon, I pushed you too quickly. I'm so sorry, please forgive me."
"No, it wasn't too soon. The timing was perfect. It gave me my first taste of life as a cuckold. I needed the experience. Also, having your sister there and being able to talk to your mom when I got home really helped."
"It did?"
"Yes, Nattie and Connie were both very nice to me."
Jackie laughed. "I'll bet they were."
I shook my head; "No they weren't that nice although your sister did have a pretty firm hold on my penis the entire time we were sitting at the table."
"I know, I told her she could do that. Did you enjoy it?"
"I did" and then I nervously asked, "Was that okay, I mean that I enjoyed it?"
"Artie honey, I just left a hotel room where another man spent two hours fucking me. It would be pretty unfair if I objected because another woman played with your penis tonight."
Deciding that this was as good a moment as any to start establishing the ground rules of our new relationship I took a deep breath and said; "Ms. Jacqueline, I don't want things to ever be fair."
Jackie thought about what I'd just told her and then she smiled and asked, "Artie are you telling me what I think you're telling me?"
Grinning at my wife, I dropped to my knees and looked up at her. "Ms. Jacqueline, tonight I realized that other than being able to raise our children, there is nothing I want more in this world than to spend the rest of my life serving as your willing slave and cuckold."
"Artie, are you sure?"
"As sure as I've ever been about anything in my entire life."
"Artie, I love you so much."
"I love you too Ms. Jacqueline."
"Just Jacqueline Artie, but I want you to call me that all the time, even in front of the girls."
"And you'll still call me Artie."
"Of course and everyone else will still call me Jackie. Do you agree to that?"
"Of course I do Jacqueline and I promise to faithfully serve and obey you for the rest of my life." I bent over and kissed the toe of each of her high heeled shoes.
Jackie gasped. My demonstration of subservience had clearly aroused her. Of course her reaction had a similar effect on me. Knowing that my wife was excited by my submission excited me.
"Artie."
I looked up at Jackie.
She said; "I promise that every day for the rest of our lives I will try to make you the most well cared for and loved slave who ever lived."
I smiled at Jackie.
She smiled back at me and then she reached down and gently pulled me to my feet. "Come on; let's go check on the girls. After that I want to go to our bedroom and show you just how much I love you."
"You mean your bedroom, don't you?"
Jackie stared at me.
I said; "Your private boudoir. After all you are the mistress of the house. You should have your own private bed room."
"Artie, are you saying that you don't want to sleep with me anymore?"
"Of course not; I will eagerly accept every invitation to spend the night with you in your private chambers, but my official quarters should be in the basement. Jacqueline, there may be times when you'll be sharing your bed with someone else."
"Artie, are you sure about this?"
"Yes, as my dominant hot wife that should be one of your prerogatives."
"What about the girls?"
"I assume that they'll be spending those nights with their Grandma Connie or Aunt Nattie."
"How about you Artie? If I start entertaining men in my bedroom aren't you afraid that they'll start asking questions that will be difficult to answer without telling them the truth?"
"Jacqueline, I know that last night I objected to some of the rules that you attempted to establish, but since then I've had an opportunity to think about all of this. As my Aunt Edie used to say, 'In for a penny, in for a pound'"
Jackie laughed. "Your Aunt Edie always did have a proverb to fit every situation."
I nodded and then I continued. "If I'm going to be your submissive cuckold husband I don't want to fool around. We'd be cheating ourselves. Let's try for the full experience."
"Again, I ask; what about the girls?"
"They're our one big limitation. In fairness to them we have to do everything we can to shield them from our lifestyle. That means being discreet with our neighbors. If the neighbors start to gossip it could easily get back to the girls."
"If that's the case, how can I possibly entertain other men in the house?"
"If I'm at home we'll be entertaining a male guest together, at least that's what the neighbors will think. You will have to avoid overt displays of affection outside."
"You mean I can't make out with a guy in a parked car in the front of the house."
"Or in the backyard."
"Okay, that shouldn't be all that difficult."
"I point out that you've already been entertaining Ron in the house during the day while I was at work. You managed to be discreet about that."
Jackie nodded. "And now I don't have to worry about you coming home in the middle of the day and catching us."
I smiled, "You mean like yesterday."
"Artie, I'm so sorry about that."
"I'm not."
"You're not?"
"Of course not. If I hadn't come home and caught you with Ron yesterday, tonight wouldn't have happened and we wouldn't be having this conversation right now."
Jackie laughed. "Artie, you should buy presents for the two boys who fought yesterday."
Shaking my head, I said; "I'm not sure I'd go that far."
"No, I suppose not. So, who can I tell?"
"Your mother and sister already know. Let's try adding your lovers and close friends and see what happens. They'll all have to understand that they have to be discreet."
"My close friends? You mean..."
"Yes, Trudy and Laurie."
"Really?" The excitement in Jackie's voice was unmistakable. "Can I call them tomorrow and tell them?"
"I can't think of any reason you shouldn't. You will have to stress that they need to be discreet around the girls."
"Artie they won't have any trouble being discreet. They have just as active an extracurricular life as I do."
"I suspected that was the case."
"Artie, some night could we have a...well, you know, a dinner party?" There was a reticence in Jackie's voice. It was clear that she was hesitant about asking me the real question.
I helped her. "You're asking if you can host a dinner party for Trudy and Laurie and three male guests."
Jackie quietly answered, "Yes."
"Trudy and Laurie's husbands won't know, will they?"
Sighing Jackie said; "No I'm sure that they wouldn't understand."
"That's what you thought about me."
"I know and now I know that I should have trusted you. Artie, Trudy and Laurie love their husbands, but they occasionally like to have a little variety. Rick and Frank aren't like you. They're both kind of macho. I don't think they'd understand."
"Jacqueline, answer one question for me."
"Okay."
"Do you think that Trudy and Laurie are neglecting Rick and Frank's needs?"
"Like I was neglecting your needs?"
"That's right."
"I don't know; it's possible. I promise to talk to them about it. If they can assure you that they're taking care of their husbands could we have a dinner party?"
"I want you to make them promise that they won't do anything with their dates that night that they haven't already done with their husbands earlier that week."
Jackie thought about that for a moment and then she said; "Artie, I don't think that's reasonable."
"Why?"
"Sweetheart, one of the reasons women cheat is because they want to do things they don't dare do with their husbands."
"I don't understand."
"Do you remember my telling you last night that occasionally I enjoy being treated like a nasty slut."
"Yes."
"I'm not the only woman who has that fantasy. In fact, I believe it's shared by a fairly large number of women."
"Okay."
"Artie honey, lots of women have trouble admitting that to their husbands. Many men have their wives up on pedestals and most wives don't want to risk doing anything that might tarnish their image."
"I see."
"I happen to know that both Trudy and Laurie occasionally enjoy anal sex, but they would never admit that to their husbands."
"So other men get to enjoy that pleasure and Trudy and Laurie get to enjoy that pleasure, but the men they profess to love are left out in the cold."
"When you put it like that it doesn't seem very reasonable." Jackie sighed, "I'll talk to them."
"Thank you, if you do that; I promise to put together a dinner party for six that you'll never forget."
"Really?"
"Yes."
"Will you be my slave during the party?"
"Yes."
"Even in front of the three guys."
This was it then. Taking a deep breath I said, "Yes, even in front of the three guys."
Jackie grinned. "Damn, that is going to be so hot. Can I tell Trudy and Laurie?"
"Yes, but they still have to fulfill their end of the bargain."
"Oh, I think they will." Jackie paused for a moment and then she said; "Artie?"
"Yes?"
"What about with Ron on Saturday? Will you be my slave then too?"
I wasn't surprised by the question; in fact I was expecting it. Looking at Jackie, I said; "I want to say yes, but I'm not sure that I'll be able to handle it if he starts giving me a hard time."
"That might happen with the three guys at the dinner party too, although I will promise to try to protect you."
"I know, but I'll have a little time to get used to being your slave before the dinner party. Ron is coming over on Saturday. Also I didn't catch those other three guys fucking my wife yesterday."
"Does that matter?"
"Yeah, I think it does."
Jackie considered that. After a moment she said, "If I promise that I can control Ron on Saturday will you be my slave in front of him."
"How will you do that?"
"Sweetheart, Ron loves fucking me. He doesn't want to stop. All I have to do is make it clear to him that if he isn't kind and respectful to you he can forget about ever getting my pussy again."
"Do you think you can do that?"
"I don't have even the slightest doubt."
"Okay, you can tell Ron the truth."
"Artie, on Saturday can I make you serve Ron a beer while we're lying naked together in my bed."
My breath caught. Jackie and I stared at each other for a moment and then I smiled and said; "Yes Jacqueline, of course you can. If I refused to do that I'd be a pretty lousy slave."
"Artie we're going to have so much fun together." Jackie took my hand. "Enough serious conversation for one night; let's check on the girls and then go to my room for some fun." She'd put extra emphasis on the word "my". It made my penis throb.
The girls were sound asleep and looked like two little angels. Jackie leaned back against me. I put my arms around her and held her tightly to me.
As I held her she whispered, "I think I might be the luckiest woman in the entire world."
Nodding, I said; "And I might be the luckiest man."
"Do you really mean that Artie; after everything that's just happened?"
"Yes, we have these two girls and I have you and that's all that matters to me."
"You do have me Artie, you know that don't you? No matter what happens you will always have me. The Clayton Taylors and Ron Clarks of this world will never wrest me away from you."
"You mean you won't leave me for a big cock."
"Hell no and I spent a lot of time thinking about that today. If you ever ask me to do it, I think I could give up the other men."
"But you would miss those big cocks, wouldn't you."
"Damn right I would."
"And I'd miss hearing about them."
"What are you talking about? This is the first time you're going to hear about one of them."
"So why are you making me wait?"
Laughing, Jackie took my hand. "Come on big guy, it's story time."
Jackie pulled me to her bedroom. Once we were inside she said; "Okay buster, tonight I want to make you happy. Who do you want to be, studman or cuckboy?"
"That's an easy question, I'll take..."
Holding up her hand, Jackie stopped me in midsentence. "If you pick studman I'll suck your cock and lick your balls and then you'll get to fuck my butt."
"Is this my only chance to be studman?"
"Hell no, in fact you can even change your mind in the middle of the evening."
"That's good, because tonight I really have my heart set on being cuckboy."
Jackie smiled. "Good, that's what I want too."
"So why did you offer me the choice to be studman?"
"Artie honey, right now my main concern is making sure that you know just how much I love you and care about you."
I smiled. "When I finally do pick studman I think it's going to be an amazingly hot evening."
"Damn right it is Cowboy." Jackie paused. She was thinking. After a moment she said; "Artie take off your clothes."
"Are we starting?"
"Yes, but I want to begin with a little surprise."
Excited, I quickly stripped off my clothes. At the same time, Jackie walked over to her makeup table, took off the silver necklace she'd been wearing and set it on the table top. I was about to ask Jackie about it when she unzipped her red cocktail dress, let it fall to the floor and stepped out of it.
I gawked as she bent over and picked up her dress. My wife has a gorgeous body and now she was wearing nothing but her high heeled shoes, her red nylon stockings, the matching garter belt and of course the small silver bracelet that adorned her right ankle. Her panties were conspicuously absent.
I wanted to ask about the necklace, the ankle bracelet and Jackie's missing panties; but I was too excited to speak. This was the first time I'd ever seen my wife wearing a garter belt and stockings.
Jackie laid her dress across her makeup table and turned. My eyes first focused on the exposed lips of her shaved cunt. I loved Jackie's pussy, I was enslaved by it and I was anxiously waiting for the moment when I could kneel between her legs and worship it with my lips and tongue. The fact that another man had recently enjoyed it made it even more alluring to me.
Jackie walked over to me, pushed me down on the bed and dropped to her knees between my legs. When she picked up my erect penis I realized what she was about to do.
Shaking my head, I said; "No, I told you I wanted to be cuckboy tonight."
Still holding my cock, Jackie said; "And you will be, but first I need to do something." She looked up at me with pleading eyes. "Artie please, this is important to me."
Understanding, I nodded. "Okay."
"if you feel like you're getting close to cumming, tap my shoulder so I can stop and give you a break. If you do cum that will be okay too, but I think it will be more fun if you can hold off for a little while."
"I'll try."
"Good."
Jackie leaned forward. I shuddered with excitement as I felt her warm moist mouth envelope my erection. I closed my eyes and thought about Clayton Taylor enjoying these same sensations earlier in the evening.
Jackie sucked me for several minutes. Her efforts were slow and methodical. Occasionally she would stop and give me a chance to regain my composure. It was magnificent. It was the best blow job I'd ever had in my entire life. Of course that really wasn't saying very much.
Finally Jackie pulled back and looked up at me. "Did you enjoy that Artie?"
"Yes, very much."
"I'm sorry that I haven't been doing that for you every day since we met."
I shrugged. "I didn't press you for it either."
"You're being kind Artie."
I shrugged again.
Still holding my erect cock, Jackie said; "Lay back baby, lay back on the bed and relax."
"Jackie, what's going to happen?"
"Just lay back."
As I lay back I wondered if Jackie had said those same words to Clayton Taylor and Ron. I quickly squashed that thought. It wasn't productive. At that moment my job was clear, enjoy what was happening to me.
Jackie raised my cock and then I gasped as I felt her suck my right testicle into her mouth.
She stopped and looked up at me. "Do you like that baby?"
I laughed. "Yes, yes I do."
She sucked my ball back into her mouth and then she teased it with her tongue while she slowly stroked my penis. I closed my eyes and bit my lip. The sensation was maddening.
Suddenly I realized that I was about to lose control. I tapped Jackie's shoulder. She relaxed her grip on my cock and stopped licking my ball.
For several seconds neither of us moved. Finally Jackie whispered, "Are you back under control?"
I was. I nodded.
Jackie once again started teasing my testicle with her tongue. At the same time she slowly stroked my cock. The sensation was incredible. After a minute she sucked my other ball into her mouth. Still slowly stroking my cock, she began rolling them both around with her tongue. It was even more amazing.
I whispered, "Holy shit."
Jackie pulled back and looked up at me. "Do you like that Artie?"
I laughed. "Yes, I like it a whole lot."
"Anytime you ask, I'll do it for you, anytime at all. Do you understand me?"



"Yes."
"Now I want you to roll over onto your stomach. Keep your feet on the floor."
"What are you going to do Jackie?"
"Don't ask questions; just do as you're told."
I chuckled, somehow this didn't seem like the moment for a display of dominance. I rolled over.
Jackie spread my ass cheeks.
Alarmed, I said; "Jackie, what are you going to do?"
"Shhh, just relax and enjoy this."
"Jackie..." And then I felt her press her lips to my anus. I tried to protest. "No Jackie, I should be doing this to you."
"Hush, I need to do this for you. It's important to me."
I tried to relax, but then I felt Jackie's tongue pushing into my anus. My entire body went ridged with tension.
For several seconds Jackie probed my ass with her tongue. I didn't particularly enjoy it. In my mind this was a pleasure that I was supposed to be giving to her. Still, I understood why she was doing it, so I didn't stop her.
Finally Jackie pulled back and climbed up on the bed. As she lay next to me she whispered; "I've never done that for anyone else and I never will, but any time you ask I'll do it for you. I love you Arthur Hammond. I love you more than life itself."
"I love you too Jacqueline Conners. I'll always love you."
"Promise?"
"Yes, I promise."
Jackie giggled. "Artie, I'm going to hold you to that promise."
"No problem, no problem at all."
"Are you ready to play more games cuckboy?"
"Yes."
"Me too."
I grinned at Jackie.
She gave me a playful poke in the side and said; "It's time for you to get off my bed and kneel on the floor."
My gut churning with excitement, I rolled over, sat up and slipped off the bed.
Jackie sat up. Extending her right leg, she pushed her high heel into my face and said; "Take off my shoe cuckboy."
I looked up at her. She was smiling. I smiled back and obediently removed her spike heeled pump.
"Now kiss my toes."
Reverently cradling Jackie's stocking clad foot in my hands, I leaned forward and kissed the underside of her big toe.
"Mmmm, I like that."
Jackie's words excited me. I eagerly kissed each toe and then the bottom of her foot.
As I was kissing her, Jackie said; "Cuckboy, would you like to hear about my evening?"
I stopped kissing Jackie's foot and looked up at her. "Yes please."
Jackie pulled her right foot back and extended her left leg. "Take off this shoe and kiss this foot."
I removed her other shoe. As I kissed her foot, she said; "You saw Clayt in the restaurant. He was a very handsome man. The moment I saw him standing at the bar I knew I wanted him. I loved his broad shoulders and long wavy dark hair and I was impressed by the way the other men standing at the bar seemed to defer to him. Yesterday I told you that I like powerful men. Clayt was definitely a powerful man."
Jackie mashed the soul of her foot into my face. "Of course I also have thing for submissive little cuckboys." She laughed. "Variety really is the spice of my life."
I smiled at Jackie.
She winked at me and continued. "Anyway, Clayt was hot and I wanted him. It wasn't hard to get him over to my table. I caught him glancing at me several times while he was talking to his friends. All it took was a smile and a little lip licking from me."
"You're a beautiful woman. I'm sure that most men would be eager to meet you."
"Thank you cuckboy, that was very sweet.
"I also saw you licking your lips. It's not a subtle message."
Jackie grinned. "It's not supposed to be. You should see my mom do it. She can make a guy break into a cold sweat. "
I laughed. "I'm sure she can."
Jackie continued, "Clayt was also easy because he's a confident man. Confident men aren't as worried about being rejected. Less secure men require a little ego building before they're convinced that they won't be shot down when they come over and ask to join me at my table. Of course that also diminishes my interest in a guy. I have a preference for confident men."
"Like Clayton Taylor."
"Yes, just like Clayton Taylor."
Jackie paused. After a moment she said; "Artie flirting with Clayt while you were sitting just two tables away from me was so hot. Did you see him put his arm around me?"
"Yes."
"Did that excite you?"
"Very much."
"After Clayt put his arm around me you weren't the only man in the bar who was getting a cock massage."
"I assumed that was the case. Did he have a big cock?"
"Yes he did. It wasn't really long, maybe seven or eight inches; but it was very thick."
I laughed. "Seven or eight inches is a lot longer than my four and a half."
"It is and that's one of several reasons that you're a cuckold." Jackie giggled. "Of course the main reason you're a cuckold is that you married a slut."
"I know, and I love it."
"Do you Artie, do you love having a slut wife? I hope so, because tonight I was a very naughty slut wife."
Looking up at Jackie I grinned and said; "A very naughty slut wife? I like the sound of that. Tell me, tell everything; I want to hear all the details."
"Are you sure? Are you sure you want to hear about your wife being a naughty slut for another man."
I took a deep breath and said; "Yes, yes please."
"I like it when you say please."
Suddenly feeling very submissive I started kissing Jackie's feet again.
"I like that too, keep doing it."
I kissed and licked each of Jackie's toes again.
"Oh yes, that's very nice. Keep doing that." Jackie took a deep breath and then she said; "After we left the restaurant we walked across the street to the Calvert Hotel. That's where Clayt is staying."
I looked up at Jackie. "That's supposed to be the nicest hotel in the city."
"It is."
"Have you been there before tonight?" I stopped. Feeling slightly chagrined, I said; "I guess that's a stupid question. You've probably been there lots of times."
Jackie smiled. "Yes I have. Would you like to see it? We could spend a night there together. It would be fun."
I considered Jackie's offer. The Calvert was a grand old luxury hotel. It would be fun to spend a night there. I also knew that Jackie could easily afford it. Her law firm paid her a generous salary. Just as I was about to say yes, I would love to stay there, I had another thought. Shaking my head, I said; "No, I think luxury hotels like the Calvert should be reserved for getaways with your stud lovers."
Jackie thought for a moment and then she said; "Artie, that's an amazingly hot idea; but I won't do it. For the past five or six years I've been a selfish bitch. While you were staying at home taking care of the girls, I've been enjoying evenings at gourmet restaurants and luxury hotels with other men. I fully intend to continue doing that, but from now on I'm going to make damn sure that you and I also get to spend an occasional evening enjoying those same restaurants and hotels. Artie, as soon as possible we're going to have dinner at the Kensington Grill and after dinner we're going to spend a night in a luxury suite at The Calvert Hotel."
I smiled. "Okay."
Jackie laughed. "I love having a submissive husband. Life is so much easier when I get to make all of the decisions."
Jackie and I stared at each other. We both knew that Jackie had been joking, but we also recognized that she'd just described the relationship both of us wanted. As the silence was becoming awkward, Jackie said; "Would you like to hear what happened when we got to the hotel?"
"Yes please."
"As soon as we left the restaurant Clayt put his arm around my waist and immediately let his hand slip to my butt."
"So when you walked across the street to the Calvert he had his hand on your rear."
"Yes he did and I didn't make any attempt to stop him."
"You were being a naughty wife."
"Yes, and I was just getting started."
I smiled.
Jackie continued. "When we walked into the hotel lobby Clayt moved his hand back up to my waist. The Calvert is a proper hotel. They expect their guests to behave accordingly, at least in the lobby."
I smiled again.
"Clayt's room was on the seventh floor. The moment we were alone in the elevator he pulled me to him, wrapped his big arms around me and kissed me hard on the lips. I melted. Artie, I really do love being held by a strong powerful man..."
Jackie stopped. For a moment she was silent and then she said; "Artie, I'm sorry, that came out wrong. Being held by a big strong man is a thrill, but it doesn't compare to the wonderful feelings of love and security that I have when you hold me...Oh shit! Artie, you are a strong man. I, I, oh I'm just completely screwing this up."
I patted Jackie's leg. "It's okay, I understand. I'm not a big man and my arms can't envelope you like Clayt's can and yes, I do believe that you enjoy it when I hold you. Don't worry; I know you love me Jackie."
"I do love you Artie, I really do."
"I know."
We both grinned. After a moment Jackie said; "Want to hear more about what happened at the hotel?"
"I want to hear every detail."
"Come up here and sit next to me."
I looked at Jackie with a puzzled expression. "But..."
Winking at me, Jackie said; "Sweetheart, we can only have so much fun with you on your knees."
I laughed and climbed up onto the bed. As soon as I was settled next to her Jackie reached over and wrapped her fingers around my erect penis.
Gasping I said; "No, I'm supposed to be giving you pleasure now."
Jackie placed her index finger on my lips. "Shhh, I'm just following our rule."
"Our rule?"
"Yes, from now on I won't do anything for another man that I'm not already doing for you."
I nodded. "And you played with Mr. Taylor's cock in the elevator."
"I did, but that's not the main reason I'm doing this for you right now."
"I don't understand."
"If the rule applies to me, it's only fair that the rule should also apply to you."
"Okay, but..."
"Didn't Nattie get to play with your cock while she was sitting with you in the bar?"
"Yes."
"So now I get to play with your cock or are you going to start doing things with other women that you not doing with me?"
We stared at each other. After a moment we both burst out laughing.
Jackie kissed me hard on the lips and then she pulled back and said; "Arthur Hammond I love being with you."
"As much as you loved being with Mr. Taylor?" It just popped out and as soon as I'd said it I regretted it.
Jackie looked at me. "Artie, are you jealous?" But then she sighed and said; "Yes, I suppose you are. I imagine that's inevitable." She shook her head. "If you were fucking other women I'd probably be jealous too."
"You would?" I was shocked by that disclosure.
"Yes, at least some of the time. It might be easier for me because I have such a strong belief that love and lust are separate emotions."
"I keep trying to remind myself that you believe that. I think I believe it too, but I'm a little newer at this than you are."
Jackie picked up my hand and held it in hers. "I'll try to remember that and when you do start to feel jealous I want you to tell me, all right?"
"Yeah, okay."
"Artie, please remember this. I don't party with other men because I'm looking for someone better than you. You are the best. You're the best husband, the best father, the best friend and yes, you're also the best lover."
"Nonsense."
"What's nonsense?"
"That I'm the best lover."
"Artie, that's not nonsense. I mean that. No, you may not be the best fucker, but you are the best lover. You're sensitive, unselfish and caring and when we make love you always make sure that I cum three or four times."
"But you said you like a powerful man."
"I do Artie, I like variety. You're a gentle lover so when I want something different I look for a more powerful, aggressive man; but if that was all I had I'd quickly get bored with it."
"You got bored with me."
"No I didn't."
"You stopped having sex with me."
"Not completely, but I was neglecting you. Artie, I've been thinking about that constantly since you pointed it out to me yesterday. I do love you and I do enjoy sex with you. No one eats my pussy like you do and I love playing with your little cock." Jackie giggled. "I love playing with your cock while you eat me."
I smiled.
She continued. "I do wish you were better at fucking, but a lot of that is my fault."
"It's not your fault that I have a tiny cock."
"Artie honey, your tiny cock isn't the problem. As long as I haven't just been with a well hung stud your cock feels fine in my pussy and when we finally do it I suspect that it's going to feel wonderful in my butt. No Artie, the problem is that you cum too quickly and that is my fault."
"Why is that your fault?"
"I became a selfish lover with you. Artie, almost all guys cum quickly the first time. This evening I gave Clayt a blow job as soon as we got into his room. I did it so that when we finally did start fucking he could go for a long time."
I nodded.
"Sweetheart, while it does take you a little longer than most guys to get hard again, I haven't put as much effort into getting you hard again as I should have. You love giving me pleasure and I love what you do to me, so I let you do it. Not long after we met I fell into the habit of letting you give me orgasm after orgasm until I was exhausted and then I would finish by giving you one little quickie."
Jackie shook her head. "Eventually I even stopped sucking your cock. All you were getting from me was a handjob. Hell, I was so thoughtless that I'm surprised I didn't start making you jack yourself off."
Grinning at Jackie, I said; "Actually that might be kind of fun."
Jackie laughed. "I agree, it would be fun; but if we decide to do that we're going to make a game out of it. We're going to make it fun. We're not going to do it because I'm a lazy self-centered bitch."
"I think you're being a little hard on yourself right now."
"I'm sorry Artie. I need to be hard on myself. You're the man I love and I was neglecting you. I have to make sure that I never do that again."
I leaned over and kissed Jackie's cheek. "I still love you."
"I love you too Artie, but what I just told you only explains why I'd become such a selfish lover. It doesn't explain why I was partying with one or two men a week and only having sex with you once a month."
"I know."
Jackie smiled. "You are the brightest man I've ever met. You could have been a great lawyer, but after we got married you chose to support me so that I could have my dream career."
"Are you suggesting that I didn't get my dream career? Jackie you made some mistakes and if it makes you feel better you can spend some time beating yourself up about them, but that wasn't one of your mistakes. I do have my dream career. I love teaching high school English."
"I'm sorry Artie. Sometimes I get confused and start thinking that everyone has the same dreams that I have. You're a magnificent teacher, you love it and I know that. Please excuse me. The events of the past thirty-six hour have gotten me completely discombobulated."
"Discombobulated, now there's a word worthy of the wife of an English teacher."
"Artie, are you making fun of me?"
"No, I'm trying to love you and tell you that I understand and I want to make you smile."
"Thank you Artie." Jackie paused. After a moment she said; "I do have some thoughts about why I was partying with other men a couple of times a week, but only having sex with you once a month.
"Would you like to tell me?"
"Could I? I mean we're supposed to be having hot sex right now."
Smiling, I said; "Hot sex is pretty high on my agenda, but our relationship will always be higher. I can wait for the hot sex."
"Thank you Artie."
"Okay, so why have you been boinking other guys, but not me?"
"Artie!"
I shrugged. "I don't see any reason to mince words."
"Are you getting angry?"
"No Jackie, I'm not getting angry. I actually have some thoughts about this question too. I just thought that it might help if we begin by stating the question succinctly."
"That definitely was succinct."
"You're the one who said I would have been a good attorney."
"Okay, can I start?" Jacking was giggling.
"I think that's a good idea."
Jackie took a few seconds to collect her thoughts and then she said; "It's kind of complicated."
"I'm certain it is." I tried to make my voice both serious and compassionate.
"Over the last several years life has gotten increasingly demanding. The law firm pays me a generous salary, but they also demand long hours and most of my energy."
"I know, I try to help you as much as I can."
"And you do, I don't know what I'd do without you. When I am at home I try to spend as much time as I can with you and the girls. Artie, you are a rock for me. You're my best friend, my confidant, my emotional support and my true love."
"But not your lover."
"Artie please, I'm trying to figure this out."
"I'm sorry, that was a cheap shot."
Jackie whispered, "One that I deserved."
For a moment we were both silent. Finally Jackie said; "We both just turned thirty."
"I know."
"It's bothered me for a couple of years."
"Tell me."
"I know it sounds shallow, but I've always been hot."
"Yes you have."
"In college I sometimes had three or four offers a day for dates."
"You were popular."
"I'm ashamed to admit it, but that was a big part of my identity. Artie, this makes me feel so superficial."
"Jackie, it goes beyond that. Today I learned a lot about your family. Sex is a huge part of your life. Being sexually desirable has to be a huge part of your identity."
"It is Artie."
I nodded. "So Suddenly, you're about to turn thirty, you have two children, you work sixty hours a week and you're married to a teacher. I'm surprised they didn't make you trade in your Mercedes for a minivan."
"Are you being sarcastic?"
"No Jackie, I'm not. If I sounded like I was I apologize. That wasn't my intention."
"You are right; subconsciously I think that was what I was thinking and being sexually desirable is important to me."
"So seducing men became a way to bolster your confidence about being sexually desirable. That makes sense, except that your mother is over fifty and she's still unbelievably desirable."
"I heard that you saw her naked this evening."
"How did you know that?"
"I called Nattie on my way home."
"I did see her and she is still hot. Jackie, with your family's genes you're still going to be hot when you're ninety."
Laughing, Jackie said; "while that may be an exaggeration, I understand what you're trying to tell me."
I smiled.
Jackie said; "But Artie, you have to understand something. I'm the baby in a family of sexual artists. You talked to my mother today, she's a..." Jackie paused for a moment and then she said, "I don't know how to describe her, but she's amazing."
"She's a sexual guru."
"Yes, that's exactly what she is. And my sister is a big time slut stock broker who fucks millionaires."
"She fucks millionaires?"
"Yes, all the time. Guys are always taking her to the French Riviera, Venice, Las Vegas, Hawaii or some other hot vacation spot."
"And you're a successful attorney with a husband and two lovely children. I can't count the number of times today that your sister and your mother told me how much they envy you."
"I know, it doesn't make any sense."
"But that's the way families are; everyone envy's everyone else."
"I'm sorry Artie, I was really stupid."
"So you started fucking lots of different guys as a way to reestablish your own sexual desirability."
"I think that's part of it."
"But you weren't fucking that many guys, just one or two a week."
"Artie, that's a lot. I have a demanding job, two children and a husband I love."
"Okay, so why did the husband you love get shut out?"



"Time and energy and you were also already fulfilling some more important needs for me. Artie, I love you; but as I said earlier, you're also my best friend, my confidant and my emotional support. When I was with you I was focusing on other needs."
"Everything but your sexual needs."
"Artie, I don't know what to say. I was shallow, self-centered and stupid."
"I'm sorry; I didn't mean to sound bitter."
"You deserve to be bitter."
"Bitterness won't help us move on."
Jackie laughed, "I'm hoping that hours of penance on my knees with your cock in my mouth might help."
I grinned at her. "I'd prefer hours on my knees licking another man's cum out of your cunt."
"Artie, that's not much penance for me."
I wiggled my eyebrows. "Who cares?"
Jackie giggled.
I said, "I do have one more question."
"What is it?"
"I understand why you were devoting your small reserves of time and energy to partying with a lot of different men, but what about Ron? How does having a boyfriend fit into that equation?
"Ron's not my boyfriend."
"He's been fucking you at least once a week for how long?"
"Okay, he's kind of a boyfriend. No, that's exactly what he is."
"So how does having a boyfriend fit in?"
"Artie, this is all about staying young. Ron is the shallow, not very smart, handsome, well hung stud that I dated all the way through high school and college."
"Are you going to leave me for him? I mean it's clear that you're more concerned about his sexual needs than mine."
Suddenly angry, Jackie stood up and yelled, "Artie, I'm sorry. I fucked up, I fucked up bad. I ignored the most wonderful man I'll ever know while I played around with a moron. Ron's a good fuck, but that's only part of the reason I spend time with him. During the few hours each week that we're together I can pretend that I'm still a witless college freshman without a care in the world. Am I going to leave you and marry him? Hell no! When we're getting dressed after we're done fucking, I get bored making small talk with him."
Jackie and I stared at each other. After several seconds I said; "While I think I understand why you did what you did, you have to understand that I'm the one who was neglected. You can tell me that you fucked up, you can tell me that you were stupid, but I'm the one who paid the price for your mistakes."
I stood up. "Jackie, I love you and eventually I will forgive you, but it's going to take some time. It's late and right now all I want to do is go to bed."
As I turned to leave Jackie's bedroom, she said; "What do I have to do to convince you that I love you. Artie, I licked your asshole tonight."
Turning back to Jackie, I said; "Every time we've made love for the last eight years I've licked your asshole." And then I turned again and walked out of Jackie's bedroom.
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As soon as I reached the security of my basement room I sat down on the edge of my bed and started to shake my head. Why did I have to react like that? Jackie explained why she was dating Ron and it made perfect sense to me. Ron was typical of the guys she dated while we were at Kelroy.
My wife had been a popular beauty in college and now that she'd just turned thirty she was afraid of turning into a middle aged house wife. Jackie really didn't have any reason to be afraid. Her mother was still gorgeous, her sister was gorgeous and I suspected that Jackie was still going to be gorgeous when she was a great grandmother.
Jackie was a bright, sophisticated, well-educated woman with a charming personality, a successful law career and two lovely daughters. Eventually she would realize that for her, there wasn't any reason to fear age. She was a woman of substance. While she did have the fine facial features, gorgeous hair and sensuous body of a glamour girl; she had more. She had heart and soul. She had a core of inner beauty. As she matured, that inner beauty would begin to radiate outward and like a fine wine she would become more intoxicating, complex and alluring with age.
This was what had happened to Connie and there wasn't any doubt in my mind that it would also happen with Jackie and Nattie.
While I could see that Jackie was beginning to understand all of this, I realized that I had to be patient with her. Insecurity was a malady that plagued all humans. Like most illnesses the strong could survive an occasional attack, but recovery always took time.
Still, Jackie had tried to explain that neglecting me had been nothing more than an inadvertent side effect of her reaction to her fears about getting older. She already had substantial insight into one of the causes of our problems.
Of course my own insecurity was another cause. Rationally I knew that as long as Jackie was partying with guys like Ron I had nothing to fear. In college she'd had a bevy of those guys constantly sniffing at her heels. Yes, she did give her pussy to most of them, but that was all she ever gave them. When she wanted a serious relationship she rejected all of them and chose me. Unfortunately, I was beginning to understand that a man requires a considerable amount of self-confidence to be able to bear the knowledge that his wife is regularly getting fucked by other men, without constantly being nagged by the fear that he might lose her to one of them.
I smiled. Insecurity seemed to be the lot of the cuckold.
And then I heard Jackie's footsteps on the basement stairs. I waited. After a moment she appeared in the open doorway to my room.
Jackie was still wearing her garter belt and nylons, but she'd put on a white satin baby doll nightie. It was short; the hemline reached just an inch or two below her waist and did nothing to conceal the lips of her shaved pussy. The low cut top of the nightie was made of loosely woven lace. Jackie's large nipples were clearly visible through the gaps in the weave. It was an incredibly sexy piece of lingerie and modesty was clearly not its purpose. I also knew that I'd never seen it before.
She didn't come inside my room. Instead Jackie stood in the doorway and knocked on the door frame.
Sitting on the edge of my bed still naked, I said; "You're the mistress of this house. You should never have to stop and knock before you enter a room."
Jackie shook her head. "Until I've learned to be a benevolent mistress, I shouldn't be allowed to wield power."
"The ability to learn from mistakes is one of the qualities of a wise and benevolent ruler."
"And I've made plenty of mistakes."
"As have I."
"You? How? As I see it, you're guiltless."
Smiling at Jackie, I said; "Alas poor cuckold, insecurity is thy name."
For a second Jackie stared at me and then she started to laugh. "Artie honey, did you just make that up?"
"Actually it's a paraphrase of two quotes from Hamlet."
Giggling, Jackie said; "Oh the joy of being married to an English teacher."
"You are a lucky girl."
Jackie grinned. "And that Artie Hammond is one of the many reasons that I will never leave you for another man."
I smiled at Jackie.
She said; "Artie, may I come inside?"
"Of course you may. Would you like to sit with me?"
"Yes, that would be nice." Jackie walked over and sat down on the bed next to me.
Once she was seated I said; "I like that nightie."
"I was hoping you would."
"Is it new?" Immediately regretting the question, I said; "I'm sorry, that's none of my business." Shaking my head as I realized that had been an equally inappropriate comment, I said; "I'm sorry Jackie, every time I open my mouth I seem to be determined to stick one of my feet in it."
Jackie snuggled up to me. "It's okay sweetheart, right now I'm feeling a little awkward too."
We sat together in silence. After several seconds Jackie said; "It's not new and yes, I have worn it for another man. I'm sorry Artie. Last night I promised you that I'd bring some of the lingerie home that I was keeping at my mother's so you could enjoy it too. That's what I'm trying to do."
"Thank you, I appreciate that. You look very beautiful in it. And I'm glad that you told me the truth. It's okay that you've worn it for another man."
"I promised not lie to you anymore and I won't."
"Thank you, that means a lot to me."
"Artie, what do you want me to do about Ron?"
"Keep seeing him."
"Are you sure?"
"Is there any reason you shouldn't keep seeing him?"
"If my seeing him upsets you there is."
I looked at Jackie and said; "Alas poor cuckold, insecurity is thy name."
She smiled at me. "You're telling me that sometimes you're just going to be insecure."
"Yes, I think that goes with the territory."
"Is there anything I can do to help you feel more secure? I'll stop seeing any guy that makes you nervous. If you want me to do it, I'll break it off with Ron tomorrow. Just tell me."
"No Jackie, if this is going to work I have to trust you."
"And I have to be considerate of you."
"But not to the degree that I can start dictating who you can see or can't see. If I sense that you're becoming emotionally involved with another man we'll talk about it. If I start to feel neglected because you're spending too much time with another man we can talk about that too. I think the key to making this relationship work is communication. The conversation we had upstairs was stressful for both of us and it didn't end harmoniously, but I think it was productive."
Jackie nodded. "I think it was too."
"I feel like I have a better understanding of why some of the things that happened during the past year occurred. It bothered me when I learned that you spent more intimate time with Ron over the last several months than you did with me. No, actually it hurt me. Now at least I have some understanding about why that happened."
Next to me, Jackie said; "I am so sorry it happened. I promise to try very hard to make sure it never happens again."
"I believe you. I believe it was an inadvertent mistake and I believe you will try hard to make sure it never happens again."
"Thank you Artie."
"Jackie, we're both human and we both make mistakes. If our marriage is going to work we have to be able to forgive each other when we do make mistakes."
"I agree Artie."
I put my arm around Jackie. She laid her head on my shoulder and cuddled up to me. We sat together enjoying the close touch of each other's bodies for a minute and then Jackie said, "Artie there's something else I want to discuss."
"What is it?"
She sat up and looked at me. "I'm concerned that you're worried that I might fall in love with one of my playmates. Artie that's the word I want to use to describe the men I'm meeting for sex. They're not lovers. Love isn't involved in anything we do. We fuck, we don't make love. You're the only man I make love to."
"Okay."
"As to the possibility that I might fall in love with one of my playmates, I don't think it's very likely."
"Why?"
"That's not how it happens. Almost all the men I play with are married and they aren't interested in leaving their wives or disrupting their families; especially not for me."
"Why especially not for you?"
"Because they know I'm a slut. They know I'll cheat on them and most men want a wife who will be faithful to them. Their egos can't handle infidelity. That also makes me lousy wife material for my single playmates."
"I see."
"I might fall in love with another man."
I looked at Jackie.
She quickly added, "I think it's even more likely that you might fall in love with another woman."
"I won't."
"Artie, you're so naive that you won't even realize it until after it's happened."
"No, that's not true."
"It would happen like this. A first year English teacher will be assigned to the classroom next to yours. She'll be young, pretty and single. Being a kind and considerate man, you'll help her get started. At first you'll get together in her classroom after school so you can assist her with her lesson plans or give her advice about classroom management. It won't take long before you'll be meeting in one of your classrooms just to unwind and talk. Your conversations will last longer and longer. You'll start finding excuses to stay at school later and later. One afternoon you'll kiss. It will happen spontaneously, but it will be the beginning of the end of our marriage."
"You kissed Clayt tonight and I'll bet you kiss Ron too."
"I did kiss Clayt and I do kiss Ron, but that isn't the kind of kiss that I share with them. I only share that kind of kiss with you. You know what I'm talking about; a kiss filled with love, tenderness and emotion. There wasn't any tenderness or love in the kisses I shared with Clayt tonight. They were all kisses of lust. They were nothing more than a form of foreplay."
"Okay, I understand." I took a moment to think about what Jackie had just told me and then I said; "I won't do that, I won't let myself fall in love with another woman."
"I'll try not to do it either, but that is how married people fall in love with other people."
I chuckled. "Our marriage is probably less likely to end in divorce than a conventional marriage."
"As long as we're honest and we keep talking to each other, I think that's probably true. Our marriage came dangerously close to ending yesterday, but that was my fault. I wasn't being honest with you and I wasn't paying attention to your needs."
"I also wasn't assertive enough about getting my needs met."
"No Artie, that's my responsibility."
"Your responsibility, why?"
"Artie, we have a wife led marriage. I'm the dominant partner and primary breadwinner. You're my obedient spouse. You're responsible for the household chores and raising our children. I'm the family manager. I make all of the important decisions and make sure that all of our family's needs are being met. That includes yours." Jackie stared at me.
Every nerve in my body was tingling with excitement. Jackie and I had discussed this the previous night, but then we were trying to deal with so much. Now we'd had an opportunity to address most of the key issues. Trust had been restored. At the Goldenrod I'd had a taste of life as a cuckold and I liked it. Twenty-four hours earlier we were discussing fantasies. Now Jackie was proposing a new way of life and I knew I wanted it.
For a moment I stared back at Jackie and then I slipped off the bed and kneeled at her feet. Looking up at her, I said; "I pledge my life to your service."
"I expect you to honor and obey me." Jackie was just as serious as I was.
"I promise to do so with unwavering devotion."
"And I promise to reward your devotion with kindness, benevolence, consideration and firm guidance."
Bowing respectfully, I said; "Mistress, I am your slave."
Shaking her head, Jackie said; "No I don't want a slave, I want a loyal servant."
I understood the distinction and I liked it. Nodding in agreement, I said; "Jacqueline, serving you will be an honor."
"Artie, you honor me with your service."
I bent over and kissed Jackie's feet. She patted my head like I was a puppy and then she stood and pulled me to my feet.
Grasping my erect penis with her fingers, Jackie whispered; "Artie let's go back upstairs to the comfort of my private chambers. I want to consummate our new bond."
Hanging on to my cock, Jackie led me upstairs. As soon as we were in her bedroom she let go of me and turned. "Artie take off my nightie. I want to wear it for Ron on Saturday, so I expect you to hand wash it when you get home from work tomorrow."
Incredulous, I stared at Jackie.
Staring back, she said; "A few minutes ago you pledged to serve me for the rest of your life. Now you're balking at my first direction. Did I misunderstand your vow?"
Still taken aback by Jackie's first order, but not wanting to fail her, I said, "No, not at all, I...It's just that, well for Ron?"
"Artie honey, A little while ago I offered to break it off with Ron, you said no. Then I offered to cancel our date for Saturday. You told me not to do that either. If I am going to continue seeing Ron I'd like to do everything I can to make our dates fun and exciting. He loves nighties and like you, he's never seen this one. I'd like to wear it for him on Saturday and I point out that this time you did get to see it first. Now, if you don't want me to wear it for him, I won't; but if you really do want to be my servant, you're eventually going to have to stop placing restrictions on me."
Feeling chagrined, I quietly said; "I'm sorry, I'll have the nightie ready for Saturday."
"Artie, I don't want to push you too hard. If it bothers you I won't wear the nightie with Ron."
"No Jackie, I mean Jacqueline. Sorry."
Jackie smiled.
I continued. "We both want this life. I want it as much as you do."
"Do you Artie?"
"Yes, I really do."
"I'm glad."
"Anyway, if this is the life we want to live, then we need to get started. That said, I do think the transition is going to be more difficult for me than it will be for you."
Nodding, Jackie said; "I'm not the one who's surrendering power and I'm getting to fuck other guys. I agree with you, my role is going to be easier than yours. I think it's okay for us to take our time."
"No it's not."
"Why?"
"Say that we decide that you should take a month off from seeing other men."
"I can do that."
"I'm sure you can, but it would be a mistake."
"Tell me."
"Jacqueline tonight was a great help to me. I watched you flirt with another man and I enjoyed it. I'll never again be worried because you're going to the Goldenrod to meet a playmate. Rationally I understand that Ron isn't a threat to me either, but you're going to have to have a few dates with him before I'll be able to completely relax about that. You could stop seeing Ron, but I don't think that would solve the problem."
"Why not?"
"Because I think you need to have a Ron. I think you need to have a boyfriend. I think you need to have a steady fuck."
Jackie shook her head.
I said, "Jacqueline, earlier tonight you told me that you were attracted to Ron because he reminded you of the guys you dated while you were in high school and college. You said that he made you feel young."
"Yes."
"That may be partially true, but it's only partially true. I think that Ron fulfills a much more important need for you.'
"Explain that."
"Sweetheart, may I still call you sweetheart?"
"In private." We both grinned.
"Sweetheart, between work and your family obligations you have a demanding schedule. Having a stud boyfriend with a big cock assures you that you'll get at least one good hard fuck a week. That takes some pressure off of you."
Jackie slowly nodded. It appeared that she agreed with my assessment, but then she suddenly looked at me and asked; "Artie, are you giving me permission to have a boyfriend?"
"Yes, but at least initially, I think it might be easier if we refer to him as your fuck buddy."
"I like that; it's a more accurate description. Okay, so right now Ron is my fuck buddy and you're okay with that?"
"Yes."
"Do you really think you can you live with that situation?"
"I can unless he turns out to be an asshole."
"I'll make sure he doesn't. If he does, I'll find a new fuck buddy."
"That works for me."
Jackie raised her eyebrows. "That works for you? That's rather casual."
"Isn't that the attitude you want me to have?"
"Yes, but..." Jackie paused and then she started to laugh. "Yes Artie, that's exactly the attitude I want you to have."
We smiled at each other. After a mmoment Jackie asked; "So it's okay with you if I go ahead and have my date with Ron on Saturday afternoon?"
"It's not just okay; I want you to do it."
"And you won't be upset if I wear the nightie?"
"I'll not only wash it for you, I'll iron it too."
"Artie, that nightie is made of silk and lace. You can't iron lace."
"So what should I do with it?"
"Hand wash it and lay it flat on a towel to dry. Once it's dry you can turn it inside out and press the silk with a warm iron."
"I can do that."
"I know you can."
"Jacqueline, may I ask you a question?"
"Of course."
"You might think I'm prying."
"Artie, I promised you that I wouldn't have any more secrets. I think that also means that you should always feel free to ask me anything, anything at all. Earlier we did agree that good communication is essential if this marriage is going to succeed. If you have questions it's better to ask them and get them answered than to wonder about the answers."
"Thank you, I think that's true too."
"Okay, so what's your question?"
"Earlier, when I asked you about the nightie, you told me that you'd worn it for another man, you didn't say that you wore it for other men?"
Jackie smiled. "You're wondering who that man was and why I bought a nightie to wear just for him."
I nodded.
"Artie, this is a good example of why you need to ask me about anything that causes you concern. I did buy the nightie for a particular date with one man, although there wasn't actually anything special about him. I have several nighties at my mother's house. Most men enjoy seeing a woman in lingerie. Nighties are nice because they don't take up much space and they're easy to put on and take off."
"That makes sense."
"I prefer nighties made of lace and silk. They make me feel sexy and I enjoy the touch of silk on my bare skin. Unfortunately they're fragile and excited men aren't particularly gentle during foreplay."
I laughed. "I'll bet that's an understatement."
Jackie grinned and then she continued. "So my nighties don't last very long. It's rare for me to get more than three dates out of one of them. That means that I have to frequently replace them."
"So it's not unusual for you to have a nightie that you've only worn for one other man."
"That's right, and I never wear new or nearly new nighties for Ron."
"Why?"
Shrugging, Jackie said; "I don't know. I guess since I see Ron regularly I take him for granted. I think you were right when you said that his purpose is to guarantee me a hard fuck at least once a week. You might say that Ron is my bread and butter big cock. Men who I've just met or see rarely are much more exciting playmates. Remember, variety is the spice of my sex life."



"So where do I fit into your sex life? I don't seem to be part of the equation you just described."
"Of course you are. Artie, you're my ultimate spice. All my other playmates give me physical pleasure, but that's all they give me. When I'm with them we fuck. You and I make love. Sex with them is fun, sex with you is not only fun, it's emotionally fulfilling."
Jackie shook her head. "I forgot that for a while. No I didn't forget it; I was just busy focusing on the other needs you fulfill for me."
"Other needs?"
"Earlier I told you that for the past year I've been stressed, tired and feeling old. During that time you've been my crutch. You supported me. You took care of me when I was tired, you buoyed my spirits when I was down and you inspired me when I was frustrated. I now understand that I've been a very needy wife."
"That's what husbands do."
"Some of them; wives should be doing that too, only I forgot about your needs."
"My needs?"
"Yes, particularly your physical need for sex. I was so busy letting you take care of me that I forgot that I need to take care of you too. Sex by itself is just a physical need, one that can be easily satisfied by casual partners. My playmates were doing that for me, so I wasn't worried about sex. After putting the girls to bed you and I almost always sat together on the couch cuddling while we watched television. When I'm cuddled next to you and you have your arm around me I feel safe and loved. I feel special. I'm getting my need for intimacy fulfilled by you.
"I enjoy that too."
"Yes, but you weren't getting mind bending sex a couple of times a week."
I smiled. "No I wasn't."
"Well I've come to my senses and now I understand that while cuddling on the couch is wonderful, I've missed making love with you. I long to feel your tongue in my pussy and my ass. I can't wait to enjoy the amazing sensations I experience when you suck on my clit. Artie, I love it when you give me head. I want to play kinky mind games with you. I want to make you kneel at my feet and jack off on my toes and then I want to watch you lick up all your cum. I want to come home after being with a lover and make you lick my just fucked pussy." Jackie leered at me. "I'm getting wet just thinking about the fun things we can do now that we know about each other's secret fantasies."
"I'm getting pretty excited too."
"Artie, it's only a quarter past eleven. It will be a late night, but we could still fool around a little before we go to sleep."
"Could I eat your pussy while you tell me more about your date with Mr. Taylor?"
"Can I be a little nasty with you?"
"Yes please."
"I love it when you say please. Let's get on the bed."
"Before we do that, you still haven't told me about the man you were meeting when you bought the nightie."
Smiling, Jackie said; "I'm sorry, I wasn't trying to be evasive. He really isn't very important. His name is Paul Wyler. He lives in Buffalo, New York. He's married and has three children. He's a salesman for a company that makes insulation. I met him at the Goldenrod a year ago. He was fun and reasonably good in bed so I gave him my cell phone number, He calls on his accounts in our city several times a year. When he knows he's going to be in town he calls me. If I have time, I get together with him in his hotel room for a couple of hours. The last time he was here I had a little extra time at the end of the day so on my way to his hotel I stopped at Donaldson's Department store and bought the nightie."
"Do you often give your cell phone number to the men you meet at the Goldenrod?"
"Under the right circumstances I will?"
"What are the right circumstances? I'm just curious; I'm not trying to control you or anything like that."
"I know, I'm glad you're asking. The more you know about this part of my life the better it will be for both of us. First of all, the guy has to be fun and good in bed."
"Of course."
"He has to be from out of town. I rarely give my number to a man who lives in this city. There are just too many complications."
"What about Ron? He lives here."
"When I met Ron he was dating Trudy. She got tired of him and passed him on to me. When I get tired of him I'll probably pass him on to Laurie."
"Will Ron be okay with that?"
"Artie, all Ron cares about is getting safe pussy."
"Safe pussy?"
"Discreet pussy, clean pussy, unencumbered pussy; pussy that won't get him in trouble with his wife."
"I get the other two, but what do you mean by unencumbered pussy?"
"Women who aren't looking for anything other than sex from a man."
"You're talking about women who are looking for commitment, marriage."
"Mostly, but sometimes it's money or gifts like cars and expensive jewelry."
"That happens?"
"Artie."
"Yeah okay, I can be a little naive."
Jackie laughed. "If we start going to clubs together like we did tonight; you know, so you can watch; I'm going to have to keep a very close eye on you. There are women out there who will eat you alive."
I stared at Jackie.
She looked at me and said; "What?"
"Could I do that?"
"Do what?"
"Go to a club with you again and watch. I promise I'll stay out of your way."
"Artie, I would love that." Jackie paused. After a moment she said; "You do realize that if we do that again Nattie won't be sitting with you holding your cock. She'll be busy getting her own date."
"I know."
"We also need to find a baby sitter. My mom was nice and took care of the girls tonight, but next time she's not going to want to miss out on the fun."
"Constance went to the Goldenrod with Natalie. I'm sure she's with a guy right now."
"I'm sure she is too, but don't you think it would have been more fun if all of us could have been there together. Artie, now that you're involved I can actually be out later. The four of us could have dinner together before we start man hunting."
"That would be fun."
"We have to find a baby sitter."
"What about Penny Barnes?"
"You mean Jack and Tricia Barnes daughter?"
"Yeah."
"She's only fifteen"
"That's old enough."
"No, she's too young to be out on a week night."
"Why does it have to be a week night?"
"Because married men have to stay home with their wives on Friday, Saturday and Sunday nights and most men who travel for business try to be home during the weekends."
"Oh."
"Eunice Grady might be a better choice."
"The retired lady who lives on the corner?"
"That's right. She's a widow with two sons and three grandchildren. She lives on a pension. I'll bet she'd be eager to earn a little extra cash."
"If she's interested, she'd be an excellent baby sitter."
Jackie said; "I'll call her tomorrow."
"Shouldn't I do that? I am your servant."
Jackie shook her head. "No, lining up a baby sitter is something a mother generally does. It's not a big deal, but we want to do everything we can to down play our relationship with the neighbors. I also think Eunice will be more comfortable if I call her."
"When can we do this?"
"Oh my, you are eager."
I grinned at Jackie.
She laughed and said; "Why don't I try to set something up for next Tuesday."
"Really?"
"Why not, I'm sure I'll enjoy it."
I gasped.
Grinning, Jackie asked; "So, are you ready to play around a little before we go to sleep?"
"Yes please."
"Take off my stockings and garter. They were for Clayt, not you." Jackie watched me. She was carefully gauging my reaction to her taunt.
Smiling at her, I said; "Yes Jacqueline, of course." There was immediate relief in her eyes.
I quickly unhooked the stays that held up Jackie's stockings.
Jackie said, "That was very good cuckboy. If I didn't know better, I'd think that you had some experience taking off a woman's stockings."
"This evening I put Constance's garter on her and fastened it to her stockings."
Jackie laughed. "Really?"
"Yes Jacqueline."
"That means that you had a close look at my mother's pussy; did you enjoy it?"
"Your mother is a beautiful woman."
"Did you want to kiss her pussy?"
"I tried not to think about it. I knew I wouldn't be allowed to do it."
"Why is that cuckboy?"
"I didn't have your permission."
"That was a very good answer."
"Thank you Jacqueline."
"Cuckboy, I think you need a title of respect for me other than my name."
I waited.
"I don't like mistress; it feels a little too freakish to me. Ma'am would work. Yes, I like that. From now on you should refer to me as ma'am. You should also use that title with my mother and my sister."
Bowing politely, I said; "Yes ma'am."
"Oh I do like that."
I finished unfastening Jackie's stockings and then I unhooked her garter belt and set it on her dresser.
Jackie sat down on the edge of her bed and extended her leg. "Cuckboy, roll my stocking off. Do you know how to do that?"
"Yes ma'am, I think I do." I carefully rolled Jackie's stocking down her leg. As soon as I was finished Jackie extended her other leg and I rolled that stocking off too. Once I was done I placed Jackie's stockings on the top of her dresser next to her garter belt.
As I was doing that, Jackie said; "Cuckboy tomorrow after you finish washing my nightie you can wash my stockings. Hang them on the towel bar in your basement bathroom. When they're dry you can bring them up to my room and put them away. I think I might like wear them for Mr. Clark on Saturday."
"You mean Ron."
"Cuckboy, to you he is Mr. Clark. As my servant I expect you to address all of my guests respectfully."
I looked at Jackie. I knew she was serious. I also knew that this was part of the submissive cuckold husband fantasy. I had to admit that I was torn. While part of me was excited by Jackie's demand; this was still Ron Clark, the man I'd caught fucking my wife in my bedroom the previous day.
I thought about that. There really wasn't any reason to hold a grudge against Ron. He hadn't actually been rude to me. When I walked into the bedroom I startled him and maybe scared him a little too. I was also well aware that Jackie had most likely seduced him. This evening She'd talked about Ron being passed from her friend Trudy to her and when Jackie was bored with him she was planning to pass him on to her other friend, Laurie. Ron was just a guy with a big cock who liked to fuck.
Jackie was studying me. I was fairly certain that she was afraid that she's pressed too hard. I was quickly coming to the realization that she hadn't.
I was about to tell her that when she said; "Artie, maybe on Saturday you could avoid any terms of address with Ron. Actually, I'll be the one doing most of the talking anyway."
"Thank you Ma'am, I appreciate that; but it's not necessary. You're right; Mr. Clark is going to be a guest in your house. He deserves my full respect. I will address him as either Mr. Clark or sir."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes ma'am."
"I promise that I'll control his behavior. I won't let him laugh at you or talk down to you."
"I'd appreciate that."
Jackie smiled and then she patted the spot next to her on her bed. "Come sit next to me Cuckboy. It's time for me to tell you more about my wonderful evening with Mr. Taylor."
I sat down next to Jackie. As soon as I was seated she reached over, gently curled her fingers around my erect penis and held it.
I put my hand on her thigh.
Jackie shook her head. "Artie, I'm your superior. You need to ask permission before you touch me."
"Yes ma'am." I immediately withdrew my hand.
Jackie gave my cock a gentle squeeze. It was a reward for obedience. She was training me.
Without making even a cursory comment about what had just occurred, Jackie said; "When I left off, I believe Clayt and I were making out in the elevator."
"Yes ma'am."
Jackie gave my cock another squeeze. There wasn't any doubt. I was being conditioned. A thrill rippled through me as I realized that a few weeks of this would make me an even more eager servant for my wife.
"Clayt was an animal."
"Jacqueline, may I make comments while you're telling me about your evening?"
"Yes Cuckboy, of course you may; but thank you for asking. A good servant should always be careful about overstepping his bounds." This time Jackie actually gave my cock two strokes.
"Thank you ma'am; you told me that you enjoy aggressive men."
"I do Cuckboy and Clayt definitely turned out to be an aggressive man."
I smiled at Jackie. She smiled back and said; "While he was kissing me he was fondling my breast with one hand and rubbing my ass with the other. He actually raised the hem of my dress and pressed his fingers into the crack of my butt."
"Weren't you wearing panties?"
"A thong, he slipped his fingers under it."
I thought about Mr. Taylor fondling the crack of my wife's ass and asked; "Did you enjoy that."
Jackie laughed. "Hell yes, my pussy was gushing."
"Weren't you afraid that the elevator would stop and someone would get on it?"
"A little, but that was also part of the thrill. Nobody did and when we got to the seventh floor we took a second to try to put ourselves back together before we stepped out into the hall. It was kind of pointless. There really wasn't much we could do. I pulled my skirt down, but my hair was mussed, I'm sure my makeup was smeared and Clayt's cock was making a huge tent in the front of his trousers."
"The two of you must have been quite a spectacle."
Grinning, Jackie said; "I'm sure we were. Fortunately we didn't run into anyone in the hallway."
"Someday, if you meet a man who's willing, I hope you'll allow me to accompany you during one of these parties."
"Do you wish you could have been there Cuckboy? Would you have liked to have been walking down the hallway behind Clayt and me?"
Breathlessly I whispered, "Yes."
Jackie squeezed my cock. "Maybe I can arrange it. My mother has some friends with very open minds."
"Her sex club."
"Yes, how did you know about that?"
"Nattie told me."
"Of course."
"She said that maybe I could go to the next party as your slave."
"Would you like that Cuckboy? Could I put a collar and a leash on you and take you to the party as my pet?"
"Yes please."
"Could I have a date at the party, a tall handsome man? I'd flirt with him on the couch while you kneel at my feet like a pet dog."
"I would want you to do that." I was so excited that I could barely choke out the words.
"And then we'd retire to one of the bedrooms where I'd make you kneel on the floor at the foot of the bed and watch while I partied with my handsome date. Would you enjoy that Cuckboy?"
"Yes ma'am, I would enjoy it." My voice was a barely audible whisper.
Jackie gave my cock another squeeze. "Artie, that is so hot."
I smiled at her. She leaned over and licked my ear. "Want to hear what happened when we got inside Clayt's room?"
"Yes please."
Jackie squeezed my cock again. "I like it when you say please."
I nodded.
"As soon as we were inside his room Clayt grabbed me and started kissing me hard on the lips. I kissed him back. While we were kissing he unzipped my dress. I wiggled my hips and let it fall to the floor. Before I could step out of it Clayt attacked my breasts with his hands and his mouth. Artie he was an animal."
"Did you enjoy that."
,
Jackie smiled. "Oh yes, it made me feel slutty and nasty."
"You like that, don't you."
"I really do."
I smiled at Jackie.
"Cuckboy, do you remember when I was talking to you at your table in the bar? Clayt was in the men's room."
"Of course I do."
Jackie reached over, grabbed my nipple between her fingernails and gave it a vicious twist. I yelped from the pain. It hurt. "Of course I do? That wasn't a very polite way to answer me. Why don't you try it again and be a little more respectful."
"Yes Jacqueline; I'm sorry, I didn't mean to be disrespectful." After a quick pause to catch my breath, I said; "Yes ma'am, I remember it very well."
Jackie squeezed my cock. "That's much better Cuckboy. Now do you remember what you wanted me to do to Clayt as soon as we got into his room?"
"Yes Ma'am, I do."
"What was it?"
"I asked you to give Mr. Taylor a blow job."
Jackie gave my cock another squeeze. "I'm pleased that you referred to my playmate as Mr. Taylor."
"As your servant it's my duty to treat your men friends with respect."
Jackie stroked my cock several times. "Very good Cuckboy. It's clear that you're beginning to understand your place."
"I'm trying hard ma'am."
"Yes you are and that pleases me. You do want to please me, don't you Cuckboy."
"Yes ma'am, very much."
Jackie gave my cock two more strokes. "That's a good boy."
I don't think I've ever been as excited in my entire life as I was at that moment. In an effort to maintain my composure, I took a long slow breath.
Leaning over, Jackie licked my cheek and whispered, "Clayt had me so turned on. I just had to have his big cock in my mouth so I dropped to my knees and did exactly what you told me to do."
"You gave him a blow job."
"A nasty wet sloppy blow job; I devoured his big beautiful cock. I licked and kissed his balls and then sucked on his cock some more. Clayt went wild and so did I. Tonight I was a cock sucking slut for another man. Was that okay Cuckboy?"
"Did it give you pleasure?"
"Yes, I loved it. I loved every second of it."
"Your pleasure is all that matters to me."
"Good answer Cuckboy. My pleasure should be all that matters to you." Jackie stroked my cock several times and then she leaned towards me. Pulling my face to hers, she said; "I want you to kiss me and while you're kissing me I want you to imagine Clayt's cock in my mouth. Think about it Cuckboy, think about how much fun he had while I was sucking him."
Jackie pressed her lips to mine and pushed her tongue deep into my mouth. While we made out I did exactly what she'd told me to do, I pictured her sucking Mr. Taylor's huge erection. The maddening image drove me insane with a combination of lust and cuckold angst. I was on fire.
After a moment Jackie broke off our kiss, pulled back and looked into my eyes. "Did you like that Cuckboy? Do you enjoy kissing your wife when you know that just a few hours earlier she had another man's cock in her mouth?"
I wanted to scream, yes! I've wanted this for years, but I didn't. Instead, barely maintaining my composure, I managed to say; "Yes ma'am, I always enjoy kissing you."
I gasped as Jackie gave my cock another firm squeeze and then she laughed and said; "Artie, you're so much fun. Are you enjoying this as much as I am?"
"Yes ma'am, I think I am. I might even be enjoying it more than you are."
"Really?"
"Yes."
"That makes me very happy."
I smiled.
Jackie lasciviously licked my face and then she said. "Scoot back; I want you lying on the bed."
I pushed myself all the way onto the bed and lay on my back.
Jackie climbed on top of me and positioned herself so that she was straddling my waist, facing me. Licking her lips, she said; "This feels so right. I belong on the top and you belong on the bottom, don't you agree Cuckboy?"
"Yes ma'am, I do."
"I'm glad that you feel that way. Would you like to hear more about my party with Clayt?"
"Yes please."
Jackie gently massaged my nipples with her index fingers. She knew I loved that. Apparently it was going to be my new reward for obedience. "Clayt and I were both incredibly aroused, so it didn't take me long to make him cum. Clayt was an animal, but he was also a gentleman. When he realized that he was about to orgasm, I was sucking him. He was polite enough to warn me and I appreciated it. His warning gave me an opportunity to take his cock out of my mouth and jack him off with my hands."
"I don't understand, I thought you liked having a guy cum in your mouth."



"I do, but I have to know a guy really well before I'll let him do it." Jackie shrugged. "My mother and sister feel the same way."
I nodded.
Smiling at me, Jackie said; "Clayt came all over my tits. It was his first orgasm and it was huge. He made a real mess."
Leaning forward so her weight was resting on her hands and forearms, Jackie rubbed her large tits into my face. "Another man just shot his cum all over my tits and now you get to kiss them and lick them for me. You're a lucky little boy, aren't you Cuckie."
I answered her; "Yes ma'am, I am." And then I closed my eyes.
Just as I was about to kiss her right nipple Jackie pulled back. With a mischievous grin, she said; "Where are your manners Cuckboy, shouldn't you say please."
Breathless with excitement, I said; "Jacqueline, may I please be allowed to kiss and lick your beautiful breasts."
"They're special tonight Cuckboy, why are they special?"
"Another man ejaculated his cum on them."
"And now you want to kiss them and lick them?"
"Yes please."
"You're a very good little Cuckboy, aren't you Artie?"
"I try to be ma'am."
"Since you're so polite, I give you permission to enjoy them."
Jackie leaned forward. As I started kissing and licking her nipples I felt her shudder. I was reasonably certain that she had a small orgasm.
For a few minutes Jackie silently leaned over me, her eyes closed, her large breasts pressed into my face while I eagerly kissed and licked them. Finally she pulled back and asked, "Did you enjoy that Cuckboy? Did you enjoy licking my tits after another man came all over them?"
Nodding, I said; "Yes, Jacqueline, I did. Thank you for allowing me the privilege."
Gently kissing my lips, Jackie grinned and said; "The pleasure was all mine."
We both burst out laughing. After a moment, Jackie asked; "Do you want to hear more about my party?"
"Yes please."
"I was hoping you would. "Jackie paused. After a second, she said; "A soon as Clayt was finished cumming I excused myself and went into his bathroom. I had to clean his semen off of my breasts. I used a damp wash cloth." She winked at me. "I didn't have my little cuckboy there to lick them clean for me."
We both laughed.
Jackie continued. "When I returned to his bedroom, Clayt had stripped the covers off of his bed creating a nice playground for us. He'd also taken off all of his clothes. As soon as he saw me he lay down on the bed and asked if I'd like to join him. Of course I told him that I'd love to."
Grinning at me, Jackie said; "I pulled off my panties and jumped into Clayt's arms. For a moment we giggled and rolled around on the bed like a couple of kids and then he pinned me. Artie, it was so hot. He took complete control of me."
Pangs of jealousy stabbed at me as I imagined Jackie playfully romping naked on a bed with another man. When I heard her excitement as she described being overpowered by Clayt, my envy and jealousy magnified. Remembering that jealousy was the lot of the cuckold, I fought to keep my emotions in check. In an effort to cover my feelings, I quickly asked; "Was he hard again?"
Too excited to notice my emotional distress, Jackie shook her head; "No cuckboy, even studs like Clayt need a few minutes to recover."
"I see."
"Artie it was amazing, once Clayt had me pinned to the bed he straddled me just like I'm straddling you right now. He was so strong that even if I'd wanted to do it, I couldn't have wiggled free. Of course I didn't want to get free. Clayt had taken control and I was loving every second of it."
"He turned out to be the strong forceful man you hoped he'd be."
"He did, he really did."
"What did he do next?"
"Clayt's a boob man and he loved mine."
"You have beautiful breasts."
"Thank you cuckboy."
I smiled at Jackie.
Jackie grinned and said, "Wait until you hear what he did too me."
"Okay."
"His cock was starting to grow again. He laid it between my tits and then he pressed them together and started fucking them. While he was doing that he flicked my nipples with his thumbs. Artie, it was so hot."
Jackie's narrative was arousing my cuckold passion and quickly squelching my petty feelings of jealousy. I was still envious of Clayt, but now that envy was inflaming my masochism. Excited, I said; "I'll bet you loved that."
"Cuckboy, I did. I kept straining to move my head forward so I could kiss the tip of his cock."
"Was he fully hard again?"
Jackie laughed. "It was like a pole."
"Were you able to kiss it?"
"Even better, when Clayt realized what I was trying to do he asked me if I wanted to suck him some more."
"Of course you said yes."
"Damn right I did. I loved his big cock."
"What did Mr. Taylor do?"
"He rolled both of us over. Suddenly, I was on the top and he was on the bottom and then he gently pushed my head down and told me that he loves a lady who knows what she wants."
Jackie looked at me. "Artie, he was right, that was exactly what I wanted. I wanted his cock. I wanted his great big dick and I wanted to suck it like a nasty slut."
"You really do enjoy that, don't you?"
"When I'm with the right guy I do. Some guys will misinterpret what I want and get crude and abusive. I don't like that at all
"I feel the same way about being dominated."
Jackie considered what I'd just told her. After a moment, she said; "You want me to control you, you want me to take power away from you, you want me to humiliate you; but while I'm doing all of that, you need to know that I love you."
I nodded.
"And I enjoy a guy who can make me act like a nasty slut, but I still want to feel safe and valued. I don't want to be mistreated or degraded.
Giggling, Jackie said; "Artie, aren't we a pair. I'm a slut and you're a submissive."
"You're a slut and I'm your submissive."
Jackie stared at me. "Sweetheart, that is so hot."
"I think so too."
We smiled at each other. After a second I asked; "Ma'am, may I ask you a question?"
"Certainly cuckboy." Jackie flicked my nipples. I was still being conditioned.
"You mentioned that sometimes guys misinterpret what you want and get mean and abusive. Does that happen very often?"
"Are you worried about my safety?"
"Yes, I guess I am."
"Don't worry, it almost never happens. You saw me tonight. I always take a little time to get to know a guy before I go to his hotel room with him."
I nodded. She had done that with Clayt.
"When I do go out to pick up strange men I'm either with Nattie and my mom or Trudy and Laurie. I'm careful to always make sure that the guy knows I'm with them and that they saw him."
"That makes sense."
"I also carry a canister of pepper spray in my purse and I'd never let a stranger tie me to the bed."
Shocked by that disclosure, I asked; "Do you let men tie you to the bed?"
"Once in a while, not very often and like I said, never with a stranger. I'm not really into bondage, but occasionally, with the right people, it can be fun."
"Does Ron ever tie you up?"
Jackie laughed. "Ron? I'd never let him do that. He's just a good fuck."
"So who would you let do it?"
"There are a couple of older couples in my mom's sex club that are extremely skilled at bondage. Sometimes I'll play with them. They understand my desire to be treated like a slut and they're wonderfully creative with fantasy games. I suspect you might enjoy playing with them too."
"Would you let me do that?"
"Of course I would. Actually I'd like to watch, so would Nattie and my mom."
"Really?"
Nodding, Jackie said; "Most likely the entire club would want to watch."
"The entire club? How many is that?"
"There's usually a couple dozen people at the parties."
"Have you ever, you know, done things in front of the whole group?"
"Lots of times; Artie honey, I'm a bit of an exhibitionist. Having an audience really gets me off."
"Will you tell me about some of the things you've done while other people are watching you?"
"Of course I will, but not tonight. It's getting late and I still haven't finished telling you about my date with Clayt."
Suddenly bothered, I stared at Jackie.
She looked at me. "Artie, what's the matter?"
"Jackie, I don't understand." Neither of us paid any attention to the fact that I'd just called her Jackie.
Instead she asked, "Sweetheart, what don't you understand?"
"I'm beginning to realize just how sexually sophisticated you really are. I mean, you've slept with I don't know how many men, you go to swinger's parties, you've played bondage games with older couples and I don't know what else. Hell I'm sure there has to be lots more. Just look at that necklace you were wearing tonight. Jackie, I may be a yokel, but I can still recognize an expensive piece of jewelry when I see one."
Jackie rolled off of me. For a moment she lay silently next to me. Finally she said; "Yes, I suppose you could say that I am sexually sophisticated. Apparently that's bothering you."
"Yes, yes it is."
"Artie it shouldn't. I love you, all the other stuff is..."
"Jackie, that's what I don't understand."
"What do you mean?"
"How could a sophisticated woman like you possibly love a scrawny little simpleton like me?" I shook my head. "A submissive, scrawny little simpleton."
Jackie stared at me. After a moment she laughed and said; "Okay, I'm a shameless, supercilious slut and you profess to love me."
Grinning, I said; "I certainly do."
"Can you explain why?"
"Sure, you're beautiful..."
"Are you saying that you wouldn't have married me if I was homely?"
Suddenly understanding what Jackie was trying to tell me, I said; "Okay, I get it. You like the inner me."
"The outer you is pretty cute too. Artie, in addition to being sweet and sexy; you're strong, reliable, loving and honest. You're a wonderful man and I am so thankful that you're willing to put up with a wife who's a cheating slut."
"You have a soft spot for scrawny, submissive, simpletons. I have an equally large soft spot for cheating sluts." I winked at Jackie.
Jackie hugged me. "Artie Hammond, I love you so much."
"I love you too Jackie Conners."
"Would you like to hear about the rest of my date or would you rather just make love and go to sleep?"
"I want to hear about the rest of your date. One of the benefits of being married to a cheating slut is getting to hear about the fun she has with other men."
"Artie, I'm not sure there are many husbands who would agree with that statement."
"Just the natural born cuckolds and I happen to be one of them."
Laughing, Jackie said; "And I am so glad that I found you."
"All right, back to story time. If I remember correctly Mr. Taylor had just finished fucking your tits and you were sucking his cock again."
"Hearing you say that makes my pussy tingle." Jackie was giggling.
"Was your pussy tingling while you were sucking Mr. Taylor's big cock?"
Jackie gasped. "It wasn't just tingling, it was gushing. Artie, I was so turned on."
"You liked sucking him."
"Yes Artie, I did. I love cocks, I always have. I suppose that's one of the reasons I'm such a slut. When I'm giving a blow job I feel like I'm communing with the essence of primal lust."
"Wow!"
Jackie smiled. "When I'm sucking a man's cock, especially a really big cock; it feels like a transcendental experience."
"You're making love to his cock."
"I'm not making love to him."
"No, I understand that."
"But you may be right, I may be making love to his cock. Does that bother you Artie?"
"No, I don't think it does. In fact, it helps me understand just how sexual you really are."
"I am. I don't understand why I'm that way, but I am."
"I don't understand why I'm a submissive masochist. I just am."
Jackie nodded. "I guess we are what we are. Can you accept that Artie?"
"I think I can, but it might take me a little time. Our culture doesn't have much tolerance for either of us."
"Our culture doesn't have much tolerance for anyone who's different." Jackie shrugged. "That's their problem, not ours."
Admiring my wife's free spirited attitude, I nodded.
Jackie smiled, but then she paused. After a moment she said; "You're right, we do have to shield the girls from all of this."
"It's absolutely essential."
"What about Edie?" Jackie was asking about the widowed aunt who raised me.
I shook my head. "She's not an issue. I don't think Edie is in the least bit interested in our sex lives and she already knows that I do most of the household chores. She thinks it makes sense, my work schedule is much easier than yours."
"You're right. When Edie comes to visit I'll just have to be discreet about my extra fun."
"She comes to see the girls. While she's here they'll always be around, so you'll have to be discreet anyway." I smiled at Jackie. "We've gotten side tracked again, haven't we."
"I'm sorry Artie. I really do need to talk about all of this. I'm terrified that I'm going to do something that will hurt you and make you leave."
I smiled. "Feel free to talk as much as you want. Talking is a good way to make sure nothing like that happens. Besides, I'm still trying to figure all of this out too. I need to talk just as much as you do."
Jackie smiled. "But you're right, it does get us side tracked. Let's get back to my date. Telling you about it is so much fun."
"I believe you were sucking Mr. Taylor's cock."
Jackie's smile turned into a grin. Giggling, she said; "Yes I was and I can't begin to describe how happy I am that you want to hear more about it."
"What can I say; I'm a natural born cuckold."
Lasciviously licking her lips, Jackie said; "And I love to party with other men and tell you about it."
My breath caught.
Jackie kissed me and then she said; "Artie, by that time Clayt's cock was hard again and when it's hard, it's huge. It's not all that long, maybe seven inches; but it's thick and it has this fantastic upward curve."
I looked down at my penis. It was sticking straight up, but it was just barely four inches, pencil thin and it didn't curve at all. It wasn't big enough to curve. Turning to Jackie, I said, "Seven inches is a lot longer than mine."
Reaching down and giving my cock a firm squeeze, Jackie said; "You're a little cuckboy, you don't need a big cock."
A thrill rippled through my loins. Jackie had just taunted me. It was subtle, but it was a taunt and it was the first time she'd ever said something like that. Yes, she'd called me cuckboy, but that was all she'd done. Now she was suggesting that I wasn't really a man. My masochistic desires erupted. Bursting with excitement, I stared at my wife.
There was a moment of silence and then, realizing what she'd just said, Jackie shook her head; "Artie, I'm so sorry. That just popped out. I didn't..."
Smiling, I gently touched my index finger to Jackie's lips. "No, don't apologize. It excited me."
"It did?"
I felt my face flush with humiliation, but realizing the importance of the moment I took a deep breath and tried to explain. "Yes, it did. Jackie, I..." I faltered. I was overwhelmed with embarrassment.
Jackie stared at me.
Fighting to regain my composure, I took another deep breath and tried again. "Jackie, we've already talked about my masochism."
Suddenly understanding, Jackie nodded. "Of course; I'm sorry Artie, I'm usually more perceptive than that. You want me to taunt you, don't you?"
Once more, I felt my face flush with embarrassment.
Noticing, Jackie shook her head and said; "I'm not making this easy for you, am I."
I shrugged.
Jackie leaned over, kissed my cheek and whispered; "It excited me too."
I looked at her.
She smiled and said; "It really did."
I smiled.
She said; "Don't forget that I love you and this is just a game."
"I won't."
"Promise?"
"Yes."
"If I go too far, will you tell me?"
"I'll try."
"Artie, this is important. Taunting you and hurting you would be a fun game, but I don't want to really hurt you."
Having read volumes of Internet stories about dominant women and submissive men, I immediately knew the solution. I said; "Time out."
Shaking her head in confusion, Jackie said; "Time out? What does that mean?"
"It's going to be our safe word. If either of us says or does something that makes the other one uncomfortable we call, 'Time out'."
"Can you do that Artie?"
"I think so. Can you do it?"
Jackie laughed. "I don't think I'm the one who's going to need a safe word; but yes, I'm sure I can." She thought for a moment and then she asked; "Artie, do you really think you can do that?"
"Yes, I think I can; having it as an established protocol makes it easier."
"Sweetheart, if you can really do that it allows me to relax when we play games. I won't have to worry about pushing you too hard."
"I want you to push me."
"Artie, are you sure about that?"
"Yes, I think I am; no know I am. There isn't any question about it."
Jackie stared at me. After a moment she smiled and said; "All right, let's try it. Remember you can always call time out."
"I won't forget."
"Okay, here goes. Cuckboy, why would a little wimp like you even think about comparing himself to a man like Clayt?"
Momentarily taken aback by the brashness of Jackie's question, I recoiled.
Jackie was watching me carefully. She noted my reaction immediately and tried to back track. "Artie, I didn't mean it, I was just playing."
My shock was only temporary. Quickly recovering, I said; "No, that was perfect."
"Are you sure?'
"Yes, I am." And then I remembered something from one of my favorite cuckold stories. It was just what we needed. I said; "Jacqueline, may I make another suggestion."
"Of course."
"When we're playing, 'time out' is the only phrase that should concern you. You should ignore anything else I say." I paused and then I said; "No, that's not quite right. Anything else I say should be viewed as encouragement."
"I'm not sure I understand what you're telling me."
"Let's try it again. Repeat what you said to me a moment ago."
"You're sure it's all right."
"I'm sure."
"Okay. Cuckboy, why would a little wimp like you even think about comparing himself to a man like Clayt?"
In my most submissive tone of voice I said; "Ms. Jacqueline, please don't call me a wimp."
"Are you telling me that it's okay to call you a wimp?"
Feeling both excited and embarrassed, I quietly answered; "Yes."
Jackie clapped her hands together. "Artie, that is so hot. I get it. When you really don't want me to do something, you'll call time out. I should take anything else you say as encouragement."
"That's right."
"That's really cool. Did you just think of that?"
"No it's in one of my favorite stories."
"I have to read that story. Do you have it?"
"Yes, I'll show it to you tomorrow."
"Okay, do you want to try that again?"
"Do you?"
Nodding, Jackie said; "I really do."
"Okay."
"Are you ready?"
"Yes."
"Cuckboy, why would a little wimp like you even think about comparing himself to a man like Clayt?"
"Ms. Jacqueline, please don't call me a wimp."
"Why not, that's what you are. You're a pencil dicked cuckold wimp..." Suddenly Jackie started giggling and added; "Who also happens to be the love of my life."
I laughed. "That last part does tend to detract from the overall effect of your taunt."
Jackie shrugged. "I don't know, I thought it added just the right amount of pizzazz."
"Pizzazz?"
"Yeah, pizzazz; you got a problem with that pencil dick?"
Grinning, I said; "No Ms. Jacqueline, I don't."
Jackie leaned over and kissed me hard on the lips. She was giggling. I was too.
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We hugged each other for a moment and then Jackie said; "All right cuckboy, are you ready to hear more about my party with Clayt?"
"Yes please."
Giving my penis a firm squeeze, Jackie said; "I like it when you say please. It shows me that you understand your place."
"Yes ma'am."
She gave my penis another squeeze. "Very good cuckboy, you're learning to be deferential. That also pleases me."
I smiled.
Jackie said; "You enjoy pleasing me, don't you."
"Yes ma'am, I do." It appeared that our last conversation had bolstered Jackie confidence. She was noticeably bolder about exploring the parameters of our new relationship.
"That's good. As my obedient servant, pleasing me is one of your most important duties."
"I understand."
"It pleases me to fuck other men."
"Yes ma'am, I know that."
"Tonight I enjoyed sucking Clayt's cock."
I nodded.
"Does it bother you that I enjoy sucking another man's cock, but I don't suck yours?" Jackie stared at me.
I understood what Jackie was doing. My wife is intelligent, sophisticated and creative. Her taunts were naturally going to reflect her intellect. Simply calling me nasty names like pin dick or sissy was too trite for her. Jackie was capable of much more creative insults.
Aware that she was testing the efficacy of the safeguards we'd just established, I excitedly answered; "Please Ms. Jacqueline, don't remind me of that."
"Remind you of what cuckboy?"
"That you suck other men's cocks, but you won't suck mine."
"Why should that upset you? You're not a man like Clayt, you're a submissive little wimp. You weren't born to party with women; you were born to serve them." Jackie studied me. She knew she was pushing my limits and she was clearly concerned about how I was reacting.
I was in emotional turmoil. Jackie was deliberately scraping a raw nerve. The previous evening I'd been painfully distressed to discover that she'd been doing things for other men that she hadn't been doing for me, now she was taunting me about it. While part of me was angry, a bigger part of me, the masochistic part of me was unbelievably aroused.
I remembered Jackie's earlier words, "Artie, don't forget that I love you and this is just a game." She'd made me promise that I wouldn't forget that and I made that promise. I also remembered her adamant insistence that she would never again do anything for another man that she hadn't already done for me.
My confidence in my wife's love for me restored, I said; "Please Ms. Jacqueline, don't tease me about that."
Jackie stared at me for a moment and then she smiled and said; "Cuckboy, I'm not teasing you. I loved sucking Clayt's big cock. It's exciting. Sucking that little fingerling you try to pass off as a penis is simply boring."
I winced, but every nerve in my body was tingling with masochistic excitement.
Jackie continued watching me. She was clearly nervous about what she was doing.
In an effort to shore up her confidence I bowed my head and said; "Ms. Jacqueline, I'm sorry I'm so pathetically endowed. I fully understand why you seek satisfaction from other men."
Raising her eyebrows, Jackie said; "Other men? Cuckboy are you putting yourself in the same class as men like Clayt and Ron?" She laughed. It was a cruel derisive laugh. "I certainly hope you aren't that deluded."
For a brief moment I faltered. It wasn't Jackie's words, it was the laugh. She was laughing at me. That hurt.
Jackie saw my distress. Fearing that she'd pushed me too hard, she quickly said "Artie I didn't mean to hurt you. I'm sorry."
I understood exactly what had happened. The quick wit that made my wife an outstanding attorney also made her devilishly adept at taunts and insults. I should never have expected less. Furthermore my masochistic side was enjoying the humiliation her laughter created. Still this was a situation that required clarification and we now had a protocol for those situations. Raising my hand, I said; "Time out."
Jackie smiled and said; "Thank you." Her smile was a smile of relief.
"You're good, amazingly good."
"Artie, I really am sorry."
"You don't need to be sorry, you didn't do anything wrong."
"It was the laugh, wasn't it?"
"It was."
"I'm sorry, I shouldn't have done that. I got carried away. "
"Maybe, I'm not sure that's true and even if you did go too far, so what? We have a system that gives us an opportunity to talk about our concerns and we just demonstrated that it works."
"Artie, are you sure?"
"We're talking about it, aren't we?"
"Yes."
"Besides, now that I've had a chance to think about it, I have to admit that it was exciting."
"It was?"
"Yeah, I just wasn't prepared for how good you are. Now I understand why your law firm pays you that big salary."
Jackie giggled.
I said, "We love each other. I'm sure we can talk our way through anything."
"I do love you Artie, I really do. I think you're ten times the man that either Clayt or Ron is. After all, I did marry you."
I smiled at Jackie. "I know, I love you too and thanks."
"Do you want me to tone down my taunts for a little while, at least until we're both feeling a bit more confident about what we're doing?"
Shaking my head, I said; "Only if you need to do that for yourself. As far as I'm concerned, I want you to try to make me call time out."
Jackie laughed. "Are you sure about that Artie?"
I shrugged. "My masochistic side certainly is."
"I'm falling madly in love with that side of you."
"Only that side?"
"I only met that side of you yesterday; I've always been madly in love with the rest of you."
"I'm falling madly in love with your sadistic side."
Jackie leered at me. "Cuckboy we are going to have some serious fun playing with each other."
Grinning, I said; "I think we are too."
Shall we get back to my evening with Clayt?
"I'd like that very much. I believe you were sucking his cock."
"I was and I was enjoying it. I had both of my hands wrapped around Clayt's thick shaft while I kissed and licked the head of his cock. Cuckboy, some men have cocks with really big heads. Clayt is one of those men."
"Do you like cocks with big heads?"
"I do. Do you want to hear something funny?"
"Yes."
"Don't laugh at me."
"I would never do that."
Jackie smiled. "Good boy, it wouldn't be polite to laugh at your Mistress, would it?"
"No ma'am, it wouldn't."
Jackie squeezed my penis; "Very good." And then she asked; "Cuckboy, you know how a guy's cock has that little mouth in the head."
"Yes ma'am."
When I'm with a guy who has a bigger cock, especially a cock like Clayt's, a cock with a big head; I like to close my eyes, wrap my hands around his stiff shaft and kiss that beautiful head. Artie I like to make out with the magnificent creature my stud keeps tethered between his legs."
"A creature tethered between his legs? You make it sound like a cock is a living thing, an independent entity."
"My mom, my sister and I all feel the same way. We love cocks and I guess sometimes we do view them as living things."
"You have a passion for cocks."
"All three of us share that passion."
Earlier you told me that for you sucking a cock is exciting."
"Very exciting, Artie for all three of us cocks are alluring, almost bewitching."
"Did you make out with Mr. Taylor's cock tonight?"
"I did."
"Did he enjoy it?"
"Yes, and so did I."
Jackie squeezed my penis again. "You're really hard cuckboy. You must enjoy hearing about me sucking other men."
Taking a deep breath, I answered; "Yes, I do."
"I would think that knowing I haven't been giving you that pleasure would make it difficult for you to hear about me doing it for other men."
"It does ma'am."
"But you still enjoy hearing about it."
"Yes ma'am."
"Even if it causes you pain."
"Yes."
"You enjoy pain, don't you cuckboy."
"Yes." My voice was raspy with excitement.
Still holding on to my penis, Jackie reached over with her free hand, grabbed my nipple between her thumb and her forefinger and gave it a vicious twist.
I yelped.
Giggling, Jackie said; "And I love inflicting it on you."
Trying to maintain my composure, I took a deep breath and then I quietly said; "Thank you ma'am."
"You're very welcome. Believe me, the pleasure was all mine." Jackie smiled. "That's the way it should be, isn't it cuckie."
"Yes ma'am."
"Want to hear what Clayt and I did next?"
"Yes please."
Leaning over, Jackie whispered in my ear; "While I was making out with Clayt's cock I started thinking about how much I wanted to feel that big head pushing into my pussy. I wanted Clayt to fuck me cuckboy. I wanted him to pin me to the bed, climb on top of me and push his huge dick into my hot wet cunt."
Jackie squeezed my penis, my very erect penis. "What do you think about that cuckboy? Does that get you hot too?"
"Yes, yes it does."
"Lie back."
I complied with Jackie's command without question. She straddled me again. This time she was facing my head rather than my feet. Moving up so that her cunt was directly over my face, she said; "I got a condom from my purse. It was a magnum. Clayt needs a magnum. A regular sized condom would never fit on a cock as thick as his."
I nodded.
"Look at my cunt cuckboy. Tonight another man fucked me. Actually he fucked me two times. Yes, Clayt came three times tonight. I sucked him off and then he fucked me twice. The second time he fucked me he lasted for over a half hour."
Jackie laughed. "A half hour cuckboy, do you think you could fuck a woman for a half hour?"
Shaking my head, I said; "No ma'am, I'd cum almost immediately. That's why you need to party with men like Mr. Taylor."
Jackie smiled. "I'm glad you understand that cuckie."
I nodded.
Jackie said; "The first time Clayt fucked me he was on top. That's my favorite position. I don't really know why. Well maybe I do. When a guys on top he's in control. He's doing the fucking and I love to be fucked."
"Did Mr. Taylor's big cock head feel good inside you?"
"I love having a husband who wants to know if another man's cock felt good in my cunt." Jackie was giggling.
I smiled up at her.
Jackie stopped giggling and stared down at me. Lewdly licking her lips, she said; "It felt wonderful cuckboy. Clayt has a magnificent cock and he knows exactly what to do with it."
"He was good."
"Clayt was very good. The first time, when he was on top, I came twice. The second time he wanted me on top so I rode him cowgirl. After about twenty minutes he rolled me off of him, pulled me up to my hands and knees and finished me doggie style. I love doggie because I can rub my clit while I'm getting fucked."
"Did you cum again?"
"Oh yes, I came once while I was riding Clayt and I came again while he was fucking me doggie. By the time Clayt got off the second time I was spent."
"You had a good time."
"Cuckboy I had a wonderful time."
"I'm glad."
"Are you Artie, are you really?"
"Yes."
Jackie grinned down at me. "Would you like to kiss my pussy?"
"Yes please."
"Are you sure? Another man just fucked me twice. I'm not messy down there, he wore a condom; but his cock was inside of me for almost an hour."
"Even if you were messy with Mr. Taylor's cum I would still love to kiss and lick your pussy."
"That's good cuckboy. That's the way it should be." Jackie slowly lowered her cunt to my face. "Go ahead, kiss me. Another man just finished fucking my cunt and now you get to kiss it and lick it."
I kissed Jackie's cunt lips and then I pushed my tongue into her and licked her. She was aroused, slippery with her own moisture. I closed my eyes and tasted her.
Jackie ground her dripping cunt into my face and growled, "Eat me cuckboy. Eat my just fucked cunt."
I responded by kissing and tongue fucking Jackie. I wrapped my arms around her waist and held her pressed tightly to my face while I made love to her with my mouth.
Suddenly Jackie arched her back and screamed. Her orgasm was volcanic, but that didn't deter her. The entire time she was cumming she continued grinding her cunt into my face. As Jackie came her moisture gushed onto my lips, my mouth, my nose and my cheeks. I loved it. I reveled in it. I cherished it. Jackie was my goddess. Her cum was my nectar.
Jackie came again. I was amazed. Even in the fog of my own arousal I was still able to realize that I'd never before been able to make her cum twice in succession. Knowing that earlier that evening she'd had at least four orgasms with Mr. Taylor made it even more amazing. My wife truly was a sexual lioness and knowing that made me love her even more.
The second orgasm took its toll on Jackie. As its intensity diminished her movement began to slow. Finally, she stopped grinding her cunt into my face and leaned forward bracing herself on the headboard of what had once been our bed, but was now solely hers. For a moment Jackie stayed perfectly still and then she rolled off of my face and collapsed next to me with her eyes closed.
I waited silently, my face glistening with the moisture of Jackie's two orgasms. My penis was still erect, my loins were still on fire from my own unsatisfied lust; but I lay still. I didn't want to disturb my goddess's post orgasmic bliss.
Several minutes passed. I waited patiently. Finally I saw my goddess stir. Jackie's eyes opened. She looked at me and smiled.
I smiled back.
Her smile turned into a grin and then she sat up, leaned over and kissed me. It was a passionate kiss laden with love.
I kissed her back.
She giggled. "Your face is covered with my cum."
"You had a good time tonight."
Laughing, Jackie said; "A good time? Artie honey this was a fucking amazing night."
"Mr. Taylor was an outstanding playmate."
"Sweetheart, Clayt was just a good fuck. You were the reason it was an amazing evening. I never realized that sex could be that much fun and believe me, that's saying a lot. I love sex."
Not certain about how to respond, I just smiled at Jackie.
She shook her head. "My mother and her friends have always maintained that the mind is the most important sex organ. I've never doubted that; I mean, I love imaginative sex, but until tonight I never realized just how mind blowing it could be. Artie you were incredible. While you were eating me I came twice back to back. That almost never happens to me."
Smiling, I said; "I know."
"Artie, even when I'm with a really hot guy, that doesn't happen."
Jackie stopped. Realizing what she'd just said, she shook her head and tried to correct herself. "Artie, I'm sorry, that came out wrong. You're a really hot guy. You're my hottest guy. What I meant to say was that even when I'm with a guy who has a big cock and knows how to use it, that doesn't happen."
"It's okay, I understand what you meant."
"Do you?"
"Yes."
"Thank you sweetheart."
I smiled at Jackie.
She started to smile back, but then she noticed my erect penis. "Artie honey, you haven't cum yet!"
I shook my head.
Sighing, Jackie said; "I'm sorry, I really can be a self-centered bitch."
"You're a superior, that's your prerogative."
"A superior?"
"It's a term they use in several of my favorite stories."
"Artie, are we still playing?"
"Is there any reason we should stop?"
"I love you; I want you to be happy."
"Ms. Jacqueline, a few minutes ago you told me that you had an amazing evening."
"I did and it was because of you."
"It was amazing for me too."
"But you haven't cum yet."
"No I haven't and I would like to do that before we go to sleep."
"Of course, I want that too. Sweetheart I would love to suck your cock or you could fuck me, that would be fun too." Jackie paused, after a moment she added; "Although after Clayt's big cock I might be a little loose for you tonight."
Jackie stopped herself again. Slowly shaking her head, she said; "Artie I'm sorry. Right now everything I say seems to come out wrong."
Deciding it was time for a serious intervention, I said; "Time out."
Jackie stared at me. "Artie, you really do want to keep playing, don't you."
"I hope that we're going to always be playing."
"You mean?"
"Jackie, last night you proposed that this shouldn't be a game; but rather a life style for us. At that time everything was happening too quickly for me and I balked."
"I know. I pushed you too hard."
"Since then a lot has happened. You and I have talked. I talked with your mom and Nattie. I watched you meet Mr. Taylor in the bar and then after playing with him you came home and you still loved me."
"I do love you. I always will."
"I know that and I'm not scared anymore. Jackie this feels so right. Yes, I'm sure most people would think it's weird, but we're not most people."
"No we're not."
"Jackie, you're a superior and I'm a submissive. I want to serve you. I was born to serve you. I don't want this to be a game; I want it to be our life."
"People will find out."
"Yes and as long as we shield the girls from it that will be okay."
"I like being in control."
"I know you do and I enjoy serving you."
"Do you Artie, do you really."
"Yes, I do."
"That's hard for me to understand."
"Of course it is. You're a superior. I'm a submissive. We view the world from different perspectives. I'm certain it's very difficult for you to accept or even understand that I might actually want this."
"But you're telling me you do want it."
"Yes, very much."
"Artie, I love you. Sometimes I'm going to want us to make love like a husband and wife. There are going to be times when I want you to enjoy my body like other men enjoy it."
"And I'll look forward to those times too, but they should be special occasions."
"You're really offering to serve me for the rest of our lives?"
"Yes I am."
"Artie this isn't a game."
"Do you promise to love me, cherish me, take care of me and watch over me?"
"Of course I do."
"I promise to love you, cherish you, serve you, honor you and obey you."
"I promise to honor you too."
"Unless we're playing games and you're taunting me."
Jackie chuckled, but then she paused. After thinking for a moment, she said; "Artie, I want to make sure I understand exactly what you're proposing. I'm going to be your superior and you're going to be my servant. I'll rule our household and live a life that pleases me."
"And I'll serve and obey you and live a life that pleases you."
"You're okay with that?"
"I want that. Serving you is my ambition. I'm beginning to understand that it's always been my ambition."
"I do promise to love you, cherish you and take care of you." Giggling, Jackie added; "Unless we're playing games and then I get to be as nasty as I want."
"I want that too."
"Artie, it might be hard to separate those games from real life."
"Are you afraid that you'll start being nasty to me all the time?"
"I don't know, maybe."
"I don't believe you're capable of that, but if it does happen we'll call time out and talk about it."
"Do you really think we can make this work?"
"In many ways I think we've been making it work for the past eight years."
Jackie nodded. "You've always taken care of the household and kids. I've become the primary earner for the family and I now make almost all of the financial decisions."



"All we're really doing is recognizing and accepting the life we've already been living."
Smiling, Jackie said; "Artie honey, a minute ago you said that this just feels right to you. Are you sure about that? I want to know, because it does feel right to me. It feels so very right."
"Yes it feels right to me and I'm glad it feels that way to you too."
"It does, Artie I want to do this."
"I do too."
Jackie sat up. "Artie, get down on your knees on the floor."
Understanding exactly what Jackie had in mind. I slipped to the floor and kneeled at the foot of the bed.
Jackie moved so that she was sitting on the edge of the bed. Once she was settled she looked down at me and said; "You belong to me now."
Nodding, I said; "Yes I do."
"You've already pledged to obey and faithfully serve me for the rest of our lives."
"Yes I have."
"And I've pledged to care for you for the rest of our lives."
"You have."
"And we've both pledged to honor and love each other for the rest of our lives."
"Grinning up at Jackie, I said; "Yes we have."
Jackie extended her right foot. "As a symbol of your obedience, kiss my toes."
I cradled Jackie's foot in my hands and reverently kissed each of her toes. When I was finished I looked up at her and said; "I am your loyal servant."
Smiling, Jackie answered; "And I'm your benevolent mistress." She reached down, took hold of my arm and pulled me to my feet. "You may rejoin me on my bed."
As I climbed back onto Jackie's bed every nerve in my body was tingling with excitement.
As soon as I was kneeling next to her Jackie said; "You've been a very good little boy tonight. You deserve a reward. Would you like to cum?"
"Yes ma'am. I'd like that very much."
"Before you do that, I think it would be appropriate for you to express your gratitude to me."
"Of course Ms. Jacqueline; anything, anything at all."
Jackie rolled over onto her stomach. "Kiss my ass cuckboy."
While I'd been licking Jackie's ass since well before we were married, that evening we both knew it was going to be different. In the past it had always been unstated. It was simply something we did. Of course the fact that Jackie had never licked my ass should have spoken volumes. Since neither of us had chosen to acknowledge that detail it had been overlooked; until that night.
That night we both understood the significance of Jackie's instruction.
My naked wife lay on her stomach, her head resting on the backs of her hands. As I crawled between her parted thighs preparing to abase myself for her pleasure, Jackie whispered; "Cuckboy, I want this, I want this so badly."
"I want it too Ms. Jacqueline."
"Do you cuckboy?"
"Yes."
"Tell me why."
"I'm declaring my obedience."
"Is that all?"
"No."
"What else?"
"I'm acknowledging your superiority."
"Yes Artie, yes you are."
I spread Jackie's cheeks, exposing her tiny rosebud. For a moment there was nothing but silence. Neither of us moved neither of us spoke; both of us understood the significance of the moment.
I leaned forward. As I pressed my lips to Jackie's anus, she whispered; "Oh yes."
Closing my eyes, I kissed her.
In a hushed voice, Jackie said; "Yes cuckboy, that's what I want. Kiss my ass; show me that you belong to me. Show me that you'll do anything for me."
Unbelievably excited, I pushed my tongue into Jackie's asshole and French kissed her.
Giggling, Jackie said; "Artie, you've done this to me at least five hundred times, but it's never felt as good as it does tonight."
I wrapped my arms around Jackie's hips, buried my face between her cheeks and tried to push my tongue even deeper into her asshole.
Jackie cooed, "This is unbelievable."
Keeping her face resting on the mattress, Jackie moved up to her knees. This provided me with even greater access to her. I licked the entire length of the crevasse between her parted cheeks and then I pushed my tongue back into her anus again.
Reaching back with her right hand, Jackie massaged her clitoris. I sensed her excitement building. Closing my eyes, I made love to her rear. Jackie was my goddess; I relished this opportunity to worship her.
I felt the intense movement of Jackie's fingers on her clit. She was rubbing herself with a frenzy I'd never before seen. Her excitement fed my excitement. MY little cock was sticking straight out. I tried to push my tongue even deeper into her ass.
I thought about this woman whose ass I was licking. Jackie was a sexual lioness, but she was so much more. At Kelroy, Jackie had been elected to Phi Beta Kappa and graduated Magna Cum Laude. She was first in her law school class and after graduation she went to work for our cities most prestigious law firm. At the previous year's holiday party several of her coworkers told me that she was on a fast track to a full partnership. My wife was a very special person and I was fortunate to be able to serve her.
Thoughts of Jackie's evening with Mr. Taylor flashed through my mind. Of course she was going to enjoy the pleasures offered by a variety of men. Jackie was a superior. The freedom to fully enjoy all of the pleasures of life was a right that should be accorded to people of her station.
So was having a servant and I now understood that I was born to serve Jackie. As I licked my wife's ass I thought about how fortunate it had been that we'd found each other.
Suddenly I felt the muscles in Jackie's loins tighten. She gasped and then she arched her back and cried out, "Oh yes!" I sat up and waited patiently while my wife enjoyed her seventh orgasm of the evening.
Gradually the waves of pleasure subsided and Jackie collapsed on her bed, spent. I continued to wait. I was Jackie's servant. Disturbing her serenity wasn't an option for me. Several minutes passed. Finally Jackie rolled over and sat up. Looking at me, she smiled and said; "Artie, that was incredible. Having seven orgasms in one night is almost unheard of for me."
"Has it happened before?"
"Only a couple of times."
"Those must have been amazing evenings."
"They were, but not as amazing as this one."
"Will you tell me about them?"
"Of course I will but not tonight. It's getting late and you still haven't cum."
Incredibly aroused and overwhelmed with feelings of submissive masochism, I said; "Ms. Jacqueline, you've had a long, exciting day. You must be exhausted. I'm your servant; you don't need to worry about me."
"Don't you want to cum?"
"Yes, but I don't want to burden you. If you give me permission, I'll go to my room and take care of myself."
Jackie smiled. "You're still playing, aren't you Artie."
"I guess so, but..." I hesitated.
"But what Artie?"
"Ms. Jacqueline, I really do want to be your servant. I want this to be the way we live."
"I want that too Artie, but I don't want to live in separate bedrooms. I want you to sleep here in my room with me."
Bowing politely, I said; "Thank you Ms. Jacqueline. That's very benevolent of you. I would prefer that too."
Jackie stared at me. After a moment she said; "You really do want to live as my servant, don't you Artie."
"Yes Ms. Jacqueline I do."
"I'm sorry, I know you've told me that several times tonight, but it's kind of hard for me to believe it."
Suddenly feeling ashamed, I hung my head.
Jackie understood immediately. "Artie, I wasn't judging you." She smiled. "Actually I want it every bit as much as you do. It's just that it's hard for me to understand how you could want it."
"We're different."
"I know, we've talked about that."
"You may just have to trust that this is what I want."
"You're sure."
"Jacqueline, this was the most sexually exciting night of my life."
Jackie grinned. "It was for me too and I'm not talking about Clayt. He was fun but the really memorable part of the night was with you after I got home."
"For the past several years I've secretly fantasized about being your cuckold."
"Isn't it ironic that during all that time you really were my cuckold?"
"It is and it's a classic example of how our inhibitions, our insecurities and bad communication can cheat us. Jacqueline, I don't want to be cheated anymore. Tonight I became your willing cuckold and I hope your servant for life. I don't want to give that up."
"You don't have to give it up."
I smiled at Jackie.
She looked at me and asked; "Artie honey, are you sure?"
"I'm very sure."
"Okay." Jackie grinned. "This is going to be fun."
"I hope so."
"If I go too far will you tell me?"
"I'll call time out."
"Promise?"
"Yes, I promise."
"All right, here goes." Jackie took a deep breath and said; "Cuckboy, it's time for you to cum. I could send you away and make you do it in private, but tonight it would please me to watch. As your mistress I believe that is my prerogative."
"Yes Ms. Jacqueline, of course it is."
"Sit at the end of the bed facing me."
"Yes ma'am."
I quickly moved into position. Once I was settled I looked at Jackie and waited. My tiny penis was sticking straight up."
"You may begin."
Suddenly struck by the utter humiliation of what I was about to do. I hesitated.
Recognizing my distress Jackie moved so that she was sitting next to me. She reached over, encircled my erect penis with her thumb and forefinger and slowly began stroking me. "Tonight I went to a hotel room with a man I just met. I sucked his cock and let him fuck me twice. You're my husband, the love of my life and my loyal servant. This is the least I can do for you."
"Thank you." It was lame, but it was the only response I could muster.
I closed my eyes. My wife's fingers felt wonderful.
Jackie silently stroked me, when she felt me relaxing she leaned over and whispered, "Can I tease you a little bit?"
I whispered back, "Yes please."
"It excites me when you say please."
"It excites me too." Jackie's ministration was rebuilding my confidence and my lust."
Sensing this, Jackie reached over with her free hand, picked up my hand and placed it on top of her fingers, the fingers that were stroking me. My hand was in between both of her hands, stroking my cock.
She whispered to me, if you'll masturbate for me, I'll masturbate for you."
I nodded, "Okay."
"Keep stroking your cock. Will you do that for me?"
"Yes, I will."
Jackie disengaged her hands and placed my hand back on my cock. For a moment she held it there, slowly moving it up and down and then she released me. "Keep stroking yourself Artie."
"Yes ma'am."
Jackie repositioned herself so that she was once again seated at the head of the bed facing me. She spread her legs, exposing her naked shaved pussy. "Watch me Artie, watch me masturbate."
Jackie placed two fingers in the moist cleft of her pussy and began rubbing herself.
I stroked my cock and watched.
"Do you like that Artie? Do you like watching me rub my cunt?"
"Yes, very much."
"I like watching you too. Tonight I'd like to just watch you. Can I do that Artie?"
"Yes, of course."
"Good," Jackie pulled her fingers away from her glistening cunt, but she kept her legs spread.
"Keep stroking yourself Artie. I want to watch."
"I will."
"Can I tease you a little bit while I watch you jack off?"
"Yes please."
"I really do like it when you say please."
I smiled.
Jackie reached over, took two tissues out of the box on the night stand next to her side of the bed and handed them to me. "Here Artie, when you cum you can use these."
"Yes ma'am."
"Men like Clayt and Ron get to cum in my mouth or my pussy or on my tits; but you're a little cuckboy, so you have to use tissues. You understand that, don't you Artie?"
"Yes ma'am, I do."
"Keep stroking your little peepee for me."
"Yes ma'am."
Jackie watched me for a moment and then she said; "We have to do something about that pubic hair. It just isn't right. In fact tomorrow evening all your body hair has to go. Body hair is sexy for men like Clayt and Ron; little cuckboys like you should be smooth and clean."
"I understand." I was vigorously pumping my little penis. My voice was raspy with building excitement. I wasn't surprised. I'd been on a sexual edge since Connie had called me after school that afternoon. Earlier, when I was licking Jackie's ass I nearly came without any contact at all."
"It sounds like you're about to cum any second now. Of course that shouldn't be a surprise. You always have been a minute man. Laughing, Jackie said; "I guess that really should be minute boy, shouldn't it tiny dick."
Jackie studied me carefully. It was clear that she was still a little uneasy about taunting me.
I kept pumping my penis.
Jackie smiled and said; "Don't forget to use your tissue paper pussy. We don't want you to make a mess on my sheets, do we?"
Quickly shaking my head, I said; "No ma'am."
"Oh you are getting close, aren't you? Come on cuckboy, pump your little pecker for me. Make it spurt."
I felt the familiar preorgasmic tension building in my loins. I wrapped the tissues around the head of my penis, held them in place with my hand and masturbated myself with them. I noticed that my wife was watching with rapt attention.
The tension in my loins continued to build. Suddenly my first spurt of semen erupted into the tissues with a burst of intense pleasure. Carefully keeping the head of my penis wrapped in its cocoon of tissue, I continued pumping myself. Several more spurts of semen followed the first, but each one came with diminishing intensity until they finally ceased. Knowing that there would still be a dribble of cum I kept the tissues in place.
Recognizing that I was finished, Jackie said; "Wow that was fascinating. I've never watched a guy jack off before. I've done it for guys lots of times, but this is the first time I've ever seen a guy do it himself. You're really good at it."
My face flushed.
Jackie's smile suddenly turned into a frown.
I asked, "What's the matter?"
"Artie I'm sorry, I've been a lousy wife. I've neglected you and made you practice that skill. I should have been sucking you off every night"
"It's okay, that's all in the past." I smiled at Jackie. "And believe me; I perfected that particular skill long before I met you."
Jackie giggled. "While my method had to be different than yours; I perfected that particular skill a long time ago too."
I grinned at Jackie.
She said, "Maybe some night we could do it together. You know, watch each other."
"I'd like that."
Moving so she was next to me, Jackie kissed me on the lips and whispered; "I love you Artie."
"I love you too Jacqueline."
"Go flush your tissues. It's time for us to go to sleep."
When I returned from the bathroom Jackie had the covers pulled up around her. The covers on what had been my side of the bed were neatly folded down. It was clearly an invitation. Still before getting into bed I politely asked, "Ms. Jacqueline, may I join you tonight?"
Jackie smiled. "Please do."
I slipped into bed next to her and pulled my covers up. As soon as I was settled Jackie scooted over so she was next to me. I extended my arm and she cuddled into my shoulder.
"I don't ever want to stop cuddling with you Artie."
"I like it too Jacqueline."
"Are you okay? I mean, was tonight okay?"
"I had a wonderful time."
"Even when I was with Clayt?"
"Even then."
"I'm glad. I had a wonderful time too."
There was a moment of silence and then Jackie said; "Artie."
"Yes."
"Earlier you said you wanted to make this our real life style, not just a game. Did you mean that?"
"Yes I did."
"When Ron comes over for our date on Saturday afternoon I want you to be my servant and I want him to know it."
I'd been expecting this and I'd already decided that I wanted to try it, but I still had concerns. "If he gets abusive or even makes demeaning comments to me I'm not sure I'll be able to handle it."
"I know. I think I can control him. If it turns out that I can't I'll make him leave."
"What if he refuses to leave?"
"That's easy, I'll threaten to call his wife and tell her everything. Artie, we don't have anything to hide. Ron is the only one who has to be afraid that his wife will find out about our parties."
"That's a good idea."
"I'll also tell Ron that if he's in the least bit impolite towards you, I'll make him leave and I'll never party with him again."
"Are you willing to carry that threat out?"
"You mean, would I hesitate to cut things off with Ron? Hell no. Married men who want a little regular action on the side are easy to find. Now I just have to add two additional requirements for my long term playmates."
"What are they?"
"They have to be polite to my little cuckie husband and once in a while they have to be willing to let him watch."
I gasped.
Jackie giggled. "I gather the idea appeals to you."
"Yes."
"I won't let you watch all the time. I think having you there might be a little bit distracting for both my playmate and me; but once in a while it would be fun, especially if you'd enjoy it too."
"I understand. Yes, I would enjoy it."
"Remember, I don't make Ron wear a condom."
"I remember."
"You know what that means."
"Yes, I think I do. Saturday I'll have clean up duties."
"That's right, will you do it?"
"Yes."
"While Ron watches?"
I also suspected this was coming. While Part of me was horrified by the humiliation I would suffer, another part of me was unbelievably excited about it. Again I asked, "Can you control Ron?"
"Damn right I can."
Taking a deep breath, I said; "All right, I'll do it."
Jackie grinned. "Artie, that's wonderful. Saturday is going to be so much fun. I can't wait."
"I think it will be fun too, but I have to admit that I'm a little nervous about it."
"The first time a hot wife entertains her current boyfriend at home her little cuckie husband should be nervous."
We both laughed. Jackie sat up, kissed my cheek and then she lay back down. "Good night Artie, I love you."
"I love you too Jacqueline."
I lay quietly, trying to fall asleep. I couldn't, there was a question that had been nagging me all evening. Finally I Realized that if I was going to have any chance at all to get some rest that night, I had to have at least a brief answer. I rolled over and said; "Ms. Jacqueline, I have something I need to ask you."
"It's late Artie, can't it wait until morning?"
"No I don't think it can."
Rolling over so that she was facing me, Jackie said; "You're wondering about the necklace I was wearing tonight. You mentioned it earlier. That's what's on your mind, isn't it?"
"Yes."
"I thought so. I'm sorry; I should have taken the time to tell you about it earlier. It's been an exciting evening. I just forgot. I wasn't trying to hide it from you. In fact I deliberately wore the necklace tonight so that you would see it. I intended to tell you about it, I really did."
"I believe you."
"Thanks, you know what my sister does for a living."
"Yes, she's some kind of investment counselor."
"That's true, but she's a special kind of investment counselor. She only takes extremely wealthy clients and she specializes in interesting investments."
"Interesting investments?"
"Wealthy people almost always have efficiently managed investment portfolios. They have all the high dividend yielding blue chip stocks they need. When they make new investments, they're looking for something that's going to pique their interest. Maybe a Broadway play, a new restaurant in Greenwich Village or a motion picture."
"Those are all risky investments."
"Yes they are, but we're talking about a group of clients who can afford to take an occasional loss. The thrill they get from being associated with a new four star New York City restaurant more than offsets the unpleasantness of a minor financial loss. Also, they aren't always losses, sometimes there are fabulous profits. A Broadway hit can earn its backers a fortune."



"And Natalie arranges those kinds of investments."
"Yes, she acts as a middle man."
"So what has this got to do with your necklace?"
"A little over a year ago Lionel Breckenridge came here to see Nattie."
"Who's Lionel Breckenridge?"
"He's a Hollywood producer. You may not have heard of him, but you've heard of the movies he produces. His last four films have all received Academy Award nominations for best picture of the year."
"All right, he's a Hollywood big shot."
Jackie laughed, "That's right. Anyway Nattie and Lionel are close business acquaintances. Nattie's clients are eager to invest in his films and Lionel is eager to take their money."
"I see."
"When Lionel came to town last year he and Nattie threw a party at the Kensington Grill for Nattie's investors. Lionel needed a date for the party and I was his date."
"And he gave you the necklace for being his date? That's a generous gift."
"Artie honey, that necklace is worth almost eight thousand dollars. Lionel's generous, but he's not that generous."
"So why did he give you the necklace?"
"Actually Lionel didn't give me the necklace."
"So why are you telling me about him?"
"Let me tell you the story, it will all become clear."
"Okay."
"After the party Lionel, Nattie and I all went back to Nattie's town house, where we had a little private party for Lionel."
"I thought you and Nattie never had sex together."
"We don't. Lionel has some rather sophisticated sexual tastes. He's a voyeur, he likes to watch. Two black guys, Richie and Marcus joined us there. They belong to my mom's sex club. They're bisexual."
"I see."
"Artie, last night I told you that I've done some things that would shock you. This is one of them. Richie, Marcus and I put on a show for Lionel. Nattie was there two, but she was entertaining Lionel."
I slowly nodded.
Jackie watched me. After a moment she asked; "Artie, do you hate me?"
Shaking my head, I said; "No, not at all. That seems pretty harmless to me."
"Thank you Artie. I've done similar shows at my mom's sex club. So has Nattie and so has my mom."
"I thought the three of you never had sex in the same room."
"We don't, not when we're each with a partner. These are shows. Shows have boundaries. There are the participants and there is an audience. The audience never gets involved with the participants."
"Okay, I guess that makes sense. So how does the necklace fit into all of this?"
"Lionel loved the show and he was rather taken with me. Two weeks after that party Lionel called Nattie and explained that he was meeting a major investor at the investor's mansion on Cape Cod. He asked Nattie to ask me if I might be willing to join him there. He explained that the investor and his wife had some very sophisticated sexual tastes. He'd told them about me, including the fact that I was a successful attorney. That intrigued them."
"I gather you agreed to go."
"Artie, I did. I wanted to help Nattie, I like Lionel and I was as curious about the investors as they were about me."
"I see."
"Artie, this was one of those times that I lied to you and I'm so sorry about that. Remember when I had to go to that weekend legal conference in Boston last year?"
I smiled. "You really went to Cape Cod, didn't you?"
"Yes; Artie, I did. I'm sorry; I couldn't tell you the truth."
"I know. Your mother and I talked about the lies earlier today. I understand the dilemma you were in. Frankly, if you hadn't lied we might not still be together and that would be awful."
"Thank you Artie, I think it would be too."
"Okay, so tell me about Cape Cod."
"Artie, you understand that in this life style people are discreet."
"You mean I shouldn't talk about this in the faculty lounge at school."
Jackie laughed. "I guess that's sort of what I meant."
"Don't worry, I'll be discreet."
"The couple in Cape Cod are Donald and Michelle Kline. They're billionaires and they're also unbelievably kinky. They're heavily into the same lifestyle that we're just beginning; only they're in graduate school and we're still in the second grade."
"You're telling me that this Donald Kline is a submissive cuckold."
"That's right."
"And his wife is a dominant hot wife."
"Exactly."
"Wow. So why did they invite you to Cape Cod?"
"They wanted me to party with them and Lionel wanted to watch."
"What happened?"
"It was a fabulous afternoon and evening. They're mansion is on a cliff overlooking the Atlantic Ocean."
"It sounds wonderful."
"It was. Michelle, her friend Tammy, Lionel and I spent the afternoon lounging on the patio while Little Donny waited on us."
"The billionaire?"
"Yes, but he's also Michelle's slave."
"Damn."
"Later he served us a dinner that he'd prepared. Artie we drank several bottles of wine that were absolutely incredible."
"It sounds like it was an amazing day."
"It was. After dinner we retired to their library where Lionel and Tammy drank cognac and watched Michelle and I play on the couch while Donny kneeled at Tammy's feet."
"Is Michelle a lesbian?"
"No, both Michelle and her friend Tammy are women like my mother, my sister and me. We love sex in almost all of its variations."
"And that Lionel guy just wanted to watch?"
"Pretty much, Tammy jacked him off during the show. Nattie did the same thing while he was watching Richie, Marcus and me at Nattie's town house."
"A hand job was all he wanted?"
"Artie, are you being judgmental about other people's sexual inclinations."
Suddenly realizing the hypocrisy of my question, I shook my head and said; "No, I'm just new at all of this."
Jackie nodded. "It's okay, I understand. Just try to remember that you have to keep an open mind."
"I will."
"Good."
Trying to sound sophisticated, I said; "The Klines sound like interesting people."
Laughing, Jackie said; "Listen to you, the Klines sound like interesting people. Artie, tell the truth. You're completely amazed by all of this, aren't you."
I sheepishly answered; "Yes, that's true, but I am interested. I really do want to learn more about this lifestyle."
"I'm glad."
"I wish I could have met the Klines."
"Maybe you still can. They invited me to come back. All I'd have to do is call them. If I tell them about you I'm sure they'd be eager to meet you." Jackie stared at me. After a moment she added, "You do understand that you'd be going as my slave."
A little tingle of excitement rippled through me. Trying to maintain both my composure and my dignity, I took a quick breath and said; "Yes, of course."
Jackie smiled and then she asked; "Would you like me to do that?"
"I think I would, but let's wait a little while. As you just pointed out, we're still in the second grade. Let's try to at least get to junior high before we start trying to play with experts."
Jackie nodded. "I think that's a good idea."
"So what about the necklace?"
"Oh yes; a week after I got back a package was delivered to my office. When I opened the package I found the necklace along with a note that said, 'Thanks for a wonderful afternoon and evening.' It was signed, Michelle and Donny."
"You said the necklace was worth eight thousand dollars."
"About that; it was made in Amsterdam. The diamonds are all real."
"Wow."
"Artie are you mad at me?"
I shook my head. "No, not at all."
"If you are we can sell the necklace."
"Why would we do that? We don't need the money and it's a beautiful piece of jewelry."
"Thank you Artie. I really would like to keep it."
"My only concern is that someone might see it and try to rob you. You could get hurt in the process."
"I only wear it when I'm going to the Goldenrod. The businessmen there aren't going to rob me and the hotels are all within a block of the restaurant. The street is well lit and heavily patrolled by the police. The convention trade is important to the city. They don't want any crime."
"Okay."
"Thank you Artie. Do you have any more questions about the necklace?"
"No, now I understand how you got it. I was worried that it was a gift from some big cocked wealthy tycoon who was madly in love with you."
"Artie honey, I'm afraid you're stuck with me. I'm not going to leave you for money and I'm sure as hell not going to leave you for a bigger cock."
Jackie paused for a moment and then she said, "I do have to admit that if a guy with a really hot pickup truck comes by you might be history."
I laughed. "I always suspected you had a soft spot for guys who drive big pickup trucks."
Grinning, Jackie asked; "Are you ready to go to sleep now?"
I knew Jackie was tired. I was tired too, but there was one more question I needed to ask before I could go to sleep.
"Ms. Jacqueline I'm sorry, but there is one more question I'd like to discuss with you."
"Artie it really is late. Can't it wait until morning?"
"I'm sorry Ms. Jacqueline, but it really can't."
"Okay, go ahead and ask."
"You enjoyed Mr. Taylor tonight, didn't you?"
"Yes Artie, I did. I already told you that."
"I know, I just wanted to reconfirm it."
"I did, can we go to sleep now?"
"Please bear with me for another minute."
Sighing, Jackie said; "Okay."
"You told me that he had a big thick cock and he knew how to use it."
"Yes that's exactly what I told you."
"Do you wish you could see him again?"
"Sure, He was fun. I'd love to party with him again, but I won't be able to do that. He's leaving town Friday afternoon."
"That means he'll still be here tomorrow evening."
"Artie, I'm going to spend tomorrow evening with you and the girls." Jackie paused. For a moment she was silent and then she sat up and looked at me. "Artie, do you want me to get together with Clayt tomorrow night?"
"Yes I do. If he was good I can't think of any reason you shouldn't try to enjoy him one more time before he leaves on Friday."
"What about you and the girls?"
"The girls will be fine. This won't be the first time you've been out two nights in a row. I'll be at home. I'll take care of them and make sure they have a nice evening. You'll be home Friday night and all weekend. That will give plenty of opportunities to spend time with the girls."
"Ron is coming over Saturday afternoon."
"Yes, but he'll leave before supper, won't he?"
"Of course."
"That means you'll be able to spend all of Saturday evening with the girls."
"What about you Artie? I want to spend some time with you too." Jackie smiled. "Especially some personal time."
"We'll have Friday night and all weekend too. The girls go to bed early. That will give us plenty of personal time. You also won't have to be out that late tomorrow night."
"What do you mean?"
"You already know Clayt. I'm sure you remember his room number. You can call him and set up a date. You won't have to waste time going to the Goldenrod."
"Are you're suggesting that I meet Clayt at his hotel room?"
"You told me that sometimes men you've met before will call you when they visit here again. Don't you meet them at their hotel room?"
"Yes, but Artie I don't want to push you too hard."
"You're not. We both want this lifestyle. Tonight I got to watch you meet a man in a bar who took you up to his hotel room for sex. That was unbelievably exciting for me. If you get together with Mr. Taylor tomorrow evening I'm going to have my first experience as a cuckold husband who has to stay home and take care of the children while his hot wife is out on a date with another man."
"And that will excite you?"
Sighing, I said; "Yes Ms. Jacqueline, it will."
"I'm sorry Artie. I know it embarrasses you when I ask questions like that. I have to do it. While I may be more sexually sophisticated than you are, this lifestyle is just as new to me as it is to you. Actually you know more about it than I do. You've been reading about it on the Internet for a couple of years. I was introduced to it yesterday."
"I know, it's just that when you ask me those questions I feel like you're judging me."
"I'm not Artie. My mom and Nattie aren't either. We also live a life that many people are eager to condemn. We're just as sensitive about being judged as you are. Our problem, which you so deftly expressed earlier, is that we view the world from different perspectives. My mom, Nattie and I are all dominants. We're not submissive. It's hard for us to understand some of the things that excite you."
I smiled. "It's going to take us time, a lot of honest communication and some serious effort before we're both completely comfortable with our new life."
"I think you're right, but I want to try. I think it will be worth it."
"I do too."
"All right, let's get back to the question of the moment. Do you really want me to get together with Clayt tomorrow night?"
"I do. Now that we've both made the decision to adopt this life I want to start experiencing it."
"You're sure?"
"I'm very sure."
"I would enjoy partying with Clayt again and I have an easy day tomorrow. If he's willing, I could meet him at his hotel room as early as six o'clock. We can have a good time and I'll still be home by 8:30 at the latest."
"You should do it. I want you to do it."
"All my date clothes are at my mom's. That means I won't be able to come home before my date. I'll have to go to my mom's instead."
"I'll like it when you have those clothes here. I would love to watch you get ready for a date."
"Would you really?"
"Oh yes."
"I think that would be pretty hot too." Jackie smiled at me for a moment and then she said; "Last chance to back out."
"I don't want to back out."
Grinning, Jackie said; "Okay, I'll call Clayt in the morning."
"Is there any way you could let me know if you do have a date? Maybe you could call your mom and I could call her during the day."
"You can call my mom, she'd love to talk to you; but I'll call your school and leave a message for you. I tell the office secretary to tell you that I have a date with a hot guy after work and I'll be a little late getting home."
I stared at Jackie in horror.
She winked at me. "I'm just teasing you cuckboy. I'll tell them I have a late meeting."
Laughing, I said; "Actually the first idea is kind of hot, but I think it might make life a little too complicated."
Jackie nodded. "I agree, let's go with plan B."
"I like plan B."
"So it's decided, I'm going to try to get together with Clayt tomorrow after work and you're okay with that?"
"I'm definitely okay with that."
Giggling, Jackie said; "That gives me a little something extra to look forward to during my day tomorrow." She paused and looked at me. "I'm sorry, does it upset you if I say things like that."
"You mean telling me that the prospect of sex with a hot guy brightens your day? Maybe a little, but I'm a submissive masochist. A little taunting brightens my day."
"Artie, we really are going to have fun together." Jackie threw her arms around me and kissed me hard on the lips. We hugged each other for a moment and then she whispered, "Are you ready to go to sleep now."
"Yes, I really am. I'm tired."
"Me too. It's been an amazing day, but now it's time to end it."
I Pulled the covers up.
Jackie cuddled up next to me and said; "Good night Cuckboy."
Grinning, I said; "Good night Ms. Jacqueline."
"My pussy tingles when you call me Ms. Jacqueline."
"I thought you were tired."
"I am tired, but I'm also a sex crazed slut."
"Go to sleep. You'll you have more fun with Mr. Taylor tomorrow if you're well rested."
"Mmmm, Clayt's cock, now there's something to dream about."
"Good night Ms. Jacqueline."
"Goodnight Cuckie." Jackie giggled.
I did too.
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Like most American high school teachers, I have a preparation period. Mine was the third hour of the day. As soon as my period two class was gone I cleared my desk and walked directly to the school office. All morning I'd been thinking about Jackie's possible date with Mr. Taylor that evening. I was eager to find out if she'd left me a message. I was dying to know if it was really going to happen.
As I entered the office Edie Raymond, the head secretary said; "Mr. Hammond your wife called. There's a message in your P.O. box."
My heart racing, I hurried to the mail room. There was a single folded yellow slip of paper in my mailbox. I took it out and opened it. The message was written in Edie's neat handwriting.
"Mr. Hammond,
Your wife called. She has a business meeting tonight. She probably won't be home until 8:00 or 8:30.
She also asked you to call her mother.
E.R."
My breath caught. That night I was going to be a cuckold husband staying home and taking care of the kids while his hot wife played with another man.
I folded the note. As I put it in my pocket I thought to myself that this wasn't the first time this had happened. It was just the first time I knew about it.
I walked back to my empty classroom, locked the door, sat down at my desk, took out my cell phone and called Connie.
She picked up on the third ring. "Hi Cowboy."
"Hello Ms. Constance."
"Ms. Constance, I like that. You're learning to be deferential with your superiors."
"Yes ma'am."
"I gather that you're in a place where you can talk freely."
"Yes ma'am. This is my prep period. I'm alone in my classroom. The door is locked."
"Cuckboy, I understand that you actually encouraged Jackie to meet Clayt again tonight."
"Yes Constance, I did. She enjoyed him last night. Since he's only going to be here for one more night I thought she should take advantage of the opportunity to enjoy him again."
"That was very thoughtful of you. You're a good husband. Your wife appreciates your consideration. Actually, she's excited. Jackie told me that Clayt has a beautiful big cock. She can't wait to play with it again. Cuckboy, you do understand that some men have cocks that women find particularly irresistible."
"Yes, ma'am, I do understand that."
"And Clayt is one of those men."
"Yes."
"Your wife loved sucking him."
"She told me that."
"How do you feel about that cuckboy?"
"I'm envious Ms. Constance."
There was a pause. After a moment Connie said; "Time out."
Unsure about how to respond, I waited.
Connie said, "Artie, Jackie told me about this new rule the two of you devised. I think it's a great idea. Can we talk for a minute?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Artie, during a timeout, you can call me Connie."
"Thank you Connie."
"Sweetheart, how are you doing?"
"Okay, I guess."
"I guess? That's a bit of a qualifier."
"The other men hurt a little bit, but I'm a masochist. That's also part of the fun."
"It's complicated, isn't it Artie."
"Yes Connie, it is."
"If it would help you, Jackie is very willing to take a break for a while. She loves you. Actually, she loves you so much that she's willing to try to give up the other men. While I'm not sure she can do that, she's willing to try."
"I don't want her to do that."
"Artie, are you sure? All three of us love you. We want you to be happy. Hell, if it will help, Nattie and I could take a break from other men too. Would you like that Artie? Would you enjoy being the center of attention for three women?"
I laughed. "Connie, while that sounds unbelievably exciting, I don't think it's necessary. This is the role I want. It might take me a little time to fully adapt to it, but I want to try."
"Okay, I just want to be sure that were not pushing you too hard. Jackie's worried about that; so am I and Nattie is too."
"Thanks for being concerned, but I think everything going fine."
"Good, that makes me happy. There was a pause and then Connie said; "Cuckboy, I understand that you have an assignment while Jackie is out tonight."
Realizing that Jackie had most likely told her mother everything we'd talked about the previous night, I quietly said; "Yes ma'am."
"Would you like some help? I have a date, but he's not picking me up until 8:00. I could call Phil and ask him to pick me up at your house."
"I ah..."
"Artie honey, you've been told to shave. Have you ever shaved your legs, your underarms or your pubic area? I shave those areas nearly every day. I can help you."
"But..."
"I can help you Artie. I can make this easier for you. You also told Jackie that you'd like to help her get ready for her dates. Have you ever assisted a woman who was preparing to meet a man?"
Sheepishly, I answered; "No."
"Of course not. Tonight you could help me prepare for my date with Phil. When it's time for you to do that for Jackie, a little experience might be helpful."
"I think I can handle the shaving part. I've watched Jackie shave her legs a number of times."
"I'll bet you have."
"Constance, can I tell you something funny." I wasn't sure if we were still on a time-out. It didn't matter. Frankly I enjoyed being deferential to Connie, Jackie and Nattie."
"Sure sweetheart, you can tell me anything."
"Now I realize that some of those times Jacqueline was shaving her legs for another man."
"I'm sure that's true."
"That excites me Constance."
There was a short pause and then Connie said; "Artie honey, you really are the perfect husband."
I smiled.
"Artie, please let me help you. I could at least watch the girls while you shave."
"That would make it easier."
"And I could show you how to help Jackie get ready for a date."
"That's true, but I'm not sure about this guy Phil picking you up at our house. I mean, what will the neighbors think?"
"Sweetie, I'm your unmarried mother-in-law. I'm not your wife. Your neighbors aren't going to care at all if a man picks me up at your house."
"Okay, but what about this Phil guy. How much does he know?"
"He knows everything. I've already told him."
"Connie!"
"Artie relax. Phil is a nice guy. He's part of our sex club. He's not judgmental. He loves fantasies. He knows several cuckolds. They're members of our sex club too. He enjoys learning about the sexual quirks that different people have and loves acting them out. Actually I think that might be his quirk."
"Constance, do you have a quirk"
Artie honey, Jackie, Nattie and I all have a huge quirk."
"What is it?"
"We love being sluts."
"Yeah, I guess I already knew about that one."
"And we're developing a new quirk."
"Tell me."
"Sexual domination."
My breath caught.
Laughing, Connie said; "That spins your dobber, doesn't it cowboy."
Quietly, I answered; "Yes Ms. Constance, it does."
"Good, because it makes my pussy drip." For a moment we were both silent and then Connie said; "Hey Cowboy, are you okay?"
"Yes Connie, I'm fine."
"I didn't offend you, did I?"
"No ma'am, I don't believe you could offend me."
"Would you like my help this evening?"
"That would be nice. Would you like to have dinner with the girls and me? We're having spaghetti."
"Dinner with the girls two nights in a row, I'll never pass up that opportunity."
"What time can you be here?"
"I get off work at 4:30. I'll need to stop at my house and pick up a few things. Jackie is coming to my house at 5:00 to get ready for her date with Clayt. She doesn't need my help. I can be at your house by 5:15."
"Great, I'll have dinner ready at 5:30. After dinner you can play with the girls while I shave."
"Can Phil pick me up at your house?"
"Yes Constance, he can." The reluctance in my voice was readily apparent.
Connie said; "Artie, don't worry; you can trust Phil. It will be fun."
"Okay, I'll try."
"Artie, I have to go. I'll see you at 5:15."
"Bye Connie."
"Bye Artie."
After I set my phone down I sat back in my desk chair and took a deep breath. My new life as a knowing cuckold was rapidly materializing. While it was exciting, it was also a little scary. That night my wife was going to meet a man in a hotel room for sex. Now another man, a man I'd never met, a man who would know what my wife was doing and also know that I knew it too; was coming to my house. It was going to be humiliating, but it was also going to be thrilling.
I glanced at the clock on the wall. It was 10:25. My fourth hour students would be arriving in fifteen minutes. I still had one task to complete. I picked up my cell phone and punched in the number for the registrar's office at Kelroy College. I didn't need to look it up. I knew it. During my first two years at Kelroy I worked as a student assistant in the registrar's office. It was part of my financial aid package.
The phone rang. After a moment a voice said; "Kelroy College registrar's office." It was another student assistant.
I said, "Could I please speak with Gladys Martin?"
"May I please ask who's calling."
"Artie Hammond."
"Please hold."
Gladys Martin had been the head clerk in the registrar's office at Kelroy College for more than forty years. By now she had to be at least seventy.
"Artie Hammond, how are you?"
"I'm fine Gladys, how are you?"
"The students are still driving me crazy."
"Gladys, you love the students."
"Yes Artie, I do and that's why I can never retire."
"Gladys, I need a favor."
"I'll try."
"I'm trying to locate an ex Kelroy student. He didn't graduate. His name is Milton Craig. He was at Kelroy during the 1995 and 96 school years."
"Let me check the computer."
I waited. After about a minute Gladys said; "Yes, he was at Kelroy for a year and a half. He left after the fall semester of his sophomore year. The last address we have for him is in White Plains, New York. That was probably his parents address. I also have a telephone number."
Gladys gave me the address and telephone number.
When I was finished writing them down she said; "Artie, we have a request for records from Renfro College in Baylor, Connecticut. He transferred. If the address and telephone number I gave you don't help, you might try calling them."
"Thanks Gladys."
"Artie, I hope you're not doing anything that might get me into trouble. I really shouldn't have released this information to you."
"Don't worry Gladys, this is purely social."
"I thought so, but I had to ask. Artie, are you still married?"
"I am Gladys."
"Good, I worry about you sometimes. Your wife was a wild one while she was here."
"I know Gladys. Don't worry, we're doing fine."
"I'm glad Artie. I always liked you. I want you to be happy."
"I always liked you too Gladys."
"Is there anything else I can do for you Artie?"
"No, you were a wonderful help. Thank you very much."
"Artie, I'd better get going. It's a madhouse around here. My student assistants are going crazy."
Laughing I said; "Things never change, do they Gladys."
"No Artie, they don't."
"Bye Gladys, thanks for your help."
"You're welcome Artie. It was nice to hear from you."
After Gladys hung up I shut off my cell phone, locked it in my desk drawer and hurried into the hallway where I stood next to my door. Third hour was about to end. During passing time I needed to help police the corridors.
I spent the rest of the day teaching, but as soon as my last class ended I opened my desk, took out my cell phone and called the telephone number Gladys had given me.
An elderly woman answered.
"Hello."
"Ma'am I'm looking for Milton Craig."
"Is there some sort of a problem?"
"No not at all. I'm a friend of his from Kelroy College." I lied, but it was a little white lie.
"What's your name?"
"Artie Hammond."
"Miltie has never mentioned you Artie. Were you close friends?"
"Not really, actually he was a friend of a friend of mine and I'm trying to locate him for her." Lying to this woman was difficult.
"A girl? Miltie doesn't have many female friends. He's kind of shy."
"Yes, I understand that. I have the same problem."
"Artie, you seem like a nice young man so I'm going to trust you. Miltie is my son. He doesn't live here anymore, but I can give you his cell phone number."
"Mrs. Craig, is that correct?"
"Yes Artie I am Mrs. Craig, but you can call me Mavis."
"Thank you Mavis."
"Do you have a pencil and paper?"
"Yes Mavis, I do."
After Mavis Craig gave me her son's cell phone number, she said; "Miltie is so shy, I really would love to see him have some female friends."
"Mavis, I know that my friend would very much like be his friend again."
"Oh Artie; I hope so, I really do." After I ended my call to Mavis Craig I set my cell phone on my desk, closed my eyes and took a moment to think. Finding Milton Craig was most likely going to be the easiest part of this task. I was quite certain that getting him to listen to me and then convincing him that Natalie really did want to make amends for the way she'd treated him a dozen years earlier was going to be much more difficult.
Difficult or not, I knew I had to try. Taking a deep breath, I picked up my cell phone and punched in the number Mavis Craig had given me.
After two rings a man's voice said; "Milton Craig."
"Mr. Craig, my name is Arthur Hammond."
"What can I do for you Mr. Hammond?"
"I'm calling on behalf of a mutual friend. Actually she's my sister-in-law."
"Your sister-in-law? And exactly who is this mystery friend."
I took another deep breath and said; "Natalie Reid."
The silence was deafening, but Miltie didn't hang up. I took that as a positive sign.
After a moment he said; "Natalie Reid is no friend of mine." While his voice dripped with bitterness, he was still talking to me; another good sign.
"She would like to be your friend and she would like to apologize for the way she treated you while you were at Kelroy."
"Why? Natalie is a beautiful woman and way out of my league. She thinks I'm a pathetic wimp. She made that clear to me a long time ago."
"Mr. Craig, Natalie thinks you were a bright, kind, loving man."
"Mr. Hammond her treatment of me would suggest otherwise."
"The way she treated you has nothing to do with her opinion of you."
"That doesn't make any sense."
"Natalie is a sexually adventurous woman. So is her sister, Jacqueline. Jacqueline is my wife. Both of them enjoy sex in all of its variations."
"All right, Natalie enjoys sex and I gather you're telling me that your wife does too. What has that got to do with me? As I said earlier, Natalie is a beautiful woman. I'm sure she has lots of handsome men pursuing her. She doesn't need me."
"She is a beautiful woman and she does get all the dates she wants. So does my wife."
"Are you telling me that your wife dates other men?"
"Yes Mr. Craig, I am."
There was a moment of silence and then Miltie asked; "Why are you telling me this?"
"Have you ever encountered the cuckold web sites on the Internet?"
"Mr. Hammond, this conversation is taking an unsavory turn."
Sensing that I was losing Miltie, I said; "Mr. Craig, I am submissive to my dominant wife. She openly parties with other men and I obediently serve her. It's a lifestyle that we both love."
"Mr. Hammond, please! This is embarrassing."
Fully aware that Miltie was about to end our conversation, I made one last desperate attempt to communicate my message. "Mr. Craig when you think about that fateful evening years ago do you get excited?"
"That's enough! Good bye Mr. Hammond. Please don't try to contact me again." Miltie ended the call.
Sighing, I set my cell phone down on my desk. At least I could tell Natalie that I tried.
I turned my attention to the stack of essays on my desk. The assignment had been to discuss the first story in John Steinbeck's novel, "The Red Pony". I picked up the paper on the top of the stack and began to read.
I'd just finished reading the third paper in the stack when my cell phone rang. I picked it up and said; "Artie Hammond."
"Yes." It was Milton Craig.
"Yes?"
"Yes I have encountered the cuckold web sites on the Internet. I visit them all the time. They're my favorite sites."
I smiled. "Mine too."
"And yes, when I think about that night I do get excited. I fantasize about it all the time. Does your wife really date other men?"
"Yes she does. Last night she met a man in a bar who's here for a building trades show. They spent two hours together in his hotel room."
"And they, you know, did it?"
"Three times."
"And you're okay with that?"
"Yes, yes I am. Actually she's going to get together with him again tonight. It was my suggestion."
"Damn, do you ever get to watch?"
"Mr. Craig..."
"I think we've reached a point where you should start calling me Miltie. Can I call you Artie?"
"Yes Miltie, I'd like that."
"So Artie, do you get to watch?"
"Not yet."
"Not yet? I don't understand."
"Miltie I just learned about my wife's infidelity the day before yesterday."
"Now I really don't understand."
"I guess I knew; at Kelroy Jacqueline had the same reputation as her sister."
"Nattie did have a reputation for being easy. I guess that was one of the reasons I was so attracted to her."
"I think that was one of the reasons I was attracted to Jacqueline too."
"So how did you find out for sure?"
"I came home from work unexpectedly and found Jackie in bed with another man."
"And you were cool with that?"
"Not really. At first I was shocked, hurt and angry. I came close to leaving Jackie. I didn't. I couldn't. The thought of leaving the girls was unbearable."
"The girls? You have children?"
"Yes, two; Cassie is seven and Monica is six."
"Are you sure they're your..." Miltie stopped himself. "I'm sorry Artie, that's an inappropriate question."
"Miltie, it's okay. Yes I am sure they're mine. Jacqueline had their DNA tested."
"She was concerned?"
"I guess so."
"So why did you change your mind about leaving?"
"Jacqueline and I talked. She convinced me that she loves only me. The other men are just fun and games."
"And you accepted that?"
"I believe it's true. I've also been visiting cuckold web sites for several years. I mentioned earlier that I was aware of Jacqueline's reputation at Kelroy. I think subconsciously I've always known that she was partying with other men."
"Partying with other men, I like that."
"I think it's an accurate description of what Natalie and Jacqueline are doing."
"You call them Natalie and Jacqueline rather than Nattie and Jackie, why?"
"They're superiors. I'm a submissive. It's an expression of my respect for their dominant positions."
"Damn, have you always been submissive to Jacqueline?"
"Prior to this week it wasn't formally acknowledged by either of us, but Jacqueline has always been the dominant partner in our marriage. There's never been any doubt about that. She's a highly paid attorney. Her career has always comes first. I do all of the housework and take care of the children while she manages the household finances and makes all of the major decisions. I guess you could say that we've always had a wife led marriage. Now we're just defining our roles a little more strictly."
"And you're happy with that?"
"More than you can possibly imagine. I feel like I was born to serve Jacqueline."



"What about your children? Do they know about this?"
"Absolutely not; children shouldn't be exposed to the sexual inclinations of their parents."
"What about Jacqueline and Natalie's mother? Is she aware of the true nature of your relationship?"
"Constance? Oh yes; she's every bit as sexually adventurous as her daughters."
"And your mom and dad? Do they know?"
"My mom and dad died in a car accident when I was five. I was raised by my Aunt. She doesn't know. She wouldn't understand."
"My mom would never be able to understand either."
There was a pause and then Miltie said; "A moment ago when I asked if you were ever allowed to watch you answered, not yet. Are you hoping to be able to watch?"
"Eventually, I'm going to have an opportunity this Saturday. I'm still not certain if I want to take advantage of it."
"Why not?"
"For the same reason you stormed out of Natalie's apartment that night."
"Admitting that you're a submissive masochistic wimp who gets off on watching other men play with his wife isn't easy."
"That's right; especially admitting it to other men."
Miltie said; "I hope I didn't offend you by saying that."
"No, that's okay. I'm coming to grips with it."
"I'm envious of you."
"You want to be a submissive masochistic wimp too?"
"I never thought I'd admit it to anyone; but yes, yes I do."
"I think it's easier to admit it when the other person shares that same desire."
"I agree."
"You know you do have a possible opportunity."
"You mean with Natalie?"
"She really does like you."
"That's hard to believe. At the end she was unbelievably mean and nasty to me."
"Natalie is a natural dominant. It's part of her basic character. I'm naturally subservient. It's part of my basic character. I gather it's also part of yours. Jacqueline and Constance are also natural dominants. I'm sure you were drawn to Natalie because of her dominant nature and she was drawn to you because of your submissive nature."
"Of course."
"As your relationship developed Natalie realized that she could control you and make you submit to indignities that the other young men she knew would never tolerate. Actually I'll bet that you not only tolerated it, you enjoyed it; at least at first."
"That's true. At first it was exciting, but then it got out of hand. She was mean."
"She was young. She enjoyed the power she had over you, but she didn't understand it. She didn't realize that she also had to make you feel loved and secure. Last night I sat in a downtown bar and watched my wife pick up a playmate for the evening."
"Really?"
"Yes."
"Natalie was so concerned about how I might react to what I saw that she sat with me and held my hand the entire time Jacqueline was flirting with her date"
"She did that?"
"Yes, that was when she told me about you. She learned a lot from that experience and she feels terrible about what she did to you."
"I let her do it."
"I know, and I'm one of the few people who can understand why."
"I wish I could talk to her."
"I'm sure I could arrange that."
"Could you give me her telephone number? I'll call her."
"I think this first time it might be better if she called you. After all, she is the one who wants to apologize. She's also a dominant and you're a submissive. It doesn't seem appropriate for you to take the lead."
"Yes of course. Do you really think she might call me?"
"She will if I call her and tell her that you're hoping she'll contact you."
"Would you do that for me?"
"That was why I called you today."
"Of course it was." Miltie paused for a moment and then he said; "May I ask when you might call her?"
"Miltie I'm another submissive. You don't need to be deferential towards me."
"I'm sorry; it's kind of in my nature to be that way."
"I understand. I'll call her as soon as I'm done talking to you. If she doesn't answer her telephone or she can't call you right away I'll call you back and let you know what's happening."
"Thank you Artie, I really appreciate this."
"Miltie, it has been my pleasure."
"Artie, I'm a librarian. I don't make very much money. I'm afraid that might be a problem for Natalie."
"Miltie my friend, Natalie is a successful investment broker. Money is the least of her concerns. Besides, she's a dominant. She should make more money than you do."
"Artie, this is really exciting."
Miltie, I'm going to hang up now. Keep your telephone with you."
"I will Artie."
As soon as I ended the call to Miltie I dialed Natalie.
She answered after one ring. "Hi Artie, what a pleasant surprise." Her caller ID had obviously identified me.
"Hi Natalie, did I catch you at a good time?"
"Sweetheart, for you it's always a good time. What's up?"
Deciding that there wasn't any reason to waste time I said; "I just finished talking to Milton Craig."
There was a moment of silence and then Nattie said; "Artie what did you just say?"
"I just finished talking to Milton Craig."
"Milton Craig? My Milton Craig?"
"Yes."
"How? Why?"
"As to how, remember I used to work in the registrar's office at Kelroy."
"Gladys Martin gave you his number, didn't she?"
"Actually, she gave me his mother's number. His mother gave me his number."
Nattie laughed. "Artie honey, you are amazing."
"As to why..."
"Never mind, I know why. You're the most wonderful brother in-law in the entire world. Last night you actually listened to me. Artie, do you know how rare that is? These days almost no one listens to anything anyone else says."
"I do."
"I know and that's one of the eighteen billion reasons that Jackie, Connie and I are so madly in love with you."
"That's a lot of reasons."
"Don't be a wise guy. I own a whip."
"Really?"
"Damn right and if you're not nice to me I'll lend it to Jackie."
"Is that a promise?"
Nattie laughed. "That's right, you're a masochist. You'd enjoy a session with a whip; especially if Jackie was naked."
"Thigh high black leather boots would be nice too."
"Oh yes, they would add a little pizzazz. After every stroke of my whip I'd make you kiss the toes of my boots and beg for another lash."
"I thought Jackie was wielding the whip."
"Sorry, the situation got so exciting that I had to insert myself into it."
Grinning, I said; "Nattie, you do have an evil side." I'd deliberately called her Nattie.
Sighing, she said; "I know Artie and sometimes it scares me."
"You also have a wonderful loving side and as long as you never lose sight of that you'll be just fine."
"Are you sure Artie?"
"Yes Nattie, I'm positive."
"Artie I love you. Is that okay?"
"Of course it's okay. I love you too."
"Thank you Artie."
"For what?"
"For believing in me. Most people think I'm just a cold hearted bitch who likes to fuck."
"Those people don't know you very well."
"I do have an evil side."
"I know, but your loving side offsets it nicely."
"Will you help me remember that Artie?"
"I will, but I think Miltie Craig might like to apply for that job too."
"Do you really think so Artie? Before he left Kelroy he wouldn't even make eye contact with me."
He was hurt and angry. He was also mad at himself."
"Mad at himself? He didn't do anything wrong."
"He enjoyed what you were doing to him."
"I don't understand. If he was enjoying it, why did he get so angry?"
"Nattie, Miltie and I are both submissive masochists. Many people equate that with being a pathetic wimp."
"Artie you're not a pathetic wimp, neither is Miltie; but I think I understand. I'm a slut, society doesn't look kindly at me either."
"Realizing and then accepting the fact that you fall outside society's ridged norms can be difficult."
"Especially when you're young. Miltie and I met too soon. I didn't know how to control my sadistic side. Hell I didn't even understand it and Miltie wasn't yet ready to accept his submissive masochistic desires."
"I think that's probably a pretty accurate interpretation of what happened."
"Artie, I'm scared."
"Are you afraid that you still might not be able to control your sadistic side?"
"Yes, what if I hurt Miltie again. That would be awful."
"Jackie and I are struggling with that same issue. Pushing my limits is fun for both of us, but Jackie is afraid that she might go too far and hurt me or even worse, drive me away. I still haven't fully accepted my masochism, so there are times when I'm more sensitive than normal which makes me a little unpredictable."
"That's why you set up the time out rule."
"Yes, we both think good communication is our best safeguard."
"If I do get together with Miltie, will you help us?
"Of course I will. Jackie and Connie will too just like you and Connie are helping Jackie and me. We'll always be there for each other."
"Promise?"
"Yes I promise."
"Artie, you're the first man who's ever actually cared about me. My father, I guess he really wasn't my father, but I thought he was. Anyway, he made me stop using his name. I had to take my mom's name instead."
"That hurt, didn't it."
"I can't begin to describe how much it hurt."
"I think Miltie cared about you."
"I do too and I'm beginning to understand that's one of the reasons I was so mean to him."
"Were you afraid of getting hurt again?"
"I think I was." Nattie's voice was a barely audible whisper.
"Nattie, no matter what happens; Jackie, Connie and I will always love you."
"Thank you Artie, I believe you and you can't imagine how much that means to me."
"I think I can. My mom and dad were killed in a car accident when I was five. I thought my world had ended, but then my Aunt Edie stepped in and the first thing she did was make sure I knew that she loved me. Being loved is so important."
"But it's just as important to love. Artie, I want to be able to love."
"Daring to love is a risk. If you want to love you're going to have to risk getting hurt."
"If I fall on my face will you promise to help me get up again?"
"I told you that I'll always be there for you Nattie and I meant it. Connie and Jackie will be there to help you too. Call Miltie, he's waiting."
"Right now?"
"Is there ever going to be a better time?"
"No, you're right. I need to call him now."
"Call me and let me know how it went."
"Okay." There was a pause. After a moment Nattie said; "Artie."
"Yes."
"Thank you."
"You're welcome. Now hang up and call Miltie."
Laughing, Nattie said; "Bye Artie, wish me luck."
"Bye Nattie, good luck."
As I switched off my cell phone I glanced at the clock on the wall. It was 3:20, time to pick up the girls. After quickly locking the stack of student essays and my grade book in my file cabinet, I hurried out to my car.
As I arrived at the elementary school the kids and their supervising teachers were streaming out the front door. Some of the kids ran to the line of buses in the parking lot. Others ran to the cars waiting in front of the building.
I parked.
Cassie and Monica appeared. Cassie was holding Monica's hand. Jackie had taught her to do that. She said that Nattie had always held her hand when they were leaving school. It made her feel safe.
They looked down the line of cars. When they spotted me they waved and ran down the side walk. After greeting me with a hug they strapped themselves into the back seat of my Ford Escape and we left for home.
On the drive home I explained that their mother had another late meeting. They were disappointed, but they were accustomed to Jackie's occasional long days so they understood. When I told them that Grandma Connie would be joining us for spaghetti their disappointment disappeared. The girls grinned and started telling me about everything that had happened at school that day.
Shortly after we arrived home my cell phone rang. The girls were in their bedroom playing with their doll house. I was browning a pound of hamburger for the spaghetti sauce. As I picked up my cell phone I glanced at the clock, it was just after four.
"Hello, Artie Hammond here."
"Hey Cowboy." It was Connie. She was gasping for breath. It sounded like she was exercising.
"Constance, are you at the gym?"
"No, I'm in my boss's office." Connie was the office manager for a local insurance agency.
"You're boss's office? You sound like you're out of breath. Are you okay?"
"I'm fine. Hell, I'm more than fine. I'm great. Jack's fucking me." Jack was the owner of the agency.
Shocked, I whispered; "He's fucking you? Right now, while you're talking to me?"
Connie laughed. "Damn right. I'm bent over his desk. My skirt is pulled up around my waist and my panties are on the floor next to my feet. Jack is standing behind me. His suit pants and boxers are down around his knees and he's pumping his great big cock in and out of my hot wet cunt. It feels wonderful. "
Suddenly she barked; "Damn it Jack, quit rubbing my clit. I'm trying to talk to my son-in-law."
In the background I heard Jack say; "Cum for me baby; cum while you're talking on the telephone."
Laughing again, Connie said; "Shit Jack you're even kinkier than I am."
"Do it baby, cum for me."
Connie gasped; "Oh yes, that's what I like. Fuck me hard and rub my clit."
There was a moment of heavy breathing and then Connie shouted; "Yes! Yes! "Oh yes! Do it! Do it hard! Just like that!" And then she screamed.
As the scream died off I heard Jack say; "Here it comes baby."
Connie said; "Pull out and cum on my ass. I have a date tonight."
"You got it baby." I heard Jack grunt and then the only sound was their combined panting.
A minute passed. I waited. Finally Connie said; "Jack honey, clean me up with that towel. I don't want to get my skirt messy."
After several more seconds, Connie said; "Thanks Jack, that was fun."
Jack said; "Hey cuckboy, did you enjoy our performance?"
Aghast that Jack had just called me cuckboy, I stuttered; "I ah..."
Recognizing my distress, Connie said; "Relax cuckboy, Jack is an old friend. He's very discreet. He won't tell a soul unless we okay it. Remember, last night you told Jackie that you wanted to start letting a few people know about your relationship."
Jack said; "Artie, I have an open mind, I don't judge people and I love sex games. You don't have to worry about me."
Relaxing, I said; "Thank you."
Connie said; "Cuckboy, Jack is a superior. That should be thank you sir."
A little tingle of excitement rippled through me as I said; "Thank you sir."
"Damn Connie, this is hot. You have to have one of your dinner parties."
"We will, but if you're going to be my date we'll have to wait for a weekend when your wife is visiting her sister in Memphis."
"Yeah and she just got back so it'll be at least a month before she goes again."
"Then we'll do it in a month. Actually, that will be good. It will give Artie a little time to get used to his new role as a servant."
I gasped.
Connie heard me and said; "That excites you doesn't it cuckboy."
I whispered, "Yes Ms. Constance, it does."
"Sweetheart, I'm so glad that we can start including you in this part of our lives. It really is going to be exciting."
"Yes Ms. Constance, I think it will be too."
"Cuckboy, I'm going to put on my panties. While I'm doing that I want you to thank Master Jack for fucking me."
The part of me that was still insecure about admitting my submissive, masochistic desires wanted to balk, but I didn't. My confidence was growing and as it grew, my insecurity was rapidly diminishing. Taking a deep breath, I said; "Master Jack, thank you for fucking my mother-in-law. I'm sure she enjoyed it."
Jack laughed. "Cuckboy, I assure you that it was my pleasure."
I heard the rustle of clothing and then Connie said; "Jack, am I presentable."
"You'd better fix your lipstick. You smeared it while you were sucking my cock."
"You'd better check your cock. You wouldn't want your wife to find traces of my lipstick on it."
"Connie, you know very well that Maureen stopped looking at my cock several years ago."
"And her loss is my gain. How many women regularly get to end their workday with a good fuck?"
I heard the sound of kissing and then Connie said; "Jack, you're the perfect boss for a slut like me."
"And you're the perfect office manager for a horn dog like me."
"Artie, Jack has some work that he has to finish before either of us can leave. It will only take him a few minutes, but if I don't leave him alone he'll never get it done. I'm going to go back out to my desk and fix my lipstick. I'll call you right back."
"Okay Ms. Constance."
I quickly checked on the girls. They were playing quietly in their room.
When I returned to the kitchen I poured the contents of a jar of premade spaghetti sauce into a pan and stirred in the hamburger that I'd just browned. I'd like to pretend that I made my spaghetti sauce from scratch, but who has the time to do that? Besides, some of the store bought brands are pretty good; especially if you dress them up with some hamburger or sausage and a few extra spices. I didn't add extra spices to this sauce. While our girls loved spaghetti, they preferred it to be a little bland.
I'd just finished adjusting the flame under the pan of sauce when my cell phone rang again.
I picked it up expecting it to be Connie. It wasn't, it was Jackie.
"Hi cowboy, how is everything on the home front?"
"Fine Ms. Jacqueline." The Ms. wasn't intentional, it just popped out. The phone call from Connie had left me both excited and feeling very submissive.
"Ms. Jacqueline? I gather that you enjoyed the little conference call you just had with my mom and her boss."
Chuckling, I said; "I found it quite exciting."
"You like to listen. That's an interesting discovery. The speaker on my cell phone may have just become a stimulating toy for us."
"Tonight?" My voice was filled with trepidation.
"Maybe, that really depends on Clayt. I wouldn't feel comfortable doing it without his permission."
"But that would mean he would have to know about me and our relationship."
"I plan to tell him tonight. In fact I plan to tell him that he met you last night."
"You wouldn't."
"Why not? Last night you told me that you wanted to be somewhat open about our relationship. Clayt's from out of town. He doesn't know anyone we know. It seems to me that he's the perfect person to tell."
"But..."
"Sweetheart, if you're not ready just tell me and I won't say a word about you to Clayt."
"I don't know, I'm afraid."
"But it excites you too, doesn't it?"
"Yes." My voice was a barely audible whisper.
"Sweetie, Jack knows. That turned out okay, didn't it?"
"Yes, he was fine."
"And tonight Connie's friend Phil is going to know."
"I'm still worried about that."
"Don't be. I know Phil. He's a sweet guy. He'd never do anything to hurt you and he plays sex games better than anyone I've ever met."
"Have you done it with Phil?"
"Yes Artie, I have."
I was silent.
After a moment Jackie said; "Does that upset you?"
"No, it's just that I'm still getting used to all of this."
"I've done it with Jack too."
"Connie's boss?"
"That's right."
"How?"
"Sometimes Connie has parties where everyone brings a date, but then we swap. Sometimes we swap several times in one night."
"And you ended up with Jack?"
"More than once and I always enjoy him. He has a big cock and he knows how to use it."
I was silent again. Jackie quickly asked; "Artie honey, are we pushing you too quickly?"
"No, but you may have to pat my hand once in a while."
Jackie laughed. "Don't worry sweetheart, Nattie, Connie and I all plan to take turns patting your hand. Oh, by the way; thank you for what you're doing for Nattie. You really are an amazing man. You only heard about Miltie yesterday and you've already got him in contact with Nattie."



"It was actually pretty easy. Did Nattie call him?"
"Oh yes."
"How did it go?"
"She wants to call you and tell you about it herself."
"Okay."
"Artie, how are the girls?"
"They're fine."
"Were they disappointed when they found out that I was going to be out again tonight?"
"They were, but when I told them Constance was coming over they cheered up immediately. Right now they're in their room organizing their dolls so they can show them to Connie."
"Don't forget that you have an assignment tonight. When I get home I expect you to look like a proper cuckboy."
"I won't forget Ms. Jacqueline."
"I love you Artie. Please don't forget that tonight."
"I love you too Jackie and I won't forget that you love me."
"Artie, I like that."
"I don't understand."
"When you told me that you loved me you called me Jackie. I like that. That's the way it should be. Artie I have to go. I have two phone calls that I have to make before I can leave the office."
"Have a good time tonight Ms. Jacqueline."
"Thank you cuckboy, that is exactly what I plan to do."
There was a short pause and then Jackie asked; "Artie, can I tell Clayt."
While part of me wanted to say absolutely not; another part of me, the adventurous part of me was screaming, yes! Adopting my most submissive demeanor, I said; "Ms. Jacqueline, if it would please you, you should tell him."
"No Artie, that's not enough, at least not this first time."
Understanding, I said; "Jackie, it scares me a little, but you're right, Clayt is a perfect person to tell. You have my permission to go ahead." I stopped myself. That still wasn't enough. This was my fantasy every bit as much as it was Jackie's. Taking a deep breath I said; "Ms. Jacqueline, please tell him, please tell your playmate everything about your submissive cuckold husband."
"You're sure."
"Absolutely."
"Artie, this is going to be so much fun."
"I think so too Ms. Jacqueline."
"Bye cuckboy, I'll call when I'm on my way home, but I might also call you a little earlier. That depends on Clayt."
My breath caught.
After I shut off my cell phone I stirred the spaghetti sauce and then I started making four salads. Our girls loved salads. Actually they loved Thousand Island dressing, but that divine delicacy was only served as part of a salad.
I was chopping a head of iceberg lettuce when my cell phone rang for a third time. I answered it, "Artie Hammond."
"Hi Artie." It was Nattie.
"Hello Ms. Natalie."
"Ms. Natalie? Mom was right; you did enjoy that little telephone party she and her boss just put on for you."
"Does everyone know about it?"
"Not yet, but I understand it's going to be the lead story on the 5:30 national news."
Laughing, I said; "How did your phone call to Miltie turn out?"
"It was wonderful. I apologized for treating him so badly. He accepted my apology and then we had an honest discussion about why it happened. Artie, I don't think I've ever been that forthright with anyone. We talked for over an hour."
"That's a good start."
"Yes it was and guess what else."
"What?"
"Tomorrow morning I have to fly to Chicago for a meeting. After the meeting my weekend is clear. I'm going to Albany, New York; that's where Miltie lives. He's a librarian. He has to work Saturday morning, but he said I can hang out at the library with him. After that we'll have the rest of the weekend to ourselves. Artie, I'm going to suck and fuck that boy until his cock falls off."
"Nattie, you haven't seen him for ten years. You don't know what he looks like." Jackie, Nattie and Connie were all good friends. All three of them, especially Jackie, were also much more than that; but fundamentally, they were good friends. There were times when they were going to be Ms. Jacqueline, Ms. Natalie and Ms. Constance; but there were also going to be times when they were Jackie, Nattie and Connie. This was one of those times for Nattie.
"I don't care if he weighs five hundred pounds and he's covered with zits. Miltie is going to get laid and it's going to happen repeatedly."
"Is this going to be a mercy fuck or a guilt fuck?"
"No Artie, definitely not." Nattie paused and then she said; "Well it might be a little bit of a guilt fuck." She paused again, after a moment she said; "No damn it, it's not. Milton Craig cares about me and I care about him. I think that other than you he's the only man on this planet who does care about me. It's time for me to start caring about him too and damn it, this weekend I'm going to show him just how much I care about him."
"I'm not sure he wants that."
"You mean he wants to be my submissive cuckold rather than my lover?"
"Yes, that's exactly what I think."
"We can decide that later, but first he's going to be my lover. This weekend I plan to suck his cock, lick his balls and let him fuck my pussy and my ass as often as he can get it up."
I smiled. "Okay."
"And guess what Mr. Smarty-pants. Tomorrow night Jackie plans to do exactly the same thing with you."
"She does?"
"That's right; she's going to try to fuck you into a coma."
"Damn."
"And you'd better let her do it or I'm going to come after you with my whip."
"I don't know Nattie, that might not be the motivator you think it is."
"Yeah, you're right. Okay, if you let her do it I'll give you a little session with my whip and I'll wear thigh high black leather boots while I'm doing it."
"After every lash will you make me kiss the toes of your boots and beg for another stroke?"
"Damn right cuckboy."
"All right you're on."
"Artie honey, I think you and I might be the two biggest perverts in the western world."
"I think Jackie and Connie are right there with us and I'm pretty sure that Miltie would like to start taking lessons."
"And I really want to be his teacher."
"Nattie love him up this weekend; but play some domination games with him too. I think he'll be disappointed if you don't."
"Artie, what if I get excited and go too far?"
"Set up the time-out rule and be sure he always feels loved."
"I think I can do that."
"If you do, I'm pretty sure that you'll both have a wonderful weekend."
"Thanks Artie, thanks for everything. I wish I could come over and play with you tonight, but I have a date."
"Who's the lucky guy?"
"His name is Peter Amundsen. He's in his early forties and very handsome. He's a real estate developer."
"Is he married?"
"Of course."
"Does his wife know that he parties with other women?"
"No, at least he doesn't think she does. She belongs to a book club, that's why we can get together tonight."
"Where are you going?"
"The King's Inn."
"That motel out by the freeway?"
"That's right."
"That's not much of a date."
"Yes it is, it's the best part of a date. Hell if I want to go out to dinner I'll call you, Jackie or my mom. Remember Artie, we're sluts. We like to fuck."
Laughing, I said; "Okay, so is he good?"
"Damn right he is, he has a big cock and pretty good idea about what to do with it. Ask Jackie, she loves partying with him."
"She does? How many times has she been out with him?"
"I don't know, maybe a half dozen. They usually meet at the King's Inn for a long lunch."
"Does Jackie do that very often?"
"You mean meet guys at a motel for a long lunch?"
"Yeah."
Nattie was silent. After a moment she said; "Artie, I think this is a conversation you should be having with Jackie."
I quietly answered; "Yeah, I guess you're right."
"Artie, are you mad?"
"No, it's just that sometimes finding out about all the secrets gets a little difficult."
"Sweetie, Jackie loves you. She didn't know what else to do. She was afraid that if you found out she was a total slut you'd leave her."
"I know."
"Please remember that for us sex is just fun. You're the only man Jackie will ever love."
"I know that and I love our new life, but it's going to take me a little time to fully adapt to it."
"And I'll do anything I can to help you."
"Thanks, I appreciate that. Hey Nattie, can I ask you a question?"
"Of course."
"You're single. You live alone. Why are you going to a motel when you could go to your townhouse instead?"
"Artie that's an excellent question and it might help you understand us better. I almost never let a guy come to my town house unless I know him really well. It's just too personal. I'm much more comfortable meeting my casual dates at a motel. The only exception is if I'm hosting a sex party, then everyone brings a date and sometimes it's fun to include a new guy. Jackie and Connie feel the same way,"
"Jackie parties with Ron at our house. That must mean she really likes him."
"Ron is her current fuckbuddy. I have one too. His name is Jim Strauss. I've been seeing him once a week for several months. After the first month I started letting him get together with me at my townhouse. I trust Jim and yes, I do like him; but only as a casual friend. I could never imagine myself in a serious relationship with him. Jackie feels the same way about Ron."
"Is Jim married?"
"Of course; Connie, Jackie and I all prefer partying with married men. It's much less complicated."
"Don't you ever feel guilty because you're helping them cheat on their wives?"
"No, why should we? None of us believe in that particular moral constraint. Some people in India have a moral restriction about eating cows. That's their prerogative, but it doesn't mean we should feel guilty every time we enjoy a hamburger. The men we party with are all adults making free choices."
"Jackie cheated on me."
Nattie sighed. "Yes she did and that was an ongoing dilemma for all three of us."
Suddenly realizing that I was about to reopen a discussion that I'd already had with both Jackie and Connie, I said; "I'm sorry Nattie, I do understand. It was a dilemma and Jackie made the right choice. At the time we were dating my submissive cuckold inclinations hadn't yet had an opportunity to take seed and grow. If Jackie had been honest with me it's likely that I wouldn't have married her and we wouldn't be where we are today."
"That's a good way to look at it Artie."
"Nattie, I love talking to you."
"I love talking to you too Artie and thank you for everything you did with Miltie. I really do appreciate it."
"You're welcome Nattie. Have a good time at the motel tonight and I hope you have a wonderful trip to New York. Call me this weekend and let me know how it's going."
"Thanks Artie, I will."
"Bye Nattie."
"Bye Artie." I'd finished making the salads during my telephone conversation with Nattie. After covering them with plastic wrap I put them in the refrigerator and made a quick check on the girls. They were still in their bedroom playing with their dolls.
As I walked back through the living room I glanced at the clock. It was 4:45. Realizing that I had a little spare time I decided to dust the living room.
Just as I was getting started my cell phone rang again. Smiling at my new popularity I walked into the kitchen and picked it up.
"Hi, this is Artie Hammond."
"Artie." It was Jackie.
"Hello Ms. Jacqueline, is everything all right?"
"I hope so. Artie I'm sorry, I really am. I was going to tell you I just hadn't had time yet. It was once a week. Sometimes it was twice a week but just as often it was once every two weeks. It really depended on my schedule at work."
"Nattie called you."
"Yes she did."
"You're talking about your lunch breaks at a motel?"
"Yes, Artie I'm sorry. I didn't want to lie to you, I really didn't."
"I know."
"Do you want me to come home so we can talk? I can easily cancel my date with Clayt."
"No, I definitely do not want you to do that. If you don't get together with Clayt tonight you can't tell him about your cuckold husband."
Artie, be serious."
"I am being serious."
"Aren't you mad at me?"
"When Nattie first told me, I was a little unsettled; but I got over it quickly. Jackie honey, once I learned about your passion for men I should have realized that you'd be doing something like this."
"But I lied to you."
"Yes you did and the night before last we established why you had to do that. That's all in the past now."
"Thank you Artie, I promise I won't ever have another lunch time motel date."
"Why would you do that? Don't you enjoy them?"
"Yes, but...Oh Artie, I don't know. This is all so confusing."
"Jackie relax. Next week I want you to set up one of those dates."
"You do?"
"Yes, I do. I'd be a pretty poor excuse for a cuckold husband if I didn't want you to do that. Can you think of any hot guys who might be available?"
"Several, but Artie are you sure?
"I am sure, but you have to promise to tell me about it before it happens. I think it would be unbelievably exciting to be eating my lunch at school knowing that at that very moment you were in a motel room playing with another man."
"Artie that is so hot. Of course I'll tell you."
"And when you get home I want to hear all about it, every detail."
"Will you kneel between my legs and eat my pussy while I tell you?"
"You know I will."
"Artie, you really are the perfect husband."
"Can I ask you a couple of questions, just out of curiosity."
"Of course."
"Where do you find the guys? You told me that you never play with the men you meet at work and the trade show guys are all from out of town, so where do these guys come from?"
"Nattie, Connie and I play with about a dozen different men. It's an informal group and the size varies. We generally meet them in bars or at social functions. Nattie and Connie find most of them. When one of us finds a new guy we try him out. If he meets our criteria we start calling him. If we get tired of a guy or he starts getting possessive or demanding we stop calling him. If he tries calling us we don't return his phone calls."
"So you call the guys, they don't call you."
"That's right, but if a guy has a special situation like his wife is going out of town or something, it's okay for him to call us and let us know. If we can, one of us will try to get together with him."
"That makes sense. What are your criteria?"
"They're pretty simple. A guy needs to be reasonably good looking and he can't have an obnoxious personality. Of course he has to have a relatively big cock and he definitely has to know how to use it. Most important of all, he has to be married. Married men are much less likely to become emotionally entangled. They're also more likely to be disease free and they're usually content with only getting an invitation every couple of weeks. Remember; Connie, Nattie and I enjoy variety. Also there are only three of us and we have busy schedules. Nattie and Connie see a couple of guys each week, but because I have a family I try to limit myself to one motel party a week."
"Nattie's having a motel party tonight."
"Yes, Connie and Nattie aren't married so they can be a little more flexible about when they can get together with a guy. Because I want to spend as many evenings as possible with you and the girls, I try to restrict myself to lunch time parties. The trade shows like the one last night and mom's sex club meetings are generally the only times I'll go out in the evening. You noticed that I party with Ron during the day."
"Yes and I appreciate that."
"Artie, you and the girls have always been my first priority."
"I know that." After a brief pause I said; "I assume that Nattie's date tonight is part of this group of men you just mentioned."
"He is and before you ask, yes I've partied with him too, actually several times. Nattie's going out with him tonight because his wife belongs to a book club that meets one night a month. I'm pretty sure this is one of those nights."
"It is, Nattie told me."
"Artie, Peter is a nice guy and very good in bed. Because of that, we try to accommodate him."
"And you should. I gather that your parties with him have been at lunch time."
"He's a real estate developer. He has a flexible day time schedule."
"And you're an attorney, so you do too."
"Yes I do. Artie, are you're getting angry with me?"
"I'm sorry Jackie. No, I'm not; not at all. It's just that I'm beginning to realize that this is a big part of your extracurricular life. I'm trying to understand it and maybe I'm being a little too analytical. I'll try to back off."
"No, please don't do that. I want you to ask me about this part of my life. I want you to understand it. I want it to become part of your life. Right now I think I'm a little overly sensitive about your feelings."
"I understand."
"Will you ask me some more questions?"
"Okay, what about the motel?"
"We always go to the King's Inn."
"That's what Nattie told me, why?"
"It's the perfect place. It's a freeway traveler's motel that doesn't have its own bar or restaurant, so there isn't any reason that local residents would want to go there. That makes it highly unlikely that any of us will run into someone we don't want to see while we're there."
"That makes sense."
"The motel is clean and well run and the management is discreet and open minded."
"You mean they know why you're there and they don't care."
"That's right. Of course it's also a great financial deal for them."
"Why?"
"Most of our parties are lunch time parties. The Kings Inn is a freeway motel. Most of their guests are travelers. They arrive after 6:00 in the evening and leave before 7:00 the next morning. We usually arrive at 11:00, leave at 1:00 and pay full price. That allows them to clean the room we use and rent it again that same day."
"But you might come back?"
"If we were going to do that we'd tell them. Artie this is a mutually beneficial relationship. They can earn a little extra money from the rooms we use and we can trust them to be discreet about what we're doing. None of us want to mess up this deal."
"But you're not breaking any laws. Is their discretion that important?"
"We're not worried about the police. All of our playmates are married and so am I. Until this week I was very concerned about the motel's discretion."
"I see, but now that's not an issue for you."
"No it's not and I thank you for that; but because of our male playmates, we still have to be prudent. We don't want to be part of a divorce scandal."
"And since it's financially beneficial for the motel to continue this arrangement; they aren't likely to gossip or give out information to divorce attorneys or private investigators."
"That's our hope."
"I have to say that I'm impressed with the arrangement you've set up. It seems like the perfect win-win situation. Everyone ends up happy. You, Connie and Nattie have a safe, discreet group of playmates that you can enjoy at your convenience. I assume the men in your group are all happily married, or they would be more aggressive for your attention."
"That's true, they are happy with their home situations. All they're looking for is some occasional fun on the side. The men who want more than that are the men we weed out."
"And a little occasional safe fun on the side is exactly what these men are getting."
"Why do you say safe?"
"You use condoms, right?"
"Of course, the mere fact that these men are in our group makes them suspect."
"So these men are engaging in safe sex. They're not buying prostitutes and they're not picking up strange women in bars; at least not on the days they're partying with you."
Jackie thought for a moment and then she said; "I think that's true. Most of the men in our group seem to be content with the occasional diversion we provide for them; at least that's our hope."
I suspect you're probably right, which also makes it a win for their wives. Although they probably don't know that and if they were confronted with the situation they may not accept or even realize that it's a good deal for them, but it is"



"Artie, you're saying that occasionally playing with us is safer for their husbands than buying prostitutes or picking up strange women in bars."
"Wouldn't you agree with that?"
"Of course I would."
"The danger of emotional entanglement is also much less of an issue with the three of you."
"It isn't an issue."
"There are very few absolutes in life."
"All right, but the risk of emotional entanglement is much greater at work than it is with us."
"I agree and my point was that the risk of emotional entanglement when they're meeting women in bars is also much greater than it is with the three of you."
"So you're saying that we're doing their wives a favor too."
I am.
Laughing, Jackie said; "Artie once again I am in awe of your reasoning skills. You've just built a convincing argument that every time I let one of these men fuck me it benefits his wife."
"I think that's true, but it might still be advisable to keep the wives in the dark about this."
"Artie honey you really are a magnificent man."
I glanced at the clock on the wall next to the sink. It was 5:00. "Jackie, it's five o'clock. What time are you supposed to meet Clayt?"
"5:30, I'd better get moving. You're sure you're going to be okay?"
"I'll be fine. I think your mother is planning an interesting evening for me."
"She is, and I think you'll enjoy Phil."
"You know him?"
"Very well, he's a nice guy and he has a wonderfully creative imagination."
"I gather that you've played games with him."
"Several times and they have always been thrilling. Artie, when he arrives, relax and go with the flow. When it comes to sex games Phil is an artist."
"I'm a little worried."
"Don't be, Phil and Connie will push you, but they'll be gentle about it. Remember, you can always call time out. I'm sure both of them will respect that."
"Okay, I'll try."
"Artie you are about to have the most exciting night of your life." Jackie paused for a moment and then she suggestively added; "So far."
"I hope we both have exciting evenings."
"Oh I'm going to cuckboy. I'm going to have a very exciting evening. At five thirty I want you to close your eyes and imagine me kissing Clayt because that's exactly what I'll be doing."
My breath caught.
"And at 5:35 we're both going to be on his bed naked and I'll have his big beautiful cock in my mouth. Will that be all right cuckboy? You don't mind if you're wife sucks another man's cock tonight, do you."
My heart was racing as I anxiously said, "No Ms. Jacqueline, not at all."
"That's a good cuckboy. Don't forget, you have an assignment tonight. When I get home, I expect your entire body to be clean shaven. You're my little cuckboy now and I want you to look like it. Oh and my mother has a present for you. I hope you'll enjoy it, I know I will."
"What is it?"
"It's a surprise. When you've finished shaving she's going to inspect you. After you've passed her inspection she'll give you your present. Promise me that you'll obey her tonight."
"Yes ma'am, of course I will."
"Artie honey she's just leaving. She'll be at the house in a few minutes. I have to go. I may call you earlier, but if I don't I'll call you when I'm on my way home."
"Thank you Ms. Jacqueline; I'd appreciate that."
"Artie, tonight please remember that I love you."
"I will. I love you too Ms. Jacqueline."
"Bye Artie."
"Bye Ms. Jacqueline."
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This is the ninth episode in a series entitled "Jackie and Artie". If you have not read the previous eight episodes of this series, I encourage you do so before beginning this chapter.
"Jackie and Artie" is a romantic story about a dominant hot wife and her submissive cuckold husband. While they have a deep and abiding love for each other they do lead an alternative lifestyle. If this subject matter offends you or makes you feel uncomfortable I strongly suggest that you find something else to read.
After ending the phone call with Jackie, I checked on the girls. They were playing with a set of puppets Jackie had bought for them a week earlier.
As I looked in on them Cassie said; "Daddy, we're going to put on a puppet show for Grandma Connie."
Smiling, I said; "She'll like that." And I knew Connie would.
I went back to the living room and started dusting again. I'd been working for about five minutes when I heard the back door open. A moment later, Connie walked into the living room.
She looked at me and smiled. "You really are the perfect husband."
Smiling back, I said; "Because I'm doing housework while my wife is on her way to a hotel where she's going to meet a man who will soon be fucking her?"
Connie laughed. "Damn right Cowboy. That is exactly how a marriage should work."
Grinning at her, I said; "Ms. Constance, I wholeheartedly agree."
Connie walked over and gave me a hug. While she was hugging me, she said; "I'm sorry I didn't call you back. I didn't forget. Jackie and Nattie both wanted to talk to you too and I felt their conversations were more important than mine. By the time they were finished talking to you it was time for me to leave to come over here. I decided to wait and talk to you in person."
"I always prefer talking to you in person."
Connie snaked her hand down the front of my trousers and gave my penis a gentle squeeze. "I prefer talking to you in person too."
"Connie!"
She gave my penis another squeeze. "Aren't you supposed to be addressing me as Ms. Constance?"
Suddenly feeling very submissive, I whispered; "Yes ma'am."
"Oh I like that. My daughter is doing an outstanding job of training you." And then Connie whispered; "Where are the girls?"
"In their bedroom playing with the puppet set Jackie just bought for them.
"Then it should be safe for you to give me a proper greeting. Get down on your knees and kiss my shoes."
Connie was dressed in a tight tee shirt that barely contained her large breasts, hip hugger jeans and a pair of black spike heeled pumps. I obediently dropped to my knees, bent over and planted a kiss on the pointed toe of each of her pumps.
Patting my head like I was a pet dog, Connie said; "Good boy."
I smiled up at her.
Connie said, "I'm going to go see the girls. Call us when you have dinner on the table."
Still on my knees, I watched Connie walk out of the living room. She hadn't offered to help, she didn't even say please. I smiled. It wouldn't have been appropriate. Connie was a superior, I was a servant. She wasn't expected to help or say please.
Our girls love spaghetti, Thousand Island dressing and Grandma Connie; so dinner was a great success. After dinner Cassie, Monica and Connie returned to the girl's bedroom where they continued a game that had somehow managed to incorporate all of the puppets and most of the girl's dolls.
I cleaned the kitchen. As soon as I was finished I checked on Connie and the girls. All three of them were engrossed in their game so I quietly retired to the bathroom in Jackie's bedroom. I took off my clothes, started the shower, lathered my body and began to shave.
It wasn't that difficult. I didn't have much natural body hair and modern triple blade safety razors make shaving easy. I'd watched Jackie shave her legs many times; so emulating her, I sat on the edge of the bathtub and used the shower like it was a steam bath. Shaving my genitals caused me some initial concern, but I used a scissors to cut away my pubic hair. After that all I had to do was work slowly and carefully.
As I relaxed the task actually became quite exciting. Knowing where Jackie was and what she was doing while I was shaving kept me on a sexual edge. That made the task even more exciting.
Once I was finished I rinsed off in the shower and then I looked at myself in the full length mirror in Jackie's closet. My body was as bare and smooth as a prepubescent boy's. I smiled. That was of course the object of the task. By making me shave off all of my body hair Jackie was stripping me of my manhood. I was being transformed into a symbolic eunuch.
I fully understood what was happening. I could have protested. I could have refused. I didn't. I not only didn't protest, I carried out my own emasculation while my wife was enjoying the physical attentions of another man.
That night in my wife's private bathroom I willingly transformed myself into her submissive cuckold. When I was finished I was as excited as I'd ever been in my entire life. This was my destiny. I now realized that while I'd been unconsciously aware of it for years, it had taken the events of the past few days to allow me to finally acknowledge and accept the truth.
After I was finished I dressed in a pair of thin cotton slacks and a tee shirt. I didn't put on socks or underwear. For the sake of the girls I needed to maintain a semblance of modesty, but I'd just willingly abdicated my manhood and I wanted Connie to know it.
The door to the girl's bedroom was partially closed. I opened it and stepped inside. Connie was seated on the edge of Monica's bed reading a story. Both girls were just barely awake. I sat down on the edge of Cassie's bed and placed my hand on top of hers.
She whispered, "I love you daddy."
I whispered back, "I love you too Cassie."
While this may be hard for some people to grasp, in life we fill a variety of roles. We're fathers and mothers, businessmen and business women, children to our aging parents and guides for our aging parents; all at the same time.
That evening I may have abdicated my masculinity in my relationship with my wife and her family, but when I walked into the girl's bedroom I switched roles. I was a father. The health, safety, well-being and happiness of my girls were all that mattered to me. If I had to do it I would have battled dragons to protect them. The submissive cuckold husband in one of my favorite stories stated it well. He said; "I may be my wife's wimp, but I'm sure as hell no one else's." When it came to my girls I would always be a pillar of strength.
By the time Connie finished the story the girls were sound asleep. We both kissed each of them goodnight and then we tiptoed out of their room.
Once we were in the living room Connie stared at me. After a moment she said; "Artie, you really are an amazing man."
"What makes you say that?"
"I've known a lot of men, more than most women."
I nodded.
"Many men work hard to create a macho image. They wear cowboy hats, drive big black pickup trucks, lift weights and get exotic tattoos. Sadly, when it comes to the important stuff; taking care of their family, supporting their kids when they're struggling and standing up in the face of personal adversity; they're total wimps."
I nodded.
Connie continued. "You, on the other hand deliberately project the image of a total wimp."
"Thanks Connie." I was being sarcastic.
"Please listen to me, I'm not done."
"Sorry."
"Unlike those other guys, I do believe that in the face of adversity you might be the toughest man I've ever met. Artie, there is an unmistakable air of strength about you."
"And that's why, at this very moment, another man is fucking my wife?"
"No, but it is the reason that tonight, when she goes to sleep, my daughter will be lying next to you."
"Thanks Connie."
Grinning, Connie said; "And now the Artie admiration party is over. For the rest of the evening I'd prefer to play with the cuckold wimp whose wife is, at this very moment, enjoying another man's cock."
"He's right here; ready, willing and eager."
Connie smiled. "Okay cuckboy, it's inspection time; but first I have a garment bag in my car. Fetch it for me. My car keys are in my purse on the dining room table. Oh and bring my purse. I'll need that too
Excited, I said; "Yes Ms. Constance, right away."
The garment bag was hanging in the back window of Connie's Lexus. I unlocked the car with the keys I'd taken from her purse, removed the garment bag, relocked the car and hurried back into the house. As I passed through the dining room I grabbed the purse from the dining room table.
Connie was waiting for me in Jackie's bedroom. Still dressed, she was sitting on the edge of the bed. Her legs were crossed. One of her spike heeled pumps was dangling from her toes. As soon as I stepped inside she said; "Close the door."
I obeyed.
"Lay my garment bag on the bed and set my purse next to it." There was an unmistakable tone of authority in her voice.
It excited me even more. I carefully laid Connie's garment bag on the bed and set her purse next to it.
"Very good; now take off your clothes. I need to inspect you."
I quickly undressed. As I started to pick up my clothes Connie said; "Leave them. If we hear the girls moving around you'll need to get dressed quickly."
I nodded.
Connie stood up. "Stand still. Keep your head bowed."
"Yes Ms..."
"Silence, don't speak unless I ask you a direct question,"
I nodded and then standing naked in front of my mother-in law with my head bowed; I waited. After a moment she began walking a slow circle around me. From behind I felt her fingertips explore the inside of my thighs and then my butt cheeks.
"You're nice and smooth, just like a little boy. Jackie will be pleased."
I started to say, I tried; but then remembering Connie's admonition of silence I stopped myself.
Connie moved around so that she was in front of me. Reaching out, she caressed my face with her manicured, crimson fingernails.
My breath caught.
She trailed her fingers down my neck, across my throat and down to my chest. She grasped my right nipple. At first she fondled it, but then she dug in her fingernails and gave it a firm twist.
I gasped.
"Does that hurt? You may speak."
"Yes Ms. Constance, it does."
"But you enjoyed it, didn't you."
"Yes ma'am."
"May I do it again?"
"Yes."
"Say please."
"Please."
She gave my nipple an even more vicious twist. I yelped.
Connie smiled and then she released my nipple and moved her hand lower. Her fingers traced playful circles around my stomach, my belly button and then my newly shaved pubic area. I bit my lower lip as the side of her hand brushed my erect penis.
Connie whispered, "I love seeing you bare and smooth down here. Little cuckboys really shouldn't be allowed to have pubic hair."
She cradled my tiny erection in the palm of her hand. "It really is cute. Jackie told me that it's just like one of those miniatures you buy in a hobby store. It looks like the real thing and even works like the real thing. It's just much smaller."
Connie winked at me. I smiled at the creativity of her taunt.
Her hand slipped between my thighs and cupped my balls. She gave them a gentle squeeze. "Do you enjoy this?"
I nodded.
"Men do too."
Connie's subtle barb made me grin.
She kissed me on the lips and said; "Cowboy, you did a very nice job. You look just like a little boy. Jackie will be pleased. As a reward I have a nice present for you. We'll need a bag of ice. Fetch me one from the kitchen."
Puzzled, I looked at Connie.
She raised her eyebrows. "Was there something about my direction that you didn't understand?"
Connie's inspection had me feeling aroused and submissive. Not wanting to be disobedient, I said; "No ma'am."
"Then fetch me the ice."
"Yes ma'am."
As I started to leave, Connie barked; "Put your pants back on. One of the girls might be up going to the bathroom."
I quickly pulled on my trousers and scurried to the kitchen.
When I returned, Connie was sitting on the bed. There was an open package next to her. The label on the package said, CB6000s. The plastic pieces lying next to the package were unmistakable. Connie was reading a page of directions; directions that showed her how to assemble a chastity cage. A chastity cage meant for me.
I hadn't expected this. I stood frozen in the doorway, staring.
Without looking up, Connie said; "Come in, close the door and take off your pants."
Still flustered, I obeyed. Connie was a dominant. I was a submissive. Obedience was becoming second nature to me. I set the bag of ice on the floor, quickly removed my trousers and then stood naked in the center of the room, waiting.
"Pick up the bag of ice and hold it against your cock and balls. We can't possibly get that little peepee of yours locked up until we have it under control."
While I flushed at Connie's unabashed directive, I still complied. The ice was cold. Of course that was its purpose. My erection quickly shriveled.
"Come stand next to me."
Again I complied without argument.
After taking the ice bag from me, Connie fitted an open plastic ring around my cock and balls. She closed the top of the ring with two partial rings, one with three pins. She added a spacer to the middle pin; slipped the plastic cock sleeve over my penis; slid it on to the pins and asked; "Is that comfortable?"
Still completely overwhelmed, I said; "It's fine, at least it doesn't hurt."
"Good, you'll get used to it." She slipped a small brass padlock through a hole in the end of the middle pin, snapped it shut and said; "There, now you're properly controlled."
I stared at her. After a moment I asked, "How long will I have to wear this thing?"
"That's up to Jackie. I have some friends in my sex club who know quite a bit more about cuckolding than I do. They told me that they've met cuckold husbands who wear their chastity cages 24/7."
"All the time?" I was aghast.
Smiling, Connie said; "They also told me that most cuckolds only wear them while their wives are actually partying with another man. I think that's probably what Jackie's going to decide to do. Since she's with Clayt right now it seems appropriate that you should remain locked up until she gets home."
Starting to get used to the idea, I nodded.
Connie ran her long, crimson painted finger nails along the length of the plastic cage. Licking her lips, she said; "I love the symbolism. While your dominant wife is out partying with another man; you have to sit at home, prohibited from enjoying even the meager gratification provided by solitary masturbation."
Reaching up, she grabbed my nipple, gave it a vicious twist and said; "Cuckboy, I never realized how much fun sexual domination could be."
Wincing from the brief shot of pain, I breathlessly answered; "Yes Ms. Constance, I agree.
Connie glanced at the clock on Jackie's night table. I looked too. It was ten minutes to seven.
"Cuckboy, Phil is going to be here at 7:30. I have to get ready." Gesturing towards the package for the cb6000s and the melting bag of ice, she said; "Clean up this mess while I undress."
Remembering that Connie had originally told me that Phil would be picking her up at eight, I wanted to ask her about the change in plans. I didn't. My submissive desires were now in full control of me. Connie was a superior. If she chose to ask her date to arrive at 7:30, that was her prerogative.
After quickly gathering up the ice bag and the packaging from my new chastity cage, I carried everything into the bathroom and placed it in the waste basket. When I returned Connie was naked from the waist up and unzipping her jeans. I gawked. Her large breasts were magnificent.
She smiled at me and said; "You like my breasts, don't you cuckboy?."
"Yes ma'am, they're beautiful."
"Jackie has beautiful breasts too, doesn't she."
"Yes ma'am, she does."
"I'll bet Clayt is enjoying them right now."
Remembering that Jackie had told me that Clayt was a breast man, I imagined him fondling my wife while she slowly stroked his erect cock. The mental picture elicited a now familiar quartet of emotions: envy, humiliation, longing and of course lust. My tiny penis strained against the confines of its new cage.
"The thought excites you, doesn't it cuckboy."
I nodded sheepishly.
"Jackie told me that Clayt fucked her tits last night. She loves that." Pressing her large breasts together, Connie said; "I do too, especially if a guy plays with my nipples while he's doing it."
Connie grabbed her nipples with the thumb and forefinger of each of her hands. As she rolled them back and forth she asked; "Have you ever done that cuckboy? Have you ever fucked Jackie's tits?"
Taken aback by the brashness of Connie's question, I slowly shook my head and whispered; "No ma'am, I haven't"
"Why not? She loves it." Of course Connie knew the reason, but she was making me say it."
The feelings of hurt, anger and humiliation that I felt when I first discovered that Jackie had been regularly partying with other men while she ignored me came flooding back. I spit out the answer. "My penis isn't big enough." And then overwhelmed with shame and anguish, I turned away.
There was silence. I didn't move.
Connie said, "Cuckboy?"
I ignored her.
Connie waited. I still ignored her. Finally she wrapped her arms around me from behind and whispered, "Time out."
I didn't move.
She kissed my cheek and said; "If you'd like to do it, you can fuck my tits right now."
Shaking my head, I said; "We've already established that I can't do that. My pathetic penis is too short."
"I'm sure we could figure out a way to make it work."
"Why would you want to bother?"
"Because I love you and so does Jackie."
"As we speak Jackie is doing things with a man she just met that she's never been willing to do with me. Is that love?"
Connie sighed. "Artie honey, she never meant to deny you anything."
"But she did."
"Yes, and she will forever regret doing that."
"But right now, she's still out doing things with another man that she refused to do with me."
"You asked her to go. She offered to stay home. She does want to do all of those things with you; you just have to give her a chance."
"I know, but when I think about all the time Jackie ignored me, it's hard. Connie, there were weeks when we didn't have sex at all. Now I learn that during those times she was getting it on with other men at least two or three times a week, maybe more. If she loves me how could she possibly ignore me like that?"
"She didn't realize she was doing it. Artie when she did realize it she was devastated. Jackie loves you, she really does."
"She can ignore me and not know it? Connie, that doesn't make any sense."
"Artie, Jackie was always terrified that if you learned about her infidelity you'd divorce her, so she desperately tried to keep it hidden from you."
"I know that. It still doesn't explain why she neglected me."
"She only neglected you sexually."
"Yeah, and that's a big deal; especially when she was eagerly attending to the sexual needs of most of the other men in the city."
Connie paused. After a moment she said; "Please listen to me."
I stepped away from Connie and turned so I was facing her.
Connie said; "Because she was afraid that she'd lose you Jackie was determined to keep the sexual part of her life hidden from you. Many people who have to keep a secret, a big secret, especially a secret they're keeping from someone they love; do it by compartmentalizing their lives. I believe that's what Jackie did. I believe she divided her life into three distinct parts: her family life with you and the girls, her professional life and her sex life. I point out that she adamantly refuses to date anyone related to her career."



I nodded. I knew that was one of her rules.
"Jackie didn't realize it at the time, but you presented a problem for her. While you were the central figure in the happy family section of her life, you were also her husband and by definition a sex partner. This made you an interloper. You had claim to a position in two of her worlds. The two worlds she most wanted to keep separated."
"So she shut me out of her sex life."
"She didn't have any choice or at least she thought she didn't. As you now know, my daughters and I are sexually adventurous. Many people would call us shameless sluts."
I smiled at Connie.
She smiled back and continued. "Jackie was terrified that if you learned about her sexual appetite you'd divorce her. You were her husband, her soul mate; the central person in the part of her life where she was a loving wife and mother. It was essential that you never discover that she was also a shameless slut. Because of that, when she had sex with you she unconsciously adopted the guise of a sexually repressed housewife."
I shook my head. "That makes some sense, but not completely."
"What do you mean?"
"When we did have sex, we did some things that wouldn't be acceptable to most sexually repressed housewives."
"You mean, like eating Jackie's pussy and ass."
"Exactly."
"First of all, remember that my daughter isn't a sexually repressed housewife. She was trying to pretend that she was one. She also did love you. You were giving her pleasure and she knew you were enjoying it, so she let you do it."
"She was enjoying it too."
"Of course she was."
"Doesn't that contradict your theory?"
"Not at all; you were the one being adventurous, not Jackie. She was just letting you do it. The fact that she happened to enjoy it every bit as much as you did was a bonus."
"So I could eat her pussy, but if she sucked my cock she was afraid I'd think she was a nasty slut."
"Yes, I believe that's exactly what she was thinking, but there was another complicating factor."
"What was it?"
"During that time, your dominant submissive relationship was slowly taking shape. It was permeating all aspects of your life together."
"Including our sex life."
"Yes and Jackie was enjoying it just as much as you were."
"That doesn't make sense. During the previous several months we virtually stopped having sex."
"Jackie was enjoying it too much. She had to stop. Her family life and her sex life were getting muddled. I think she felt like she was slowly becoming a slut with you; a dominant slut, but still a slut."
I thought about what Connie had just told me. After a moment I said; "Connie, I have to admit that your explanation makes sense."
"It makes more sense than believing that Jackie was neglecting you because she didn't care about you."
I nodded. "Yeah, I have to agree with that too."
"She really does love you and she loves only you."
"I know that. Thanks Connie, this helped."
Connie shook her head. "There is a complication."
"What is it?"
"Now that Jackie understands that she neglected you, she's desperate to make amends for what she did. The problem is that denial is a big part of your cuckold fantasy and that's exactly what she's trying redress. That's how you and I got into trouble tonight. I was trying to tease you about Clayt getting to do things with your wife that she won't do with you. Of course by doing that, I struck a raw nerve. Making you wear a chastity cage while another man is fucking Jackie is another example."
"I guess I have to try to get over feeling bad about what happened."
"We could also give you some time. Jackie, Nattie and I are excited about this new lifestyle. Maybe we're pushing you too quickly. Maybe we should back off a little and give you a chance to catch your breath. I could take that chastity cage off right now and when Phil gets here we could just leave. He wouldn't even have to come into the house."
As I listened to Connie, a wave of disappointment washed over me. That was not what I wanted. I was every bit as eager for this new life style as she was. Shaking my head, I said; "No, I don't want to slow down. In fact, I want just the opposite. I want you to push me. I want to be Jackie's submissive cuckold. I want you to tease me and I want to be denied."
Connie stared at me. After a moment she said; "Artie honey, are you sure?"
Taking a deep breath, I said; "Yes, I'm positive." But then I quickly added, "I still may need you to hold my hand and reassure me once in a while."
Grinning, Connie said; "Artie honey, I will always be here to hold your hand." And then winking at me, she reached down, wrapped her fingers around my plastic encased penis and added; "Or anything else you might like me to hold."
My breath caught.
Connie ignored my obvious excitement and asked; "Sweetie, are you sure it's all right for me to invite Phil to come inside when he gets here?"
Pulling myself back together, I asked; "Is he going to be rude to me?"
"Only if he senses that you want him to be rude. He's a nice guy who's skilled at playing sex games. He's also one of my best friends."
"He's your friend?"
"Yes."
"A real friend? Not just a guy who..." Flushing with embarrassment as I realized what I was about to say, I stopped myself in mid sentence.
Connie smiled. "Not just a guy who likes me because he can get into my panties?"
"Yeah, I guess so. Sorry Constance, I didn't mean to be offensive."
"You didn't offend me Artie. I do know some guys who are only interested in a little easy pussy." Connie shrugged. "I'm only interested in their cocks, so that makes us even. You might call it a symbiotic relationship."
I smiled.
Connie said; "But Phil really is a friend, a good friend."
"Is he married?"
"Yes he is. His wife, Janice is a good friend too."
"You know her?"
"Very well; she and Phil often help organize the parties for our sex club."
"Does she, you know, do it too?
Chuckling, Connie said; "Yes Artie, she does. She and Phil have a traditional open marriage. They're both free to enjoy other partners. In fact Janice is on a date tonight. That's why Phil wanted to get together with me."
"Wow!"
Connie smiled.
I asked, "But Phil's not really a cuckold."
"I suppose by the purest definition of the term he is, but not by the definition used on the web sites you like."
"Because he has sex with other women too."
Nodding Connie said; "Yes and he's not at all submissive."
"You mean Phil would never wear a cock cage."
"That's for sure and the women in the sex club would all be irate if Janice ever tried to put him in one."
"Why?"
"Sweetie, Phil has a big cock and he knows how to use it."
"You're telling me that he's a stallion."
"One of the best."
"He's going to think I'm pathetic."
"Not at all." Connie was vigorously shaking her head.
"Why wouldn't he?"
"Phil has a regular fuck buddy. Her name is Linda."
"I thought you were Phil's fuck buddy."
"Phil and I are good friends and we often do get together to fuck, but we're not regular fuck buddies. There are times when we won't see each other for several weeks."
"I see. Do you have a regular fuck buddy?"
"I suppose my boss, Jack would qualify; he fucks me several times a week." Connie shrugged. "That's partly due to convenience. Nattie, Jackie and I all prefer variety. A regular fuck buddy can often become a burden."
"But Jackie has Ron."
"That's because of her demanding schedule. It takes time to meet new guys. That's time taken away from you, the girls and her work. Ron is a convenience fuck for Jackie. He's an easy way for her to satisfy the itch."
"And Jack satisfies your itch."
Laughing, Connie said; "You might say that he's a skilled scratcher."
I grinned.
She said; "Let's get back to Phil. He has a fuck buddy named Linda. They get together once a week. Linda's husband, Teddy is a submissive cuckold, just like the cuckolds on your web site."
"Have you met Linda and Teddy?"
"Yes, occasionally Phil will bring Linda to a sex club party as his date. When they do that they bring Teddy with them. Of course he has to wear a collar and join the other submissives as a servant."
"A collar?"
"A dog collar; at the sex club parties all submissives have to wear a dog collar with a tag that states their name and the name of their owner."
"Really?"
"Yes, it helps eliminate confusion."
"Are there many submissives at the sex parties?"
"A few, Nattie plays with them once in a while. Jackie and I have never paid much attention to them. When we go to the parties we like to be sluts. Of course, now that you've introduced us to the excitement of sexual domination that's going to change."
"I introduced you to the excitement of sexual domination?"
"Well it might be more accurate to say that you awakened latent desires; but yes, you and your web sites did get us thinking about domination."
"Connie, is Phil nice to Teddy?"
"Artie honey, they're best friends. They actually play golf together."
"Really?"
"Yeah."
I considered that. After a moment I asked; "When they're on a golf course does Teddy call Phil sir?"
Grinning, Connie shook her head. "No sweetie, they separate their sex games from their real life activities."
"Now I really am interested in meeting Phil."
"That's good, because he's going to be here in fifteen minutes." Connie stripped off her jeans and panties and handed them to me. "Fold these up and put them in my garment bag and then lay out my dress and lingerie on Jackie's bed. I'm going to get in the shower. Join me as soon as you're done taking care of my clothes. I want you to bathe me."
My jaw dropped.
As Connie disappeared into Jackie's bathroom she called back to me. "Cuckboy, tonight you get to wash my tits and my pussy."
Excited, I quickly opened Connie's garment bag and laid out her dress and lingerie.
For a submissive cuckold male, bathing a beautiful naked woman is one of the great joys of life. You might say that for us it's a labor of lust. Of course there are those who would point out that we'd better appreciate it, because it's one of the few joys we're permitted.
I'd been bathing Jackie since shortly after we met. During all of that time neither of us consciously recognized it as a submissive act. The simple fact that Jackie has never bathed me should have made it apparent, but there are times when ignoring the obvious is the easier course of action. Even though we didn't realize it, I now understood that it actually was one of the first dominant submissive pleasures we enjoyed.
As I began bathing Connie we were both silent. This was an intimate act laden with significance. It had the aura of a ceremony. It was the formal declaration of our mutual acknowledgment of Connie's dominance over me. I was her daughter's slave and therefore, her slave too. We were also both excited. The air was thick with sexual tension.
Jackie had taught me to be slow, gentle and patient when I bathed her. While we both enjoyed it when I washed her breasts, her pussy and her ass; a woman's entire body is a potential erogenous zone. A relaxed, unhurried touch can unlock a myriad of subtle pleasures.
I used the same soft cloth and scented soap that I used when I bathed Jackie. Carefully avoiding Connie's breasts, pussy and ass I tenderly washed her face and neck, her arms and underarms and her flat tummy. When I finished the small of her back I knelt in the shower stall and washed her legs and feet.
As I scrubbed the insides of Connie's thighs my fingers and wash cloth brushed the lips of her pussy. She gasped.
I smiled up at her.
Giggling, she said; "You're teasing me."
I nodded.
She whispered, "Wash my breasts."
I stood. As I washed Connie's breasts I paid careful attention to her erect nipples.
Connie grinned. "That's right cuckboy, get them nice and clean. Phil loves to suck on my titties."
She winked at me. I laughed.
Connie allowed me to wash her breasts for another minute or two and then she turned around. Leaning over, she rested her hands against the side of the shower stall, stuck out her rear and said; "Now it's time to do my ass."
Taking a deep breath I lathered up my cloth and scrubbed each of Connie's cheeks. I was preparing to wash the crack of her ass when I suddenly hesitated. This wasn't Jackie and I was about to provide what most people would consider a particularly intimate service.
Sensing my reticence and correctly guessing the reason for it, Connie quietly said; "It's okay Artie. I'm not shy and you shouldn't be either. I want you to do it."
"But..."
Connie stood up and turned so that she was facing me. In a gentle voice, she said; "Artie, don't be foolish. Men have fucked me there. Men and women have licked me there. Our bodies should never be sources of shame. They should be edifices of pleasure, beauty and adventure. Sweetie, I want you to wash me everywhere. I want you to feel free to explore my body and enjoy it." She chuckled. "And most of all, I want you to worship it."
Connie's free-spirited attitude inspired me and bolstered my confidence about expressing my own desires, my submissive desires. I took a deep breath and said; "Madam Constance, your body is my temple."
Connie laughed. "Madam Constance! Artie I love that! Unless we're with the girls I want you to call me that all the time."
Grinning, I said; "Of course Madam Constance."
Giggling, Connie said; "Artie honey, I've always believed it; but now I'm even more certain. When Jackie found you she struck gold."
I smiled.
Connie kissed my cheek. As she kissed me she whispered; "I'm going to turn around again. When I do, I want you to get down on your knees and wash my ass and I mean everything including my asshole. Do you understand me cuckboy?"
Breathless with excitement, I answered; "Yes Madam Constance."
Reaching down, Connie gave my plastic encased penis a firm squeeze and then she kissed me again and turned around.
As soon as she was once again leaning against the shower stall wall I dropped to my knees, lathered my wash cloth and began washing the crack of Connie's gorgeous rear.
With the water from the shower pouring down on us, Connie said; "Yes cuckboy, that's exactly what I want. Now wash my asshole and when you're done I want you to wash my pussy. Will you do that cuckboy? Will you wash my pussy for me? I want it to be nice and sweet for Phil. You want to help me make him happy tonight, don't you cuckboy?"
Connie's words inflamed my submissive desires. Obediently, I answered; "Yes Madam Constance."
"Yes what cuckboy?" She was toying with me.
"I would be honored to be allowed to wash your pussy for you and yes, I do want to help you make Mr. Harper happy tonight."
"That's a good cuckboy."
I smiled. At that moment I realized that a good cuckboy was exactly what I wanted to be.
After I finished washing Connie's ass she turned around so that she was facing me and leaned back against the shower stall with her legs lasciviously spread wide. Still on my knees, Connie's shaved cunt was now directly in front of my face. I desperately wanted to kiss it, but I resisted the temptation. I was a slave, not a lover.
I carefully rinsed my wash cloth and lathered it up again. As I gently rubbed the lips of her pussy, Connie began to purr. It was a familiar sound. When she was starting to get aroused Jackie made it too.
After I washed Connie's cunt I rinsed the soap from my cloth. As I pressed it back into her slippery sex she cooed with delight and started grinding her hips against my hand. I found Connie's engorged clitoris and rubbed it with my cloth covered fingers. Connie gasped and started grinding her hips even more vigorously.
Suddenly I felt the muscles of Connie's body tense and then she stopped moving. Recognizing what was happening, I did what Jackie had taught me to do. I kept my fingers pressed against Connie's clit.
Connie emitted a low cry and then she started to tremble. I withdrew my washcloth covered hand from her sex and waited patiently on my knees under the warm spray of the shower.
Connie's climax subsided quickly and she immediately regained her composure. Like Jackie, Connie orgasmed easily and recovered rapidly. I wondered if that was the result of experience or physiology.
Grinning, Connie looked down at me and said; "Cuckboy, you give one hell of a nice bath. My daughter has you well trained."
Looking up at Connie, I said; "Thank you Madam Constance. It's a pleasure to serve you."
Connie stared at me for a second and then she said; "For you it really is a pleasure, isn't it."
"Yes ma'am." My answer was forthright and confident.
"I'm not sure I'll ever understand why."
"You're a natural superior. I'm certain that my desire to serve is difficult for you to understand. Don't worry, I'm a natural submissive. I was born to serve powerful women."
Connie smiled, but then her smile disappeared and she said; "Artie honey, if we ever start taking you for granted or neglect you promise me that you'll tell us."
"I will."
"Promise me Artie. I want to hear you say it."
"Madam Constance, I promise that if you ever start taking me for granted or neglect me I'll tell you."
"Thank you Artie." Connie reached down, took my hand and pulled me to my feet. As she led me out of the shower she said; "Dry me and then dry yourself and get dressed. Phil is due to arrive any minute now. I'll get dressed while you wait for him in the living room."
I dried Connie with a large bath towel and then I quickly dried myself and dressed in my cotton slacks and tee shirt.
As I was leaving the bedroom Connie was sitting at Jackie's makeup table applying her eye shadow. "Cuckboy, remember that Phil is a superior. You should address him as sir or Mr. Harper."
"Yes ma'am."
"When he arrives offer him a beer, but remember your place. Don't get one for yourself. You're a servant. Servants don't drink with their superiors."
"Yes Madam Constance, I understand."
Connie turned and smiled at me. "Most of all Artie, have fun."
I grinned at Connie. "I will, I promise."
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As I walked into the living room to wait for Mr. Harper I started to get nervous. What if this man wasn't nice? What if he was an asshole? What if he laughed at me? Even worse, what if he pitied me? That would be unbearable.
Connie had assured me that Phil was a nice guy who understood, but could I trust Connie? I had to trust Connie. If I couldn't trust her, how could I trust Jackie?
Could I trust Jackie? Was trusting her foolish? She cheated on me the entire time we've been married.
Wednesday night she was terrified that I might divorce her. That was telling. If she didn't love me would divorce really be that terrible for her?
She wouldn't want to lose custody of the girls, but is that even a reasonable concern? She's the girl's mother. The courts almost never separate a mother from her children. At worst she'd end up with shared custody and shared custody would probably be a bonus for her. When I had the girls she'd be free to focus on her career and party with men.
I did put Jackie through law school so the court might decide that I was entitled to part of her income. Since I also had a career I doubted that she'd lose much. It was most likely that she'd end up with primary financial responsibility for the girls. I couldn't imagine that was a serious concern for her. While Jackie enjoys the things money can buy, money itself has never been a big motivator for her. Sex and power are her passions and of course, family.
Cuckold, insecurity is thy middle name. I smiled. It should be; cuckold, groundless insecurity is thy middle name. I knew Jackie. Nothing mattered more to her than her family and that family included me.
I'm sure there are naysayers who would eagerly point out that Jackie cheated on me for over eight years and I didn't know it. To those people I would say I did know it; I just chose not to recognize it. There's a big difference.
Yes, Jackie did lie to me, but in her mind it was the lesser evil. Knowing everything I now know, I have to agree with her. If she hadn't lied to me we wouldn't be together and we wouldn't have Cassie and Monica. That would be untenable.
No, when it came to things that really mattered; Jackie was trustworthy and that made Connie and Nattie trustworthy too. I smiled. I had three people who cared about me and that knowledge makes the fears, insecurities and doubts that plague all of us insignificant.
I glanced at the clock on the fireplace mantel. It was 7:30. Phil's arrival was imminent.
I sat on the couch. As I waited I thought about Jackie. It was 7:30. She'd been with Clayt for over an hour. I assumed that she'd already given him a blow job. She'd been very clear that when she got to his hotel room that was the first thing she was going to do.
I had a momentary attack of jealousy. Once again another man was getting something I'd been denied. Remembering my recent conversation with Connie, I quickly rejected that thought. Jackie had never deliberately deprived me of anything. Her neglect was an inadvertent side effect of the dual life she'd been trying to lead.
Feeling better, I relaxed and let my submissive cuckold desires flow freely. My wife was in a hotel room with another man. She'd most likely already sucked his cock and by now they were probably fucking. For several years this had been my secret fantasy. Now that it was actually happening it seemed to me that I should try to let go of my inhibitions and enjoy it.
Reaching down, I felt the chastity cage that confined my penis and turned me into a temporary eunuch. Excitement rippled through me as I thought about the pleasure Mr. Taylor must be experiencing with my wife while at the same time, I was required to wait patiently at home with my penis locked in a plastic cage. It was a cage designed to prevent me from even enjoying the simple pleasure of masturbation, a pleasure freely enjoyed by any teenaged boy with a stack of dirty pictures or an active imagination. To a submissive masochistic cuckold this was the excitement of denial in its most intense form.
I laughed. I really was one kinky son of a bitch; but then so were my wife, her mother and her sister. We were damn lucky that we'd found each other. I laughed again as I realized that was exactly what Connie had been trying to tell me for the past two days.
I thought about the past two and a half days. While I'd certainly been on an emotional roller coaster I had to admit that excluding our wedding day and the days our girls were born, these last days were turning out to be the most exciting time of my life.
I liked being a submissive cuckold and I liked being Jackie's servant. That was all there was to it. If Jackie liked that arrangement too, then why shouldn't we be able to live that way? I now knew that was what I wanted.
I understood that it was going to be difficult. There were going to be times when jealousy and insecurity wormed their way into my psyche. While I realized that was inevitable, I also knew that Jackie loved me and I was confident that knowledge would help me weather any attack of emotional doubt that might plague me.
I remembered Jackie saying that she was planning to tell Mr. Taylor about our relationship. I wondered if she'd done it. She'd also told me that she might call. I think she was hoping to get Mr. Taylor to thank me for allowing him to fuck her. That would be humiliating, deliciously humiliating. I felt my penis straining to expand in the confines of its plastic cage. Damn, I really was a kinky son of a bitch and my wife was every bit as kinky as I was. Life was definitely turning out to be fun.
And then the front doorbell rang. Phil Harper had arrived. I was about to meet my first bull. Suddenly panic stricken, I froze. The doorbell rang again. Pulling myself out of my state of panic I stood up and hurried across the room. I didn't want to keep Connie's guest waiting.
When I reached the door I stopped. I took one long slow breath to help me gather my courage and then I pulled the door open.
Phil Harper was a tall man, at least six foot three or maybe even four. While he was at least forty, he still had a full head of long wavy dark brown hair that he wore combed straight back. Clean shaven, he had a chiseled jaw and deep blue eyes that appeared to be full of life. He wore a tight fitting knit shirt that accentuated his broad shoulders, well-muscled torso and narrow waist. It was easy to see why women found him attractive. He was a handsome man.
As soon as he saw me he smiled and said; "Hi, I'm Phil Harper. I'm supposed to meet Connie Reid here."
Deciding to fully play my role, I nodded and said; "Good evening Mr. Harper, Madam Constance is expecting you. Please come in."
Laughing, Phil stepped into the house and said; "Madam Constance? Damn that woman does know how to play a game."
Still playing my role, I said; "Sir, Madam Constance is getting dressed. Please come into the living room and make yourself at home."
As I led Phil into the living room he said; "You must be Artie."
I stopped and turned so I was facing him. "Yes sir, I am. I'm Ms. Jacqueline's Conners personal servant."
Phil put his arm around my shoulder. "Artie, Can we take a break for a moment?"
"Yes sir, of course we can."
Shaking his head, Phil said; "No, if we're taking a break I'm Phil, all right?"
Nodding, I said; "Jackie and I call it a time-out."
"That works for me, I'm calling time-out."
I smiled. "Okay Phil."
Smiling back at me, Phil said; "Artie, I'm Phil Harper. It's a pleasure to finally meet you."
I looked at him with a puzzled expression. "Finally meet me?"
"Artie; Connie, Jackie, Nattie and I are all members of a rather loosely organized sex club. We get together once or twice a month. Our meetings are actually parties."
"Jackie, Connie and Nattie have all told me about the club."
"The parties are sex parties."
"I know."
"All of us are friends, so we also take some time to fill each other in on what's happening in our lives. Artie; Jackie, Connie and Nattie describe you as the greatest man that's ever walked the face of the earth."
Suddenly feeling like I was being pandered, a wave of bitterness surged through me. "And that's why Jackie was fucking you and a host of other men for the past several years."
We stared at each other. After a moment Phil said; "I'm sorry, I deserved that. I know that you just learned about all of this a couple of days ago. I should have been more sensitive."
Shaking my head, I said; "No I'm sorry, I've already discussed all of this with Jackie, Connie and Nattie. It's just that I'm still a little touchy about it."
Nodding, Phil said; "And I sounded like I was schmoozing you."
"Yeah a little bit."
"Maybe I was, but it wasn't to con you. Artie, all three of them really do love you."
"I know."
"Do you?"
"Yeah I think I do."
"I'm glad, because it's true."
I smiled.
Phil smiled back and then he said; "So you seem to have found a niche as a submissive cuck."
"I guess so."
"Your answer suggests that you're still having a little difficulty coming to grips with your new position."
"Our culture doesn't applaud wimps who get a thrill from seeing other men fuck their wives."
Shaking his head, Phil said; "No it doesn't, hell our culture doesn't extol the virtues of anyone who deviates even a little bit from a very narrowly defined norm."
"Aint that the truth."
"Our sex club does."
"What do you mean?"
"Our sex club celebrates the diversity of sexual preferences. Our motto is, if you're consenting adults and no one is being seriously injured, it's all good."
"Seriously injured?"
Phil shrugged. "I have a good friend, his name is Teddy,"
"Connie mentioned him."
"Nothing excites Teddy more than watching his wife suck my cock while my wife whips him."
"Does that happen very often?"
"At least once a week."
"Damn."
"All four of us are also close friends."
"Connie told me that you and Teddy were friends."
"All four of us are close friends. Artie, once a month Teddy's wife, Linda gives him a fantasy night. It's a night when Linda tries to show him how much she really loves him. On fantasy nights Linda will do anything for Teddy, nothing within reason is off the table. Do you know what he always chooses?"
"I have no idea."
"My wife Janice and his wife, Linda take turns sitting on Teddy's face while the other one sucks his cock."
Laughing, I said; "I've never met your wife or Linda, but the idea sounds pretty hot to me."
Phil patted my back. "Artie my friend, that was spoken like a true cuck."
"Okay, so what would you choose?"
"I'd take turns fucking them while the other one licks my balls and my ass. We do that a couple of times a month and we always make Teddy watch."
"Damn."
Phil grinned. "Fuckin A; Teddy loves being a cuck, I love being a stud. The world is a wonderful place, everyone's happy."
"Connie told me that your wife sleeps with other men."
"That's right, so what? Hell, she even has a boyfriend. She's with him right now."
"Doesn't that bother you?"
"Why should it? Janice loves me. Joel, her current boyfriend, is just a little bit of fluff on the side. Teddy's wife Linda is my girlfriend. We've been seeing each other for about a year and a half. We're good friends, but we don't love each other. Linda is madly in love with Teddy, I'm madly in love with Janice and Janice is madly in love with me. All four of us know that. Artie, Jackie enjoys fucking other men, but you're the only man she'll ever love."
"Yeah, I think I know that too."
"I hope you do, because it's the truth."
Phil and I turned. Connie was standing in the doorway to the hall that led to the bedrooms. She was wearing a flowered silk robe that belonged to Jackie.
Smiling, Connie said; "Hi Phil."
"Hi Connie, how are you tonight?"
"I'm having a wonderful evening. My daughter's slave just finished bathing me."
Phil grinned. "You and Jackie are bringing him along quickly."
"He's eager to learn, that helps." Connie paused. she looked at Phil for a moment and then she turned to me and said. "Cuckboy, Mr. Harper doesn't appear to have a beer. Do you have an explanation for that lapse of hospitality?"
Feeling like I'd let Connie down, I nervously stammered; "I'm sorry ma'am, we were talking. I guess I forgot."
Phil intervened. "Connie, it was my fault. I wanted us to get to know each other a little before we started playing games, so I called a time-out. Artie told me that was the phrase you were using."
Slowly nodding, Connie said; "Of course, I should have realized that from the tone of the conversation I heard when I entered the room."
Connie walked over and put her arm around me. "I'm sorry Artie; this domination game is new to me too. I was trying to be a strict mistress. Now it's clear that I misread the situation."
Shaking my head, I said; "No Madam Constance, you were completely within your rights to call me on my breach of courtesy. Time-out or not, Mr. Harper is a superior and your guest. You assigned me the task of greeting him and seeing to his comfort. I should have taken care of that before we started our conversation. I let you down, I'm sorry. I'll willingly submit to any punishment that you feel is appropriate."
"Artie honey, let's call this a learning experience for both of us. While I have to admit that the prospect of punishing you is exciting, Jackie is your real mistress. The first time you're punished she should be the one who does it."
Turning to Phil, Connie asked; "Do you agree?" It was clear that she was looking for guidance from her more experienced friend.
Phil nodded. "Yes and I think you handled this situation competently. If Linda was here I'm certain she would tell you that while a dominant needs to be firm, she also has to be judicious. You were just judicious."
Connie smiled.
Phil turned to me. "Artie, I think it's time for us to end our time-out."
"Yes Mr. Harper, I agree."
"Good. Connie, I would love a beer and knowing you, I'll bet you'd like a glass of white wine."
Looking at me, Connie said; "Cuckboy, a beer for Mr. Harper and a glass of pinot grigio for me. We'll be in Jackie's office."
As I hurried to the kitchen to get the drinks I wondered why Connie was taking Mr. Harper to Jackie's office and then the answer dawned on me. That was the only room in the house with a door that locked. Connie was planning to play with Mr. Harper and she wanted to be certain that curious little girls weren't going to wander into the room while they were playing.
In the kitchen I poured a glass of pinot grigio for Connie and opened a beer for Mr. Harper. After pouring the beer into a glass I placed it, Connie's glass of wine and several napkins on a tray and quickly carried the tray to the office. I didn't want to keep my superiors waiting.
When I reached the office the door was closed. I knocked.
From inside Connie said; "Come in Cowboy." She was being careful; the girl's bedroom was just down the hall. I suppose we wouldn't have had to have been so careful if we'd gone down to my room in the basement, but then the girls would have been out of earshot. Connie and I both wanted to be close enough to hear the girls if they needed us.
I opened the door and walked into the room. Phil was sitting in Jackie's leather reading chair. He was still wearing his knit shirt, but his shoes and socks were on the floor next to his chair and his trousers and undershorts were lying in a heap on the top of Jackie's desk. It was obvious that he'd undressed quickly.
Connie had taken off Jackie's silk robe. It was lying on the desk next to Phil's trousers. All she was wearing was a garter belt, nylon stockings and her spike heeled pumps. She was kneeling on the floor between Phil's legs. Both of her hands were wrapped around his amazingly large and very erect cock.
Turning to me, Connie said; "Set our drinks on the table next to Mr. Harper and then lock the door and stand over by the wall. It's time for you to see how a woman treats a real man."
I set their drinks on the side table and locked the door to Jackie's office.
As I was about to take my place by the wall, Connie said; "Cuckboy, straighten our clothing."
Feeling incredibly submissive, I obediently folded Mr. Harper's trousers, his boxer shorts and the silk robe Connie had been wearing. After carefully laying everything back on Jackie's desk I withdrew to my place by the wall. I was standing about six feet to Mr. Harper's right. This position provided me with an unobstructed view of both Connie and Phil.
As soon as I was settled Connie said; "Watch carefully cuckboy, this is what Nattie and I and of course, Jackie; always do for our stallions." Connie had emphasized the words, "and of course Jackie". She was taunting me. Her choice of the word stallion rather than playmate or male friends was another deliberate barb.
Earlier that evening, just after we'd had our talk about why Jackie had been neglecting me; Connie had offered to slow down the teasing and denial until I was feeling more secure about my role as a cuckold. She'd even offered to remove my chastity cage.
I'd asked her not to do that. In fact, instead of easing off I'd urged Connie to intensify the teasing and denial. Living as Jackie's submissive cuckold was my fantasy and now that it was becoming a reality I wanted to experience it to the fullest extent possible. I was regaining my confidence in Jackie's love for me and if I did have a relapse of insecurity I knew that I could always call time-out.
Connie was watching me. Well aware that she was pushing my limits, she was trying to gauge my reaction to her taunts.
Realizing that I needed to reassure her, I winked.
Connie laughed.
Phil saw my wink too and said, "It looks to me like everyone is doing just fine."
Connie was noticeably relaxed, but she still gave me another quick glance.
I nodded to her.
She smiled at me and then she turned back to Phil and gave the massive head of his cock a long sloppy wet kiss.
Grinning, Phil said; "Oh yeah baby, that's exactly what this bad boy needs."
Connie looked up at him. While she gave his cock several firm strokes she coyly asked; "Is a kiss really all you need?" Clearly, I wasn't the only one who was being teased.
Phil laughed. "You know it's not baby. Now let's show cuckboy over there what a hot slut you really are."
Feigning shock, Connie said; "Oh my, what do you want me to do?"
I smiled. It was apparent that Connie and Phil were good friends who took great delight in playing with each other.
Phil said, "I want you to suck my dick."
Giggling, Connie said; "What a lovely idea." And then she parted her lips and took the large head of Phil's cock into her mouth.
And that temporarily ended the playful teasing. Phil rested his head on the back of Jackie's easy chair and closed his eyes while Connie started sucking him in earnest.
I watched in rapt silence.
After several minutes Connie took Phil's cock out of her mouth and slowly stroked it with both of her hands. While she stroked it she said; "Look at it cuckboy. Isn't it magnificent? See how it has a little upward curve to it. That's what happens to really big cocks when they get hard and believe me, right now this cock is rock hard."



She kissed and then licked the sensitive spot right under the head of Phil's cock.
Laughing, Phil said; "Connie honey, you have a wicked tongue."
"Do you want me to stop?"
"Hell no, as far as I'm concerned you can lick me there for the rest of the night."
Connie kissed and licked Phil's cock again and then still stroking it, she said; "Jackie does this too."
Phil nodded. "Yeah she does and she's almost as good at it as you are."
"Cuckboy, I'll bet she did this for Clayt tonight. Do you think he enjoyed it?"
I didn't respond. At that moment I was incredibly nervous, unbelievably aroused and completely befuddled.
"Cuckboy, I asked you a question. It's not polite to ignore your superiors."
In an attempt to regain some composure, I took a deep breath. It helped. I managed to stammer out a rather pathetic; "Madam Constance, I don't know."
"You don't know? Let me ask you an easier question. Do you think Jackie sucked Clayt's cock tonight?"
Realizing that Connie was trying to make this a cuckold fantasy session for me, I relaxed. "Yes ma'am, I'm sure she did."
"Do you think he enjoyed it?"
Getting into the spirit of her game, I eagerly answered; "I hope so."
Connie raised her eyebrows in amazement. "You hope so? That's a funny thing to say. We're talking about your wife sucking another man's cock."
Shaking his head, Phil said; "No it's not, Artie's a cuck. He wants Jackie and her dates to have a good time. It's important to him; at least that's what Teddy tells me."
"Is that true Artie?" Connie now sounded like an inquisitor.
Suddenly feeling ashamed of my deviant cuckold desires, I shrugged. I'm sure my face had turned deep shade of crimson.
Phil intervened; "Connie, you're embarrassing him."
Connie thought for a moment and then she said; "You're right. Artie, please forgive me. I was trying to play with you; but then well I got curious and then I guess I was being kind of judgmental. Artie I really am sorry. I don't ever want to judge anybody's sexual inclinations, especially yours."
She sighed; "Who am I to judge anybody? I destroyed two marriages. Artie..."
"Time-out." I interrupted Connie.
Connie nodded.
I said; "It's okay, I understand. In fact, I'm glad you asked."
"You are? Why?"
"Connie, if this is going to work, we have to try to understand each other. It's important that I understand that you, Jackie and Nattie can enjoy sex with a man without developing an emotional attachment and..."
Smiling, Connie said; "And we need to understand that you not only want Jackie to enjoy her playmates, you want her playmates to enjoy her too."
Still feeling ashamed, I quietly said; "I suppose that's part of my masochism."
Connie shook her head. "No Artie, it just is and that's all that matters. Explanations shouldn't be necessary. For a moment I forgot that, please forgive me."
"Apologies shouldn't be necessary either; but if it makes you feel better, you're forgiven." I winked at Connie.
She grinned and said; "Artie I love you."
"I love you too Connie."
"All right, we're all happy again. Can we end the time-out and get back to the sex game. I was getting a great blow job and right now my dick is so hard that I'm afraid that if somebody bumps it, it might shatter."
Chuckling, I said; "That's pretty hard."
"Damn right it is cuckboy and at this moment I'm in desperate need of a set of feminine lips to ease my distress."
Connie laughed. "Big boy, I'm just as eager to finish that blow job as you are; but before I can do that I have to be sure that Artie and I are okay."
"All right, let's get busy doing some serious reassuring."
I smiled.
Connie asked, "Artie, are you sure you're okay?'
"Yeah Connie, I'm good. How about you?"
"I'm okay too." She giggled. ""But I'll be a lot better when I have Phil's cock back in my mouth."
"Shall we end our time-out?"
Connie smiled. "I'm ready if you are."
"Madam Constance, the time-out is officially ended."
Connie turned to Phil. "Are you and your hot rod ready to go?"
"Baby my seat belt is fastened and my engine is revving."
"Then it's time to hit the accelerator." Connie slipped Phil's cock back into her mouth and started sucking him with a passion I'd never imagined. It was obvious that my mother-in-law relished giving head.
Watching her blatant display of wanton sexuality inflamed my own arousal. Overwhelmed with the desire for some sexual stimulation of my own, I unconsciously reached down to touch my penis. Of course I found it locked in a plastic cage.
I realized that while Connie and Phil were ardently enjoying each other, I was now prohibited from indulging in even the meager pleasure of solitary masturbation. The significance of that new awareness ignited my masochism. My excitement spiraled. Recognizing that as a cuckold my sexual involvement with others was now mostly going to be limited to passive voyeurism, I leaned back against the wall and continued watching Connie suck Mr. Harper's cock.
Suddenly I heard footsteps in the hall. I turned. Connie stopped sucking Phil's cock and also turned. Phil sat up. All three of us watched and listened.
Someone tried to open the door to Jackie's office. It was of course locked. We heard the sound of a key being inserted into the lock. We waited.
A second later the door opened and Jackie stepped into the room. She surveyed the scene in front of her and said; "I seem to have found a kinky little party. May I join you?"
Connie smiled and said; "Of course dear, would you like to take my place?"
Jackie shook her head. "No thank you mom. I rarely get to watch you and when it comes to giving head, you're a grand master and I still have a lot to learn." She walked over to me and put her arm around my waist. "Besides, right now I want to focus my attention on my sweetie."
"Jackie it's been a while, but if memory serves me right you're a bit of a grand master yourself."
Smiling, Jackie said; "Thanks Phil, you always were a charmer. I've missed you and now that I see your magnificent cock again I have to admit that I miss you even more."
"I've missed you too Jackie. Why don't we try to get together?"
"Rumor has it that Janice, Linda and my mom have taken all the spots on your dance card."
"They've taken most of them, but I'll always have an open spot for you."
"I'm free Tuesday; we could have lunch together at the Kings Inn Motel."
Phil grinned. "I love having lunch at the Kings Inn and while I do believe that I'm free Tuesday, I really should check with my secretary first."
"Can you let me know tomorrow?"
"Certainly."
"Why don't you call Artie and let him know. You can call him tomorrow on his cell phone after his last class ends at 2:30."
Jackie turned to me. "You don't mind keeping track of my dates for me, do you Sweetie? After all, you are my servant. It seems like an appropriate duty."
I was completely unglued. My wife had just returned from an evening of sex with another man. When she arrived home she'd walked into her private office and found me watching her mother giving a blow job to a man she'd partied with in the past. Jackie then proceeded to make a motel lunch date with this man for the following Tuesday and announced to me that I was now going to be in charge of keeping the calendar of her dates. Speechless, I stared at my wife.
Recognizing my state of disarray, Jackie said; "Sweetie, you're overwhelmed right now, aren't you."
I quietly answered, "Yes ma'am."
Jackie turned to Phil. "Phil honey, I think it might be better if tomorrow you call my cell and leave a message. Connie has my number."
Phil nodded.
Realizing that this was not what I wanted, I quickly pulled myself together and said; "No Ms. Jacqueline, it will be okay. Mr. Harper can call me tomorrow afternoon. You're right; keeping track of your dates is an appropriate duty for me. I want to do it, please."
Jackie studied me. After a moment she said; "Artie honey, are you sure. I don't want to push you too fast."
I took a deep breath and said; "Yes ma'am, I'm sure. I'm absolutely sure."
"Very well then." Jackie turned back to Phil. "Phil, you can call Artie on his cell phone tomorrow after 2:30."
Connie said; "I've got his number. I'll give it to you later."
Once again Phil didn't say anything, he just nodded. It was clear that he understood that Jackie and I were going through a period of change and growth. I was impressed by the remarkable sensitivity he was demonstrating. It was easy to understand how he'd managed to become good friends with his girlfriend's cuckold husband.
Looking at Jackie, Connie said; "Honey, earlier tonight Artie and I had a long talk about all of this. Things are happening quickly, but I think that's his preference. This is the lifestyle he wants. While he realizes that at times it's going to be an emotional challenge for him, he wants to begin living this life as quickly as he can. He doesn't want us to slow the transition; he wants us to speed it up. He wants us to push him. He wants to be your submissive cuckold husband."
Jackie turned to me. "Is that true Artie?"
"Yes ma'am, it is." And then I smiled at Connie. "Thank you Madam Constance, that was an extremely well-articulated summary of my feelings."
Connie grinned. "Thank you Artie, I think that's the nicest compliment I've ever been given."
"Hey, I've told you that you have fabulous tits." The twinkle in Phil's eyes betrayed him. It was apparent to all of us that he understood exactly why Connie had been so pleased by my compliment. She was used to men telling her that she was sexy and beautiful. I'd just implied that I thought she was smart. He was teasing his good friend.
Playfully slapping his erection, Connie said; "Be thankful you have this big beautiful cock, because with an attitude like that you could easily end up with Rosie and her five friends as your only sex partner."
Phil politely bowed his head and said; "Madam Constance, please forgive my impetuous comment. While you are certainly a beautiful and sexually desirable woman, I have always felt that your intellect is your most attractive quality,"
Connie laughed. "Oh that's much better. You deserve a reward." She leaned forward, slipped Phil's cock into her mouth and started sucking him again.
Phil winked at me. I grinned.
Next to me, Jackie said; "I want to know about this new name, Madam Constance. Where did that come from?"
Momentarily taking Phil's cock out of her mouth, Connie said; "Artie came up with it. I like it. We decided that from now on unless we're around the girls, that's how he's going to address me." She put Phil's cock back in her mouth and resumed sucking him.
Jackie said; "I like it too." And then she turned to me and said; "It appears that you and my mother have had a very interesting evening. Later I'd like to hear more about it; but right now I want both of us to watch. I rarely get to see my mother in action and when it comes to giving head, she really is an artist"
Phil nodded. "You got that right."
The entire time we were talking Connie had kept her hand wrapped around Phil's cock. Once she started sucking him again it didn't take her long to make him cum.
I also suspected that since Jackie was now at home Connie wanted to finish Phil as quickly as she could so they could leave us alone. They also had an exciting evening planned for themselves and I was certain they wanted to get to Connie's house so they could get down to some serious sex.
When Phil came Connie kept his cock in her mouth. Jackie had told me that she, Connie and Nattie all felt this was extremely personal and only did it for men who were good friends. Phil was of course a very good friend.
As soon as he was finished ejaculating Connie stood up and walked directly over to me. She was keeping her lips tightly sealed. Jackie and I both knew why.
Jackie said; "Artie, I do believe my mother wants to give you a kiss."
I nervously nodded. "Yes ma'am."
While consuming another man's cum is a big part of the submissive cuckold fantasy, reading about it and actually doing it are two distinctly different acts. For the first time in my life I was confronted with actually doing it and I was wavering. I was certain Phil was healthy, so I knew it wasn't going to hurt me. I also knew that people swallowed semen all the time. My concerns were purely psychological.
And then I remembered Connie's earlier words. "This is the lifestyle he wants. While he realizes that at times it's going to be an emotional challenge for him, he wants to begin living this life as quickly as he can. He doesn't want us to slow the transition; he wants us to speed it up. He wants us to push him. He wants to be your submissive cuckold husband."
While Connie had been flattered when I told her that was an extremely well-articulated summary of my feelings, I hadn't been trying to flatter her. It really was a well-articulated summary of my feelings. Now I had to remember the feelings I'd expressed to Connie that had led her to make that assessment.
It was easy and the recollection helped. I wanted to be Jackie's submissive cuckold husband and submissive cuckold husbands always submitted to the indignation of cleaning up their hot wives after they were finished enjoying their stallions.
The day after tomorrow Jackie was going to be entertaining her friend Ron in our house and I was going to be present. The extent of my role was still being decided, but Jackie had made it abundantly clear that I was going to be required to clean her up. She wasn't talking about using wash cloths and towels.
Realizing that this wasn't a question of will I lick up another man's cum, but rather how soon will I start doing it; I decided that now was as good a time as I was ever going to find. I was with three open minded people I liked and trusted. I nodded to Connie.
Smiling, she placed a hand on each side of my face, pulled me to her and pressed her lips against mine.
Next to me, Jackie whispered; "Open your mouth Artie."
I obeyed.
I felt Connie push her tongue into my mouth. It was coated with a slimy bland goo that I knew was Phil's semen. The social convention of our culture dictated that I was supposed to wretch and maybe even vomit. I didn't. While it was unbelievably humiliating, I was a submissive masochist which actually made the humiliation breathtakingly exciting.
I kissed Connie back. She mashed her lips against mine and pushed her cum coated tongue even deeper into my mouth. I responded by greedily sucking it clean.
Next to me, Jackie said; "This is so fucking hot."
Connie broke off the kiss and stepped back. Grinning at her daughter, she said; "Yes dear, it really is."
Smiling sheepishly, I nodded in agreement. At that moment I was both aroused and ashamed.
Noticing my ambivalence, Phil stood, pulled up his pants and walked over to me. As he patted me on my shoulder, he said; "Artie, it's okay. I've watched Linda do that to Teddy lots of times. It doesn't make you less of a man."
He laughed, "Hell, Teddy is one of the most stalwart, upstanding guys I've ever met. If I'm ever in a jam I can't think of anyone I'd rather have in my corner. I just met you, but you strike me as the same kind of guy."
He shrugged, "Okay, a little humiliation gets you off. So what? It doesn't hurt anybody and frankly, it makes you an interesting game player. Believe me, there is nothing more boring than a swinger's party where everyone is into vanilla sex and nothing else."
Connie nodded. "That's for sure. If I know it's going to be a party like that I'd rather stay home or go to a motel. At least then my partner and I can focus all of our attention on getting each other off. If I go to a sex party, I want to do a little role playing and I want to see a little role playing."
Phil grinned. "Artie, at a sex party, Connie, Jackie and Nattie love to be sluts and they do it well."
"Janice and Linda aren't too bad either." Jackie was smiling.
Slipping her arm around Phil's waist, Connie said; "And studman here plays the role of a bad ass mother fucker better than anyone I've ever met. I love it when he makes Linda get down on her knees, unzip his pants and suck his cock while everyone else is watching."
I quietly asked, "Has Teddy ever been in the room when you did that with Ms. Linda."
Flashing me a knowing smile, Phil said; "Lots of times."
Next to me, Jackie said; "Would you like to watch a stud do that with me? Would it excite you to see your wife acting like a slut for another man?"
"Yes Ms. Jacqueline, it would." I was breathless with excitement.
Jackie leaned over and kissed my cheek. "It would excite me too sweetheart."
I smiled at her.
Connie said; "We could easily set up a little party."
Laughing, Phil said; "Connie we'll have plenty of opportunities to talk about that in the future. Right now, you need to get dressed. We should be leaving. Jackie just got home from a date and both Linda and Teddy tell me that's one of their favorite moments."
"Of course, I'll get my dress." Connie picked up Jackie's silk robe, threw it over her shoulders and hurried out of Jackie's office.
Following her, Jackie called; "Mom, I'll go with you."
After they left Phil said, "Artie why don't we wait in the living room."
"Yes sir, that's a good idea."
I followed Phil out of Jackie's office. As we walked into the living room he said; "You really should meet Teddy."
"I'd like that."
"Do you play golf?"
"I grew up two blocks from a municipal golf course. I played a lot while I was in high school, but I haven't swung a club since I left for college. Golf requires both time and money."
Phil nodded. "When you're in college you don't have either one and I'm sure that right now most of your spare time is devoted to your girls."
"It is."
Behind us, Connie said; "Were you thinking of inviting Artie to play golf with you and Teddy Saturday morning?"
Phil and I both turned. Jackie and Connie were standing in the door to the living room. Connie was wearing her dress and carrying her garment bag.
Phil answered her. "I was. I think meeting Teddy might be helpful for him and a golf course is a nice place to get to know someone."
Jackie said; "I think that's a nice idea, but Artie and I have plans for this Saturday. Could he join you a week from Saturday?"
Looking at me, Jackie added; "Don't worry, Connie and I can take care of the girls. You do plenty of babysitting for me. You deserve a chance to get out once in a while too."
Phil turned to me. "Would you like to join us?"
"I don't have any golf clubs."
Shaking her head, Jackie said; "Artie honey, I earn a substantial salary. We can afford a new set of clubs for you."
"Really?"
"Yes sweetie, we can."
Smiling at Phil, I said; "I would love to join you."
"Good, I'll get a tee time Saturday while I'm at the course. I'll call you."
"All right." I was excited. It had been years since I played golf.
Connie walked over to me and kissed my cheek. "Artie, it was a fun evening."
"I had fun too Connie. And Phil, it was nice to meet you."
"It was nice to meet you too Artie."
Connie grabbed Phil's arm and pulled him to the front door. "Let's go big boy. That blow job got me in the mood for some serious fucking."
As they walked out the front door, Phil was laughing. "Connie, I've got a stiff proposition for you."
Giggling, Connie said; "I'm hoping for a lengthy presentation."
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As soon as they were gone Jackie walked over, kissed me hard on the lips and said; "Hi Artie."
I smiled. "Hi Jackie, did you have a good time tonight?"
"I did. Did you have fun with my mom? She certainly had a good time."
"Did she tell you that?"
"Yes she did. I gather you gave her a bath. Did you enjoy doing that?"
"Yeah, I really did." I paused for a second and then I asked, "Was that okay?"
"Yes sweetheart, that was fine." Jackie kissed my forehead. "Considering what I did tonight I think it would be a little hypocritical if I objected."
I shook my head. "No I'm your cuckold. You have every right to expect me to be faithful to you."
"While I freely play with as many different men as I want?"
"That's right."
"Artie, that is so hot."
"I think it is too."
"Do you Artie? Do you really?"
"Yeah I really do."
Reaching down, Jackie cupped her hand over my penis and balls. As she felt my new chastity cage, she said; "You're really wearing it. Mom said you were, but I had to feel it to believe it. Is it uncomfortable?"
"Not really, it feels strange; but I'm getting used to it."
"I want you to wear it whenever I'm on a date. Will you do that for me?"
"Does that include Tuesday when you're with Mr. Harper at the motel?"
Immediately understanding the significance of my question, Jackie said; "Will you wear it while you're at school?"
My initial reaction was to say that I'd rather not, but I didn't answer right away. Instead I paused to consider the question. Since I didn't wear tight trousers it was highly unlikely that anyone would notice it. While using a public lavatory could be a problem, it wouldn't be an issue at school. The faculty lounge had private restrooms with locking doors. After a moment I came to the conclusion that there really weren't any valid reasons that I shouldn't wear the chastity cage at work.
Looking at Jackie I said; "Yes I'm willing to do that."
"Really?"
"I can't think of any reason that I shouldn't."
"I'll give you a key so you can take it off if something happens."
Shaking my head, I said; "I doubt anything will happen, but I'll keep a heavy wire cutter in my desk. The lock on this thing is purely symbolic. I can easily cut it off."
Jackie smiled. "That way I'll know if you do take it off. I like that."
"I won't take it off unless it's absolutely necessary."
"I know that, but it's more fun for me if I'm sure you were wearing it all day. It makes me feel powerful."
"And wearing it makes me feel submissive."
Giggling, Jackie said; "Let's go into my bedroom and play. Right now I'm in the mood to make you feel very submissive."
Bowing politely, I said; "Yes ma'am."
Jackie extended her hand and said; "Come on cucky, it's playtime."
As I was about to take Jackie's hand I noticed her outfit and paused. Until that moment there had been so much happening that what she was wearing hadn't registered on me. Now it did. She was dressed in a pair of dark gray flannel slacks, high heels and a conservative white ruffled blouse that buttoned at the neck.
Surprised by her straitlaced attire, I said; "Tonight's outfit is quite a change from the clothes you wore to the Goldenrod last night."
Jackie nodded. "Last night I was trying to attract a date. Tonight I already had one. Clayt knew he was going to get laid. My choice of outfit didn't make any difference to him at all. Regardless of what I was wearing, the moment I entered his room he was going to start undressing me. On the other hand, the Calvert is a conservative hotel. They take a dim view of unescorted women walking through their lobby dressed like sluts."
"But last night..."
"When I crossed the lobby last night I was with Clayt. He was staying at the hotel. I was his guest. That's an entirely different situation. Artie, there are times when it's better to be subtle."
"I see." I paused. After a moment I smiled and asked, "So did he?"
"Did he what?"
"Start undressing you the moment you entered his room?"
Laughing, Jackie said; "Not quite, he kissed me first."
"Was it a passionate kiss?"
"You are eager to hear the details, aren't you?"
I grinned sheepishly.
Jackie kissed my forehead and said; "Don't worry Cucky, I'm going to tell you everything; but first let's move into my bedroom and get a little more comfortable. I also want to see how you did with your assignment."
Taking my hand, Jackie pulled me out of the living room. I eagerly followed her. As soon as we were inside her bedroom she let go of my hand and started unbuttoning her blouse.
Excited, I stood still and watched her.
Chuckling, Jackie said; "Artie honey, this will be a lot more fun if you take off your clothes too."
Feeling a little abashed about needing a prompt to get undressed, I quickly pulled off my tee shirt. As I was taking off my pants I asked; "Did Mr. Taylor undress you tonight?"
"He tried, but I had to intervene. He was so aggressive that I was afraid he might tear this blouse. It's one of my favorites so I undid the buttons for him."
Jackie slipped her blouse off of her shoulders. As she laid it on the bed she added; "He did unfasten my brassiere and take that off."
"You told me he was a breast man."
"He is."
"I'll bet he enjoyed taking off your bra."
"Believe me, he did and so did I. As soon as he took it off his hands were all over my tits. Artie, Clayt has big strong fingers. He started kissing me again and while we kissed he kneaded and squeezed my breasts with those powerful hands."
"Did you enjoy that? I mean didn't it hurt?"
"Hurt?" Jackie giggled. "No, it didn't hurt at all. Clayt's a gentleman. He's not really rough. He's just aggressive. He was taking me Artie. It's fun to be taken by a strong forceful man."
"I see." Realizing that I could never be a strong forceful man like Mr. Taylor a twinge of sadness wormed its way into my mind. My mood change was reflected in my voice.
Noticing my momentary sorrow and understanding its cause, Jackie kissed my cheek and whispered; "Don't worry Artie, while men like Clayt are exciting, I wouldn't want to spend my life with one of them. I want to share my life with a man who has a sweet, gentle soul; a man like you."
Smiling, I said; "You let Mr. Taylor fuck you tonight, but you came home to me."
"That's right. I'll always come home to you."
"I believe that."
"Would you like to fuck me tonight? You can."
"Aren't you too tired?"
"Artie, I have never been too tired for you. I did get confused and neglect you for a while. I still don't fully understand how that happened."
Jackie looked at me imploringly. "Please believe me when I tell you that it wasn't deliberate. I'll regret doing it for the rest of my life and I promise that I'll try as hard as I can to never let it happen again."
"I know. Your mother and I talked about that tonight. She has some interesting ideas about why it happened."
"Really? Will you tell me?"
"I will, but not tonight. Tonight we're having fun. Tonight all that matters is that you've made it clear to me that you didn't mean to neglect me and you regret doing it. I've already forgiven you for it."
"Have you Artie? Have you really?"
"Yes, I have."
Jackie smiled. "That's one of the reasons you're such a special man. You're capable of forgiving, not many people are."
I shrugged. "It's just common sense to me. I love you. In a complicated situation you made a mistake. It was a mistake that I do believe you regret. I also believe you when you tell me that you're going to try to avoid ever making that same mistake again. It seems to me that I have two choices. I can continue being angry which would ultimately destroy our marriage or I can forgive you and we can keep on loving each other. The second choice seems so very preferable to me."
Hugging me, Jackie whispered; "Thank you Artie, thank you for being a wonderful man." And then she picked up my hand and placed it on her naked breast. "Wanna play with my tits studman? I'll suck your cock and then you can fuck me."
"Not tonight."
Jackie paused. After a moment she asked; "Why not tonight?"
"You just got home from a date with another man. Tonight I want to be your cuckold husband."
Stepping back, Jackie looked directly into my eyes and asked; "Are sure? Artie, I really don't want to neglect again."
"Yes, I'm very sure and you're not neglecting me."
"Do you promise to fuck me tomorrow night?"
Laughing, I said; "Yes, I promise."
"Can I suck your cock too?'
"That would be wonderful."
"Okay, tonight you can be my cuckold."
"Thank you."
Grinning, Jackie said; "You don't have to thank me. I want you to be my cuckold tonight too."
"That was our original plan."
"I know, but we got distracted. That's my fault. Artie, I feel so guilty about what I did to you."
"I understand. It's only been a day and a half. It's going to take a little time to work everything out. I'm sure we will and I think one of the best ways to accomplish that goal is to enjoy our new life style. We both want it. We've already established that, so let's enjoy it."
Jackie stared at me. After a moment she smiled and asked; "Are you sure about that cuckboy?" There was malevolence in her voice that made all the nerves in my body tingle with excitement.
I bowed my head and submissively answered; "Yes ma'am, I am."
Stepping out of her high heels, Jackie said; "Cuckboy, get down on your knees and take off my slacks."
It was not a request.
As I dropped to my knees I looked up and saw two hickeys on Jackie's right breast and another one on her left breast.
"Mr. Taylor marked you tonight."
"Yes he did. Some men like to do that." Jackie paused. After a moment she asked; "Is that all right?"
"Actually, I think it's kind of exciting."
"So do I, it makes me feel slutty."
"You like that, don't you. That's your kink."
"Yeah, I guess it is."
"This is the first time I've ever seen hickeys on your breasts. "
"Artie, I've had to be very strict with guys. I couldn't let them do it. Think about how you would have reacted if you'd spotted a hickey on me."
"You're right."
"It still happened a couple of times."
"It did? When?"
"Are you sure you want to hear about this? I had to lie to you. I didn't want to do it, but I didn't really have any choice."
"I understand."
"It only happened twice. Both times I got sloppy and didn't pay attention to what the guys were doing."
"Please tell me."
"Do you promise you won't get mad at me?"
"I promise."
"The first time it happened was near the end of the spring semester of our senior year at Kelroy."
"We were engaged."
"Yes Artie, we were. I'm so sorry."
"It's okay. We've already resolved that issue. Who was the guy?"
"Are you sure you want to hear this?"
"I'm fine. I really am. Actually it's kind of exciting."
Jackie giggled. "And that's your kink."
I grinned at her. "You got that right."
"Do you remember Greg Felton."
"The linebacker on the football team? Yeah I remember him." Suddenly angry, I asked; "Did you really let Greg Felton fuck you?"
"Artie, you promised you wouldn't get angry."
I stood up, turned my back on Jackie and walked away from her. "Yeah but Greg Felton? How could you have possibly let him fuck you?"
"You're right, Greg Felton turned out to be a jerk. Hell, that's how I ended up with the hickeys. When he asked me out, I didn't realize that. I have a thing for strong forceful men. Greg Felton was a strong forceful man and at the time that was all I knew about him. I thought he was attractive. Damn it Artie, I'm a slut. I love variety and I'm always looking for guys who might be fun. Sometimes I pick a loser and you're right, Greg Felton turned out to be a loser."
I turned and stared at Jackie. "You actually let that son of a bitch fuck you?"
"Artie, what's the matter? You obviously hate Greg Felton. Please tell me why."
"Do you remember Ricky Parker?"
"Yes, of course I do. He was one of your good friends. He was a little guy, into computers. He loved to play Dungeons and Dragons."
"That's right and he didn't have a mean bone in his body."
"I liked him. He was a real sweetie. How is he related to Greg Felton?"
"It was while we were sophomores."
"That was before we met."
"Yes it was."
"What happened?"
"It was late at night. Ricky was walking home from the mathematics department computer lab. Greg Felton and two of his buddies ran into him behind the science building. They were on their way home from a bar. They were drunk and decided to have a little fun with Ricky. By the time they were done he had three broken ribs and a dislocated shoulder."
"Oh my god! Nobody heard about that, Why?"
"Felton's parents were wealthy. They spread a lot of money around and made it go away. They actually bought off Ricky's parents. They paid all of Ricky's medical bills, picked up his expenses for the rest of the time he was at Kelroy and gave his parents enough money to pay off the mortgage on their house."
"Artie I'm sorry. If I'd known that, I never would have let him do me."
"I know."
Jackie walked over and put her arms around me. "Please forgive me. I really didn't know."
"It's okay."
"Sweetie, I'm attracted to strong virile men. Because of that I sometimes end up with guys who aren't very nice."
"Yeah, I understand."
Jackie hugged me. "You know if you're willing, you could help me."
"How?"
"You could help me screen my dates."
"I could do what?"
"When I meet a new guy you could help me decide if I really want to let him do me."
"How would I do that?"
"I'll tell you about him and we can decide together."
"What about one night stands? What about the trade shows?"
"Maybe we won't always be able to do it, but I'll bet we can do it most of the time. You told me that you enjoyed going to the Goldenrod last night."
"Yes I did."
"The next time we go, won't you want to go with us?"
"Yeah, I guess so."
"You could help me pick my playmate."
"How would that work?"
"I don't know, I haven't really thought about it yet. Maybe you could sit an adjacent table. We'd be close enough so we could talk."
"Everybody would figure out that we were together."
"Would that really be so terrible?"
"It might discourage the men."
"If I'm sending out the right signals the only men who would be discouraged by your presence would be men I'm not interested in anyway."
"I don't know, it would be kind of embarrassing."
Jackie walked over to me and put one arm around my shoulder. With her free hand she reached down and started massaging my balls. My penis strained against the confines of the chastity cage. In a seductive voice Jackie whispered, "It would be embarrassing, wouldn't it. Everyone would know that you're my little cuckboy."
My breath caught.
Smiling at my obvious excitement, Jackie continued. "Maybe I'll make you sit right at the table with me. Think about that. You'd be sitting on one side of me while my new man was sitting on the other side. He'd have his arm around me. I'd be cuddled up to him. Everyone in the bar would know that we'd arrived together. Everyone would know that this other man was taking me from you."
I stared at the floor.
Jackie gave my balls a gentle squeeze. "Admit it cuckboy that would excite you, wouldn't it."
"I ah..."
"Don't be afraid, tell the truth."
Looking up at Jackie, I blurted out my answer; "Yes, you're right, it would excite me. Just thinking about it is driving me wild."
Jackie kissed me hard and said, "Artie we really are going to have fun playing together."
We grinned at each other.
After a moment, I asked; "Would you really make me do that?"
"You mean sit at the table with me while I pick up another man?"
"Yeah."
"Not until you're ready. We should gradually work up to that. I think you should sit in the bar and anonymously watch a couple more times. When you feel comfortable you can sit at an adjacent table. Eventually, when you're feeling confident about all of this you can sit at the table with me, but not until then. Sweetie, I really don't want to hurt you. Does that make sense to you?"
"Yes it does." I smiled. "When is the next trade show?"
Giggling, Jackie said; "I've created a monster."
I blushed.
Jackie kissed me and said; "It's three weeks away, but there are always men on the prowl at the Goldenrod and there are several other pickup bars in the city that cater to the married but available crowd."
"Could we go to one of them?"
"I'd love that, but we have to line up a baby sitter first."
"You were going to call Eunice Grady."
"I'll call her tomorrow and see if she's willing to babysit. Artie, if we go to one of the other pickup bars we may have to get a motel room."
"Is one of these pickup bars located anywhere near the Kings Inn?"
Jackie smiled. "The Diamond Club is less than a block away."
"I assume that you've been there."
"Of course I have, but not very often. The Diamond is a night club. I always tried hard to limit my evening activities. I wanted to be home with you and the girls."
"We are going to have to be careful about getting carried away with all of this. We don't want to start neglecting the girls."
Nodding, Jackie said; "You're right and while The Diamond Club would be fun it would be a long evening, at least for me. If we're going to pay for a motel room I'm going to want to use it for a couple of hours."
"Maybe the guy will pay for it."
"He might, but he'll want to get his money's worth too. There's also another problem. Once we leave the club you'll be on your own until I get home. Most guys won't be willing to let you to join us."
"Yeah, you're right. Still once in a while it would be fun to watch you meet a guy and leave with him like last night."
"That was fun, wasn't it?"
"Yeah."
"I have an idea."
"What is it?"
"We could go to Brady's Saloon."
"That sports bar?"
"Artie, it's not just a sports bar. It's also a pick up bar for the married and cheating crowd."
"It is? Is there a motel around there?"
"No, at Brady's you don't need a motel. They have a secluded back parking lot."
"Are you telling me that people fuck in their cars?"
"That's exactly what I'm telling you."
"That can't be very much fun."
"It's okay if a guy has a big SUV and he puts the back seat down."
"What if he doesn't?"
"Artie, do you promise you won't get mad?"
"Yeah, I'm done being angry. I got upset when I found out that you let Greg Felton fuck you, but I think you understand why I reacted that way."
"Yes I do."
"So what are you going to tell me?"
"Artie, I wasn't sucking your cock because I didn't enjoy doing it."
"I know, your mom and I had a long talk about that. I think I understand."
Jackie smiled. "I really do want to hear about that conversation."
"Tomorrow night."
"Okay. Anyway, the problem is, I really love sucking cocks."
"I've figured that out. I also now understand that you have a passion for sucking really big cocks."
"Artie I'm sorry."
"It's okay. I understand."
"It doesn't mean I don't love you and it doesn't mean that I don't love sucking your little cock."
"I know that."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, I'm positive."



"Good, because it's the truth."
"So how is this related to Brady's Saloon?"
"Once in a while, after a late night at work, when I know the girls are already in bed, I'll stop at Brady's."
"Okay."
"I'll meet a guy and go out to his car with him just so I can give him a blow job."
"You don't let him fuck you?"
"No, you were right. Fucking in a car really isn't all that much fun."
"Doesn't the guy get upset when he finds out he's not going to get to fuck you?"
Jackie smiled. "Artie, most guys are pretty happy with a blow job. That's especially true at Brady's."
"Why at Brady's"
"Most of the guys are married. They have to get home to their wives. All they want is a little quick fun. I let the guy play with my tits and my pussy while I suck his cock. He couldn't be happier."
"What about you? What do you get out of it?"
"A little while ago you correctly pointed out that being a slut is my kink."
I smiled. "Giving a guy a blow job in a car parked behind a bar is pretty slutty."
Grinning, Jackie said; "It really is."
"So what are you suggesting?"
"If we go to Brady's you could wait in the bar while I'm out in the parking lot. A blow job only takes about fifteen minutes."
I stared at Jackie.
She studied me. After a moment she asked; "What do you think?"
"The first time could we go in separately so the people in the bar won't know we're together?"
"Of course."
I laughed. "How soon can we go?"
"I'll call Eunice Grady tomorrow. If she's available we could go Monday after the girls are in bed."
"I can't wait."
"Will you eat my pussy when we get home?"
"I'll beg for the privilege."
"Will you want me to suck your cock or would you rather be my little cuckold for the entire evening."
"You'll get to indulge your kink. I'll want to indulge mine too."
"All right cuckboy, you'll wear your chastity cage for the entire evening. When you're finished pleasuring me with your tongue I'll take it off and allow you to masturbate into a tissue paper pussy. While you're jacking off like a little boy, you can imagine the fun I had with the man who took me out to his car."
I gasped.
Giggling, Jackie said; "I gather you like that plan Cucky."
"Yes ma'am, I do."
Jackie leered at me. "Cuckboy, I sucked a man's cock tonight. He also got to fuck me."
"Yes ma'am, I know that."
"Don't you think it's time for you to get back on your knees and finish undressing me."
"Yes Ms. Jacqueline." I dropped to my knees and reverently kissed each of Jackie's bare toes.
Staring down at me, Jackie licked her lips and commanded; "Remove my slacks Cuckboy."
The tone of stringent authority in Jackie's voice sent a shiver of raw excitement rippling through my loins. Adopting my most servile demeanor, I looked up at her and whispered; "Yes Ms. Jacqueline."
Jackie unfastened the clasp on her slacks. I obediently pulled them down to her ankles and held them while she stepped out of them.
Now wearing nothing but a lacy white thong, Jackie said; "Hang them in my closet and then put my blouse and brassiere in the dirty clothes basket."
"Yes ma'am."
I stood up. As I quickly attended to the tasks I'd been assigned Jackie sat down on the foot of her bed and watched. As soon as I was finished I hurried over to her and stood at rigid attention obediently awaiting her next command.
Jackie smiled. "You really do enjoy serving me, don't you Artie."
"Yes ma'am."
"That's hard for me to understand."
I sighed.
She quickly added; "Don't misinterpret what I'm saying; I enjoy it every bit as much as you do, maybe even more. I just find it difficult to understand why anyone would willingly accept a subservient role."
"It's just the way I am."
"I could never do that."
"I know. You like to be in control. You don't want to serve, you want to be served."
"That's true."
I smiled. "We're a perfect match for each other."
Smiling back, Jackie said; "We are. We're lucky we found each other."
"And we're even luckier that we found out the truth about each other."
Jackie shook her head. "I'm sorry I lied to you Artie, I really I am."
"I know, but I think I now understand why you did it and that helps. In a way I lied to you too. I think I also lied to myself."
Nodding, Jackie said; "I think we've both been aware of the truth for a long time. We just couldn't admit it to each other or even to ourselves."
"I believe you're right."
"Artie, do you trust me?"
"Yes, I do." I answered without hesitation.
"Even though I lied to you?"
"You weren't trying to hurt me with your lies."
"I was trying to deceive you."
"You thought that was the only way I'd stay with you."
"Thank you for understanding."
I shrugged.
Jackie said; "I love you Artie."
"I know. I love you too."
"Were you jealous tonight, because I was with Clayt?"
"No I wasn't jealous, but when I thought about what you were doing with him I was envious."
"You were envious of Clayt?"
"Yes, of course I was."
"I suppose that's inevitable. Did it bother you or did you enjoy it? You understand what I'm asking you."
"My masochism."
"Yes."
"It bothered me a little, but mostly I enjoyed it. It excited me."
"What excited you the most?"
"That you were sucking Mr. Taylor's cock."
"Artie my mother said that you wanted us to push you."
"Yes."
"Is that really what you want?"
"Yes it is."
"Tell me exactly what you want."
Taking a deep breath, I said; "I want to be your submissive cuckold husband."
"What does that mean to you?"
"I want to be your servant; even your slave if that would please you."
"There are times when it might, but mostly I would be satisfied if you were my servant. Tell me more."
"I want you to freely enjoy other men. I want you to enjoy them and do things with them that you refuse to do for your servant."
"Won't that hurt?"
"Yes."
"Is that what you want? Do you want me to hurt you?"
"Sometimes maybe a little, but I need to know that you love me too."
"I do love you Artie. I'll never love anyone else as much as I love you."
"I believe that. What do you want Jackie?"
Jackie smiled at my use of her informal name. She understood. This had become a serious conversation. We were now two adults discussing our future relationship.
"Most of all I want to love you and be loved by you."
"I want that too."
"Sex is very important to me. I want to enjoy other men. I want to be a slut for other men."
I grinned. "That excites me."
Giggling, Jackie said; "I can't begin to describe how happy that makes me."
"What else do you want?"
"The idea of owning you, controlling you, dominating you is incredibly exciting to me."
"That makes me happy."
"I suspected it would."
We smiled at each other for a moment and then Jackie asked; "Artie a moment ago you said that you maybe wanted me to hurt you a little?"
Suddenly embarrassed I looked down at the floor."
Recognizing what had happened, Jackie said; "No Artie, don't be ashamed. I think it's exciting too."
I looked up at Jackie. "You do?"
"Yes, but it's also a little scary."
Chuckling, I said; "That's for sure."
"If we're going to do this were going to have to be extremely honest with each other and we have to communicate. You also have to promise to call time out if I do something that really hurts you. Artie I don't ever want to do anything that would actually cause you either emotional of physical harm."
I nodded. "Thank you."
Jackie thought for a moment and then she said; "You're going to have to trust me."
"I understand. There are times when you're going to be saying and doing things that might make me question the sincerity of your love or even your concern for me."
"That's right. You're going to have to always remember that my love for you is beyond question."
"I'll try. There may be times when I'll need you to reassure me."
"I'll need to do that too. Expressing our love for each other makes me happy. I can't imagine living in a relationship where we can't do that."
"Neither can I."
"We're going to have husband and wife nights."
"Nights when we love each other as equals."
"That's right and on those night I'm going to do all the things for you that I do for my playmates."
"I'll look forward to those nights."
"So will I and we're going to have our first one tomorrow night."
"I have a request."
"What is it?"
"On the nights when we're not equals can we pretend that the husband and wife nights don't exist?"
"You mean you want me to taunt you about all the things I do for other men that I refuse to do for you."
Shaking my head, I said; "I guess that's kind of perverted."
Jackie laughed. "Damn right it's perverted, but it's also unbelievably hot."
"Do you really think so?"
"Yes Artie, I do."
We smiled at each other for a moment, but then Jackie sighed. Her smile disappeared and she looked away.
I asked, "What's wrong?"
Jackie didn't respond. Several seconds passed. I waited. Finally she looked at me and said; "Artie you have some sexual inclinations that many people would consider unorthodox."
After all of our discussions Jackie's statement took me by surprise. Suddenly feeling embarrassed, I said; "I'm sorry, I thought..."
Jackie interrupted me. "Artie, I wasn't being critical. I love your kinks. They're exciting and I'm so happy that you trusted me enough to tell me about them."
Sensing that there was more, I quietly said; "Okay."
Artie, you trusted me. Now I'm asking if I can trust you."
"Of course you can trust me."
"No Artie, this is a serious question."
"I'm not sure I understand what you're saying."
Artie, you admitted that you enjoy being a submissive masochistic cuckold; telling me that had to be difficult for you."
"It was."
"You trusted me. You shared your secret desires with me. I very much want to share some secrets with you, but I'm scared. I'm worried that when you hear them you'll think less of me."
"I doubt that it can be worse than acknowledging that you're a submissive pansy who gets off on hearing about other men fucking his wife."
"Artie, I love that you're a submissive pansy who gets off on hearing about other men fucking me."
"That's because you love me. I love you too. I don't believe you're capable of doing something that would make me think less of you."
"Artie, you get off on being a submissive wimp. I get off on being a nasty slut."
I smiled. "And I absolutely love having a slut wife. We feed into each other's fantasies."
"Yes, and that's exactly what I want; but..." Jackie's voice trailed off.
I pressed her; "But what?"
"Artie the night before last you asked me to tell you about the worst things I've ever done. I was afraid. While I didn't want to tell you then, I do now. I'm still afraid, but you're living your fantasy and I want to live mine."
"Why are you afraid?"
"I'm terrified that when you learn the truth you'll hate me."
"I repeat what I said to you earlier. I don't think you're capable of doing anything that would make me hate you."
"I don't know Artie."
"Have you ever murdered anyone or tortured puppies?"
"Artie, be serious."
"I am being serious. Jackie, I trusted you. Now it's your turn to trust me. Do it Jackie, right now. Tell me the worst thing you've ever done."
"You promise that you won't hate me?"
"Jackie, ten minutes ago I was kissing your feet and admitting that I was willing to be your slave."
Smiling, Jackie said; "It was pretty exciting too."
"Yes it was and now it's your turn. Open up, prove you love me."
"I do love you."
"Prove it. Tell me your deepest secret."
"You promise you won't hate me."
"I promise."
"All right, you asked for it."
"Yes I did, now trust me."
"Artie, you remember Ricky Tyler."
"Sure, He's the black basketball player who fucked you the night after we got engaged."
"Artie I really am sorry about that."
"You don't have to be sorry. It's in the past and frankly now I think it's pretty exciting."
"I hope so because there's more."
"Okay."
"That spring, after the Kelroy basketball season was over Ricky got into a three on three league at the YMCA. His teammates were two friends from his high school team, Billy Hudson and Ray Ford. The games were on Thursday night and they ended around nine o'clock. After their game Ricky, Billy and Ray always went to Benny's Saloon for a couple of beers and a plate of French fries."
I nodded.
Jackie continued. "About a month after we got engaged I ran into Ricky outside the fine arts building. We talked for a few minutes and then he asked me if we could get together again. I told him I was free that night. You were doing something with a couple of your friends."
Jackie looked at me. She was a little nervous. She'd just admitted to making a date with another guy a month after we got engaged.
I smiled at her.
Relieved, she said; "Ricky told me about his game and invited me to meet him at Benny's at 9:30. It sounded like fun so I told him I'd be there. I got to Benny's at a quarter to ten. Ricky, Ray and Billy were already there. They had a pitcher of beer and a plate of French fries."
"Benny's had good French fries."
Smiling, Jackie said; "Yes they did. Ricky introduced me to his friends. They poured me a glass of beer and we ate the French fries. Artie, Ray and Billy were both tall slender black men; but they weren't just handsome, they were also funny and charming."
"You liked them."
"Yes I did."
"How long did you stay at the bar?"
"Just till we finished the pitcher of beer and the fries."
"You and Ricky wanted to get back to his place."
"I'm sorry Artie, but we did."
"That's all right, I like being a cuckold."
Jackie giggled. "That's good, because you most definitely are a cucko..." She stopped. Shaking her head, she quickly said; "I'm sorry Artie that was rude."
"No, that was the truth and I'm finding the truth to be unbelievably exciting."
"Are you sure?"
"Yeah I really am."
"I'm so glad."
"So am I, but right now I want to hear the rest of this story. You finished the beer and the fries and you were leaving the bar. What happened?"
"On the way out of the bar the guys started talking about basketball. The Spurs were playing the Lakers that night and apparently it was a big game. Ray and Billy didn't have cable, Ricky did. They asked if they could come over and watch the game. Ricky looked at me. I didn't care. By then I was pretty liberated. It didn't matter to me if there were people in the next room while a guy was fucking me."
"It was also a little slutty."
Jackie flashed me a sly grin. "Yeah it was."
I smiled.
Jackie continued her story. "On the way to Ricky's the guys stopped at a convenience store and bought two six packs of beer."
"Were they getting you drunk?"
"No I had two glasses of beer at the bar and a can of beer at Ricky's. That's not very much."
"It's a lot for you. You've never been much of a drinker."
"Alcohol isn't one of my vices."
"Actually I'm pretty sure that sex is your only vice."
"Damn right cuckboy."
"So what happened when you got to Ricky's?"
"Ray and Billy turned on the basketball game while Ricky and I went into the kitchen to put the beer in the refrigerator. The moment he closed the refrigerator door Ricky started kissing me. I was in the mood, so it was only seconds before we were making out hot and heavy."
"Did you suck his cock in the kitchen?"
Jackie stared at me for a moment and then she laughed and said; "No, but I did have my hand down the front of his pants and he did have his fingers in my pussy."
I grinned.
Giggling, Jackie said; "I'm glad you're enjoying this story."
"I am."
"That makes me very happy."
"So what happened next? Did Ricky fuck you in the kitchen?"
"He wanted to, but I wouldn't let him. I wanted to do it in his bed."
"Comfort?"
"Damn right."
"So you moved to his bedroom?"
"We did, but we had to cross the living room to get there."
"Where Ray and Billy were watching the basketball game."
"That's right and we didn't fool them. My hair was mussed. My lipstick was smeared. Ricky's shirt was unbuttoned and his big dick was making a tent that could have housed a circus in the front of his trousers."
I smiled.
Jackie said; "We tried to brazen it out; but as we were walking into Ricky's bedroom Billy laughed and said, Ray and I are going to flip a coin to see who's next."
"I gather you didn't ignore him."
"No, by then I was pretty excited and feeling really slutty; so I turned to Billy and Ray and told them that I was eager to find out who wins the toss."
"You didn't."
"Are you angry?"
"No, but I am a little amazed."
"I'm sorry Artie."
"Why are you sorry? This is a wonderful story."
"Really?"
"Yeah."
"You do know what's going to happen, don't you."
"Of course I do, but I still want to hear you tell it."
"You don't hate me?"
"No, why should I. You're just reaffirming the fact that you're a sexual free spirit."
"Artie, that's a euphemism. Tell the truth, what am I?
Smiling, I said; "Okay, you're a slut."
"What kind of a slut?"
"A dirty nasty slut."
"Damn right cuckboy and you're my husband, my wimpy tiny dicked cuckold husband."
I laughed. "Enough flattery, tell me the rest of the story."
"Okay cuckboy, as soon as we got into his bedroom Ricky and I were all over each other. That's when I sucked his cock."
"I'll bet you did and I'll bet he loved it too."
Jackie grinned. "Believe me cuckboy, he did."
"Did you make him cum?"
"Not while I was sucking him. He wanted to fuck me."
"Did he?"
"Of course he did."
"Did you enjoy it?"
"Yes Artie, I did. Ricky has a big cock and he knows how to use it."
"So what happened after he fucked you?"
"Are you sure you want to know?"
"Jackie, I think I already know. I just want you to tell me."
"Why?"
"There's several reasons. It's a fun story and it's something you did. I love you. I want to know about everything you've ever done."
Jackie smiled.
"But there's a much more important reason."
"What is it?"
"You said it earlier. You want to tell me. I understand why and I agree. I'm getting my fantasy. You have every right to get yours too. We'd be pretty stupid if we didn't foster each other's desires. While the fact that I love you and you love me is reason enough for us to be encouraging each other, our particular inclinations just happen to complement each other perfectly."
Grinning, Jackie said; "They do, don't they."
"Yes they do."
Jackie stared at me. We were both smiling. After a moment she asked; "Do you want to hear how it happened?"
"Very much."
"It was sort of an accident."
"You encouraged the two guys when they made the joke about flipping a coin."
"Not really, I was just being silly and they knew it. They hadn't taken me seriously."
"Okay, so how did it happen?"
"When Ricky got done fucking me I was feeling pretty relaxed."
"The beers probably helped that too."
"Maybe, but they definitely had another effect. I had to pee. I actually had to go pretty bad. I'd been to Ricky's several times. I knew where the bathroom was, so I jumped up and ran. The bathroom was off the living room."
"And you ran right into the two guys watching the game."
"I'd forgotten they were there. I was naked."
"I'll bet they were surprised."
"They were. I had to go so bad that I didn't stop. I ran right into the bathroom. When I was finished peeing I realized that I was trapped. My clothes were in the bedroom."
"What did you do? Call for Ricky?"
"Artie I couldn't do that. My pride wouldn't let me. You remember what I was like when I was a senior in college. I was in to being a free spirit."



"Yeah, I remember. Isadora Duncan was your hero. What did you do?"
"I decided to brazen it out. I walked right back into the living room."
"What did the guys do?"
"Ray had a coin out. As soon as I stepped into the room he tossed it. Ricky was with them. They were teasing me."
"Who won the toss?"
"Billy did and when he won the toss Ricky said, I guess I'll sit out here and watch the game. They were all laughing, but Billy didn't move."
"They were still just teasing you."
"Yes they were, so I decided to have some fun too. I looked at Billy and said, What are you waiting for? Let's go."
"That was a challenge."
"I realized it as soon as I said it."
"How did the guys react?"
All three of them stared at me. They were totally amazed. Actually I was too. I couldn't believe that I'd really said that."
"You're telling me that it was a little impulsive."
"Totally."
What happened?"
"Billy turned to Ricky and asked him if he was cool with this."
"What did Ricky say?"
"If I was cool with it, he was cool with it. Billy stood up. As soon as I saw that I realized that unless I backed down it was actually going to happen. Artie, my pride wouldn't let me back down. Deep down inside I also I wanted to do it. Anyway, a minute later Billy and I were making out on Ricky's bed. It all happened really fast. At first I was just going to give Billy a blow job, but he had a beautiful big cock and he was a sweet guy. When he stopped to put on a condom I didn't want to say no."
"You let him fuck you."
"Yes."
"Was he good?"
"Artie he was wonderful."
"Better than Ricky?"
"Not really better, just different."
"Variety."
Jackie smiled. "You know I love it."
"After Billy was finished did Ray come in?"
"Yes he did and he was really cute. He actually knocked on the door and asked if he could have a turn too."
"You let him."
"I couldn't really say no. I didn't want to hurt his feelings. I also wanted to do it. Artie, I love sex and this was an amazing experience."
"So all three guys fucked you."
"Actually all three of them fucked me twice. When Ray was finished Ricky came back and asked if he could have another turn."
"And you let him."
"Artie, by that time I was so turned on that I would have taken on the entire basketball team."
"And when Ricky was finished Billy came back for seconds."
"And then Ray knocked on the door again."
"Did you enjoy it?"
"It was amazing. All three guys were really good lovers. The variety was exciting too. Most of all, it made me feel so free and so slutty. I think that night was the first time I really understood how exciting it felt to be a slut."
"Did you ever do it again?"
Jackie hesitated. After a moment she sighed and said; "The very next week. We made a date before we left Ricky's that night. I'm sorry Artie, I really am."
"There's no need to be sorry. I'm glad you told me. I want you to share this side of you with me. I want to be able to enjoy it with you." I took a deep breath and quietly added; "I want you to taunt me about it."
"Really?"
"Yes, and I want to say something else."
"What is it?"
"I wish I could have been there that night handing out condoms to the guys as they went into the bedroom to take their turn."
Jackie laughed. "At the time, I don't think you were ready for that; but I have to admit that it's a really hot idea."
"Did you get together with them more than just those two Thursdays?"
Jackie's smile disappeared. She stared at me.
"It's okay, you can tell me."
"We got together every Thursday for the rest of the semester."
"Was it always the same three guys?"
"Yes, we called it our secret club."
"Did they know about me?"
"Yes."
"Did you ever talk about me with them?"
"Ricky brought you up a couple of times. I told him that you were off limits. If they wanted to talk about you I'd refuse to see them anymore."
"Thank you."
"Artie, I've always loved you. I won't let any of the other men bad mouth you. I never have and I never will."
"I appreciate that."
Jackie smiled and then she asked; "Are you in the mood for a little perverted fun right now?"
"Yes please."
"So am I." Jackie stared at me. After a moment she said,"Cuckboy, who am I?" Her voice dripped with arrogance and disdain.
Every nerve in my body tingled with excitement as I answered. "You're my mistress Ms. Jacqueline."
"And who are you?"
"I'm your lowly slave cuckboy."
"What was I doing earlier this evening cuckboy?"
"You were entertaining a man in his hotel room."
"Take my panties off cuckboy."
Jackie raised her hips. I pulled her panties down and slipped them off her feet.
"Put them in the dirty clothes. I won't need them anymore tonight."
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I hurriedly took Jackie's thong to the closet and tossed it into the dirty clothes basket. As I walked back to the bed she spread her legs and began playing with her shaved pussy. Her lips glistened with the moisture of her arousal.
I gawked.
Smiling, Jackie said; "You like looking at my slutty pussy, don't you cuckboy."
"Yes ma'am."
"It's too bad that all you get to do is look at it. I'm a slut, I let lots of men fuck me, but only men. Little cuckboys like you never get to fuck me."
I slowly nodded.
Jackie continued. "Tonight I let a man I barely know fuck me. I sucked his cock too. When was the last time anybody sucked your wimpy little dicklet cuckboy?"
Humiliated and loving every minute of Jackie's abuse, I stared at the floor.
She laughed. "It's probably been so long that you can't even remember when it happened. It's not hard to imagine why. I can't believe any self-respecting slut would be interested in sucking that little cocktail weenie you try to pass off as a dick."
Pausing for a moment, Jackie studied me. She was trying to gauge how I was reacting to her abuse.
I winked at her.
She grinned and said; "Little cuckboys never get to fuck a slut's pussy, but if they're obedient, respectful and well-behaved they might get to lick it. Would you like that cucky? Would you like to lick my slutty pussy?"
"Yes please."
"Are you sure? A man just finished fucking me."
"Yes, I'm very sure."
"Very sure? I'm not certain I know exactly what that means, but I think I know a way to find out. Let's see just how much you want to lick my cunt. Beg cucky, I want to hear you beg for the privilege of licking my slutty cunt."
I stared up at Jackie. She was pushing me hard and I was loving it. She stared back at me, waiting."
I took a moment to gather my courage and then after taking a long slow breath, I whispered; "Please Ms. Jacqueline, please allow me the honor of licking you?"
"Louder cucky, I didn't hear you." Jackie was toying with me.
My excitement bolstered my courage; I repeated what I'd just said, only louder. "Please Ms. Jacqueline; please allow me the honor of licking you."
"Licking me? I don't understand. Where do you want to lick me?"
"Your pussy Ms. Jacqueline, I'd like to lick your pussy."
"You mean my slutty pussy, don't you? You'd like to lick my slutty pussy? Is that what you want cucky?"
"Yes please."
"Say it."
"I want to lick your slutty pussy."
"A very handsome man just fucked me and you still want to lick my cunt?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Why Cucky?"
"Because you're my goddess. Being allowed to lick your cunt is an honor."
"An honor, I like that cucky. You want to lick my slutty cunt because you adore me, is that correct?"
"Yes Ms. Jacqueline."
"You're going to have to earn the right to worship my cunt cucky."
"How can I do that ma'am?"
Jackie pulled herself all the way up on to her bed, fluffed up a pillow, rolled over on to her stomach and laid her head on the pillow. "Get up here and kiss my ass cucky, worship my slutty ass."
I climbed on to Jackie's bed. As I positioned myself between her parted thighs and separated her full round cheeks my heart was pounding with excitement. I'd done this many times before, but this was the first time that Jackie had ever been so direct about why I was doing it.
There are Internet stories in which people talk about ass licking for sport. For Jackie and me I firmly believe that it has always been a expression of my submission to her and her dominance over me. In the past that understanding had always been left unvoiced. Now Jackie was brazenly stating it and her overt declaration had me wildly excited.
While it was true that Jackie had licked my ass the previous evening, she'd only done it because she was desperate to prove that she would never again deny me anything. It had definitely not been meant as an expression of submission. What I was about to do was going to be a demonstration of my subservience and both of us were eagerly anticipating the mutual thrill it was going to create.
I closed my eyes and pressed my lips to Jackie's tiny anus.
Cooing with delight, she whispered, "Yes Artie, that's what I want. Kiss me, kiss my ass. Worship me."
Jackie's words inflamed my lust. I wrapped my arms around her hips and buried my face between her ass cheeks.
"Lick me Artie, lick my asshole. Show me that you'll do anything for me."
As I pushed my tongue into Jackie's anus she hissed, "Yes that's what I want. That's exactly what I want." At the same time she reached back between her legs and began madly rubbing her engorged clitoris.
Trying to abase myself for Jackie's pleasure I pushed my tongue as deep into her as I possibly could. This made her rub her clit even harder.
In a desperate, but futile attempt to pleasure myself, I tried to rub my plastic encased penis against the mattress. The realization that only Jackie was permitted to enjoy actual physical gratification spurred my masochistic urges and further inflamed my passion.
Jackie madly rubbed her clit and pressed her rear into my face while I continued licking her asshole. We were working ourselves into a frantic fervor. Suddenly I felt Jackie arch her back. Every muscle in her body seemed to tense. There was a moment of absolute stillness and then Jackie screamed and her entire body began to shake. Her orgasm was volcanic.
I kept my face buried between her cheeks.
After a moment Jackie's screams of pleasure turned into low cries. Gradually the cries became soft whimpers that eventually disappeared altogether.
I sat up and watched. Jackie lay perfectly still. Her breathing was slow and easy. I waited.
Finally she rolled over, opened her eyes and smiled at me. "Artie honey that was the most powerful orgasm I've ever experienced. You don't ever have to be concerned about your skill as a lover. Baby you're the best."
"What about Mr. Clark or Mr. Taylor?"
"Sweetie, Ron and Clayt are just fucks. They're both good fucks, but they're still just fucks. They can give me orgasms, but they can't give me orgasms like that last one. You're the only one who can do that."
"The fact that they're both fucking you does enhance our fantasy."
Chuckling, Jackie said; "That is true, but it's our fantasy, not theirs. Sweetie, on the way home tonight I was absolutely gushing over what we were going to do when I got here."
"It turned out to be a pretty hot scene."
"It was a sizzling scene."
I laughed. "Alliteration, I love it; how about a seamy, sizzling, scintillating sex scene."
Jackie rolled her eyes. "God help me, I'm married to an English teacher."
We both laughed, but then well aware that our evening wasn't yet finished, our laughter died.
Jackie stared at me. After a moment she said; "Darling?"
During the course of our relationship Jackie had used many different terms of endearment for me, but I never remembered her calling me darling. Puzzled, I stared back at her.
Jackie smiled. I had the feeling that she was enjoying my confusion. A second or two passed and then she again said; "Darling," Her tone of voice was aloof, bordering on arrogant. "I'm still feeling adventurous. Are you still feeling adventurous?"
My excitement reignited by Jackie's superior demeanor, I said; "Yes ma'am, very much."
"Good, I haven't finished telling you about my date with Clayt. Would you like to hear more about it?"
"Yes please."
Pushing the pillows at the head of her bed away, Jackie said "Lie down on your back cucky. I want to sit on your face while I tell you about it."
As I lay down every nerve in my body was tingling with excitement.
Smiling at my eager compliance, Jackie turned so that she was facing my feet. As she swung her leg over my head and sat down on my face, she said; "I really do love how you obediently follow my every direction."
I kissed her sopping pussy. Jackie responded by grinding it into my face. At the same time she reached down, grabbed my nipples between the thumb and forefinger of each her hands and gave them a vicious twist."
I winced from the pain.
Jackie giggled. "That was fun."
I felt her fingers tracing the edges of my chastity cage. "What an interesting device. It prevents you from having any fun at all, doesn't it cucky."
I nodded.
Cupping my balls with her hand, Jackie gave them a firm squeeze and said; "Of course that isn't how you have fun, is it cucky. Your fun comes from knowing that I'm having fun.
I tried to answer. I tried to say, yes ma'am"; but Jackie's cunt was pressed into my face so the words came out as an unintelligible grunt."
"Don't try to speak cucky, just lick my pussy and listen."
I nodded again.
"I did have fun tonight; in fact I had a wonderful time. Clayt really is a fabulous lover. I already told you about how he had my blouse and bra off seconds after I got into his hotel room. Cucky, the man was an absolute animal, sucking, licking and biting my tits. I did enjoy it, so I let him do it for a little while, but only for a little while. You see, I wanted to suck his cock, his magnificent cock."
Sighing, Jackie said; "You really are married to a slut. I love to suck big cocks. I can't seem to get enough of them."
I gave Jackie's clit a little flick with my tongue."
She giggled. "Ooo! That was nice. Are you telling me that you like having a slut wife who loves to give head?"
I gave her clit another flick with my tongue."
Laughing, Jackie said; "I'll take that as a big yes." And then she added, "If we knew Morse code this could be a very interesting conversation, at least for me."
I gave her clit a long slow flick followed by a quick short one.
"Artie, you devil, you're driving me crazy."
I gave Jackie's clit two long slow flicks.
Jackie cried, "Stop!" And then she slid her hips forward so that her ass was over my face. "I can't tell you about my date if I'm on the verge of having an orgasm. Lick me back here while I collect my thoughts."
Smiling, I pushed my tongue into Jackie's ass.
Jackie didn't move or speak. After a moment she slid her hips back so that her pussy was once again pressed into my face. "Okay, now just kiss me and gently lick me. Stay away from my clit until I've finished telling you about my date. Is that clear?"
I nodded.
"Anyway, I wanted to suck Clayt's cock; so I stepped back and told him to take off his clothes. While he was getting undressed I took off my slacks and panties. As soon as we were both naked I told him to lie down on the bed."
"Cucky when Clayt lay back on the pillows, his beautiful cock stuck straight up like an erotic tower. I nearly swooned. It was hypnotic. I kneeled on the bed next to him. At first I just stared at his erection, but only for a moment. I wanted to play with it and most of all I wanted to suck it."
As I lay there with my penis confined in a plastic cage and Jackie's dripping cunt pressed into my face; I remembered that prior to Wednesday night it had been months since Jackie had sucked my cock. I started to once again feel hurt and angry, but then I remembered Connie's explanation of what had happened and Jackie's efforts to atone for her neglect. My feelings of hurt and anger disappeared and were immediately replaced by a flood of intense masochistic cuckold desire. I closed my eyes and imagined Jackie playing with Mr. Taylor's erection.
Above me, Jackie said; "Cucky when I bent over and put that beautiful monster into my mouth I nearly orgasmed. There's something about the taste and feel of a large cock head that drives me wild."
Jackie started slowly rocking back and forth on my face. Realizing what was happening, my already rampant arousal mushroomed. My wife was telling me about sucking another man's cock. Recounting the incident was so exciting for her that she'd unconsciously started fucking my face while she was telling me. I responded by trying to lick Jackie with even more intensity.
Gasping, Jackie said, "Cucky, I sucked and licked Clayt's big cock and then I stroked it and squeezed it while I kissed and licked his balls. I love licking a man's balls while I play with his cock."
Jackie mashed her dripping cunt into my face. I pushed my tongue as deeply into her as I possibly could. Suddenly she yelled, "Suck my clit cucky. Suck me just like I sucked Clayt. Make me cum like I made him cum."
I knew exactly what my wife wanted. This was something I'd been doing for her since we met in College. I eagerly sucked her engorged clitoris into my mouth and flicked it with my tongue."
"Yes, that's what I want. Suck me cucky! Suck me just like I sucked Clayt. I made him cum cucky and when he came he shot his hot cream all over my tits. I loved it!"
Suddenly Jackie arched her back and started to scream. She was having another intense orgasm. While she was cumming she continued fucking my face. My lips, my nose and my cheeks were slick with her moisture. I kept her clit in my mouth, but stopped flicking it with my tongue. Jackie had taught me to do that when she climaxed.
As her orgasm subsided the rocking of Jackie's hips gradually slowed and then stopped. I waited with the full weight of her body still pressing down on my face.
Jackie relaxed. I obediently continued to wait. Several more seconds passed. Finally Jackie sighed, rolled off of me and lay quietly on the bed.
My penis was still locked in its plastic prison. I hadn't yet been permitted any release. On edge, I lay silently waiting; well aware of Jackie lying next to me naked and satisfied.
Several minutes passed. Finally Jackie whispered, "Artie, are you okay?"
"Yes."
"I'm sorry."
"Why are you sorry?"
"I think I got a little carried away when I was telling about how much I enjoyed sucking Clayt's cock."
I smiled. "You were certainly excited."
"I like big cocks. I'm sorry, I really am."
I sat up and looked at Jackie. "Why would you be sorry about that?"
Jackie sat up. As she sat up she glanced at my caged penis.
Understanding immediately, I said; "You're a size queen with a tiny dicked husband."
Shaking her head, Jackie said; "No! Well maybe; Oh Artie, I don't know."
I smiled at her. "It's a good thing your tiny dicked husband enjoys being a cuckold."
Relieved, Jackie grinned. "Yes it is."
But then she sighed and said; "I'm still concerned. I don't want my wonderful husband to start worrying that I might not love him because he isn't as well-endowed as some other men. I need to be certain that he knows that I think he's a magnificent man, that I'll always love him and that I can't bear the thought of going through life without him."
"You're telling me that you married your husband for reasons other than the size of his genitals."
Jackie laughed. "Yes Artie, that's exactly what I'm trying to say."
"It took him a couple of days, but I think he now understands that."
"Does he? Is he sure?"
"There may be times when he needs a little reassurance; but yes, he's sure."
"I'll happily give him all the reassurance he wants."
"He'll like that, but not tonight. Tonight his wife was with a big dicked lover and he'll find it much more exciting if she rubs his nose in it."
Giggling, Jackie said; "I think I just did that."
"Yes you did and it was exciting."
"For both of us."
"Do you feel like rubbing his nose in it again?"
"Artie honey, I had a big night. That last orgasm wore me out. Would you mind if I just told you about the rest of my date?"
"That would be fine."
"Thank you." Jackie hesitated.
I waited. She just looked at me.
After a moment I said; "Is something wrong?"
"Artie, I'm afraid I'm going to hurt you if I tell you the truth."
"You had a good time with Mr. Taylor tonight, didn't you?"
"Yes I did. I'm so sorry,"
"I want you to have a good time. That's what this is all about. When you're out with another man I want you to be enjoying mind blowing sex. Every time you meet a new playmate I hope you end up having the best experience of your life."
"Artie, are you sure?"
"Yes, that's part of being a cuckold."
Jackie smiled. "Clayt was good."
"Tell me."
"Promise you won't be hurt."
"I promise."
"Okay, after Clayt finished cumming on my tits he got a towel from his bathroom so I could clean up."
"If I'd been there you wouldn't have needed a towel." The words had popped out. As soon as I realized what I'd said I started to get embarrassed. I was trying to think of a way to make it into a joke when I stopped. I was a cuckold. In my fantasies Jackie wouldn't have needed a towel. We were now being honest with each other. I decided not to try to turn it into a joke. Instead I just smiled.
Jackie looked at me for a moment and then she asked; "Would you have really done it Artie? It was fresh and Clayt would have been watching."
"Maybe, I don't know. The idea excites me. Connie pushed some of Mr. Harper's cum into my mouth when she kissed me tonight. That was all right."
"That was from Connie. With Clayt you would have been licking it up."
"It would be humiliating."
"But you'd like that, wouldn't you?"
Embarrassed, I sheepishly answered; ""Yes."
Jackie kissed me. "Don't be embarrassed sweetheart. It's just fun. I think it's hot."
I smiled at Jackie.
She said, "Can I make you do it Saturday while Ron watches? I'll make sure he doesn't laugh or make fun of you."
Suddenly this fantasy had become a potential reality. I considered it. After a moment I said; "I'll try. It's a little scary. I may get cold feet and back out."
"I'll have a towel with me. I'll tell you to clean me up. If you decide that you can't go through with it you can use the towel instead."
"I like that idea."
"I do too. Artie, I'm looking forward to Saturday. Including you in this part of my life is going to be so much fun."
"You're already including me in it."
"You mean by telling you about it."
"That's right and part of telling me about it is letting me know how much you enjoy it."
"I do enjoy it Artie. I love sex."
"I know, so tell me about the rest of your date."
Jackie smiled. "Are you really sure you want to hear about it? Clayt was a wonderful fuck. He drove me absolutely wild with his big beautiful cock."
"Now you're teasing me.
"Yes I am. Is that okay?"
"Yeah, I like it. I want you to tease me."
"Do you want me to tease you about how much fun I had with Clayt tonight?"
"Yes."
Grinning, Jackie said; "Clayt fucked me. He did it twice and both times were wonderful."
"Ms. Jacqueline?"
"Yes cucky." We were now clearly back in full game mode.
"May I ask a question?"
"Of course, but be respectful."
"Yes ma'am."
"What would you like to ask me?"
"You just said that Mr. Taylor fucked you. Didn't you just finish sucking his cock? Didn't he need some time to recover?"
"Yes cucky, of course he did."
"So tell me."
"Mind your manners cucky. For a submissive you're being a little too demanding."
"I'm sorry, please tell me."
"That's better. After I cleaned his cum off of my breasts we spent a few minutes lying on his bed talking. I told him about you."
"Everything?"
"Everything. I even told him that he met you at the Goldenrod last night."
"Really? What did he say?"
"He was uncomfortable talking about our relationship. Artie honey, that's going to happen. Some men are going to have trouble understanding our new life style. Clayt was one of those men. That's why I didn't call."



Concerned about how I was reacting to this, Jackie watched me.
I shrugged. "It's okay. Sometimes I'm not sure I understand our new life style either."
Jackie laughed. "But you are enjoying it, aren't you."
"Yeah, I really am."
"So am I."
"So what happened after you talked?"
"While we were talking I kept my hand on Clayt's cock. I wasn't stroking it or anything like that. I was just idly playing with it. I like to do that with guys. It's fun and I can also tell when they're starting to get hard again."
"It's also a bit of an incentive."
"Yes I suppose it is." Jackie reached over and laid her hand on my plastic encased penis. "Is this an incentive too?"
"It is, but it would be even more of an incentive if I wasn't wearing the chastity cage."
"But you're my good little cuckboy and we both know good little cuckboys are expected to wear chastity cages. You do want to be my good little cuckboy, don't you?"
"Yes." While my excitement was evident in my voice, there was also a twinge of disappointment.
"Don't worry sweetie, at the end of an exciting evening I believe in rewarding my good little cuckboy. I'll make sure you have some fun tonight too. Maybe not as much fun as Clayt had, but you'll get to have a little fun.
My wife's words sent a surge of masochistic excitement rippling through my loins. Another man had just spent the evening freely enjoying her favors and now she was promising that I could have a little pleasure too. I truly was a cuckold. While Mr. Taylor had been encouraged to enjoy as much of the cake as he wanted, I was going to be limited to a few left over crumbs.
Bowing submissively, I said; "Thank you Ms. Jacqueline. I appreciate your generosity."
Jackie stared at me. After a moment I saw a glimmer of recognition in her eyes. She hadn't actually been aware of the significance of her statement. Now understanding the full implications of her words, she said; "Artie, I'm sorry, I didn't mean..."
Smiling, I said; "Don't worry, I thought it was exciting."
"You did?" But then Jackie shook her head and said; "Of course you did. Artie honey, I'm sorry. It's going to take me a little time to completely understand this new life style. Please don't misinterpret what I'm saying. I love it and I'm not judging you." She paused to think.
I waited.
Finally, Jackie said; "We're different. That's not bad. In fact, it's good." She grinned. "Actually, it's wonderful. It's why this is all going to work. Still, because we're so different it's going to take us or at least me some time to understand it. Artie, I love sex. I love it in all of its manifestations. I like it kinky and dirty and like it sweet and romantic. Mostly I just like it and I like it in large quantities. Honey, I think about it all the time."
"I think about it a lot too."
"Yes, I'm sure you do; but we're different."
"You're dominant and I'm submissive."
"Yes, but there's more."
I waited.
"I want sex all the time."
"I do too."
"But being denied sex excites you. That's what's hard for me to understand."
Shrugging, I said; "I'm a masochist. You're not."
Jackie laughed. "I'm a slut. You're not."
"Can men be sluts?"
"Damn right they can. I know a few of them. They can't seem to ever keep their pants zipped"
Grinning, I said; "And you can't keep your knees together."
"Does that bother you?"
"No, it excites me. I want you to spread your legs for other men."
Jackie giggled. "That's good, because I love spreading my legs for other men."
"And I love hearing about it."
"Just hearing about it?" Jackie was leering at me.
Nervously, I answered; "Maybe watching."
"And that's all?" Now Jackie was staring at me.
"I like the way we make love. I'm enjoying tonight."
"You mean eating my pussy and ass after another man fucked me?"
"Yes."
"But don't you want to fuck me?" Jackie was pushing me.
Excited and feeling very much like a cuckold, I answered; "I do, but that's a pleasure that should be reserved for your playmates."
Jackie smiled. "And that's what's hard for me to understand."
Now grasping what she was trying to explain, I said; "It is for me too. It doesn't make sense, but I find it exciting. I don't know what else I can say."
"I can't explain why it's so difficult for me to be faithful to you."
I nodded. "I think we just have to accept what we are and who we are."
Jackie grinned. "A cuckold and a slut."
Grinning back, I said; "Damn right and proud of it too."
"Damn fucking right." Jackie was laughing.
"There is one thing I do want."
"What's that?"
"I need to know that you do love me."
"Artie honey, you don't ever have to worry about that. I'll always love you."
"And I'll always love you too Jackie."
"Promise?"
"Yes, I promise."
Jackie took my wrist, pulled me to her and kissed me hard. I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her back. It was a kiss filled with passion and love.
After we kissed we silently held each other. Finally Jackie pushed back and stared into my eyes. "I love you Artie. I really do and I always will."
"I know, I love you too Jackie."
We smiled at each other and then Jackie whispered, "Do you still want to hear more about my date with Clayt?"
Sitting up, I said; "Damn right I do."
Jackie sat up, piled up the pillows at the head of her bed and lay back against them. Patting a spot next to her, she said; "Lie down cucky. I want you to be comfortable."
"Yes Ms. Jacqueline, thank you." I was grinning.
As soon as I was settled Jackie reached over, placed her hand on my caged penis and started gently caressing it with her fingertips. "While Clayt and I were talking I was playing with him just like this."
"I'll bet he enjoyed it."
"I'm sure he did because it was only a few minutes before I felt his cock stirring again."
"He recovered quickly."
"Yes, he did."
"Did you suck him again?"
"I did, but just to get him hard. Once he was erect I got a condom from my purse and rolled it on to him."
"You supplied the condom?"
"Yes, I always do."
"You do? It seems like that should be the guy's responsibility."
Jackie shook her head. "Absolutely not. Condoms are too important. I want to be sure it's high quality and it fits."
"It fits?"
"Artie honey, think about it. You and Clayt shouldn't be wearing the same size condom. If it fit him it would slip off of you and if it fit you it would be likely to break while Clayt was using it."
"So they come in different sizes?"
"Yes sweetie, they do."
"How many sizes are there?"
"It depends on the brand, but basically small, medium, large and extra-large."
"I suppose I'd need a small."
"Yes honey, you would."
"Did Mr. Taylor need a large?"
"The brand I use calls that size a magnum and yes that is what he needed."
"Do you carry all four sizes?"
"I always keep three regulars, three magnums and three XLs in my purse."
"But no smalls."
Jackie laughed. "No, I don't carry smalls."
"Where do you keep them in your purse? I've never seen them."
"They're in a small satin coin purse that I keep in one of the zippered pockets. I tried to keep them hidden."
"I understand." I thought for a moment and then I said; "Tomorrow you're going to have to buy more magnums."
Shaking her head, Jackie said; "No I buy them by the dozen. I keep the extras in my desk at work."
"So I wouldn't find them."
"They would have been hard to explain."
"Especially the XLs"
We both laughed.
I said; "Now you can keep them here in your bedroom."
"Yes, I suppose I can. I hadn't thought about that. It will make it a little easier. For obvious reasons I have to keep them hidden at work." Jackie shook her head. "Buying them is kind of a nuisance too. With my schedule it's sometimes hard to get to the drug store."
"I can buy them for you."
"Artie, are you sure? Buying a dozen magnums and a dozen XLs might be embarrassing for you." But then Jackie paused. After a second she looked at me with an impish smile and said; "Of course that might make it more fun. Yes, I think that as my servant buying my condoms should be one of your duties. In fact, after I have a date you should also be responsible for replenishing the supply in my purse."
Excited by this idea, I submissively bowed my head and said; "Yes ma'am, I would be honored to take care of that task for you."
Grinning, Jackie said; "Artie, we are a kinky pair, aren't we."
I nodded enthusiastically. Jackie laughed.
We both laughed for a moment and then I said; "So you what did you do after you rolled the condom onto Mr. Taylor's cock?"
"I climbed on top of him, slipped his beautiful dick into my cunt and lowered myself down until all of it was inside me. Artie I can't begin to describe how wonderful it feels when I slowly take the full length of a big cock into my cunt."
"It feels good."
"It feels amazing."
"You were on top. I thought you liked having your man on top?"
"I do, but not right away. I like to save the best for last. Clayt wanted to start out with me on top facing him. That way he could play with my tits while we fucked."
"You did say he was a breast man."
"He is and I love it when a guy plays with my nipples while he's fucking me."
"If you were on top wouldn't it be more accurate to say you were fucking Mr. Taylor?"
"Maybe, I just like to think that the guy is fucking me. It makes me feel a little sluttier."
"I like that too."
Jackie sat up and looked at me. "Really?"
I shrugged. "Yeah, I don't know why, but imagining a man fucking you is more exciting than you fucking him or even the two of you fucking each other."
"I'm glad you get excited when you think about other men fucking me."
I smiled at Jackie and then I said; "So Mr. Taylor was playing with your nipples while he was fucking you."
"Yes and it got me really excited."
"Did you cum?"
"I did, twice."
"Two times? I've never managed to make you cum at all..." My voice trailed off. Suddenly overwhelmed with sadness, I rolled over and looked away.
There was a moment of awkward silence and then I felt Jackie's fingertips softly caressing my side. "Artie, it's true. You've never made me cum while you were fucking me and other men have; but sweetheart you've given me countless orgasms and all of them were wonderful. You will always be my favorite sex partner."
"Why? It's obvious that I can't fuck worth a damn."
"That's not true."
"Then why has it been almost a year since you let me fuck you?"
There was more silence. I waited. Finally Jackie said; "Artie, men with bigger cocks can reach places inside me that you can't reach. They can hit my G spot."
"But I can't. Is that what you're telling me?"
"Artie I won't lie to you. You can't.
"Great! Thank you for being honest."
"Sweetheart, I do like it when you fuck me. I love you. We don't just fuck, we make love. That makes intercourse with you special."
"And that's why you were so eager to let me fuck you during the past year."
Jackie shook her head. "Damn it Artie, I screwed up. I'm sorry. You eat my pussy better than anyone I've ever met. I have unbelievable orgasms when you go down on me. They're better than anything Clayt, Ron, Phil or any other big cocked stud can do for me. Hitting my G spot is great, but sucking my clit is so much better. You're right, I did neglect that part of our love life during the past year; but it wasn't because I didn't enjoy it when you fucked me. It was because I loved having you eat my pussy so much."
I rolled over and looked at Jackie. "Yeah, I know. It's just that..."
"My neglect makes you wonder if I'm really sincere when I tell you that I love you."
"Yes."
"Artie, I plan to spend the rest of my life working to convince you that I am sincere."
"I know that."
"Sweetie, nobody is good at everything. We all have our strengths and our weaknesses. You're a great English teacher, but would you be as good if you were teaching math? While I think I'm a pretty good contract attorney, I'm not sure you'd want me to defend you if you were arrested."
I nodded.
Jackie continued. "Artie honey, there are lots of women who are better fucks than I am, but I know how to give an outstanding blowjob."
Unwittingly, Jackie had just ripped open another barely healed sore. Staring at her, I bitterly said; "Really? I didn't know that. Of course there really isn't any reason that I should know it. I'm just your husband."
Realizing her gaff, Jackie quickly said; "Artie, I'm sorry. I didn't..." She stopped and shook her head. "Oh Artie, I don't know what to say. I've been an awful wife."
Suddenly aware that I was acting like a petulant child, I said; "For a while our life was out of control. We weren't honest with each other."
"No Artie, I wasn't honest with you."
"Let's just say that we weren't doing a good job of communicating."
"Artie, why are you being so nice to me? I was a self-centered bitch. I completely ignored you while I greedily satiated all of my own needs."
"Yes you did do that, but if you're so selfish, why do you feel bad about it now? A selfish bitch would be saying, live with it sap."
Looking at me with a puzzled expression, Jackie said; "I'd never say that to you."
"I know, that's my point."
"So why was I so awful? Artie I don't know why I ignored you. I love your cock. I love sucking your cock."
"I think I understand what happened."
"You do? Tell me."
"Your mother has a theory."
"You mentioned that earlier. What is it?"
"She thinks that the lies and deceit were too much for you. The only way you could cope with what you were doing was to divide your life into three separate sections. You had your home life with the girls and me; your professional life with the law firm and your sex life."
"okay." Jackie was listening intently.
"I point out that you told me that you have steadfastly resisted having affairs with your professional colleagues."
"Yes, all of them are off limits."
"Why? Are you telling me that there aren't any good looking men in your office?"
"No there are several...Artie, that's beside the point. Playing at work is never a good idea. Everyone knows that."
"I beg to differ. Affairs in the workplace are quite common."
"Okay, but they're not professionally responsible."
"Or personally responsible. Let's just say that you chose to separate your professional life from your sex life."
"Artie."
I held up my hand. "Let me finish."
"Okay."
"You had a successful professional life and an exciting sex life and you were smart enough to avoid the obvious pitfalls that could result from combining them."
"Yes, that's exactly right."
"You also had a satisfying home life. You had two beautiful daughters and a loving husband."
Jackie smiled. "Yes I did and I understood that."
"And the only way you could maintain that satisfying home life was to keep it separated from your other lives, especially your exciting sex life."
"Yes, of course. That's just common sense."
"So at home you had to be the perfect mother and wife."
"I tried."
"Yes you did, but in your sex life you were a slut." I smiled at Jackie, "Your term."
She nodded. "Yes it is. Don't worry; I'm not offended when you say that."
I continued. "Unfortunately I was a problem. As your husband I wasn't only your housemate and the father of your children, I was also supposed to be your lover. That made me part of two of the carefully separated compartments of your life. This created an intolerable dissonance for you. In your sex life you were an uninhibited slut, but at home you were the perfect wife and mother. You had to find a way to reconcile this conflict and you did it by adopting the persona of a morally conservative housewife when we were having sex."
Nodding, Jackie said; "What you're saying makes some sense, but not completely. You've been eating my pussy and licking my ass for our entire marriage. That's hardly the behavior of a conservative housewife."
"You weren't doing that, I was. I was the nasty pervert; you were still a prim and proper housewife and mother."
"But I enjoyed it."
"Of course you did. You were still a woman who loves sex; you were just trying to hide that from me. You couldn't initiate anything adventurous on your own, but you could still enjoy it when I did it. Our dominant submissive relationship was also developing. My doing extra things solely for your pleasure seemed perfectly natural to both of us." Smiling, I added; "It still seems perfectly natural to me."
Jackie flashed me a quick smile, but her expression immediately reverted back to a look of intense concentration. It was obvious that she was thinking about what I'd just told her.
I waited.
Finally she looked at me and said; "I think you're probably right." She shook her head. "But it was still thoughtless of me."
"I agree. That's a good way to describe it. It was thoughtless. You didn't actually think about what you were doing. You didn't do it deliberately. It was a mistake and because it was a mistake it's easier for me to accept what happened and move on with our lives."
"It was a mistake. It was a mistake that I'll never again repeat."
"I believe you."
"Can you forgive me?"
"I already have. This conversation and my earlier conversation with your mother helped. Connie is a smart woman."
"Yes she is. Thank you Artie, thank you for being so understanding."
We smiled at each other and then Jackie kissed me. It was a sweet and tender kiss. I kissed her back and we held each other.
As we held each other Jackie whispered, "I love you Artie."
"I know, I love you too Jackie."
"Even after finding out that I'm a slut?"
"Especially after finding out that you're a slut. I love being married to a slut."
"And I love being married to an enthusiastic cuckold. You are, aren't you?"
"Most definitely."
Grinning, Jackie said; "Another man fucked me tonight."
"I know."
"He was good. He fucked me twice and made me cum both times."
"The second time he fucked you was he on top?"
"Yes."
"That's how you like it best, isn't it."
"I love having a big strong man on top of me."
"Did his big cock feel good inside you?"
"It felt wonderful. Every time he pushed into me he hit my g spot." Suddenly realizing that this was what had upset me earlier Jackie stopped and stared at me.
This time I wasn't upset. Instead I smiled at her and said; "That's why you need to keep partying with other men. I can suck your clit and lick your asshole, but my tiny cock can't reach your G spot."
Relieved that everything was all right, Jackie giggled and said; "I have a g spot in the back of my throat too."
"Really?"
Jackie nodded. "That's right."
Laughing, I said; "So you'd better keep sucking big cocks too."
Leering at me, Jackie said; "I fully intend to keep on doing that."
"As my dominant hot wife that is your prerogative."
Jackie smiled at me.
I smiled back and asked; "Did you have fun with Mr. Taylor tonight?"
"I had a wonderful time with him."
"I'm glad."
"Are you Artie? Are you really?"
"Yes."
"That makes me happy."
"Do you think you'll ever see him again?"
"Maybe, I gave him my cell phone number and told him to call me if he ever comes back here again."
"Do you hope he calls?"
Jackie shrugged. "He was fun. If he calls I'll definitely see him again, but if he doesn't that's okay too. Cucky, the world is teeming with handsome, well-endowed men who love easy pussy."
"This is going to be fun."
"Yes it is." Jackie smiled, but at the same time she yawned. "Artie honey, If you want me to do it I'll tell you more about my date, but it's getting late."
"That's okay, I've heard enough. It is getting late. It's time for us to go to sleep."



Shaking her head, Jackie said; "No it's time for my little cuckboy to cum."
I smiled. "That would be nice."
Jackie reached over, opened the drawer in her bedside table and took out two small keys held together on a small wire ring. I recognized them immediately. They were the keys for the lock on my chastity cage. Apparently Connie had given them to Jackie before she left.
As she removed one of the keys from the ring she said; "From the stories, I gather that I'm supposed to wear one of these on an anklet."
"I do believe that's the custom."
"I think I'd prefer a gold chain necklace. I can't wear an anklet to work; but I could wear a necklace under my blouse."
"You're the boss."
Looking at me, Jackie nodded and said; "Yes I am. Thank you for reminding me." And then she quickly unlocked the cage. As she removed it she asked; "Does it cause you any discomfort while you're wearing it?"
"No, not really; at first it felt funny, but I got used to it pretty quickly."
"So you won't mind wearing it when I have a date?"
"Not at all."
"I don't know why, but that excites me."
"It excites me too."
As soon as Jackie removed the plastic sleeve my penis it rose to a full erection. Laughing she said; "You certainly seem to be excited."
I grinned at her.
She said; "Sweetheart while I would love to give you a blow job, I don't think that's what you want tonight. Tonight you'd rather experience the full cuckold fantasy, wouldn't you."
"Yes."
"Stand up." Jackie snapped her fingers and pointed at the floor next to her. "Right there."
Excited, I stood. My tiny erection stuck straight out.
Moving over so that she was lying right next to the edge of the bed, Jackie said; "Cucky, you have my permission to jack off. Last night I let you cum in a tissue paper pussy. Tonight I want you to cum on my stomach. Do you know why?"
As I started stroking myself I said; "Yes ma'am."
"Tell me cucky, tell me why."
"So that you can make me lick it up afterwards."
"And why am I going to do that?"
"So it will be easier for me to lick up Mr. Clark's cum on Saturday."
"Very good cucky, now close your eyes and imagine Mr. Taylor on top of me pumping his great big dick in and out of my hot wet cunt."
"Are you enjoying it ma'am?"
"Cucky, he's driving me wild."
"Is he hitting your g spot?"
"With every wonderful thrust."
I felt the familiar warm glow building in my loins and then a flood of pleasure erupted inside me as I ejaculated my first spurt of semen. It landed on Jackie's stomach."
"Very good cucky, keep pumping I want it all."
I continued stroking myself. I ejaculated another spurt of cum. This one landed on Jackie's side."
"Keep pumping cucky, but now I want you to catch the rest of your cum in your free hand."
I kept stroking myself. The spurts of cum slowed to a dribble. I obediently caught all of it in the palm of my left hand.
As soon as I was finished, Jackie said; "Now lick your hand clean."
I looked at the palm of my hand. The center glistened with my semen. My ardor had diminished with my orgasm. The cum now looked like slime.
Understanding what had just happened, Jackie said; "Do it quickly cucky. Lick it up. It won't hurt you and it doesn't taste bad."
Nodding, I took a deep breath and licked my hand clean. When I was finished I held up my hand and showed it to Jackie.
"Very good cucky." She scooted over. "Now kneel on the bed beside me and do my tummy."
Cleaning my hand had restored some of my excitement. My pulse was racing as I climbed onto the bed next to Jackie. I took another deep breath and then I bent over and licked my fresh semen off of her stomach. As soon as I was done I sat up and smiled at her.
Jackie smiled back at me and said; "Now kiss me."
Leaning forward, I kissed Jackie on the lips. As I kissed her she forced her tongue into my mouth. I responded. We French kissed. When we finally broke off our kiss Jackie looked at me and whispered; "That was fun."
Laughing, I said; "Yes it was."
"We have to do that more often."
"Which part?"
Giggling, Jackie said; "All of it."
"You'll have to persuade Mr. Taylor to come back."
"I don't think that will be necessary. It won't be very difficult to find a replacement."
Nodding, I said; "I'm sure it won't."
"Are you ready to sleep?"
"Yeah, I am. How about you?"
"I'm exhausted."
I pulled up the covers. Jackie gave me a quick good night kiss and then she snuggled up to me, closed her eyes and immediately fell asleep.
For a few minutes I lay awake thinking about the events of the past three days. Our lives had certainly changed. While the changes had been dramatic, sudden and a little scary; I knew that if had the opportunity, I wouldn't undo them. Our new life was unbelievably exciting. I was actually living my wildest sexual fantasies.
Smiling, I closed my eyes and tried to imagine what might happen during the upcoming weekend. I was exhausted. As I tried to picture my wife in the arms of her boyfriend Ron, I drifted off to sleep.
I was still smiling.
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Friday was a difficult day. While the three previous evenings had been unbelievably exciting, they had also been stressful, emotionally taxing and late. I was tired.
Fridays are also difficult days in a high school. Everyone is excited about the weekend. No one is interested in concentrating on school work. My students were all good kids, but they were antsy.
I was too. The past three days had been amazing and the upcoming weekend had the potential to be even more amazing. On Saturday my wife was planning to entertain her boyfriend in our house and I was going to be present while it was happening. The anticipation of this event had me both incredibly nervous and wildly excited.
All day Friday keeping my attention focused on my teaching duties had been a challenge. Every time there was a lull in the class activities my thoughts would drift to Jackie and her men friends. I couldn't stop picturing her sucking Mr. Taylor's cock or screaming with pleasure as Mr. Clark pumped his huge erection in and out of her sopping cunt.
At 2:30 my last class mercifully ended. While I loved teaching, that afternoon I was happy to watch my sixth hour students file out of my classroom. Once they were gone I sat down at my desk, breathed a long sigh of relief and began organizing my lessons for the following Monday.
Just as I was finishing, my cell phone rang. I answered it. "Artie Hammond."
"Hey cuckboy." It was Phil Harper.
Quickly shifting into cuckold mode, I said; "Hello Mr. Harper."
After a brief pause Phil said; "Very good cuckboy. That's exactly how you should respond when one of your wife's studs calls you."
"Yes sir."
"You are learning quickly."
"Thank you sir."
"Artie, I still have to ask. Are continuing to do okay with all of this? If you're not, tell me. I have a lot of experience. I can help."
"Thank you sir, I appreciate your concern, but I really do think I'm doing fine."
"Good, but if you need me all you have to do is call or tell Connie."
"Thank you sir, I'll remember that."
There was another pause and then Phil said; "Cuckboy, I'm calling to let you know that I'll be able to meet your mistress at the Kings Inn on Tuesday."
"She'll be pleased to hear that sir."
Ignoring my response, Phil continued; "I'll get there just before noon. I'll take care of the room. Tell Jackie to call me on my cell phone. I'll tell her which room they gave me. I'm pretty sure she has my number. If she doesn't you now have it in your call log. You can give it to her.
"Yes sir, I'll give her the message and I'll make sure that she has your telephone number."
"Thank you cuckboy, you can also tell her that I'm looking forward to spending a little intimate time with her again. It's been over a year since we last played and I've missed her sweet little pussy."
"Yes sir, I'll tell her that too."
"Hey Artie."
"Yes sir."
"I called Teddy. He made a tee time for the three of us for a week from tomorrow at Oak Grove Country Club at 9:16."
"Really? How did he do that? Isn't that a private club?"
"Yes, it is private. His wife Linda has membership. She actually has it for Teddy, but she keeps it in her name. Teddy isn't allowed to own anything."
"He's not?"
"He's Linda's slave. Linda and Teddy both believe that slave's shouldn't be allowed to have possessions. Teddy's an accountant and earns a nice income, but his checks are deposited directly to Linda's bank account. She gives him a weekly allowance and if he wants to make a larger purchase he has to ask Linda to buy it for him. Everything they own is solely in her name."
"Wow."
"She loves him and she does take very good care of him."
"She must. Oak Grove is an expensive country club."
"Yes it is. Will you join us?"
"I don't have any golf clubs."
"Artie, I'm sure Jackie will buy you a set. All you have to do is ask. She loves you. If you let her, she'll take just as good care of you as Linda does Teddy."
"I'll ask her tonight. I'll also ask her if I can play golf next Saturday."
"Good, I doubt that there will be any problems. I'm pretty sure that Jackie will do everything she can to encourage you to become friends with Teddy. Artie, I have to get going. I'm late for an appointment."
"Yes sir, thank you sir. I'll tell Ms. Jacqueline about the plans for Tuesday."
"Thanks Artie, I hope I see you next Saturday."
"I hope so too sir."
Phil ended the call.
As I set my phone down I thought about Phil's comment that he thought Jackie would do everything she could to encourage me to become friends with Teddy. It did make sense; having a friend who was a submissive cuckold, an experienced submissive cuckold at that, would be an excellent source of support for me. Still, it made me wonder if Connie had deliberately brought Phil to our house last night so that we could meet. Phil was the perfect person to introduce me to Teddy.
As I thought about it I decided that it really didn't matter. I already knew that Jackie, Connie and Nattie were all eager to see me wholeheartedly embrace my new role as Jackie's submissive cuckold husband. Actually it gave me some comfort. They were not only eager to see me accept my role as Jackie's knowing cuckold, they were taking steps to insure that I was happy and content in that role.
Glancing up at the clock on the wall I saw that it was 3:15. It was time to get the girls. I quickly reviewed my lesson plans for Monday, shoved my class record book, a stack of papers that I needed to grade and my cell phone into my brief case and hurried out to my car.
The girls and I arrived home just after 4:00. They quickly got their coloring books and set themselves up at the kitchen table while I made a chicken casserole.
As soon as the casserole was in the oven I started polishing the end tables and coffee table in the living room. The next morning Jackie would be entertaining her boyfriend. I wanted the house to be perfect. I know that there are people who might find that difficult to understand. All I can say is that I'm a submissive masochist. Cleaning the house because my wife is going to be entertaining her boyfriend is unbelievably exciting for me.
After I finished polishing the table tops in the living room I vacuumed and dusted Jackie's bedroom. I assumed that Ms. Jacqueline and Mr. Clark would eventually retire to her room.
As I was putting the vacuum cleaner away I heard the door between the garage and kitchen open and the girls cry in unison, "Hi mommy." Jackie was home.
I hurried to the kitchen. Jackie was standing between Cassie and Monica admiring their coloring. As soon as she heard me come through the door she turned. For a moment we just looked at each other and then she smiled and said; "Hi Cowboy, how was your day?"
I'd almost forgotten about Connie's new nickname. Smiling back, I said; "Long."
Jackie nodded. "Mine too; we've had several late nights in a row."
"Yes we have and I was tired, but that wasn't the only reason the day was long. I had another problem; I couldn't stop thinking about what's going to happen tomorrow."
Staring at me, Jackie asked; "Is that good?"
"I'm pretty excited about it."
Jackie smiled. "Me too."
During dinner we told the girls that Grandma Connie was coming over in the morning to take them to the IHOP for breakfast and after breakfast they were going to the movies to see "Madagascar". As soon as they heard about "Madagascar" they clapped their hands and started giggling. Both of them had Madagascar coloring books and they were eager to see the movie.
Immediately after dinner they dragged Jackie into their bedroom so they could show her all of the pictures they'd colored in their books. While they were doing that I cleaned the kitchen. As soon as the kitchen was clean I joined them. We watched an hour of cartoons on television and then the girls put on their pajamas and got into bed. Jackie and I read them a story. Within minutes they were both sound asleep. Jackie and I tiptoed out of the girl's bedroom. In the living room Jackie put her arms around my shoulders and kissed me on the lips. After she kissed me she whispered, "Are you ready for a hot night of fucking and sucking?"
I smiled at Jackie, but I didn't answer.
Sensing that something was wrong, she asked; "Artie is something bothering you?"
"No not at all, it's just that..." I hesitated.
"Artie, please tell me."
Gathering my courage, I said; "I enjoyed last night. I enjoyed it a lot."
"I did too."
"I'm also excited about tomorrow."
"So am I."
"Jackie, I like being your submissive cuckold husband."
"And I like being your dominant hot wife, so I don't understand. What's bothering you?"
Staring at the floor, I sheepishly said; "I want to keep playing tonight."
Suddenly understanding, Jackie said; "You don't want to have a husband and wife night tonight, do you."
"I do want to do that, but being your cuckold is new and different. It's fun and I..."
Jackie touched my lips with her index finger and whispered; "It's okay, I understand. I think it's fun too. We'll have lots of time in the future to have husband and wife nights. I just wanted to do it tonight because I feel so guilty about neglecting you."
"You don't have to feel guilty; I understand why it happened."
"I know that, but I still do."
"You could make it up to me by being a really good dominant hot wife."
Jackie laughed. "Artie honey, I think that benefits me a lot more than it does you."
Shaking my head, I said; "That's just your perspective. You're a dominant slut."
"Damn right I am." Jackie was grinning.
"I'm a submissive, masochistic cuckold. I enjoy this game every bit as much as you do."
"You keep telling me that, so I guess I have to take you at your word; but it's still hard for me to understand."
"I guess we just have to trust each other."
"Artie, that's what scares me."
"What do you mean?"
"I'm not sure I trust myself."
"I don't understand what you're saying."
"A moment ago you called me a dominant slut, but you called yourself a submissive masochistic cuckold. Artie, all of this is exciting me so much that I'm beginning to realize that I'm a sadist. You should have called me a dominant, sadistic slut."
Smiling, I said; "I can't begin to describe how much that excites me."
"Artie, be serious. I don't want to hurt you."
"And I don't believe you ever will."
"But..."
"Jackie, we'll be okay. We have a safe word. If I don't like what's happening I'll call time out."
"I'm afraid I'm going to say something that's going to hurt your feelings."
"I know, but that's my fault. Lately I've been much too touchy."
"You have every right to be touchy. I was a terrible wife."
"Jackie let's forget about the past. Mistakes were made by both of us."
"Me more than you."
"Maybe, but that doesn't really matter. We're still together, we still love each other and we found a life style that excites both of us. Let's explore it, it will be fun."
"But Artie, what if I go too far?"
"If you do we'll stop and talk about it. Right now talking is important for us. It will help us move into this new stage of our lives. I think both of us want that. I know I do."
I do too Artie, I really do."
"So let's explore our limits."
"You're sure."
"Absolutely."
"I read a story today while I was eating my lunch. It was really hot."
"Was it on the cuckold web site?"
"No it was on that website of erotic stories you showed me. I searched the word cuckold and found a story in the BDSM section."
"And that intrigued you."
"Yes it did."
"You said it was hot."
"Artie by the time I finished the story my panties were drenched."
"That's a hot story. Do you want to read it together?"
"No, I want to do it."
"You mean act it out?"
"No, I want to do it. I want to make it real."
I was suddenly nervous, but I was also excited. Realizing that this was exactly what I wanted I looked at Jackie and slowly nodded. "Of course Ms. Jacqueline, I am yours to command."
Jackie stared at me. After a moment she licked her lips and said; "Get down on your knees cuckboy." There was an air of condescending arrogance in her voice that I'd never before heard.
Caught off guard by the sudden change in Jackie's demeanor, I didn't move.
"Do it now cuckboy, or I'll have to punish you." The tone of Jackie's voice made it clear that she wasn't kidding.
I dropped to my knees.
Jackie held out her nylon stocking clad foot. "Kiss it."
I smothered her toes with kisses.
"Now the other one."
I obeyed.
After I'd properly worshipped Jackie's other foot she said; "I want a bath. Let's go into my bedroom so that you can attend to me."
Excited, I started to rise. Glaring at me, Jackie said;. "Who gave you permission to stand cuckboy?"
Immediately dropping back to all fours I answered; "No one Ms. Jacqueline."
"Then it would appear that you were being presumptuous, weren't you cucky."
"Yes ma'am."
"We're going to my bedroom." Jackie snapped her fingers, pointed at the floor next to her feet and said; "Heel." As she started walking, I obediently crawled next to her like a pet dog.
Once we were inside the confines of her bedroom Jackie's demeanor changed again. Smiling at me, she said; "Artie, you may stand."
I quickly stood up.
Jackie kissed me and asked; "Was that all right?"
Grinning at her, I said; "It surprised me a little, but it was fun. Did you enjoy it?"
"I did, but not as much as I thought I would. It was a little too intense. It was hotter as a story."
"I'll have to read that story."
"Tonight I want to go to bed early, but maybe we can read it together tomorrow night or Sunday night."
"You could read it out loud while I kiss your feet."
Jackie's breath caught.
"You like that idea, don't you."
"Yes I do." We smiled at each other and then Jackie said; "Artie, go draw me a bath while I get undressed."
"Yes ma'am." I hurried into the bathroom and started running water into the bathtub.
While I was adjusting the water temperature Jackie called to me; "Cuckboy take off your clothes while the tub is filling."
"Yes Ms. Jacqueline."
I quickly undressed. When the tub was about two thirds full I shut off the water, gathered my clothes and hurried back into the bedroom. Jackie was waiting for me. All she was wearing was a pair of black five inch stiletto high heels.
I gaped at her.
"Cucky, staring at a superior is impolite."
Embarrassed, I quickly looked away.
Jackie walked over, put her arms around me and whispered; "It's just a game. I really want you to look at me, but it will be more fun if you have to do it surreptitiously. A good servant should only peek at his mistress."
"Yes ma'am, I understand." And then I quickly added; "Tomorrow Mr. Clark will be allowed to look at you as much as he wants, won't he."
Stepping back, Jackie studied me. I understood. She was trying to gauge my feelings. I didn't blame her. During the past few days my moods had been mercurial. It didn't take much to upset me.
I winked at her.
That was all the reassurance Jackie needed. In the tone of voice that she used when she was explaining something to a young child, she said; "Certainly, Ron is a man. He's also my boyfriend. I want him to fully enjoy my body."
Bowing politely, I said; "Yes of course Ms. Jacqueline. I understand."
"That's good cuckboy, you're beginning to learn your place." Jackie turned and gestured towards the clothes on her bed. "Now be a good servant and take care of my things."
"Yes ma'am." I hurriedly gathered Jackie's clothes together.
As I was carrying them to the closet Jackie asked; "Cuckboy, do you have a foot fetish?"
I stopped. Jackie's question had taken me by surprise.
Noticing my reaction, Jackie quickly added; "It's all right if you do. I just want to know more about what excites you."
I took a moment to consider her question and then I turned. "Not particularly, my fetish is worshipping you. Kissing your feet is one way I can do that."
Jackie smiled. "I like that cuckboy. I want you to worship me. I find it unbelievably exciting." As soon as I was finished putting Jackie's clothes away I went into the bathroom and turned on the hot water. I wanted to warm up the tub.
A moment later, Jackie joined me. "Is my tub ready cuckboy?"
"Yes ma'am it should be nice and hot."
Jackie stepped into the tub and sat down. Once she was settled I picked up a sponge and a bar of soap and began bathing her.
As I washed her neck I said; "Mr. Harper called me after work today."
"I was going to ask you about that cucky. What did he say?"
"He'll be at the King's Inn at noon on Tuesday. He'll take care of the room. He said that you should call him when you get to the motel. He tell you which room he's in."
"Thank you cucky."
"He also told me to tell you that he's looking forward to spending a little intimate time with you. He said that he's missed your sweet pussy."
"Did he really say that to you?"
"Yes ma'am."
"And you were okay with it?"
"Actually I thought it was exciting."
"Cucky, that makes me so happy."
"Ma'am."
"Yes cucky."
"I did a lot of thinking today."
"I did too. It was hard to keep my attention focused on work."
"I had to teach. I didn't have any choice."
"I had a contract that had to be completed. I didn't have much choice either."
"It made for a long day."
"It really did. And then I read that BDSM story while I was eating lunch. That made it even harder to concentrate."
I started washing Jackie's breasts. Jackie sighed as I rubbed each of her nipples with the soapy sponge. I so badly wanted to play with those gorgeous mounds, but I knew it wouldn't be permitted. I was Jackie's servant. That pleasure was now reserved for men like Mr. Taylor, Mr. Harper and Mr. Clark.
I moved down to Jackie's flat tummy. As I scrubbed it, she said; "Cucky you said you did a lot of thinking today."
"Yes ma'am, I did."
"Would you like to tell me about it?"
"I would."
Jackie waited.
Taking a deep breath, I said; "It's okay that other men can fuck you better than I can."
I felt Jackie's body stiffen. "Artie, that's not true."
"No Ms. Jacqueline, it is true. I cum quickly and even if I could learn to control my premature ejaculations my penis will never be big enough to reach your G spot."
"Artie I'm sorry I told you that last night."
"Why? it's true, isn't it?"
"Artie, I love you."
"I know that."
"That makes sex with you wonderful."
"Maybe when I eat your pussy, but who fucks you better, Mr. Clark or me?"
"Artie, why are you doing this?"
"Because it's time for us to start being honest with each other. Yes Jackie, I do believe that you love me. I believe that you love me more than any other man in the entire world."
"That's true Artie and it will always be true."
"I believe that too; but Jackie we're not talking about love, we're talking about sex. Remember last Tuesday night when you were first trying to explain your attitude about sex to me? You told me that for you, your sister and your mother sex was just a form of recreation like tennis or golf."
"Yes and that's true."
"If we started playing tennis together we'd have fun. We'd enjoy playing with each other, but don't you think that there are men in this world who would be more accomplished tennis partners for you?"



"Yes, that's probably true."
"Should I be jealous of those men?"
"Of course not, we're just playing tennis together."
"And since sex for you is a recreation much like tennis or golf, shouldn't we also assume that there are men who are much better sex partners for you than I am?"
"But Artie, I don't want..."
"You don't want to hurt me."
"Yes."
"Will you always love me?"
"Of course."
"Will these other men ever be anything more than friends?"
"No, I'll never spend enough time with any of them to establish a serious relationship. We already discussed this too. That situation is much more likely to occur at work or in a social situation that wasn't originally based solely on sex. When I meet Ron tomorrow and Phil next Tuesday we'll exchange pleasantries, but that will be the only conversation we'll have. We get together to fuck, not to talk."
"That's right, so is there any reason that I should be jealous?"
"Of course not."
"Is there any reason that I should be upset that these men are better tennis players than I am?"
"I don't know. This is dangerous territory."
"And that's why I'm addressing it. It shouldn't be dangerous territory."
"Are you sure?"
"I'm very sure."
"And you won't be hurt?"
"Remember, I'm a masochist. I want it to hurt a little bit."
"And I'm a sadist."
"So this could be fun for both of us."
Jackie smiled. "I do enjoy playing tennis with a man who has a big racket."
"I'll bet you do."
"And it should have a very stiff shaft too."
"I think that's a golf metaphor."
Giggling, Jackie said; "who cares, aren't we really talking about fucking?"
"Yes we are and you're telling me that you love getting fucked by a man with a big hard cock."
"A big stiff cock that has a nice upward curve to it. Those are my favorites."
"Will you tell me about some of your favorite men?"
"I'd love to do that." Jackie stood up. "But I'd rather do it in bed while you're worshiping me. Turn on the shower and rinse me off."
I opened the drain to the tub, turned on the water on the tub spigot and adjusted the temperature. When it was correct I turned on the shower spray and rubbed Jackie's body while the warm water rinsed the soap off of her soft skin.
As soon as I was finished Jackie stepped out of the tub. After I dried her with a large bath towel she said; "Clean up in here. I'll be waiting for you in my bedroom." And then she walked out of the bathroom, leaving me incredibly excited by her terse manner. At that moment I really was Jackie's servant.
I quickly rinsed out the tub and straightened up Jackie's bathroom. When I was done I hurried into her bedroom. My pulse was racing with excitement.
Jackie was sitting on the edge of her bed. My chastity cage was next to her. When she saw me looking at it she smiled and said, "If I'm going to tell you about my favorite studs I really do think it would be appropriate for your tiny dicklet to be locked up. We wouldn't want you to get the idea that you're the equal of any of these men, would we cucky?"
"No ma'am, we wouldn't"
"Come here cucky."
I walked over to Jackie.
She cradled my erect penis in her hand and studied it. After a moment she said; "Your little dicklet really is amazing. It's a miniature, a toy; but it looks just like a real cock. It even works like a real cock." She gave it a firm squeeze.
I gasped from the surge of pleasure created by Jackie's fingers, but then I said; "time-out."
Jackie looked at me and sighed. "I'm sorry Artie as soon as I said that I realized it was way over the line. Please forgive me. This is exactly what I was afraid of, it's much too easy for me to get excited and go too far."
Shaking my head, I said; "No that was okay, in fact I thought it was really hot. That's not why I called time-out."
Puzzled, Jackie asked; "Then why did you do it?"
"Do you remember in one of the stories I showed you the other night the husband and wife had an agreement that if the husband gets upset he'll use their safe word?"
"Of course and that's what you just did, only now you're telling me that you're not upset."
"That's right, I'm not."
"So why did you use the safe word?"
"Because I wanted to remind you about the other thing that couple did."
"What was it?"
"The couple agreed that without the safe word, the wife would ignore any other pleas the husband might make."
"Yes now I remember. If the husband begged his wife to stop doing something; but didn't use the safe word, he was really telling her that he was enjoying what she was doing. That allowed her to callously ignore his pleas to stop and continue tormenting him. Artie that is hot. Do you want to try doing it?"
"Yes, let's go back to what just happened. You were teasing me about the size of my cock."
"Artie, you don't have a cock. Ron and Phil have cocks. You have a little wee wee."
Realizing that Jackie had understood exactly what I was suggesting and was now creating an opportunity to try it, I said; "Please Ms. Jacqueline, don't tease me about the size of my cock."
"You mean your wee wee. Say it cucky, say please don't tease me about the size of my wee wee."
Barely able to keep a straight face, I said; "Ms. Jacqueline, please don't tease me about the size of my wee wee."
Both of us burst out laughing.
Jackie said, "Artie I never realized that talking about sex could be this much fun."
"It is fun, isn't it?"
"Yes it is and I want that to be part of our..." Jackie looked at me with a puzzled expression. "What is this Artie? I was going to call it a game. Some of it's a game, but not all of it. Teasing you about your cock is a game. I love your cock. It's not very big, but it's almost perfectly shaped and it has a lovely little head."
"It doesn't have an upward curve to it."
Giggling, Jackie said; "It's not big enough to have an upward curve."
"You're teasing me again."
"Yes I am. Now fetch a bag of ice from the kitchen. In its current condition your lovely little wee wee will never fit into this chastity cage."
I hurried to the kitchen, filled a plastic bag with ice cubes and hurried back to Jackie's bedroom. When I returned Jackie was still sitting on the edge of her bed, naked. I handed her the bag of ice. As she held it against my cock and balls, I said; "I'll bet you've never done this for Mr. Clark."
Laughing, Jackie said; "You're right about that cucky. I assure you this is something I only do for you."
We both grinned at each other.
Jackie set the bag of ice on the floor. My shriveled penis was now hanging limp between my legs. Picking up the chastity cage, she said; "Now stand still so I can put this on your beautiful little dicklet." She quickly fitted the half rings around my cock and balls, slid the plastic cock sleeve into place, slipped the padlock through the hole in the end of the pin and snapped it shut.
Looking up at me, she said; "There that should help you remember your place while I tell you about my favorite studs."
"Considering that was the first time you've put that on me, you were surprisingly efficient."
"When I took if off of you last night I paid careful attention to how it fits together."
I smiled at Jackie. "That's a good example of why your law firm values you so highly and why you've always been the dominant partner in our marriage." I quickly added, "And that observation wasn't part of any game."
Jackie stared at me. After a moment she said; "Artie, that might be the nicest thing anyone has ever said to me."
I shrugged. Jackie pulled me down on the bed, put her arms around me and kissed me hard on the lips. When we parted I said; "Whew, I have to write that down so I can say it again and again."
"That would be fine with me, I love it when men tell me I'm beautiful, but I like it even more when they tell me I'm smart."
"I'll try to remember that."
"Sweetie, you've always known that and the best part is that you don't even think about it, you just do it. Baby you really are the perfect husband."
"Except for sex."
"Except for fucking."
"Yes, except for fucking."
"But that's not a problem, is it cucky?"
"No ma'am."
"Why not cucky?"
"Because other men satisfy that need for you."
"And you accept that situation, don't you."
"Yes ma'am."
"Tell me why?"
"Because I want you to be happy."
Jackie was silent. After a moment she said; Artie, I really am having difficulty separating our games from our real life."
"So am I, but I don't think it's a problem."
"Why not?"
"We've only been openly addressing the issues surrounding our relationship for a few days. Eventually I'm certain that we'll figure it all out, but it may take us a little time. Right now what we need to do is keep talking and play lots of games."
Jackie nodded. "The games will help us figure what we want and don't want in our relationship."
"That's right and they're fun."
"Yes they are. Would you like to play a little more?"
I glanced down at my locked chastity cage. "I'm certainly dressed for it."
"Yes you're wearing the perfect outfit."
Except for my chastity cage I was naked. Jackie was completely naked. Chuckling, I said; "I think we're both dressed appropriately."
Jackie smiled and the she pulled herself up on the bed, lay back, spread her thighs and said; "Come lay between my legs cucky."
As I was positioning myself between Jackie's knees, she sat up and said; "Artie, there's something I forgot to tell you."
Sitting up, I asked; "What is it?"
"I called Ron today. Last night you told me that you wanted him to know the truth about our relationship." Jackie paused. She was waiting for me to confirm that I remembered telling her that.
I nodded.
Clearly relieved that I concurred with her recollection of our previous night's conversation about her boyfriend, she said; "I tried to explain our relationship, but he was having trouble understanding it, so I gave him the cuckold web sites and suggested that he look at them after his wife goes to bed tonight."
"How do you think he'll react when he sees them?"
"With a guy like Ron you never know, I mean he's pretty macho."
"Do you think we might have problems tomorrow? Maybe I should leave before he arrives."
"No Artie, absolutely not. This is where you live. We may be playing some domination games, but no one will ever make you leave our house."
"Thank you."
"If Ron can't handle this arrangement he's history and that's all there is to it."
"What if he makes a fuss?"
"I don't think he will, but if he does we'll tell him we're going to call his wife. We'll give him two choices. He can stay and play by our rules or he can leave. If he elects to leave I'll end all contact with him. Any other actions on his part will result in our calling his wife."
"Are you willing to do that?"
"Artie, Ron is a fuck. He's a very good fuck, but he's still just a fuck. He is replaceable."
"Do you think he'll actually look at the web sites tonight?"
"I'm almost certain he will. I made it clear to him that if he wants to continue screwing me he's going to have to understand and accept our new life style. He knows that you're going to be home tomorrow and you're going to be walking around the house. I also warned him that you may want to watch and if that's the decision you make I'm going to expect him to allow you to do it."
"Do you think that's a good idea? Maybe we should give him a little time to get used to all of this. I needed it."
Jackie shook her head. "I don't think so; we'll never have as much power over him as we have right now. He's still terrified that you're going to divorce me and sue him for alienation of affection."
"But if he reads the web sites he'll know that I'm not going to do that."
"It's still going to take him a little time to fully grasp what this is all about. We can use this time to acclimate him to our new life style. Ron's not stupid. It won't take him long to realize that he's a big winner in our new arrangement. Artie, while Ron is replaceable, I'd rather hang on to him. He's a really good fuck, one of the best I've ever had and I like him. You don't have to worry, I don't love him and I never could. He doesn't have the qualities you have, but I do enjoy his company. If you get to know him, I think you might too."
Smiling at Jackie, I said; "I can't begin to explain why, but I have to admit that the idea of you having a boyfriend is amazingly exciting."
"I know why."
"Tell me."
"Because you were born to be a cuckold, my cuckold."
Jackie and I stared at each other. After a moment I said, "You're right I was born to be your cuckold and your loyal servant too."
"Artie, do you really mean that?"
"Yes, and it's not a game, that's real."
Smiling, Jackie said; "We belong together."
"We're a perfect fit."
"Yes we are."
We both grinned and then I asked; "So what do I need to do tomorrow to help you convince your boyfriend that he should accept your terms so you can continue seeing each other?" "That's a good question." Jackie paused. It was apparent that she was thinking about the situation. Finally she said; "I'm the one who's going to have to carry the ball on this one." She smiled at me. "The guys at the office use a lot of sports metaphors. I guess I've acquired the habit."
"They've become part of our culture."
Jackie nodded and then she continued; "For you, I think the issue is not so much what you do, but rather what you don't do. You can't lose your cool."
"Are you afraid that might happen?"
"Artie tomorrow morning, unless you withdraw to your room in the basement, you are at the very least going to see Ron kissing and fondling me."
"Two nights ago in the bar I saw Mr. Taylor put his arm around you."
"Yes you did and while that was a valuable experience, this will be different. Tomorrow morning we won't be in a public place, we'll be in the privacy of our own home. Clayt and I had to be subtle. I'm hoping Ron won't be subtle and I know I won't. Artie, if this is going to work I have to convince Ron that the sex we have with you present will be just as hot or even hotter than the sex we had when we were alone."
"That makes sense."
"I intend to be very aggressive with Ron tomorrow and I'm going to have to completely ignore you. I'll be treating you like a servant. I'll be subtle about it, but all of my attention will be directed towards Ron."
"He's your boyfriend, when you're entertaining him he should be the object of your attention."
"Artie, do you really mean that?"
"Ms. Jacqueline, if I didn't believe that I wouldn't be a very good cuckold." We grinned at each other.
Jackie moved over so that she was sitting next to me. Picking up my hand, she held it in hers and said; "Artie when we're having a serious discussion, and this is a serious discussion, I'd like us to be equals. You're a bright, intuitive man with good reasoning skills. When you're in your submissive persona I'm afraid that you might have a tendency to defer to me. During discussions in which we're trying to make a plan or solve a problem I want you to be fully involved. I want to know that I'm hearing all of your thoughts and concerns. We're a team Artie. We've always been a team. While I'm the captain of the team, you are a key player and I always want your full input."
"I'm glad that you recognized that you'll still be the captain of the team. That's the way I want it, that's the way I always want it. While I agree that during a serious discussion I should disengage myself from my submissive mindset so that I can freely offer my thoughts and opinions, I will always accede to your right to make the final decision.
Jackie stared at me. After a moment she said; "You really are the perfect mate for me."
"And Jackie, you're the perfect mate for me."
Smiling at my use of her less formal name, Jackie said; "Okay, let's get back to discussing what's going to happen tomorrow. You have to keep it together."
"I will. Knowing that you're deliberately focusing all of your attention on Ron will help. I won't feel like you've forgotten about me."
"Artie if this works I will forget about you. Sweetie, I love sex, Ron does too. When we're together it gets pretty intense. That's one of the reasons I enjoy him so much"
"I'm glad we're having this conversation. Knowing all of this going to help me."
"There's more." The concern in Jackie's voice was evident.
Cautiously, I said; "Tell me."
"Artie, we both have our kinks. Yours is being my submissive cuckold."
Suddenly understanding, I said; "And yours is acting and being treated like a slut."
"That's right. Ron enjoys that too and he's very good at it. It's another reason that sex with him is so exciting for me."
"So tomorrow I'm going to see a side of you that I've never seen before."
"I'm sorry Artie, it's hard for me to act like a slut when I'm with you."
"That's okay, I don't think I have what it takes to bring it out of you."
"No baby, you don't; but even if you did I wouldn't want that from you. You give me tenderness and love. You make me feel good about myself. That's so much more important to me. Ron is more like a thrill ride. He's exciting, but nobody wants to live at the amusement park."
"That's a good way to describe it. I'm really starting to look forward to tomorrow. Watching you ride the roller coaster is going to be fun. If it turns out that I don't get to watch, that's okay too. At least I'll be able to hear you riding it."
Jackie squeezed my hand. "Artie honey, that might be another problem. When I'm with Ron I say things to him that you might misunderstand."
"Do you tell him that you love him?"
"No, but I do tell him that I love his big cock and I love the way he fucks me."
"That won't bother me."
"I also tell him that nobody fucks me like he does. It really excites him when he hears that."
"Do you tell him that he fucks you better than your husband?"
"No Artie, I don't. I've never said that to him. When I'm with Ron you're always off limits."
"Once he learns about the true nature of our relationship that might be a difficult rule to enforce."
"I'll still try."
"Let's discuss that."
"Okay."
"The other night I said that I was worried about you and your playmates laughing about me."
"Artie, please believe me, I'd never do that."
"Don't worry Jackie, I do believe you."
"Thank you Artie."
I continued. "Since that first night I've had several intense conversations with you, your mom and Nattie. I've also had a chance to do quite a bit of thinking. I now have a much clearer understanding of everything. Jackie I fully understand that the other men are just playmates and I'm confident that you both love and respect me."
"I do Artie, I really do. "
"I believe that and because I believe that I'm going to suggest that you should feel free to talk about me when you're with your playmates."
"Are you sure?"
"I'm very sure. Jackie I'm a masochist. A little humiliation is fun."
"Artie, I'm a sadist. Tomorrow when Ron is fucking me I'm going to be excited. We talk a lot while we fuck. I could easily go too far. Baby I don't want to hurt you. Let's work into this gradually. How about if tomorrow I just tell Ron that he fucks me much better than you do."
"You mean as opposed to telling him that he fucks you much better than your dinky dick husband."
Jackie giggled, "That's exactly what I mean."
"Okay tomorrow you're going to tell Ron that he fucks you much better than your husband ever could."
"And you'll be all right with that."
"Hell, I'm looking forward to it."
"Artie, tomorrow is going to be a fun day. I think we have a good plan."
"I'm glad we took some time to talk about it. That's going to help me a lot."
"I'm glad we talked about it too. Do you have anymore questions?"



"A couple."
"Okay."
"How should I address the two of you."
Nodding, Jackie said; "That's a very good question." After taking a moment to consider it, she said; "We talked about this two days ago."
"I remember."
"At the time we were both pretty excited. You said that you'd call Ron Mr. Clark or sir."
"Yes I did."
"Of course that was two days ago. It's much easier to make promises about things that are going to happen in the future."
I laughed. "That's very true."
"Now that it's going to happen tomorrow do you think you can still do it?"
"I don't know. I hope I can. I guess it kind of depends on how he acts with me."
Jackie nodded. "I think we can make a plan that will address that concern, but before we do that we have another issue to consider."
"What is it?"
While you and I have several agendas for tomorrow, we have to remember that Ron is coming over for only one reason, to fuck me."
Grinning, I said; "I'll bet he's hoping to get a blow job too."
Jackie laughed. "You're right about that, only he's not hoping he's certain. He knows just how much I like to suck his..." Jackie stopped herself in mid sentence. Sighing, she looked at me and said; "Artie, I'm sorry, I didn't think about what I was saying. I wasn't trying to taunt you."
I gave Jackie's hand a gentle squeeze. "Don't worry, I know you weren't trying to hurt me. You were just being honest. As far as I'm concerned the issue of my not getting blow jobs was laid to rest last night. Before we go to sleep tonight I'm actually hoping that you'll tell me just how much you're looking forward to sucking Mr. Clark's cock tomorrow."
"Really?"
"Yes and I'm also hoping that you'll make me lick your ass while your telling me."
Jackie's breath caught. "Can we start right now?"
"No, you haven't answered my question yet. How should I address the two of you tomorrow?"
Slowly nodding, Jackie said; "You're right, before we get to play we have to finish planning for tomorrow." She paused for a moment and then she said; "Okay, we want Ron to have a very good time. That means we have to keep the focus on sex; but you and I need more than that. When he leaves we also want him to have a good understanding of our relationship."
"You mean that I'm a submissive cuckold husband and you're my dominant hot wife."
"Are you okay with that?"
"Yes, if this is going to work he has to know that."
"I agree, so tomorrow I think you should address Ron as Mr. Clark and me as Ms. Jacqueline or ma'am. Can you do that?"
"It would help if you could be there to introduce us. I'm afraid that the first time I call him Mr. Clark he'll laugh at me. If he laughs at me I can't guarantee that I'll be able to control my temper."
"Artie, Ron's a big guy."
"Jackie please, give me some credit. I don't need to hit him. I'll just tell him to get the fuck out of my house and I'll warn him that if he doesn't leave I'll call the police. Unless he's a complete moron the moment he sees me pick up the telephone he'll bolt for the door."
"I'm sorry Artie, sometimes I forget just how smart you are. Don't worry, tomorrow I'll answer the door when Ron arrives. That way I can handle the introductions. If he laughs at you, I'll be the one who tells him to get the fuck out of our house."
I smiled at Jackie. "All right."
"So are you okay with calling Ron Mr. Clark?"
"Of course, he is a superior."
"Yes he is."
"So what are the two of you going to call me?"
"How about if we just call you Artie. I don't think either Ron or you are ready for Cucky."
I nodded.
"Do you have any other questions or concerns?"
"What should I wear tomorrow?"
"Your normal Saturday clothes. A pair of khakis and a knit shirt will be fine" Jackie paused. After a moment she added; "And of course your chastity cage."
I stared at her.
Jackie said; "You did agree that you'd wear it whenever I'm entertaining another man. That's what I'll be doing Tomorrow."
"But..."
"Ron will never know. This is just for me."
"He won't know? You're sure about that?"
"I can't think of any reason he would. I won't tell him and you certainly won't be taking off your pants. This is not going to be a three way."
"I understand that."
"So will you wear it?"
Smiling, I said; "Yes, I'll wear it."
"Thank you, it will make the day more exciting for me."
"Actually it will make it more exciting for me too."
"Really?"
"Having to watch or listen to Mr. Clark enjoying you while I'm not even allowed to get a full erection is going to be incredibly humiliating. You know that will excite me"
"Artie, you are a masochist."
"Are you're telling me that's not the reason you want me to wear the cage?"
Jackie laughed. "You caught me. Yes, I'm a sadist. Knowing that you're going to have to listen or hopefully watch Ron fuck me while you can't even touch yourself is amazingly exciting."
"I'm glad you're a sadist."
Giggling, Jackie said; "And I'm glad you're a masochist."
"Tomorrow is going to be fun."
"I think so too." "I don't have anymore questions, are you ready to play?"
"Hell yes." Jackie swung her legs on to the bed and rolled over so she was lying on her stomach. "I believe you made a promise about what you'd do while I described to you how much I enjoy sucking Ron's cock. I'm ready."
I got on the bed and positioned myself between Jackie's parted thighs. "I'm ready too."
"I'm going to do a little teasing."
"I hope so."
"All right, here we go. Jackie paused for a second and then she said; "My boy friend has a magnificent cock. You don't mind that I have a boy friend, do you cucky?"
"No ma'am, I don't mind at all. In fact, I'm pleased that you have a boyfriend."
"You're pleased, tell me why?"
"I know how much you enjoy sex. Your boyfriend can satisfy you much better than I can."
"Why can't you satisfy me cucky?"
"My wee wee is too small."
Jackie giggled. "Your wee wee? Little boys have wee wees. Are you a little boy cucky?"
"No ma'am, but I do have a little boy's cock."
"My boyfriend doesn't have a little boy's cock, does he cucky?"
"No ma'am, I saw it on Tuesday. He has a great big cock."
"A great big beautiful cock."
"Yes ma'am, a great big beautiful cock."
"Allowing me to have a boy friend is very considerate of you. Most husbands won't let other men fuck their wives."
"I want you to be happy."
"Having a boyfriend does make me happy. What else will you do to make me happy cucky?"
"Anything ma'am, anything at all"
"Anything? Oh my you really are a devoted husband, aren't you?"
"I try ma'am, I try very hard."
"I know that and I do appreciate your effort."
"Thank you ma'am."
"Do you know what would please me right now?"
"Yes ma'am, I believe I do."
"Tell me."
"You'd like me to kiss and lick your ass while you dream about sucking your boyfriend's great big beautiful cock."
"Will you do that for me cucky?"
"Yes ma'am, of course I will. I love kissing your ass."
"Tell me why."
"It's a way for me to express my total devotion to you."
"If you're willing to lick my ass while I dream about sucking another man's cock you must be very devoted to me."
"I am ma'am."
Jackie grinned. "Okay cucky, it's time. Do it; kiss my ass. Do it right now."
"Yes ma'am." Moving slowly and deliberately, I spread Jackie's gorgeous cheeks and exposed her tiny anus. I took a moment to look at it and then I bent down and gently kissed it.
"That's right cucky kiss me, kiss me right there; kiss my ass."
Jackie's encouragement spurred my excitement; I closed my eyes, pressed my lips to her asshole and kissed her with passion.
"That feels wonderful. Now use your tongue, give my ass a French kiss."
Keeping my lips pressed to Jackie's anus I pushed my tongue into her.
"That's it, that's what I want." Raising up onto her hands and knees, Jackie pushed her rear back into my face. "Lick me cucky, lick my asshole." At the same time she shifted her weight to her left hand, reached back between her legs with her right hand and started rubbing her clit with her fingertips.
Mad with desire, I tried to push my tongue even deeper into her asshole.
Savagely grinding her ass into my face while she frantically rubbed her clit, Jackie said; "Cucky, I love cocks. I love all of them; big, small, white or black, they're all wonderful. My boyfriend has a magnificent cock. It's big, at least eight inches long and thick too. I can't even come close to wrapping my fingers all the way around it."
We both knew that Jackie could easily wrap her fingers around my little penis. She was telling me that Ron's cock was not only much longer than mine it was also much bigger around.
"Artie honey, Ron's cock also has that nice upward curve that I like so much. It really is a thing of beauty. Sometimes I just lie next to him in bed admiring it and playing with it."
As she spoke Jackie began panting with excitement. It was clear that she was quickly losing control. Still she managed to continue. "Ron has amazing self control. I can play with his cock, stroke it, even suck it. It doesn't matter what I do to him, Ron won't cum until he knows I'm ready for him to cum. He can do that while were fucking too. Artie, Ron can fuck me for thirty, sometimes even forty minutes before he cums. He's like a machine. I love having him on top of me, my legs wrapped around his muscular thighs, while he pounds his magnificent cock in and out of my cunt."
Jackie was still madly rubbing her clit and I was still furiously kissing and licking her asshole. I could feel the tension building in her body. I knew that an eruption had to be imminent.
It was. Jackie arched her back and cried, "I love Ron's cock. I love playing with Ron's cock. I love sucking Ron's cock and most of all I love getting fucked by Ron's cock." And then she shrieked and her entire body started to shake. Jackie's hand, the hand that had been rubbing her clit, dropped back to the mattress. She needed the support.
I sat up and waited while the waves of orgasmic pleasure rolled through her body. Gradually the convulsions subsided. When the storm finally passed Jackie slumped to the bed and lay still, enjoying the euphoria that always follows an intense climax.
I continued to wait patiently.
Eventually Jackie rolled over and smiled at me. "Artie honey, nobody but you can give me an orgasm like that one."
Shaking my head, I said; "I think Mr. Clark had a pretty significant role in that orgasm."
Jackie was silent. After a moment she frowned and said; "Artie, I'm sorry. I got carried away. The combination of the games we played tonight and the anticipation of the fun we're going to have tomorrow had me so worked up that I said some things I probably shouldn't have said."
"No, you didn't say anything wrong. In fact this was good. You warned me that you might say things tomorrow that I might misinterpret. This was a preview. I'm now better prepared for tomorrow."
"But..."
"Jackie all you said was that you love Ron's cock. You love playing with it, sucking it and getting fucked by it. You didn't say that you love Ron."
"I would never say that. I don't love Ron. I love you Artie."
"I know that Jackie." I smiled at her. "I love you too and because I love you I'm glad that you've found a cock that you love."
Jackie giggled. "He really does have a nice cock."
"And you're going to get to enjoy it tomorrow."
Jackie stared for a moment and then she said; "Artie, I need to do something tonight and I won't take no for an answer."
"What do you want to do?"
"Come lie down." She fluffed up a pillow. "Rest your head on this pillow."
"Jackie, what are..."
"Artie, I told you to rest your head on this pillow. Are you going to disobey me?"
"No ma'am."
While I was getting settled Jackie took the key to my chastity cage out of the drawer in her night table. After unlocking me, she set my cage on the table and turned back to me. We both looked at my penis. It was already erect.
Giggling, Jackie said, "Once he was released it certainly didn't take your little soldier long to snap to attention."
"He's been getting quite a bit of motivation this evening."
Jackie gently wrapped her fingers around it. "I'm about to give him a little more motivation."
She leaned over. As Jackie started licking the head of my penis I said; "I thought you were going to be my dominant mistress tonight."
"I am. As your dominant mistress I get to do whatever I want. Right now I want to suck your cock. Are you going to argue with me cuckboy?"
"No ma'am."
"Good, then relax and enjoy this."
"Yes ma'am."
Jackie giggled and then she slipped my penis into her mouth and started sucking me.
It was a wonderful blow job. That wasn't a surprise, Jackie was an expert. She was careful, so I was actually able to last for several minutes. When I finally did reach my climax Jackie kept my penis in her mouth and continued sucking me while I ejaculated. Cumming in a woman's mouth while she's still sucking you is an unbelievable thrill.
Once I was finished Jackie lay quietly next to me. A minute or two passed and then she rolled over onto her side so she was facing me, laid her arm across my chest and asked; "Did you enjoy that sweetie?"
"It was wonderful."
"I thought it was too."
"You didn't kiss me afterward."
"That's right, I didn't."
"Why not? I thought you wanted to teach me to enjoy the taste of semen."
"I do, but tonight I was greedy. Tonight I wanted all your cum for myself." Jackie giggled. "If you'll let me, I'll make it up to you tomorrow. I'll share all of Ron's semen with you."
Laughing, I said; "I'm overwhelmed by your generosity."
Jackie leaned over, kissed my cheek and whispered; "You should be cuckboy, I like Ron's cum almost as much as I like yours."
I rolled over so that I was facing Jackie. "You really are a slut, aren't you?" I was grinning at her.
Grinning back, Jackie said; "Baby I was born to be a slut just like you were born to be a submissive cuck."
"It's a good thing we found each other."
"Damn right cucky."
We kissed and then we held each other. For several minutes we lay quietly in each others arms. Jackie finally broke the silence. "Artie."
"Yes Jacqueline."
Jackie paused. After a second she smiled and said; "I like hearing you call me Jacqueline. I think I still prefer it to Ms. Jacqueline."
"I'll try to remember that. Sometimes when I'm feeling really submissive it's hard not to call you Ms. Jacqueline."
"I understand. When I'm feeling really dominant I get a thrill from hearing you call me Ms. Jacqueline too."
"Tomorrow, when Mr. Clark is here do you want me to call you Jacqueline?"
"Actually I think that would be better, but you should still call him Mr. Clark."
"Of course. Jacqueline, a moment ago you were going to say something. Was it important?"
"It is to me."
"Tell me." "Artie I loved sucking your cock two nights ago and I loved sucking your cock again tonight. I enjoy playing kinky sex games with you, but I don't want to give up sucking your cock.
I stared at Jackie. "Please don't do this."
"Artie, I don't understand. I'm trying to say something nice to you. What's wrong?"
"Jackie, you can tease me, you can taunt me, you can even neglect me; but please don't ever patronize me."
Jackie bristled "I'm not patronizing you."
"You just spent the last two hours extolling the virtues of Ron Clark's cock. No that's not right, it was his big beautiful cock. Tonight when you orgasmed you screamed out, I love his cock, I love to play with his cock, I love to suck his cock and most of all I love to get fucked by his cock. A little earlier you told me how amazing my little wee wee was. You called it a miniature toy that looked like a real cock and even worked like a real cock. Don't tell me you're not patronizing me when you try to tell me that you might actually enjoy sucking my little wee wee."
"Artie, those things were said in the context of our game. I told you that I was afraid that I might get carried away and go too far. Apparently that's exactly what happened. I'm sorry."
I knew Jackie was right, but I was hurt and angry. I wasn't yet ready to be mollified. I continued glaring at her.
Not willing to be deterred, Jackie said. "As to my comments about Ron's cock; yes, I do find it exciting. It is magnificent, but even though I do love playing with it, sucking it and getting fucked by it; that doesn't mean that I don't love your cock even more. It's true I love cocks that are big, stiff and curved. They really are wonderful, but the character of the man attached to the cock is much more important to me then the cock itself. Artie, you have a beautiful cock because you're a beautiful man. You make me feel safe and loved. You're a great father for our children and a wonderful mate for me. I have complete faith that you will always do everything you can to take care of us. Those are the things that really matter."
Jackie paused. After a moment she said; "Ron is fun guy. He has a big beautiful cock and knows how to use it; but that doesn't mean he knows how to love. I doubt that his wife feels either safe or secure. Ron is a carnival ride. While he's a lot of fun, when the fun stops there isn't much there. So yes, during our games tonight the immature hedonist in me cried out my love for Ron's cock, but that doesn't mean that I don't understand that the cock of substance in my life belongs to the man of substance in my life. Artie, that man is you."
"So why is he your boyfriend?"
"Artie, Ron is a carnival and I love a carnival."
Smiling at Jackie, I said; "Okay, this is difficult, but I think I understand."
"Artie, that's not all."
"What do you mean?"
"There's another reason I want to suck your cock every night for the rest of our lives."
"Tell me."
"In our game your role is entirely oriented towards expressing your love and devotion to me. Artie, I love you every bit as much as you love me. When do I get to express my love and devotion for you. Damn it Artie, in our game I'm supposed to be a cold evil bitch. I love you. I don't always want to be a cold evil bitch."
I said, "This is going to take some work, isn't it?"
"Yes it is."
As I listened to Jackie I realized that everything she was telling me made sense. She was offering to give me blow jobs because she loved me and that was a way for her to express that love. That should be all the reason she needed. I smiled at her. "Jackie I was wrong. I shouldn't have questioned your motives. I love you and any time the spirit moves you I would love a blow job."
"It's okay, I understand. Right now we're both going through a period of adjustment. We just have to keep talking." Jackie grinned. "And I'm quite certain that the spirits going to be moving me every day."
Chuckling, I said; "Well I guess I won't have to jack off in the shower any more."
Jackie stared at me. "Artie, what did you just say?"
Realizing what I'd just admitted I was momentarily embarrassed, but then recognizing the absurdity of that reaction I looked at Jackie and said; "Considering what's occurred during the past several years I think your disapproval is inappropriate."
"Artie, I wasn't being critical, I was surprised. Of course that reaction was just as stupid. Considering how I've neglected you I should have realized that you had to be getting yourself off. Hell if I'd been in your position I would have been doing the exact same thing. Artie I feel awful. I've been getting all the hot sex I wanted while you had to get your relief jacking off in the shower. Shit, because you're such a wonderful husband you couldn't even do it while you were looking at porn on the Internet. You were too busy taking care of the girls and me."



Not having any idea how to respond, I just shrugged.
"That settles it! Whether you want it or not you're getting a blow job every day for the rest of your life. You're my one true love, I'm a blow job queen and you still had to resort to Rosie and her five friends to get relief. I will be eternally ashamed about that."
"I think you're blowing this out of proportion."
"Damn it Artie, I am not! You're married to a slut who absolutely adores you. I fucked up, for several years I neglected you; but baby you can bet your sweet ass that it won't ever happen again."
Laughing, I said; "This is going to put a crimp in our cuckold sex game."
"Maybe, but maybe not. We're both smart. I'll bet we can figure out a way to play the game and still keep you satisfied. We had a good time tonight, didn't we? You ate my ass while I taunted you about Ron and then we finished the evening with a hot little blow job for you. What's wrong with that?"
Still laughing, I said; "Absolutely nothing, it was a wonderful evening and I would love to repeat it as often as we can; but..."
"Artie, I'm still going to date other men and we're still going to have a wife led marriage. I'm just going to be making sure that my sweet little servant is always happy and content. That will be okay, won't it?"
"That means we won't be playing any denial games." The disappointment in my voice was evident.
"Denial is one of your masochistic fantasies, isn't it?"
I nodded.
Jackie shook her head. "Artie, this is hard. I want to show you how much I love you and sometimes I want to be your slut; but you do have a right to your fantasies." She smiled. "Want to know a secret?"
"Yeah."
"Denial is one of my fantasies too. I am a sadist."
"But right now your more concerned about atoning for your neglect."
"No Artie, that's not true. I need to be able to express my love for you and sometimes I want to be your slut."
"You said that even if I could make you act like a slut you wouldn't want me to do that. You told me that I give you love, safety and security."
"That's true and I don't want you to make me act like a slut, but that doesn't mean that I can't choose to act like a slut for you."
Grinning, I said; "Okay, I understand." I was about to say, so what do we do? when I had an idea. "Jackie, I might have a solution."
"What is it?"
"You usually date twice a week, right."
"Sometimes only once a week and once in a great while three times in a week, but that's rare. Because of work obligations and family obligations three dates in a week create a lot of pressure. Twice a week is perfect." Jackie winked at me. "Especially now that I'll be getting a little extra action at home."
"I propose a rule."
"I'm listening."
"The morning of the day before you have a date you lock me in my chastity cage and I wear it..."
"Until I get home from my date."
"That's right."
Jackie smiled. "When I get home from my date I'll unlock you, but since I'll have just had a session of hot sex with a big cocked playmate you'll have to settle for jacking off into a tissue paper pussy."
"Will you let me lick your pussy first?"
"I won't let you do it, I'll make you do it."
"Will you make me lick your ass or kiss your feet while I'm jacking off?"
"If you don't I'll lock you back in your chastity cage and make you wait to cum until after I get home from my next date."
"This sounds like fun."
"Yes it does."
"The next night, the night after your date will be slut wife night."
Jackie leered at me. "And I get to be as nasty as I want."
"And I'll enjoy every minute of it."
"Artie this is a great plan. During an average week I'll get two dates with other men and three slut wife nights with you and you'll get four days of frustrating denial."
"And on two of those days I'll know you're partying with another man."
"And on two of those days you'll know I'll be partying with another man the next day."
"Are two dates a week enough for you?"
"Between my work schedule and family responsibilities I don't have time for more than two dates a week."
"And it's our schedule so we're not bound by it. If something special comes up like one of your mom's sex club parties or a trade show we can always renegotiate the plan for that week."
"Yes we can. Artie, can we do this?"
"I'd like to try it."
"I would too." Jackie thought for a moment and then she smiled and said; "I have a motel date with Phil Harper on Tuesday. That means that on Monday morning I'll have to lock you into your chastity cage before you leave for work."
"That's right."
"Monday night when we go to bed you'll still have to eat my pussy, but you won't get to cum. Are you sure you're okay with that?"
"I'm not just okay with it, I'm excited about it."
"And Tuesday evening after the girls are in bed we'll go into my bedroom where you'll go down on me again. While you're doing it I'll tell you about my afternoon with Phil. After I've had as many orgasms as I want I'll unlock you and make you kiss my feet while you jack off into a tissue paper pussy."
I grinned at Jackie.
She winked at me and said; "On Wednesday night, after the girls go to bed, I get to be a nasty slut."
"You'll suck my cock."
"And you'll fuck my ass. You can fuck my pussy too, but I really want to feel you in my ass. I think you may have the perfect cock for anal sex. Artie, this is going to be so much fun. I can't wait until Monday."
"Why are we waiting until Monday? Why can't we start right now?"
"Ron's coming over tomorrow."
"Yes he is, so you'd better lock me up before we go to sleep."
"Artie if we start this tonight it means that after Ron leaves tomorrow you won't get to fuck me."
"I'm hoping that by the time Mr. Clark leaves tomorrow you'll be so worn out that you won't want me to fuck you. A little pampering from me will be just what you'll need."
"A little pampering, I like that Artie." Jackie smiled. "Yes, after spending the afternoon as Ron's slut I'll definitely need a little pampering."
"I'll give you a bath and a massage."
"You'll have to go down on me. Ron has a big cock. My pussy will need a soothing tongue massage."
"Of course and being a considerate servant once I have you pleasantly relaxed I won't want to bother you."
"So after I unlock you you'll have to take care of satisfying your own needs by yourself. Understand that I will want to watch and while you're doing it I'll still require you to entertain me by kissing my feet or my ass."
"You should expect nothing less from your loyal servant."
"Your obedience is appreciated."
Nodding, I said; "Ma'am it is an honor to serve you."
Jackie grinned. "On Sunday night your loyalty and devotion will be rewarded. On Sunday night you'll get to enjoy all the benefits of being married to a slut."
"I'm looking forward to it."
"You should be, I guarantee you it's going to be memorable." Jackie flashed me a playful smile. "Of course you'd better enjoy it because on Monday morning I'll be locking you up again and on Tuesday Phil Harper will be enjoying those same benefits."
"And I will be profoundly envious of him."
"Artie, this is going to be so much fun."
I glanced at the alarm clock on Jackie's dresser. It was 11:30. "It is going to be fun and while we're both excited about it, it's getting late. We have a big day tomorrow and it will be more fun if we get some rest tonight."
"You're right." Jackie sat up, reached over to her night table and picked up my chastity cage. "I'd better lock you up right now."
"Yes, of course."
Because I was tired and because I don't recover quite as quickly as some other men, my penis was still soft from Jackie's blow job. That made it easy for her to slip my chastity cage back on me.
As she snapped the lock shut Jackie smiled at me and said, "I never would have guessed that the simple act of closing a lock could be so exciting."
"Does it make you feel powerful."
"Yes, it really does."
"You enjoy power, don't you."
"Power and control, I like to be in charge."
"And I enjoy serving."
"We really are perfect for each other."
"Yes we are."
Jackie slipped under the covers. "Come on baby, it's time to go to sleep."
I got under the covers next to Jackie. She kissed me and said; "Good night cucky."
"Good night Jacqueline."
I put my arm around Jackie. She cuddled up next to me. It had been a long, eventful, exciting and at times stressful week. Both of us were exhausted. We fell asleep immediately.
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While the next morning was a Saturday, I didn't take the opportunity to sleep in. I was much too excited. I had a busy morning ahead of me and I had two young daughters who soon be up racing around the house in excited anticipation of their day with Grandma Connie.
At 6:15 I was in the shower. I smiled as I washed my plastic encased penis. My morning shower soirees with Rosie and her five friends were now part of the past.
By 6:30 I was shaved and dressed. Jackie and the girls were still asleep. I took the opportunity to complete a task. Thursday afternoon I'd hand washed the white lace baby doll nighty that Jackie had worn for me after she'd returned home from her first hotel session with Clayton Taylor. After I'd washed it I'd hung it up to dry in my basement bedroom, but I still hadn't ironed it. I wanted it to look nice when Jackie wore it for Mr. Clark so I hurried downstairs and quickly pressed it.
As soon as I was finished I carried the nightie upstairs and hung it in Jackie's closet. She was still asleep.
I had chores to do in the kitchen. As I crossed the living room, I could hear movement in the girl's bedroom. It was just after 7:00. Connie wouldn't be picking up the girls until 9:30 so they would need something to tide them over until they had their late breakfast at the IHOP. I set two bowls of cereal and milk and two small glasses of orange juice on the kitchen table.
I'd just finished making a pot of coffee for Jackie and me when the girls burst into kitchen. "Morning daddy." They were both still in their pajamas.
Picking both of them up at the same time, I gave them a tandem hug and then set them down again. "Grandma Connie won't be here for a couple of hours so I put out some cereal and juice for you."
Cassie said, "Okay daddy." Then she took her younger sister's hand and said; "Come on Moni, let's eat our cereal."
I was pouring a cup of coffee for myself when I heard Jackie behind me. "I definitely married the right man."
I turned. Jackie was standing in the dining room doorway. She was dressed in a navy blue cotton tee shirt and a pair of gray sweat pants. She still looked ravishing.
Smiling, I said; "Morning Jacqueline."
"Morning Cowboy."
In unison the girls called, "Morning mommy."
Jackie walked over to them and said; "How are my two darling daughters?"
Grinning, Monica said; "We're having two breakfasts today."
"Yes you are. You're very lucky."
Monica nodded and went back to her cereal.
Cassie asked, "Mommy can we color while we eat our cereal?"
"I can't think of any reason you shouldn't. Are you going to color in your 'Madagascar' books?"
"Yes."
"Go get them."
The girls got up and raced out of the kitchen.
As soon as they were gone Jackie turned and sauntered over to me. I'd just poured a cup of coffee for her. I handed it to her. She took a sip and said; "You seem to have things well in hand this morning."
Shrugging, I answered; "Just your normal Saturday."
Jackie whispered; "Until my guest arrives, then I expect it will become an extraordinary Saturday."
"Are you excited?"
"Very, aren't you?"
"It's all I can think about."
"It's going to be a fun day. By the way, thank you for washing and ironing my nightie. It will be appreciated."
Grinning, I said; "By all three of us."
"Really?"
I nodded. "I keep imagining you dressed in that nightie kissing Mr. Clark."
"Does that image excite you?"
"Very much."
"Good, because you're actually going to see it happen today." Jackie reached over and gently caressed my caged penis. "Of course all you'll be allowed to do is listen and watch, but that's okay with you, isn't it cuckboy. You like to listen and watch"
"Yes ma'am, I do." Jackie and I were both smiling.
We heard the girls racing back through the living room. Realizing that our private moment was about to end I quickly asked, "Do you want me to take care of the girls while you start getting ready for your date?"
Jackie shook her head. "No, it's just Ron. Mom and the girls will be gone by 10:00; Ron's not going to get here until 11:00. An hour will be more than enough time to get ready." Jackie smiled. "Especially if you help."
"Will you let me help?"
"You are my servant. I expect you to help."
Bowing politely, I said; "Jacqueline, I am at your service."
The girls walked back into the kitchen carrying coloring books and crayons. As they set them on the kitchen table, Jackie whispered; "Artie, I'd like to sit with the girls for a little while. I haven't spent much time with them this week.
"I think that's a good idea. It will also give me a chance to get a few household chores done."
"Artie, do we have any beer in the refrigerator?"
"We have a full six pack. We also have some ham and cheese. If you and your visitor get hungry I can make sandwiches for you."
Jackie kissed my cheek and whispered; "Thanks, you really are a wonderful servant." And then she joined the girls at the kitchen table.
I glanced at the clock. It was 8:30. Connie would be here in an hour and Ron Clark was due to arrive in two and a half hours. Saturday was the day I generally did the laundry; so I gathered all the dirty clothes from the upstairs bedrooms and carried them to the laundry room in the basement.
While I was sorting them into washer loads the telephone rang. I heard Jackie walk across the kitchen to answer it, so I continued sorting clothes.
I was putting a load of whites into the washer when Jackie called down the stairs; "Artie, it's Nattie she wants to talk to you."
Eager to hear about Nattie's evening with Milton Craig I hurried into my basement bedroom and picked up the telephone. "Hello?"
"Artie?"
"Hi Nattie, are you in Albany?"
"Yes, I got here at suppertime yesterday. Miltie picked me up at the airport. I took him out to dinner. Albany is a beautiful city. It's filled with interesting old buildings and the state capitol is amazing."
"I'm still here too. I want to hear every detail. How was your dinner date?" It was Jackie. She was still on the kitchen telephone.
"It was wonderful. The food was excellent and we talked for hours. Miltie and I have a lot of common interests. That's one of the reasons we became good friends so quickly."
I said, "That's a good basis for a relationship."
"It is. Artie I'm already in love with him again."
Jackie asked, "Where did you stay last night?"
"At his apartment."
"Did you let him fuck you?"
"Jackie, I'm your sister. Of course I did."
I smiled.
Jackie said; "You're right, that was a silly question. How was he?"
"It's like you an Artie. He has a tiny dick and he cums quickly; but I love him, so that makes it wonderful. I also taught him to eat my pussy and he loves to lick my ass. I had about a million orgasms last night."
Jackie laughed. "That's a lot."
I asked, "Where's Miltie now?"
"He's sitting right next to me. Would you like to talk to him?"
"If you wouldn't mind, I would like that."
"I wouldn't mind at all and I know he wants to talk to you."
There was a pause and then Miltie said; "Hi Artie, I really want to thank you for what you did. Last night was the best night of my entire life."
"I'm glad I could help. Miltie, have you talked about everything?"
"You mean the fantasy stuff."
"If you're going to be with Natalie I don't think much of it will be a fantasy."
"I know, last night she made me get down on my knees and beg to be her slave."
"Did you do it?"
"Yes."
"How did you feel about that?"
"I don't think I've ever been as excited as I was at that moment."
"Did you talk about other men?"
"Artie, I know Natalie is going to cuckold me. I want her to do it. Tonight we're going to go to a local dance club. We're going to sit at a table together, but she's going to flirt and dance with other guys."
"Do you think other guys will actually ask Natalie to dance if you're sitting at the table with her?"
"I wondered about that too, but Natalie told me they will if she sends out the right signals."
"Is she actually going to hook up with one of the guys?"
There was a pause and then Natalie was on the telephone. "No Artie I'm not. I'm here to spend the weekend with Miltie. I'm not going to waste any of it letting some stranger fuck me in a hotel room. Miltie is coming to see me next weekend and I was thinking that I might get one of the guys from the sex club to come over to my house and fuck me while Miltie watches."
"Is he ready for that?"
"He's nodding his head, yes; so I guess he is. Hey mom told me that you're party is still on for today. Are you two excited?"
Jackie said, "Damn right we are. Artie even washed and ironed my white lace nightie for the occasion."
"Good boy Artie, an obedient cuckold should do everything he can to make sure his wife's boyfriend has a good time when he comes over for a party."
I smiled.
Jackie said, "Last night we spent a lot of time talking about today. I think we have a pretty good plan."
Nattie asked, "Artie are you still a little nervous?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Just remember that you're the only man Jackie loves."
"I think he's okay with that, it's Ron he's worried about."
"I'm sure you'll be able to keep him under control."
"I'm sure I will too, but this is Artie's first time. He's still nervous about it."
"That's really not hard to understand. This isn't just some guy from a club. Ron is your regular fuck buddy."
"Actually we're using the term, boyfriend now."
"Really?"
"Yes."
"That is hot, but that probably makes him even more nervous. Artie honey, you're still the only man Jackie will ever love and the fact that she knows Ron so well should make it even easier for her to control him."
"That's right, if he's rude to you he's history and I'm going to make sure he knows that."
I said, "Don't worry, I know that and I'm actually not all that nervous anymore. I think it's going to be fun."
Nattie said; "That's the spirit Artie, it is going to be fun. Just relax and enjoy yourself. Today you're actually going to live one of those cuckold stories you showed us."
"Thanks Natalie, that's a good way to look at it. Don't worry; I'm going to have a good time."
"That's good Artie. Hey, I have to go. Miltie and I are going to take a drive down the Hudson River valley. He told me that it's incredibly beautiful. You two have fun today."
Jackie said, "Enjoy your drive and have fun at the club tonight. Call me Monday. I'll want to hear everything about your weekend."
"And I'll want to hear everything about your date today."
"Bye Nattie, tell Miltie good bye too."
"I will. Bye Jackie, bye Artie."
"Bye Natalie, have a good rest of the weekend."
"I will." Nattie hung up. Jackie and I did too." Jackie enjoyed expensive lingerie. It was all attractive and very sexy, but it had to be hand washed. That was my next project.
I was rinsing Jackie's panties when I heard the girls yell, "Grandma." Connie was here. After quickly hanging the panties on the drying rack I went upstairs to say hello.
When I entered the kitchen Jackie, Connie and the girls were seated at the table. The girls were now dressed and ready to go with Connie. Jackie and Connie were paging through the two "Madagascar" coloring books. While they were doing that Cassie and Monica were both carrying on a running narrative about what they were looking at.
For a second I stood in the doorway and watched. In the complex, high stress world we're all forced to negotiate it's rare to encounter unfettered happiness. At that moment it was occurring in front of me.
Cassie was the first to notice me standing there. "Daddy come look at our coloring books. We know all the animals."
Monica turned. When she saw me she exclaimed, "Grandma's taking us to the movie."
Smiling I said, "Yes she is and since you know all the animals it will be even more fun for you."
Both girls nodded.
Jackie and Connie stood up. Jackie said to the girls; "Cassie, Monica it's time to leave. I want you both to go potty right now."
Cassie said, "Okay mommy." Turning to her sister, she said; "Come on Moni, let's go." The girls raced out of the kitchen. Both of them were giggling.
After they were gone Jackie and Connie walked over to me. Connie said; "Hi cowboy, how ya doin this morning?"
"I'm okay Constance."
"Are you a little nervous?"
I paused to consider Connie's question. After a moment I said; "I think I'm more anxious than nervous."
"That word has several meanings cowboy."
"Yes it does and I think I'm feeling all of them."
Jackie and Connie both smiled. Connie said; "Relax and have fun today. I know my daughter. She'll keep things under control."
"I believe she will too."
Jackie said, "You're trying to keep busy right now, aren't you."
"Yes I am."
Connie asked, "What are you doing in the basement?"
Shrugging, I said; "The laundry, I just finished hand washing Jacqueline's lingerie."
Connie looked at me for a second and then she turned to her daughter. "Jackie honey, you treat this man right. You don't want to lose him. He is the perfect husband for you."
"I know that mom. In fact Artie and I had a long talk about that last night."
"Constance, you don't have to worry. Jacqueline is stuck with me. You see she's also the perfect wife for me. We were destined to be together."
Reaching out, Connie grabbed my wrist and held it firmly in her hand. "Promise me you'll remember that today."
"I will."
"Jackie's friend is a casual playmate and nothing more."
"Mom, we talked about that last night too. I think Artie understands that."
Connie looked at me.
Nodding, I said; "I do."
"I hope so, because for Nattie, Jackie and me this really is nothing more than recreation."
"I know that Constance."
"Good. By the way, thank you again for what you did for Nattie. She called me this morning. She was absolutely giddy with happiness."
Jackie said, "She called us just before you got here. I agree with you. She did seem genuinely happy."
At that moment the girls raced back into the kitchen and ran directly to Connie. Cassie said; "Grandma, we're ready to go."
Connie released my wrist and put an arm around each of the girls. "Okay, let's go have some breakfast."
As they turned to leave Jackie said; "Girls be good today. Listen to your grandmother."
Cassie called back, "Don't worry mommy, we're always good." And then they disappeared out the door.
As soon as they were gone Jackie and I both looked up at the clock on the wall. It was five minutes after ten. Taking my hand, Jackie said; "Come on Cucky, my boyfriend will be here in less than an hour. It's time for me to start getting ready." Once we were inside Jackie's bedroom she let go of my hand and said; "Undress me."
I quickly pulled her tee shirt over her head and then I untied her gray sweat pants and pulled them down to her ankles. Jackie hadn't bothered to put on panties. As I kneeled to help her step out of the sweat pants I couldn't help staring at her smoothly shaved cunt.
Jackie noticed. "Cucky, today my body is available to Ron, but not to you. Because you're my servant it's necessary for you to see me naked, but staring is impolite."
Feeling unbelievably submissive, I answered; "Yes Ms. Jacqueline, I understand. Please forgive me, it won't happen again."
"Cucky, remember what I told you last night. A good servant can peek but he shouldn't get caught staring."
"Yes ma'am, I'll remember that."
"That's a good boy; now take care of my things. When you're finished I want you to take off your clothes, go into my bathroom and prepare my shower. Come and get me when the water is at the proper temperature."
Jackie lay down on her bed, closed her eyes and waited. After depositing her tee shirt and sweat pants in the dirty clothes basket, I undressed and then I hurried into her bathroom and turned on her shower.
As soon as I had the water adjusted to the proper temperature I stepped into Jackie's bedroom and announced, "Ma'am your shower is ready."
Jackie stood up. As she followed me into her bathroom she said; "Very good cucky."
For a submissive cuckold husband bathing his wife is always an exciting activity. When the bath or shower is part of her preparation for a date with another man that excitement is magnified tenfold.
I gave Jackie a thorough bath, but realizing that time was at a premium I worked quickly. When I was finished Jackie stepped out of the tub and waited while I dried her with a large bath towel.
Once that was done Jackie said, "Clean up in here. When you're finished join me in my bedroom."
"Yes ma'am."
I quickly rinsed the tub, dried myself and hung the towels up to dry. As soon as I was finished I joined Jackie. She was already seated at her makeup table applying eye shadow.
Without turning around, Jackie said; "Cucky, brush my hair."
I was actually quite adept at brushing Jackie's hair. I'd started doing it while we were still in college. Smiling as I realized that this was one of our first dominant submissive acts, I picked up Jackie's brush and began making the long smooth strokes she enjoyed so much.
Finished with her eye shadow, Jackie began applying mascara to her eye lashes. As I watched her I realized that she was applying a great deal more eye makeup then she normally wears.
I commented. "Mr. Clark must enjoy eye makeup."
Jackie smiled. "You noticed."
"Yes ma'am, you're putting it on much heavier than usual."
"Ron gets excited when I look like a slut."
"I'll bet that excites you too."
"It does cucky, it really does."
"What perfume are you going to wear for him?"
Jackie sighed. "I wish I could wear perfume, but I can't."
"Why not?"
"It's not worth the risk. Ron's married. Wives are quite adept at detecting the presence of another woman's perfume."
Finished with her eyes, Jackie started applying her lipstick.
"I imagine you have to be careful with lipstick too."
"I use lip gloss, it doesn't smear nearly as much as lipstick. I still have to be careful. We try to get Ron's shirt off as quickly as possible and when we're finished I always check him over for any stray marks."
"Dating married men has its complications."
"Yes, but the advantages far outweigh those complications."
"Yes, I suppose they do."
Handing me a small white scrunchie with a tiny bow attached to it, Jackie said; "Pull my hair back into a ponytail. Fasten it with this scrunchie."
This was also something I'd done many times for Jackie. I pulled her hair back into a ponytail, slipped the scrunchie onto it and adjusted the bow so it was on top. Once I was finished I said, "I like it when you wear your hair in a ponytail."
"I know you do."
"Does Mr. Clark like it too?"
"Cucky, he loves it."
"Today you're doing this for him, aren't you?"
Jackie turned and looked at me. "Yes Artie, I am. Baby this is his day. Everything I do today will be for him. Are you going to be okay with that?"
Smiling, I said; "I'm not only okay with it, it excites me."
"I was hoping it would." Jackie stood up. As she walked over to her full length mirror, she said; "Be a good boy and bring me the nighty and my white marabou slippers."
I hurried into Jackie's closet, removed the nighty from its hanger and looked around for the slippers. While I wasn't exactly certain what marabou slippers looked like I spotted a pair of white open toed slippers with a plume of feathers adorning the top. They were lying on the floor in the corner of the closet. I picked them up. They had at least four inch heels. Assuming that these were the marabou slippers I brought both them and the nighty out to Jackie.



As soon as she saw the slippers Jackie smiled. "Good, you found them. I wasn't sure if you've ever seen a pair of marabou slippers."
"I haven't, but when I saw these I assumed that's what they were."
"They were at my mothers. I brought them over here after work on Thursday. I have several pairs. I wear them at the sex club parties. I thought these would look good with the nighty."
"They will. I'm sure Mr. Clark will appreciate them."
Licking her lips, Jackie smiled and said; "I'm sure he will too."
"You're getting excited, aren't you?"
Jackie looked at me. Suddenly her smile disappeared. "Artie, I haven't worn these slippers for you, have I?"
I shook my head. "No you haven't, but..."
"Baby, I'm so sorry. Put them away. I'll wear them for you tomorrow night."
"No, it's okay. They'll look good with the nighty. You should wear them."
"But Artie, I promised you that I'd never again wear anything for another man that I haven't already worn for you. I've never worn these slippers for you."
"Jackie," The use of her casual name was deliberate. "I'm not sure that it's either necessary or practical to hold you to a literal interpretation of that promise. I don't mind if you occasionally wear things for other men that you haven't worn for me. Sometimes, like today, it's even necessary. I just want to be able to enjoy some of your sexy outfits too."
"Artie I want you to be able to enjoy them too. Would it be all right if I wore these slippers or maybe a similar pair for you tomorrow night? It will be slut night."
"They don't have to be a similar pair. You don't even have to wear slippers. I'll be happy if you wear any sexy outfit tomorrow night."
"I'll go over to my mom's tomorrow. I have a nice selection of outfits there. I'll pick one you'll like." Jackie smiled. "Some of them are really slutty."
"I'd like that."
"Would it be all right if I still wear these slippers today?"
"I'd be disappointed if you didn't"
"Thank you Artie, I promise I'll make it up to you tomorrow night."
Chuckling, I said; "I suspect you're going to make it up to me today."
Jackie looked at me with a puzzled expression. "I don't understand."
"Jacqueline, I'm a submissive masochist. Knowing that you're wearing something for Mr. Clark today that you've never worn for me is going to be exciting."
Jackie laughed. "Artie honey, it really is going to take us some time to figure all of this out, isn't it."
"We have our whole lives to do that, but we still want to be able to have fun right now. If that's going to happen were going to have to relax and trust each other today. I love you and you love me. We both know that. I suggest we call that truth number one."
"Okay."
Don't forget it."
"I won't, I'll never forget that."
"Okay, let's move on to truth number two. You love Ron Clark's cock and you love the way he fucks you. We both know that."
"Artie, I'm sor..."
I held up my hand. "We have neither the time nor the need for self-recrimination and apologies. It's okay that Ron's a great fuck. That's why we're doing this today. If he wasn't a great fuck you'd be wasting your time."
Jackie started laughing.
I continued, "You're wearing a pair of sexy slippers for him that you've never worn for me. So what? You've got a great fuck coming over today. You'd be a fool if you didn't try to do everything you can to get him as excited as possible. That includes wearing those slippers. I'm your cuckold. I want the same thing as you do, so I'd be a fool if I did anything that might dim Mr. Clark's ardor. Jackie, I'm committed to this. The only way I'll have fun today is if you have fun today. In order for that to happen you have to stop worrying about me. I want you to relax and let yourself go."
"Are you sure you'll be okay if I do that?"
"Yes, of course I will. All I have to do is remember truth number one."
Jackie said, "And that will make it okay." It wasn't a question; it was a statement of recognition.
"Of course it will. Truth number one is really all that matters."
"It is all that matters." Jackie was smiling.
I glanced at the clock on Jackie's dresser. It was one minute to eleven. I picked up her nighty. "It's almost eleven. We'd better finish getting you dressed. How do I put this on you?"
Jackie took the nighty from me. "Let me do it. It will be quicker." She pulled the nighty over her head, let it fall into place and then after adjusting it she twirled around and asked, "How does it look?"
I'd seen the nighty three days earlier. It was enchanting then and it was still enchanting now. A fascinating article of clothing, it created the illusion of modesty without actually covering anything. The brassiere cups above the nighty's empire waist were made of lace so loosely woven that they didn't even conceal Jackie's nipples. The nighty's shockingly short skirt was made of nearly transparent silk. It didn't cover much and what it did cover was for all practical purposes still fully exposed.
I said, "Wait a minute." I got down on my knees, picked up the marabou slippers and held them while Jackie slipped a petite foot into each one. Then I stood up, stepped back and looked at her. Smiling, I said; "You are unbelievably gorgeous. When Mr. Clark sees you he's going to be overcome with lust."
Jackie asked, "Is that okay?"
"Is it what you want?"
"Yes."
"Then it's what I want too."
"Artie, I love you so much."
"I know and that's why this is going to work."
Jackie smiled, but as she smiled she glanced at the clock on her dresser. It was after 11:00. Panicking, she said; "Artie, get dressed. Ron is due to arrive at any minute now."
I quickly put on my underwear, slacks, knit shirt and socks. As I was tying my shoes the doorbell rang. I finished and stood up.
Jackie looked at me. "Are you ready?"
Nodding confidently, I said; "Yes I am."
She grinned. "Let's go, it's show time." In the middle of the living room Jackie suddenly stopped and said; "Artie, I can't open the door dressed like this. The neighbors might see me. You'll have to do it."
I looked at her with an uneasy expression. "But..."
Immediately understanding, Jackie interrupted me. "Don't worry; I'll be five feet behind you. I'll do all the talking. You won't need to say a word. All you'll have to do is open the door."
"Okay, I can do that."
The doorbell rang again.
Taking a deep breath I resolutely walked to the front door and pulled it open. The man I'd seen in my bed on top of my wife the previous Tuesday afternoon was standing on the stoop.
Ron Clark was a handsome man. At least six foot two, with broad shoulders and a narrow waist; he still had the body of an athlete. He was clean shaven and wore his light brown hair combed straight back. His deep blue eyes and rugged, masculine facial features reminded me of a matinee cowboy. It was easy to see why my wife was attracted to him.
Behind me Jackie said; "Hi Ron, please come in."
Ron stepped into the foyer and stopped. He was staring at Jackie. I couldn't blame him. With her heavy eye makeup, scandalously revealing nighty and four inch heels my wife radiated lascivious sensuality.
As soon as I closed the front door Jackie walked up to Ron, threw her arms around his neck and kissed him hard on the lips. He returned the kiss. While they kissed Jackie slipped her right hand under Ron's shirt and found his left nipple. As her fingers pulled and twisted it he slid his hands down Jackie's back to her rear. While he cupped her right cheek with his left hand, Ron nestled his right hand into the crack of Jackie's ass. I couldn't be certain, but it looked like he was fingering Jackie's anus.
I was beginning to wonder if they were going to start fucking right there in the foyer when Jackie pushed Ron back and breathlessly said; "Whew, before we get too hot and heavy we need to make some formal introductions."
Stepping back Ron looked at me and said; "Yes of course."
All three of us glanced down. Ron's erection was making a huge tent in the front of his trousers. It was difficult to ignore it. He looked mildly embarrassed. I tried to look away.
Jackie giggled, "It certainly looks like you're happy to see me."
Obviously feeling chagrined, Ron shook his head and made an awkward attempt at an apology. "I ah, I'm sorry. Jackie you look so good in that nighty and..." And then he suddenly turned to me, threw up his arms and said; "Ah shit Mr. Hammond, I'm sorry, I really am."
Slipping her arm around Ron's waist, Jackie said; "Honey it's okay. You came over here today to fuck me. All three of us are well aware of that. Just relax. We're going to have fun."
Ron looked at me.
Smiling sheepishly, I shrugged.
Jackie said; "I think it's time for formal introductions and a quick discussion."
Relieved, Ron and I both nodded. Jackie had clearly taken control of the situation.
She stepped away from Ron and said; "I realize that the two of you met on Tuesday, but that was an awkward moment and you weren't actually introduced to each other. Let's take care of that right now. Ron this is my husband Arthur Hammond. You should call him Artie. Artie, this is my boyfriend, Ron Clark. You should call him Mr. Clark."
Clearly taken aback by Jackie's last instruction; Ron looked at Jackie, then he looked at me and then back at Jackie again. I was certain my face was crimson with embarrassment, but I was also aware that inside my cock cage my tiny penis was throbbing with excitement.
Jackie asked; "Ron did you have a chance to look at those Internet stories I suggested?"
"Yeah, I did."
"Did you enjoy them?"
"They were pretty hot. I was a little amazed at first. I guess I've heard that there were guys like that, but I've never really thought about it before."
"Artie is one of those guys."
Ron looked at me and slowly nodded. While my embarrassment was growing quickly, I understood that Jackie needed to do this. If Ron Clark was going to fully understand our situation Jackie was going to have to explain it to him.
Jackie continued. "My husband is a submissive. I guess you could say that at times he gets a thrill out of being a second class citizen."
"I don't understand. How..."
"Ron you don't have to understand. I don't fully understand it either. I doubt that either of us will ever be able to fully understand it. We're not submissives. In fact in this life style people like you and I are called dominants or superiors. You might say that Artie was born to serve and we were born to be served."
Looking at me, Ron said; "No shit?"
Still embarrassed, I looked away.
Jackie quickly said; "It's all true, but it's also all new to us. While I think both Artie and I have been subconsciously aware of our respective personalities for a long time, the event that occurred last Tuesday has turned out to be a catalyst that spurred us to actually recognize and acknowledge those personalities."
Ron nodded. "Okay."
It was clear that he was trying to understand. That calmed me and eased my embarrassment just a little bit.
Jackie continued. "Because it's so new, you and I have to be careful. While Artie's position excites him, he's still a little insecure about it; especially with you."
Smiling at me, Ron said; "I can understand that. Hell, all of this is a little scary to me too."
I smiled back.
Jackie said; "So until we're all a little more comfortable with this situation, I think it would be better if I did most of the talking with Artie."
"Are you asking me not to talk to Artie?"
"A little polite conversation will be all right; but at least for the present I'd like you to limit you're interaction with Artie to only that."
"I don't understand. What else is there?"
"Artie and I are playing a little game. It's a game that allows us to indulge our kinkier fantasies. In the game Artie is my servant. Today you'll hear me give him orders."
"You're telling me that I shouldn't try to get involved in your game?"
Shaking her head, Jackie said; "No you will be involved, you'll have to be. Artie is going to be in the house while you're fucking me. You'll be aware of his presence and he'll be aware of ours. He'll certainly hear us and it's likely that he'll see us. We may even choose to let him watch."
"Does he want to watch?"
"He hasn't decided yet, but if he does decide that he'd like to do that he'll still have to have our permission. We're superiors, in this game our pleasure is all that matters."
I found it interesting that while I was standing right next to them, they were talking about me like I wasn't in the room. It made me feel like an insignificant servant, which inflamed my submissive masochistic desires. Suddenly excited by my role I hung my head in a deliberate display of subservience.
Out of the corner of her eye, Jackie noticed and smiled.
Ron didn't notice. He was thinking about what Jackie had just told him. After a moment he said; "Okay, let me see if I have this straight..."
Jackie interrupted him. "Ron, don't make this more complicated than it needs to be. Artie is my willing cuckold husband, you're my boyfriend. You get to keep fucking me and you get to do it with my husband's full knowledge and consent. We also get to do it in the privacy and comfort of my house. The tradeoff for you is that my husband will sometimes be at home while you're fucking me and when he is at home I would occasionally like to let him watch."
"Okay, I'm fine with that. Hell, why wouldn't I be? This is a no lose deal for me. I get to keep on fucking you and I don't have to worry about Artie blowing the whistle on me with my wife."
Ron paused. After a moment he asked; "But what about that other stuff? The dominant submissive stuff. Are you worried that I'm going to get ugly with Artie? Jackie I'm not an asshole. I hope you know that."
Jackie said, "Ron I do know that, but..."
Suddenly Ron looked to me and asked; "Artie, are you afraid that I'm going to judge you?"
Shaken by this turn in the conversation I shrugged and stared at the floor.
Ron said, "All right, I don't blame you. You don't know me from Adam and you're admitting to some fantasies that narrow minded people would be quick to condemn."
Attempting to intervene, Jackie said; "Ron please..."
"No Jackie let me finish. Frankly you don't know me very well either. We rarely talk when we're together. All you really know about me is that I'm a new car salesman with a big dick. Please listen to me."
Jackie nodded. "Okay, but don't you dare hurt Artie."
"Jackie, believe me; that's the last thing I want to do." Ron turned to me. "Artie, I don't have any business judging anyone else's sexual behavior. I'm married to the finest woman on this planet. I love Carol dearly. She's totally devoted to me and I'm totally devoted to her, but I still cheat on her. How fucked up is that?"
Ron paused. Jackie and I both watched him. After a moment he said; "Carol and I met while we were seniors in high school. We got married the summer after we graduated. We were both virgins." He looked defiantly at Jackie and me. "Yeah, you heard me; I was a virgin when I got married. I was a hell of a stud, wasn't I?"
Jackie picked up Ron's hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. "It's okay."
He smiled and then he continued. "Since we were both virgins sex was awkward. Carol was also repressed. Her mother had taught her that sex was shameful. It was something that had to be tolerated. I was inexperienced, but the first time we made love I realized that sex was maybe the greatest thing in the entire world."
Jackie and I both grinned.
"Anyway, even though I loved sex, Carol continued to be inhibited. She was even ashamed of her body. When we did make love the room had to be dark. She came to bed wearing a robe and took it off under the covers. She would reluctantly allow me to touch her and rarely touched me. Of course oral sex was unthinkable."
Still holding Ron's hand, Jackie said; "Baby you never told me any of this."
Ron shrugged. "Having a wife who has little or no interest in sex isn't exactly something a guy wants to brag about."
I asked, "So you started sleeping with other women, how did it happen?"
"The guys from the dealership like to occasionally stop at Brady's Saloon for a drink after we close. One night I met a girl there, her name was Amber. We started flirting. An hour later we were rolling around in the back of my SUV. We were both naked. She let me play with her pussy. She sucked my cock. It was amazing. That night when I went home to Carol I felt awful. She was the love of my life, my best friend and I'd just cheated on her. It didn't matter. Sex with Amber was an irresistible temptation. Two days later I met her at the King's Inn. After that we met once or twice a week for five months."
Fascinated by Ron's story, I asked; "Why did it end?"
Jackie answered. "It had to end. Ron didn't love Amber, he loves Carol."
Ron nodded. "That's right and as much as I like Jackie, we'll eventually part ways too. I have Carol and Jackie has you."
"But you found another girlfriend."
"Yes I did. She was one of Amber's friends. Her name was Gail."
"Was she married?"
"Yes she was and so was Amber. They were both happily married. Neither of them wanted to leave their husbands, they just wanted a little extra action on the side."
Looking at me, Jackie said; "Artie it's not all that uncommon."
"I believe that."
Ron said; "So Artie, if you're worried that I'm going to judge you, you can stop. You're twice the man I am. You can actually stay faithful to the woman you love."
"But I still can't satisfy her."
"Actually you can and are. Jackie's like me, she craves variety and adventure. This game you're playing has the potential to be an amazing adventure. Artie, your wife loves my cock, but she'll eventually get bored with it. It's big, but it's still just a cock. The really exciting sex organ is the imagination and Artie; you seem to have a wildly creative and intricate imagination."
Laughing, I said; "Are you telling me that I have a dirty mind?"
"Damn right I am and I'm envious of it. Artie, I crave sexual adventure. You and Jackie are beginning an incredible game. It now appears that I might have an opportunity to become part of that game. I ask; no, I beg you to trust me and allow me to join you."
Ron and I stared at each other. His story was credible and seemed honest. I was inclined to trust him. As I considered his request I realized that I had everything to gain and little to lose. My only risk was the potential for some mild embarrassment and I was certain that I had enough self-confidence to weather that.
I glanced at Jackie. She was watching me intently. I winked at her. She smiled.
Taking a deep breath, I turned to Ron and said; "Mr. Clark, welcome to Ms. Conner's home."
Grinning, Ron said; "Damn this is going to be fun."
Laughing, Jackie said; "Yes, it certainly is."
For a moment the three of us smiled at each other. While we were excited, we were all a little unsure about how to get started. Finally Jackie said; "It's time for the games to begin." Turning to Ron, she asked; "Honey, would you like a beer?"
"You know me; I'll never turn down a beer."
Jackie looked at me. "Artie, my boyfriend would like a beer and I'll have a Diet Coke."
"Yes ma'am." I made a polite bow and then I turned and hurried to the kitchen.
As I passed through the dining room I heard Jackie say, "Come on big guy let's get comfortable on the couch."
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Once I reached the sanctuary of the kitchen I stopped and took a deep breath. The initial meeting with Jackie's boyfriend had gone well, surprisingly well; but it had still been stressful. I allowed myself a few seconds to regain my composure and then I went to work. I was Jackie's servant. She was entertaining. I didn't want to let her down.
I took a Diet Coke and a bottle of Budweiser out of the refrigerator. I grabbed two glasses from the cupboard, filled one with ice and poured Jackie's Diet Coke into it. I then opened the bottle of beer and set it, the empty glass and Jackie's Diet Coke on my favorite silver serving tray. After adding two cocktail napkins and two coasters I picked up the tray and hurried back to the living room.
Jackie and Ron were now sitting on the couch. Actually Ron was sitting on the couch. Jackie was sitting on Ron. She was nestled in to him, facing out towards me. Ron's knit shirt was draped across the arm of the couch. Jackie was leaning against his bare chest. The fingers of Ron's right hand were fondling Jackie's lace covered nipple. The short skirt of her silk nighty was pulled up around her waist. Jackie's legs were spread wide open. The fingers of Ron's left hand were massaging her exposed cunt. From across the living room I could see the moisture of my wife's arousal glistening on his fingers.
As I crossed the living room Jackie said; "Artie, I've been filling Ron in on some of the rules of our game. He now knows about calling time out. I also explained our little gimmick where if you don't call time out we're to ignore any pleas or protestations you might make. You're not really unhappy or distressed. You're actually telling us that you're enjoying what we're saying and doing."
I nodded. "Yes ma'am." I was being deliberately servile. I wanted Jackie to know that I was enjoying this.
Picking up my message, she smiled and then in a voice dripping with self-entitled arrogance, Jackie said; "Set our beverages on the end table."
"Yes Ms. Jacqueline."
Jackie stared at me. The previous evening we'd decided that today I would call her Jacqueline rather than Ms. Jacqueline. We'd also agreed that Ms. Jacqueline was a name that we would reserve for times when I was feeling especially submissive or Jackie was feeling especially dominant.
I placed the two napkins and coasters on the end table. After setting Jackie's Diet Coke on one of the coasters I asked, "Mr. Clark would you like a glass?"
Ron smiled. "A glass would be nice Artie."
I poured the beer into the second glass and set it on the other coaster. When I was finished I turned to Jackie and said; "Ms. Jacqueline, may I say something?"
Sensing how submissive I was feeling, Jackie said; "Yes Artie, you may; but please remember your place."
"Of course Ms. Jacqueline."
"What is that you want to say Artie?"
"Ms. Jacqueline I beg you not to call me cucky or cuckboy in front of your boyfriend."
Jackie looked at me for a moment and then she said; "Time-out"
I wasn't surprised.
"Artie are you sure?"
"Yes I am. We just established that Ron is going to be part of our game. As Aunt Edie would say, 'in for a penny, in for a pound'"
"Yes, your Aunt Edie would say exactly that. Okay, if that's what you want I'm certainly not going to object." Jackie laughed. "Right now I so excited that I'll happily take this game as far as you're willing to go with it."
I smiled at Jackie. "I gather you're enjoying yourself."
"Artie honey, I'm sitting on my big dicked boyfriends lap. He's playing with my tits and finger fucking me while my submissive husband is serving us drinks and calling me Ms. Jacqueline. Sweetheart, I don't think it can get any better than this."
Grinning at Jackie, I said; "I'll bet it can."
Jackie raised her eyebrows. "This sounds interesting, please elaborate."
Shaking my head, I said; "I'm your servant, I wouldn't want to be impertinent."
"Since you're generally loyal and obedient, I think I can tolerate a little candor from you. Just remember to be respectful."
Ron chuckled, "You two are amazing. I'm loving this."
I said, "Mr. Clark is demonstrating that he's an open minded, considerate participant. I suggest that this might be a good time to explore some of the limits of our game."
"Artie, are you sure?"
"Why not, if things start to get out of hand I'll call time-out. Jacqueline, you love being both a slut and a dom. My fantasy is to be a submissive cuckold husband enduring the agony of watching his wife acting like a slut for another man. Mr. Clark is eager for a little kinky sex."
Laughing, Ron said; "You got that right."
"Jacqueline, this is the perfect opportunity for all three of us to have fun. Let's not waste it because were still a little nervous about offending each other."
"Will you promise that you'll call time-out if I go too far?"
"Of course I will and then we can talk about it and learn from it."
Jackie thought for a moment and then she smiled and said, "Okay, let's try it."
I smiled at her and said; "The time-out is over."
Shaking his head, Ron said, "I'm impressed. You two have a system that really works."
Jackie leaned back against him. "We'll see, the system is about to get its first real test."
I grinned. "I'm ready."
Jackie laughed. "Okay cuckboy, here we go." She took a deep breath and then she said, "Cuckie, move the coffee table away from the couch. My boyfriend and I need some space."
"Yes ma'am."
As I was pulling the coffee table into the middle of the living room Jackie stood up and pulled the lace nighty over her head. "Ron honey, I know you love this nighty, but I'm ready for some nasty sweaty sex. We need to get naked."
Ron stood up and started unbuckling his belt. "I like this plan."
Jackie handed her nighty to me. "Here cucky, it will need to be washed and ironed."
"Yes ma'am, I'll see to it."
Ron kicked off his shoes, dropped his trousers and stepped out of them. As he was removing his socks his huge cock slipped out of the opening in the front of his boxer shorts and stood obscenely erect.
Giggling, Jackie said; "The big boy is ready to play."
"Damn right he is." Ron pushed his boxer shorts down to his ankles and kicked them off.
Now completely unveiled, his erection was mammoth. I couldn't stop myself from staring.
Jackie smirked. "Makes you feel like a little boy, doesn't it cucky." And then realizing how insulting her comment had been she sighed and said; "Artie, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to..."
I winked at her.
Jackie stared at me.
I winked at her again.
I saw her relax. After a moment she smiled and mouthed the words, "I love you Artie."
Smiling back, I mouthed the words; "I know, I love you too Jacqueline."
Quickly regaining her confidence, Jackie said; "Cucky, pick up Mr. Clark's clothes. Bring them to my boudoir. Hang them in that empty section of my closet. Since you haven't yet had an opportunity to reorganize my clothing there's plenty of space in there."
I quickly gathered up Mr. Clark's clothing. When I picked up his boxer shorts Jackie said; "Fold them neatly and lay them on the top of my dresser."
While picking up your wife's boyfriends clothing is demeaning, folding his used underwear is humiliating. My masochistic desires were running rampant. My entire body was pulsing with excitement.
Nodding, I said; "Yes ma'am" And then I quickly carried Mr. Clark's clothing and Jackie's nighty to her bedroom.
I smiled as I hung Mr. Clark's shirt and trousers in the section of the bedroom closet that had once been mine. Jackie was a creative game player. While this was a subtle taunt, it added an unbelievable degree of excitement to the scenario we were acting out.
As I was folding Ron's boxer shorts I heard a sound behind me. I turned. Jackie was standing naked in the bedroom doorway. I stared at her for a moment and then I said, "You really are a beautiful woman."
"Thank you Artie, you're a beautiful man."
We smiled at each other and then I asked, "Where's Mr. Clark?"
"He drank that beer you brought him. He's peeing."
I nodded.
"Artie are you okay?"
"I'm having a wonderful time. How about you?"
"This is the most exciting sex scene I've ever experienced."
"That's saying a lot."
Jackie giggled. "Yes it is." She walked over and kissed me. After she kissed me she stepped back and stared at me.
Realizing that there was something Jackie wanted to say, I said; "Go ahead, say it. I promise I won't get mad."
"I'm not afraid you'll get mad. I just don't want to push you into something you don't want to do."
"Jackie this is working because we're being candid with each other. Please tell me what you want me to do."
"Artie, Ron and I are both naked now and it looks like you're going to be with us for the rest of the time he's here. It feels kind of weird for us to be naked while you're still dressed."
Suddenly I understood the reason for Jackie's reticence. If I take off my clothes Ron will see my chastity cage.
Smiling, Jackie said; "In for a penny in for a pound."
I chuckled. "Aunt Edie's always there when we need her."
Of course Jackie was right. She and Ron were now both naked. If I wanted to stay with them I needed to be naked too. That left me with only two choices. I could take off my clothes and expose my chastity cage or I could retire to my basement bedroom for the rest of the day and imagine what Jackie and her boyfriend were doing in the privacy of Jackie's bedroom.
Realizing that I really had only one acceptable option, I said; "Will you warn him? It will be harder for me if he laughs when he sees it."
"I'll make sure he doesn't. Give me five minutes and then join us in the living room."
"Do you want me to take off my clothes in here?"
"If that would make it easier for you, you certainly may; but I think it would be more fun if I could make you undress in front of us in the living room."
Nodding, I said; "I'll wait."
After giving me another kiss, Jackie said; "I'll see you in the living room in five minutes." And then she turned and hurried out of her bedroom. I watched the clock. Five minutes seemed like an hour. Finally it was time. I took a deep breath and started walking. While I was excited, I was also nervous. I was about to take off my pants in front of Jackie's boyfriend. When that happened he was not only going to see my ridiculously small my penis, he was also going to see the chastity cage that Jackie had locked me into the previous night.
It was true that during the past two years I'd frequently imagined this very scene while I masturbated during my morning shower. That was fantasy, in just a few seconds this was going to be real. There's a big difference.
There was still time to back out. While I was certain that by now Jackie had told Ron about my chastity cage, I could still avoid the humiliation of showing it to him. I could excuse myself and retreat to the sanctuary of my basement bedroom.
As frightened as I was, I knew that I didn't really want to do that. Earlier, I'd told both Jackie and Ron that this was a wonderful opportunity for all three of us to act out our most exciting fantasies. When I said that, I meant it. Now I was on the verge of making the exact mistake that I'd earlier cautioned Jackie to avoid.
Realizing that I'd never be able to forgive myself if I missed out on this opportunity because I was afraid of being embarrassed, I took another deep breath and proceed down the bedroom hallway.
When I reached the entrance to the living room I stopped. Still naked, Jackie and Ron were once again seated on the couch only this time Jackie wasn't sitting on Ron's lap, she was cuddled next to him. He had his arm draped around her shoulder. She was slowly stroking his erect cock. Both of them were watching me intently. It was clear that they had been waiting for me.
Jackie said, "Artie please come in and join us." Her voice was soft and reassuring.
I stepped into the living room.
Ron said; "Artie, Jackie told me about it. It's okay, in fact I love it. You were right when you said I craved kinky sex."
I nodded. "And this is pretty kinky."
"Yeah it is and as far as I'm concerned that makes it fun and exciting."
"You're not the one wearing the chastity cage."
"No I'm not. I don't have submissive inclinations, so wearing one wouldn't give me the same thrill it gives you."
I smiled. Once again Ron was exhibiting remarkable insight.
"Are you ready to start playing again?" Jackie was watching me carefully.
Still smiling, I said; "Yes Ms. Jacqueline, I am; but please don't make me undress in front of Mr. Clark."
Realizing that I was using our code and actually telling her that I was now fully committed to playing the game, Jackie grinned. A mischievous twinkle appeared in her eyes and she said; "Cuckboy I was under the impression that you were my faithful servant. Was I wrong about that?"
My mounting excitement squashed any remaining feeling of insecurity that I had. Adopting my most submissive demeanor, I said; "No ma'am, you weren't wrong about that. I am you're faithful servant. There isn't anything I wouldn't do for you."
"Today it would please me if you were naked while you're serving my boyfriend and me."
"Yes ma'am." I didn't move. I wanted to give Jackie an opportunity to assert her authority.
She took it. "Cuckboy you're trying my patience. Take off your shirt."
Nodding, I quickly pulled my shirt over my head and laid it on the chair next to me. Out of the corner of my eye I noticed that Ron was intently watching this scene play out.
"And now your shoes and your socks." Jackie's tone was firm. It was a voice a frustrated mother might use with a recalcitrant little boy.
I took off my shoes and socks, set them next to the chair and waited.
Still slowly stroking her boyfriend's cock, Jackie watched me. After a moment she said, "And now your trousers."
I unbuckled my belt, opened my khakis and lowered them to the floor.
As I stepped out of them Jackie said; "Fold them neatly, you don't want them to get wrinkled."
"Yes ma'am." I carefully folded my trousers and laid them on the chair next to my shirt. Now wearing only my white cotton underpants I turned back to Jackie and waited."
"Take off your tidy whiteys cuckboy, do it now." Jackie was smiling. Her sadistic urges were surfacing. She was enjoying my humiliation.
Her excitement spurred my excitement. My pulse was racing. I pushed my underpants down to my ankles, stepped out of them and laid them on the chair next to my shirt and trousers. And then acutely aware that my cock cage was now fully exposed, I turned around and faced Jackie and Ron.
Ron stared at it. After a moment he shook his head and said; "Damn."
Continuing to slowly stroke Ron's cock, Jackie said; "Come over here cuckboy. We want to inspect you."
My submissive persona was now in full control. Powerless to do anything other than abjectly obey Jackie, I walked over and stood next to her. At that moment I was willing to submit to any indignity or humiliation that she might find amusing.
Still stoking Ron's huge erection with one hand Jackie ran the fingertips of her other hand along the length of the plastic sleeve that encased my tiny penis. "Ron I make cucky wear this whenever I'm with another man. It's a symbol."
"A symbol?" Ron was curious.
"Yes, like our wedding rings. Our wedding rings signify our undying love for each other and believe me, I do love Artie."
"I understand. I love Carol too. What does the cock cage symbolize?"
"My dominance. By requiring Artie wear it while I'm with another man I'm asserting that I'm free to do whatever pleases me, while my submissive husband has to remain steadfastly loyal and faithful. By agreeing to wear it, Artie is affirming that assertion."
Jackie looked at me. "Do you concur, cuckboy?"
While we'd never actually discussed it, Jackie had just succinctly summed up the purpose of the cock cage. It was a declaration of her dominance. "Yes ma'am, I do concur."
Jackie smiled and then she said, "Look at my boyfriend's cock. It really is magnificent, isn't it cucky."
"Yes ma'am, it is."
"It's not difficult to understand why I choose to lock your little penis in a cage and enjoy this cock instead, is it."
"No ma'am, it's not."
"As your dominant mistress it's also my right, isn't it cucky."
"Yes Ms. Jacqueline, it is your right."
"I've told you that I love big cocks, haven't I cucky."
"Yes ma'am, you have."
"I'm a slut cucky. Your wife is a slut. You know that, don't you?"
"Yes ma'am, I'm well aware of that."
"But I'm not your slut, am I cucky?"
"No ma'am, you're not."
"Why not cucky?"
"Because I'm your servant."
Smiling, Jackie said; "That's right cucky."
Jackie paused. After a moment she asked; "Cucky if I'm a slut, but I'm not your slut; who's slut am I?"
"I believe you're Mr. Clark's slut ma'am."
"That's right cucky. I am Mr. Clark's slut and right now I'm holding his big beautiful cock in my hand. What do you think I want to do with it?"
"I'm sure you want to suck it ma'am."
"I do. I can't wait to get this gorgeous cock in my mouth. Would you like to watch?"
"Yes ma'am, very much."
Turning to Ron, Jackie said; "Honey, would it be all right if my husband watches while I suck your cock?"
Ron laughed. "You two are amazing. I have never in my life been as excited as I am right now. Jackie at this moment I can't think of anything I would enjoy more than one of your blow jobs and I want Artie to stay and watch. That's what this game is all about."
He paused for a moment and then he added; "But I do have to warn you, right now this little scene has me so worked up that I might not be able to last very long." Ron looked at me. "Artie, you may not be seeing me at my best."
I grinned at Ron. "I just took off my white cotton underpants and showed you my chastity cage."
Grinning back, Ron said; "Yeah you're right. We've gotten to know each other pretty well in the last half hour. You're trusting me, I guess I'd better be able to trust you too."
"All right, we're done with the formalities; it's time to get down to some nasty sweaty sex." Jackie stood up.
Chuckling, Ron said; "My favorite kind."
Jackie flashed him a quick smile and then she turned to me. "Cucky, you're in the presence of two superiors. Get down on your knees."
"Yes ma'am." I obediently dropped to my knees.
Lasciviously rubbing her shaved cunt, Jackie said; "Before I get started I want you to crawl over here and give me a little sugar."
I quickly crawled over to Jackie.
She spread the glistening lips of her pussy apart. "Kiss me cuckboy."
I placed my hands on my wife's rear, pulled her to me and passionately kissed her sopping cunt.
"Do you feel how wet I am cucky?"
Keeping my face buried in Jackie's cunt, I nodded.
"Use your tongue. Give my pussy a French kiss."
I extended my tongue and started licking Jackie while I continued kissing her.
Jackie responded by grabbing the back of my head and grinding her cunt into my face. While she was doing that she said; "Ron honey, my little cuckboy isn't very good a fucking, but eats pussy better than anyone I've ever met."



"I'll have to ask him to give me some lessons."
"Leave the pussy eating to him. When I'm with you I want your cock."
"You got it baby."
I could feel Jackie's excitement mounting. Out of habit I moved up to her clit, but when I tried to suck it into my mouth she pushed me away. "No cucky, today only Ron gets to make me cum. He's my stud, you're my servant. Do you understand?"
I looked up at Jackie, my face slick with the moisture of her arousal. "Yes ma'am, I understand. Today you're entertaining Mr. Clark. As your servant it's my duty to support you."
"That's right cucky. A little later I'll let you kiss me again, but right now it's time for me to focus my attention on my guest."
I nodded.
Jackie turned to Ron. "Honey, you know how I like to do it. Spread your legs."
Ron lay back on the couch, slid his hips forward and spread his knees wide apart. His huge cock stood straight up. I noticed the slight curve that Jackie told me she enjoyed so much."
Jackie positioned herself between Ron's legs and got down on her knees. As she wrapped both of her hands around his erection, she said; "Cucky, crawl over here. Get right next to us so you can see. You can lean on the front edge of the couch, but be careful not to touch Mr. Clark. He's a superior. You must always remember your place.
As I moved closer to Jackie and Ron, I said; "Yes Ms. Jacqueline, I'll remember that." Careful to respect the personal space of my wife and her boyfriend, I slipped into position and watched. Jackie was staring at Ron's cock. She was still holding it with both of her hands, but that's all she was doing. She hadn't started sucking him, she wasn't even stroking him. She was just staring at his cock, studying it. She reminded me of an art aficionado examining a finely crafted statuette.
Suddenly I understood. My wife was an aficionado. She was an aficionado of cocks. I was married to a woman who loved cocks. During the past several days Jackie had told me exactly that, but I hadn't understood the significance of what she was confessing.
I looked at Ron. He was watching Jackie. He was smiling. He understood. I began to comprehend the attraction they had for each other. Ron had a big beautiful cock. Those were my wife's exact words. To Jackie it was a work of art, an object to be adored and cherished.
Ron was married to a woman who was indifferent to sex. He claimed that he loved her and I believed him. He'd also made it clear that he occasionally needed a woman who was passionate about sex. That certainly described my wife.
Jackie loved me, but my cock was far from a work of art. The other day she'd described it as an amazing toy, a miniature working replica of the real thing. I knew she was only trying to creatively taunt me at the time, but we both knew there was a core of truth in that taunt. Jackie loved me, but I could never give her what Ron was giving her at that moment.
The two of them needed each other and the truth was, neither Carol nor I were hurt by their occasional party. I was suddenly feeling very magnanimous about being Jackie's cuckold. I continued watching them, but now I was doing it from a different perspective. I was watching two people I liked enjoying themselves while they fulfilled a mutual need.
I realized I was smiling.
Ron noticed. He smiled at me and then he looked at Jackie and said; "Show your husband just how much you love my cock. Kiss it."
Jackie didn't look at either Ron or me. Instead she just nodded, closed her eyes, leaned forward and still holding the shaft of Ron's cock in both of her hands, kissed the immense head. As I watched, I quickly realized that she wasn't just kissing his cock, she was making out with it.
After a moment Ron said; "That's good, now lick it."
Jackie extended her tongue and started licking the head of Ron's cock.
This wasn't a dominant submissive interaction. Ron wasn't giving Jackie orders. It was more like he was seducing her into doing this. Jackie had told me that one of the things she liked about Ron was his ability to entice her to act like a slut. That was apparently what I was now witnessing.
"Lick the full length of my cock. You know you love doing that."
Smiling, Jackie moved her hands down to Ron's balls and massaged them while she eagerly started licking his shaft. Her eyes were still closed. She reminded me of young girl enjoying a two scoop ice cream cone.
Relishing the pleasure he was receiving from my wife, Ron lay back and closed his eyes. It was clear that he enjoyed getting blow jobs every bit as much as Jackie liked giving them.
Envious, I watched.
Ron opened his eyes and whispered; "Now my balls, lick my balls."
Opening her eyes, Jackie reached up and held the shaft of Ron's cock with her left hand and then while she cradled his testicles in the palm of her right hand she moved down and started licking them. I could see the unbridled lust in her eyes. My wife was on fire.
Ron's breathing was getting louder and faster. He licked his lips.
Jackie started squeezing his cock.
"Suck on my balls. Show your husband what a slut you really are."
I immediately realized that Ron hadn't said that to taunt me, he'd said it to excite Jackie. At that moment we weren't acting out my submissive cuckold husband fantasy, we were acting out Jackie's slut fantasy.
Jackie responded by hungrily sucking one of Ron's balls into her mouth.
"That's right baby, give it a good tongue bath and jack my cock while you're doing it"
Jackie started stroking Ron's erection.
"Oh yeah baby, that's what I like. Now do my other ball."
Still stroking Ron's cock, my wife let the first testicle slip out of her mouth and quickly replaced it with the other one.
Ron sighed and lay back, "That feels so good. Baby you can do things with your mouth that oughta be illegal."
I smiled. Ron not only had a big cock, he was also pretty good at talking dirty. That was another thing I knew Jackie loved.
Sitting up again, Ron said; "Okay doll, it's time to get down to some serious cock sucking."
Jackie moved up so that her lips were hovering over the massive head of Ron's cock. Still slowly stroking the shaft she grinned and said; "I've been waiting for this all day." And then my wife parted her lips and slipped the head of her boyfriend's cock into her mouth.
Jackie let go of Ron's shaft and started massaging his balls. While she did that she took about an inch of his cock into her mouth. After several seconds she pulled back and the head of Ron's cock sprang out of her mouth glistening with her saliva.
Still massaging his testicles, Jackie took a quick breath, spit on the head of Ron's cock and slipped it back into her mouth. This time about three inches of it disappeared. She gave Ron's testicles a firm squeeze and then Jackie started sucking his cock."
"Oh yeah baby, nobody sucks cock like you."
Mesmerized, I watched my wife pleasure her boyfriend. I didn't move, I barely breathed.
After several minutes Jackie pulled her head back, took a long deep breath and once again spit on the tip of Ron's erect penis. This time she took an extra few seconds to rub her saliva on to the full length of his shaft before she slipped his cock back into her mouth and started massaging his balls again.
I kept watching. I couldn't take my eyes off the scene in front of me. Ron's cock again started disappearing into Jackie's mouth. When she'd taken about a third of it I expected her to start sucking him again, but she didn't. Instead she kept taking more of his cock. When half of it was in her mouth I realized that she was deep throating Ron.
I was amazed. Ron's erection was at least nine inches long and very thick. Jackie had told me that Connie and Nattie had taught her how to deep throat a cock, but now I was actually seeing it.
More of it disappeared. I glanced at Ron. He was lying back with his eyes closed. I wondered how it felt and immediately realized that I would never know. My tiny penis couldn't even reach the opening to Jackie's throat.
And then she had it all. Jackie's lips were actually pressed against Ron's pubic hair and ball sack.
Ron opened his eyes and smiled at me. "You're wife's the only woman I've met who can actually take all of my cock down her throat."
Suddenly Jackie pulled her head back. Ron's cock popped out of her mouth. Gasping for breath she looked at boyfriend and asked; "Did you enjoy that big boy?"
"You know I did baby."
After taking a moment to catch her breath, Jackie glanced at me, then turned back to Ron and asked; "Would you mind if we did a little three way action."
Clearly hesitant, Ron said; "What do you have in mind? I'm not into any bisexual stuff."
I let out an audible sigh of relief.
Ron looked at me and smiled. "You're not either, are you cucky."
"No sir, I'm not."
"Neither of you are going to have to touch each other." Jackie was shaking her head.
Nodding, Ron said; "Okay, so what are you proposing?"
"I want cucky to lick my ass while I suck your cock and make you cum in my mouth."
"Will he do that?"
"Damn right he will, he loves to lick my ass." Jackie turned to me. "That's right, isn't it cucky."
Ron was staring at me. I was both humiliated and wildly excited. I quietly answered, "Yes ma'am, licking your ass is an honor."
"Damn, Carol would go absolutely nuts if I tried to lick her ass."
Jackie laughed. "Studman, you're not the kind of guy who licks a woman's ass."
"You got that right." Ron thought for a moment and then he asked; "Does he really lick your asshole."
"Yup, he pushes his tongue right into it."
"Wow, this is hot. I want to see him do it."
"So you're on board with this?"
"If your idea of a three way is making your husband lick your asshole while you suck my cock, damn right I'm on board."
Turning to me, Jackie said; "You heard the man cucky, get your submissive little butt back there and start doing your duty."
My pulse was racing as I crawled into position behind Jackie. I spread her cheeks and looked at her anus. While I'd kissed and licked it countless times, this was going to be different. This time I was going to be doing it in front of her boyfriend. The humiliation was going to be exquisite. I glanced up at Mr. Clark. He was watching intently. Taking a deep breath I bent over and pressed my lips to Jackie's puckered hole.
Jackie cooed with delight.
Ron said, "Fuckin A"
I pushed my tongue into Jackie's ass.
"Yes! That's what I want. Lick my asshole cuckboy. Make love to it. Worship me. Show me that you're my eager cuckold. Kiss my ass while I suck my boyfriend's cock."
And then I heard Ron say, "That's right, do it baby. Suck my big dick while your cucky husband licks your asshole."
After that the three of us melted into a triad of unrestrained lust. Time passed. I really couldn't tell you how much. It could have been ten minutes; it could have been a half hour. I didn't really know and I didn't really care. Time was irrelevant. My face was buried in Jackie's ass. All I could hear was Ron's heavy breathing and the sound of my wife sucking his cock.
Suddenly I felt Jackie start to move vigorously. And then I heard Ron say; "Oh yeah baby, that's right. That's what I need. Jerk it! Jerk it while you suck me! Jerk it hard! Make me cum!"
Jackie was pushing Ron over the edge. My already fiery excitement escalated. I tried to push my tongue even deeper into Jackie's ass. I wanted to reach between her legs and rub her clit too, but I knew that wouldn't be permitted. Jackie had made it clear to me that today only Mr. Clark would be allowed to make her cum."
And then I heard Ron grunt. He had to be ejaculating. I could feel Jackie's arm continuing to move. She was definitely still pumping his cock and I was certain she was also still sucking him.
I kept licking her ass. After a moment I felt her arm stop moving.
Ron chuckled. "Damn that felt good. Baby you really do know how to give a blow job."
Jackie moved away from Ron. I scooted back to give her space. Staying on her knees she turned and faced me. Her lips were coated with Ron's fresh semen. A tiny rivulet dripped from the edge of her mouth. She smiled at me and whispered, "Are you ready for this?"
I nodded, "Yes ma'am."
"Good, I would have been disappointed if you weren't"
I said, "Go ahead."
Moving closer, Jackie leaned over. As she kissed me I felt the slippery wetness of Ron's cum on her lips. And then she pushed her tongue into my mouth. With it came a large glob of fresh semen. I didn't try to resist. I didn't gag. I just graciously accepted my wife's generous gift.
Above us, Ron said; "Damn, I read about this in those stories you told me about. At first I didn't believe it, but now that I've been included in your fantasy I have to admit that it's pretty fuckin hot."
Jackie giggled. "Baby we're just getting started."
Smiling, Ron said; "And I can't wait to see what's next."
Jackie stood up. "I think it's time for us to retire to the bedroom. That blow job got me in the mood for some serious fucking." She reached out and grabbed Ron's hand. "Come on big guy, you're just the man for the job."
After pulling Ron up from the couch Jackie turned to me and said; "Cucky, go prepare my bed. My lover and I are going to need a comfortable place to play."
"Yes ma'am." I stood up and hurried into Jackie's bedroom. As I pulled down the bed covers and fluffed the pillows I thought about the previous Tuesday when I'd come home unexpectedly and caught Ron fucking Jackie in this bed. At the time I was appropriately hurt and angry, but now just four days later I was preparing the same bed so that Ron could fuck Jackie again. I smiled. Life certainly has its twists and turns.
"Thank you cucky, fluffing up the pillows was very considerate. Mr. Clark and I both appreciate your effort. We share a common love for the finer comforts in life. We enjoy being pampered."
I turned. Ron and Jackie were standing in the doorway.
"Yes Ms. Jacqueline, you and Mr. Clark deserve those comforts and I enjoy pampering you."
Jackie flashed me a deliberately condescending smile. And then in an arrogant tone of voice she added, "I guess that's one of the reasons we're superiors and you're a servant."
I smiled. Jackie was clearly enjoying our game and that was fine with me. The submissive masochist inside me was wide awake and fully aroused. I was enjoying the game every bit as much as she was.
"Since we're all enjoying our respective roles, I suggest that we should continue playing." Jackie was doing an outstanding impression of a haughty aristocrat. I was impressed. It was also exciting me.
She turned to Ron and gave him a long kiss on the lips. While she was kissing him she reached down with her right hand and wrapped her fingers around his penis.
I was amazed to see that it was already partially erect.
Jackie noticed too. "Mmmm, it feels like you're almost ready to start playing again. Why don't we lie down and make ourselves comfortable.
Ron sat down on the bed. As he put his feet up and lay back on the pillows that I'd just fluffed up I noticed that his cock was once again fully erect. Sticking straight up in the air, it was an imposing sight.
Jackie noticed too. She looked at it for a second and then she turned to me and giggled. "Cucky, I just love to see an erect cock. They really are breathtaking."
Jackie wasn't trying to tease me. I believed that her comment was an honest reflection of her feelings. That of course made it even more exciting for me. Still, I wasn't yet comfortable enough as a cuckold to be able to engage in a discussion about the aesthetic qualities of an erect penis with my wife. Not knowing what else to do, I simply smiled.
Staring at her boyfriend's erection; Jackie walked over to her bed and sat down next to him. She wrapped her fingers around the object of her adoration and lovingly stroked it. As she stroked it she turned to me and said; "Get down on your knees cuckboy."
I obediently dropped to my knees.
Jackie wiggled her finger. "Crawl over here. I have a job for you." Spreading her thighs, she lewdly began fingering herself with one hand while she slowly stroked Ron's cock with the other.
I crawled over to my wife.
She smiled. "My boyfriend has a very big cock. He's going to fuck me with it. I want to be nice and wet for him. Will you help me cucky? Will you lick my cunt so I'm ready for my boyfriend's big cock?"
Jackie's cunt was already glistening with the moisture of her arousal. My efforts were going to be purely symbolic. That didn't matter to either of us. We were having fun.
I crawled between Jackie's legs. She was still rubbing herself. I picked up her hand and licked the wetness off of her fingers. When I was finished she placed her hand on the back of my head and gently pulled my face into her sopping cunt. I kissed her and then I extended my tongue and licked her.
As I was licking her Jackie whispered; "Cucky remember that today, only Mr. Clark is allowed to make me cum. Keep your tongue away from my clit."
I nodded.
Jackie let me lick her for a minute or two and then she patted my head and said; "That's enough cucky. I'm ready for Mr. Clark's cock. You may kneel on the floor at the foot of the bed and watch."
"Thank you Ms. Jacqueline." I crawled to the foot of the bed.
While I was doing that Jackie lay down next to Ron and asked, "Honey is it okay that I allowed cucky to stay?"
"Yeah it's okay. I assumed you were going to do that. It's his party too. Actually I think having him watch is going to be hot."
Smiling, Jackie said; "You're just as kinky as I am."
Ron shook his head. "I try, but you set the bar pretty high."
Jackie laughed. "It's my heritage."
For a moment they grinned at each other, but their grins quickly disappeared. Jackie gently kissed Ron on the lips. He wrapped his arms around her and aggressively rolled her on top of him. They were quickly locked in a passionate embrace, their naked bodies pressed against each other. The head of Ron's monstrous cock peeked obscenely out from the back of my wife's thighs.
For a minute or two they kissed and enjoyed the feel of each other's naked flesh and then Jackie pulled herself free and sat up. She rolled off of her boyfriend and turned around so that she was facing me. As she stared into my eyes she straddled Ron's hips, took hold of his erect penis and guided it into her glistening cunt.
I didn't move. I couldn't move. I was mesmerized. All I could do was watch the scene unfolding in front of me.
Jackie closed her eyes. Ron's erection slowly disappeared into her. Once she had taken all of it she paused for a moment to enjoy the sensation of having that giant cock inside of her and then she opened her eyes, looked at me and smiled.
I smiled back.
Continuing to watch me, Jackie placed her hands behind her for support, leaned back and began rocking on Ron's cock. While she was doing that he reached around her and cupped each of her large breasts with his hands.
At first Ron remained still. His only action was to rub and pull on my wife's nipples while she moved up and down on his cock. I assumed that he was allowing Jackie to set the initial pace so she could get used to having his huge monster inside her. He was a considerate playmate.
As their passion grew, Ron became increasingly active. He began by slowly rotating his hips while my wife continued to rock back and forth on his cock. Gradually the rotation turned into gentle thrusts. The thrusts became progressively more aggressive and soon Ron was fucking Jackie with relentless abandon.
While Ron was lying motionless under her, Jackie had been able to continue watching me. Once he took over and started fucking her in earnest, the focus of Jackie's attention changed. She closed her eyes and concentrated on the pleasure she was receiving from her boyfriend.



They fucked in this position for several minutes and then Ron rolled Jackie off of him. She voiced a minor protest when she felt his cock slip out of her cunt, but Ron ignored her. He was in control now. He was dictating what was happening. This was clearly one of the reasons he was a stud.
He flipped my wife onto her stomach. He was gentle, but he didn't give her any opportunity to resist and Jackie didn't show any inclination to resist. It was obvious that she'd now given herself to this man and he was free to use her as he pleased.
Once Jackie was on her stomach Ron moved into position behind her. She got up on her knees. My wife knew what her boyfriend wanted and she appeared to be more than happy to give it to him.
Ron's erection glistened with the sheen of Jackie's moisture. He moved forward. It slipped easily into her well lubricated cunt. My wife looked back. I could see her biting her lower lip as her lover began thrusting his cock in and out of her pussy.
Jackie raised herself up and supported her weight on her forearms. This freed her hips and allowed her to meet each of Ron's thrusts with a counterthrust of her own.
Their passion quickly grew. My wife shrieked with delight each time her boyfriend pushed his cock into her. Ron reached a hand around Jackie's thigh and found her engorged clitoris. He started rubbing it while continuing to pump his cock in and out of her cunt.
I knew my wife. I was certain that this would put her over the edge. I was right. She started to cry and then she arched her back and her cry turned into a shrill scream.
As soon as her orgasm erupted Ron pulled his hand away from Jackie's clit, but he continued pumping his cock in and out of her cunt with an almost barbaric fury.
My wife cried and shook from the intense pleasure of her orgasm, but her boyfriend just kept on fucking her. When her orgasm finally subsided, neither of them showed any inclination to stop. Jackie did remain motionless for a few seconds while she recovered from her climax, but Ron kept on thrusting his cock in and out of her pussy.
As soon as Ron felt my wife start to move again he pulled out of her cunt, rolled her over onto her back, positioned himself between her parted thighs and pushed his cock back into her.
Jackie lay still. She seemed to be content to gaze up at her boyfriend and enjoy the pleasant sensations he was creating as he slowly fucked her.
It was only a minute or two before Jackie's passion starting to grow again. She began by toying with Ron's nipples and then I noticed her hips start to move. Sensing my wife's renewed arousal Ron increased both his intensity and his speed. Jackie responded by wrapping her legs around his thighs and bucking her hips to meet each of his powerful thrusts.
"Come on stud, fuck me with that big cock." Jackie had warned me that she and Ron liked to talk while they fucked. Apparently it was beginning.
"You like to get fucked, don't you?"
"I love getting fucked.'
"You're a slut."
"I'm a nasty big cock loving slut."
Ron was still pumping his erection in and out of Jackie's cunt. Jackie was still bucking her hips to meet each of his thrusts.
"whose slut are you?"
"I'm your slut, your nasty cock craving slut."
"Why are you my slut? Tell me."
"Because of your cock, I love your cock."
"Why do you love my cock?"
"It's big and you know how to fuck me with it."
"You like the way I fuck you."
"I love the way you fuck me. Nobody can do it as good as you do it. Nobody has ever fucked me as good as you can."
"Nobody?" I noticed apprehension in Ron's voice. He knew that I was kneeling on the floor behind him.
"Nobody, not even my husband."
Suddenly concerned about me; Ron stopped fucking Jackie, sat up and turned so he was facing me.
Jackie quickly said, "Don't worry baby, Artie's cool with that."
"He is? You're sure about that?"
"Tell him Artie."
"Mr. Clark your cock is much bigger than mine and I cum much more quickly than you do. I also have a submissive disposition. That makes it nearly impossible for me to treat Ms. Jacqueline like a slut and we both know how much she loves that. Sir, you can fuck my wife much better than I can. That's just a fact and there isn't any reason for us to believe otherwise. I also want to say that now that I've met you I think you're the perfect boyfriend for my wife."
Ron thought about this for a moment. Finally he said, "Thanks Artie, I like your wife and I love fucking her. Now that I've met you I like you too. The last thing I want to do is offend you."
I smiled. "I think we'll be okay."
Jackie looked at me. "Artie honey, are you doing okay right now?"
"Jacqueline I'm having a wonderful time."
"Really?"
"Damn straight."
Giggling, Jackie winked at me. I winked back.
She grinned and then she turned to Ron and said; "Baby I need some more cock. Are you ready to give it to me?"
"Like your husband just said, Damn straight."
Lying back, Jackie spread her legs and said; "Then what are we waiting for."
Ron got on top of Jackie. As he pushed his cock back into her still sopping cunt she said; "Oh yeah, that's exactly what I need."
They started slowly. I think Ron wanted to be sure Jackie was ready before they tried to resume the frenetic pace they'd reached earlier.
Ron was fucking Jackie with long slow rhythmical strokes. Jackie believed that fucking and dancing were closely related forms of physical expression. To do either of them well required rhythm and tempo. I suspected that my wife had spent some time teaching her boyfriend how to fuck.
At this slow easy pace they were fun to watch. They moved like two well-rehearsed partners dancing a precision waltz.
I watched my wife. She was smiling up at Ron, enjoying each of his long slow thrusts into her and then out again. She giggled. "I love getting fucked by your great big cock."
Ron chuckled and continued fucking her.
I smiled. I know that there are people who would contend that I should be insane with jealousy. I wasn't and not just because I'm a masochist. I was now convinced that my wife, her mother and her sister really did view fucking as nothing more than a form of physical recreation. For them it was very much like dancing. Should a man with two left feet be jealous while he watches his wife enjoy a dance with a skilled partner? While he might be envious, he certainly shouldn't be jealous. Frankly I even question the envy. I love my wife. I want her to be able to enjoy all the pleasures life has to offer.
I noticed that Ron was gradually accelerating the tempo of their dance. They'd moved from a waltz to a maybe a foxtrot or a tango. As their tempo increased, so did their excitement.
Jackie wrapped her legs around Ron's thighs and started bucking her hips to meet each of his thrusts. Incited by Jackie's increased excitement, Ron quickened his tempo again which further inflamed Jackie's ardor.
Order quickly broke down. Rhythm and tempo were forgotten. They were attacking each other with savage ferocity. They began to look less like dancers and more like two warriors locked in mortal combat.
My wife started to cry again. I knew the cries. They heralded another impending orgasm. Ron also recognized their significance and began fucking Jackie with even more ruthless intensity.
This time when Jackie started to scream Ron stopped his thrusts. I watched. I was curious. He remained perfectly still while my wife's orgasm ravaged her body and then as the waves of pleasure began to subside he started a series of long, very slow thrusts.
Jackie obviously recognized what was happening because she quickly pulled herself together and stared up into her boyfriend's eyes. Suddenly Ron made several quick thrusts and then he buried his cock as deeply into my wife as he possibly could. Jackie immediately locked her legs around his thighs and held him inside of her.
I finally understood what was happening. I was watching another man ejaculate his seed deep into my wife's womb. As I kneeled at the foot of the bed I realized that I was witnessing the quintessential moment in the cuckolding of a husband.
As soon as he was finished ejaculating, Ron collapsed into my wife's arms. They lay quietly together; Ron on top of Jackie, his cock still embedded in her sex. They were both enjoying the sweet sensations of post coital contentment.
At that moment I was envious and maybe even just a little bit jealous. I'd never been able to make Jackie look as happy and satisfied as she seemed to be at that moment. As I thought about it, I realized that I'd never be able to do that.
I remembered Jackie's earlier declarations that she loved me and that I was her favorite lover. I didn't doubt those claims, but I also had to accept the reality of what I was witnessing. As I looked at my wife lying there underneath her lover; I knew that I could never make her feel the way that he'd just made her feel.
Ron had just taken Jackie. He'd ravished her. The smile on my wife's face was all the evidence I required to understand that she loved; no, she needed to be ravished.
I sighed. If there had been any lingering doubts about my willingness to allow Jackie to continue seeing other men, they were now completely eradicated. I loved my wife and I knew that I could never deny her the feelings of fulfillment and satisfaction that I now saw on her face.
Ron pushed himself up and rolled off of Jackie. She uttered a faint sigh of disappointment when she felt his softening cock slip out of her cunt. Ron lay on his back with his head resting on a pillow. He also had a satisfied smile on his face. His now flaccid penis lay across his muscular thigh. It was resting, regathering its strength in preparation for another dance.
I noticed my wife moving. I watched her. She cuddled up to her boyfriend's side, laid her head on his shoulder and started using her fingertip to draw lazy circles around his nipple. Ron responded by possessively slipping his arm around Jackie and gently caressing the side of her breast.
I was starting to feel like an interloper, a third wheel when Jackie sat up and smiled at me. Her smile restored my belief that I was loved and desired.
I smiled back.
Jackie winked at me and mouthed the words, "I love you."
I mouthed the words; "I know, I love you too."
Jackie spread her legs and looked down at her pussy. It was still stretched and open from her lover's recent invasion, but that's not what caught either of our eyes. We both focused on the trickle of milky white semen that was leaking from the opening to her womb.
"Cucky, fetch me a towel."
I stood. As I hurried to Jackie's bathroom I remembered our conversation from the previous evening. When I returned from the bathroom Jackie was going to direct me to clean her up. The choice of doing it with the towel or my tongue was left up to me.
I was overwhelmed with indecision; no indecision wasn't the issue. I knew what I wanted to do. I was simply afraid to do it. I was even afraid to admit that I wanted to do it. Nonetheless, deep down inside I knew that I did want to do it.
I picked up a clean towel for Jackie and slowly walked out of the bathroom. When I reentered Jackie's bedroom both Ron and Jackie were sitting up.
Jackie said, "Artie honey, come over here and sit down on the bed next to us."
Assuming that this was the next step towards my moment of truth I slowly walked over to the bed, set the towel down next to Jackie and sat down.
As soon as I was seated Jackie said; "Artie, you're nervous aren't you?"
I nodded.
"Baby, nobody's going to make you do anything you don't want to do."
"I know."
"I told Ron what might happen. That's one of the reasons I sent you to the bathroom."
Suddenly humiliated, I looked at Jackie. "You told him?"
"Yes I did."
Ron said, "Artie, I'm glad she told me. I read about it in those stories she told me about, but I didn't really get it. Jackie explained it to me. I think I understand. It's not a gay thing, it's a masochistic thing. It's like the ultimate cuckold humiliation. Not only does another man fuck your wife, but when he's finished you have to lick his cum out of her cunt. It's not my thing, but so what. I'm smart enough to understand that we're all different. What appeals to me doesn't necessarily have to appeal to you and vice versa.
He paused. After a moment he said; "Artie I think this might be the most sexually exciting day I've ever experienced. The two of you have been so relaxed and open about your fantasies and you've included me. I can't begin to describe how much that's meant to me. I hoping we can do this again and again and that's not just because I get to fuck your wife. I'm learning from you and Jackie. Today I learned that opening up and revealing your secret fantasies can be fun. Right now I'm not sure that I even have enough self-confidence to admit those fantasies to myself, but I'm hoping that if the two of you are willing to allow me to keep playing with you I might eventually gain that confidence. Please Artie, let me experience your fantasy with you. I promise I won't judge you or mock you, but I will respect you for having the courage to experience your secret fantasies when the opportunity arises."
I laughed, "Mr. Clark I'll bet you sell lots of cars."
Grinning, Ron said; "As I told you earlier, I do very well."
"You've already watched me lick my wife's ass while she sucked your cock."
"And that was fun."
"Yeah it was. You've also fucked my wife in front of me."
"That was also fun."
"I have to admit that again I agree with you." I paused for a moment and then I shook my head and said; "What the hell, in for a penny in for a pound. I've come this far, I might as well go all the way."
Jackie said, "You'll do it?"
"Why not? It is part of my fantasy and I'm with friends. I doubt I'll ever have a better opportunity."
"Artie this is so much fun. I'm so glad we started playing together."
I shrugged. "Me too."
Ron laughed. "Me too"
Realizing that the moment of truth had arrived, all three of us were suddenly silent. Several seconds passed. Jackie lay back on the pillows and spread her legs. Next to her, Ron slipped his arm around her shoulders and rested his hand on the side of her right breast. It was an unconscious act. Their attention was focused on me and what I was about to do. I don't think either of them was aware that he'd done it. I was and it added to my humiliation and my excitement.
Now cuddled up to her boyfriend, Jackie wiggled her finger at me. She was beckoning me to come to her.
I got up on the bed and crawled between Jackie's legs. The air was thick with tension. Every nerve in my body was tingling with excitement. Another man had just planted his seed in my wife's womb. Now I was going to lick up the overflow while he watched with his arm possessively wrapped around her shoulder. This was a cuckold's ultimate humiliation.
I took a deep breath. A rivulet of semen was dribbling from the base of my wife's cunt, running between the cheeks of her rear and forming a small pool on the bed sheet beneath her. I didn't move tentatively. I couldn't. I was too excited. I pressed my tongue between Jackie's cheeks and licked up the entire stream.
I didn't gag. I just swallowed it. During the previous few days Jackie had made me lick up my own cum several times. I was getting used to the taste and consistency.
While Clayton Taylor had fucked Jackie on both Wednesday and Thursday night, she'd made him wear a condom. When she came home to me I did go down on her, but we both knew that there wasn't actually any semen inside her. Thursday night Connie had given me a snowball kiss after sucking Phil Harper's cock. While I did taste his fresh cum it was mixed with Connie's saliva. That lessened the impact of what I was doing.
Earlier, after sucking Ron's cock Jackie had also given me a snowball kiss, but this was the first time I was actually licking up another man's fresh unadulterated semen. It not only didn't bother me, I was excited. I was a submissive masochist. I relished the humiliation.
I eagerly pressed my face into my wife's cunt and cleaned the entrance to her womb with my tongue. Once I was certain that I'd lapped up every speck of Ron's semen I sat up and smiled at Jackie. I could feel her boyfriend's damp, slippery cum on my lips, nose and cheek's. I felt like a little boy who'd just devoured a giant ice cream cone.
Jackie patted my head and said, "Very good cucky, now lick up the cum on the sheet between my legs. Ron and I are going to play some more and we don't want to have to roll around in a mess."
I eagerly complied. At that moment my submissive masochistic desires were in full control. I would have done anything my wife demanded no matter how debasing or humiliating it might have been.
After licking the sheets clean I again looked up at Jackie. She smiled approvingly. I was feeling so submissive that I beamed with pride. She pulled me to her and gave me a long passionate kiss. Her boyfriend's arm was still possessively draped around her shoulder.
After our kiss ended I moved back and waited. I knew that Jackie and Ron weren't finished. Jackie looked at me. I could see that she wanted to ask me something, but she appeared hesitant. I smiled. I was trying to assure her that anything she wanted would be all right.
Finally she took a deep breath and quietly said, "Artie honey, would you mind if..." She paused and then took another deep breath. "Artie I love you and I so badly want to include you in everything I do." She shook her head. "I feel so guilty about asking you this."
Suddenly I understood. I smiled at her. "You'd like to be alone with Ron."
"Artie I'm sorry, but when you're in the room all I can think about is you. I enjoy that and in the future I want us to have lots and lots of opportunities to do this together, but also want to be able to focus on my own needs and Ron has needs too."
"It's okay, I understand and you don't have to feel guilty about it." I laughed. "Actually, being locked out of your wife's bedroom while she's entertaining another man is a big part of the cuckold fantasy too."
Jackie giggled. "The more I learn about this fantasy, the more I like it." But then with a serious expression she quickly added; "Thank you for understanding. You really are a wonderful husband."
I smiled and then I winked at my wife and said; "May I have permission to stand up and walk out of your bedroom?"
Grinning, Jackie said; "Yes my faithful servant, you may."
I stood up and walked quickly out of Jackie's bedroom.
When I walked into the living room I saw my clothes laid neatly across the arm of chair I'd set them on earlier. Realizing that my part of the day's fun was over I decided to get dressed.
Once I was dressed I had to do something to pass the time, so I decided to do my usual Saturday afternoon cleaning. Not wanting to disturb Jackie and Ron I elected to do some dusting rather than any vacuuming.
I'd just started dusting the sideboard in the dining room when I heard a noise behind me. I turned. Jackie was standing in the doorway from the living room. She was still naked.
I smiled. "You really are beautiful"
Smiling back, she said; "Thank you."
"What's wrong, why aren't you with Mr. Clark?"
"I had to talk to you. Artie, I'm sorry I asked you to leave. That was selfish and thoughtless of me. I've been playing with other guys since before we were married. This is the first time you've been able to join me. This should be your day. Please take off your clothes and come back to the bedroom."
"Thank you, I appreciate the offer, but I'm pretty content right now."
"Artie you're doing housework."
"Yes I am and I'm doing it while another man is fucking you in your bedroom."



"This is a submissive cuckold fantasy, isn't it?"
"Yup."
Jackie stared at me for a second and then she smiled and said; "Just a moment, I'll be right back."
Jackie hurried back to the bedroom hallway. I heard the door to the hall storage closet open. A minute later she returned. I smiled when I saw what she was carrying.
Right before we got married Jackie and I went to Iowa to visit my Aunt Edie. While we were there Edie threw a small bridal shower for Jackie. One of Edie's friends gave Jackie a beautiful pale yellow floral print lace apron. It goes without saying that Jackie has never used it. Aprons simply aren't part of her life. Apparently it was now going to be part of my life.
Grinning, Jackie handed it to me and said; "Here cucky, put this on. I think it defines your role very nicely,"
Laughing, I said; "Thank you Ms. Jacqueline." I slipped it over my head.
As I was tying the strings into a bow behind my back Jackie observed; "That really is perfect." And then she kissed me and said; "I'd better get back to Ron. Are you sure you wouldn't like to join us? I'll let you kiss my feet while he fucks me."
"Thank you, I do appreciate the offer, but I think it's better this way. Go have some more fun."
"Thank you Artie, if you change your mind you're always welcome. I'll leave the bedroom door open."
"I'll be fine out here."
"Okay, Artie I love you."
"I love you too Jackie."
She kissed me and then she turned and hurried back down the bedroom hallway.
After I finished dusting the dining room I moved into the living room and started dusting the lamps and end tables. The bedroom door was open so I could occasionally hear moans, cries of delight and grunts. Mr. Clark was a grunter.
About an hour after Jackie left me I heard the sounds of movement in the bedroom, the toilet was flushed in the bathroom and then I heard muffled voices. Jackie and Ron were talking.
I heard footsteps in the bedroom hallway. I waited. A moment later Ron stepped into the living room; he was dressed and ready to leave.
As soon as he saw me he smiled and said, "Hi Artie." And then he quickly added, "Nice apron."
"Thanks, Jacqueline just gave it to me."
"She told me, I think it's a nice touch."
I wasn't exactly sure how I should respond, so I just said; "Thanks."
Ron asked, "Artie are we cool?"
"As far as I'm concerned we are. I had a good time today."
"I did too. I hope I didn't say anything that offended you."
"You didn't."
"Any way, thanks for everything and I really hope we can do it again."
"I'd like that."
"I'd better get going. Carol's going to be wondering where I am."
I walked with him to front door. As he left he said, "Thanks again Artie. Oh and as soon as I'm gone Jackie wants you to come to her bedroom."
"Thanks, I'll do that."
"Bye Artie."
"Bye Mr. Clark."
I watched as he walked down the sidewalk, got into his car and drove away.
After Mr. Clark was gone I closed the front door and hurried to Jackie's bedroom. The door was open, but I still knocked on the door frame.
"Is that you cucky?"
"Yes Ms. Jacqueline."
"You may come in."
I stepped into Jackie's bedroom. She was lying on the bed, naked. Her hair was mussed. Her makeup was smeared. There were several love bites on her breasts. Semen dripped from her gaping cunt.
Smiling I said, "It looks like you had a good time in here."
Jackie nodded. "It was a fun day. We were both pretty excited."
"I'm glad."
"Are you Artie, are you really?"
"Yes, today I realized that Mr. Clark can do things for you that I can't. I'm glad you have him and I'm glad you have the other men too."
"Thank you Artie. You know you'll always be my most important man."
"I know."
"And I'll always love only you."
"I know that too. I'll always love you."
"Even after another man has just finished fucking me?"
"Especially then, right now you look beautiful."
"Ron left another mess. Will you clean me again?"
"Yes, I'd like that very much."
"Take off your clothes."
I quickly undressed.
As soon as I was naked Jackie said, "Come join me on my bed."
I got on Jackie's bed and crawled between her legs.
"Do it cucky, lick my boyfriend's cum out of my cunt."
I closed my eyes, pressed my lips to Jackie's well fucked sex and started licking up Mr. Clark's semen.
"That's right cucky, lick it all up. Enjoy it. Savor it. As my cuckold you're going to learn to love the taste of other men's semen."
Jackie let me lick her for a minute or two and then she said, "And now the sheet. Lick all of my boyfriend's cum off of my bed sheet."
Overwhelmed with submissive masochistic desire I eagerly complied. As soon as the sheet was clean I looked up at Jackie. My face was coated with Mr. Clark's semen.
Jackie sat up, patted my head and said, "Good boy."
I grinned at her.
She slipped her hands behind my head and gently pulled my face into her cunt. "Now I want you to eat me cucky. I want you to lick me and suck my clit. I want you to make me cum."
I pushed my tongue into Jackie's cunt. As I started licking her she said; "Yes that's what I want. Lick me, eat me. Ron has a big beautiful cock, but you have a wonderfully wicked tongue." Still holding on to the back of my head, Jackie started grinding her cunt into my face. "Cucky, you do things with your tongue that drive me absolutely wild."
As Jackie spoke she was panting. Her excitement was rapidly mounting. I moved up to her engorged clitoris, sucked it into my mouth and started flicking it with my tongue."
"Yes that's what I want! Eat me! Another man just finished fucking me. Lick my freshly fucked cunt! Suck on my clit! Yes, just like that, suck it and lick it! Harder! Faster! Make me cum one more time today!"
I felt the tension in Jackie's body growing. I kept sucking on her clit while she mashed her freshly fucked cunt into my face. Suddenly she arched her back and screamed.
I kept sucking her clit.
She cried and shook as the waves of pleasure ravaged her body.
I kept my lips pressed to her cunt.
Gradually her orgasm subsided. I felt her start to relax. I gave her cunt a final kiss, pulled back and waited. Jackie lay still, her eyes were closed. I continued to wait and watch.
Finally her eyes opened. She saw me and smiled. "Artie honey, that was magnificent. It was the perfect way to end a wonderful fuck party, thank you."
I smiled.
Jackie sat up. "Now it's your turn." She moved over to the edge of her bed, opened the drawer in her night table and took out the key to my chastity cage. "Come sit next to me Artie."
I slid over and sat next to Jackie. She quickly unlocked my chastity cage and slipped it off of my penis and balls. As soon as it was released my tiny penis sprang to attention.
Jackie giggled. "He seems happy to be free."
I nodded. "He is."
She set my chastity cage on her night table. "You should wash this tomorrow. Remember, on Tuesday I have a motel date with Phil Harper so I'll be locking you up again on Monday morning."
"I remember."
Jackie pulled two tissues out of the box on her night table. "Here's your pussy."
I took the tissues from her.
Jackie lay back on the pillows. "Kneel at my feet. Tonight I'll let you suck on my toes while you jack off."
I got back up on the bed. Once I was in position Jackie spread her legs so that I could see her cunt and then she raised her right foot and pushed it into my face. "Okay cucky, have fun."
As soon as I started stroking my cock Jackie said; "Isn't that cute. My pussy husband is jerking off just like a twelve year old boy. What really makes it special is that another man just spent the last three hours enjoying my cunt. He played with it. He finger fucked me. I sucked his cock twice. You weren't there for the second time. You were doing housework in your frilly little apron. Oh and he fucked me. He fucked me twice and came inside me both times. Cucky do you think cumming inside a woman's cunt might be more fun than jerking off?"
Jackie's taunt was fanning the flames of my already burning masochistic desires. I pumped my tiny penis faster and faster. At the same time I fervently sucked on Jackie's toes.
"Cuckboy, look at my pussy. Wouldn't you love to put your pathetic little peepee inside it. You can't, my cunt is reserved for real men with real cocks. Wimps like you have to be content jerking off."
That pushed me over the edge. I felt the familiar warmth flooding my loins. I quickly wrapped the two tissues around the tiny head of my penis and continued masturbating.
My orgasm was tremendous. The pent up excitement created by the restriction of the chastity cage, the thrill of the day's activities and the exquisite humiliation of Jackie's creative taunts combined to create an unforgettable climax.
When I was finished ejaculating Jackie sat up and took the tissues from me. She pressed them to her lips and kissed the damp spot that had absorbed my cum and then she stood up. "Baby you sit here and relax. I'll flush these for you."
Jackie walked into her bathroom. I heard the toilet flush. A moment later she returned and sat down on the edge of her bed.
I moved so that I was sitting on the edge of the bed next to her. For a moment we were both silent and then Jackie asked, "Was that okay? I mean, did I go too far? I really wanted to give you a masochistic thrill, but doing it is kind of scary. I have to say some things to you that are kind of nasty."
I kissed her cheek. "You were wonderful. It was the perfect conclusion to a magnificent day."
"Really?"
"Yeah, it really was."
Jackie giggled. "I have to admit that I enjoyed it too."
"You're a sadist."
"I am and I'm beginning to get comfortable with it."
"That's going to be fun."
"For both of us."
Jackie patted my thigh. "Come on Artie, let's get cleaned up. Connie should be back with the girls in about an hour. I'm looking forward to spending some time with them this afternoon and evening.
I bathed Jackie and then I took a shower while she put on fresh makeup. After we were dressed Jackie went into her office and finished some work while I went downstairs and did another load of laundry.
At 3:30 Connie returned with the girls. All three of them had a wonderful time. The girls loved the movie. Connie thought it was pretty funny too.
As soon as Connie left Cassie and Monica ran to their bedroom and got their crayons and Madagascar coloring books. I set them up at the kitchen table where they spent the rest of the afternoon coloring and giggling about the movie.
That evening we had wieners, macaroni and cheese and sliced tomatoes for supper. It was the girl's favorite meal. After dinner I cleaned the kitchen while Jackie and the girls watched television.
By 7:30 the girls were exhausted. Jackie and I got them into their pajamas and then we read them a story. Both girls were asleep before we finished the story.
Jackie went into the living room and sat down on the couch. I went into the kitchen, poured two glasses of wine and joined her. As I sat down next to her, I said; "You had a lot of fun on this couch today."
Smiling, Jackie said; "I did. Did you have a good time?"
"I had a wonderful time. Today I lived the cuckold fantasy."
"Tell me what you enjoyed."
"There was a lot."
"Tell me."
"I had to wear a chastity cage while you entertained your boyfriend. You made me serve you drinks while the two of you made out on the couch."
"Did you like watching us make out?"
"It was incredibly exciting."
"I'm glad you took off your clothes. I hope you weren't too embarrassed when Ron saw your chastity cage."
"Actually it ended up being pretty hot. Mr. Clark wasn't condescending or rude, that helped."
"Ron's a nice guy."
"You like him, don't you."
"I do, is that okay?"
"He's your boyfriend, you should like him."
"I like having a husband who will let me have a boyfriend."
"I like having a wife who wants a boyfriend."
We both laughed. After a moment Jackie asked; "What else did you enjoy."
"I loved licking your ass while you sucked Mr. Clark's cock."
"Artie that was so hot. I loved it too. Did you like watching Ron fuck me?"
"Yes I did. He's very good. I can see why you enjoy him so much."
"I know we talked about this before, but I have to ask you again. Does that bother you?"
"A week ago I would have said yes. Now? No it doesn't, especially after today."
"Tell me why."
"I saw how much pleasure he's able to give you. I love you. I would never want to deprive you of that enjoyment."
"Thank you Artie. I'm lucky to have such an understanding husband."
"Would you like to know what else I enjoyed today?"
"Yes, very much."
"I liked having to clean the house in that frilly apron while you and Mr. Clark were partying in your bedroom."
"I enjoyed that too. In fact when Ron was fucking me the second time I had two unusually intense orgasms. That was the reason. Knowing that you were doing housework while Ron was fucking me was unbelievably hot."
I grinned at Jackie. "I'm a masochist, you're a sadist and we both have creative imaginations. We're going to have fun."
"Yes we are." Jackie was quiet. After a moment she said; "Artie I'm so glad you found out about my secret life."
"I am too. I'm also glad that we've been able to be open with each other about our secret desires. I love being your cuckold."
"And I love being your hot wife." Jackie kissed me. While it was a passionate kiss it wasn't lustful; it was tender and romantic. It was the kind of kiss that a wife, even a hot wife, reserves solely for her husband.
When we finished kissing Jackie said; "Sweetheart it's only 9:30, but it's been a full day. I'm exhausted."
I nodded. "So am I."
"Let's go to bed." As Jackie stood up she added; "Tomorrow night is slut wife night. I want both of us to be well rested."
Laughing, I said; "I like this plan."
We quickly undressed, brushed our teeth and got into bed. Jackie cuddled up to me. I pulled the covers up over us and put my arm around her. As we quietly lay together in the dark Jackie said, "Artie."
"Yes."
"I'll always remember today."
"I will too."
"Because I cheated on you I guess you've always been a cuckold, but today you became my willing cuckold."
"Today I became your eager obedient cuckold."
"My obedient cuckold, I like that."
We lay quietly for a moment and the Jackie started to giggle. "Artie."
"Yes."
"Tomorrow night I'm going to become your depraved slut."
I laughed. "Life is good, isn't it?"
"Yes it is, it really is."
Epilogue
That was three years ago. Jacqueline and I still fondly remember that day as the day I officially became her obedient cuckold.
The next night, Sunday night we did have slut wife night. It was a great success and we continue to enjoy slut wife night once or twice a week.
Monday morning Jackie locked me in my chastity cage and I wore it until after her Tuesday motel date with Phil Harper.
That became the pattern for our new life, a life that we both still love. Jackie generally has two dates a week. The day before each date she locks me in my chastity cage and my penis stays locked up until after she's finished her date. That night I'm allowed to masturbate before I go to sleep, but Jackie won't touch my little peepee. Why should she? She enjoyed a real cock that day. My tiny dicklet wouldn't be at all interesting to her. The next night is generally a slut wife night. That's an altogether different situation. On slut wife night Jackie makes sure that I know just how much she loves and desires me.
A lot has happened during the past three years. Natalie returned home from Albany madly in love with Milton Craig. The next weekend he visited her. Six months later they were married. They had a small civil ceremony in the banquet room of a nice restaurant in White Plains, New York. Connie, Jackie, the girls and I all flew to White Plains for the wedding.
There was one more surprise guest. It was Gary Conners. Gary was Connie's first husband; the man who thought he was Nattie's father but then discovered that he wasn't. He flew in from Seattle for the wedding. Connie had called him. Apparently age and time had softened his hurt and anger.
Nattie cried when she saw him and we all cried when he walked her down the aisle.
The following weekend we had another wedding ceremony in our city. Miltie's mother wasn't invited. Neither was Gary Conners nor our girls. This wedding was a cuckold wedding. It was put on by Connie's sex club. They held it in a private mansion. At the time there were six submissives in the club, five males and one female. We were the servants. Miltie wore a collar and leash for the entire evening.
The ceremony was quite unorthodox; everyone was naked including the woman who performed the ceremony. She wasn't a minister or a justice of the peace. She didn't have to be, the legal ceremony had taken place the week before in White Plains. Her name was Lorraine. While still very attractive, she was in her late fifties. She was introduced as the queen slut of the club. Lorraine and Connie were close friends.
Nattie's black boyfriend, Thomas Ward was the best man at the wedding. At the end of the ceremony Thomas sat on a stool. Nattie sucked his enormous cock while Miltie kneeled behind her kissing and licking her asshole. The forty people in attendance all cheered.
The reception was an orgy.
Jackie and I did become active members of the sex club. Nattie and Miltie did too. As submissive cuckolds Miltie and I were required to wear chastity cages at all club events. We were also expected to act as servants. It's unbelievably exciting to be serving cocktails while your wife is on a couch on the other side of the room sucking another man's cock.
Phil Harper, Teddy and I did start playing golf together. My skills returned quickly and Jackie purchased a membership at Oak Grove Country Club for us.
Jackie actually used the Country Club as much as I did. She didn't play golf. Sex was the only leisure time activity that interested her. For Jackie the club was a place to entertain clients and professional associates.
About a year after that memorable day with Ron Clark, Jackie's law firm rewarded her skill and hard work by making her the youngest and first female partner in the firm. Her already substantial income was tripled. So were her social responsibilities. The club was the perfect venue for professional meetings and lunches.
Jackie's increased income allowed us to upgrade our standard of living. We started by purchasing a new home. It was actually a small mansion. It had six bedrooms, all on the second floor. Jackie took the master bedroom for her private boudoir. The room across the hall from Jackie's room was designated as the guest room. I was given the bedroom next door to Jackie's room. The room opposite mine became Jackie's office. Monica got the room next door to mine and Cassie was given the room across the hall from Monica's room. Of course I still spent most nights sleeping in Jackie's room.
The backyard had a large patio and a swimming pool. It was also surrounded by a ten foot brick wall. It was very private. The living room and den were adjacent to the patio and both rooms had French doors leading outside. Jackie's room opened onto a balcony that overlooked the patio. There was a small staircase that led from the patio up to Jackie's balcony.
This private entrance to Jackie's room allowed her to occasionally entertain a late night guest in her bedroom. On those nights I would stay in my room so that I could be available to the girls if they needed something. Of course Jackie's room also had a door that locked.
Jackie, Ron and I had several more parties together. They were all wonderful. Jackie and Ron also usually got together once a week at our house while the girls were at school and I was at work. They enjoyed each other, but as they both predicted they eventually parted ways. It happened about six months after that first Saturday. Since then Jackie has had four other boyfriends. The first three each lasted about six months. My wife enjoys variety.



Jackie's current boyfriend is Bill Carlisle. He sells office supplies. He's a nice guy. He's polite to me and Jackie enjoys him. Bill is her favorite kind of guy. He has a big cock and he knows how to use it. I've watched them twice, but Bill really isn't in to it. Because of that, when he's at the house and I'm around I'll usually put on my apron and do a little housework while they party in Jackie's bedroom. Jackie's not happy about that situation so I think Bill's going to be getting the boot in the very near future. My wife is a beautiful woman. It doesn't take her long to find a new boyfriend.
"You're very quiet. Is everything all right?"
I quickly smiled at my wife and then focused my eyes on road ahead of me again. Our new house was a thirty minute drive from the airport and we were almost there. "I'm sorry, I guess I wasn't being very good company. When you told me about the man you met while you were at your conference it made me think about that week three years ago when we got started in this lifestyle.
"That's okay; I'm pretty tired from last night. I'm not very talkative right now either."
We rode in silence for a moment and then Jackie asked, "Are you still happy with the way we live?"
"You mean do I like being your cuckold?"
Jackie smiled, "Not just my cuckold, my submissive cuckold and my servant."
"I wouldn't change a thing. I may be the happiest man in the entire world."
Jackie laughed. "That's pretty happy."
"Are you still happy?"
"I don't think I could be happier."
Jackie reached over and touched my chastity cage. "You've been wearing this for five days. Does it bother you?"
"No I'm used to it."
"You must be feeling anxious."
"A little."
"I'll take the cage off when you're finished pampering me tonight. You can masturbate. That will help."
"You must have let him have you again this morning."
"I'm sorry, I did. He was good. I wanted to enjoy him one more time. We can still have slut wife night tomorrow night."
"Yes we can and being able to masturbate tonight will help. I'm glad that you had an opportunity to enjoy him once more this morning."
"Even if it means that you have to wait another day before you get to fuck me?"
"Of course, you're my dominant hot wife. Your pleasure is all that matters."
Jackie smiled and then she said; "As soon as we get home we can go upstairs to my bedroom. After you bathe me you can lick my pussy and ass while I tell you all about him."
"I'd like that very much."
"Artie, you told me that you were just thinking about how we got started three years ago."
"I was."
"That day you came home and found me with Ron was one of the luckiest days of our lives."
I nodded. "It's right up there with the day we met, our wedding day and the days that Monica and Cassie were born."
"We really have been lucky."
"Yes Jacqueline, we have."
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I write stories that celebrate the cuckold hot wife life style. I also try to write romantic stories. Despite their alternative lifestyle my hot wives and their cuckold husbands always have a deep and abiding love for each other.
Every one of us is a unique individual. We enjoy different kinds of music, art, food and recreational activities. We also enjoy a variety of sexual desires and fantasies. These differences are neither good nor bad, they're just different. If you can accept that you might enjoy this story. If sexual desires that vary from your own offend you or make you uncomfortable I strongly suggest that you find something else to read.
People sometimes get confused and make decisions that they later regret. That of course is part of the ongoing drama of life. It also provides the conflict that makes a story interesting.

Jeanne, my wife of twenty-seven years and I had just finished doing the supper dishes. We didn't need to wash them by hand, we had a dishwasher. We chose to do it because it was a habit, a pleasant habit. For years Jeanne and I along with our daughters, Jodie and Tricia had done them every night together.
Jodie and Tricia were now gone. They'd graduated from college, Jodie a year ago and Tricia two years ago. Both of them had good jobs and nice apartments. They were on their own and Jeanne and I were now on our own.
For Jeanne and me, washing the dishes together was one way to relive the fond memories of the past.
Don't misunderstand what I'm telling you. We weren't wallowing in despair because our daughters were grown and gone. We were both only forty-nine years old and leading full vibrant lives. I ran a small but very successful accounting office and Jeanne was a legal secretary for one of our city's most prominent law firms. I managed to play eighteen holes of golf three times a week and Jeanne belonged to a fitness club and worked out almost every day.
Still we were growing older. I had a middle aged paunch and my hair was thinning. While Jeanne was still a very sexy and beautiful woman, she was starting to find an occasional gray hair and lines and wrinkles were beginning to appear around her eyes and mouth.
After we finished drying and putting the dishes away we wiped off the counter tops and cleaned the sink. Once that was done Jeanne turned to me. Taking a deep breath, she said; "Micheal, I'd like to talk to you in the living room."
The serious tone of my wife's voice concerned me. Suddenly worried that something was gravely wrong, I said; "Yes, of course."
We walked quickly into the living room. Expecting that Jeanne would sit next to me, I sat on the couch. She surprised me and sat in the arm chair across from the couch. This heightened my anxiety.
For what seemed like an eternity, but was most likely only a few seconds, Jeanne stared at me. Feeling even more apprehensive, I waited. Finally she began. "Michael, I suspect that what I'm about to say is going to shock you and probably upset you. I'm asking, no begging you to please hear me out before you respond."
Now overwhelmed with alarm and barely managing to maintain my composure, I answered; "All right, I'll try."
"Thank you." Jeanne smiled and then she took a deep breath."Michael, I'm going to have an affair."
I looked at my wife with a shocked expression and said; "What did you just say?"
Obviously trying to maintain her calm, Jeanne repeated her statement. "I'm planning to have an affair."
"I don't understand? Are you telling me that you're in love with another man?"
Vehemently shaking her head, Jeanne answered; "No absolutely not! It's just going to be sex."
"Just going to be sex? You're telling me that you're planning to start fucking some other guy just for the fun of it?" I was starting to get angry.
Jeanne said, "Michael try to control your temper. Please listen to me."
"Control my temper! Shit Jeanne, you're telling me that you're going to cheat on me."
"No I'm not."
"You just told me that you're going to start fucking another man. That's cheating."
"No it's not. It's only cheating if I do it behind your back."
I stared at my wife for a moment and then slowly shaking my head, I said; "Jeanne, what's gotten in to you? This is crazy. You're going to tear my heart out if you do this."
"Michael, you're taking this all wrong. I still love you. You're the only man I'll ever love. This is just something that I need to do for myself. When we got married I was a virgin. You weren't. You've experienced other women. I've never experienced another man. I've decided that's an experience I'd like to have. If it's going to happen I have to do it now while I'm still young enough to attract another man."
"Jeanne, what are you talking about? You lost your interest in sex at least tens years ago."
"What do you mean?"
"It's been ten years since you've shown any desire to have sex, at least with me."
"Don't be silly, of course I've been interested in sex."
"Really? When was the last time you initiated sex? When was the last time you gave me a blow job? When was the last time you let me eat your pussy? When was the last time we made love in any way other than the missionary position? When was the last time you even let me see you naked?"
My questions struck home. Clearly shaken, Jeanne stared at me. The silence was deafening. Finally she quietly answered; "I'm sorry Micheal. I know I haven't been the best wife in this area for a while. I guess that sex for us just grew stale."
"Stale? Who's fault is that Jeanne? How many times have I suggested things we could try that might spice up our lovemaking. I'll tell you how many. Lots of times, I've done it lots of times and every time I did it you shot me down."
"Michael, don't you understand? That's what I'm doing now. I'm doing this for us. This is going to rekindle my interest in sex. When this affair is over, I'm going to be your loving wife again and you're going to get more blow jobs than you can possibly imagine."
"But another man is going to get them first, isn't he Jeanne."
"Micheal, please understand. I need this."
"You need this. You know what Jeanne, you're not the only one who could use some extra sex. How about if I go out and get a little on the side too?"
"Don't be silly. Look at you Michael. You're losing your hair and you have a middle aged paunch. What woman would want you?"
Appalled by that statement, I stood up. "Well then, there we have it. Apparently I don't do it for you anymore, do I Jeanne? I think this conversation has come to an end."
I turned and started to walk out of the room, but after a few steps I stopped and turned back to my wife. "Jeanne, when is this affair going to begin?"
Clearly upset and having to work to hold herself together, Jeanne quietly said; "Tomorrow night, I have a date."
"A date, tomorrow night; so you've already selected the lucky guy."
"Yes." Jeanne answered in a whisper.
"So who is he?"
Jeanne stared at me for a moment and then she shook her head and said; "No Michael, this has nothing to do with you. This is for me. Who he is is none of your business."
"What! None of my business? Tomorrow night my wife of twenty-six years, the mother of my two daughters, is going to cuckold me with another man and you have the audacity to tell me that his identity is none of my business! Jeanne I apparently no longer know who you are." On that note I turned and and stormed out of the room.
Woodworking is one of my passions. I have a shop in my basement. I took refuge there. I was building a coffee table for Jodie, my youngest daughter. I was setting a piece of wood that was going to become a leg into my lathe when I sensed Jeanne's presence. I froze.
In a whisper, she said; "His name is Derek Fisher. He's a lawyer, but he works for a different firm. We've had several lunches together. He's married."
I turned. "He's married?"
"Yes, I think it's better that way. It reduces the chances for emotional involvement on his part."
"It also means that you're not only going to defile our marriage, you're also going to defile his."
"Michael, why can't you understand this?"
"Oh I do understand. I have a belly and I'm losing my hair. You're not attracted to me anymore."
"I'm sorry, I shouldn't have said that. It came out wrong. Michael, I still find you very attractive. You're the man of my dreams."
"If I'm the man of your dreams then why are you going to fuck someone else tomorrow night?"
"Please understand, this is an experience I need to have."
"Jeanne, I have been faithful to you for the entire twenty-six years we've been married and my intention was to remain faithful to you until the day I died. I will never understand what you're doing."
"Michael, I have to do this."
"Then I don't think we have anything more to talk about, because I will never give you my blessing."
Slowly nodding, Jeanne said; "Very well." And then she turned and walked back up the stairs."
The next day was Wednesday. I supposed that Mr. Derek Fisher had to take my wife out on a week night rather than a weekend so that he could tell his wife that he was attending a meeting of some sort.
I'd been much too angry to even consider sharing a bed with Jeanne so I spent the night in Jodie's old room. As it turned out I was too agitated to sleep. I tossed and turned all night and finally gave up at 5:00 am. After a quick shower I dressed and was out of the house by 5:30. I admit I was trying to avoid Jeanne.
My anxiety about what was going to happen that night made it difficult to focus on my work. The minutes crawled by. I passed some of the time by trying to figure out what I was going to do if Jeanne really did carry out her threat to go out on this date.
Unfortunately I had one account who's file I absolutely had to update that day, so I was forced to try to focus my attention and complete that task.
By the time I was finished updating the file it was almost 5:30. I didn't really want to see Jeanne before she went out, but I knew that wasn't a choice. If I didn't see her I was going to have to spend the entire evening wondering if she really did do it.
Since I didn't actually know what time Jeanne was planning to leave, I hurried home. I pulled into our garage at 6:05. I was relieved to see that Jeanne's Honda was still parked in her stall.
I went inside. As I approached our bedroom I could hear Jeanne bustling about. Not having any desire to watch my wife get ready for a date with another man, I retired to the living room and tried to read the newspaper.
At 6:25 Jeanne emerged from the bedroom. When she walked into the living room and saw me, she stopped. Obviously startled by my presence, she said; "You're home."
"I generally try to come home after work."
"Yes, of course."
Jeanne looked absolutely ravishing. She was wearing a black cocktail dress that I'd never seen before. She'd obviously had her hair done. Her makeup was perfect and she was wearing her favorite string of pearls. They'd been a present from me on our fifteenth wedding anniversary.
"You look very nice tonight."
"Thank you, I tri..." Suddenly realizing that I wasn't likely to appreciate a description of her efforts to look nice for another man, Jeanne stopped herself in mid sentence. After a short pause, she just said, "Thank you."
"Is that a new dress?"
"Yes."
The tone of my wife's voice made it clear that this conversation was making her feel uncomfortable. That didn't bother me at all. What she was doing was making me feel uncomfortable.
Continuing, I said; "I see that you got your hair done."
"Yes, this afternoon."
"You must have left work early."
"Yes, I did."
"It's been a long time since you bought a new dress and got your hair done for an evening out with me."
Closing her eyes, Jeanne sighed and said; "Michael, please don't do this. Please don't make a scene."
"What prompted you to say that? Considering the situation, I think I'm being incredibly well behaved."
Jeanne nodded. "Yes, actually you are."
"What time are you going to meet him?"
"I'm not going to meet him. He's picking me up here."
"He's picking you up here! What time?"
"6:30, in just a minute or two."
"Jeanne, it's August. It's still broad daylight outside. What are the neighbors going to think when they see you get into another man's car obviously dressed for a night out on the town. Are you trying to humiliate me?"
A look of absolute horror flooded Jeanne's face. "Michael, I'm sorry. I don't know what I as thinking." Grabbing her purse, she said; "I'll call him on my cell phone."
I glanced out the window. A black BMW was pulling up to the curb in front of our house. "Jeanne, don't bother. It's too late. Your boyfriend just arrived."
"Michael, he's not my boyfriend."
"Well he sure must be something because It's been years since I've seen you put this much effort into your appearance."
"Michael, I have to go."
"Jeanne, please don't do this."
"Michael, I have to." She turned and started for the front door.
"Jeanne, aren't you going to kiss me good bye?"
My wife froze. Slowly turning back to face me, she said; "I'm sorry Michael. Please forgive me. Of course I'm going to kiss you good bye. I'm just nervous and a little disconcerted right now."
Jeanne hurried back to me, kissed me on the lips and said; "Micheal, I love you, I really do." And then she turned and walked quickly back to the front door.
As she opened it, I said; "Jeanne, I won't be here when you get home."
Jeanne stopped. She thought for a moment and then she turned to me and said; "Don't be silly, of course you'll be here when I get home. You're my husband and I'm your wife. You live here with me."
"Wives don't go out with other men."
"Actually Michael, many of them do. They just don't tell their husbands about it. Now I really do have to go. I'll be late, so don't wait up for me." And then Jeanne turned and hurried out the front door.
I walked over to the window and looked out. Derek Fischer was standing on the curb next to the passenger side door of his BMW. He was a tall man, at least four inches taller than me. He was fit, ruggedly handsome and had a full head of dark wavy hair. It was easy to understand why my wife was attracted to him.
As soon as he saw Jeanne coming down the front steps he opened the passenger door and stepped towards her. When she reached him he greeted her and then to my utter amazement, he put his arms around my wife and kissed her full the lips. As I watched Jeanne kiss him back my heart broke. They held their kiss for several seconds and then Jeanne suddenly pushed him away and stepped back.
After exchanging a few brief words Jeanne turned and looked nervously towards the front window. Since it was still broad daylight, I wasn't certain whether or not she could see me. At that moment I actually didn't care. As far as I was concerned our marriage had ended with that kiss.
Jeanne stared at the front of our house for a moment and then she turned and slipped into Fischer's car. As soon as she was settled he closed her door, walked around the car and got in on the drivers side. A second later they pulled away from the curb and disappeared down the street.
Once Fischer and my wife were gone I retrieved a suitcase and a garment bag from a storage cabinet in the garage. I brought them up to the bedroom and quickly packed enough clothing for a week. I carried the bags back down to the garage and placed them in the trunk of my Lexus. As soon as that was done I went back into the house, found a pen and a note pad, sat down at the kitchen table and wrote a note to my wife.
Dear Jeanne,
Thank you for twenty-six wonderful years and two beautiful daughters.
While I will always love you, I will never agree to share you with another man.
Michael
After I finished the note I placed it in the middle of the kitchen table and took a long slow walk around the house. As I moved from room to room I tried to focus on the wonderful memories around me, but I couldn't stop imagining my wife laughing and flirting with Derek Fischer.
Eventually I gave up. Returning to the kitchen, I stared at my note for almost a minute and then with a sigh; I closed my eyes, took off my wedding ring, set it on the table next to the note and walked deliberately out to the garage. Trying not to think, I got into my car and pushed the button that opened the garage door. As I backed into the street I took one last look at the house where I'd spent the most important years of my life and then I shifted my Lexus into drive and accelerated down the street.
I drove to a motel near my office. On the way, I made two stops. The first was at a MacDonalds where I bought a cheese burger and an order of french fries. The second was at a liquor store where I purchased a liter of very good scotch. I didn't get drunk that night, but I did have three stiff drinks.
The drinks helped. At 10:30 I turned off my cell phone, went to bed and actually fell asleep.
I woke up at 6:30. As soon as I realized where I was and why I was there I was overwhelmed by a deep sorrow.
I could have easily spent the entire day lying in that motel room bed wallowing in my misery. I didn't. I knew that it wasn't healthy and I also understood that I had to go to work. Regardless of how lousy my life was, I still had a business to run.
I willed myself out of that bed and into the shower. The shower and a shave helped. Feeling stronger, I put on a shirt, a necktie and one of my business suits and left for work.
It was still only 7:15. I was hungry, so I stopped at Lyle's cafe to get some breakfast. While I was waiting for my eggs, sausages and toast; I turned on my cell phone. There were three messages. Predictably, they were all from Jeanne.
The first one was left at 12:14. Jeanne had gotten home earlier than I'd expected. I listened to it:
"Michael, please call me. You're taking this much too seriously. My fling with Derek is just for sex. He means nothing to me. You're the only man I love. Now quit being childish and call me. I want you to come home. We belong together."
I moved on to the next one. It was left at 12:40.
"Michael, stop being foolish and call me. If we talk I'm sure we can work this out. I love you and only you. Baby, please call me."
The third message was left at 1:10. It was clear that Jeanne had waited exactly thirty minutes before she called me again.
"Michael, you're scaring me. Please call. I don't care if it's four in the morning, just call me. We have to talk. I don't want to lose you over something as insignificant as this. It really isn't that important."
I deleted all three messages and shut off my telephone. I wasn't yet ready to talk to Jeanne and based on her messages, she wasn't ready to talk to me either. Jeanne kept saying that her affair with Derek wasn't a big deal. She was wrong about that. It was a very big deal.
I walked into the reception area of my accounting firm's office at 7:58. My secretary and office manager, Ruth Wilkins was already at her desk. Ruth made it a point to always be in the office before her day officially started at 8:00 AM.
When she heard me come in, Ruth looked up at me and smiled. "Good morning Michael."
Smiling back, I said; "Good morning Ruth."
As I passed by her desk on my way to my office, Ruth said; "Michael, Jeanne just called. She sounded upset. I think you'd better call her."
I stopped. After taking a second to consider what Ruth had just told me, I said; "Ruth, Jeanne and I are in the midst of a major disagreement. For the time being I would prefer to avoid talking to her. I'm certain that she's going to call again. When she does I want you to tell her that I'm unavailable."




Ruth stared at me for a moment, but then she nodded and said; "Certainly." Ruth wasn't only a good secretary, she was a close friend.
I went into my office and closed the door. As I was taking off my suit coat, the door opened and Ruth walked in.
"Michael I've been your secretary for eighteen years. Our families have taken vacations together. Your girls used to babysit for my kids. Jeanne and I are like sisters. If you're having a disagreement with her you have to try to resolve it. The only way to do that is to talk to her."
Shaking my head, I looked at Ruth and said; "I don't think this problem can be resolved."
"Of course it can. Everything can be resolved. You just have to try."
"Ruth, last night Jeanne went out on a date with another man."
Ruth stared at me for a second and then she said; "You mean a business dinner. So what? You sometimes have to entertain female clients."
"No Ruth, this was a date. They had sex."
"What? I don't believe it. Jeanne wouldn't do that."
"Believe me, she did exactly that."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, her boyfriend picked her up at our house at 6:30 last night. Before they got into his car, he actually kissed Jeanne on the lips in our front yard."
"You saw that?"
"I watched from the front window."
"Why didn't you stop her?
"I tried. I asked her not to go and when she did go I told her that I'd be gone when she got home. Ruth, I'm not going to physically restrain Jeanne. She's an adult. She gets to make her own choices, but so do I. If she wants to date other men, she's going to do it without the man she's been married to for twenty-six years."
"She really did that?"
"Yes."
"When she calls again, can I talk to her?"
"I can't think of any reason that you shouldn't."
"All right; when she calls, how do you want me to handle it for you?
"Do exactly what I instructed you to do earlier, tell her that I'm unavailable."
Ruth returned to her desk. I sat down at mine and tried to work. It was impossible to concentrate. Setting my work aside, I focused my attention on the problem that was monopolizing my thoughts. My wife was sleeping with another man. What was I going to do about it?"
I started my search for solutions by trying to brainstorm possible options. The first of course was to cut all ties with my philandering wife and never talk to her again. That was one extreme. The other was to accept her fling and continue living with her while trying to be oblivious to what she was doing.
I thought about those two choices. The second wasn't an option. There wasn't any possibility that I could sit at home patiently waiting while my wife was out having sex with another man.
The first choice wasn't much more palatable. I loved Jeanne. We'd spent twenty-six wonderful years together. She was the mother of our children. The thought of spending the rest of my life without her was devastating.
There had to be third option. I stared at the wall, thinking. Why was Jeanne doing this? Was she in love with this Derek guy? Was I a dud in bed? Had I been a terrible husband? Had she decided that she didn't love me anymore? Was this some kind of midlife crisis? It could have been any of those reasons and there were probably other explanations too. I didn't know and that disturbed me. Finally I came to the conclusion that I didn't understand. I needed to know more and there was only one way to get more information, talk to Jeanne.
Just as I was reaching that conclusion, Ruth walked back into my office. "Michael, I just finished talking to Jeanne."
I looked at her.
Shaking her head, she said; "I don't know what's gotten into that woman. Somehow she's decided that having sex with another man isn't a big deal."
I sighed. "Now maybe you understand the agony I'm going through."
Ruth nodded. "Yes, I'm sorry. If David started sleeping with another woman I'd be devastated."
"Thank you."
"What are you going to do?"
Smiling, I said; "Believe it or not, I'm going to try to talk to her."
"You are?"
"Yes, I might be crazy; but before I can do anything I need to try to understand what's happened to our lives."
"Actually, that does make sense." Ruth was slowly nodding. "What can I do to help?"
"Get her on the phone."
"Right now?"
"Can you think of any reason to wait?"
"No I can't, I'll call her."
Ruth left my office. A minute later my phone rang.
I picked it up. It was Ruth. "Michael, I have Jeanne on line one."
I said, "Thank you Ruth" and then I pushed the button for line one and said, "Hello Jeanne."
"Michael?"
"Yes Jeanne, it's me."
"Michael, you're blowing this way out of proportion. Now grow up and come home."
I hung up.
A minute later my phone rang again. I picked it up. "Yes Ruth."
"Jeanne on line one."
"Thank you Ruth." I pushed the button for line one.
"Michael?"
"Yes Jeanne."
"How dare you hang up on me."
I hung up again only this time I dialed Ruth's extension. "Ruth?"
"Yes Michael."
"If Jeanne calls again tell her I'm unavailable."
"I gather you didn't make much progress."
"Nope."
"Gonna try again later?"
"Of course, but she needs a little time to put things into perspective."
I waited. After two hours I called Ruth. "Have you heard from Jeanne?"
Laughing, Ruth said; "Just every ten minutes."
"Sorry about putting you through this."
"Michael, you're a great employer; not just for me, but for everyone who works here. Right now you need some help. I'm just glad that I'm in a position to give it to you."
"Thanks Ruth, I won't forget this."
"Don't even think about it. You've done plenty for David and me. Hell you loaned us the down payment for our house. Now, what do you want me to do about Jeanne?"
"The next time she calls put her through."
"You got it boss."
Five minutes later my telephone rang. I picked it up. It was Ruth. "Michael, Jeanne's on line one."
I pressed the button for line one. "Michael Nolan."
"Michael, please don't hang up."
"Are you going to keep yelling at me?"
Jeanne yelled, "Are you going to start being reasonable?"
I hung up and immediately dialed Ruth. "Give me another hour."
"She's still not ready to talk?"
"Apparently not."
After an hour my phone rang again. It was Ruth. "Michael, Jeanne's on line one."
"Thanks Ruth, put her through."
When my telephone rang I picked it up and said; "Yes Jeanne."
"Michael are we going to talk about this?"
"Whenever you're ready."
"I've been ready for hours. You haven't been willing to talk to me."
"No Jeanne, you've spent the morning telling me to grow up and accept what you're doing. Clearly, I'm not willing to do that."
There was a moment of silence and then Jeanne asked; "Why, I've made it clear that I still love you."
"If you still love me, why did you choose to humiliate me in front of the neighbors last night."
"Micheal, I'm sorry about that. I never should have let Derek pick me up at the house. That was wrong. I don't know what I was thinking. I apologize. We've already talked about it. From now on I'll meet him."
"Jeanne, you let him kiss you on our front lawn and don't try to tell me that it was just a kiss on the cheek. I saw it. He took you in his arms and kissed you like a lover and you kissed him back."
There was another moment of silence and then Jeanne asked; "You saw that?"
"Of course I saw it Jeanne. A man came to our house to pick up my wife for a date. Did you think I wouldn't be watching from the front window?"
"No, I...Michael I don't know what I was thinking."
"Jeanne, you made out with him on our front lawn."
"I'm sorry Michael. That was another mistake. I was excited and when Derek kissed me I kind of lost my cool."
"That wasn't the first time you kissed him like that, was it Jeanne?"
My wife was silent again.
"Jeanne?"
"No." She answered in a barely audible whisper.
"I see. Well, I guess that shouldn't be a surprise. This didn't just come out of the blue."
"Micheal please understand, it's just a silly little fling. It doesn't mean anything."
"Are you trying to tell me that the kiss on our front lawn wasn't romantic?"
"Yes, that's exactly what I'm trying to tell you." Jeanne's voice sounded hopeful.
"Okay, so tell me about your date."
"Michael, it wasn't a date. I keep trying to explain that to you."
"So you just went straight to the motel."
"Well no, of course not. We had to get something to eat first."
"So, where did you go, Denny's?"
"Certainly not, I was all dressed up."
"Yes, I noticed that. You even got your hair done and bought a new dress. It's been a long time since you did that for me Jeanne."
"Michael!"
"What Jeanne?"
"Why are you making this so difficult."
"Me making it difficult? You're the one who's dating another man."
"I'm not dating Derek, this is just a harmless fling."
"I don't know Jeanne. You got your hair done, bought a new dress and he took you out to eat. It sure sounds like a date to me."
"Okay, maybe it was a date, but so what. It wasn't romantic."
"Okay, so it wasn't romantic. If he didn't take you to Denny's then you must have gone to MacDonalds."
"Of course not, don't be silly."
"So where did he take you?"
There was a pause. After a moment Jeanne asked, "Why is that important?"
"I think the restaurant he chose says a lot about his intentions."
"That's ridiculous. Derek knows that we're just getting together for a fling."
"If that's the case, why are you hesitating to tell me where you had dinner."
"Okay, if you must know, he took me to the Kensington Grill."
I hadn't expected that. I paused. The Kensington Grill was the fanciest and most romantic restaurant in our city. Jeanne and I went there once a year, but only once a year. It was where we celebrated our wedding anniversary.
After a moment I said; "The Kensington Grill? You and I go there once a year, don't we Jeanne."
Realizing the significance of what she'd just told me, Jeanne quietly answered, "Yes."
"What occasion do we celebrate there?"
Sighing, Jeanne quietly said; "Our wedding anniversary."
"And you didn't think his restaurant choice was significant?" Starting to get angry, I pressed. "What did you talk about during dinner Jeanne, baseball?"
"No, of course not."
"So what did you talk about?"
"I don't know, I guess our jobs and our families."
"Did you talk about me? Did he talk about his wife?"
"Yes." Jeanne's voice was nearly a whisper.
"Did you hold hands during dinner? You know, like you do with me?" During a fancy dinner my wife loved to hold my hand while we talked.
Again, in a whisper; "Yes."
"And you're telling me that I shouldn't be jealous?"
"Please Michael, you're blowing this way out of proportion."
Jeanne, I know you think I'm too fat and ugly to ever attract another woman..."
"Michael I apologized for that."
Ignoring her I continued; "Just for the sake of conversation let's pretend that I could attract another woman. How would you feel if you walked into the Kensington Grill and saw me sitting at a table holding hands with her?"
"But..."
"How would you feel?"
"It didn't mean anything."
"How would you feel?"
"Damn it Michael, this isn't fair!"
"How would you feel?"
"Michael why can't you understand?"
"How would you feel?"
Jeanne screamed; "Fuck you Michael! Fuck you!" And then she hung up.
Jeanne called back just before five. Ruth put her through.
"Hello Jeanne."
"Michael, I'm sorry I swore at you earlier."
"Apology accepted."
There was a long pause and then Jeanne asked; "Are you coming home tonight?"
"I hadn't planned on it."
"Please Michael, we need to talk."
"After last night I don't think we have anything to talk about anymore."
"Michael, don't say that. We've had twenty-six wonderful years together. We raised two beautiful daughters together. You're not going to throw all of that away over this, are you?"
"Jeanne..."
"Michael, come home. Let me show you just how much I love you."
"Are you offering me sex?"
"Yes, that's exactly what I'm doing. You're my husband. I'm you're wife."
"Jeanne it's been at least three years since you've shown any interest in sex with me."
"I know Michael. I was going through a bad period. The girls didn't need me anymore, I turned forty-five. My breasts started to sag and I felt old and ugly."
"But now you're telling me that's all changed."
"Yes, it has."
"Because of Derek Fischer?"
Jeanne was silent. Finally in a very quiet voice, she said; "He did help me feel more self confident."
"And now you want to have sex with me."
"Yes Michael I want to show you just how much I love you."
"Why couldn't you have talked to me about how you felt or gone to a counselor?"
"What do you mean?"
"Last night I watched you stand on our front lawn and make out with another man. Jeanne I doubt that I'll ever be able to kiss you again without picturing you kissing Derek Fischer."
"No Michael..."
"And you had sex with him Jeanne. I don't think I'll ever be able to have sex with you again without being afraid that you're comparing me to Derek Fischer and wondering how I stack up against him."
"Michael, you're the only man I love. That's all that matters."
"Is it Jeanne? He's taller than I am, does he have a bigger cock? Is he better in bed than I am? Do you have more orgasms with him then you had with me?"
"None of that matters. All that matters is that I love you."
"Really Jeanne? For the past several years I've obviously bored you in bed. Now you meet this Fischer guy and suddenly your libido wakes up again. I'm guessing he must be a pretty good fuck. Damn it Jeanne, two nights ago you called me a fat bald headed old man who could never possibly attract another woman. You talked about feeling old and ugly, how do you think I feel right now."
I paused to take a breath and then I said; "No Jeanne, I'm not coming home tonight so that we can make love. The way I feel right now, I don't think I'll ever be able to make love to you again."
"Michael, No! Don't say that! You're reading this all wrong."
"Jeanne, last night I think you dealt a fatal blow to our marriage and I feel very bad about that. I was really looking forward to the freedom we were going to have now that the girls are grown and living on their own."
"Please Michael, I'll do anything to make this up to you."
"Are you going to stop seeing Fischer?"
"There was a moment of silence and then Jeanne said; "I suppose if you really want me to I could do that."
"If I really want you to, you could do that?" The tone of my voice reflected my anger.
Quickly realizing what she'd said, Jeanne tried to back track. "No! No! Of course I'll stop seeing him. I'll call him today and tell him that we're done."
"But you don't really want to do that, and that's what matters."
"No Michael, I'm upset right now. I'm not thinking clearly. Of course I'll stop seeing Derek."
"Unfortunately, I don't believe you want to stop seeing him and so every time you're late getting home, every time you have an evening social function and every time you take off to go shopping on a Saturday afternoon I'll wonder if you're meeting him. You see Jeanne, last night you not only destroyed our love; you also destroyed my trust."
"Micheal please, you can trust me; you know you can."
"Jeanne, a week ago I don't think I could have imagined not trusting you; but a week ago I couldn't have imagined you doing any of the things you've done during the past forty-eight hours. Frankly, I don't know what to think anymore. I feel like the foundation of my existence has been shattered."
"Michael No! Don't say that!"
"Jeanne I asked you not to do it. I begged you not to do it. You ignored my pleas and did it anyway."
"I just wanted a little romance."
"And you didn't feel like you could get it from the man you claim to love. Well, there it is then. I guess there isn't much else to say. I hope your romance with Derek Fischer makes you happy."
"Michael you're twisting my words. That's not what I meant to say."
"Okay, what were you trying to say?"
"I felt old, ugly and useless."
"And then you met a tall handsome married man who turned on the charm and made you feel young, pretty and needed."
There was a long pause. Finally Jeanne said; "Yes, but when you say that it sounds like Derek was just using me and that's not true at all. He's a fine man. He loves his wife, but after three children she's lost all interest in sex. All we were doing was having a little fun together."
"And how do you think your little bit of fun is going to affect your two marriages?"
"It doesn't have to affect them at all."
"Really? It's already affected ours."
"But it doesn't have to, all you have to do is try to understand that this is just a meaningless affair."
"One that's now made me feel old, ugly and useless." I chuckled. "And the worst part is that the other night you made it clear to me that I'm so old ugly and useless that I could never even hope to find a woman who might be interested in having an affair with me."
"Michael I told you that was a mistake. It just popped out."
"But you did say it Jeanne and I have to believe that at this moment in our lives it was an accurate declaration of your feelings about me. In your time of need, when you were feeling old and ugly you didn't seek solace in my arms, you rejected me and sought comfort from a young handsome man."
"I never rejected you!"
"When was the last time we had sex? When was the last time you asked for sex? How many times have you turned me down when I asked for sex? Jeanne you've been rejecting me for several years now and this affair with Derek Fischer is the ultimate rejection."
There was a long pause. Finally Jeanne asked, "Michael it's obvious that I've hurt you. What can I do to make it up to you?"
"Are you going to keep seeing Fischer?"
There was another long pause and then Jeanne said, "I don't know."
"Then we don't have anything to more talk about. Good bye Jeanne."
"Michael wait! Please don't hang up."
"Jeanne, this is too difficult. You're tearing me apart. It's apparent that you've fallen in love with another man. Please just put me out of my misery and let me go. I'm a big boy, it will be difficult; but I will get over it."
"Michael I'm not in love with Derek and I don't want to end my marriage with you."
"I'm sorry Jeanne, right now your actions speak much louder than your words. If you cared about our marriage you never would have gone out with Fischer."
"Michael!"
"Jeanne, I have to go."
"Can we talk again?"
"If you're going to keep seeing Fischer I don't see the point."
"Michael I..."
"I can't keep debating this. Jeanne I'm sorry, but you've worn me out. I have to hang up. Good bye Jeanne."
Micheal, Please!"
I hung up the telephone. It was after 5:00 pm. Ruth had gone home. The office telephones wouldn't be answered again until 8:00 am the next morning. My cell phone was already turned off. I was incommunicado and at that moment that was exactly what I wanted.
When I left the office I didn't feel like going back to the motel, so I started walking. After about an hour I realized I was hungry so I stopped at a Subway, bought a six inch sub, a bag of chips and a Diet Coke. I noticed a small park a block down the street from the Subway. It was a beautiful August evening, so I ate my dinner there.
After I finished eating I started walking again. Not wanting to get too far from my car, I walked in the general direction of my office. By the time I reached my car it was almost 8:00.
I was tired. I hadn't slept much the previous night and the walk had worn me out. I drove back to my motel, took a shower, drank three stiff Whiskeys and went to bed.
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I was up at 6:00 the next morning. Amazingly, I'd slept through the night. Feeling somewhat revitalized; I dressed, stopped at Lyle's Cafe for a quick breakfast and went into work.
I was in my office at 7:15. As soon as I sat down at my desk I took out my cell phone and turned it on. It was time to reopen communication with the world. I had six messages. The first three were from Jeanne. They were all pleas to call her so that we could talk some more. I deleted them.
The fourth message was from Tricia, my oldest daughter. "Dad, mom just called me. She was frantic. She said that you left her and she's sure you're going to divorce her. Dad, that can't be true. You love mom. I know you do. You could never divorce her. Please call me."
The next call was from Jodie, my youngest daughter. "Daddy, Tricia called me and told me that you left mom. I called mom. She's distraught. I think she's having a nervous breakdown. Please call us. You have to talk to mom. You have to try to work this out."
The last call was again from Jeanne. It was another plea for me to call her.
I set my cell phone down. I knew that I had to call my daughters, but I wasn't certain how much I wanted to tell them. Jeanne was responsible for this mess. It was up to her to explain the situation to our daughters."
Deciding that my best course of action was to call Jeanne before I called Tricia and Jodie, I picked up my desk telephone and dialed Jeanne's cell phone. It was 7:30. I knew she'd be up getting ready for work.
After four rings Jeanne answered. "Michael, thank you for calling."
"Hello Jeanne."
Clearly uneasy, Jeanne quietly answered; "Hello Michael."
"Jeanne, Tricia and Jodie both called last night."
There was a long pause. Finally Jeanne said; "Yes I'm sure they did. What did they tell you?"
"I haven't talked to them yet. As you know, I had my cell phone off last night. They both left messages."
"Are you going to call them?"
"Of course, they're our daughters. They're concerned and they deserve an explanation."
"What are you going to tell them?"
"I'm not going to tell them anything. Jeanne you created this mess. You're going to call them and explain the situation."
"I did call them last night."
"Yes, but you only told them that I left you. You didn't explain why."
"Michael, that's not true. I told them everything."
"Nonsense, you wouldn't dare tell them the truth."
Jeanne sighed. "Michael why are you creating such a fuss? You're making a mountain out of a molehill. This is just something I have to do. Once it's over I'll be the most loving wife you've ever imagined. I'll spend years expressing my gratitude."
"Jeanne, do you remember yesterday when I asked you the question that made you swear at me and hang up the telephone."
"Yes Michael, I really am sorry I did that."
"I'm going to ask that question again."
"No Michael, please don't"
"Jeanne if our marriage is going to have any chance to survive I have to ask it and you have to give me an honest answer."
Resigned, Jeanne said; "Okay."
"How would you feel if you walked into the Kennsington Grill and saw me sitting at a table with another woman and I was holding her hand?"
Jeanne started crying.
I waited for a moment and then I said; "Jeanne, answer the question."
After a few seconds Jeanne screamed; "Damn it Michael, I'd feel awful. I'd feel absolutely devastated."
"And that's how I feel right now."
There was a moment of silence and then Jeanne quietly added; "But I shouldn't feel that way."
There was more silence. I waited. Finally Jeanne said; "Micheal I'm sorry. I was stupid. I did a lousy job of preparing you for this. I thoughtlessly dumped it on you all at once and that was unforgivable. I should have made sure that you felt loved and desired before I broached this with you and then I should have waited. I should have given you some time to get used to the idea. It all happened so fast. I was excited. I stupidly ignored your feelings."
"Jeanne, what are you talking about?"
"Michael, what I did with Derek was just sex. It had nothing to do with love. You have to believe me, you're the only man I'll ever love."
"Yeah well last night this Derek guy got a whole lot more sex than the man you love has gotten in a very long time."
"I know Michael and I'm ashamed about that."
"Are you Jeanne? I'm a bald headed, overweight, old man that other women would never find attractive. How could you possibly be interested in sex with me?"
"Damn it Michael, I'm sorry I said that. I'll regret those words for the rest of my life."
"But you did say them."
"Yes I did, but I didn't mean them. Michael, you cornered me and I lashed out at you. The truth is, I'm terrified that another woman might steal you away from me. You're a smart, strong willed, affluent man who also happens to be kind and loving. There are a slew of good looking divorced women our age who would love to get their hooks into you. If you want to get laid, all you have to do is start sending signals that you're available."
"Like you did with your stud."
"Yes, like I did with Derek. That's true Michael, but there's a difference. Derek doesn't want to steal me from you. He just wants to have sex with me. Those women want you, they want all of you."
"But you gave Derek something that you weren't giving to me."
"Yes, I did do that and I regret it. Michael if you'll just give me the opportunity, I'll spend the rest of my life making that up to you."
I didn't respond. I didn't know what to say. While part of me wanted to believe Jeanne, another part of me was writing this off as more bullshit.
Jeanne waited. After a few seconds she said; "Michael say something, please say anything."
"I don't know what to say."
"Michael, have I destroyed our marriage?"
"I don't know, it's possible."
"Please don't say that. There has to be a way."
"Jeanne you still haven't told me that you're going to stop seeing Fischer."
"Do I have to? Michael you have to believe me, it really is just sex."
"Sex that I've been denied."
"That will change, I promise."
"You mean that when you're not partying with your stud, you'll favor me with an occasional mercy fuck."
"A mercy fuck? Of course not. They won't be mercy fucks and they won't be occasional either."
"Jeanne you haven't condescended to have sex with me for several months. Why should I believe that you suddenly find me desirable?"
"Michael, you're not hearing me. My indifference to sex had nothing to do with you. It was about my own insecurity. I felt old and ugly."
"You called me an overweight, bald headed old man who could never attract another woman."
"God Dammit Micheal, I didn't mean that!"
"You said it!" I sighed. "And I can't stop hearing you say it and I can't stop seeing Fischer kissing you on our front lawn."
"Michael I screwed up. I screwed up badly. I made a mistake. It was a big mistake. We all make mistakes. You have to forgive me."
"Are you going continue seeing Fischer?"
There was a long pause. Finally Jeanne said; "No of course not. I really don't want to lose you over this."
"But you'd like to keep seeing him."
"Michael, what do you want me to tell you? Do you want me to lie?"
"No, but that last statement makes me believe that I can never again trust you."
"Michael, I promise I'll stop seeing him. As soon as we're finished talking I'll call him and tell him that."
"And then you're going to call Jodie and Tricia and explain what's happened."
"They already know about everything."
"I don't believe you."
"Michael, call them."
"They really know?"
"Call them Michael."
"All right."
"Michael will you please call me after you talk to them."
Disconcerted by the discovery that my girls might actually know what Jeanne was doing, I said; "Yeah sure, of course I will."
"I have a busy morning. Will you call me after lunch?"
"Sure, right after lunch."
"Michael, this doesn't have to be the end of us. Talk to the girls, they'll help you understand."
"I will." I was feeling morose. My voice reflected my mood.
Jeanne said; "Michael I love you."
"Do you Jeanne, do you really?"
"Yes Michael, I really do."
"Right now I find that hard to believe."
"Michael call the girls, they'll explain everything."
"Okay, good bye Jeanne."
"Good bye Michael. I really do love you."
After ending the call I set my telephone back on its cradle, sat back in my chair and closed my eyes. I was confused. Jeanne seemed to be suggesting that the girls not only knew about her transgression with Derek, they approved of it. I didn't understand. How was that possible?
As I sat at my desk thinking, my cell phone rang. I picked it up. The caller ID said it was Tricia.
I pushed the button. "Hi Tricia."
"Hi daddy."
There was an awkward silence. Finally I asked, "Did mom call you?"
"Yes she did." Tricia paused. After a moment she said, "Daddy?"
I waited.
Suddenly there was another voice. "Daddy, I'm here too." It was Jodie. "Daddy, I don't understand. Why are you acting like this? Mom loves you, I know she does."
"I don't know Jodie. Right now she's certainly not acting like she loves me." I told them about what happened when Fischer picked Jeanne up at the house.
Tricia said, "She told us about that dad. She regrets doing it. Now she realizes that she needs to be more discreet."
"She needs to be more discreet?" The statement puzzled me.
Jodie said, "Of course daddy, lots of people have fuck buddies; but almost everyone tries to be cautious about revealing it. Being indiscreet isn't cool."
"Are you telling me that the two of you have these", I paused for a moment and then I said, "You know, buddies."
"Yes daddy, we do."
"Tricia, you do too?"
"Yes daddy, you know him. It's Randy Parkman, we've been getting together since the summer after we graduated from high school."
"Really?"
"Yes, we're good friends and we enjoy doing it with each other. It's just fun."
"Tricia, you're engaged. Does Paul know about Randy?"
"Of course he does. I love Paul. I would never lie to him."
"And he's okay with it?"
"Yes daddy, Paul understands that I don't love Randy. It's just a little sex on the side."
"Does Jeanne know about Randy?"
Jodie said, "Mom's cool, we talk about this stuff all the time."
"Apparently I'm not cool."
"It's a little harder for a daughter to talk about sex with her dad."
While I realized that Jodie was right, I also now understood that my daughters had most likely been the source of Jeanne's desire to experiment with other men. Suddenly feeling totally demoralized, I said; "I have to get back to work. Thank you for talking to me about this."
Picking up the change in my mood, Jodie said; "Daddy, we need to talk about this some more. It's really not that big a deal."
"Jodie, I'm sorry. I can't do that right now. Maybe we can talk again later."
"When daddy?"
"I don't know. I'm sorry, I really do have to go. Say hello to your mother for me." And then I ended the call and shut off my cell phone.
I sat back in my chair and closed my eyes. For the first time in twenty-seven years I felt like I was alone, all alone.
Two minutes later my desk telephone rang. I picked it up.
Ruth said; "Michael, your daughter Tricia is on line 2."
"Ruth, I can't talk to her right now. It appears that she and Jodie actually encouraged Jeanne to have this affair."
"Michael, I'm so sorry. I'll take care of it. I'll tell them you're in a meeting and can't be disturbed."
"Thank you Ruth." I paused for a moment and then I said; "Ruth I need a break from all of this. For the rest of the day I just want to be an accountant. I have several files that require my attention. I'd like to work on them without being disturbed by anyone."
"I'll take care of it Michael. If there's a problem I'll pass it to Jason."
Jason Ridner was a very able accountant. He'd been with me for eleven years. I knew that he was capable of handling any problems that might arise. "Thank you Ruth, I appreciate this."
"Don't worry Michael, Jason and I are both in your corner."
After I hung up my telephone I wondered just how much Jason knew. As I sat back in my chair I realized that he most likely knew everything. Jason, Ruth and I were not only coworkers we were also close friends. If Ruth knew I had a problem she would have to tell Jason. That was all right with me. The support of two good friends would make it much easier for me to weather this crisis.
Ruth mounted an effective defense. I was left alone until the end of day.
At a quarter to five there was a knock on my door. "Hey boss, it's me Jason. Can we talk for a minute?"
Realizing that this conversation was inevitable, I said; "Sure Jason, come on in."
My door opened. Jason stepped into my office but stopped just inside the doorway.
"Jason please come in and sit down." I motioned towards the chair in front of my desk.
He smiled and sat down, but it was clear that he was still nervous.
"Jason relax, we're friends. I assume you already know what's happened between Jeanne and me."
Nodding, Jason said; "Boss, I'm so sorry."
"Thank you, it's been difficult."
"I'm sure it has. Is there anything Barb and I can do to help you? If there is please tell us. I called Barb this afternoon and told her what happened. She's absolutely distraught. Boss, I think Barb may love you even more than she loves me."
Barb was Barbara Ridner, Jason's wife. She was a wonderful woman and totally devoted to Jason just as Jason was totally devoted to her. They had the kind of marriage that until the past two days I'd believed Jeanne and I had.
Oh and Barb did love me, but not anywhere near as much as she loved Jason. About a year after Jason started working for me he came to me and confessed that he and Barb had made some imprudent decisions regarding their credit cards. They had five cards maxed to the limit. The monthly payments were killing them. Jason was doubly ashamed because he was an accountant and felt he should have known better.
I resisted the temptation to lecture Jason. Instead I sat down with him and worked out a plan that would get them out of the mess they'd fallen into. I also financed the plan which allowed them to escape from the obscene interest payments they were being forced to make. Eighteen months later they were out of debt and Jason and Barb never forgot what I did for them. There wasn't any doubt in my mind that Barbara Ridner did love me.
I laughed. "Jason, Barb will never love anyone as much as she loves you."
Jason nodded. "Yeah boss, I know that; but she does care about you."
"And I know that."
"So will you come over to the house for dinner tonight? After dinner we can have a few drinks. If you're too tired or too spiffed to leave you can stay in our guest room. What do you say boss? Barb is ready to put a pot roast in the oven."
"Jason I can't tell you how much that invitation means to me and if you offer it again in a week I'll happily take you up on it, but tonight I need to be able to think. Tonight it would be better if I stay at my motel and try to figure all of this out."
"You know that might be easier if you let your friends help you." Ruth was standing in the doorway to my office.
Nodding, I said; "Yeah Ruth, you're probably right; but this is a problem that permeates to the core of my existence. The decisions that I make right now are going to have a dramatic impact on the rest of my life. I need to make those decisions by myself."
"Okay boss, I understand. What do you want us to do?"
"Go home and have a wonderful evening."
Ruth looked at Jason. He nodded to her. She turned back to me and said; "We understand. We'll give you your space, but we need you to understand something too. We're your friends and we want to help you get through this. If you need us you have to promise to call. We don't care if it's three o'clock in the morning, we want you to call. Michael, you are not alone. Will you promise to call?"
"Yes, if I need you I'll call. I promise; but tonight I really do need to sort this out by myself."
Jason said; "We understand boss." He stood up and looked at me. I looked at him. He smiled. I smiled back. When he saw me smile he nodded and then he turned and walked out of my office. As he passed my secretary he took her arm and said; "Come on Ruth, right now this is a battle he needs to fight on his own."
Ruth held Jason's arm and said; "Just a minute." She turned back to me. "Michael."
"Yes Ruth?"
"Don't forget that the Montgomery's are coming in at 10:00 tomorrow morning."
Charles and Edith Montgomery were my two most important clients. Charles Montgomery's family started a trucking company in 1929. Montgomery Freight was now one of the largest shipping companies in the United States. Edith Montgomery was born Edith Chalmers. Her great grandfather, Benjamin Chalmers was a blacksmith who in 1921 realized that the emerging auto industry was desperately in need of precision metal parts. Chalmer's Tool and Die was now one of the largest automobile parts manufacturers in the world. Managing their financial interests alone was enough to keep my firm in black ink.
Charles and Edith were also friends. Jeanne and I had dined at their house and they had dined at ours. When their grandchildren were born we were present at the christenings. When our girls graduated from high school Charles and Edith attended the receptions. Our relationship was far more than just business.
If I had a meeting with the Montgomery's at ten in the morning, I would be there. Personal problems would have to move to the back burner. Nodding, I said; "Don't worry Ruth, I'll be here."
Smiling, Ruth said; "I'll be here too. I know just how much the Montgomerys mean to this firm."
As she turned to leave. I said; "Thank you Ruth, I appreciate that."
She stopped. "Boss, we all appreciate everything you've done for us." And then she disappeared out the door.
I spent the next two hours reviewing Charles and Edith Montgomery's files. When we met in the morning I wanted to be certain I was up to speed on their financial situation.
By seven o'clock I was confident that I understood their current status, so I closed their folders and locked them in my file cabinet. Once that was done I sat back and started thinking about my personal life. It was a mess. Jeanne was seeing another man and my daughters, the center of my universe, were encouraging her to do it. I felt like I'd been kicked in the gut.
I contemplated divorce. While it was an ugly prospect I was in an untenable situation. I was beginning to feel like I didn't have a choice. That thought alarmed me. My father taught me to believe that there was always a choice.
It was a warm August evening. I decided to take a walk. It felt good to get outside. I passed a sandwich shop. Realizing I was hungry I stopped and bought a roast beef and cheese sandwich. I sat on a bus bench while I ate it. When I was finished I started walking again.
Dusk came, I kept walking. The night lights came on and the cocktail lounges, restaurants and night clubs started filling.
I passed a small bar, The Cosmopolitan Lounge. A neon sign in the front window advertised jazz piano. Deciding that it looked appealing and a glass of scotch would taste good, I went inside.



There were seven people in the bar. A fifty something, slightly overweight, balding bartender appeared to be in charge. An older, reasonably fit black man with salt and pepper hair was playing the piano. Two couples, both in their thirties were seated at separate tables talking quietly and sipping cocktails. The seventh person was an extremely attractive, well dressed middle aged woman. She was seated at the bar.
I sat down three stools to her right. As soon as I was settled the bartender came over and said, "Welcome to the Cosmopolitan. My name is Jerry. What can get you?"
"A double Chivas, two ice cubes and a glass of water on the side."
"You got it buddy." Jerry turned and started working on my drink.
The woman three stools to my left said; "You aren't in to single malts?"
I shrugged. "While there are certainly some excellent single malts, there are also lots of bad ones. Just being a single malt doesn't make it a good whisky. I happen to like Chivas. It's a nice smooth scotch. It may not be as prestigious as some of the fashionable single malts, but I enjoy it and that's all that matters to me."
"Dear me, an independent thinker. How absolutely exciting."
"I'm sorry, you initiated this conversation. Your sarcasm is neither welcome nor appreciated."
The woman turned so she was facing me. "I apologize. You're right, I asked you a question and you gave me an honest answer. My sarcasm was completely unwarranted."
"Apology accepted."
Jerry brought me my Chivas and the side of water. I took a sip of the scotch.
As I set my glass down on the bar the woman asked, "So what brings you into the Cosmopolitan tonight?"
I turned to her. "I'm sorry, you're a beautiful woman. I'm flattered that your even willing to acknowledge my existence, but I've had an awful week. I really don't have the energy to hook up with someone tonight."
"Now that's a question provoking statement if I've ever heard one."
"It wasn't meant to be, it's just the truth."
"Tonight I'm not trying to hook up with anyone either. I've had a hard week too, but you're an intriguing man and I do enjoy an interesting conversation."
Smiling, I said; "Okay, right now a little conversation would be good for me. Can I buy you a drink?"
"No, I have one and even if I didn't I wouldn't let you buy me one."
"Yeah, okay I get it; hey I really don't have the energy for games tonight." I turned away from her.
"That wasn't a rejection. I don't happen to believe in letting men buy me drinks. If I decide to talk to you I'll do it because I think you're nice or interesting or hopefully both. When I'm looking for a little intimate companionship, and that does occasionally occur, a man's not going to improve his position by buying me a drink. Sweetheart, a five dollar martini is not going to get you into my panties."
I had to admit that I found her honesty refreshing. I nodded to her, "Okay, I'm not offended."
"I'm sorry, I really am. I try to be honest, but sometimes I end up appearing insolent and rude."
"Yeah well we all have our problems."
"I get the feeling that you've had a very bad day. Would you like to tell me about it? Sometimes talking to a complete stranger can be quite helpful."
I stared at her. After a moment I said; "If you wouldn't mind, I really would like to talk to you about it."
"I wouldn't mind at all, but before you start revealing your deepest personal secrets I think we should introduce ourselves." She grabbed her martini and moved over to the bar stool next to mine. After setting her drink on the bar she extended her hand and said; "I'm Jennifer Rawlins".
I shook her hand. "I'm pleased to meet you Jennifer, I'm Michael Nolan."
Jennifer lifted her eyebrows. "Michael, not Mike?"
"You just introduced yourself as Jennifer rather than Jen or Jenny. I think I can raise the same question."
Jennifer smiled. "Touche, I like you Michael Nolan. You know how to stand your ground."
Shaking my head, I said; "I wish that was true."
"Oh my, that was a telling remark if I've ever heard one."
I shrugged.
She said, "Okay. it's obvious you have something you need to get off your chest so let's get it done. I'm all ears."
I spent the next half hour telling her everything.
When I was finished Jennifer looked at me and said; "Damn, that reminds me of my own story."
"It does?"
"Michael how old are you?"
"forty-nine."
"And Jeanne?"
"She's forty-nine too."
"And how long did you say you've been married?"
"Twenty-six years."
"How old are you're girls? I know you told me, but tell me again."
"Jodie is twenty-three. Tricia is twenty-four."
"I'm fifty-three. I've been divorced for eight years. I have a son, Tom who's now twenty-seven and a daughter, Marybeth who's twenty-six. When my ex husband divorced me Tom was nineteen and Marybeth was eighteen."
"You say your ex husband divorced you, why?"
"I'm an administrative assistant for a local automobile dealership. He caught me in a motel room with one of the salesmen who works for the same dealership."
"You were cheating on him?"
"I certainly was."
"How long?"
"Three months, but that wasn't my first affair. There were two other guys before that."
"How long were those affairs?"
"Six or seven months, in both cases we eventually got bored with each other. You might say that both of those affairs died of natural causes."
"How did your husband finally figure it out. How did he catch you in the motel room?"
I was a self centered bitch."
"That's a little harsh."
"That's what I was. For almost two years I regularly gave it up to another guy while I forgot about the man I loved."
"You mean you stopped having sex with your husband."
"It happened gradually, but by the time I was in the middle of my third affair that was about it. Richard, that's my ex husband was lucky if he got a mercy fuck once a month."
"Why? Didn't you like him?"
"No I liked him, I loved him too. Hell Richard Marks is the only man I'll ever love."
"So why did you cut him off?"
"That's not the full question. I didn't just cut Richard off, I did it while I was regularly giving it up to another man."
"You almost sound proud of that."
Jennifer shook her head. "No I'm not proud of it. I'm ashamed of it."
"So why did you do it?"
"That's the million dollar question."
"Do you know the answer?"
"After several years of therapy, I think I do."
"Will you tell me?"
"It's complicated."
"It might help me with Jeanne."
"It might, but it also might not."
"I haven't got much to lose."
"You're not a middle aged woman. I'm not sure you'll understand."
"Again, what have I got to lose? I told you mine, now it's your turn to tell me yours."
"You've already heard most of it."
"Yes, but I haven't heard the why. That's what I'm dying to know."
"it might not be the same why with Jeanne."
"I know, but at least it might give me a place to start."
"Okay, I was forty-one. My two kids were in high school.
I nodded. "I know, you were beginning to feel old and useless."
Jennifer bristled. "Michael, are you being judgmental?"
"Maybe a little. I'm getting old too."
"You have your career."
"You had a career too. You told me that you were an administrative assistant at an automobile dealership."
"Michael you own and run an accounting firm. Richard is a full professor at Kelroy College. I'm an administrative assistant. That's a fancy name for a secretary. I type documents and bring men coffee."
"Okay, you win on that one."
"It's not a matter of winning or losing, it's a matter of understanding."
"You're right, I understand.
"Do you?"
"I don't know. I'll try."
"That's a start."
"Okay, you were feeling old and unfulfilled." I held up my hand. "That was not intended to be a disparaging remark."
"I'll accept that. Yes I was and I was also beginning to question my sexual desirability."
"Why?"
"I looked in the mirror."
"You're a beautiful woman."
"Thank you, I was when I was twenty-five and yes, men still tell me that now; but when I looked in the mirror I saw the changes in my skin and the lines that were beginning to appear around my eyes and mouth."
"We all get old. That's why marriage is so important. A husband and wife grow old together. Love allows them to accept the superficial changes that are occurring."
"You're absolutely right and I kept trying to tell myself that; but..." Jennifer's voice trailed off.
I watched her.
After a moment she said, "Losing your sexual desirability is another issue."
"Did your husband lose interest in you?"
Smiling, Jennifer said; "No, I lost interest in him."
"You're not making sense."
"I lost interest in respectable sex."
"Respectable sex?"
"Proper sex, the sex a virtuous wife engages in with her husband."
"Was your ex husband a prude?"
Jennifer shook her head. "That's the saddest part of my depressing tale. He wasn't. I'm quite certain he would have loved some dirty nasty sex."
"You're losing me."
"Michael, my husband had me on a pedestal. I was his wife, the mother of his children and his idea of feminine perfection. Sadly it was a status that I enjoyed and one that I wasn't willing to risk. I didn't dare admit to that wonderful man that I had an insatiable desire to occasionally be a nasty cock sucking slut."
"He probably would have loved you even more."
"You're right and while I know that now, I didn't know it then. Being a model wife and mother was the core of my identity. I didn't dare risk that."
"So you had an affair."
"Two of them and I'm ashamed to admit that I did things for those men that I never did for my husband, the only man I will ever love." Shaking her head, Jennifer said; "Richard was the perfect husband, father and provider. I felt that I had to be the perfect wife, mother and homemaker and that included being a paragon of virtue."
Jennifer paused for a moment and then she said; "Michael, this country has an outrageous double standard about sex. On Sundays we go to church where we self righteously celebrate our uptight morality and virtuously condemn the Jezebels and Lotharios who violate our strict standards of respectability. That's our public facade. In private everything changes. As soon as we get home from church we log on to the Internet and eagerly seek out stories, movies and pictures describing every sexual perversion imaginable."
Sighing, Jennifer said; "And eventually many of us succumb to our insatiable desire to act out those perverted fantasies."
"Perverted fantasies? Isn't that a little overly dramatic?"
"It is, but when you're a proper middle class wife and mother anything other than missionary position intercourse feels perverted and adventurous."
"And you didn't dare do that with your husband."
"I was ashamed to do it with him."
"But you did it with three other men."
"Men I barely knew. Men I hardly talked to when we were together."
"The anonymity was what made it work."
Jennifer smiled. "You're beginning to understand."
"It doesn't make it okay."
"No it doesn't, but I don't think this is an issue of right or wrong or good or bad. We're products of our culture."
I nodded, but then I said; "I gather that your husband didn't see it that way."
"No he certainly did not. I've repeatedly tried to explain it to him. He won't listen and I don't blame him. He hired a private detective. They had the motel room under both audio and video surveillance. He saw the things I did for my boyfriend."
"Things you didn't do for him."
"Michael I can't begin to describe how much I'd like to go back and change that. If he'd let me I'd spend the rest of my life as Richard's personal whore."
"Has he found another woman?"
"No, in fact I'm reasonably certain that he doesn't even date." Slowly shaking her head, Jennifer said; "I shattered his confidence."
Nodding, I said; "You made him feel old and undesirable."
"But he wasn't, he isn't. He still isn't."
"Men are every bit as vulnerable as women to the fears and self doubt that come with advancing age."
"I know."
"Jeanne called me a balding middle aged man with a paunch. She's tried to take it back, but those are words that are difficult to forget."
"Especially when you know that she was about to spend an evening in bed with another man, a younger man."
Sighing, I said; "Yes, that makes it much harder to forget those words."
"Michael this is a complicated situation. I'm sure your wife still loves you."
"I believe she does too."
"Do you still love her?"
"Yes, I do; very much."
"Then talk to her. Try to get her to go to a marriage counselor. Try to work this out."
"I'll call her. I'll talk to her. I'll even try to get her to go to counseling, but Jennifer." I paused.
She said, "Yes?"
"If I find out that Jeanne did things with this other man that she's refused to do with me." I sighed. "I don't think I'll be able to handle that."
"Michael please try to understand. We're products of a repressed, uptight culture. For many of us it's difficult to reconcile our physical desires with the puritanical ethics that were instilled in us while we grew up."
"I know; but love, sharing and mutual concern are also important. For the past several years I've been virtually celibate."
"Richard was too. I'm not attempting to justify either my behavior or Jeanne's. I'm just trying to tell you that it's complicated."
Nodding, I said; "I understand. Thank you, I appreciate your insights. I really do mean that."
Jennifer looked at the clock over the bar. It was 10:30. She finished her drink and stood up. "Michael while our conversation became quite serious, it was satisfying. I'm glad I met you tonight and I hope I see you again."
I smiled. "Our conversation was confusing and at times unsettling, but it was enlightening. Jennifer, you're a bright thoughtful woman. I enjoyed meeting you too."
Jennifer stared at me for a moment and then she said; "Call Jeanne."
"I will."
"Call her tonight."
"It's late."
"That doesn't matter. This is an issue that supersedes the social conventions regarding the time of day. Call her, do it now."
Realizing that she was right, I said; "Okay, I'll call her tonight."
"Promise?"
"Yes, I promise."
"Good." Jennifer kissed my cheek and said; "Michael, you're a very handsome and desirable man. If it wasn't so obvious that you're still deeply in love with Jeanne I'd try to entice you to share my bed with me tonight."
Laughing I said; "Thank you Jennifer, that was kind. Right now my faltering ego needs every boost it can get."
"Michael that wasn't an attempt to shore up your ego. That was the truth and if your marriage does collapse you're going to quickly find that out. Women are going to be hounding you for dates."
"Well I still am in love with Jeanne, so for the time being it's a moot point."
"I know and that's one of the many reasons you're so attractive." Jennifer kissed me again and said; "I wish you well sweet man." And then she turned and walked out of the bar.
As soon as Jennifer was gone I finished my scotch and said goodbye to Jerry the bartender.
It was 10:45 Friday night. When I stepped out of the Cosmopolitan Lounge First Avenue was bustling with activity. It was a warm August evening. People were leaving theaters and restaurants and walking to night clubs and cocktail lounges. Traffic in the street was almost as congested as it was at mid day.
I walked over to a bus bench, sat down and took out my cell phone. As I pressed the speed dial number for my home telephone I wondered whether Jeanne would be at home or out on another date with her new boyfriend. While that afternoon she'd assured me that she was going to stop seeing Derek Fischer, I was skeptical.
Jeanne was at home. She picked up on the third ring.
"Michael, thank you for calling." Caller ID had identified me.
"Hello Jeanne."
"Where are you? We have to talk."
"I agree. I want to talk too. That's why I called."
"Come home, I'll make a pot of coffee."
"Jeanne I can't come home tonight."
"Why not?" The disappointment in Jeanne's voice was evident.
"I have a meeting at 10:00 tomorrow morning with Charles and Edith Montgomery. I need to get some sleep."
"A meeting with the Montgomerys; yes of course, that is important. You do need to get some sleep." While Jeanne was still disappointed, she understood. She knew just how important the Montgomerys were to my business.
"I'm sorry, but I do. The Montgomery account is important for both of us."
"I know Michael. When can you come home?"
"I'm sure I'll have a few details to attend to after the meeting. Why don't you plan on seeing me around 2:00."
"Okay, will you want some lunch?"
"I doubt that I'll have time to eat so a sandwich would be nice."
"I have some ham. I'll have a nice ham and cheese sandwich for you."
"Thank you Jeanne."
"Michael, I really am sorry about everything that's happened."
"I am too Jeanne. We'll talk about it tomorrow afternoon."
"I'm so glad you're coming home. I've missed you."
"I've missed you too."
"Michael, I'm hoping that tomorrow afternoon you'll give me a chance to show you just how much I love you."
"Jeanne?"
"Baby, I've neglected you. I don't understand why, but I promise you that you'll never again be neglected."
"We'll talk tomorrow."
"Yes of course."
"Jeanne, it's late. I need to get back to my motel and go to bed."
Once again deflated Jeanne said, "Yes of course. I understand. We'll talk tomorrow afternoon."
"We will. Good night Jeanne."
"Good night Michael. I love you."
"I love you too Jeanne."
"Do you Michael? Do you really?"
"Jeanne, considering everything that's happened I think I'm the one who should be asking that question."
There was a brief silence and then Jeanne said; "Yes you're right. Michael I really am sorry. I can't tell you how ashamed I am about the way I've handled all of this."
"Good night Jeanne. We'll talk tomorrow afternoon."
"Yes of course, you need to get to bed. Good night Michael." Jeanne paused. After a moment she said; "Michael I really do love you."
"I know that Jeanne. I love you too. Good night."
"Good night Michael."
I ended the call, put my cell phone away, walked quickly back to my office and got my car. Once I was in my motel room I stripped off my clothes, brushed my teeth and got into bed.
As I was falling asleep I recalled something that Jeanne said during our telephone conversation. "I can't tell you how ashamed I am about the way I've handled all of this." That bothered me. She didn't say that she was ashamed about what she did; she said that she was ashamed about how she'd handled it.
Realizing that there was nothing that I could do about it at that moment, I put it out of my mind and closed my eyes. I was tired. Sleep came instantly.
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I slept until 7:00 the next morning. Sleeping past 6:00 was rare for me. It had been a tough week. I needed the rest.
After a quick shower I dressed and left for my office. Even though I was planning to talk to Jeanne in the afternoon, I kept my motel room. I wasn't certain when I'd be ready to move back home.
I needed breakfast. I drove by Lyle's Cafe. It was Saturday morning. It was crowded. I didn't stop. Instead I pulled into MacDonalds and picked up an Egg McMuffin, an orange juice and a large coffee. That was plenty of breakfast for me.
I arrived at my office just after 8:00. Ruth and Jason were sitting on Ruth's desk drinking coffee. Even though it was Saturday morning I wasn't surprised to see that they were already in the office. They were outstanding employees. They both fully understood the importance of the meeting with the Montgomerys. When I walked in they smiled at me.
Ruth said; "Morning Michael, can I get you a cup of coffee?"
"Ruth, you don't need to bring me coffee."
"Michael, you're not only my boss, you're also one of my closest friends. While in this office it may not be necessary to get coffee for the boss, it certainly seems appropriate to bring it to my friends."
Smiling, I said; "Ruth I would love a cup of coffee."
While Ruth was getting me a cup of coffee Jason asked; "How ya doin this morning boss?"
"I'm okay Jason."
As Ruth handed me my coffee she asked; "Did you get any sleep last night?"
"Actually I did. I think I was too tired not to sleep."
They both nodded. Jason went into his office. A moment later he returned with a plate of cookies. "Barb made chocolate chip cookies yesterday. She sent a plate for us."
I grinned at him. "Jason you have a wonderful wife."
He grinned back. "I do boss, marrying Barb was the smartest move I ever made."
There was a moment of awkward silence. Our smiles disappeared as all three of us remembered that I also used to believe that about my marriage to Jeanne.
Ruth said, "Michael it's just a phase she's going through. You'll work this out."
Nodding, I said; "Last night I came to that same conclusion." I'd decided not to mention Jennifer Rawlins. My discussion with her raised issues that I didn't feel comfortable addressing with Ruth.
Smiling, Ruth said; "I'm glad. Making the decision to try to work things out is the first step towards actually doing it."
I nodded. There was a moment of serious silence and then I said; "Hey in a little over an hour the two most important clients this firm has are going to walk through that door. Before they get here let's make sure that all of our I's are dotted and T's are crossed."
The three of us moved into my office and started reviewing files. Ruth had joined us as a secretary, but she was a bright woman who learned quickly. While she lacked the formal training that Jason and I had, she had an exceptional practical understanding of accounting that made her input invaluable.
We worked quietly. Occasionally one of us noticed a potential concern and we discussed it as a team.
At 9:15 the telephone rang. Ruth picked up the phone on my desk. "Nolan Accounting, how may I help you?"
She listened for a moment and then she said; "Michael is right here, let me check with him. I'm going to put you on hold." She pressed a button on the telephone and looked at Jason and me. "It's Charles Montgomery's secretary. Mathew, their youngest son and his wife were involved in an automobile accident this morning. No one was hurt, but his car was totaled. They'd like to postpone the meeting until 2:00 this afternoon."
I said, "Tell them that 2:00 will be fine."
Ruth pushed another button on my telephone. "2:00 will be just fine. Mr. Nolan also said that he's relieved that no one was hurt and if there's any way he can be of assistance with the insurance claims, please let us know." That was one of the many reasons that Ruth was such a valuable asset to the firm.
Ruth set my telephone back on its cradle and said; "They're coming at 2:00."
I said, "Are we ready?"
Jason said. "The Montgomery account is as well maintained as any financial account in the western hemisphere. They could show up at 2:00 AM on a Sunday morning and we'd be ready."
"I agree. It's Saturday morning. All three of us have things we'd like to do. Let's adjourn and meet back here at 1:30."
Looking at me, Ruth asked; "Are you going to talk to Jeanne this morning?"
Sighing, I said; "It's a little scary, but it is what I need to do."
Ruth nodded. "Yes it is. I'll be back here at 1:00 in case you need to talk."
"Thanks Jeanne."
Jason said; "I'll be here too boss."
"Thanks Jason, you're good friend."
He smiled.
Ruth asked, "Are you going to call her and tell her you'll be early?"
I thought for a moment and then I said; "No, it's my house and Jeanne is still my wife. I shouldn't have to announce my arrival. I also think this might be better. I'm fairly certain that Jeanne was planning to throw a full court home maker press at me; fancy lunch, coffee, heaven knows what else. Her skills as a home maker aren't part of this question. I think an impromptu meeting might actually be more productive."
Ruth nodded. "Okay, I'll be back here at 1:00." She grabbed her purse and hurried out the door.
Jason said, "Boss I'll see you in four hours." And then he turned and followed Ruth out the door.
After spending five more minutes making certain that everything was in order for the meeting with the Montgomerys I left too. I was nervous, but it was time to talk to Jeanne.
During the drive to my house I thought about my previous night's conversation with Jennifer Rawlins. She'd suggested that it was likely that this was much more complicated than a simple case of Jeanne falling in love with another man. While I still wasn't certain how I felt about everything Jennifer had told me, I now believed that I needed to listen to Jeanne. She'd kept asking me to try to understand. I was now willing to listen and make an effort to do that. That still didn't mean that understanding was going to be easy or even possible.
I turned onto our street and pushed the button on my garage door opener. As the garage door went up my stomach did a flip flop. Jeanne's Honda was parked on her side of the garage, but there was another car parked on my side of the garage. It was a black BMW, a black BMW identical to the car Derick Fischer was driving when he picked up Jeanne on Wednesday evening. Last night Jeanne had assured me that she was going to end her affair with Fischer. Apparently she was lying.
Trying to control my building anger, I parked behind Jeanne's car. I was still thinking clearly enough to know that I didn't want to impede Fischer's ability to leave. I sat in my car and took several long slow breaths. While I was primed to storm into the house and make a scene, reason told me that there was a better course of action. This situation was a potential opportunity to learn at least a little bit of the truth.
Instead of storming into the house I got out of my car, carefully closed the door and walked through the garage. After quietly opening the door to the kitchen I stepped inside and listened. I thought I could hear noises in the back part of the house, the part of the house where our bedroom was located.
I tiptoed through the kitchen, across the dining room and into the living room. The noises grew louder. I could hear talking. It was coming from the bedroom hallway.
I entered the bedroom hallway. The master bedroom was at the end of the hall. The door was open. It was the source of the voices. They were in our bedroom.
As I quietly walked down the hall I could hear a man's voice. "Damn Jeanne, you really do love to suck my cock, don't you."
Jeanne laughed. "I do. I think that surprises me even more than it does you; but it's true. I do love to suck your cock. I was taught to believe that cocks are dirty and nasty. Now I realize that's a lie. Cocks aren't dirty, they're wonderful. Your cock is wonderful. I love your cock. I love to suck your cock." Jeanne giggled. "A month ago I wouldn't have even dared to say the word cock."
As I listened to the woman who was the love of my life say those words to another man, my heart broke. I was hurt, deeply hurt and that hurt quickly turned into anger. Thinking about revenge, I took out my cell phone and turned on the camera.
As I stepped into the bedroom doorway Jeanne said; "Lie back, I want you to enjoy this."
Fischer asked, "What are you going to do?"
"Don't ask questions, just lie back and enjoy it."
They were both so preoccupied with what they were doing that they didn't notice me standing in the doorway. I watched in horror as my naked wife slowly stroked Fischer's cock with her right hand while she cupped his testicles in her left hand and began kissing and licking them.
As Jeanne sucked one of his ball's into her mouth, Fischer exclaimed; "Oh my god, no one has ever done this to me." And then he laughed. "My wife doesn't even like to suck my cock. She'll only do it as a special treat on my birthday and our anniversary."
Now consumed by a desire for revenge, I raised my cell phone and took two pictures. Both of them showed Fischer's face and both of them accurately depicted exactly what Jeanne was doing to him.
After slipping my cell phone back into my pocket, I stepped into our bedroom and said; "My wife has never shown much interest in sucking my cock and she's never licked my balls. I think I should try to meet your wife. Maybe she'll be as excited about sucking my cock as my wife is about sucking yours."
At the sound of my voice Jeanne sat up and snapped around. "Michael, what are you doing here? What happened to your meeting with the Montgomerys?"
"It got postponed."
"Why didn't you call and tell me you were going to be early?"
"Jeanne this is my house too. Are you telling me that I now have to call before I can come home?"
"No, of course not. It's just that..."
"Hey mother fucker, you leave my wife out of this discussion." Fischer was now sitting up and he was glaring at me.
I glared back at him. "Right now you're in my bed with my wife. You're both naked and she was just licking your balls. You're first response in this situation is to challenge me because you're upset that I mentioned you wife. Are you really that stupid?"
Suddenly speechless, Fischer stared at me. He was beginning to appreciate the seriousness of the situation."
Jeanne said, "Michael this is all a big mistake."
"I'm relieved to hear that Jeanne. I was certain that I'd just walked into our bedroom and found you and another man naked in the bed where I sleep. Even worse, I thought you were licking his balls which is something you've never done for me." I shook my head. "I know I should believe you, but lately you've had tendency to stretch the truth. I think I should check the pictures I just took."
Fischer jumped up. "You took fucking pictures? Where are they?" He took a threatening step towards me. "Give it to me, give me that damn camera right now."
"And why should I do that?"
"Because I'll beat the fucking shit out of you if you don't."
"Really? In my bedroom. You do understand that the only way you'll be able to keep me from calling the police will be to kill me."
"Bull shit, I'll just tell them that you caught me with your wife and attacked me in a fit of jealous rage."
I nodded. "Good plan, but how will that help you? Your wife will still find out. Oh, and I point out that there is a witness." I turned to my wife. "Jeanne will you lie to protect your boyfriend after he beats up your husband?"
Jeanne didn't respond. Her face was buried in her hands. She was too horrified to speak.
Fischer sighed. "Okay, you're right. I can't lay a hand on you."
"That's magnanimous of you."
Ignoring my sarcasm, Fischer continued. "But I beg you not to send those pictures to my wife. They'll devastate her."
"Mr. Fischer how do you think I feel right now. I just walked into my bedroom and found you and my wife naked in my bed and she was doing things for you that she's never done for me. I'm feeling pretty fucking devastated and you don't seem to give a shit about that."
Jeanne wailed.
Fischer shook his head. "Look, I'm sorry. I know that doesn't mean much, but I don't know what else to say. I was an asshole. I didn't think about what I was doing. Do what you need to do. I deserve it. I tried to fuck you over."
While I suspected that Fischer was simply trying a different tactic, it was a better tactic than the two he'd just employed. My anger dissipating, I shrugged. "I don't have any desire to hurt anyone. Not you." I turned to my wife. "And especially not you Jeanne."
Jeanne looked up at me with pleading eyes. I ignored her. "Right now I hurt and all I want to do is get somewhere where I won't hurt quite so much. Goodbye Jeanne, it's been a wonderful twenty-seven years; but now it appears that all of that is over. I'll remember our good years fondly." I turned and walked out of the bedroom.
As I was crossing the living room I heard the sound of running footsteps and then Jeanne cried; "Micheal please give me a chance. I want to do all of those things for you. This afternoon I was going to suck your cock and lick your balls. I was even going to try to get you to fuck my ass. I want to find out how that feels and I wanted you to do it."
I stopped and looked back at Jeanne. She was hurriedly putting on her robe. Shaking my head, I said; "I wish I could believe you, but I remind you that last night you promised me that you were going to stop seeing Fischer. I'm sorry, but your word doesn't mean much to me anymore."
I turned and hurried through the dining room and kitchen to the garage.
As I left the house Jeanne wailed; "Michael, I love you; please come back."
I got into my car. As I drove away I looked in the review mirror. Jeanne was standing on our front lawn crying. Part of me desperately wanted to go back and console her. I didn't. At that moment I was too hurt and angry to be able to do that.
It was just after 11:00 when I reached the sanctuary of my office. Ruth and Jason weren't due back until 1:00 so I had two hours of solitude. I needed it. I had to think and I had to plan.
Everything for the meeting with the Montgomerys was already prepared, so I was able to focus all of my attention on my personal problems.
The previous four days had been devastating. I felt like the three people who I trusted and loved most in this world had just betrayed me. Intellectually I knew
that wasn't true. Tricia, Jodie and Jeanne still loved me. I firmly believed that. Still with Tricia and Jodie's support Jeanne had unilaterally altered the basic tenets of our marriage and in the process of doing that she'd lied to me and humiliated me.
Jeanne was an adult. Tricia and Jodie were too. They were free to pursue the lives they wanted. It now appeared to me that regardless of what I might say or do Jeanne was determined to adopt a new way of life. That meant that I had two choices. I could accept her new life style and stay with her or I could sever my ties with her and live the life that I chose.
The idea of leaving Jeanne and the girls was heartbreaking, but so was the prospect of repeatedly having to watch the woman I love get dressed for a date with another man. I was hurt, angry and disillusioned. I needed time to think and heal.
I kept remembering Jennifer Rawlins' words. "Michael this is a complicated situation." Because I believed her I wasn't going to act rashly. I was angry, but I didn't want revenge and I certainly wasn't considering divorce. If Jeanne wanted a divorce she was going to have to initiate that action by herself.
What I needed was time. Everything had happened so fast. Jeanne was right. She should have spent more time talking to me about this, preparing me for it. Unfortunately she didn't and now we were in a crisis and I could only think of one way to alleviate this crisis. I needed to separate myself from Jeanne. It didn't have to be a permanent separation, in fact I ardently hoped that it wouldn't be; but I needed time away.
I was a wealthy man. I'd built a successful accounting firm and invested my money wisely. We owned our home and had over twenty million dollars worth of stocks, mutual funds and bonds. On Monday I would begin liquidating those assets. While doing it quickly would be costly and the tax liability would be severe, I was quite certain that I could manage to end up with at least ten million dollars in cash. That would allow me to create a two million dollar trust fund for both Jeanne and myself, a million and a half dollar fund for each of the girls and still have a nice reserve fund.
I would arrange to have the trust funds for Jeanne and myself pay out a monthly
sum of eight thousand dollars. If Jeanne continued to live in our house and kept her job with the law firm she'd be very comfortable. I knew that I could easily live on eight thousand dollars a month.
The girl's funds were a little trickier. I didn't want to make them independently wealthy. I wanted them to pursue their careers and create their own successes. Still, realizing that as they matured they would be facing major expenses like weddings, the birth of children and the purchase of homes; I wanted to be able to help them. That was why I was creating their two trust funds. I would ask Jason and Ruth to administer the funds. When the girls needed money all they would have to do was contact Jason or Ruth.
It was a good plan. It would allow me to leave feeling confident that my wife and daughters were financially secure.
I was making a list of things that had to be done Monday morning when Ruth walked into my office. Jason Ridner was right behind her. I looked up.
Ruth asked. "How was your talk with Jeanne?"
I told them everything that happened.
When I was finished Jason said; "Damn boss that must have been awful."
I shrugged.
Ruth asked, "Do you want me to cancel the meeting with the Montgomerys?"
Shaking my head, I said; "Absolutely not. They're our most important clients and they're good friends too. We're going to meet with them and give them a rock solid comprehensive report about their financial status."
Smiling, Jason said; "Damn right boss." But then he paused. After a moment he said; "Boss can I make a suggestion?"
"Of course you can."
"After you start the meeting why don't you let me give the report."
Smiling back at Jason, I said; "That's an excellent idea."
He looked at me with a surprised expression.
I said; "It is an excellent idea. It's time for you to start taking a more visible role in the operation of this firm."
Jason grinned at me.
I glanced at Ruth. She was watching me with a mistrustful expression. I had a feeling that she was beginning to suspect what I was planning to do. We still had a little time before the meeting, so I decided that I might as well tell them.
Before I could say anything Ruth said; "You're leaving, aren't you."
I nodded. "Yes."
Alarmed, Jason said; "Boss, no; you can't leave."
Ruth looked at him. "Jason what would you do if Barb started dating another man?"
"I'd go crazy."
"Would you hurt Barb?"



"No, of course not. I could never hurt Barb."
"Would you hurt the other man?"
"I'd think about it."
"But you wouldn't do it, would you." Ruth's voice was calm and deliberate.
"I would if I found out that he'd forced Barb or drugged her; but otherwise, no. They're adults, they get to make their own choices."
Ruth said; "That's right, but you'd have choices too, wouldn't you."
Jason shook his head. "Not many."
"But you would have choices."
"Yes."
"What would they be?"
Sighing, Jason said; "Stick around and put up with it or leave." He turned to me. "Okay boss, I understand. What can I do to help?"
I spent the next hour explaining my financial plans for my family and my plans for the business. Ruth and Jason both listened intently.
When I was finished Jason said, "So you want Ruth and I to run the business."
"That's what I'd like. I'll maintain regular email and telephone contact with you and when necessary I can assist you with difficult files. Since you're both taking on more responsibility you can expect a commensurate increase in your salaries."
Ruth said; "That would be nice, but can the firm afford it?"
"I won't be drawing a salary. That will free up money for your salary increases and a salary for another accountant."
"You want us to hire another accountant?" Ruth looked at Jason and then back at me.
"With me in only an advisory role you'll need one."
Jason nodded. "Yes we will."
I said, "Look for someone young, someone just out of college."
Grinning, Jason said; "You hired me right out of college."
"And look at how well that worked out."
Ruth asked, "How soon are you planning to leave?"
"Thursday."
"Is that enough time?"
"I think so and I really do need to get away."
Nodding, Ruth said; "We'll make sure it's enough time."
We heard the door to the outer office open. The three of us looked at each other. The Montgomerys had arrived. We stood up.
Ruth said; "I'll get them seated in the conference room."
As she was leaving, Jason said; "I'll bring the files."
I followed him out of my office.
The meeting with the Montgomerys went well. I would have been shocked if it hadn't. Jason took charge and did an impressive job.
After the meeting I asked Charles if I could have a word with him in private. As we stepped into my office I noticed that Ruth and Edith stayed in the conference room. Ruth would be talking to Edith.
Once we were seated Charles said; "Michael what's on your mind?"
"Charles I'm going to take an extended leave from the firm."
"Are you ill?" The concern in my old friend's voice was evident.
Shaking my head, I said; "No my health is fine."
"Are you and Jeanne having problems?"
I nodded.
"Is she having an affair?"
Surprised by his quick assessment of the situation I asked; "How did you know?"
"How old is Jeanne?"
"Forty-nine."
"And your daughters just finished college."
"Yes."
"It's pretty common. Edith had her first affair when she was forty-eight."
"Her first affair? She's had more than one?"
"She's had five affairs that lasted a month or more and I lost count of the weekend getaways. That's all in the past now. Her last weekend getaway was, let me think." He paused for a moment and then he said; "It's been at least eight years."
"And you were okay with it?"
"Not at first, at first I was devastated. That's why I understand what you're going through right now." He smiled. "I did exactly what you're planning to do. I moved to New York and ran our businesses from there. I had to get away."
"How long did you stay in New York?"
"Fourteen months, it took me that long to come to terms with the situation."
"But you did eventually accept the situation."
"I love Edith. The thought of living the rest of my life without her was unbearable."
"Tell me how you did it. I need to know that there might be hope."
"You're doing the right thing."
"Leaving?"
"Yes, you need some time to heal and Jeanne needs to be confronted with the reality of life without you. Right now your biggest concern is to make sure your hurt and anger don't make you do things that you'll regret later. That's one of the reasons that you have to get away for awhile.
"I'm taking steps to make sure that both Jeanne and the girls are financially secure while I'm gone and I've already decided that I'm not going to file for divorce."
"That's good, that will show Jeanne that you still care about her. I know Jeanne. She's a lot like Edith. I suspect that right now she's terrified that you hate her."
"I could never hate Jeanne."
"I know, I could never hate Edith either."
"How did you cope with the jealousy?"
"When I came back from New York Edith worked hard to make sure I knew that I was loved and I tried to understand. Sometimes it was difficult, but it was better than living with out Edith. Over time it got easier. In fact I actually enjoyed her last two affairs."
"You did?"
"By then I understood. I knew she didn't really love the guys and at the beginning of an affair she was always so happy. A new romance is unbelievably exciting. I'm thankful that I was finally secure enough to be able to enjoy her last two affairs with her."
"I find that hard to believe."
"I'm sure you do. You'll find this hard to believe too. At the end I actually encouraged her to take weekend getaways."
"You mean with other men."
"And women."
"Was Edith bisexual?"
"No, I'm certain she wasn't, but it would have been all right if she was. It's still just sex. No I'm talking about her group of friends. Including Edith there were four of them. Privately they called themselves the four harlots. They did the weekend getaways together."
"What about the men?"
"That was the easy part. All four of them were attractive affluent women. It's not difficult to find twenty-five year old men who are eager to spend a commitment free weekend at a luxury resort with four beautiful middle aged women.
"Edith was a cougar."
"She certainly was and she enjoyed every minute of it. At the end I did too. Michael during the days before those getaways she was actually giddy with excitement. It's fun to see the woman you love that happy."
"But you weren't the cause of that happiness."
"So what, we had plenty of happy times with each other. We were always laughing and giggling together. The years we were raising our children will always be special, but those last few years when Edith was playing around were wonderful."
"Didn't you feel neglected when Edith was on a weekend getaway?"
"Hell no, during the week before one of her getaways Edith would try to fuck me to death. I needed the break. Also you can call me an old perv, but when she was gone I had a pretty good time imagining what she was doing."
"Really?"
"Michael do you ever look at porn movies on the Internet? Be honest."
I laughed. "Yeah I admit it, I do."
"I do too. Actually these days Edith and I watch them together."
"Really?"
"Yeah but lets not get sidetracked. Imagine watching a porn movie that featured Jeanne with another guy."
"I ah...I don't know."
"Michael, be honest. I'll bet you've found a porn star who reminds you of Jeanne."
Sheepishly I answered, "Yes."
"Who is it?"
Quietly, I said; "Julia Ann."
Charles smiled. "I agree, there's a very strong resemblance. When you're watching a Julia Ann movie do you ever imagine that it's really Jeanne you're watching?"
I did do that, but I was ashamed of it. It was hard to admit it. I looked down at the floor.
Charles said; "It's okay Michael. There's nothing wrong with it. It's just fun."
I nodded. "But admitting it is difficult."
"It shouldn't be. You're not doing anything wrong. Someday I hope that you and Jeanne will reach a point where the two of you can watch a Julia Ann movie together."
"Do you have a porn star who reminds you of Edith?"
"Oh yes."
"May I ask who it is?"
"Certainly, it's Diamond Foxx. Of course we're talking about Edith when she was a much younger woman. Diamond Foxx is probably forty years younger than Edith; but when Edith was young, when she was slutted up before a date or a weekend getaway; she looked just like Diamond Foxx."
"Slutted up?"
"That's what the four harlots called it. When they we're going out they loved to get their hair done; lay on some heavy eye makeup and lip rouge and dress in tight short skirts, low cut blouses, nylon stockings and spike heeled pumps. I think they enjoyed that almost as much as the sex. Michael it was an adventure for them. When they were out with another man they got to be somebody completely different."
"And you actually learned to enjoy it."
"Yes I did. My only regret is that I didn't relax and start enjoying it much earlier."
I shook my head. "You make it sound; I don't know, I guess exciting."
"Once you finally realize that it has nothing to do with love it is exciting and fun too."
"I'm not there yet."
"No you're not. That's why you have to go away."
"I'm worried about the business."
"Don't be. I'm impressed with Jason. He seems like a very capable young man."
"He is."
"And the Internet and a cell phone will allow you to stay in touch."
"That's true."
"Michael I'm certain that my financial affairs will still be handled professionally."
"Thank you Charles; I appreciate your confidence, your understanding and your advice."
"Get away, take some time for yourself. It will get easier and when it does, come back to us."
We smiled at each other.
Charles patted my shoulder and said; "And now I'd better go find Edith and take her home." He winked at me. "This evening we're going to watch a Diamond Foxx movie. We're both looking forward to it."
Charles and I walked into the reception area together. We were both grinning. Edith and Ruth were sitting next to Ruth's desk drinking coffee.
When she saw us Edith asked; "What are the two of you grinning about?"
Charles said; "I just told Michael about our movie plans for the evening."
"Were you specific about the star of the movie?"
"Definitely."
"Did you tell him why we like that particular actress?"
"Yes I did."
Edith stood up, walked over to me and kissed my cheek. "I hope that someday you and Jeanne have a movie star that you both enjoy for the same reason."
"It's going to take some time before I reach that point."
"Yes I'm sure it will, but try to understand. It really is a wonderfully exciting way to live."
Edith turned and took Charles' arm. "Let's go home dear. I want to get slutted up before we watch the movie."
Charles laughed. "I was hoping you were planning to do that."
"Of course I am, it makes watching the movie much more fun."
As they walked out of the office I looked at Edith. I could see it. When she was younger and slutted up I imagined that she probably did look quite a bit like Diamond Foxx.
As soon as they were gone Ruth asked, "What was all that about a movie and what movie star were they talking about?"
I shook my head. "I think that was told to me in confidence."
"Michael don't be a putz. Besides Edith told me everything. I just don't understand the discussion about the movie."
"Edith told you everything?"
"Yes, everything. She told me about her five affairs, the weekend getaways, the four harlots; I even know what she meant when she said she wanted to get slutted up."
"She told you all of that?"
"Yes, why shouldn't she? Edith and I are good friends. I also think she was afraid that I might end my friendship with Jeanne over this."
"Please don't do that. Right now Jeanne needs her friends."
"Don't worry, I won't. Now tell me about the movie."
"All right, they're going to watch a porn movie."
"A porn movie? Really?" Ruth smiled. "I hope David and I are still watching porn movies when we're in our seventies. So who's the porn star?"
"Diamond Foxx."
"Never heard of her."
"Do you watch a lot of porn?"
"Not really, once in awhile David and I will watch one late at night on the Internet. I think he watches quite a bit of it."
"Most men do."
"Do you watch porn on the Internet?"
"Yes."
"So tell me about this Diamond Foxx."
"She's a fairly well known porn star. I think she's in her late thirties. She's very attractive in a slutty kind of way. Charles thinks that when Edith was younger and slutted up she looked a lot like Diamond Foxx."
"Does she?"
"Yes, I can see it."
"I'm going to have to look her up on the Internet." Ruth paused for a moment and then she asked; "Do you have a porn star who looks like Jeanne?"
"You're getting a little personal."
"Tell me."
"Okay, yes I do. Her name is Julia Ann."
Ruth smiled. "I'll look her up too. I wonder if David has a porn star who looks like me?"
"If he doesn't, tell him to check out Roxanne Hall."
"Really? I'll have to look her up too."
I laughed.
Grinning at me, Ruth made a shooing motion with her hands. "Go back to your office and do some work. I have to do some Internet research."
Still laughing, I went back into my office.
A half hour later I heard a knock. "Come in."
It was Ruth. "Charles is right. While Edith is much older now, I'll bet that at one time she did look just like Diamond Foxx. Especially when she was slutted up."
"That's what I thought too."
"And Jeanne is a dead ringer for Julia Ann."
"I agree."
"And thank you, I'm flattered. Roxanne Hall is hot."
"You're not thinking about following Edith and Jeanne's lead are you?"
"No I'm only thirty-eight. I'm not old enough to start that yet. Besides, I still have a son in high school and a daughter in junior high." Ruth laughed. "Still, when Michelle graduates from college I may decide to reevaluate that position."
"If you do, spend a little time preparing David before you drop that bomb on him."
"Don't worry, I will. In fact I plan to do a little preparing tonight."
"What do you mean?"
"I found a web site that has several Roxanne Hall movies that can be downloaded. Both Ben and Michelle are going out this evening. I plan to get slutted up and invite David to watch one of the movies with me. I'm not going to mention that you suggested that I resemble her. I'm going to wait and see if David notices."
"How are you going to explain your interest in that particular porn star?"
"I'll tell David that my sister Becky recommended the movie."
"Does Becky watch a lot of porn?"
"Not really, but if I warn her she'll back me up." Ruth shrugged. "Actually Becky and I look a lot alike. If David and I enjoy the movie I'll tell Becky to watch it with her husband."
Laughing, I said; "I wonder if Charles and Edith realize what they've done."
Ruth smiled and went back to her desk.
I spent the rest of Saturday and all day Sunday organizing my financial plans. While it was time consuming, it was relatively easy. I was an accountant with all of the resources of my firm at my disposal.
Just after noon on Sunday my cell phone rang. The caller ID showed that it was Ruth. I answered it.
"Hi Ruth."
"Hi Michael, how are you doing today?"
"I'm a little sad, but other than that I'm okay."
"I have something that might cheer you up."
"Tell me."
"Telling you about this feels a little weird, but after everything that's happened during the past few days I think we can talk about things like this."
"Okay."
"Michael, David and I downloaded a Roxanne Hall movie last night. David hooked his laptop up to our bedroom television. We watched it in bed. David saw the resemblance immediately. He went wild. He loved it. Michael we did it three times last night. We haven't done it that many times in one night since we were newlyweds."
"It sounds like you had a fun night."
"We did. David wants to get another movie tonight. I'm afraid that I might have created a monster."
I laughed. "But you're enjoying this monster, aren't you."
"Oh yes, I can't wait until tonight."
"I'm happy to hear you had a good time. Thanks for telling me. It did cheer me up."
"Thank you for telling me about Roxanne Hall. I'm feeling pretty cheery right now too."
I laughed again.
"Michael I have to run. We're going to a barbecue at David's sisters house. I'll see you tomorrow morning."
"Okay Ruth, thanks for the call. Have a good time watching your movie tonight."
Ruth laughed. "I'm pretty sure that I'm going to have a wonderful time." And then she hung up.
I set my cell phone down, sat back in my chair and shook my head. Suddenly it seemed like everyone I knew was preoccupied with sex.
When I walked into the office the next morning Ruth was seated at her desk.
I smiled and asked, "How was your evening?"
Ruth grinned at me. "I think I'm going to be walking funny for a week."
"It sounds like it was a fun night."
"Believe me, it was."
Chuckling, I walked into my office and sat down at my desk. I took a minute to focus my attention and then I began the process of liquidating my stocks, bonds and mutual funds. Shortly after I started Jason joined me. We worked together for the entire morning. By lunch time we'd sold everything and both of us felt confident that we'd done everything we could to minimize the tax liabilities. Still they were extensive.
Monday afternoon I stored my Lexus and bought a year old Ford Escape. I planned to tour the United States. The Escape seemed like a more suitable vehicle for this adventure.
My final tasks for Monday were to purchase a new cell phone with a new telephone number and a high quality lap top computer. I also set up a new Gmail account. Jason and Ruth were the only people who would know the address.
I spent Tuesday planning my trip. I purchased a sleeping bag, cooler and several good quality flashlights. If I needed to do it I could store my gear in the front seat of the Escape, put down the rear seat and sleep in the back. While I was planning on sleeping in motels, I had plenty of space and this was a nice fall back option.
Wednesday morning the money from the sale of the stocks, bonds and mutual funds became available. Jason, Ruth and I spent the day funding the four trusts. By the end of the workday Wednesday everything was complete. I was planning to leave early Thursday morning.
After saying goodbye to Jason and Ruth I sat down at my desk and composed a short letter to Jeanne.
Dear Jeanne
I am now convinced that you're determined to adopt this new life style. I'm trying to understand, but I'm finding it difficult. Right now I can't bear the thought of once again having to see you get dressed up for a date with another man.
While I still love you and believe that you still love me, I need time to sort out my feelings about what you're doing. The only way I can do that is to temporarily separate myself from you. I'm going away. By the time you read this I'll be gone. I don't know when I'll return.
I have set up a trust fund for you and both of the girls. Jason and Ruth are administering the funds. The three of you should contact them at your earliest opportunity so that they can explain the details of these funds. All three of you should be financially secure.
As I said earlier, I still love you and I ardently hope that at some time in the future we can resume living together as man and wife. If you wish to divorce me you'll have to initiate the action yourself, but I won't fight it. While I really do still love you, I want you to be happy. If that means terminating our marriage so that you can pursue a relationship with someone else I'll be hurt, but I will survive."
If you need to contact me you can do it through Jason or Ruth. They both have my cell phone number and my email address. Please don't badger them. They have strict instructions not to give that information out to anyone.



I will miss both you and the girls. Please give them my love. Please also remember that I will always love you.
I don't know when I'll be back, but I will return. When that happens I look forward to seeing all three of you again.
Love,
Michael
I put the letter in Ruth's computer's desk top file and sent an accompanying note requesting that she email the letter to Jeanne the next morning.
After finishing that task I took the pictures of Jeanne and the girls that I kept on my desk, put them in my brief case and walked out of my office.
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At 7:00 the next morning I was on the road. It was the 21st of August. I took Interstate 90 west and reached Rapid City, South Dakota at suppertime. Tired and ready to stop I found a Motel 6, checked in and got directions to a local steak house.
While I had a budget of one hundred dollars a day for motels, I knew that there would occasionally be times when I both wanted and needed to stay in an expensive hotel. Motel 6's were generally clean and adequate for my needs. They also usually cost less than fifty dollars a day. Every night I spent in a Motel 6 freed up fifty dollars that could later be spent for luxury accommodations
After a good steak dinner I went back to my motel, took a shower and logged on to the Internet. There was an email from Ruth with a subject line indicating that it included a letter from Jeanne. I opened it.
Dear Michael
I'm so sorry that my thoughtless actions forced you to leave your home, your work and your family. I wish it was possible to go back in time and start over. If I could do that I'd begin by spending several months exploring the world of sex with you, only you. Regardless of what I told you that evening that I stupidly and without any preparation announced to you that I was going to have an affair, you have always been and always will be the man of my dreams.
Yes, I still have the desire to experience sex with other men and I still intend to pursue that desire. I know that you're having trouble accepting this, but it really is just sex and has nothing to do with love. You will always be the only man I'll ever love.
I want you to know that I've stopped seeing Derek Fischer. Right after you left last Saturday morning I threw him out of the house. Michael, he threatened you. You effectively put him in his place, but I was still outraged. I would never have sex with a man who threatened you or was even impolite to you. When I read that I guess it doesn't sound like much, but it matters to me and I needed to tell you that.
I also want to explain that I hadn't planned to get together with Derek last Saturday morning. When we went out last Wednesday night I left my sweater in his car. It was that beautiful cashmere sweater with the pearl buttons that you gave me for Christmas two years ago. I didn't want to lose it.
He called me Saturday morning. I told him that I couldn't see him for awhile. I really did want to try to make things right with you and that was going to include a lot of loving attention. Derek told me he had my sweater. In all the turmoil of the past few days I hadn't realized that I'd left it in his car. I did want the sweater back so I told him that he could stop by the house and give it to me. I really wasn't planning to let him stay, but once he was inside the house I stupidly let him kiss me and I melted. I'm sorry Michael, I'm not very strong right now and I have to admit that I did want to enjoy Derek again. I just wanted you to know that I didn't plan to have sex with him that morning.
I'm also sorry that we used our bed. I don't know what I was thinking. I promise you that even while your gone I will never again share that bed with anyone but you.
When I got your email this morning I immediately called Ruth. During our conversation she outlined the terms of the trust funds that you set up for me and the girls. Thank you, you've left us financially secure. I do appreciate that. I also need to say that I wasn't surprised. That's the kind of man you are. It's one of the many reasons I love you so much. I know that you will always take care of the girls and me.
I only wish that I'd done a better job of taking care of you. There isn't anything I can do about that now, but when you finally do come home again I intend to make sure that you're the most loved man on this planet. If you'll allow me to do it I would like to try to suck and fuck you to death.
I was planning to try to do that Saturday afternoon. I'm sorry that it didn't happen. I was also planning to invite you to fuck my rear Saturday. I'm eager to try it. I'm curious about how it feels. Now I'm going to have to wait. I always intended that you would be the first man to enjoy that pleasure with me and now I promise you that you will always be the only man to enjoy that pleasure with me. I hope that's an incentive to get you to come home sooner.
Edith Montgomery called me last night. I gather that you told Charles about our problems. Since you're going to be gone I suppose that you had to give him some kind of an explanation and the truth is always the best option. In any case, I'm glad you told them. I was surprised when Edith told me about their history. I love the idea of getting slutted up and I would have loved to have been one of the four harlots. I hope that hearing Charles tell you that he eventually learned to enjoy the lifestyle might help you.
When I talked to Ruth today I told her that Edith called me so she told me about Julia Ann, Diamond Foxx and Roxanne Hall. I looked them up on the Internet during my lunch break today. I have to thank you. Julia Ann is a beautiful woman. While you're gone I hope that you watch lots of her movies and imagine that it's me enjoying all of those handsome studs. Please don't be offended by that. I hope that like Charles, you will eventually learn to want this life style as much as I do. Sex really is fun. It took me forty-nine years and the help of my daughters to overcome the inhibitions that were drilled into me when I was growing up. Now that I've finally been able to do that I want to enjoy sex. Michael I don't just want to look like Julia Ann; I want to be Julia Ann or at least the movie Julia Ann. I want to be a slut. I know that's a crude word, but it doesn't have to be.
My only regret is that I didn't include you at the beginning of my journey. I know why, I was still too inhibited. What really upsets me is that when I was finally able to overcome my inhibitions about sex I still didn't include you. I should have taken you by the hand, back tracked and guided you through the early part of the journey. It was a part of the journey that I'd already completed, but you're my partner. We needed to go through the entire journey together and I didn't do that with you. I wish I would have let you teach me how to give a blow job. We could have experimented. You could have told me what felt good and what didn't feel good. It would have been so much fun. Instead I let the girls teach me with a rubber cock. Even worse, once I learned how to do it properly another man was the beneficiary of my newly acquired skill. Michael I will forever be ashamed about that. You're the love of my life. You should always be first. While I really don't know how to make it up to you, I promise that when you return I will spend hours sucking your cock and licking your balls.
I already miss you. I hope you won't be gone too long. When you are ready to come home give me a little warning. I'll want to buy a new dress and get my hair done just for you.
The girls send their love. They feel like they upset you when you talked to them on Thursday. I tried to assure them that it was me you were upset with and not them, but they still feel like they hurt you. It would be nice if you could send them a message telling them that you still love them.
They both wanted to write letters to you. I wouldn't let them do it. It's clear that you need some time away from the anguish I created for you. We're going to respect that decision and leave you alone. Please don't misunderstand that. We're not forgetting you. We will never forget you. All three of us will be thinking about you every minute of every day.
Michael I love you. Always remember that. Take the time you need, but as soon as you're ready please come straight home to me.
Be safe.
Love
Jeanne
I sat back in the hard motel chair, closed my eyes and sighed. While Jeanne's letter made it clear that she was continuing her plans to pursue a life style of free love, it was equally apparent that she was still deeply in love with me. I didn't know what to think.
I smiled. That was why I was sitting in a Motel 6 in Rapid City, South Dakota. I needed time to figure all of this out. I sat up straight and opened a new email to Ruth.
Ruth
Please forward this to Jeanne. Don't forget to delete my email address.
Jeanne
I also wish that you'd back tracked so that we could have started at the beginning of this journey together. You didn't, so now I have to take the initial part of the journey by myself. I'm sorry, but that means that there isn't any guarantee that we'll end up in the same place. I will promise you that while I'm gone I'll try to watch a Julia Ann movie as often as I can. As to the fantasies that I have while I'm watching them; that remains to be seen.
I love you and I already miss you too.
Michael
After I sent the email to Ruth I poured a glass of scotch and sipped it while I thought about everything that had happened. Eventually I reached the inarguable conclusion that life was confusing.
Deciding that I needed to do less thinking, I down loaded a Julia Ann movie from the Internet and sipped another glass of scotch while I watched it. When the movie ended I went back to a favorite part and masturbated. As Jeanne's interest in sex had diminished over the previous several years I'd become quite accustomed to giving myself my own relief, but this was the first time I'd been interested in doing it since Jeanne had made her announcement that she was going to have an affair.
It felt good. When I was finished I climbed into bed and quickly fell asleep.
The next day I stopped at a souvenir store in Deadwood, South Dakota. I bought two post cards. On The back of each one I wrote:
I love you, I miss you. I don't blame you for anything. Please understand that I need a little time to process everything that's happened. I look forward to seeing you when I return.
Love
Dad
I sent one to Tricia and one to Jodie.
I spent the rest of the morning touring the Black Hills. After lunch I headed west. The next night I stayed in Buffalo, Wyoming.
That night I downloaded another Julia Ann movie. The previous night I'd tried to avoid thinking about Jeanne while I watched the movie. It wasn't easy. This time I didn't try. I didn't fight it. I let myself imagine that I was watching Jeanne. Julia Ann is actually a talented actress. She's able to make me believe that she's truly enjoying herself. As I watched her suck her costars cock I remembered what Jeanne had looked like while she was licking Derek Fischer's balls. There wasn't any doubt in my mind that she'd been enjoying herself too.
At first I was jealous. Occasionally in the past Jeanne had grudgingly agreed to suck my cock. Unfortunately her obvious distaste about what she was doing almost always ruined the experience for me.
As my jealousy was turning into sadness I recalled what Jennifer Rawlins had said to me in the Cosmopolitan Lounge; "My husband had me on a pedestal. I was his wife, the mother of his children and his ideal of feminine perfection. It was a status that I enjoyed and one that I wasn't willing to risk. I didn't dare admit to that wonderful man that I occasionally had an insatiable desire to be a nasty cock sucking slut."
I remembered what Jeanne had said in her letter; "It took me forty-nine years and the help of my daughters to overcome the inhibitions that were drilled into me when I was growing up. Now that I've finally been able to do that I want to enjoy sex."
I started to understand.
I watched the movie. I imagined that it was Jeanne sucking that big cock. I can't say that it aroused me. While watching a woman suck a man's cock certainly excited me, I still had mixed feelings about watching my wife do it. I did however have a reaction that surprised me. It was fun to imagine Jeanne enjoying herself so much.
I remembered what Charles had said to me the previous Saturday afternoon. "During the days before her weekend getaways Edith was actually giddy with excitement. It's fun to see the woman you love that happy."
Mixed feelings aside, I loved Jeanne and I had to admit that imagining her enjoying herself did make me happy.
After finishing the movie that night I went back to a scene where Julia Ann was eagerly sucking her costars cock. I watched it a second time and masturbated. When I was finished I slipped into bed and slept peacefully.
I spent the next several weeks sightseeing in the Rocky Mountains. I continued to stay in regular email contact with Ruth. In our emails we would often tease each other about our mutual burgeoning appreciation for erotic cinema. Ruth and her husband David were still enjoying Roxanne Hall movies on a regular basis.
Near the end of September I was at a Motel 6 in Boise, Idaho. After dinner I turned on my computer. There was an email from Ruth. I opened it.
Michael
I have something I want to discuss with you. I'm afraid that it's going to be a little personal. I'm writing to you about it because I trust you and in many ways it seems to be related to your situation with Jeanne. I hope I don't embarrass you.
Last night David and I were watching one of our Roxanne Hall movies. We now have an extensive collection. At the time I was actually the only one watching the movie. David was going down on me. I assume you understand what I mean by that. David loves giving me head, especially while we're watching a movie and frankly I enjoy it every bit as much as he does.
Halfway through the movie David took a break. He looked up at me and asked if I ever fantasized about actually being with the men in the movies. The man in the movie we were watching was amazingly well endowed, so of course I was fantasizing about him. Not wanting to lie to David, I cautiously told him that I did. His reaction surprised me. He just smiled and said good and then he went back to pleasuring me.
I thought about all of this for a few seconds and then I tapped the side of David's head. When he looked up at me I asked him if he ever fantasized about other women.
He told me that he didn't. I was a little surprised by that, but I was even more surprised by his next revelation. He told me that all of his fantasies were about me with other men.
While I was shocked, I was also excited. Remember, David had just been going down on me. I pulled him up so he was sitting next to me and asked him if he'd like to see me with the man in the movie we were watching. He nodded and told me that he'd like that very much. He then asked me if I was excited by the size of the guy's cock. I'm sorry Michael, I don't mean to embarrass you. I just don't know how to explain what happened without using words like that.
You know David. He's not a big man. He has small hands and feet. He also has a small penis. I love him so it's always been enough for me, but I have a confession to make. Before I met David I was kind of a free spirit. I experienced a number of different men and several of them were well endowed. I have to admit that sex with some of those men was amazing, really amazing; so yes I was excited by the size of this guy's cock.
Still I didn't want to hurt David, so I tried to be diplomatic. I said that it was a big cock. David wasn't satisfied with that answer, he pressed me. He agreed that it was big but wanted to know if I found big cocks exciting.
I didn't want to lie to David, so I told him that I didn't want to hurt his feelings; but yes, big cocks did excite me. He told me that it was okay. He knew I loved him and he knew that I enjoyed his cock. Big cocks were a fun fantasy and it was all right with him if I wanted to enjoy that fantasy.
That made me feel better. I asked David if he enjoyed fantasizing about women with large breasts. He told me that he didn't and then he repeated that his favorite fantasies all involved me with other men, men with large cocks.
I was about to ask him another question, but he stopped me and slid back down the bed. As he repositioned himself between my legs he told me to imagine that he was getting me ready to enjoy the man in the movie and then he started licking me again.
Michael I had an unbelievable orgasm and that's saying a lot because since David and I started watching the Roxanne Hall movies I've had some real whoppers.
After my orgasm was over David got on top of me and started fucking me. While he was fucking me he whispered that he was imagining that the guy in the movie had just finished fucking me and he was now getting slippery seconds. He asked me if I was too stretched out from the other man's huge cock to feel him.
At that moment I was so aroused that I jumped right into the fantasy and told David that after my lover's big cock I really couldn't feel his little penis. As soon as I said it, I regretted it. The last thing I want to do was hurt my wonderful husband's feelings.
Amazingly, I didn't. In fact that answer seemed to excite David even more. He actually thanked me for allowing him to fuck me too and then he went at me with a passion that I'd never before experienced from him. While David was fucking me I had another massive orgasm and when he came he must have pumped a gallon of semen into me. It was the most amazing sex we've ever had.
Michael, I once again apologize for being so graphic, but this is the only way I can accurately describe what happened. I have to talk to someone about this and you're my best friend. Also, in a way this is kind of related to the problems you're having with Jeanne.
This morning, when I thought about what we did last night I got incredibly excited; but it also made me feel ashamed. I'm the mother of two teenagers. I was raised to be a proper lady. I go to church every Sunday. Suddenly my husband and I are fantasizing about me being a slut. Right now I'm feeling terribly confused.
But that's not all. Last night, after we were finished, we were lying in bed cuddling. I sensed that David was sad. I asked him about it. He told me that he was ashamed about what he'd just told me. He was certain that I was now disgusted by him. I assured him that I wasn't. I told him that he was the strongest man I knew and I loved him deeply. We were simply playing with a fun fantasy, a fantasy that excited both of us. That made him feel better. We cuddled together for a long time before we both finally fell asleep.
Sex certainly can be confusing.
Again, I'm sorry if this email is too graphic. I really needed to talk to you about it. I didn't know how to do that without being explicit.
Your friend
Ruth
After I finished reading the email I sat back in the motel chair and shook my head. My wife, my daughters, Charles and Edith Montgomery, Jennifer Rawlins and now Ruth and David; it seemed like extra curricular sex was becoming the norm rather than the exception. I laughed to myself, the night Jeanne announced to me that she was planning to have an affair she suggested exactly that. Maybe she was right. Maybe most married women were getting a little extra on the side, or at least fantasizing about it.
Tired from the days drive, I turned off my computer and got into bed. As I tried to fall asleep I thought about Ruth and David. At least they were talking about it first. That had been Jeanne's biggest mistake. She didn't prepare me for it. She just dropped it on me.



I thought about Jeanne. I was still deeply in love with her. I wondered if she was dating. I suspected that she was. It was likely that Ruth talked to Jeanne frequently, so she probably knew. I was afraid to ask. I wasn't yet ready to know for sure.
Unable to sleep, I turned my computer back on and watched another Julia Ann movie. In the movie she seduced a man much younger than she was. I wondered if Jeanne was dating college men. Oddly, part of me hoped that she was. Sex with a virile young man would be exciting for her. As I watched the movie I masturbated while I imagined that Jeanne was Julia Ann.
Afterward I felt some remorse, but then I remembered Charles Montgomery telling me that after time he learned to enjoy Edith's affairs because they made her so happy. I loved Jeanne and I wanted her to be happy too. Could I possibly learn to enjoy her affairs? Was that possible? Could I actually reach a point where I was happy when my wife was out on a date with another man? I sensed that I wanted that, but how could I? It seemed to be so very wrong.
Confused about my feelings; but extremely tired, I drifted into an unsettled sleep.
From Boise Idaho I drove west to Seattle. It was now early October.
I spent two rainy days in Seattle. The evening I arrived I sent an email to Ruth telling her where I was.
The next morning I received a reply.
Michael
Thank you for the update about your trip. All of us are following you. Yes, I mean all of us. Of course Jason and I are eager to know where you are and what you're doing, but many others are too. Charles and Edith call me every week to ask if I've heard from you. And yes, Jeanne calls too. She calls me every day at lunch time. I also know that after she talks to me she always calls the girls to pass on the information you gave me. Michael all three of them love you very much and they miss you terribly. I miss you too Michael, so does Jason.
The firm is running well. Jason is a good manager. He's not as good as you, but he's learning quickly and he's getting the job done. We hired another accountant. We were swamped, we really needed one. He started yesterday. He graduated from college last spring. His name is Bernie Kyle. He's a wiry little guy and kind of shy, but he has a wonderful sense of humor. Both Jason and I like him. We told him that the job is only temporary, but when you return I hope we have enough business to keep him working for the firm.
David and I are still playing our fantasy game. It's a little crazy, but I never imagined that sex could be so much fun.
Be safe and when you're ready please come home. All of us miss you.
Ruth
I wrote back.
Ruth
I'm glad to hear that things are going well at the firm. I never doubted that you and Jason would be able to run the business competently. I'm relieved that you hired another accountant. I'm sure that your work load was overwhelming. If he works out I will do everything I possibly can to retain him after I return.
I'm also pleased to hear that you and David are still enjoying your fantasy game. Adding a little spice to a marriage is healthy.
Let me know if you need anything, otherwise you'll hear from me in a week. Say hello to Jason, Charles, Edith and David for me. And Ruth, please tell Jeanne and the girls that I love them.
Michael
The following morning I had another email from Ruth.
Michael
After I read your email I called Jeanne and read it to her. When I read the part where you told me to tell her that you loved her she was silent for a moment and then she asked me to read it again. I did. She asked me to read it another time. I did. The third time I read it she cried. Michael, Jeanne really does love you.
Oh and yes, she does know about the fantasy game I'm playing with David.
Ruth
I immediately wrote back.
Ruth
Do you know if Jeanne is dating?
Michael
A few minutes later Ruth wrote back.
Michael
Yes she is and while she is having sex on those dates, she adamantly maintains that it hasn't diminished her love for you at all. My conversations with Charles and Edith and the game that David and I are playing are helping me understand what she's saying. Jeanne contends that while we were taught that love and sex are synonymous, it isn't true or at least it doesn't have to be true. Jeanne is now convinced that sex can be a purely physical act and doesn't have to be an expression of love. It can just be fun.
Ruth
The next morning I left Seattle.
After I left Seattle I spent two weeks exploring the Cascade Mountains and the Oregon coast and then I drove south to San Francisco.
I arrived in San Francisco in early November. I found an old motel overlooking the Pacific Ocean. It was just above The Cliff House. The Cliff House is an elegant old restaurant on the Pacific beach.
Lincoln Park was directly above my motel. When I explored the park I discovered a small municipal golf course with fabulous views of the Pacific Ocean, San Francisco Bay, the Golden Gate Bridge and downtown San Francisco. The next day I found a golf shop, bought a set of clubs and started playing every day.
Ruth and I continued to exchange emails. While they were mostly just news, ten days after I arrived in San Francisco she sent me one detailing a new development in the sex game she was playing with her husband.
Michael
Last night while David and I were watching one of our Roxanne Hall movies he asked me to tell him about the men I'd been with before we met. He knew that there had been several, but that was all he knew. He wanted to hear details, particularly about the sex. I was reluctant to tell him. I didn't want to hurt him or make him feel jealous. He was persistent, so I finally agreed.
As I confessed to you earlier, there were more than a few men. Actually there were many. I was trying to break that news to David gently, so I told him about four men that I'd dated regularly. At first I tried to be vague. I love David and I don't want to hurt him, but he pestered me for details. Michael you have to understand that we were both naked, we were watching a porn movie and David had been going down on me for at least twenty minutes. I was aroused. It also fit in with the game we've now been playing for almost three months. I have to admit that at that moment I actually wanted to tell David every seamy detail about those four other men. They're exciting memories and now the man I loved was asking me to share those memories with him.
I made him lie down on the bed with his head propped up on two pillows so he could still see the movie playing on the television. Once he was settled I wrapped my fingers around his erection and began telling him about some of the sex that I experienced before we got married.
In an earlier email I mentioned that I'd been with a number of men who were quite large. Those four men were all large, but one of them was much larger than the others. His name was Nick Granger. He was the last man I dated before I met David. Nick was tall, handsome and a real stud in bed. He had a cock of porn star proportions, he recovered quickly and he could go for an amazingly long time. He was entertaining out of bed too. Nick was funny and outgoing. Unfortunately he was also lazy, arrogant and a notorious womanizer. He was a great boyfriend, but lousy husband material. As soon as I got to know David, I ended my relationship with Nick.
After I started telling David about the sex I had with Nick I could feel him getting even more aroused than he already was. That excited me and without thinking I began eagerly and graphically describing how wonderful the sex with Nick had been. As soon as I realized what I was doing I stopped and tried to apologize to David, but he laughed and told me that there wasn't any reason to apologize. He was happy that I'd had a chance to experience such an outstanding lover.
At first I was shocked by David's reaction, but we talked about it and as we talked I realized that it fit with the game we've been playing. I relaxed, but I still I wanted to make sure that David was happy, so I started sucking his cock. While I was sucking him, David asked me if I ever missed the sex with Nick.
I love my husband. I didn't want to lie to him, but I also didn't want to hurt him so I carefully considered my answer.
I stopped sucking David, but I kept stroking him. As I stroked him, I admitted that I did have fond memories of the sex I had with Nick, but then I quickly explained to David that I loved him and because I loved him the sex I enjoyed with him would always be more satisfying than the sex I'd had with Nick.
David laughed and told me that he understood all of that, but I hadn't answered his question. He then asked it again. Did I ever miss the sex I had with Nick?
I laughed and asked him if he really wanted to know.
He said that he loved me and he was confident that I loved him too; so the fact that I enjoyed and missed the sex that I once had with another man shouldn't really matter.
I couldn't argue with his logic and I wanted to be honest with David so I admitted that there were times when I did think about the fun I used to have with Nick and yes at times I did miss the way he used to fuck me.
I was still a little worried about how David would react to that confession, but he surprised me. He sat up, patted the pillows and asked me to lie back on the bed and spread my legs. We quickly switched positions. As David slipped between my thighs, he said that he wanted me to watch the movie and think about the wonderful sex I enjoyed with Nick. As soon as I lay back David started kissing and licking me.
Michael it took me about a minute to cum and it was incredible. After I recovered from my orgasm David pulled himself up next to me and asked if he could have slippery seconds. We were both giggling like school kids. Of course I said yes.
Afterward, as we lay cuddled together David asked me if I was enjoying this game as much as he was. Michael, I can't explain it; but I really am enjoying it. I never dreamed that sex could be so much fun. When I admitted that to David he seemed genuinely happy.
I don't understand what's happening, but I do have to admit that it's fun. Nobody is getting hurt, so I don't see any reason that we shouldn't be playing this game.
Michael, do you think we're crazy?"
Ruth
I replied immediately.
Ruth
No, I don't think you're crazy. You're both having fun with this game and neither of you is getting pressured to do something you don't want to do. The one thing I've learned from my problem with Jeanne is that communication, honest open communication is essential. Just keep talking and listening to each other and you'll be fine.
Michael
After sending the email I sat back in my chair and shook my head. From what Ruth was telling me it appeared that her husband David really was excited by the idea of her having sex with another man. That was...incredible. David wasn't some sleazy pervert. He was a regular guy. He worked for the city planning department. He was my friend.
It all started with those porn movies, the Roxanne Hall movies they were watching.
I was watching porn movies too. I was watching Julia Ann movies and doing exactly what they were doing. I was imagining that I was watching Jeanne. I was fantasizing about my wife playing with other men. Of course there was a big difference between David's situation and mine. My wife really was playing with other men.
How could that possibly excite me? It was perverted. Yet I had to admit that it did excite me. I watched those damned Julia Ann movies and imagined that I was watching Jeanne. What the fuck was wrong with me? I regularly jacked off while I was imagining my wife enjoying sex with men who weren't me.
I took several deep breaths. I calmed myself. I thought. Was it perverted? If it was, why was it perverted? It was perverted because everyone said it was perverted. That wasn't an adequate explanation. Jeanne didn't think it was perverted. I knew that. She told me that she differentiated between love and sex. She thought sex was fun. She believed that it was something to be freely enjoyed.
While many people would agree that sex was fun; they would add the stipulation that it should only be enjoyed by a husband and wife. Jeanne had challenged that assertion. She'd dared to ask why that limitation had been imposed on her and then, failing to find a reasonable explanation, she'd chosen to act.
Unfortunately she hadn't allowed me to go through the same process that had eventually led her to the conclusion that had caused her to act. I wasn't prepared for her new life style. That was the crux of our current problem. That's why I was now sitting alone in an ocean side San Francisco motel.
That night I didn't watch a Julia Ann movie and masturbate. As I lay in bed trying to fall asleep I asked myself why. I immediately realized the answer. I was ashamed. I was ashamed of my perverted fantasies.
That realization raised another question. I'd just established that Jeanne had adopted her new life style because she no longer chose to accept the traditional moral dogma that had been instilled in her since she was a little girl. Jeanne was the only person in this world who's opinion actually mattered to me. If she didn't think her behavior was perverted, why should I? Furthermore, if that was the case; didn't it follow that my accepting or even enjoying her behavior didn't necessarily make me a pervert? While that made sense, I still felt like a pervert.
I thought about that and understood immediately. I'd also been instilled with a moral code. Real men controlled their wives. They zealously guarded their conjugal rights. Only a wimp would allow his wife to enjoy the pleasure of another man.
I once again had to ask why. When Jeanne had sex with Derek Fischer was I in some way diminished as a man? I was now quite certain that Jeanne didn't believe that.
The evening that Jeanne rashly announced to me that she was intending to have an affair we did fight. I was shocked by her sudden and unexpected revelation. Angered by my adamant and to her, unreasonable refusal to even consider what she was telling me Jeanne had lashed out and said things that she has since told me she didn't mean.
While it took me some time, I now understood. Jeanne had foolishly believed that I would listen to her rationale for having an affair, grasp what she was telling me and immediately concur. She hadn't realized that I needed to go through a process similar to the one that she was completing.
Since that night she's realized her mistake and apologized for abruptly dropping this bomb on me. She's also earnestly tried to make me believe that I'm still the man of her dreams and the only man she'll ever love.
If Jeanne doesn't think less of me because she occasionally dates other men, why should I be concerned that it in some way diminishes me as a man? Intellectually I now understood that it doesn't. Unfortunately recognizing that and actually accepting it are two distinctly separate issues.
I finally did manage to fall asleep that night, but it was a restless sleep. I was still overwhelmed with emotional turmoil.
The next day I played golf by myself. I needed to be alone. I needed to think.
I missed Jeanne terribly and I believed she missed me. I wanted to go home. I wanted to see Jeanne and I wanted to see my daughters.
I knew that Jeanne was dating other men, but that wasn't bothering me as much anymore. My conversation with Jennifer Rawlins had given me some insight into what was happening with Jeanne. Charles and Edith had helped too. Hearing about Ruth and David's adventures was also helping me. The image of Ruth enjoying sex with another man actually seemed to excite David and Charles had told me that he eventually reached a point where he enjoyed Edith's affairs.
While I was learning to accept Jeanne's desire to have sex with other men, I still had misgivings. I was afraid that both watching Jeanne get dressed for a date with another man and waiting for her to come home from her date would be agonizing for me.
As I thought about those two concerns, I realized that they weren't insurmountable problems. I didn't have to be at home while Jeanne was getting ready for a date and when she was out I could find things to do that would help me pass the time.
Charles told me that before a date Edith would always make sure that he was well taken care of sexually. Jeanne had made a similar promise to me. She'd tried to convince me that this could become a sexual adventure for both of us. She'd pledged that she would make me a happy and well satisfied man. That would certainly help make her dates more bearable for me.
Actually, I hoped that like Charles I might eventually reach a point where I enjoyed Jeanne's dates. Watching her get ready for an evening with another man could turn out to be fun. I loved Jeanne. Seeing her giddy with excitement as she anticipated the pleasure she was going to have on her date could make me happy.
Watching the Julia Ann movies and imagining that Jeanne was Julia Ann had also made it clear that like David, picturing my wife with another man excited me. I could easily imagine spending the time Jeanne was out on a date watching Julia Ann movies and fantasizing about what she was doing, especially if I knew I was going to be rewarded with some hot sex when she returned home.
For a brief moment I actually contemplated ending my trip and returning home, but then I realized that I couldn't. Those weren't the real reasons I had to leave. There were other concerns, concerns that were much more serious. Sadly those concerns weren't my issues, they were Jeanne's and I wasn't even certain that she was aware of them.
Charles was right. I had to stay away. I had to stay away for at least a year. By being away I was providing Jeanne with an opportunity to experience the unfettered life of a single woman, a woman free to be a sexual libertine.
While Jeanne adamantly maintained that she loved me and needed me, I wasn't certain that the love and security she got from me were more important than the thrill she was getting from her sexual adventures. If was going to try to stay with Jeanne I needed to know that she still wanted me. The only way I could do that was to give her an opportunity to experience life without me. If after a year she still eagerly welcomed me home, I believed that I could feel reasonably confident that she continued to want to maintain a serious relationship with me.
There was another reason I had to stay away. It was a darker and more unnerving reason. I feared that Jeanne might fall in love with one of the men she was dating.
My thoughts returned to Jeanne's date with Derek Fischer. Seeing her passionately kissing him on our front lawn and then the next day hearing that she'd held his hand during a romantic dinner at the Kennsington Grill had actually been much more painful for me than catching them naked together in our bed.
I loved Jeanne. Losing her to another man would be devastating; but if she's doing this because she's grown tired of me, I needed to know it. If she's fallen out of love with me I had to give her an opportunity to find someone new. Trying to hang on to a person who no longer loves you can only lead to a life of unbearable anguish and conflict.
As I left the golf course it occurred to me that there might be a way to get some insight into what Jeanne was currently thinking. As soon as I got back to my motel I emailed Ruth.
Ruth
You mentioned that Jeanne is dating. Please call her and ask what she does on her dates. Don't worry, I understand that she's having sex. That's not what I'm asking about. I'm curious to know what she does before and after the sex.



Michael
As I was about to send the email I realized that there was a risk that Jeanne might say that it was none of my business. I quickly concluded that a response like that would reveal a great deal about Jeanne's current feelings for me.
I sent the email.
As soon as I got home from golf the next afternoon I turned on my computer and saw that Ruth had replied. I anxiously opened the email
Michael
I called Jeanne. She was elated to hear that you'd asked her this question. She thought she understood why you asked it and she was eager to answer it. She told me about her dinner with Derek Fischer at the Kennsington Grill and that you later asked her how she'd feel if she walked into a romantic restaurant and saw you holding hands with another woman.
She admits that she'd be devastated. I understand. If I saw David holding hands with another woman I'd be devastated too. She told me that when she decided to start having affairs she wasn't looking for romance. You always have and always will provide all the romance she wants. She asked me to remind you that other than you, Derek Fischer was the first man she'd dated in over twenty-seven years. She was a little out of practice and did some things with him simply because that was what she'd learned to do as a single young woman.
She now understands that she's not a single young woman, she's a mature married woman who's deeply in love with her husband. Her dates are about sex and only about sex.
She said that she does occasionally go to a night club with a man for drinks and a little dancing and sometimes she'll meet a man in a bar for a cocktail, but most of her dates meet her at your house. They'll have a cocktail in the living room and then they'll retire to Tricia's old bedroom for sex. She hopes you can understand that the evenings are more fun if she and her date take a little time to talk and flirt with each other. A little casual conversation over a cocktail or an hour or two spent dancing in a night club makes the sex much more enjoyable for Jeanne.
Michael, she asked me to be sure to tell you that she does kiss her dates. She doesn't want to lie to you or mislead you. The kisses don't mean anything, they're not intended to be romantic. Kissing is just an important part of sexual foreplay for her.
She hopes that you're not upset because she's entertaining men in your house. She's very concerned about how you feel about that. She explained that motels are inconvenient and seem like an unnecessary expense. She wants to assure you that when she's done playing with one of her dates he always goes home. You're the only man who will ever sleep with her. She also asked me to tell you that she fully understands the gravity of the mistake she made that Saturday morning with Derek Fischer. She will never again entertain a man in a bedroom she shares with you.
Michael, Jeanne really does love you and she's very concerned about your feelings.
Ruth
I wrote back.
Ruth
Please read this to Jeanne.
Jeanne I understand. Of course you have to be friendly with your dates. Cold dispassionate sex wouldn't be much fun. I'm happy to hear that some of your men friends are taking you dancing. I remember how much you used to love dancing when we were first married. I'm glad you're having a good time.
I've had time to think and I'm beginning to understand your assertion that sex doesn't have to be an expression of love. It can simply be a pleasurable activity enjoyed by two adults, much like playing tennis or golf. If you were playing tennis with a man you would certainly be friendly and talk casually before and after your match. You might even go out for a drink or ice cream after your match, but you probably wouldn't kiss or hold hands while you were sitting in the bar or ice cream store.
While I'm beginning to understand that what you're doing isn't necessarily a threat to our relationship, I have to admit that when I think about what you're doing I still experience occasional periods of jealousy. You're going to have to be patient with me.
It may seem strange to you, but when I think about your brief affair with Derek Fischer the images of him kissing you and you holding his hand during dinner at the Kennsington grill are much more disturbing than the memory of seeing you in bed with him naked.
That wasn't an attempt to make you feel guilty about what you did. I understand and accept your explanation of why it happened. It was your first date with a man other than me in over twenty-seven years. You were nervous and excited. Of course you resorted to dating behaviors that you developed when you were an unmarried young woman.
I told you that so you would understand that romantic involvement is much scarier for me than physical involvement. That said, I do realize that the trappings of romance are an important part of sexual foreplay. Of course you're going to kiss your dates. When you leave a night club to go to our house, I hope your date has his arm around your shoulder. I know how much you enjoy that. I only ask that you be careful. I fear that we may be playing a dangerous game.
I agree with you, motels are an inconvenience and a needless expense. Don't worry, I don't have any objections to your entertaining your dates in our house. It actually makes good sense. I will admit that I was happy to hear that you're not letting your dates spend the night with you. I was also pleased to learn that your using Tricia's old room. I'm sure she doesn't mind.
I actually have a suggestion. It may seem like a strange suggestion for a husband to make to his wife, but it I think it's a good idea so I'm going to go ahead and make it. Why don't you turn Tricia's old room into your play room. I doubt that Tricia would object, in fact I suspect that she'd think it was a good idea. We still have a little money that I held in reserve when I created the trust funds. I could easily give you a budget of ten thousand dollars for the remodeling. That would allow you to have the room repainted and re-carpeted, buy some new furniture and maybe even purchase several erotic prints for the walls. I think it would be fun. You can also look at it as my way of thanking you for not entertaining your dates in our bedroom. I really do appreciate that.
Jeanne, I love you. I miss you. I think about you constantly. I look forward to the day we can once again be together. Give my love to the girls for me.
Love
Michael
Ruth
Thank you for passing this on and thank you for acting as a go between for Jeanne and me.
Michael
Realizing that with this email I was telling Jeanne that I was now willing to accept her new life style I took a deep breath and clicked on the send button.
As soon as that was done I sat back in my chair and closed my eyes. After a moment I realized that I was smiling. I'd just taken a major step towards rebuilding my relationship with my wife.
My happiness waned as I realized that it would still be many months before I could return home. I had to give Jeanne an opportunity to discover exactly how she wanted to live her new life. Even more important she had to decide whether or not there was a place for me in that new life. The only way I knew how to do that was to make her experience life without me. While her answers to the questions I asked her today gave me hope, I knew that she still needed time before both of us could be certain that she really did want to include me in this new life.
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The next morning I was up at 6:00. I was anxious to see if Ruth and Jeanne had responded to my email. Ruth and Jeanne were in the central time zone. I was in the Pacific zone. At home it was 8:00 AM. Ruth would just be getting to work.
The previous day I'd sent my email at 4:00 PM Pacific time. By then Ruth had probably already gone home for the day. This morning she would most likely tend to the firm's business before she'd read my email. She was a good employee. Jeanne was also dedicated to the law firm that employed her. She would certainly take care of her employer's business before she took the time to address her personal concerns.
Realizing that it was unlikely that I'd hear from Ruth before noon I took a shower, dressed and went out for breakfast. After breakfast I took a stroll through Lincoln Park.
By the time I got back to my motel room it was 12:30. I turned on my computer. There was an email from Ruth. Barely able to contain my excitement I opened it.
Michael
Jeanne called me few minutes ago. She just read your email. You made her very happy.
Michael she wants to talk to you. I think you should let her. This is a complicated situation. It's too complicated for emails, especially emails that I'm passing along to each of you. Right now you're trying to maintain some distance from Jeanne and I understand why, but if you talk to her this one time I believe that she'll respect your desire to be left alone and not badger you with additional telephone calls.
She's waiting to hear from me. If you refuse to talk to her she'll send me an email and I'll forward it to you. I hope you don't make her do that. I think you've both reached a point where you need to talk directly to each other.
Please let me know what you want to do.
Ruth
I sat back and considered Ruth's suggestion. I had to agree with her. Jeanne and I had reached a point where we needed to talk. Still, I was concerned. For my plan to work Jeanne and I had to maintain some distance. I missed her and I was quite certain that she missed me. It would be easy to slip into a routine of talking to each other every night.
And then it came to me. It was really quite simple. I typed an email to Ruth.
Ruth
You're right, Jeanne and I do need to talk. I've thought of a way we can do it and still preserve the distance I feel we need at this time. She can call my motel room phone.
When you talk to Jeanne suggest that she wait until she gets home to make the call. I suspect it will turn out to be a long call. She'll want to be comfortable and in a place where she won't be disturbed.
If Jeanne has plans after work today tell her that we can always talk tomorrow or any evening when she's free. If that does turn out to be the case, let me know so I won't be waiting for her call.
Please remind her that it doesn't matter how late she calls. It's two hours earlier here.
Once again thank you for acting as our intermediary.
Michael
I then added the name of the motel where I was staying, my room number and the motel's telephone number.
After sending the email I glanced at my wrist watch. It was just after 1:00. Needing to kill time, I went for another walk. It was 2:00 when I returned to my motel room. I immediately checked my email. There was a reply from Ruth. I anxiously opened it.
Michael
Thank you, when I read your email to Jeanne she actually screamed with delight. I hope she didn't disturb her bosses. Those attorneys she works for pay her very well, but they're an uptight bunch.
Jeanne will call you as soon as she gets home today. She thought it would be around 6:00. That would make it 4:00 on the west coast.
Michael, I believe you're doing the right thing. Try to listen to Jeanne and understand. I urged her to do the same thing.
Ruth
Now nervous with anticipation I stood up and began pacing around my motel room. It was going to happen. I was going to talk to Jeanne.
I had two hours to kill. The wait was going to be unbearable. I'd already taken two walks, I couldn't tolerate another one and I knew that a walk wouldn't be an adequate distraction. Reading and watching television wouldn't work either. I tried playing solitaire on my computer. I immediately lost interest in the game.
Finally, out of desperation I watched a Julia Ann movie on my computer. As I watched the movie I imagined that it was Jeanne and her latest date. While it did help pass the time it had an added benefit. I wanted Jeanne to know that I was trying hard to learn to accept and even enjoy her new lifestyle. Having a little sexual edge would help with that.
The movie featured Julia Ann and a man in his mid to late twenties. They were playing on a couch in a living room. As I watched Julia Ann suck her costars cock I imagined sitting in our den watching a baseball game while Jeanne was in the living room with her date sucking his cock. I had to admit that the image excited me.
At five minutes to four I turned off the movie. I didn't want to be distracted while I talked with Jeanne. After shutting my computer down I sat next to the telephone and waited.
Four o'clock arrived. In the central time zone it was six o'clock. The telephone didn't ring. I continued to wait. The time dragged by.
Fifteen minutes later Jeanne still hadn't called. I assumed that she'd been delayed by traffic. I continued to wait.
At 6:30 I stood up and started pacing the room. I kept telling myself that Jeanne had most likely been delayed by traffic or her job. Occasionally at the end of a workday one of the attorneys would need to have several documents prepared. When that happened Jeanne had to stay until everything was finished. Still the icy fingers of doubt and fear began to insinuate their way into my thoughts. Was it possible that Jeanne's latest date had called at the last minute and invited her to stop for an after work cocktail?
As I was considering the likelihood of that occurrence the telephone rang. It was 6:40. My fears and doubts vanished. Grinning, I answered the telephone.
"Hello."
"Michael?"
"Jeanne?"
"Yes, it's me."
"It's me too."
Jeanne giggled. "I guess we've figured out that it's us."
I laughed. "Yeah, we'll be stars at the old peoples home."
There was a moment of silence and then Jeanne said, "I hope we'll be there together."
"I do too Jeanne."
"Do you Michael? Even after all the stupid things I've done."
"Yes Jeanne, I do. I'm glad you called."
"Thank you for allowing me to call. I'm sorry I'm late. Carl Boyer needed a contract typed. It had to be done today."
"I thought that was probably what happened. Don't worry, I understand."
"Thank you."
"Would you like to talk?"
"Yes, very much."
There was a brief pause and then Jeanne said. "Michael, I'm so sorry about the way I handled all of this. I really was stupid."
"Jeanne during the course of our marriage we've both made mistakes."
"That's true, but you've never made a mistake of the magnitude of the one I just made."
"While I'll concede that it's been done and there's nothing we can do about it. I'm choosing to forget that it happened and try to move on."
"Are you coming home?"
"No Jeanne, I'm not."
"Why not? In your email it sounded like you were actually encouraging me to continue dating. You said that it was okay for me to entertain men in our house. You offered to give me money to turn Tricia's room into a play room."
"Yes that was exactly what I said and I am trying to accept what you're doing. I'm even trying to get to a point where I enjoy what you're doing, but I'm not there yet. I need more time."
"I see." The disappointment in Jeanne's voice was evident.
"Jeanne, I'm going to ask you to do something for me."
"Yes, of course; anything, anything at all."
"If we're eventually going to be able to work this out we have to be totally honest with each other. Can you do that?'
"Of course I can."
"You can't hold anything back."
"Michael, where are you going with this?" Suddenly there was a tone of wariness in Jeanne's voice.
"Promise me Jeanne."
"Why Michael? What are you going to ask me?"
"Anything and everything."
"Why? I thought you forgave me."
"I did. Now I'm trying to figure out a way for both of us to be happy."
"We can be happy Michael. I'll stop dating. I've gotten it out of my system. I don't need to do it anymore. As soon as you come home I'll show you how much I love you."
"It's not that easy Jeanne. When you started this you opened a box. Whether it's a Pandora's box filled with pain and recrimination or a gift box filled with joy and excitement remains to be seen. What I do know is now that you've opened the box we have to confront it."
"No Michael, it will be just like it used to be only better. I've learned to love sex. I promise I'll make you the happiest man in the world."
"I wish it was that easy, I really do; but it's not. Now it's a matter of trust. Every time you're late coming home from work, every time you go out with the girls, every time I have to go out of town for business I'll worry that you're meeting a man for sex."
"No Michael, you can trust me."
"Can I? Haven't you reveled in the freedom you've had during the past three months? You've dated a number of men and enjoyed them all. Won't that be hard to give up?"
"Michael, I..."
"No Jeanne, you don't have to tell me the answers. These questions are for you. Think about it, can I really trust you? That Saturday I caught you with Derek Fischer in our bed you told me that you weren't planning to have sex with him. You made the mistake of letting him kiss you and you melted."
Jeanne sighed.
I pressed. "Can you honestly promise me that it won't occur again? It might happen like this. You'll go out with the other secretaries in your building for a drink after work. You enjoy doing that. One of your old dates will be in the bar. It will be an accident. Neither of you knew the other one would be there. You liked him. You'll talk. You'll have an extra drink. You'll dance a couple of dances. After you're finished dancing you won't return to the table of secretaries, you'll go to a table of your own. After all he was a friend. You'll want to talk."
Jeanne didn't attempt to refute what I was saying, she just listened.
"He'll lead you to a secluded booth in a dark corner of the bar. When you sit down you'll sit on the same side of the booth. You'll cuddle up to him. You'll feel guilty, but he's a big man. His arms are so comfortable. You'll talk. You'll flirt. It will feel good to flirt again. He'll kiss you. You'll kiss him back. While you're kissing him he'll cup your breast. You'll know that you should stop him, but you won't want to stop him. Instead you'll let your hand brush across his erect penis."
"Please Micheal, don't."
"Jeanne I'm not trying to hurt you. I'm trying to explain." I paused. After a moment I asked; "Can you promise me that a situation like that will never occur?"
Jeanne whispered, "You know I can't"
"So every time you go out without me I'll have to worry."
"Michael what are we going to do? I love you. I want to be with you."
"I want to be with you too Jeanne."
"But you can't trust me."
"Trust is only an issue if I'm asking you to do things you can't do."
"I don't understand."
"Maybe we can find a way for us to be together that allows you to continue dating other men."
"Michael you're confusing me. In your email you suggested that you were maybe willing to accept my dating, but then you started talking about trust...Michael I'm so sorry I started all of this."
"I'm not."
"Michael, be serious."
"I mean it, I'm not sorry this happened. In fact I think it had to happen. You were ready for it to happen. You needed it to happen. Yes, I do wish you had included me in the process that led you to this, but you didn't and now that's history."
"I really am sorry about that."
"Don't worry, I understand. It was something that happened gradually for you."
"It was. It started when the girls began telling me about they're dates when they were in college."
"They were sexually active."
"Very."
"And you envied them."
"Not at first. At first I was shocked. I tried to talk to them, but my attempts to talk quickly degenerated into lectures. I spouted the same puritanical nonsense that had been drilled into me when I was a young girl. The lectures quickly turned into arguments. Gradually the arguments turned into debates and I started to lose the debates. Eventually we just talked and then the girls started to teach me."
"Why didn't you tell me about this?"
"The girls asked me not to."
"Why? I'm their father."
"That's exactly why. It's difficult for girls to talk about sex with their father."
"If you'd told me we might have been able to go through this together. We might not be where we are now. It's not good for a husband and wife to keep secrets from each other.
"I know."
"It's okay." I paused for a moment and then I said; "We keep getting sucked into talking about the past. We can't change the past. All we can do is try to influence what happens in the future."
"I need you to forgive me."
"You're already forgiven."
"You've forgiven me for being stupid, but you haven't forgiven me for being a prude."
"I don't understand."
"Michael for twenty-seven years I was a cold fish in bed. The few times I gave you a blow job I did it so grudgingly that it couldn't have been very much fun for you. I didn't enjoy sex. It had nothing to do with you. I've learned that you've always been a wonderful, caring lover. I was just too inhibited to enjoy what you were trying to do."
Jeanne paused. After a moment she said, "And now I'm eagerly doing things for men I barely know that I refused to do for you. You're the man I love. Michael I feel awful about that. And now you're gone so I can't even try to make it up to you."
"It's okay, I think I understand."
"You do?"
"Yes, a woman gave me a pretty good explanation about why that happens."
"A woman? Do I know her?"
"No I met her in a bar the night before that ill fated Saturday."
"You met her in a bar? Did you sleep with..." Jeanne stopped herself in mid sentence. "Listen to me. Isn't that the height of hypocrisy."
"It's okay, we're both getting used to a new life style and no I didn't sleep with her. Her name is Jennifer Rawlins. Would you like to hear what she told me?"
"Yes please."
I told Jeanne the details of my conversation with Jennifer Rawlins.
When I was finished Jeanne said, "That's a pretty good explanation. It clarifies something for me."
"What's that?"
"I'll tell you, but you have to promise you won't get mad."
"We have to be totally honest with each other Jeanne. That means that we also have to try to hear the truth without getting angry. I'll do my best."
"Okay, when I went out with Derek I was still too ashamed to reveal my new sexual desires to you, but with him it was easy. Until now I haven't been able to understand why. I didn't even really like Derek. He just happened to be in the right place at the right time."
"You're telling me that he was a convenient practice partner."
"That's exactly what he was."
"It's hard to free ourselves from the cultural restraints that were ingrained in us while we were growing up, isn't it."
"Yes Michael, it really is."
"Right now I'm struggling with that same demon."
"You are? How?"
"In our culture real men don't share their wives with other men."
Jeanne was silent. After a moment she said; "I'm sorry Michael. I never really thought about how this was affecting you. I assumed that your only problem was overcoming petty jealousy. There's a much bigger issue, isn't there."
"Yes Jeanne, there is."
"In it's own way it's every bit as inhibiting as the prudish restraints that are pounded into women as they grow up. How are you doing with it?"
"It's a struggle, but I'm working at it. I'm making some progress. We're having this conversation."
"Yes we are. You are making progress. I've always known that you're a very special man, but I'm just beginning to realize how special you really are."
There was more silence. Both of us realized that because this was a battle I was currently fighting, conversation about it would be tense and potentially volatile.
Artfully changing the subject Jeanne said; "Tell me more about the cocktail lounge where you met this Rawlins woman."
"Jeanne are you jealous?"
"Michael, I just..." Jeanne paused for a moment and then she said, "Yes, I suppose I am."
"As you mentioned earlier, that's a little hypocritical of you, isn't it."
"Yes Michael it is, but there's a difference for men and women."
"Go on."
"There aren't many men who would view me as marriage material."
"Why?"
"I'm too old for most younger men."
"What about all that MILF stuff?"
"Michael MILF means mothers I'd like to fuck, not mothers I'd like to marry."
"Okay, what about older men?"
"Older men, especially older men with money are looking for younger women."
"Trophy wives."
"That's right."
"I don't believe all older men are looking for trophy wives. There have to be some older men who are just looking for a good mate."
"There are; but those men aren't interested in me, at least not as a wife."
"Why?"
"Because I'm a slut."
"That's a harsh label."
"Thank you, but I don't agree. In fact I kind of like it. Define slut."
Understanding where Jeanne was going, I laughed and said; "It's a woman who freely enjoys sex with a variety of partners."
"Michael I'm sorry if this upsets you, but at this point in my life that's exactly what I want to be."
"That's the first time you've actually admitted that to me."
There was a moment of silence and then Jeanne said, "That may be the first time I've actually admitted it to myself. I've been trying to convince myself that this is just a brief adventure, but I know it's not. I'm sorry Michael, but I enjoy being a slut."
"I'm glad you're finally admitting it. Now we have to figure out a way for both of us to live with that reality. That's the heart of our problem."
"Yes it is. Michael, I'm so sorry. I wish..."
"Jeanne you don't need to apologize. It's your life. You get to decide what you want to do with it. I love you. If this is what you want then I'm going to encourage you to do it. When we're old I don't want you to feel like you missed something."
"But what about you Michael? This affects you too."
"Yes it does and I'll eventually have to make decisions about my own life. I do know that I would prefer to spend the rest of my life with you. Whether or not I can find a way to do that remains to be seen. Please believe me when I tell you that I intend to try very hard.
"Thank you Michael; please believe me, I want that every bit as much as you do."
"Okay, back to the question we were discussing. You're a slut, why does that make you less appealing as a wife?" As soon as I said it I understood.
Jeanne said, "Because..."
I said, "Excuse me, I don't mean to interrupt you; but I think I just got it."
"You've always been a bright man. Tell me what you're thinking."
"They're confronted by the same problem that's vexing me."
"That's right, they know I won't be faithful to them. They don't want to take on the baggage of a philandering wife."



I started laughing.
Jeanne asked, "What's so funny?"
"You just shattered one of my two greatest fears."
"Explain."
"I was afraid that you might fall in love with one of your boyfriends and decide to marry him."
"But now you understand just how unlikely that is."
"Yes."
"Michael I can't imagine ever developing an emotional attachment to another man that's stronger than the one I have with you, but if it ever does happen please understand that it could only be a temporary infatuation."
"It would still hurt."
"You do understand that it's much more likely to occur with you."
"You're talking about women throwing themselves at me."
"Women who are looking for a husband. You are fabulous husband material."
"I'm married."
"You are, but I'm not making any effort to hide my new life style."
"You're telling me that people are going to talk."
"I'm sorry Michael, I really am; but they already are."
"Yes, I'm sure the neighbors see the men coming to our house."
"Baby, I'm sorry. This is the life I want to lead and..."
"No it's okay. This is why I have to stay away. This is part of my journey. I either have to learn to live with your new life style or I have to..."
"Michael, that's why women are going to be throwing themselves at you. They'll see you as vulnerable."
"Jeanne if we do end up separating I promise you that I'll never marry another woman."
"When I make that same promise to you, you don't believe me. Why should I believe you?"
"And this is why I have to be gone for an entire year. We need time to reestablish just how important we are to each other."
"But during that time you could fall in love with another woman, divorce me and marry her."
"And while I'm gone you could decide that I'm an unnecessary burden that keeps you from fully enjoying life as a free loving libertine."
"No Michael, I need you. You'll never be a burden to me."
"And I'll never fall in love with another woman."
"Michael what are we going to do?"
"We're going to start working on building our new relationship."
"How are we going to do that? You're gone."
"You have to start living the life you really want to live. If you want to be a slut then you need to be a slut. You can't hold back."
"Won't that make things worse?"
"No it won't. It's the only way this can work. Jeanne I've thought about it. The only thing wrong with what you're doing is that it violates the accepted moral conventions of our culture. You've decided that those moral conventions aren't valid. Any compromises you make in the life you want to lead are compromises to beliefs that you've rejected. I fear those compromises could eventually cause you to feel dissatisfied. Even worse, if you view me as the cause of those compromises it might eventually lead you to feel resentment and even anger towards me. Jeanne, I believe that it's absolutely essential that you fully embrace your new life style."
"Michael, I don't want to hurt you?"
"You'll only hurt me if you stop loving me."
"I'll never do that."
"My job is to find a way to be confident of that. That means that I have to do what you did. I have to overcome the beliefs about sex and love that were instilled in me while I was growing up."
"Can you do that?"
"I'm going to try. It will help if you spend some time reassuring me that you still love me."
"How can I do that? You're gone. I don't get to see you. I don't get to talk to you. I don't even get to send you direct emails."
"We'll change that. I'll buy second cell phone. That will also allow you to contact me if there's an emergency. I'll get a second email address too. It will be for just you and me."
"Thank you, not being able to talk to you has been so difficult."
"Jeanne, we're still going to have to limit our communication."
"Why?"
"We've been together for a long time. We take each other for granted. You need to experience life without me and I need to experience life without you. We have to find out if we really do need each other."
"But I do need you. I can't bear the thought of living without you."
"Jeanne there are now going to be a number of other men in your life. I fear that you may eventually discover that you don't need me as much as you thought you did."
"No Michael, I'll always need you."
"The only way we can be certain of that is if you experience life without me. Jeanne when I come home I want to be confident that there will always be a place for me in your life."
"Michael there always will be a place for you in my life."
"How can you be sure of that Jeanne?"
Jeanne was silent. After a moment she said; "Okay you're telling me that you want me to live like I was a single woman."
"Yes, that would be one way to look at it."
"I guess I can do that."
"There's more."
"Okay, tell me."
"When you find a man you enjoy I want you to try dating him on regular basis."
"Michael are you trying to get rid of me?"
"No Jeanne, I'm not. What I'm trying to do is use the time we're apart to address some of the problems that are likely to occur after I return. I suspect that eventually you will find men that you enjoy both sexually and socially and you're going to want to see them regularly. That's going to be hard for me. I'm going to need some opportunities to get used to it."
Jeanne sighed. "You're right, I've already met a guy I like. He's called me a couple of times. I haven't returned his phone calls. Out of concern for your feelings I've been trying to limit my dates to one night stands."
"Remember what I said earlier. If this is going to work you're going to have to fully embrace your life as a slut. You also told me that if you do fall for a guy it will only be a temporary infatuation and you assured me that the men you date aren't looking for a wife. If this is going to work I have to be confident that all of that is true."
"Okay, I'll call him."
"What's his name?"
"Why do you need to know that?"
"If this is going to work we need total honesty. You can't hold anything back. We can't keep secrets from each other."
"I understand what you're saying, but won't this make it harder for you?"
"Maybe at first, but once I get used to it I think it will make it easier."
"All right, his name is Trent Peters. I met him at The Goldenrod Supper Club. I occasionally go there with some of the other secretaries in the building."
"I remember."
"He was there having a drink with a friend. I noticed him right away. He's very handsome." Jeanne paused for a moment and then she said, "I'm sorry Michael, I shouldn't have said that."
"No Jeanne, I'm glad you told me that. I have to get used to the idea that you're dating good looking men."
"I caught him looking at me several times. I started smiling at him. I decided that I wanted to meet him. I told the other women what was happening. They know you're gone and they know that while you're gone I'm dating other men. I haven't explained why you're gone and they've been discreet enough not to ask. I'm certain that they assume that we're having marital problems and for the time being I'm content to let them believe that."
"That makes sense to me."
"The women agreed that he was cute and encouraged me to go for it. I think they're all a little envious of me."
"I'm sure they are."
"I left to go to the ladies room. When I returned I looked directly at him. When he noticed me looking at him I gave him a wink. He smiled and winked back, so I sat down at an empty table and gave him a little head nod. It was an invitation to join me. He said something to his friend and then he picked up his drink, walked over to my table and introduced himself. I invited him to sit down and we started flirting."
"You enjoy flirting, don't you."
"Yes, I really do."
"Did you tell him you were married?"
"I didn't have to, he already knew. I always wear my wedding ring, even when I go out looking for men. The men I'm seeking won't be discouraged by a wedding ring. In fact if I'm sending the right signals it will encourage them."
"That makes sense."
"He did ask me about the ring. I confirmed that I was married but added that I occasionally enjoyed a little fun on the side. He told me that he was married too and also occasionally enjoyed a little extra fun." Concerned about how I was doing, Jeanne paused and asked, "Michael are you all right?"
I reassured her. "I'm just fine Jeanne."
"Do you want to hear more?"
"Yes, this is exactly what I need to hear."
"Are you mad?"
"No not at all."
"Are you sure?"
"Don't worry, I'm fine. If I start to get upset I'll warn you before it gets out of hand."
"Okay."
"He told you that he was married."
"Yes."
"What happened next?"
"I told him that you were out of town. He told me that his wife was at her book club meeting and wouldn't be home until at least 10:30. It was only 6:00 so I asked him if he'd like to come over to our house for a drink."
"Of course he accepted."
"He did. I wrote our address and my cell phone number on a napkin and told him that he should park in the garage. He followed me home. When I pulled into my side of the garage he pulled into your side and I closed the garage door behind us."
"Why didn't you just have him park on the street? You said that you weren't trying to hide your new lifestyle."
"I was trying to be considerate of you. That night Derek picked me up at the house I was indiscreet. I embarrassed you. I don't want to do that again."
"But you say that you're not trying to hide your new life style. Isn't that a contradiction?"
"I guess so. Michael this is all very confusing. I enjoy being a slut and I get a little thrill out of flaunting it in front of people, but I also don't want to embarrass you."
"Go ahead and flaunt it. Now that I've had a chance to think about all of this I'm not all that concerned about the opinion of our neighbors. Actually I have to admit that having a slut wife is kind of exciting."
"Really?"
"Yes really."
"Then get ready for a little excitement because your wife loves being a slut."
"You're enjoying this, aren't you."
"Yes I am."
"That's why I have to stay away for awhile. I want you to immerse yourself in this new life."
"I wish you were here. I'd like to share the excitement with you."
"Jeanne I'm not yet ready for that. I think I can handle hearing about your adventures, but actually witnessing them would still be difficult for me."
"I understand."
"I would like to hear more about your evening with Trent Peters."
"Are you sure? It might be painful for you. You do understand why he came to the house."
"Yes Jeanne, I understand why he came to the house."
"Of course you do. I'm sorry Michael. I'm still a little nervous about talking to you about this."
"And that's exactly why we have to talk about it. If I'm going to be part of your new life we have to be able to talk about it. You have to be able to tell me about your dates and I have to be able to hear about them without getting upset. Eventually I hope that I'll be able to enjoy hearing about them. Jeanne you're excited about your new life. I want to be able to share that excitement with you."
"I want that too Michael."
"If that's going to happen you have to start telling me about your dates, every detail."
"I understand and I'll do that, but first I need to ask you something."
"Go ahead."
"I've learned that I enjoy talking dirty. Would you be offended if I use some coarse language?"
I laughed. "No, in fact I think it would be fun. It might also help dispel that image of a proper wife and mother that you worked so hard to maintain for all those years."
Jeanne giggled. "I think that image is about to be shattered."
"I'm ready."
"Okay, here goes. When we got into the house I made two martinis. While I was doing that Trent was all over me. He was kissing my neck, fondling my breasts with one hand and rubbing my ass with the other."
"You loved it, didn't you."
"I did." Jeanne paused and then she asked. "Is that okay."
"Yes, it's okay. In fact it wouldn't be a very good story if you weren't enjoying it."
"You're right, it's just that...I don't know, this all feels so strange."
"And that's why we have to do it. We have to try to reach a point where it doesn't feel strange."
"Okay."
"Please continue, Trent was kissing your neck, fondling your tits and rubbing your ass."
"Yes he was, but I have to admit that while hearing you say that so casually is exciting, it's also a little unnerving."
"Now don't try to put me on that pedestal that you're you're working so hard to escape."
"Micheal honey, we've shared that pedestal for twenty-seven years."
"Maybe in your mind. In my mind I've been a dirty little pervert for the whole time."
Jeanne laughed, but then she paused. After a moment she said; "Michael, I'm sorry I was such a prude."
"It's okay, now back to Trent. You're making martinis and he's rubbing your ass."
Giggling, Jeanne said; "That's right. As soon as I finished the martinis we moved into the living room and sat on the couch. We clinked our glasses, took a sip of our cocktails and set them on the coffee table. I smiled at Trent. He kissed me. Our martinis were immediately forgotten. We started making out. In a matter of minutes we were both naked and I was on my knees between Trent's legs sucking his cock."
Suddenly realizing how excited she sounded, Jeanne stopped. There was a long uncomfortable silence. Finally she said, "Michael I'm so sorry that I've never done that with you."
There was more silence. Jeanne waited. I didn't respond. Her intuition had been correct. I was hurt.
"Michael please say something."
"Jeanne, I don't know what to say. Do you want me to tell you how happy I am to hear your description of how you so eagerly sucked this guys cock?"
"I'm sorry Michael. I didn't intend to get so excited."
"But you did get excited. It was clear to me that you were more excited about this guy's cock than you've ever been about mine."
"Michael that's not true. I love your cock. I've always loved your cock."
"Really? That's interesting. When was the last time you kneeled between my legs while I was sitting on a couch and gave me a blowjob. Oh I remember, never!"
"Michael please understand."
"Oh that's right, that was before your awakening. Jeanne at this moment it seems to me that just about every man on the North American continent but me is benefiting from your awakening."
"Michael you've been gone."
"I was there when Derek Fischer was getting the benefit. Hell I had the pleasure of watching you give it to him."
"Michael please, you weren't supposed to come home for several hours."
"You're right, that was my mistake. In the future I'll remember to make an appointment when I want to see my wife."
"Michael, I fucked up. I fucked up royally. I'm sorry, I don't know what else to say."
"Neither do I, so I guess there isn't any reason to continue this conversation. Good bye Jeanne, it was nice to talk to you."
I hung up the telephone.
A minute later it started ringing. I ignored it. Eventually it stopped.
Fifteen minutes later there was a knock on my door. I opened it. It was John the motel manager. "Mr. Nolan, a woman claiming to be your wife is trying to reach you. You're not answering your telephone. Is there a problem?"
"John right now I'd prefer not to talk to my wife. Can we leave it at that?"
"Yes sir, of course we can."
John started to leave. I stopped him. "Just a minute." I peeled two twenty dollar bills from my money clip. As I handed them to him I said; "Unless I tell you otherwise, I'd prefer to be left alone for the remainder of my stay here."
John took the money and said; "Of course sir, if anyone calls I'll tell them that your unavailable and I'll invite them to leave a message. Will that be adequate?"
"Yes, that will be just fine."
A soon as John was gone I sat done in the room's big easy chair. Closing my eyes I sighed and shook my head. I knew that I'd just fucked up royally and I didn't know what to do about it.
I slept fitfully that night. The next morning I awoke feeling tired, depressed and alone. I didn't feel like doing anything. I wanted to call Jeanne, but I was too ashamed to even consider doing that. The previous evening I'd coaxed her into telling me the details of her date with Trent Peters. I assured her that it would be all right. I actually convinced her that it would be therapeutic for both of us. And then while she was doing exactly what I'd asked her to do I lost my temper. I was idiot.
I forced myself to make a pot of coffee and tried to read. The coffee tasted bitter and I couldn't focus on the novel I was reading.
I took a shower and shaved. That made me feel a little better. Deciding that I was hungry I walked to a cafe on Geary Street and had breakfast. As I was walking back to my motel I finally noticed that it was a beautiful day.
Realizing that the worst thing I could do was spend the day alone in my motel room wallowing in my misery; I hurried back to my room, got in my car and drove to the Lincoln Park golf course.
A threesome of men I'd played with previously were just teeing off. I joined them. The sunshine, the good company and the golf helped restore my spirits. By the end of the round I knew that I had to call Jeanne and try to make amends for my irrational behavior. As I drove back to the motel from the golf course I was composing my apology.
I got back to my motel room at about three o'clock. It was Thursday, a work day. At home it was five o'clock. Jeanne would just be leaving work. It was a bad time to call her. I decided to take a shower and call her in an hour.
While I was taking my shower I realized that I was starving. I hadn't eaten since breakfast. I needed food. I dried off and dressed quickly. There was a sandwich shop six blocks away. I could grab a quick sandwich and still be at my motel room to call Jeanne at 4:30 which would be 6:30 her time. The timing should be perfect.
I was tucking in my shirt when I was struck with a sudden fear. What if Jeanne had a date with Trent Peters. What if she met him for drinks and dinner after work. When they finished dinner they'd go back to our house. Jeanne would suck his cock and then he'd fuck her.
I sat down on my bed and buried my face in my hands. I couldn't do this. Sharing Jeanne with other men was difficult, but it wasn't an insurmountable problem. I was reasonably certain that given enough time I could learn to accept and maybe even enjoy her affairs. Hearing her talking about doing things for other men that she'd always refused to do for me was the real obstacle. It tore me apart. It was unbearable.
Still, I didn't want to lose Jeanne. She was the mother of my children and the love of my life. Living without her was unthinkable. I had to find the strength to get through this. I pulled myself together and stood up. I could do it, I had to do it and I knew how to do it. I had to begin by calling Jeanne. Communication was the answer, but we had to establish some ground rules. We needed to find a way to talk about what Jeanne was doing that wouldn't create unbearable heartache for me.
As I was picking up my wallet and car keys there was a knock on my motel room door.
Assuming that it was the manager I walked over to the door and said; "John what do you need?"
"Michael, it's me. Open the door." It was Jeanne.
"Jeanne what are you doing here?"
"I had to see you."
"But how did..."
"Michael open the door and let me in."
I smiled. That was my Jeanne. She didn't tolerate foolishness. I opened the door.
Jeanne threw her arms around me and said, "Baby please don't make me go away. I had to see you. I couldn't sleep at all last night. I love you so much and I hurt you when we talked yesterday. I'm sorry I did that. I understand why you got mad. I was telling you about doing things for other men that I've never done for you. Micheal this has all gotten out of hand. I do want to play with other men, but not while you're being neglected."



I said, "Hi Jeanne." And then I held her close and whispered, "I won't make you go away. I can't begin to describe how happy I am to see you right now. I couldn't sleep last night either. I love you too and I'm so sorry that I got mad while we were talking yesterday."
"It's okay, it's my fault. All of this is my fault. My stupidity put us in an untenable situation."
"You haven't done anything that's stupid. You're trying to live a lifestyle that's a little different. It's changing both of our lives. Sometimes change is difficult."
"Micheal, do you think we can work this out?"
"I do, but lets not try to get it all done in the next five minutes. You're here.
I can't imagine anything that would have made me happier today than seeing you."
Jeanne stepped back and smiled. "I'm sorry I didn't have time to buy a new dress and get my hair done. Getting here took up my entire day."
"It's okay, I'm just glad that you're here." I picked up Jeanne's travel bag, carried it into the room and set it by the bed. When I turned around Jeanne was unzipping her dress. She let it fall to the floor and stepped out of it. After picking it up and tossing it on the bed she turned and faced me. She was wearing a black brassiere, a black garter belt, a pair of black nylon stockings, black lace panties and her black high heeled pumps.
I stared at her.
Grinning, Jeanne said; "Do you like what you see studman?"
I laughed. "Yeah, I like it a whole lot."
Jeanne reached behind her back and unclasped her brassiere. As she took it off and tossed it on the bed, she said; "Take off your pants."
"Jeanne don't you want to get some dinner or have a drink first?"
She shook her head. "No, I need to do this right away. It's important."
Understanding; I unbuckled my belt, unzipped my trousers and let them fall to the floor. After stepping out of them I picked them up and tossed them onto the bed next to Jeanne's dress.
Jeanne was wearing her panties over her garter belt. She pushed them down to her ankles. I stared at her exposed pussy. It was shaved bare."
Seeing me staring, she said; "Do you like my shaved cunt?"
I nodded. "Very much."
"I wish you were the first man to see it, but I won't lie to you. You're not."
"It's okay, I assumed that was the case."
"Take off your boxers."
I pushed my undershorts down and stepped out of them. My penis was sticking straight out. As I picked up my underwear Jeanne said; "I see that you have a big problem. Sit down on the bed. I'll take care of it for you."
Grinning, I sat down on the bed. Jeanne kneeled on the floor between my legs and wrapped the fingers of her right hand around my erection. While I'm not a big man, I'm not small either. Erect, my penis is about six inches. Jeanne could easily wrap the fingers of one hand around it, but not two.
As she began stroking me with her right hand she gently cupped my balls with her other hand.
I closed my eyes. The sensations Jeanne was creating were wonderful. But then it got even better. She leaned forward and kissed the head of my cock.
I gasped.
Giggling, Jeanne looked up at me and asked; "Do you like that big boy?"
I nodded.
"I think you'll like this even more." She parted her lips, sucked the head of my cock into her mouth and started licking it with her tongue.
I gasped again.
She did this for maybe a half a minute and then she stopped and took my cock out of her mouth. "Michael I'm going to suck you now. I want you to relax and let yourself go. I want you to cum and when you cum I want you to cum in my mouth. I've never let another man do that and I never will. You're the only man who will ever get to cum in my mouth and I'll do it for you any time you ask me."
Jeanne slipped my cock back into her mouth and started sucking me again. At the same time she stroked me and fondled my balls. The sensations she was creating were glorious.
Slowly she intensified her efforts. She sucked me more vigorously and stroked me harder and quicker. As Jeanne did that my excitement grew. I felt the warm glow of pleasure building in my loins.
Jeanne kept sucking me. Suddenly I felt the first spurt semen erupt into her mouth. She kept sucking me. Another spurt followed and then another. Jeanne kept sucking me.
I felt the spurts of cum subside. Jeanne continued sucking me.
Finally my erection started to wilt in Jeanne's mouth. She let it slip from between her lips, looked up at me and smiled.
I smiled back.
She said, "Did you enjoy that?"
"Very much, thank you."
"I enjoyed it too. Feeling you cumming in my mouth was exciting."
Reaching down, I helped Jeanne to her feet. She sat next to me on the bed. I started to kiss her.
She pulled her face away. "Michael, you just came in my mouth. Let me get a wash cloth and wipe off my lips."
Shaking my head, I said; "If my semen doesn't bother you it certainly shouldn't bother me."
Smiling, Jeanne closed her eyes and kissed me. I kissed her back and then I held her tightly in my arms.
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After a moment Jeanne kissed me and said; "Michael I'm starving. I'll bet you are too."
"I am."
"Got any thoughts about dinner?"
"How about some seafood? That is the Pacific Ocean out there."
"I like that idea. Do you know any good restaurants?"
"There's a very nice sea food cafe on Geary Street."
"Is it very far away?"
"Maybe a mile."
"Is it fancy?"
"Do you want fancy? If you do we can go the Cliff House. It's at the bottom of the hill."
"Let's do that tomorrow night. Tonight I want casual."
"The seafood cafe will be perfect."
"I'd like to take a shower first, want to join me?"
"I just took a shower, but I'd love to watch?"
"I didn't know I was married to a voyeur."
"You've always been a little inhibited about letting me see you naked. I never had a chance to be a voyeur."
Jeanne sighed. "Michael I'm sorry, I really was a prude."
I shrugged.
Smiling, Jeanne said, "I'm not a prude anymore." She sat down on the bed, spread her legs and started fingering her shaved cunt. "You can even watch me masturbate. Would you like that? Would you like to watch your slut wife get herself off?"
Laughing, I said; "I would like that, but let's do it after dinner."
Jeanne stood up. As she stripped off her lingerie she said; "You're right, we're both starving, but you can still watch me shower and maybe I'll even let you wash my pussy, my ass and my tits for me."
"I think this afternoon is the first time I've ever heard you say the word tits."
"I know. Mine are big and when I was teenager I was taught to be ashamed of them. I tried to conceal them. Everyone told me that only sluts have large breasts."
"Everyone?"
"The other girls in my high school. The boys did too. At the end of a date they all got really aggressive. They couldn't keep their hands off of me. When I wouldn't let them touch me they said I was frigid. I told my mother what was happening. She encouraged me to try to hide my breasts. She started buying me heavy loose blouses, bulky sweaters and oversized sweatshirts."
"You never told me that."
"It wasn't easy to talk about it."
I nodded.
"But it's okay now. I'm not ashamed of them anymore. In fact I'm proud of them. I enjoy showing them off. It used to embarrass me when men stared at them. Now it makes me feel desirable."
"I'm sorry, I didn't realize that you felt so insecure about your body."
"It's not your fault, I never told you. It was my deep secret."
"I should have known. I didn't. I just thought you were prudish. I did try to compliment you about your figure, but when I did it you almost always ignored me."
"I know. Accepting compliments about something that had always been a source of shame for me was difficult. It was easier to nod politely or ignore them all together."
"I should have done something."
"There wasn't anything you could have done. Overcoming my insecurity about my body was a personal challenge that I had to confront on my own." She walked over to me, picked up my hand and placed it on one of her large breasts. "I have finally vanquished that demon. Now I love it when you see me naked. I want you to stare at me. I'm proud of my body."
"You should be, you have a gorgeous figure."
Grinning at me, Jeanne took my hand from her breast. As she pulled me into the bathroom, she said; "Come on studman, you can watch me take a shower."
As soon as Jeanne was under the shower spray she washed her face and neck. After rinsing herself she handed the bar of soap to me and said; "You can do the rest."
I did. I Washed her large breasts first. I could barely control myself. It was wonderful. I washed Jeanne's back and tummy next and then I got down on my knees and did her legs and her feet. I was saving the best for last.
After finishing Jeanne's feet I stood up and washed her butt cheeks. As I moved to do her pussy she said, "You didn't finish my ass."
I looked at her with a puzzled expression.
"You didn't wash my asshole."
I stared at Jeanne in shock.
She laughed. "Now who's being prudish."
That was a challenge. Chuckling, I said; "It's not going to be me."
Still laughing Jeanne leaned against the shower stall wall and stuck out her butt. "Okay, go to work."
Excited, I rubbed the bar of soap up and down the crack of Jeanne's ass then I washed her with my fingers tips. As I was washing her I said, "This is the first time I've ever touched you here."
"I know, it feels funny to have you touch me there, but it's nice funny. I like it. Will you do something for me?"
"Sure, what do want?"
"Would you soap up your finger and push it into my asshole."
"Really?"
"Are you being prudish again?"
Laughing, I said; "No, but it is taking me a little time to get used to the new Jeanne."
"Do you like her."
"Yes I do, very much."
"Good, because being the new Jeanne is a lot more fun than being the old Jeanne."
"It's sure a lot more fun to shower with her."
"So, will you do it?"
"Do you really want me to?"
"Yes I do."
"What was it you wanted me to do? Tell me once more."
"Are you teasing me?"
"A little, but mostly I want to hear you say asshole again. Hearing you talk dirty is fun."
Giggling, Jeanne said; "Asshole, cunt, cock, tits, fuck, suck."
We both laughed.
Jeanne said, "Now will you please push your finger into my asshole."
"Yes ma'am, I'll be happy to accommodate you."
"Soap it up good."
"I will."
I lathered the area around Jeanne's anus and then I soaped up my middle finger and tentatively pushed it into her.
Jeanne gasped. I hesitated.
She said, "Don't stop. It feels good. Push it in farther."
"You're sure?"
"Oh I am absolutely positive."
I pushed my finger in to the first knuckle. The soap was a good lubricant. My finger slid in easily.
Jeanne said, "Deeper."
"Really?"
"Yes, it feels good. Push your finger in all the way."
"Okay." I pushed my finger in to the second knuckle."
"Oh hell yes! Now fuck me. Finger fuck my asshole."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, please do it."
I started slowly pushing my finger in and out of Jeanne's anus. Feeling a little tentative about what I was doing, I tried to be gentle.
She cooed, "That feels good, go faster."
Jeanne's encouragement bolstered my confidence. I quickened the pace.
"Yes, that's good, but faster. Do it faster."
I intensified the pace even more.
"Oh god yes! That's it, finger fuck my asshole." Jeanne moved her right hand to her pussy and started rubbing herself. "Michael this is amazing. Do it faster! Fuck my ass with your finger. Fuck it hard!"
Aroused by Jeanne's unbridled excitement I tried to fuck her ass even harder with my finger.
Suddenly I felt the muscles in Jeanne's body tighten. For a moment she was perfectly still, then she screamed and her entire body started to shake. Frightened, I pulled my finger out of Jeanne's ass and held her tightly to me. While I was certain that I knew what was happening, it was still unsettling.
Gradually Jeanne's body relaxed. I continued to hold her. While I held her the spray from the shower pelted our naked bodies with warm water. I didn't care. I don't believe that I'd ever felt as alive as I did at that moment.
Strength and control quickly returned to Jeanne's body. Turning, she kissed me hard on the lips. I kissed her back. A steady spray of warm water was still raining down on us. After we kissed we held each other tightly.
Finally Jeanne pulled away and said; "Michael that was magnificent."
"Yeah, I liked it too." And then laughing, I added; "Remember that image of the pristine wife and mother that you tried to maintain for all those years?"
"Yes."
"You just shattered it."
Jeanne smiled, "Good, it needed to be shattered."
We stared at each other in silence. After a moment Jeanne asked; "Michael I'm a slut. Can you still love me?"
"Yes, of course I can." I grinned. "I'm beginning to understand that living with you is going to be a whole lot of fun."
"Do you really mean that?"
"I do, but I'm still going to need some time to get used to this new life style."
Sighing, Jeanne said; "I understand. Let's get dressed."
I started putting my clothes back on. Jeanne picked up her dress. As she was hanging it in the closet I asked; "How long can you stay?"
"I don't have to go back until Sunday afternoon. Is that all right?"
"It's wonderful. That gives us two whole days together. Is this all right with your bosses?"
"I didn't give them much choice. I didn't ask. This morning I called and told them I was going. I've worked hard for that firm for ten years. They can accommodate me on this"
"What if they don't?"
"I can easily live on the monthly check from the trust fund you set up for me before you left. I'd like to work, but if I have to do it I can get by without a job."
Jeanne folded her lingerie and glanced at the four drawer dresser next to the bed.
"Are you using all four drawers?"
"Just the top two."
"Can I have the bottom two?"
"Of course."
After putting her lingerie into the second drawer from the bottom Jeanne opened her travel bag and unpacked it. She had two pairs of slacks and several blouses. She hung one pair of slacks and two of the blouses in the closet. She laid the other pair of slacks, a blouse and a pair of thong panties on the bed and then she put an assortment of stockings and undergarments in the drawers.
When that was finished Jeanne picked up her makeup kit and walked into the bathroom. "I have to put on some makeup. It won't take long."
She left the bathroom door open. She was still naked. I watched. She started with her eye makeup. I noticed that she was applying a much heavier amount of eye shadow and mascara than she used to wear. Next she put on bright red lip gloss and then she sprayed her neck and cleavage with perfume.
As she was putting her perfume away she said, "It's nice to be able to wear perfume. I can't do that when I'm on a date."
"Why not?"
"I only date married men. They can't go home to their wives with the scent of another woman's perfume on them."
"That makes sense, but I never would have thought about it. How did you figure it out?"
"Tricia told me."
"Does Tricia date married men?"
"Occasionally, she doesn't do it a lot. She doesn't have time. She's still with Paul and she gets together with Randy Parkman at least once a week. Randy is married, so I suppose that does count."
"What does Paul think about all of that?"
Jeanne walked over to the bed and picked up her thong panties. As she stepped into them she said; "Paul loves it."
"He loves it?"
"Yes, he really does. Michael some men get excited when their wives date other men. Paul is one of those men. Ruth is starting to figure out that David is too."
"Have you been talking to Ruth about all of this?"
"Every day, I'm advising her to go slow. I don't want her to make the same mistake I made."
"You mean pushing David into something before he's ready for it."
Jeanne stepped into her slacks and pulled them up. She actually had to work at it. They were skin tight. As she fastened the waist button, she said; "That's exactly what I mean."
"I think that's a good idea."
Jeanne picked up her blouse, pulled it over head and tugged it down. It was a beautiful deep burgundy with gold embroidery. It was also skin tight and had a low cut scoop neck that left almost all of her ample cleavage exposed. The thin stretch fabric clung to the small portions of her breasts that were still covered and failed to conceal the bumps of her nipples.
Jeanne walked over to her open travel bag. She removed a pair of beige high heeled strappy sandals, sat down on the bed and put them on.
As she fastened the straps I asked, "Does Jodie date married men too?"
"Occasionally, she's only twenty-three. Right now she's not looking for a serious relationship, so it doesn't make much difference to her. Michael it's just recreational sex. Nobody's getting hurt."
I nodded. "I know and while I get it, it's going to take a little more time before I'm able to fully embrace that concept. I still have some social conditioning to overcome."
Jeanne nodded and then she stood up and twirled around. "How do I look?"
I grinned. "You're gorgeous, but I have to say that your outfit is a little more daring than what you used to wear."
Giggling, Jeanne said; "A little more daring? Sweetheart this is a lot more daring. I used to dress like a prude."
"You were a prude."
"Yes I was, but now I'm a slut. Michael I love being a slut. I love dressing like a slut. I used to be ashamed of my body, now I'm proud of it. I love having big tits and I love showing them off."
Jeanne paused for a moment and then she said, "If it bothers you I can change. I brought two bras with me and I have a blouse that buttons up the front. If you want me to do it, I'll put it on and button it all the way up to my neck."
Shaking my head, I said; "No, I think you look gorgeous. You're going to draw a few stares, but I can get used to that. In fact I think I might actually learn to enjoy it."
"I really do hope that happens." Jeanne was grinning at me.
The restaurant was crowded, but there was an open table. That was fortunate. Having to stand in line for a table was a common occurrence at this seafood cafe.
The hostess led us to our table. I noticed that the eyes of every man and most of the women in the restaurant were focused on Jeanne. I had to admit that I enjoyed it.
As soon as we were seated we ordered two glasses of pinot grigio and picked up our menus. By the time our wine arrived we'd both made our dinner selections. Hungry, we ordered right away. As we ordered I noticed that our server's eyes kept drifting to Jeanne's cleavage. I couldn't blame him, mine did too.
After he left I said, "Our server seems to be quit taken with you."
Smiling, Jeanne said; "He does seem to be fascinated by my breasts."
"Most of the men in the restaurant seem to share his fascination."
"Is it bothering you?"
"Actually, it isn't. In fact I have to admit that I'm finding it exciting."
"I was hoping that would be your reaction."
We smiled at each other for a moment and then I said; "So tell me about everything that's happening at home."
Jeanne spent the next fifteen minutes filling me in on the mundane details of her life and the girl's lives. I listened intently. It was exactly what I was eager to hear. I missed my family. When she was finished I told her about my trip. While I was doing that our dinners arrived.
We were both starving. For a few minutes we focused our attention on our food. Once we'd taken the edge off our appetites we slowed and began talking again.
Jeanne set her fork down and said; "May I ask you a question?"
"Of course."
"The night you met that woman."
"Jennifer Rawlins."
"Yes, you said you met her in a bar. Tell me about the bar? Was it a pick up bar?"
Chuckling, I asked; "Are you looking for new places to find men?"
Jeanne smiled, "Maybe a little, but mostly I'm curious about the type of place you go to when you're not with me."
"It was the Cosmopolitan Lounge. It's downtown. It's a jazz piano bar. It's definitely not a pick up bar."
"When you get back will you take me there?"
"I'd love to do that. Will you promise to wear an outfit like the one you're wearing right now?"
"Would you like that?"
"Yeah, I think I would."
"That makes me very happy." Jeanne grinned at me.
I grinned back at her.
After a moment she said; "So how did you end up in a conversation with the Rawlins woman?"
"Jeanne are you jealous?"
Jeanne considered that for a second and then she answered, "Maybe a little, but that's my problem. I understand that I don't have any right to be jealous."
"You also don't have any reason to be jealous."
After acknowledging my statement with a nod, Jeanne continued. "So how did you end up in a conversation with her?"
"We were both sitting at the bar. We just started talking."
"But it's not a pickup bar."
"Definitely not."
"You said that she's divorced and from what you told me about your conversation with her I gather that she's a sexually adventurous woman. If she doesn't go to pick up bars, how does she meet men?"
"She told me that when she wants to meet a man for sex she goes to Brady's Pub."
Jeanne laughed. "She's a back seat bunny."
"You don't have to be catty."
"I'm sorry Michael. I'm not being catty. I'm a backseat bunny too."
"Okay, so what is a back seat bunny?"
"Brady's Pub is a sports bar at the end of a suburban strip mall."
"I've never been there, but I know where it is."
"I doubt you know this. It has a reputation as a place where the married but cheating crowd get together."
"I wasn't aware of that."
"Of course you weren't. You never cheated on me.
I nodded.
"Brady's isn't your usual pick up bar. It's more of a quickie club."
"A quickie club?"
"Yes, it's a place where husbands out for an evening with the boys and wives out for an evening with the girls can get together for a little quick fun."
"I still don't understand."
"Okay, during the daytime Brady's is a sports bar, but after the dinner crowd leaves it turns into a dance club."
"I didn't know that."
"They don't advertise it. They move a few tables to create a dance floor and the big screen televisions stop showing sports events and start playing music videos. By that time people have already had a couple of drinks and done a little mingling. The dancing starts immediately and it quickly gets pretty daring. When you're dancing at Brady's there's only one rule. You have to keep your clothes on. Beyond that pretty much anything goes. There's a lot of groping and making out."
"Right on the dance floor, in front of everyone?"
"That's right, it gets pretty hot."
"So what's a back seat bunny."
"After you and your partner have gotten each other worked up on the dance floor you move to one of the back booths for a little making out, Once you're going hot and heavy you slip out to the guys car for a little more intense physical pleasure."
"You mean you go out to the guy's car to fuck."
"Some women do that, I don't."
"Why not?"
"Michael, I'm not a teenager. Fucking in the back seat of a car isn't much fun. If I'm going to let a guy fuck me we're going to do it in a bed."
I nodded. "Okay, I get it. So what do you do?"
"I let the guy play with my tits and pussy while I suck his cock."
"He doesn't do anything for you?"
"It's really easy to suck a guy's cock in a car. It's much harder for a guy to go down on a woman."
"Okay, but doesn't that leave you frustrated?"
"Michael, women don't need to cum every time they have sex. Sometimes a feeling of intimacy is all we want. At Brady's it's not intimacy, it's the excitement. The dirty dancing, making out with a stranger in a back booth and fondling and sucking a new cock all make it an amazingly exciting experience. If I need to get off I can do it with my vibrator when I get home."
"You masturbate?"
"Of course I do. I assume that you do too. Don't you do it while you're watching the Julia Ann movies?"
Feeling slightly ashamed, I said; "Yes."
"Of course you do and so do I. I do it all the time. I did it front of you for a few seconds when I first got to the motel. We'd be crazy not to do it. It's free, it feels great and it doesn't hurt anything or anyone. I'd be shocked if you told me you didn't masturbate."



"I really am getting to like the new Jeanne." I was grinning.
Jeanne stared at me for a moment and then she asked, "Even the Jeanne who has sex with other men?"
Understanding the seriousness of her question, I carefully considered my answer. Finally I said; "Right now I'm two thousand miles away from that situation. I paused and then I added, "Unless you're planning to try to meet a guy while you're here."
Still serious, Jeanne shook her head. "No, I came to see you and only you."
"Thank you."
Jeanne nodded.
Continuing, I said; "It's harder when it's happening if front of me. Being in the same house with you while you were getting ready for your date with Derek Fischer nearly destroyed me."
"I was a fool. I should have spent the two weeks prior to that date trying to suck and fuck you to death."
"That would have helped. I think this weekend will help."
"I'm hoping it will." Jeanne paused. after a moment she said; "That's not the only reason I'm here. You do know that, don't you? I'm also here because I love you and I desperately want to see you."
"Yeah, don't worry; I know that."
Jeanne reached across the table and placed her hand on top of mine.
Suddenly hurt, I looked at her and pulled my hand away. "You did that with Fischer."
Jeanne closed her eyes and sighed. "Yes I did and for the rest of my life I will regret doing it. I promise you that I will never again hold another man's hand while were dining in a restaurant."
I nodded, but I wasn't mollified and my demeanor showed it.
"Would you like to hear why I think I did it? Remember, a few minutes ago I told you that I didn't even like Derek Fischer. He was a convenient fuck and that's all he was."
"Okay, tell me. Why did you do it?"
"Earlier this evening, while we were in the shower, I had an orgasm."
"I know."
"Before I changed, when I was still Jeanne the prude, I didn't have many orgasms. If fact they were rare."
I sighed.
"Michael that didn't have anything to do with you. You're a wonderful lover. It was me. Most of the times we made love I was too inhibited to have an orgasm. I couldn't relax and let go."
"Okay."
"But I did have a few orgasms. I had them on our most romantic evenings. Those were often the nights we had dinner at the Kennsington Grill. I came to the conclusion that a little romance helped me get off. Of course I stupidly missed the fact that it was my intense love for you that made the romance so wonderful and exciting."
I smiled at Jeanne.
She smiled back and then she continued. "Anyway, the night I went out with Derek I wanted to have an orgasm, so I foolishly tried to recreate the circumstances that had previously resulted in my cumming during sex. Michael, I asked Derek to take me to the Kennsington Grill and while we were there I did everything I could to make it a romantic experience. I now realize how stupid that was and I hope that I haven't ruined romantic evenings for us."
I reached across the table and laid my hand on top of Jeanne's. "No, you haven't ruined romantic evenings for us, but this is a good example of why we need to talk."
"Thank you Michael."
I winked at Jeanne.
She giggled.
I said, "I gather you now cum easily."
Jeanne nodded. "I do. I'm not inhibited anymore. Now it's easy for me to relax and enjoy sex." She paused for a moment and then she asked, "Does that upset you?"
I shook my head; "No not at all. In fact I want it to make me happy."
"Really?"
"Yes, I love you. Hearing about things that give you pleasure should make me happy. Charles told me that he eventually learned to enjoy Edith's affairs because they made her so happy. I'm trying to reach a point where I feel the same way about your liaisons."
"But you're not there yet."
"No, but I'm getting closer. This visit is helping. Talking is helping. Learning more about your new life is helping. Jeanne it's obvious that you're having fun. Being with you is fun. I have to admit that I like the new Jeanne."
"Would you like to hear a secret about my orgasms?"
"Yes, very much."
Jeanne leaned across the table and whispered, "When I'm with a guy in his car behind Brady's Pub; if he plays with my tits and my pussy while I'm sucking his cock, I almost always cum."
"It's that exciting."
"It really is. Michael, I love sucking cocks. They're so incredibly erotic."
"That's a real change for you."
"Oh yes."
"Jeanne can I ask you a question?"
"Of course, you can ask me anything."
"Since I left, how many men have you slept with?"
"I haven't slept with any men. I told you, you're the only man I'll ever sleep with. But that's not what you're asking me, is it. You'd like to know how many men have fucked me."
I nodded.
"Counting Derek, nine."
I quickly did the math in my head. I"d been gone for three months. That's about thirteen or fourteen weeks. Looking at Jeanne, I said; "That's not very many."
Jeanne laughed. "That's not the reaction I was expecting."
"It less than one guy a week."
Jeanne said. "Okay. I understand. For the first month you were gone I didn't date at all. I just moped around the house. Michael, I was terrified that I'd lost you. Tricia and Jodie finally intervened and told me that I had to get on with my life. They explained that by leaving you were giving me an opportunity to experiment with this new lifestyle and you were giving yourself some time to try to understand it."
"Our girls are smart. That's exactly what I was doing."
Jeanne nodded and then she said; "Anyway, once I did start dating I brought a man home about once a week. Remember, I was trying to limit myself to one night stands. It takes some time to find a suitable partner. I may be a slut, but I'm not going to let a man fuck me unless I find him attractive and that includes an attractive personality."
"That makes sense."
"The guy also has to have some time. Remember I only date married men."
Nodding, I said; "I get it. Either his wife has to be out or he has to have a good excuse for coming home late."
"That's why Brady's is so much fun. It's quick and easy."
I laughed. "Your nine doesn't include the men at Brady's does it."
"They don't fuck me."
"How often do you go to Brady's?"
"Once or twice a week."
"So that's another eight to ten men."
"I think it's more like ten to twelve." Suddenly concerned about what she'd just admitted Jeanne looked at me and asked; "Is that okay."
"Are you having fun?"
"I really am."
"Then I'm going to try very hard to be happy for you."
"Michael, while I'm here could we find a secluded place to park. I'd like to give you a blow job in your car."
"We have a perfectly good motel room."
"I know, but I want you to experience everything I'm doing with other men."
"Okay, it will be fun. Do you want to do it on the way back to the motel tonight?"
"No this evening I have another agenda. Unless you've turned into a superstud, I'm assuming that you only have two more erections left in you. I don't want to waste them. As soon as we get back to the motel I want you to fuck my pussy. After you cum inside me I'm going to suck your cock until your hard again and then I want you to fuck my virgin ass."
Laughing, I said; "I like this plan, but do you think I could possibly have a chance to eat your pussy too?"
"Would you like to do that?"
"Very much."
Jeanne licked her lips and said, "Let's get our check."
On the way back to the motel Jeanne was quiet. Sensing that something was bothering her I said; "You're suddenly awfully quiet. Is something wrong?"
Jeanne looked at me and asked; "Michael do you think I've lost my mind?"
Realizing that it was a serious question, I took a moment to formulate my answer. Finally, I said; "I did at first. The night you went out with Derek Fischer I thought you'd gone totally bonkers."
Jeanne laughed.
I smiled and then I added, "I don't think that anymore. I don't believe you're bipolar. I don't think you're having a manic episode. You're explanation of how you arrived at your decision to adopt this new life style is too well thought out."
"I made some awful mistakes with you."
"You did, but you were trying to make a radical change in your life. It was an emotional situation. It think errors in judgment can easily occur in situations like that."
"Thank you Michael."
I continued. "Maybe the real question is, do I think that what you're doing is wrong?"
Jeanne stared at me.
I said, "You're now choosing to live a life that goes against the basic moral conventions of our culture. We've discussed that and it's clear that you've thought about those moral codes and rejected them. I have to admit that your arguments make some sense. Ultimately I have to evaluate what you're doing using my own fundamental moral code. Are you hurting anybody? I don't believe you are, so it's difficult for me to say that what you're doing is wrong."
"I've hurt you."
"I'm not so sure you have. You've upset me and it is possible that you've damaged our relationship, but that will only be the case if I decide that I can't live with a woman who has your moral code. That's my problem, not yours. As long as you're not hurting anyone you get to live the life that makes you happy.
"But..."
"Just a moment. Have you really hurt me? I don't think you have. Have you stopped loving me?"
"No, of course I haven't"
"I know that. You've made it clear that for you sex can now be a purely recreational activity."
"That's true."
"If you'd taken up golf, should I be upset if you play golf a couple of times a week with other men? As long as you continue playing golf with me on a regular basis, I don't think I should be"
Jeanne laughed. "I'll always want to play lots of golf with you."
"I believe that so in my mind there are two real issues that concern us. Can I handle being married to a woman with your moral code? And is there still a place for me in your new life?"
We were both silent. Finally Jeanne picked up my hand and said; "I'll always love you."
I squeezed her hand and said; "And I'll always love you."
"Even if you decide that you can't continue living with me?"
"Yes I will. If you eventually decide that there isn't a place for a husband in your new life, will you still love me."
"Yes, I will; but I don't think I'll ever make that decision."
"I'm not as confident about that as you are and that's why we need time to figure all of this out."
"I want to try Michael, I really do."
"I do too Jeanne."
"I'm willing to compromise."
"So am I, but let's not worry about that until we decide it's necessary."
"Okay."
I pulled up to our motel room door and parked.
Grinning at me, Jeanne asked, "Are you ready for some hot sex?"
"Damn right."
She opened her door, hopped out of the car and ran to the motel room. I followed her.
As soon as we were inside the room Jeanne threw her arms around my shoulders and started madly kissing me. As she kissed me, she said; "Michael Nolan, I'll never stop loving you."
I kissed her back and said, "I'll never stop loving you either Jeanne Nolan."
For a moment we passionately kissed, both of us desperately trying to express the depth of our love for each other.
Finally Jeanne broke off the kiss, stepped back and started undressing. "Michael take off your clothes."
Keeping my eyes focused on Jeanne, I tore my shirt off.
Jeanne pulled her blouse over her head and took it off. After laying it on the bed she turned to me and held up her large breasts. "Look at my tits Michael, do you like them?"
I laughed. "I love them."
"When we're both naked you can suck on them. Would you like to do that?"
Grinning I unbuckled my belt and pushed my trousers to the floor. My erection was making a tent in the front of my boxer shorts."
Giggling, Jeanne said; "Your little soldier appears to like my tits. Do you think he'd like to kiss them? Would you like to rub your cock all over my big tits?"
As I stepped out of my trousers I smiled. I was definitely getting to like the new Jeanne. I tossed my pants on the bed and pulled my boxer shorts down.
While I was doing that Jeanne unfastened her high heeled sandals and removed them. Then she turned around and stuck our her rear. As she wiggled out of her slacks she said; "I love wearing tight pants. They show off my ass. Michael, do you like my ass?"
"Your ass is gorgeous. I love it."
Jeanne stepped out of her slacks. After tossing them on the bed she turned around and stared into my eyes. Licking her lips, she slowly pushed her thong panties down her thighs. I stared at her shaved pussy.
She giggled. "You like my shaved pussy, don't you."
I nodded.
"Wanna lick it?"
I nodded again.
Jeanne took off her panties and then she picked up all of our clothes. As she carefully laid them across the top of the dresser she said; "Pull down the bed covers, we need a place to play."
Jeanne waited while I pulled the bed spread and blanket down and then she hopped onto the bed, plumped up the pillows and lay back with her legs spread wide. As I stared at her already moist pussy she said; "Still wanna eat me?"
I said; "Very much." And then I quickly added. "Getting used to the new Jeanne is going to be fun, but at times it's also a little startling."
"I have to work at it too. It's not easy to shed old inhibitions." Jeanne laughed. "Sometimes I shock myself." She paused. After a moment, she added. "Michael, I don't want to be an old prude anymore."
"I don't want that either. I'm enjoying the new Jeanne. I just want you to know that there are times when you surprise me. I spent a lot of years living with the old Jeanne."
"I'm glad you like the new Jeanne. I like her too."
"And that's what matters the most. Jeanne, you have to be true to yourself."
"I'm relieved to hear you say that Michael." We smiled at each other for a moment and then Jeanne said; "So back to my question. Do you still want to eat me."
"Very much."
Jeanne wiggled her finger at me. "Come here big boy. It's time for your dessert and after you finish yours I'm going to have mine."
During the twenty-seven years we'd been married Jeanne had occasionally allowed me to go down on her, but she'd always been reluctant. Squeamish might be a better term to describe her feelings about it. Now she was clearly excited by the idea and her excitement fed my excitement.
I eagerly crawled between her parted thighs, placed my hands on her hips and gently pulled her to me. As I kissed her moist lips I felt Jeanne shudder.
I kissed her again. Jeanne whispered, "Michael, that feels so nice."
I gave her a long passionate kiss. Jeanne sighed.
I extended my tongue and explored her wet cunt. I tasted her. I felt her moisture on my lips.
Above me Jeanne whispered, "Yes, that's what I want. Lick me, lick my cunt."
Jeanne's brazen words inflamed my ardor. Burying my face in her sopping pussy, I licked her and kissed her with a fervor that I'd never before experienced.
"Michael, that feels magnificent." And then, breathless with excitement, Jeanne said; "Find my clit. I want you to lick my clit. Will you do that? Will you please lick my clit." She was pleading with me.
I found her clit. It wasn't difficult. It was now proudly pushing out from the hood of skin that normally cloaked it. I kissed it. Jeanne giggled with delight. I kissed it again and then I flicked it with my tongue.
Jeanne cried; "Yes, that's right. Lick it, like my clit."
I licked and flicked Jeanne's clit. While I was doing that I remembered something I'd seen in a Julia Ann movie. I slipped a finger into Jeanne's sopping pussy."
Gasping, Jeanne said; "Oh my god, that's amazing. Do it. Finger fuck my cunt while you lick my clit."
I did. We were both quickly swept up in a frenzy of unbridled lust. Suddenly I felt Jeanne's muscles tense. She froze and then she arched her back and screamed. I pulled back and waited while the waves of pleasure ravaged her body.
Gradually Jeanne's orgasm subsided and then she was calm. I crawled up next to her and gently kissed her cheek. She rolled over so that she was facing me. I kissed her again.
Jeanne smiled and said; "Thank you, that was wonderful."
"I enjoyed it too."
We lay together quietly. After a moment Jeanne sat up and said; "Now it's your turn." She once again plumped up the pillows. As I lay back on them Jeanne scooted down the bed, slipped between my legs and picked up my erect cock. "I'm going to try to keep you from cumming. When you cum I want you in my cunt."
I nodded.
Jeanne licked the entire length of my cock and then she slipped it into her mouth and sucked it. While she sucked it I felt her fingers massaging my balls. The sensations she was creating were unbelievable. My excitement grew quickly.
Just as I began to fear that I might not be able to control myself, Jeanne took my cock out of her mouth. While she gently held it with one hand I felt her slip farther down between my legs and suck one of my balls into her mouth. This was what I'd seen her doing with Derek Fischer that Saturday morning.
For a moment I felt pangs of anger and Jealousy, but then I remembered Jeanne's heartfelt apologies and sincere attempts to explain what had happened. I now understood that she hadn't meant to hurt me. She'd been trying to muddle through a difficult period of growth and change. She'd made mistakes.
While her changes had been difficult, the result was a new Jeanne and I knew without any doubt that this new Jeanne was a wonderfully exciting person. I relaxed, closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensations she was creating as she kissed and licked my balls.
Suddenly Jeanne let go of my cock and got up on her knees. As she straddled my hips she grinned at me and said; "I'll suck you some more later. Right now it's time to fuck. Do you mind if I start out on top?"
Grinning back at her, I said; "Not at all."
As Jeanne lowered herself on to my erection she said, "In this position you can play with my tits while we fuck."
The new Jeanne really was wonderful.
For several minutes we fucked. Having Jeanne on top of me riding my cock was a new experience. It was amazing. It was wonderful. It was something I'd only dreamed of doing with her. Now we were actually doing it.
I was excited, wildly excited. I closed my eyes and tried to focus my attention. I had to do it. If I didn't I was afraid that I might cum prematurely. I didn't want that to happen. Jeanne now had other lovers, men she could compare me to.
We kept fucking; but now I was anxious and fearful. I was terrified that I might fail. I was afraid that Jeanne might decide that I wasn't as good as her other men.
I felt my erection softening. I panicked. And then it happened. My penis wilted and slipped out of Jeanne.
Surprised, Jeanne stared down at me. "Michael what happened?"
I closed my eyes.
Sliding off of me, Jeanne whispered; "Baby, it's okay." Her tone was soft and soothing.
That made it even worse. I didn't want to be comforted. It made me feel like a little boy who couldn't compete with the big kids. Humiliated, I turned away from Jeanne.
For a moment there was silence and then Jeanne said; "Michael, please tell me what's wrong?"
I didn't respond. I was too embarrassed to speak.
Moving so that she was lying next to me, Jeanne pressed her soft body against my back, wrapped her arm around my chest and whispered; "I love you, I really do."
I knew she was telling me the truth, but I was still humiliated.
For several minutes I lay silent while Jeanne held me. Her undemanding touch comforted me. Gradually I regained some composure. Realizing that we had to talk about this, I took a moment to steel myself then I rolled over and said; "You have other men now. I'm sure that some of them are better than I am. They can last longer than I can. They can make you cum more than I can."



Sighing, Jeanne said; "This is one of the penalties I have to pay for my stupidity." She sat up. "For the rest of my life I'll regret dropping this on you out of the blue. Before I started experimenting with other men I should have spent months making sure you knew that you were my favorite lover, my best lover, my perfect lover. Michael, the other men will never be able to compete with you."
"Are you trying to tell me that some of them don't have bigger cocks than I do? That some of them can't last longer than I can?"
"No that would be a lie. Some of them do have cocks that are bigger than yours; some of them can last longer than you can and yes, almost all of them make me cum."
Jeanne paused. After a moment she said; "But none of them fulfill me like you do. Michael, I love you. You're my soul mate. The other men are fun, but that's all they are and that's all they'll ever be. They're cheap thrills, carnival rides. Yes it's true, I do enjoy them; but I also enjoy roller coasters and scary movies. Michael, I know this will be hard for you to understand; but you're not competing with these other men. You've already won that contest. You have me, I love you. You own my heart and my soul. Other men occasionally get to enjoy my body, but that's all they get and that's all they'll ever get."
"But..."
"Michael I now realize that I made a serious mistake. I was stupid. I was eager to experiment, but I forgot that I needed to experiment with you first. For years you were saddled with a sex partner who was an uptight prude. Suddenly all of my inhibitions are gone and I'm doing things with you that you'd only been able to fantasize about in the past. You're excited. Of course you're going to cum quickly."
Jeanne thought for a moment and then she said; "There are going to be men who have bigger cocks than you do and some of them are going to be better at fucking than you are, but that doesn't mean you won't always be my favorite sex partner. If I started playing golf I'd probably meet some men who are better golfers than you are and while occasionally playing with them would be fun, you would always be my favorite golf partner. I love you."
"Jeanne I know I should believe you. I want to believe you. Actually, I think I do believe you. The fact that you're here says a lot. Still, this is difficult."
"I know it is Michael. I'm sorry I'm putting you through it. I wish I'd done a better job of preparing you for it."
Shrugging I said; "That's in the past and there isn't anything we can do to change it. Right now you are doing a good job of making me feel loved and important to you."
"You are loved and important to me. No man will ever be more important to me."
"I'm beginning to believe that, but I still worry that whenever we make love you'll be comparing me to the other men."
Jeanne thought for a moment and then she said; "I suppose I will be. It would be hard to avoid doing that. That doesn't mean that you won't always be my favorite sex partner."
"Because you love me."
"That's right and that adds so much excitement to our sex. Please believe me Michael, sex with you will always be better than sex with any other man."
"So why are you doing this?"
"You mean the other men."
"Yes."
"Michael, you like ice cream."
Immediately realizing where Jeanne was going I laughed and said; "Yes I do and while chocolate chip will always be my favorite flavor I do occasionally enjoy other flavors."
"But you always go back to chocolate chip, don't you."
"Yes I do."
"Baby you're my chocolate chip."
I grinned at Jeanne. She kissed me. I kissed her back.
She whispered, "I love you so much."
I whispered back, "I love you too."
"Michael promise me that while you're gone you'll keep loving me."
"I will. Will you promise that You'll keep loving me?"
"Of course I will."
"I'm sorry I have to be gone. It's something that I have to do."
Michael I understand what you're doing and why you're doing it. While I don't like it, I have to admit that I agree with it. I foolishly started this journey without you and because I did that you now need time to come to terms with the changes I made in our lives. You used to have unwavering trust in me. I shook that trust. Now we need time to rebuild it."
"This weekend is helping."
"I was hoping it would. Do you think we could have some more weekends like this?"
"I'd like that."
We smiled at each other.
After a moment I asked, "So how do I compare to the other men."
"Michael!"
"What? Am I so bad that you're afraid to tell me?"
"Didn't you hear anything that I just said to you?"
"Yes, you told me that you love me and because you love me you'll always enjoy sex with me. That doesn't leave me feeling very confident. Jeanne you have to understand that ever since that evening you announced that you were going to start dating other men I've had a nagging fear that it was my inadequacy as a sex partner that drove you to take that action."
"Michael you know that isn't true."
"Do I? Since that evening what have you said or done that would make be believe it wasn't true? What I heard you say to Derrick Fischer that Saturday morning certainly didn't boost my confidence."
"What did I say?"
"Don't you remember?"
"No, I don't. That was a horrible morning. I've tried to forget it."
"I think about it all the time. I wish I could forget it, but I can't."
Jeanne quietly asked, "What did you hear me say?"
"I heard Fischer first. He said, Damn Jeanne, you really do love to suck my cock, don't you."
"What did I say to him?"
"You said, I do. I think that surprises me even more than it does you; but it is true. I do love to suck your cock. It's both beautiful and beguiling. I was taught to believe that cocks were dirty and nasty. That's a lie. Cocks are wonderful. Your cock is wonderful. I love your cock. I love to suck your cock."
"I said, your cock; your cock is wonderful."
"That's exactly what you said."
"I'm not questioning your memory. I'm sure that is what I said. That was certainly how I was feeling at that moment." Jeanne slowly shook her head. "Michael I'm so sorry. Hearing me say those words to another man must have been terribly painful for you. Especially since I was always so inhibited with you."
"Yeah."
"You do understand that there is more than one way to interpret those words."
"Yes, I understand that."
"I've never given you any explanation, so I can't blame you for assuming the worst."
"I've never given you an opportunity to explain what you said."
I wasn't trying to tell Derrick that I loved his cock more than yours."
"That is one way to interpret those words."
"Yes it is, but that wasn't what I was trying to say."
"What were you trying to say?"
"For my entire life I've been an uptight prude. I was taught that cocks were dirty and nasty. I was also taught that any girl who sucked a cock was dirty and nasty." Jeanne looked at me. "I did give you blow jobs on special occasions."
"Yes you did, but you were never eager about it. It was obvious that you never enjoyed doing it.
"I'm sorry, you're right. I didn't enjoy doing it. I was too inhibited to enjoy doing it. The morning after I gave you a blow job I was always so ashamed about what I'd done that I was afraid to face you."
"I didn't know that."
"The girls finally convinced me that cocks weren't dirty and nasty. They made me understand that if a man bathes regularly his cock is going to be just as clean as any other part of his body."
Sighing, Jeanne added; "You should have been the recipient of my first enthusiastic blow jobs. You weren't and I'm horribly ashamed about that. Why did I do it for another man first? I think your friend provided a pretty good explanation for that."
"You're talking about Jennifer Rawlins."
"Yes."
Smiling, I said; "It was difficult for you to admit to me that you'd turned into a cock hungry slut."
Jeanne laughed. "Yes Michael, it was."
"So you're telling me that even though you never enjoyed sucking my cock, when you told Fischer that you loved sucking him it wasn't meant as a reflection on me."
"Not at all, in fact I was planning to try to get you to let me give you a blow job when you came home that afternoon. I wanted it to be a very special one."
"I enjoyed the one you gave me when you got here this afternoon."
"I enjoyed giving it to you too. In a few minutes I'll give you another one, but first I have to answer the question you asked me earlier. I now understand why it's so important to you."
"You're talking about how I compare to the other men who have had sex with you."
"Yes."
"Please tell me the truth."
"Don't worry, I will."
"Okay."
"Earlier tonight I told you that since this started three months ago I've let nine men fuck me and I've given blow jobs to another twelve men."
"Yes."
"I quickly learned that you're a good lover. No, you're a very good lover."
"Jeanne please don't coddle me. I want to hear the truth."
"Michael, I am telling you the truth. You're a gentle and considerate sex partner. Several of the men I've been with weren't. While they were fucking me it was abundantly clear that all they cared about was their own pleasure. You've always tried to give me pleasure." Jeanne smiled. "I was always such a prude that I don't think that was very easy for you."
"Even when you were a prude I enjoyed sex with you and you're right; I've always tried to please you."
"I know you did Michael and while that's one of the reasons you're a good lover, it's not the only reason."
"Okay."
"Michael, you're a graceful lover. Until I started dating other men I never realized how important that is."
"I don't understand."
"Sex and dancing are closely related. To be done well they both require rhythm and grace. Two of the guys who fucked me were awful. As soon as their cocks were inside me they started pumping in and out of me as hard and fast as they possibly could. That's fun at the end, but at the beginning guys have to be slow and gentle. They have to be dancers. Baby you're a dancer. Believe me, women appreciate that."
I nodded.
Jeanne continued. "One of the guys was big. He had to be at least eight inches. When he started ramming and jamming that monstrosity into me it actually hurt."
"What did you do."
"I stopped him. Sex should feel good. It shouldn't be painful."
"Was he okay with that?"
"I gave him a blow job instead."
"And that made him happy?"
"Oh yes."
Laughing, I said; "You do give an excellent blow job."
Jeanne grinned. "Thank you kind sir. I enjoy giving them. Would you like one?"
"Yes I would, but only as a preliminary. I'd like to finish what we started earlier."
"So would I." Jeanne got up on her knees. "Baby lie back and make yourself comfortable. I'm about to demonstrate one of the many advantages of having a slut wife."
"Jeanne, I still need to ask one more question."
"Okay" She sat down again.
"How do I compare to the other men as far as size? I'm afraid I'm not big enough to please you. You mentioned that one of the guys was eight inches. I'm no where near that big."
"I also told you that I made him stop fucking me because it hurt."
"Yes, but you did that because he was too aggressive."
Jeanne smiled at me for a moment and then she said; "Michael, I think cock size is a lot more important to men than it is to women. How a guy uses his cock is what really matters to us."
"So you're telling me that I'm small."
"Damn it Michael, that's not what I'm telling you. I'm trying to get you to understand that for women cock size isn't really all that important. There are a few women who are size queens, but I think that's more like men who are fascinated by women with large breasts. Most women prefer an average sized cock. They're more comfortable. I also repeat what I said earlier. How a guy uses his cock is more important than its size."
"Jeanne everything you're telling me makes sense and I believe you, but you have to understand that what you're doing has shaken my confidence as a man. I'm terrified that I'm a tiny dicked wimp who can't satisfy his wife. That's why I lost my erection earlier."
"Baby, I'm so sorry that I did that to you. Please believe me when I tell you that you have never been an inadequate lover. You have always been a wonderful in bed. I was the one who was inadequate."
"Please tell me the truth. I have to know."
"Okay, in the past three months I've played with about twenty different cocks. Three of them were larger than yours. One was a couple of inches longer than your cock."
"That was the eight inch cock."
Jeanne nodded and then she continued. "Three or four of them were at least an inch shorter than yours."
"They were?"
"Yes and they were still fun."
Laughing, I said; "Okay, I get it."
"Baby, I think your cock is about average or maybe even a little larger than average. You're pretty thick, which is a lot more important than length."
"Really?"
"Yes, but you're a practical man. Let's get some real data. Turn on your computer."
Jeanne stood up, walked over to the dresser and opened her purse.
"What are you doing?"
Ignoring my question, Jeanne said; "Turn on your computer."
"Okay."
I got up, walked over to the desk and switched on my computer. As the computer was booting up Jeanne joined me. I noticed that she was holding the small cloth tape measure that she always carried in her purse.
I smiled. "Are you going to measure me?"
"Damn right I am. It's the only way you'll know for sure."
"Okay."
"Sit down in the chair."
"Why?"
"Don't argue, just do it."
Laughing, I said; "All right." I sat down in the desk chair.
After setting the tape measure on the desk Jeanne kneeled between my legs and picked up my stiffening cock. Holding it with both of her hands, she said; "I want you really hard for this."
Realizing what she was doing, I nodded.
Jeanne slipped my cock into her mouth and started sucking me. Once again it was wonderful. After about a minute of pure ecstasy Jeanne sat back and looked up at me. "That got you nice and hard, didn't it?"
"Yes it did." We were both grinning.
Picking up her tape measure, Jeanne said; "Now sit still."
I watched as she carefully measured the length of my erect penis. After a moment she looked up at me and said; "Six and one quarter inches."
I nodded.
Jeanne then used the cloth tape to measure the circumference of my cock. When she was finished she stood up and said. "Four and three quarter inches."
She set her tape back on the desk and said, "Now I want you to Google, The average length of an adult male penis."
"Do you really think we'll find something?"
"Sweetie, this is the Internet. These days you can find anything."
"Yeah, okay."
"I'll also bet that this is a popular search."
Chuckling, I said; "You're probably right." I typed in the search. We got ten pages of results.
Jeanne said, "Isn't the Internet wonderful?" We both laughed.
I opened one of the web sites. We started reading. We learned that early studies had reported the average length of a penis as about six and a half inches. Researchers had recently decided that those figures were skewed because the men were allowed to do their own measuring and they had a tendency to round their results upward.
Current studies based on more accurate data reported an average penis length of about five and one half inches and an average circumference of about four and a quarter inches.
As we were reading Jeanne started giggling.
I looked at her and asked, "What's so funny?"
Still giggling, Jeanne said; "I want to get a job as a penis measurer." We both burst out laughing.
We looked at four other web sites. They all reported the same information. The web sites all also stated that penis size was a much bigger issue for men than it was for women.
As I shut my computer off Jeanne said, "So, you're cock is just a little larger than average. I happen to think that it's the perfect size. Do you believe me now?"
Smiling, I said; "Yes I do.'
"Wanna start fucking again?"
"Yes please."
"Would you be willing to give me a little warm up with your tongue first?"
"I'd love to do that."
Jeanne hopped on to the bed and spread her legs. "Come on sailor, let's have some fun."
I lay down between my wife's legs. As I kissed her already sopping pussy I once again realized that despite all the insecurity her new life style had created for me I had to admit that really did like the new Jeanne.
As I kissed and licked my wife's cunt she became increasingly wet and slippery. I smiled. It really was fun being married to a woman who loved sex. In the past the old Jeanne had occasionally allowed me to go down on her. It was rare, but it did happen. Usually it was after a romantic dinner that included several cocktails and a bottle of wine. Even then, even after her inhibitions had been eased by alcohol she still rarely produced much natural moisture. Now Jeanne gushed like a trollop and I loved it.
I buried my face in Jeanne's cunt and reveled in her wetness. I tried to coat my my lips, my nose, my cheeks and my chin with it. Above me Jeanne started giggling. That excited me even more. She was actually enjoying what I was doing.
I pushed my tongue into her opening. She was still stretched and loose from our previous coupling. I fucked her with my tongue. Still giggling, Jeanne began gyrating her hips. My already rampant excitement mushroomed. I started licking the full length of her cunt.
Above me Jeanne snickered and said, "Michael you nasty devil. I love this."
That excited me even more. I found her clit, sucked it into my mouth and began flicking it with my tongue. At the same time I pushed a finger into her and started fucking her with it.
Jeanne screamed "Michael, that feels fucking amazing." Madly gyrating her hips she grabbed my head and held my face tightly against her clit. I kept sucking it and flicking it with my tongue while I finger fucked her at the same time.
Suddenly I felt her muscles tense and then still holding my face pressed to her engorged clit she screamed and started to shake. Her hands tightened their grip on my head. For a moment I feared that she might crush me, but then her iron grip eased. Several seconds passed. Finally Jeanne let go of my head and melted into the bed.
I pulled myself up so that I was lying next to her and gently stroked her hair. After moment she smiled at me and then she started to giggle.
I said, "what?"
Jeanne grinned at me. "Michael, you don't ever have to worry about being an inadequate lover. Baby that was magnificent."
I beamed with pride.
Jeanne popped up. "Come on, lie back. I want to keep going."
Still grinning, I said; "Okay." I lay back on the pillows.
Jeanne moved down the bed. My cock was sticking straight up. Resting her arm on my stomach, she wrapped the fingers of her other hand around my stiff shaft and began slowly stroking it. At the same time she said; "Michael, you have a beautiful cock. I'm madly in love with it. It will always be my favorite." Leaning forward, she kissed it and then she parted her lips, took the head into her mouth and started sucking me.
"Jeanne that feels wonderful"
She stopped, sat up and grinned at me. "Do you like that?"
"Very much."
"When you come home I'll do it for you every day for the rest of our lives."
"Even when we're old and wrinkly?" I was grinning at her.
"Even when we're old and wrinkly."
We both laughed and then Jeanne put my cock back into her mouth and started sucking me in earnest. It was wonderful. The new Jeanne knew how to give a great blow job. I smiled. Twelve guys in the parking lot at Brady's Saloon. She'd definitely been practicing. And then I realized something. It didn't bother me. I wasn't jealous. All she was doing was having fun and I had to admit that this really was fun.



I closed my eyes and imagined Jeanne and a strange man together in the back seat of his car. It would be a luxury sedan, maybe a Mercedes Benz or a Lexus. They were making out. Jeanne's blouse was unbuttoned and her brassiere was unfastened. The man was fondling her exposed breasts.
Jeanne unbuckled the man's belt, pulled down his zipper, opened his suit pants and took out his cock. He was hard. She leaned down, slipped it into into her mouth and started sucking him just like she was sucking me.
Suddenly I heard Jeanne giggling and then I realized that she'd stopped sucking my cock. I opened my eyes.
She was looking at me. "Michael, what were you just thinking about? Baby I've never seen your cock this hard."
Feeling a little embarrassed, I said; "Nothing, I was just enjoying what you were..." I stopped myself in mid sentence. I was expecting Jeanne to tell me the truth. She had every right to expect the same honesty from me.
Still a little embarrassed about admitting what I'd really been thinking, I quietly said; "I was imagining you giving a guy a blow job in the back seat of his car in the parking lot behind Brady's Saloon."
Jeanne stared at me. After a moment she asked; "And that got you excited?"
Suddenly overwhelmed with shame I shrugged and looked away.
Quickly grasping the stress this admission was causing me, Jeanne said; "Baby, I'm not judging you or criticizing you. I'm really not. In fact I think it's unbelievably hot and kinky. I love it."
Jeanne was still holding my cock, but the nervous tension I'd just felt was causing me to lose my erection. Realizing it, Jeanne bent over and sucked me again. Relieved by her reaction I relaxed. My cock stiffened immediately.
As soon as I was hard again Jeanne pulled herself up and straddled my hips. Grinning at me she said; "Wanna tell me about it while we fuck?"
Laughing, I answered; "Isn't that kind of kinky?"
With a glint in her eyes, Jeanne said, "Damn right big boy." And then she lowered herself onto my cock. She was so wet that I slipped right into her. When the old Jeanne and I had sex she usually had to use a commercial lubricant. The new Jeanne didn't need that.
As soon as I was all the way inside her Jeanne leaned forward and started rubbing my nipples with her fingertips. "Michael play with my tits while we fuck."
I reached up with both hands and began massaging Jeanne's large breasts.
She smiled and said; "I love it when a guy plays with my tits."
"You have beautiful tits. I'll bet they all enjoy playing with them."
"They do. Is that okay? Is it all right that I let other men play with my tits?"
Remembering my conversation with Charles Montgomery, I said; "You enjoy it. You just told me that."
"Yes I do."
"Then it's all right. I love you. I want you to enjoy yourself."
"Does it excite you Michael? Does it excite you when you think about other men playing with my tits?"
"It does right now."
"Because you're aroused."
"Yes."
Grinning at me, Jeanne said; "Then I guess I'll have to keep you perpetually aroused."
I laughed. "That could be fun."
"I think so too."
Up to this point Jeanne had just been sitting on my cock. Now she started to rock back and forth. She moved slowly, rhythmically. I remembered her comment that sex and dancing were closely related. She was dancing with me. I liked it.
"Tell me what you were thinking about a moment ago. You know, while I was sucking your cock."
It seemed like I should have been embarrassed, but I wasn't. Jeanne had become so free and open about sex that I felt like I could reveal even my deepest and most secret fantasies to her.
I was also incredibly aroused. My gorgeous wife of twenty-seven years had just sucked my cock. Now she was on top of me; slowly fucking me while she played with my nipples and I fondled her big beautiful breasts. At that moment talking about a kinky fantasy seemed like one more tantalizing spice.
Still, it was a little scary. I was the product of years of social conditioning. A proper husband wasn't supposed to get excited when he imagined his wife sucking another man's cock.
I immediately understood. This was exactly what Jeanne was trying to explain to me. Just because people tell you something is wrong doesn't make it wrong. As long as no one is getting hurt, we all have the right and even the obligation to live by our own moral code. When Jeanne sucked a guy off in the parking lot behind Brady's Saloon she wasn't hurting anybody and when I got excited imagining her doing it I wasn't hurting anyone either.
I'm a voyeur. I've known that for years. I love watching adult movies. A lot of other people do too. The adult film industry is huge. This was just another form of voyeurism.
Suddenly I was not only willing to tell Jeanne what I'd been imagining, I wanted to tell her. Grinning and excited I said; "I was imagining you were with a man you'd just met in Brady's Saloon. The two of you were in the back seat of his car."
Still slowly rocking back and forth on my cock, Jeanne said, "It was parked in a dark corner of the parking lot, a place where no one would see us."
"It was a big sedan."
"It was a Buick, a large black Buick with a spacious back seat. What did the man look like?"
"He was a little younger than me, maybe forty or forty-one."
"Was he handsome?"
"Very, he was tall and fit too. It was easy to see why you were attracted to him."
"I was. The moment I saw him in the bar I knew I wanted him. Tell me what we were doing in the back seat of his car."
"You were making out with him."
"Yes I was. I love making out with guys."
"Your blouse was unbuttoned and your brassiere was unfastened."
"Was he playing with my tits?"
"Yes."
"What was I doing?"
"You were unbuckling his belt and unzipping his pants."
"I was eager to see his cock."
"Did he have a big cock?"
"Not really. It wasn't as big as yours, but it was still nice."
"How did you know that?"
"Before we left for the parking lot we made out in one of the back booths in the bar. I played with it while we made out."
"Tell me why you were eager to see his cock."
"I love cocks. I love looking at them, I love playing with them, I love sucking them and I love getting fucked by them. I'm a slut Michael, you're married to a slut. Is that okay? I hope it is because I love being a slut."
"And it doesn't hurt anybody else."
"Not even you? Does it hurt you Michael?"
"Sometimes, not as much as it did at first. Now I'm starting to enjoy it."
"I'm glad. I want you to enjoy it. I want us to be able to enjoy it together."
"I'm a voyeur Jeanne. I always have been."
"I know. You've always liked dirty movies. That used to bother me when I was a prude. It doesn't anymore. Now I'm glad you like them. Now I want you to watch them. I want you to watch them and imagine that I'm the woman in the movie."
"And you're sucking another man's cock."
"Yes, I'm sucking another man's cock."
During this exchange Jeanne had gradually been increasing the tempo of her movement. Now she was rocking back and forth on my cock with relentless abandon. I let go of her breasts, slid my hands down to her rear and started bucking my hips in time with her rocking.
Jeanne cried; "Yes Michael, that's what I want. Fuck me! Fuck me hard!
She let go of my nipples and started massaging her clit with the fingers of both of her hands. We forgot about fantasies and talking and concentrated all of our attention on fucking.
I felt the familiar warm glow building in my loins.
Suddenly Jeanne's body stiffened and then she arched her back and cried, "I'm cumming!"
As her body started to shake the first spurt of my semen erupted into Jeanne's cunt. We were both consumed by a storm of orgasmic ecstasy. The storm raged for several seconds before it began to abate. Gradually we both relaxed.
Leaning forward Jeanne placed a hand on each side of my shoulders to support herself and then she looked down at me and smiled. I grinned up at her. She giggled and said; "That was wonderful."
I nodded. "It really was."
"I love you Michael."
"I love you too Jeanne."
Jeanne lowered herself to my chest. She sighed as my softening cock slipped out of her cunt. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tightly to me.
She whispered, "I could spend the rest of my life right here in your arms."
I smiled. "That would be okay with me."
We held each other for several minutes. Finally Jeanne rolled off of me and said; "That was wonderful. I'm pretty sure that was the first time you and I ever orgasmed at the same time."
"I believe you're right."
"It was fun."
"Yes it was. Have you ever had a simultaneous orgasm with one of your other men?"
Jeanne was silent. After a moment she said; "Yes, I suppose that is a fair question. From now on I'll have to be careful about how I phrase statements like that. No Michael, I haven't. You're the only person I've ever orgasmed with simultaneously."
"It would have been okay if it had already happened with another man. It's going to happen. It's inevitable."
"Yes, I suppose it is. I cum a lot easier now than I used to."
"Yes you do."
"Is that okay? Does it bother you that I cum when I'm with other men?"
"No, not at all. In fact I'm glad you do. I love you, I want you to enjoy yourself."
"That's the second time you've said that tonight. It's an interesting position to take."
"Why? I do love you. I should want you to be happy."
"Yes and while I am grateful that you feel that way, I don't think it's the position that most husbands would take."
"Most women your age don't suddenly decide to become sluts." I paused and then I quickly said, "Was it okay that I said that? I wasn't trying to be demeaning."
"It was fine. I know you weren't trying to be demeaning. I like the term. It makes me feel free. The people who view it as a pejorative are the same ugly judgmental people who preach the puritan dogma that kept me inhibited for most of my life."
Chuckling, I said; "My wife is a slut and I'm starting to like it."
"Really?"
"Yeah, I think I am. It certainly has its benefits."
"What do you mean?"
"Jeanne, I just had the best sex of my entire life. I never even imagined that it could be that good."
"It was fun, wasn't it."
"Yes it was and so what if you occasionally go out with another man. As long as you keep me well satisfied it really doesn't hurt me. Actually I'm finding that it compliments my voyeurism."
"Baby, I will keep you well satisfied. I promise." Jeanne giggled. "It will be a labor of love. I also promise to always tell you about my dates when I get home. That way you can enjoy them too."
"I'd like that."
Jeanne was quiet. After a moment she said; "Michael?"
"Yes."
"Since you seem to be adapting to all of this so well do you think that maybe you might be able to come home a little earlier than you planned?"
I shook my head. "I'm sorry Jeanne, I'd like to do that, I really would; but I can't risk it."
"Why not?"
"I need time to get used to all of this. It's much easier to accept your dating when I'm two thousand miles away. Jeanne that evening you went out with Derek Fischer was the worst night of my life. Seeing you with your hair done, all made up and wearing a new dress and knowing it was for another man was unbelievably painful. Watching him kiss you on our front lawn was awful and then hearing that he'd taken you to the Kennsington Grill and you held his hand during dinner was unbearable."
"Michael I'm so sorry I did those things. I was a thoughtless bitch. I'd give anything to be able to go back and change all of it."
"Jeanne I wasn't trying to drag all of that up again. We've discussed what happened that night. You apologized and made an effort to explain how it happened. I've accepted your apology and understand what happened. I only brought it up so that you can understand why I can't come home right away."
"But Michael I won't make those same mistakes again. I promise."
"Jeanne they really weren't mistakes."
"What do you mean?"
"Don't you enjoy getting dressed up for a date? Isn't that part of the fun. Earlier you told me that you love making out with guys. When you bring a guy home so you can entertain him in your play room won't you want to kiss him in our living room or maybe hold his hand?
"On the evenings I have dates I could get ready at Tricia's apartment. I'm sure she wouldn't mind. I wouldn't have to bring my dates home. We could go to a motel. You wouldn't see me until I came home. That could work, couldn't it?"
"I thought about something like that, only I was the one who would leave. I could stay at a motel while you prepared for your date and then entertained him at home. I almost had myself convinced that it would work, but it wouldn't."
"Why not?"
"It makes dating inconvenient for you. Even if I'm the one who leaves. I know you. You're a considerate person. Every time I have to leave you'll feel guilty that your inconveniencing me. Either way, whether you leave or I leave; I'm afraid you'll start to limit the number of times you go out with other men. Jeanne when I come home you still have to be able to freely live your new life as a slut and I have to be able to fully accept what you're doing. If you have to start limiting your behavior in order to appease me I think it's likely that you'll start resenting me. If that happens I fear that it will be the beginning of the end of our marriage."
Jeanne nodded.
I continued. "Before I can come home I have to reach a point where I can be comfortable watching television in the den while you entertain a man in your play room."
"Do you think you can reach that point?"
"Before this weekend I would have said probably not, but talking to you has helped. The wonderful sex is helping too."
"Michael I'm sorry. You should have been benefiting from my new attitude about sex long before I started dating."
"I know. We've discussed that too. I understand why that didn't happen and you're doing a good job of taking care of that now."
"I'm trying, I really am.
"Yes you are."
Michael earlier tonight you told me that we can have more weekend get togethers like this one. Can we really do that."
"Of course we can. In fact I think they're essential. I also intend to create a new email address for your use only and before you go home I'll give you my cell phone number. I now realize that we need to talk regularly."
"Thank you, not being able to communicate directly with you was awful."
"I'm sorry I had to cut off communication with you. I needed some time to heal."
"I'm sorry I hurt you."
"That's over, now it's time to start rebuilding our life together."
"Michael I can't begin to tell you how much I want to do that."
"I know Jeanne, I want that too."
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Jeanne kissed me and then she said; "Baby I know it's late, but I'd still like to play a little more. Do you have any energy left?"
"I think I can get it up one more time, but I might need a little help from you and I definitely need a few more minutes to recuperate."
Jeanne reached down and gave my still limp penis a gentle squeeze. "I'd love to give you a hand and even a mouth. And Mr. Voyeur, while were waiting how about a Julia Ann movie. I've only seen pictures of her on the Internet. I'd love to see her in action."
"Really? You want to watch an adult movie with me? Are you turning into a voyeur too?"
"No I'm a die hard slut. I prefer participating, but I like to do things with my favorite man. He likes to watch, so occasionally I'm going to watch with him." Jeanne was grinning at me.
Smiling at her, I stood up, got my laptop computer from the desk and set it up the bed between us.
As I was opening a Julia Ann movie Jeanne said; "You've done this before."
I laughed. "You caught me."
"I masturbate too."
"You told me that. I'm still amazed."
"I'd be a fool if I didn't. It feels good and it's free."
"You certainly have changed."
"And I can't begin to describe how happy I am about that change."
"I'm pretty happy about it too."
We smiled at each other for a moment and then I started a movie. "Let's try this one."
"Okay."
We cuddled together and watched. Julia Ann was straddling a dark haired man who was probably in his late thirties or early forties. She was wearing an elegant black dress. They were making out.
"I like this movie because the man's a little older. In some of her movies they do that cougar thing with younger guys. Those aren't as appealing to me."
Jeanne smiled. "I don't think they're making those movies for you Michael."
"Probably not."
"I'm finding that I prefer men who are a little older."
"Have you dated some younger guys?"
"Two, they were both in their early twenties."
"How did you meet them?"
"I met one of them in a bar. I stopped after work for a cocktail with some of the other secretaries in the building. He was working as a student intern in one of the nearby law offices. Tricia lined me up with the other one. He's a friend of hers."
"You just said that you prefer older men. You must not have enjoyed them."
"They were the rammers and jammers I told you about."
"Oh."
"Young men get really hard and they recover quickly, but they lack patience."
"They get too excited."
Jeanne laughed. "That's a good way to put it."
We turned our attention back to the movie. The dark haired man had pulled Julia Ann's dress down and unfastened her brassiere. He was fondling her large breasts.
Jeanne said; "She's very pretty. Do you really think I look like her?"
"She could be your twin sister."
"Her hair is blonde, mine's brown."
"That's true."
"I was thinking about becoming a blonde. Would that be all right with you?"
"I think you'd look gorgeous as a blonde."
"The next time we have one of these weekends you'd better be prepared."
"I'll take that as a promise."
We turned our attention back to the movie. Julia Ann was sucking her costars cock.
Jeanne said, "She looks like she's really enjoying that."
"She's either enjoying it or she's an outstanding actress."
"I think she's enjoying it. I know I do. I love giving head." Moving closer, Jeanne nuzzled my ear and whispered; "I'd like to suck your cock right now. Would that be okay?"
"I'd like that very much."
Jeanne giggled. "I thought you might." She moved down so that she was crouching next to my hips and then she picked up my stiffening penis and slipped it into her mouth.
I lay back on the pillows watching Julia Ann suck her costars cock while Jeanne sucked my cock. I was in voyeur heaven.
After a minute Jeanne took my cock out of her mouth, sat up and looked at me. "Michael I want you to imagine that it's me in the movie. I want you to imagine that you're watching me suck another man's cock. Will you do that?"
I was aroused and I really was a voyeur. The idea of watching Jeanne with another man had been lurking in the recesses of my mind for several weeks. Breathless with excitement I answered; "Yes, yes I will."
"Would you enjoy doing that? Would you like to watch me when I'm with another man?"
While I was excited, I was still an accountant. Caution prevailed. I answered, "Eventually I think I might. Right now fantasies are enough. I'm not sure I'm ready to see it for real."
"But maybe someday you will be. I think I'd like that. I think sometimes I'd like you to watch. You're a voyeur and I'm beginning to understand that I'm an exhibitionist."
"You enjoyed wearing those tight sexy clothes to dinner tonight. You loved knowing that all the men in the restaurant were watching you."
"I did, I really did. It's taken a while for me to get enough confidence to start doing it, but now I love wearing sexy clothes. I'm even wearing sexy clothes to work."
"How are those conservative attorneys you work for taking that?"
"So far they haven't said anything. I do notice them oogling me when they think I'm not watching them."
"You enjoy that, don't you."
"Michael I love it when men look at me. I love being a slut."
Jeanne leaned over. As she was about to put my cock back in her mouth we both noticed that it was starting to grow. She kissed it and said; "It looks like somebody's soldier is waking up again. Let's see if we can give it a little encouragement." She slipped my cock into her mouth and began sucking me in earnest.
The combination of the movie, Jeanne's naked breasts pressing against my thigh, our kinky conversation about watching her with another man and of course, her marvelously skilled blow job all combined to get me fully erect in less than a minute.
As soon as I was hard Jeanne looked up me and smiled. "It looks like you're ready for tonight's main event."
Laughing, I said; "I'm not sure I know what that means, but I'm definitely eager to find out."
"Michael dear, I told you earlier. Tonight you're going to fuck my ass."
"I remember you saying that, but I wasn't sure you were serious."
"Oh I am definitely serious. I really want to know what it feels like."
"Okay, what do we have to do? I've seen it in the movies. Sometimes they put in plugs to stretch you out a little."
Jeanne stood up, walked over to her purse, opened it and took out a small tube. I assumed it was lubricant. As she returned to the bed she said; "Tricia told me that as long as I liberally lube up my butt I'll be just fine."
"Tricia told you that? Is she into anal intercourse?"
"She loves it. Jodie's tried it too, but she's just so so about it. She doesn't mind it. She'll do it if a guy really wants to do it; but I don't think she'd ever initiate it. "
"But Tricia loves it." Laughing, I added; "Paul must be a pretty adventurous guy."
"In his own way, I guess that's true; but I'm fairly certain that Tricia has never let him do that with her."
"She hasn't? I don't understand. You just told me that Tricia loves anal sex. Paul is Tricia's fiancee."
"Michael I'm going to tell you something about Tricia and Paul, but you have to promise that you'll try to keep an open mind. Will you do that?"
"Of course."
"No Michael, I'm serious. I think this might be difficult for you. You have to promise."
"Okay, I promise."
"I told you before that Tricia has a boyfriend."
"Yes, Randy Parkman."
"She also dates other men."
"Yes, in fact you just told me that she's started dating older men."
"That's right. Michael, Randy Parkman and the other men Tricia dates are the men who get to fuck Tricia's rear, in fact they're the only men who get to fuck Tricia at all."
"You're telling me that Paul doesn't get to fuck Tricia, but other men do?"
"That's right."
"Then why is she planning to marry him?"
"She loves him."
"Jeanne, you're not making any sense."
"Michael, your oldest daughter is a dominant. Do you know what that means?"
"I think so, you're telling me that Tricia is a dominatrix."
"Kind of, but I don't think she'd ever use that term. For Tricia being a dominant is more of a lifestyle choice. Michael, Paul is a submissive. Tricia loves Paul, but he's not so much her boyfriend as her slave."
"Really?"
"Yes and Tricia refers to herself as a superior."
"Isn't that a little arrogant?"
"It's only within the context of the game they play. There are several other couples all into the same fantasy. Randy Parkman and his wife are part of the game too, only in their case Randy is the dominant and his wife Carol is the submissive."
"But it's just a game."
"That's what they call it, but they're pretty serious about it. In many ways Paul really is Tricia's slave. He does all the household chores; the cooking, the cleaning, the laundry, everything. He's not even allowed to work. His job is to take care of Tricia."
"And I gather that he doesn't get to have sex with Tricia."
"Not in the traditional way. He eats Tricia's pussy." Jeanne paused. After a moment she added, "And her ass." She watched me to see how I reacted to that.
I said, "Don't worry, I'm not shocked by that. Remember, I'm a dirty movie aficionado. That's pretty common in those movies."
"Really?"
"Yeah, if the person's clean it's really not that big a deal. In adult movies it's a frequent accompaniment to oral sex."
Jeanne laughed. "I thought I was more worldly than you, but I guess that's not completely true."
"I think you now have more practical experience than I do. Most of my knowledge was acquired vicariously."
"We can teach each other."
"That would be fun."
"I have to admit that you took the news about your oldest daughters kinky lifestyle rather well."
I shrugged. "I assume they're happy."
"I think they are. They certainly seem happy."
"They're not hurting anybody. It's their life. They get to live it anyway they want."
"Michael Nolan you are a truly remarkable man."
"I'm trying Jeanne, I really am."
Jeanne smiled at me. I smiled back at her. She kept smiling.
After a moment I said. "What?"
Still smiling, she said; "You took a shower just before I got here, correct?"
"Yes."
"And I took one right after I got here and you joined me."
"Yes."
"So we're both clean, right?"
"Yeah, that's right."
"Wanna try it? I'll do you first."
Chuckling, I said; "Jeanne the prude is definitely gone."
"She certainly is. So do you?"
"Sure, why not."
"Lie back on the pillows. I'm going to start by sucking you."
"Just a moment." I picked up my computer. After I set it on the desk I got back on the bed and lay back with my head on the pillows. "Okay."
Jeanne positioned herself between my parted thighs. As she wrapped her fingers around the shaft of my erection she said; "You still have to fuck my butt tonight. If you feel like you're going to cum warn me so I can stop."
"I will." I quickly added, "At least I'll try."
"I'll try to be careful too."
"Thanks."
Jeanne slipped my cock into her mouth, gave me a few quick sucks and moved down to my balls. I was certain that she was trying to make sure I didn't cum by accident.
She kept her fingers loosely wrapped around the shaft of my erect penis while she kissed and licked my balls. Afraid that I might cum, I focused all of my attention on maintaining control. I really wanted to avoid an accident.
Jeanne whispered, "Pull your hips up, it's time."
Both excited and anxious, I pulled my feet back and elevated my hips exposing my anus to Jeanne. She placed both hands under my butt cheeks and raised me even higher. I felt her tongue at the base of my ball sac. I held my breath. She moved lower. Her tongue was in the crack of my ass. She explored it. She found my anus. I felt her tongue circling it and then I realized that she was probing it. My wife of twenty-seven years, the woman who was too inhibited to suck my cock unless she'd been drinking, was licking my asshole.
It was a strange sensation. While it wasn't unpleasant, it wasn't particularly pleasurable either. I immediately grasped that this was a perceptual pleasure. There were nerve endings in the cock and the pussy that produced real physical gratification. The anus didn't have those nerve endings. The pleasure was derived from the participants perception of what was occurring. I was inclined to think that Trisha enjoyed it because she was a dominant. To her, receiving this pleasure was a validation of her position. I suspected that Paul enjoyed giving her this pleasure because it was an expression of his submission.
I was curious to hear Jeanne's reaction. My guess was that she was going to find both giving and receiving this pleasure exciting. At this point in her life she viewed herself as a libertine, a woman totally devoted to sexual gratification, a woman who was willing to try anything regardless of how daring or unconventional it might be.
I smiled to myself. Why not? Life can become awfully mundane. What's wrong with being daring and unconventional? Absolutely nothing. I relaxed and enjoyed the sensation of my wife's tongue in my ass.
After a moment Jeanne pulled away and moved back up next to me. She kissed me. I kissed her back. Knowing where her tongue had just been didn't bother me at all.
Jeanne asked, "Did you enjoy that?"
"I think so, let me do you and then let's talk about it."
"Okay." Jeanne rolled over and got up on her knees. "I think doing it like this will be easier."
As I positioned myself behind her I said, "I think you're right."
I took a moment to slowly lick Jeanne's cunt. Breathless with excitement, she said; "Just doing that is wonderful. Michael right now I'm so excited. This is so slutty."
I smiled. I knew my Jeanne. I gave her cunt three more long slow licks and then I moved up to the crack of her ass. As I did that I brought my right hand to her sex and started gently massaging it with my fingertips.
Jeanne gasped. "Oh my god Michael."
My tongue explored the full length of Jeanne's ass, but I carefully avoided her anus.
Giggling, she said; "You're teasing me."
I found her engorged clit and rubbed it gently with my thumb. At the same time I started placing soft kisses in the crack of Jeanne's ass. Slowly, methodically my kisses moved closer to her asshole. I could feel the tension in Jeanne's body build as she anticipated what I was about to do.
Still rubbing Jeanne's clit with my thumb, I pressed my lips to her anus and gave her a deep kiss. She shuddered. I extended my tongue and circled her. She emitted a low moan. I pushed my tongue into her. Jeanne cried, "Oh my god Michael, that is so nasty. I love it."
I pushed my tongue even deeper into her. I was every bit as excited as Jeanne. She was enjoying this and I was discovering that I loved giving her this pleasure. Jeanne pressed her ass into my face. Still rubbing her clit with my thumb, I closed my eyes and made out with her asshole.
Suddenly Jeanne arched her back and screamed. I kept my face buried in her ass while her entire body shook with pleasure.
Gradually Jeanne's orgasm subsided. She collapsed on the bed. I moved up and lay next to her. After a moment she kissed me and said; "That really was fun."
"Yes it was."
"Which did you enjoy more? Doing it or receiving it."
"I think doing it."
Really? Tell me why."
"You got so excited while I was doing it. I'm discovering that I enjoy giving you pleasure."
"You rubbed my clit while you were doing it. I think that made a difference. I didn't play with your cock because I was afraid I'd make you cum. I still want you to fuck my butt before we go to sleep."
I understand and you were right. If you'd stroked me I'm pretty sure I would have cum."
"After we shower in the morning I'll give you a blow job. I'll do it as part of the blow job and make you cum."
"I'd like that."
"I like giving pleasure too."
"I know you do."
"That's why I like going to Brady's Pub so much."
"I know that."
"I suppose you do. You know me pretty well. Does it bother you? You know, because I like to give other men pleasure."
"It did at first, but I'm getting used to the idea. Seeing you happy makes me happy."
"I promise that you'll always come first."
"Is that a pun?"
Jeanne giggled. "Yes, I guess it is."
I kissed Jeanne. She smiled, but then her smile disappeared. I watched her. It was obvious that she was thinking. Finally she said; "Michael I want to say something. I think it's important."
"Okay."
"I'm afraid that you might take it the wrong way and I don't want that."
"I'll try to listen to you and understand what you tell me. If you think it's important you do need to tell me. Remember, the only way this can work is if we're completely honest with each other."
Jeanne nodded and then she took a deep breath and said; "I understand why we fell in love, got married and are so happy with each other. We're very similar people. We care about each other and we're both usually considerate about each others feelings. I say usually because I really fucked up on this one."
I smiled.
Continuing, Jeanne said; "I think that's one of the reasons I enjoy dating other men."
I suddenly understood exactly what Jeanne was trying to say and I had to admit that it made perfect sense to me. It actually helped me understand and accept what she was doing.
"Jeanne I think you're telling me that both of us are givers and once in a while you'd like to have sex with a man who's a taker so you can focus all of your attention on pleasing him."
Jeanne considered that. After a moment she said; "That's exactly what I was trying to explain. Is that all right? I mean I wouldn't want that all the time. You're a wonderful, caring lover. I love you and sex with you is always magnificent, but once in a while it would be fun to have sex with a really demanding man."
"Yes, it's all right. In fact it helps me understand what you're doing."
"Really?"
"Yes, it makes sense to me."
"Thank you Michael, thank you for having such an open mind."
"So tell me, is Trent Peters a demanding sex partner?"
Jeanne stared at me. Suddenly realizing that she thought I was upset, I said; "Jeanne I'm not angry."
"Okay, but you have to understand that the last time we talked about him you hung up on me."
"Yes, I'm sorry about that. There are still going to be times when my emotions get the better of me. Also, the sex we've enjoyed this evening has helped me a lot. I don't feel as neglected as I did before."
Jeanne nodded. "That's why I knew I had to come out here. I had to make sure you knew that I found you sexually desirable."
I smiled. "You've done a pretty good job of that."
Jeanne smiled back at me.
I said, "So tell me, is Trent Peters a demanding lover?"
"Michael, are you sure that you're not angry."
"Yes, I'm positive."
"Then I don't understand, why are you asking me about him?"
"Do you remember what I said to you during our telephone call last night? It was just before you told me about Trent Peters."
"We talked about a lot of things, but the call ended so disastrously that I've forgotten most of it. After you hung up all I could think about was how to find a way to talk to you again."



"I'm sorry, I told you earlier; sometimes my emotions are going to overwhelm me. I'm trying to keep that from happening, but once in a while things get out of hand."
"I know and I understand. Actually I think you're doing a commendable job of keeping your emotions in check. We also have to remember that I'm the cause of all these problems. I think you're entitled to an occasional outburst of anger."
"We're both trying."
"Yes we are. Please refresh my memory. What did you tell me last night?"
"I told you that I thought that we need to try to use the time we're apart to address some of the problems that are likely to occur after I return. I explained that I'm reasonably certain that eventually you'll find men that you enjoy both sexually and socially. When that happens you're going to want to see them regularly. That's going to be hard for me. I'm going to need some opportunities to get used to it."
"Yes, I remember now. You want me to find a boyfriend right away so you can have a chance to get used to the idea while you're still away from home. That's why I told you about Trent."
"That's right, it's much easier to get used to something when it's not occurring right in front of you."
"But you want me to tell you about him. You want to hear about my dates with him."
"I need to hear about every detail. I need to hear you tell me how much you're enjoying him. It's the only way I can get used to the idea."
"It's a little like the fantasy games that Ruth and David are playing. I'm fairly certain that eventually Ruth is going to start dating. When that happens the fantasy games will have helped David prepare for the real thing." Jeanne sighed. "That's what I should have done with you. I should have been playing fantasy sex games with you for the past year."
"I would have enjoyed them, but were you ready to play games like that a year ago?"
"No, I don't think I was. Still I should have waited to start dating until we'd had a chance to play those games for awhile."
"That may be true, but it didn't happen; so now we have to do it this way."
"Okay, I understand. You need to hear about Trent Peters."
"Do you want to start dating him?"
"Yes, I think I do."
"Then you need to tell me about him. We need to be able to talk openly about him."
"What do you want to hear? I already told you how I met him."
"Yes, and you told me about sucking his cock while he was sitting on the couch in our living room."
"That was when you got upset."
"Yes it was, but now that I've been treated to a couple of your blow jobs I don't feel quite so neglected."
"I'm glad I came out here."
"I am too. When you sucked Trent's cock did you make him cum?"
"Yes, I'm learning that most guys cum pretty quickly the first time. When I'm with a guy I try to make him cum right away. That way when he starts fucking me he can last a little longer."
"I assume that you let Trent fuck you."
Jeanne stared at me. After a moment she said; "You just called him Trent. In fact you called him that twice. You always call Derek Fischer, Fischer."
"I was angry at Fischer. I don't have any reason to be angry with Trent Peters."
"Is it because you've had a chance to get used to the idea that I'm letting other men fuck me?"
"I suppose that is it."
"I'm beginning to grasp what you're trying to do. The more we talk about all of this the easier it gets for you. Do you think there's a chance that you'll eventually reach a point where you actually do enjoy it?"
"I think it's possible. I am a voyeur. It definitely appeals to that part of my personality."
"Would you like to hear more?"
"Yes."
"After I sucked him..."
"Jeanne before you go on can I ask you a question?"
"Certainly."
"When Trent orgasmed did you let him cum in your mouth?"
"No Michael, he ejaculated on my tits. You're the only man I'll ever let cum in my mouth." Jeanne quickly added, "That's not just because I love you, it's also a health issue. I don't want a stranger's semen in my mouth."
"That makes sense. You were about to tell me what you did after you finished giving him a blow job."
"We moved into Tricia's old room."
"Are you going to redecorate it?'
"Are you sure that's all right with you?"
"I want you to do it. I was even planning to buy you an erotic painting to hang on the wall."
"Really?"
"Would you like that? Maybe you'd rather pick out your own paintings."
"I can have more than one painting and I really would like to have a painting that you selected for me."
"Would you like to go to some art galleries tomorrow? We can pick out a painting together and have it shipped home."
"Michael I really would like that."
"Then we'll do it. Now back to Trent. What happened when you got to Tricia's room."
"We quickly undressed. We were both pretty excited. As soon as we were in bed Trent went down on me."
"Was he good?"
"Not as good as you are. I don't think he enjoys doing it as much as you do. I think he mostly did it so that I'd be nice and wet when he fucked me."
"Of course."
"He only ate me for about a minute, then he climbed on top of me and pushed his cock into my cunt."
"Was he good at fucking?"
Jeanne nodded. "He was wond..." She stopped herself in mid sentence. "I'm sorry Michael, I didn't mean to say that."
"Why not? If it's true I want you to say it. Jeanne we have to be able to be honest with each other. It would be naive of me to believe that I'll always be better than all the other men you date. Actually I hope that's not the case. If you're going to do this I want you to experience some wonderful sex."
"Thank you Michael." Jeanne paused. She thought for a moment and then she said; "It's not that Trent is better than you are Michael. You're both accomplished sex partners. You're both good, it's just that you're different. Tonight sex with you was a wonderful shared experience. It was magical. The night I was with Trent he took me. He controlled me. It felt like he was using me. I certainly wouldn't want only that. I need the magical sex that we had tonight, but once in a while it's fun to be taken."
I nodded. "I'm a giver, Trent's a taker."
"I think that's right. You're different people. You have different temperaments."
"I'll bet Trent would love it if you licked his ass while you were giving him a blow job."
"I'm sure he would, but it won't happen. That's a pleasure that I intend to reserve solely for you."
"Why? I don't actually enjoy it that much. I'd rather lick your ass. If you want to reserve something for just me that's what I'd like."
Jeanne smiled. "You are a giver."
"Yes I am."
"But I don't think you're submissive, at least not like Paul is to Tricia."
Chuckling, I said; "No that's not me." I paused for a moment and considered what Jeanne had just said. Finally I said; "I've never really thought about that. While I love watching adult movies I've never been particularly interested in the female domination movies and there are a lot of them out there."
"Really?"
"I think it's a pretty common fantasy for men."
"David is starting to express some submissive desires to Ruth."
"She told you that?"
"We talk all the time."
"How does she feel about David being submissive?"
"She's pretty excited about it."
"Really?"
"Ruth has told me a little about what she was like before she married David. Believe me Michael, she was not a prude."
"She was pretty wild."
"Before she met David she was dating a guy named Nick Granger."
"She mentioned him in an email."
"They were pretty adventurous. She told me they did quite a bit of swinging."
"I never would have guessed that."
"She loves David. After she met him she left all of that behind her. Now that they've started this fantasy game I'm pretty sure that it's just a matter of time before Ruth starts dating other men. I also think that like Tricia, she has a strong dominant streak. I think she's going to take full advantage of David's submissive inclinations."
"You're telling me that it won't be long before she's wearing the pants in the family."
"I think that's always been the case. No, I'm talking about more than that. I think that David is gradually going to become Ruth's servant."
"They have two kids. How will that work?"
"They'll keep it toned down around the kids."
"So do you have a dominant streak?"
"Do you want me to have one?"
"Are you asking me again if I have submissive desires."
"You told me you didn't, but then it seemed like you started waffling."
"I'm pretty sure I don't, at least not a very significant streak. I don't think it's a case of you are or you aren't. It's more like a continuum. I'll never be way out there with Paul or David, but I probably lean a little bit to the submissive side." I smiled. "I could easily spend weeks with my face buried in your cunt. I also loved licking your ass tonight and I was pretty so so about having my ass licked."
"Weeks with your face buried in my cunt, now that's a tantalizing prospect. I'll remember that when you finally do come home." Jeanne winked at me.
I winked back and then I said; "I think my real kink is voyeurism."
"You do love your adult movies."
"You still haven't answered my question. Do you have a dominant streak?"
"Not really. I think I'm like you, I maybe lean just a little bit to the submissive side of the continuum; but not very much. I loved licking your ass tonight, but I also loved it when you licked my ass. Right now I think I just like doing anything that's slutty and nasty."
Grinning, I said; "You're a slut and I'm a voyeur."
"We make a great pair, don't we."
"Yes we do."
For a moment we smiled at each other, but then Jeanne's smile vanished. She looked at me with a serious expression and said; "Michael, were you serious when you told me that you wouldn't mind if I licked Trent's ass?"
"Do you think you'd enjoy doing that?"
"Michael please don't get mad, but when I think about doing it to him my pussy absolutely gushes."
"It would be pretty slutty, wouldn't it."
"It really would."
"After your date will you promise to call me and tell me all about it?"
Jeanne laughed. "Yes Mr. Voyeur, I'll call you and tell you every nasty little detail."
"Is that a promise?"
"Of course."
"Then as soon as you get home you'd better call Trent and invite him over to the house for an evening of hot sex."
"You're sure you're okay with that?"
"Yes I am, and if you wouldn't mind I'd like to make a suggestion about what you might do when he gets there?"
"Really?"
"Yup."
"Okay, go ahead."
"I think you should have him sit on the couch just like you did the last time he was there, only this time as soon as he's seated you should take off his shoes, his socks, his pants and his underwear and then you should stand up and do a little strip tease for him."
"Michael!"
"Are you telling me that you wouldn't enjoy doing that?"
Jeanne sheepishly answered; "No, in fact it's an unbelievably exciting idea."
"I thought it would be. After all you are a slut."
Giggling, Jeanne said; "Yes I am."
"And you'd like to be Trent Peter's slut, wouldn't you."
"Would that be okay?"
"Do you promise that you'll still love me?"
"Oh fuck yes! I'll love you more than ever. You'll be the most wonderful husband in the entire world."
"That works for me."
Jeanne kissed me hard on the lips. I kissed her back. After we kissed we held each other. As we held each other Jeanne whispered, "Michael Nolan, you're the only man I'll ever love."
"I believe that Jeanne, I really do."
We held each other for a few minutes and then Jeanne sat up, reached over to the bedside table and picked up the tube of lubricant that she'd taken from her purse earlier. After handing it to me, she rolled over onto her stomach and said; "Will you lube me up."
Chuckling, I said; "I'd be happy to do it."
Jeanne has a gorgeous ass. I looked at it for a moment and then deciding that it wouldn't hurt to give her a quick kiss, I set the tube of lubricant on the bed, spread her ass cheeks, bent over and planted my lips on her anus.
Giggling Jeanne said; "That feels good, but it's not what your supposed to be doing."
Ignoring Jeanne, I pushed my tongue into her asshole. She cooed, "Michael, that really does feel good."
I gave her several deep licks and then I sat up and said; "Sorry, I couldn't resist."
"Baby, as far as I'm concerned, you can do that anytime the mood strikes you."
"I'll remember that while we're touring San Francisco tomorrow."
Jeanne burst out laughing. "Are you suggesting that we might occasionally slip off to a ladies room for a little fun?"
"It sounds like a good idea to me."
Still laughing, Jeanne said; "I can just imagine telling a woman who's impatiently knocking on a stall door. Just a minute ma'am. We'll be out as soon as my husband's finished licking my ass."
"This is San Francisco. She probably wouldn't bat an eye."
Rolling her eyes Jeanne said; "Enough silly chit chat, grab that lube and grease me up. I'm ready to get fucked in the ass."
I picked up the lube. Both of us were giggling. I pulled Jeanne's cheeks apart and squirted a generous amount onto her asshole.
Jeanne said, "That feels weird."
I started rubbing the lube around her anus with my fingertips.
"Ooo, but that feels good."
I squeezed some lube onto my finger and pushed it into her. It slipped in easily.
"That feels really good."
I added some more lube and pushed a second finger into Jeanne.
She said, "That feels really really good."
I pushed a third finger into her and started fucking her.
"Oh my god Michael, that feels amazing."
"Are your ready to try my cock?"
"Oh yes."
I pulled my fingers out if Jeanne's ass and rubbed the excess lube onto my cock. Then I squeezed some more lube onto the head and rubbed it in with my hand. Once I was ready I said, "How do you want to do this?"
"I was hoping you knew. You watch all the dirty movies."
"Those are porn stars. They're doing it as much for camera angle as comfort. A lot of times they start out with the woman on top, but from what you told me Trent's probably going to want to be on top."
"I'll start out on top. This is my first time. Before I worry about anything else I need to find out how it feels to take a cock in my ass."
"That makes sense."
"Lie back. I'll start out facing you. I think I'll be able to control what's happening better that way."
"Okay."
Jeanne sat up, turned so that she was facing me and straddled my hips. After taking a moment to get comfortable she reached behind her and took hold of my erection.
I smiled.
She said, "You like it when I hold your cock, don't you."
"Damn right."
"Let's see how you like this." She slowly sat back.
I felt her rub the head of my cock in the crack of her ass. After finding her asshole she held my erection in place, sat back and slowly guided it into her anus.
Jeanne was so well lubed that I easily slipped into her. Still, she continued to move slowly. As she gradually took more of my cock she smiled at me.
Smiling back, I said; "How does it feel?"
"Weird, how does it feel for you?"
"Actually pretty good."
"Are you ready? I'm going to take the rest of it."
"Go for it."
Jeanne sat back. Suddenly the full length of my cock slipped into her asshole.
Gasping, she said; "Oh my."
"Are you still okay?"
"Oh yes."
"Does it feel good?"
"It does." Jeanne started to move up and down on me. "How does that feel?"
"Wonderful"
"I like it too, but now I'm ready to try a more daring position."
"One that Trent's going to like."
"Is that okay?"
"Definitely, what would you like to try?"
"I want to be on my back."
"I'll have to kneel and you'll have to pull your legs up."
"Okay, let's try it." Jeanne rolled off of me, lay back and spread her legs.
As I moved into position between them I leaned down and gave her cunt a quick kiss.
She giggled. "I like it when you kiss me there."
"I like it too."
Jeanne pulled her legs back opening her ass to me. Laughing, she said; "I'm glad I still go to the gym five days a week. I need to be limber to do this."
"Are you ready?"
"Yes."
I pushed my cock into Jeanne's ass. I moved slowly. She whispered, "That feels nice."
As soon as I was all the way inside her I asked, "Can I start fucking you?"
"Yes, but be gentle. I'm still a little nervous about this."
"Don't worry, I'll be careful, slow dancing only." I started fucking Jeanne's ass with a slow easy rhythm.
"Michael, that feels nice."
I picked up Jeanne's hand and placed her fingers on her cunt. She grinned. "What a good idea." She started rubbing her clit. I matched the motion of my hips to the rhythm of her fingers. We danced together. Our excitement started to build.
Suddenly Jeanne stopped and said; "I want you to take me from behind."
"Will Trent want that?"
"Yes, I think he will."
"Then let's try it." I pulled out of Jeanne. As she rolled over I asked, "Is Trent a tall man?"
"He's about the same height as you."
"Try lying on your stomach. It may not work, but let's try it."
Jeanne lay flat. Straddling her, I leaned forward so I was lying halfway on top of her and then I pushed my cock back into her ass. As I started fucking her I asked, "How is this?"
"It's comfortable, but I'd like to try it on my knees. Will you be able to reach me?"
"I think I can if I half stand. Let's try it." I pulled out of Jeanne. She raised up on her hands and knees. I quickly figured out that if I stood on one leg and kneeled on the other I could comfortably slip my cock back into her ass.
I started fucking Jeanne again. At the same time she balanced on one hand so that she could rub her clit with the fingers of the other hand.
Once again our excitement started to build. Jeanne whispered, "Faster and harder! Take me! Fuck me!"
I started fucking her harder
"Yes, that's what I want. Fuck me! Fuck my asshole!"
I felt the sensations of pleasure building in my loins. Suddenly Jeanne arched her back and screamed. "Yes! Fuck my ass!"
As the waves of orgasmic pleasure rolled through Jeanne I pulled my cock out of her rear and jacked myself off on her butt cheeks. As Jeanne's orgasm subsided she collapsed on the bed. I lay down next to her.
For a moment we both lay in contented silence. Finally Jeanne turned to me and asked, "Did you enjoy that?"
Nodding, I said; "I did, but honestly I enjoy fucking your pussy more."
Jeanne smiled. "Me too. Why did you pull out? why didn't you cum inside me?"
"I don't know much about this. I was afraid that if I came inside you I might be giving you a semen enema."
"Thank you, I appreciate the concern. I don't know either. That won't be an issue with Trent. He'll have to wear a condom."
"It was fun experimenting with you."
"That was fun." Jeanne sighed. "Michael, I'm sorry that we haven't been experimenting like this for the past year."
"It's okay, that wasn't an attempt to make you feel guilty. I understand why you weren't experimenting with me. I just wanted you to know that I enjoyed doing it."
"Me too. After we shower tomorrow morning would you like to do some experimenting with oral sex? We can take turns doing each other and discussing what we like and don't like."
"That would be fun."
"Michael, I'm really tired. Would it be all right with you if we go to sleep now?"
"Yes, that would be fine, it's been an exciting day and you also had a two hour time change."
"That's right, I did. No wonder I'm so tired."
"I'll get you a towel. Between the lube and my cum I think you must be kind of messy."
"Thank you, that would be nice."
I hurried into the bathroom, found a towel for Jeanne and quickly returned to the bed. She was just barely awake. I pulled down the covers, wiped her clean as best I could and tossed the towel on the desk.



As I climbed into bed next to Jeanne she whispered, "Michael, I'm sorry I fucked up our life."
After pulling up the covers, I said; "Jeanne you didn't fuck up or life, in fact I'm starting to believe that you spiced it up."
"I hope that's true."
I gently kissed Jeanne's forehead and whispered, "I love you Jeanne."
She murmured, "I love you too Michael" and then she was asleep.
I kissed her again, draped my arm across her shoulder and was asleep in seconds.
The next morning I was awake at 6:30. Jeanne was still sound asleep so I quietly dressed and slipped out of the motel room. There was a Starbucks eight blocks away. I bought two large coffees, two bottles of orange juice and two sweet rolls.
When I returned to the motel room Jeanne was awake. She was sitting at the desk naked typing on my computer.
As I set the coffee, juice and sweet rolls on the desk next to her I said; "I have to admit that when I walk into my motel room I love finding a beautiful naked woman typing on my computer."
Jeanne laughed. "And I have to admit that I love a handsome man who brings me coffee, orange juice and a sweet roll in the morning."
"Good morning Jeanne."
"Good morning Michael"
"Any good emails?"
"I remind you that I don't know your email address."
"It's a Yahoo account." I gave Jeanne the address.
She logged on to Yahoo and typed in the address. "What's your password?"
I gave it to her. As she typed it in she said; "Your openness about your email account suggests that you're no longer going to be incommunicado."
"I'm sorry Jeanne. I was hurt. I needed some time alone to heal."
"I understand. I'm sorry I hurt you."
Jeanne picked up one of the bottles of orange juice. As she took a sip she said; "You have an email from Ruth."
"You can open it."
"Are you sure? Michael, I was out line when I asked you for your password. I was being intrusive. I'm sorry, I'm just so eager to be part of your life again."
"Jeanne you're my wife. You have every right to be part of my life."
"Do I Michael? I worry that I may have forsaken that when I decided to start dating."
"No Jeanne, you didn't. I very much want you to be part of my life."
Jeanne sighed, "We're both feeling a little insecure right now, aren't we."
"Yes we are, but I don't want that. I want us to start trusting each other again."
"I want that too."
"Trust starts with the little things. Why don't you go ahead and open Ruth's email."
"Okay."
"Would you read it aloud."
"Of course." After taking another sip of her orange juice, Jeanne read; "Dear Michael, everything is going well at the office. Bernie Kyle is turning out to be an excellent assistant for Jason. When you return I hope that we can find a permanent place for him with the firm."
Looking up at me, Jeanne said; "That's good news, isn't it?"
"Yes it is."
Jeanne continued. "Did Jeanne arrive in San Francisco yesterday? Michael she was devastated about your telephone call Wednesday evening. She was desperate to talk to you. If she did get there I hope you didn't send her away. I believe that she really does love you. She calls me twice a day to find out if I have any news about you."
I was watching Jeanne. She looked up at me. There was a tear running down her cheek. I got two tissues from the box on the bedside table and brought them to her. As she dried her eyes I kissed her forehead and whispered, "I love you too."
"Michael, I'm so confused. I love you so much and I'm afraid I'm pushing you away. I don't want to lose you, but I need to do this. This is the life I want, but I want it with you."
"We're both trying to work it out. We're talking now. That will help."
"I'm so glad I came out here."
"I am too."
"Would you like to hear the rest of Ruth's email?"
"Yes." I kissed Jeanne again and then I sat down on the edge of the bed.
Jeanne started reading again. "I'm beginning to understand Jeanne's new life style choice. David and I are still playing our game and he's becoming increasingly frank about his desire to see me date another man. He's actually encouraging me to renew my acquaintance with Nick Granger. If you remember, I mentioned Nick in an earlier email. He was the man I was dating when I met David. While Nick was fabulous in bed and it was fun to spend time with him, he was lazy and irresponsible. There was no way I would have ever considered marrying him. Still I had fun with him and now David is making it clear that he not only wouldn't mind if I started dating Nick again, it would excite him."
Jeanne paused to take another sip of her orange juice and then she continued. "I was having a hard time understanding how David could actually be urging me to date another man. I was even wondering if he was trying to get rid of me, but then he showed me the web sites. Michael there are an amazing number of web sites about this life style. It even has a name. It's called cuckolding or wife sharing. Apparently this is a common male fantasy. In a cuckold relationship a wife is free to date other men and she does it with her husband's blessing. The wives are called hot wives and their husband are their cuckolds. At first the term cuckold seemed like a disparaging name to me, but as I read the stories and articles on the web sites I realized that the men who have this fantasy don't view it that way."
I asked Jeanne, "Did you know about these web sites?"
Pausing, Jeanne looked at me and nodded. "Tricia showed them to me. Since that evening when I announced that I was going to start dating Derek Fischer, this is the first time we've really had a chance to talk. I haven't told you about them because I thought we had more important things to discuss."
"I agree."
"Would you like to hear the rest of Ruth's email?"
"Yes."
Jeanne started reading again. "After looking at the web sites together David told me that he wants to be my cuckold. He said that he doesn't understand it. He knows that this isn't something husbands are supposed to want, but he does want it. We stayed up almost the entire night talking. He told me he knows that I love him and he loves me too. It would just be sex and he hopes that both of us will enjoy it. Michael, I have to admit that I'm intrigued by the idea. Sex with Nick Granger was incredible. Being able to occasionally enjoy him and still have the love and security I get from David would be wonderful. Still, I'm scared. I love David. I love our life together. I'm afraid that this could blow up and destroy everything.
Life certainly can be complicated.
Please email me and let me know what's happening with you and Jeanne.
Love
Ruth"
Jeanne looked at me and smiled. "She's right about that, life certainly can be complicated."
"That's the truth."
"Michael, before you look at the web sites I need to warn you about something."
"Okay."
"Many of the stories and articles on those sites have a strong dominant submissive tone to them. The hot wives are often dominant and their cuckold husbands are often submissive."
"You mean like Tricia and Paul."
"Yes and I think maybe David too. Ruth has said some things to me that make me believe that."
"You're worried that the dominant submissive part of the stories might bother me."
"Yes."
I thought for a moment and then I said; "Yesterday morning it might have, but I don't think it will now. Our discussion last night helped me a lot. I'm starting to look at all of this from a new perspective. Jeanne I've always been a sexually oriented man. Ever since I was a teenager I've enjoyed erotica in all its forms."
Jeanne giggled, "You mean dirty stories, dirty pictures and dirty movies. I know that Michael. Last night I told you that it used to bother me, but it doesn't anymore. Now I'm happy that you enjoy all of that."
"That's what I'm talking about. For most of our married life you were rather inhibited."
"You mean I was a prude."
Laughing, I said; "Okay you were a prude, but you're not a prude anymore. Suddenly you've become a sexually adventurous woman."
"You mean a slut, I turned into a slut."
Still laughing, I said; "You enjoy being direct, don't you."
"Yes I do." Jeanne was grinning.
"That's what I'm finding so exciting about our new life. You've become so open and direct. You enjoy sex. Suddenly our life is filled with adventure. I don't think I'm submissive, but reading about people who enjoy that fantasy will be fun. Being able to discuss it with you will be even more fun."
"Michael I'm glad you feel that way. I wish you'd come home with me."
Shaking my head, I said, "I wish I could; but I can't, not yet."
"I understand. You still need time to process all of this and you're right, I need more time too."
"We still have all day today, all day tomorrow and Sunday morning."
Jeanne nodded. "And I want to enjoy every minute of that time."
"Let's answer Ruth's email and then if I remember correctly, we were going to take a shower together. "
"That was the plan and after our shower I believe we were planning to do a little experimenting with oral sex."
"I'm quite certain you're correct. Let's write to Ruth."
"Okay."
I stood behind Jeanne while she typed.
"Dear Ruth
I did get here. Michael and I had a wonderful evening. We talked and fucked until well after midnight. This morning we're going to spend an hour or two investigating the joys of oral sex and then we're going sight seeing and shopping. Michael has offered to help me select some erotic art for my new playroom.
Michael and I were both pleased to hear about the new developments in your sexual fantasies and role playing. It sounds like you and David are having fun.
We understand your concerns about taking your fantasies to the next level. Be cautious, take your time. You don't have to rush into anything. Thoroughly discuss each decision you make. I wish I'd spent more time talking to Michael before I started dating other men."
Keep us posted on what's happening.
Love
Jeanne and Michael"
Jeanne asked, "How's that?"
"It's perfect, send it."
After sending the email Jeanne said, "Let's finish our coffee and rolls and then it will be time for our shower."
"I like this plan."
We took a long hot shower together. Jeanne washed me. I washed her. After drying each other we jumped into bed and started playing. We took turns going down on each other. We talked about what was pleasing and what wasn't. It was fun to be so open.
For a grand finale I licked Jeanne's ass while I rubbed her clit. After she orgasmed she licked my ass while she masturbated me to a climax. It was a wonderful way to start the day.
We spent the rest of the morning and the early afternoon shopping and sight seeing. In The Castro we found a number of shops selling a wide variety of erotica. While much of it was gay oriented there was also quite a bit of heterosexual art and jewelry. The merchants in The Castro didn't discriminate.
In one of the shops we found a anklet with a heart shaped charm that had the initials H W inscribed on it. I purchased it for Jeanne. As I was putting it on her I asked, "which ankle?" Jeanne and the shop clerk agreed that it should go on the her left ankle. That was generally accepted as a sign that she was available.
Once I'd fastened the anklet the clerk said, "I have another piece of jewelry that might interest you." He opened a display case behind the counter and took out a silver neck chain with a round silver pendant attached to it. He handed it to Jeanne.
She looked at it. Smiling, she showed it to me. One side of the pendant had an engraved drawing of a pair of shapely female legs in nylon stockings The phrase; "I love it when she's naughty" was inscribed on the opposite side.
Jeanne asked. "Would you wear this?"
I laughed, but then realizing that Jeanne was serious, I asked; "Can I wear it under my shirt?"
Obviously surprised that I'd even consider wearing it, Jeanne said; "Of course."
Shrugging, I said; "Sure, why not."
"Really?"
"If it's under my shirt the only people who'll see it will be people who understand." Still laughing I added. "Right now that's a pretty small group."
Giggling, Jeanne turned to the shop clerk and said, "We'll take it."
I handed him my credit card. As he was processing it Jeanne slipped the chain over my head. As she tucked the pendant under my shirt she whispered, "I am so hot right now."
I winked at her and then I turned to the clerk and signed the credit card slip.
In the next block we found a store that specialized in erotic art. Jeanne and I picked out several prints and arranged to have them framed and shipped home.
We spent the rest of the day sight seeing. That evening we had dinner at The Cliff House.
After dinner Jeanne asked, "That golf course you like so much, does it have a parking lot?"
"It does."
"Is it dark and deserted?"
"Right now it is."
"Let's go there."
We drove to the golf course and parked in a dark corner of the lot. Jeanne pulled her seat forward and got out of my Escape. "Pull your seat all the way forward and get in the back seat with me."
Realizing what was about to happen I excitedly pulled the driver's seat forward and joined Jeanne in the back seat.
As soon as we were settled, she unbuttoned her blouse and whispered, "Unfasten my brassiere so you can play with my tits."
Slipping my hands under Jeanne's blouse; I reached behind her and unclasped her brassiere, freeing her large breasts. At the same time Jeanne unbuckled my belt, pulled down my zipper, opened my trousers and pulled my erect cock out of my boxer shorts.
As she bent over Jeanne said, "This is how I do it behind Brady's Pub." And then she slipped my cock into her mouth and started sucking me.
I closed my eyes and played with Jeanne's breasts while I imagined her in a dark parking lot behind a noisy pick up bar doing this same thing with a man she'd just met. At that moment I loved having a slut wife.
I was excited. It wasn't long before the sensations of pleasure began building in my loins. Sensing my growing excitement Jeanne sucked me even more vigorously. I gasped as my first spurt of semen erupted into Jeanne's mouth. She kept sucking me.
After I finished ejaculating Jeanne took my softening penis out her mouth and sat up. She smiled at me. Her lower lip was coated with my fresh semen. "I love sucking your cock. I wish I hadn't wasted all those years as an uptight prude."
Smiling back at her, I said; "You'll just have to make up for lost time." and then I kissed her. After we kissed I took out my handkerchief and wiped my cum off of both of your faces.
As I was putting my handkerchief away Jeanne said; "I'm still surprised that you're willing to do that."
"You mean kiss you when your lips are coated with my cum."
"Yes."
"It doesn't bother you, so it shouldn't bother me either."
"You really do have an open mind about sex."
Chuckling, I said; "It's the result of a life time spent reading quality pornography."
Jeanne laughed. "I wish I'd been reading it with you."
"I wish you had too."
For a moment we looked at each other wistfully and then I said; "Let's go back to the motel."
Grinning, Jeanne said; "Wanna fuck me when we get back there?"
"Damn right."
Jeanne opened her door. As she got out of the back seat she said, "Let's go. I've got an itch that needs serious scratching."
As soon as we were both settled in the front seats I started my Escape and drove out of the deserted golf course parking lot.
On the way back to the motel, Jeanne asked; "Did you enjoy that?"
"Very much, it's easy to understand why you enjoy going to Brady's"
"Does it bother you that I do that?"
I considered Jeanne's question for a moment and then I said; "Not really, after experiencing it I realize that it's pretty impersonal. It really is nothing more than lust in its purest form."
"I'm glad you feel that way."
"Want to know something else."
"Definitely."
"While you were doing it I was imagining you doing it to a strange man behind Brady's"
"Really?"
"Yeah."
"Michael, that is so hot."
Taking a quick glance at Jeanne I smiled and said; "What can I say? At heart I'm a voyeur."
"And I'm a slut. The two kinks go together rather nicely, don't they."
"I'm beginning to realize that."
As soon as we got into our motel Jeanne said, "Take off your sports coat and sit down on the edge of the bed."
"Why?"
"Please, just humor me."
"Okay." I took off my sports jacket, hung it in the closet and then I sat on the edge of the bed.
Once I was settled Jeanne kneeled at my feet. As soon as she started removing my shoes and socks I knew what she was planning to do. Smiling up at me she said, "If you want me to do this with Trent you're going to have to let me do it for you first."
"I like this plan a lot." I was laughing.
After removing my shoes and socks Jeanne took off my trousers and boxer shorts. My cock was already erect again. She laid my trousers neatly across the desk and then she turned and said, "I don't have any music."
"That's okay, we can pretend."
Jeanne smiled and then she started swaying her hips to the beat of an imaginary song. Staring into my eyes, she slowly unbuttoned her black satin blouse and pulled it open exposing her black lace brassiere. After dancing with her blouse open for a few seconds she slipped it off of her shoulders, tossed it on the desk and continued dancing. Now she was wearing only her brassier, skirt, high heels and lingerie.
Enchanted, I watched. This was a voyeur's dream.
Lasciviously licking her lips, Jeanne reached behind her back and unclasped her brassiere. For a moment she held the cups in place while she danced for me and then slowly, tantalizingly she inched them off until her gorgeous breasts were fully exposed.
For a moment Jeanne waved her brassiere above her head while she danced topless for me and then she tossed it across the room. As it landed on top of the dresser she reached down, grasped the hem of her skirt and began hiking it up her nylon stocking covered thighs. Once again she moved slowly, deliberately; her hips and her pendulous breasts swaying to the beat of the imaginary music.
I watched, but as I watched a thought crept into my mind. The previous evening I'd suggested to Jeanne that she do this for Trent Peters. A moment ago she told me that before she could do this for Trent she wanted to do it for me. My wife of twenty-seven years was planning to perform this same dance for another man. I was suddenly flooded with a myriad of emotions. Jealousy and hurt came first, but they were quickly overwhelmed by lust and what I could only call a form of voyeurism. I realized that knowing my wife would soon be doing this in front of another man made it even more exciting for me.
For a brief moment I felt ashamed about my perverted attitude, but the utter thrill of what I was watching and thinking quickly vanquished my feelings of self-reproach. Instead I said, "Trent is going to love this."
Jeanne stopped and stared at me. After a moment she started to say, "Michael, I'm doing this for you, not..." But then she stopped herself. Noticing the unabashed lust in my eyes, she said; "That makes it more exciting for you, doesn't it?"
Shame started to worm its way back into my psyche. I looked away. Understanding how fragile I was Jeanne sat down next to me and whispered; "It's all right. This is who we are. I'm a slut and you're a voyeur. There's nothing to be ashamed about. In fact it makes us a perfect match for each other. We're both going to enjoy this new lifestyle."
Nodding, I said; "I know that, but it's still going to take time before I'm fully comfortable with these feelings."
"You have a life time of conditioning to overcome."



"I do."
"But you will be able to overcome your inhibitions just like I overcame mine." Jeanne quickly added; "Michael, when we're together I promise you that you're going to enjoy the best sex any man has ever experienced."
"I already am. This weekend has been fantastic."
"And it's still only Friday night."
Grinning, I said; "I know that."
"Do you want me to continue my dance?"
My confidence restored, I said; "Yes I do."
"Would like me to dance for you, or should I show you how I'm going to dance for Trent?"
Rattled by the directness of Jeanne's question, I grinned at her stupidly.
She giggled. "This is hard for you, isn't it."
I nodded.
In a soft, gentle voice Jeanne asked; "Would you like me to show you how I'm going to dance for Trent. It's okay, it's kinky, but so what? In fact I think that makes it even more fun."
Jeanne had been my soul mate for twenty-seven years. Despite everything that had recently happened I loved her and I would continue to love her for the rest of my life. She understood me. When I was down she knew how to raise my spirits. When I was feeling insecure she knew how to boost my confidence.
Her soothing voice calmed me. I knew what I wanted and I also knew that I didn't need to be ashamed to admit it to this wonderful woman. Smiling, I said; "I'd like you to show me how you're going to dance for Trent."
Lasciviously licking my ear, Jeanne whispered; "Michael, you cannot believe how excited you just made me."
Jeanne stood and started moving to the beat of the imaginary music again. More excited than ever, I watched intently.
As she once again started inching her skirt up her thighs she said; "I'm going to tease him Michael. I'm going to try to drive him crazy with lust.
Staring at the hem of her skirt as it slowly moved up Jeanne's thighs, I said; "You're doing a good job of it."
Turning around Jeanne bent slightly at the waist. As she swayed her hips to the imaginary rhythm she pulled the hem of her skirt up over her rear exposing the gorgeous cheeks of her ass. She was wearing a black lace thong.
I stared.
"Do you think Trent will like my ass?"
"I'm sure he will."
"Do you think he'll want to fuck it?"
"Oh yes."
"Should I let him do it?"
"Do you want him to do it?"
"You know I do."
"Then you should let him do it"
Jeanne pulled her skirt up to her waist and moved back so she was standing between my legs. Still swaying her hips, she said; "Pull my panties down, just to my thighs. I want to keep them on a little longer."
Breathless with excitement, I carefully pulled Jeanne's thong down her nylon stocking covered legs.
As soon as I was finished Jeanne said; "Michael, rub my cunt, rub my cunt while I dance for Trent."
Reaching between Jeanne's legs, I slipped my fingers into her sex. She was dripping wet. For a moment Jeanne let me rub her while she slowly swayed her hips, but then she suddenly stopped. Stepping away, she turned around so she was facing me.
Standing perfectly still, her large breasts fully exposed, her skirt bunched up around her waist, her panties down around her thighs, the lips of her shaved cunt glistening with the moisture of her arousal; Jeanne smiled at me and asked; "Why am I so excited Michael? Tell me."
Every bit as excited as Jeanne, I took a deep breath and answered; "Because you're thinking about the fun you're going to have with Trent Peters." As I said those words tiny pangs of jealousy pricked at my heart. They were overwhelmed by the excitement I was feeling, but they were there and they were unmistakeable.
Shaking her head, Jeanne said; "No, that's not why I'm this excited. Yes, I admit that playing with Trent Peters will be fun, but it will never be as much fun as playing kinky sex games with you. Michael, you're the man I love. You will always be my favorite playmate."
Once again Jeanne had demonstrated how well she knew and understood me. Her words vanquished the tiny pinpricks of jealousy that had been poking at my heart. Suddenly overwhelmed with love for this wonderful woman I grinned and said; "Thank you very much, I needed to hear that."
"I know. I'm sorry I've created a situation where you do need to hear that."
"That's okay, I'm enjoying this new life too and as long as you keep reassuring me I think we'll be all right."
"I will Michael, I promise to give you all the reassurance you need."
I smiled at Jeanne.
Smiling back, she said; "I still have a wet pussy. Got any ideas about what we might do about that?"
"I do, I have a really good idea. How would you like to sit on my face?"
Jeanne grinned; "Baby, that's an invitation the new Jeanne will never refuse. Lie back and make yourself comfortable. Your slut wife is going to go for a ride." Giggling with excitement, she took off her panties and skirt.
While Jeanne was doing that I took off my shirt and lay back on the bed. Once I was settled she got on the bed, straddled my face and sat down; pressing her sopping pussy into my lips, cheeks and nose.
I started licking Jeanne. She cooed with delight and responded by rocking back and forth on my face. When she rocked forward I sucked on her clit and when she rocked back I licked her cunt and then her asshole. While I was doing that Jeanne pinched and pulled on her nipples. It was amazing. I felt like we were the main characters in an eighteenth century erotic epic.
We were both crazed with unbridled lust. As Jeanne rocked back and forth she ground her cunt and her ass into my face. I wrapped my arms around her thighs and tried to bury my tongue even deeper inside her.
Jeanne started laughing. "Michael, this is fucking amazing. I never dreamed that sex could be this much fun!" And then she arched her back and screamed.
As she orgasmed, Jeanne's moisture flooded my face. Reveling in her arousal, I kissed her and licked her. I closed my eyes and passionately made out with her sex.
Gradually Jeanne's orgasm subsided. Once she regained her composure she slid back so she was straddling my chest and took several long slow breaths. I watched her. After a moment she smiled at me and asked; "Wanna fuck?"
The question and the way it had been posed was so incongruous with the old Jeanne that we both burst out laughing. Leaning down, Jeanne kissed me and said; "I guess I've changed."
Still laughing, I said; "That would be the understatement of the year."
"It's fun, isn't it?"
"Yeah, it really is."
"So do you?"
"Damn right."
"Can I stay on top?"
"That's not what Trent would want."
"Right now I don't give a damn about Trent. At this moment I only care about what we want."
"I'd love it if you stayed on top."
Jeanne slid farther back and reached behind her. As she guided my erect penis into her cunt, she said; "You can play with my tits while we fuck. You like doing that, don't you."
I nodded.
Jeanne began rocking back and forth on my cock. I reached up and started fondling her nipples.
"I enjoy being on top."
"I like it too."
"Tell me why? What do you like about it?"
"I can play with your tits and I can watch you."
"You really do like to watch, don't you."
"Yes I do."
"I glad." Jeanne closed her eyes. We fell into a slow easy rhythm.
As we fucked I watched Jeanne. All of her attention was focused on the pleasure we were creating for each other. She really had become a sensual woman. I marveled at the change. During the past year, my once prudish wife had evolved into a sexual lioness.
Jeanne opened her eyes and saw me looking at her. "You're watching me."
"Yes I am. You've always been beautiful, but now you're also sensual."
"Do you like that?"
"Yes I do."
Closing her eyes again, Jeanne shifted her attention back to my cock. I watched as she rode me. After a moment she whispered; "Michael, I love to fuck, I really do. Is that okay?"
"It's not just okay, it's wonderful."
"I love fucking with you."
"But you enjoy other men too."
Opening her eyes again, Jeanne looked at me and said; "I'm sorry, but I do. The variety is thrilling."
"I know."
"Michael, I really have become a slut."
"Does that ever make you unhappy?"
Jeanne stopped rocking on my cock. Sitting perfectly still, she considered my question. Finally she said; "I'm happy that I've learned to enjoy sex and being a slut is amazingly exciting. I love it. No, I'm not unhappy about that, but I am unhappy that I hurt you."
"While I'm over the hurt, I will admit that you're still causing me some stress."
"I'm sorry."
"Change causes stress, I think it's inevitable."
"Do you think this will turn out to be a good change for you?"
"It's looking pretty good right now."
"What about when I'm with someone else?."
"I think that has the potential to be good, but I'm not there yet. It's still going to take some time. Until I do get there, I suggest we try to live in the moment."
Grinning, Jeanne said; "I like that plan. I'm sorry I got all serious."
"We have to talk. It's essential if we're going to make this work."
"Even while we're fucking?" Jeanne was giggling.
"When you've got something to say you've gotta say it."
Still giggling, Jeanne said; "Well I said what I had to say and now I'm done. Let's start fucking again."
"I can do that."
"Wanna gallop?"
"When you're on top am I your horse?"
"Is that too kinky for you?"
Laughing, I said; "Too kinky? That doesn't even register on our kinky scale."
"So do you wanna?"
"Sure, why not." I paused for a moment and then I asked; "Isn't this going to be rammin and Jammin?"
"When I'm on top and warmed up rammin and Jammin is good."
"Apparently I need to read a manual."
"We don't have one, but we could write one."
"That would require extensive research and experimentation."
"We'd have to set aside some weekends for that purpose only."
"We'll need to sequester ourselves in a motel."
"It will be physically exhausting."
"That's true, but great achievements require intense effort."
Grinning at me, Jeanne said, "I'm up to the challenge, are you?"
"I am, but we'll need to train."
"This is a good opportunity."
"It is. Galloping would be a good training exercise, wouldn't it."
"It's recommended by some of the sports most prominent authorities."
"I didn't realize that this was a sanctioned sport."
"Oh yes, the governing agency is the international federated union of copulating couples."
"The IFUCC, yes I believe I've heard of it."
We'd both been trying to keep straight faces, but with that Jeanne broke and burst out laughing. I immediately joined her. We hugged and then Jeanne said; "Michael I love you so much."
"I know."
"Do you? Even after everything I've done?"
"Yeah, even then. Come on, let's gallop."
"Okay."
We did and it was amazing. Jeanne had two orgasms. The first time she came I tried to back off, but she didn't want a break. She just wanted to keep fucking. The second time she came we orgasmed together.
After a short recess, Jeanne went down on me and expertly raised another erection. We finished the evening with a session of anal sex. While we were doing it I couldn't stop picturing Trent Peters enjoying the same pleasure with Jeanne. The image did create some angst for me, but I had to admit that it also added to the excitement.
That night we both slept like babies. The next morning was Saturday. After showering together, we spent some time doing research for the oral sex chapter of our projected sex manual and then we dressed and went out for breakfast.
After breakfast we drove north along the Pacific Coast Highway to The Point Reyes National Sea Shore. That night we had dinner at the sea food cafe. After dinner we returned to the motel and spent the rest of the evening making love. That day was just for us. We didn't talk about our problems. We didn't discuss other men. We simply enjoyed each other. It was a wonderful day.
Sunday morning Jeanne's plane left 10:00. It was a hour drive to the San Francisco Airport, so we had to leave the motel at 7:30.
On the way to the airport Jeanne said; "Thanksgiving is in two weeks. The girls and I are going to miss you."
Nodding, I said; "I'm going to miss you too."
"Christmas will be even worse."
"We could spend Christmas together."
"What about the girls?"
"They could join us. We have over a month to make the plans."
"Could we really do that?"
"Why not? We have plenty of money."
"Where would you want to meet?"
"San Antonio, Texas is supposed to be a beautiful city."
"Isn't that where they have the riverwalk?"
"I believe it is."
"Michael, I would love to do that."
"I'd like it too."
"I'll call the girls as soon as I get home."
"Getting the time off work will probably be the biggest obstacle."
"The week between Christmas and New Years is never a very productive time for businesses. I'm sure that we'll all be able to take vacation days."
"What about Paul? Will he be spending the holidays with his family?"
"Paul doesn't spend time with his family. His parents divorced when he was four. Both of them remarried immediately and have families with their new spouses. His mother raised him, but he feels like his stepfather always viewed him as a burden. Apparently his father rarely made child support payments. He hasn't been home since he graduated from college."
"Paul should definitely spend Christmas with us in San Antonio."
"I'll tell Tricia that he's invited."
Moving on, I said; "The holidays are a busy time. We'll need to act quickly. Get me some dates. I'll make the hotel reservations and I'll have Ruth transfer some additional money to your account so you can buy the airline tickets. They're going to be expensive."
"Can we afford this?"
"I still have a few pools of money that I kept in reserve. It won't be a problem."
"Michael, this will be a wonderful Christmas."
"I think it will be too"
We pulled up to the departure level of the airport. Jeanne turned to me and said; "Michael, I'm going to miss you so much."
"I'm going to miss you too Jeanne, but we'll be together at Christmas."
"I'm already looking forward to it."
"Now you can call me and email me."
"That will help." Leaning over, Jeanne kissed me and then she got out of my Escape. I got out too. I took her bag out of the back and set it on the curb. Then I wrapped my arms around Jeanne and kissed her hard.
She kissed me back and whispered; "Michael I love you so much."
"I know that Jeanne. I love you too."
Jeanne smiled at me and then she picked up her bag. After giving me one more kiss on the cheek she turned and walked into the airport. I watched her disappear into the terminal and then I got back into my Escape and left the airport.
I drove back to my motel, packed up my gear and checked out. San Francisco had been fun, but now it was time to move on.
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That night I stayed at a Motel 6 outside of Palm Springs, California. There was a steak house near the motel. I had a small sirloin and a salad for dinner. After dinner I returned to my motel and logged on to the Internet.
There was an email from Jeanne. I opened it.
"Dear Michael,
I am safely at home. Thank you for a wonderful weekend.
As soon as I arrived home I called the girls and told them about our plans for Christmas. They're both excited and certain they can arrange the time off of work. Paul will be coming too.
If we can get the tickets we thought we would fly down on Christmas eve and return home on New Year's Day. Will that work for you? When I hear from you I'll make the airline reservations.
I miss you already. I love you so much. Thanksgiving is going to be lonely without you.
I'll call you at the end of the week.
Love Jeanne"
I wrote back
"Dear Jeanne,
Thank you for letting me know that you arrived safely at home. I would have worried.
I'm happy that the girls are excited about Christmas in San Antonio. My schedule is wide open so those dates are fine with me. Go ahead and buy the airline tickets. Because this will be the peak holiday traveling time the seats are going to be expensive, so why don't you fly first class. I'll call Ruth in the morning and have her transfer some extra money to your checking account. I'll try to make the hotel reservations tomorrow morning.
I had a wonderful weekend too. Thank you.
Love
Michael"
After sending the email I decided it was time to investigate the cuckold websites. I googled the word cuckold. I found several definitions, but then I saw an ad for a web site. I clicked on the link. It opened. You could be a member, but I quickly realized that you could read much of the content without joining.
There was a story section. I opened it and found a full page of cuckold oriented stories. I started perusing them. They were all by amateur writers, some were more skillfully written than others. They also dealt with a wide range of fantasies. It was immediately obvious that Jeanne had been correct. For many men sexual domination seemed to be part of the cuckold fantasy.
I skimmed several stories. While I didn't find the sexual domination and humiliation in them particularly appealing they were still interesting. They reinforced my growing belief that the sexual fantasies and practices of consenting adults are nobody else's business. The site also showed the number of times each story had been viewed. The numbers were in the thousands. Clearly, there were a large number of people who were at least curious about the cuckold fantasy.
It was after midnight when I finally shut off my computer and went to sleep.
The next morning I drove south to Tucson, Arizona. I arrived in the middle of the afternoon. It was Monday, November 19th. The sun was shining and the temperature was 84 degrees. As I parked in front of a Motel 6 I decided that Tucson would be my home for the next month.
After checking into the motel and unloading my gear I I decided to do a little exploring. About a mile from my motel I found two municipal golf courses and a driving range. I also found a steak house, several interesting looking Mexican restaurants and an IHOP. I had everything I needed.
On the way back to my motel I passed a bar, Danny's Lounge. A neon sign above the door caught my attention. In simple block letters it read; "Exotic Dancers Monday through Saturday noon to 2:00 AM".
I'm a voyeur. I love looking at naked women. Prior to marrying Jeanne I regularly enjoyed strip clubs. Marriage, manhood and concern about my standing in the community caused me to abandon that pleasure. Other than a couple of stag parties, I hadn't set foot inside a strip club since Jeanne and I got engaged.
Out of habit I continued driving, but I wanted to stop. For the past twenty-seven years every time I passed a strip club I've wanted to stop. I didn't, not even once. I always resisted the temptation.
Now as I drove back to my motel I asked myself why I didn't stop. I didn't have a reasonable answer for that question. Loyalty to my wife? She was regularly giving blow jobs to men she met at Brady's Pub. Concern about what people might think? I was almost two thousand miles away from home. The opinion of my daughters? They were both avowed devotees of free love and I'd just learned that my oldest daughter was a dominatrx.
Unable to think of a single valid reasons not to stop I turned right at the next corner and circled back to Danny's Lounge. It was four o'clock in the afternoon. There were maybe a dozen cars in the parking lot. Excited, I parked and walked into the bar.
Inside I was greeted by a large, broad shouldered young man who looked like he could have played linebacker in the NFL. "I'm sorry, I have to pat you down."
Surprised, I asked; "Are you worried about weapons?"
Shaking his head he answered; "Nah, cell phone cameras; the girls don't want to end up on You Tube."
I laughed. "Okay, I left my phone in the car."
After giving my pockets a quick pat, he said; "Go on in and have a good time."
"Is there a cover charge."
"Only on Friday and Saturday nights after 5:00."
"All right." I went into the bar. It was dark. I took a moment to let my eyes get used to the lack of light and then I surveyed the place. On the left side of the room two young women and five men were sitting at a horse shoe shaped bar.
A stage filled the center of the room. The stage was actually two adjacent ovals. The first stage had a stripper pole. A young blonde wearing only a G string was twirling around the pole.
There was a small wooden chair on the stage nearest to me. A young black girl, also wearing only a g string was sitting on the chair. Her legs were spread wide. She was lasciviously rubbing her cunt. A middle aged man was standing next to the stage in front of her. He was holding a five dollar bill.
There were about two dozen small round tables surrounding the stage. Each table had two or three chairs. Six of the tables were occupied by lone middle aged men. Four of the men had young women sitting in their laps. The other two were watching the girls on the two stages.
The outer walls of the bar were lined with brown vinyl couches separated by end tables. Four men, all middle aged were discreetly spaced on the couches getting lap dances.
In the far left corner of the bar there was a glass door. Above the door a neon sign read, "VIP Room".
I found a table and sat down. As soon as I was seated a young woman in a short skirt and skimpy blouse carrying a tray came over to me and asked; "What can I get you to drink?"
"How about a Diet Coke."
"Is Pepsi okay?"
"It'll be just fine."
"I'll be right back."
She hurried off to the bar. A moment later a slender young blonde approached me. She couldn't have been older than twenty. She said, "Hi sweetie, my name is Candy. Would you like some company?"
Candy was a pretty girl, but I had two daughters older than she was. Shaking my head, I said; "Thank you, but I think I'll just watch for a little while."
Smiling, she said; "Okay, if you change your mind give me a wave."
"I'll do that."
She walked away. A moment later the waitress returned with my Pepsi. Actually it was two Pepsis. As she set them on my table she said; "It's happy hour, they're two for one. That will be six dollars."
I smiled.
She shrugged. "You didn't have to pay a cover."
My dad taught me that the first time you go to a new hotel or restaurant it pays to spread a little money around. Smiling, I said; "You're absolutely right." I handed her a twenty dollar bill and said; "The change is for you."
Grinning, the waitress gave me back a ten and four ones and then she lifted her skirt. She pulled the crotch of her thong out exposing her shaved pussy and said; "Nice guys get to put their tips in here."
As I folded the bills and slipped them behind the crotch of her panties, I said; "Clearly it pays to be nice."
She kissed my cheek and whispered; "Honey in this place that's very true." And then she added; "We have several women here who love middle aged men. I'll make sure one of them stops to see you."
Behind me a voice said; "Connie, I'm already here."
Connie smiled. "This is Chantel. She'll take very good care of you."
I turned. Chantel was a tall slender black woman. Her smooth skin was the shade of rich coffee laced with cream. Her long hair reddish brown hair was pulled back into a pony tail. She wore a white lace brassiere that barely contained her large breasts and a matching white lace skirt that couldn't have been more than six inches long.
I gawked.
Smiling, Chantel said; "You like my outfit."
"Very much."
"You told Candy that you just wanted to watch for a little while, but I'm wondering if you might prefer the company of an older woman."
"I have two daughters older than Candy."
"A man of principle, I like that. May I join you?"
"Please do."
Chantel walked around my table so that she was standing in front of me. "May I sit on your lap?"
"Of course."
Grinning, Chantel sat down and put her arm around my shoulder. Her large brassiere covered breasts were now inches from my face. "You have me at a disadvantage. Connie told you that my name is Chantel, but I don't know your name."
"My name is Michael."
"Michael? Not Mike?"
"I prefer Michael."
"Actually I do too."
I smiled.
Chantel said; "So Michael, can I interest you in a dance?" As she asked, she leaned over and rubbed her large breasts in my face.
Chuckling, I asked; "How much does a dance cost?"
"Ten dollars here and fifteen dollars if we move to one of the couches."
"Let's move to the couches."
Standing up, Chantel picked up my two Diet Pepsis.
I said, "One is enough." and then I started to walk towards the closest couch. It was near the entrance.
Chantel said; "Michael."
I stopped and turned.
As she set one of the Diet Pepsis back on the table, she said; "Let's go to the couches on the far wall." She nodded towards a man in a sports jacket standing by the bar. "Do you see that man over there?"
"Yes."
"His job is to make sure that nothing overt happens in here. We can have fun, but we have to be discreet. The couches near the entrance are well lit and closely scrutinized." Chantel leaned over and whispered, "That's where we take the guys who are drunk."
Smiling, I said; "I understand. Let's go to the couches on the back wall."
"What a good idea." Chantel took my hand with her free hand and led me to our couch.
I sat down. Chantel set my drink down on the end table to my left and sat down on the couch next to me. Laying her hand on my thigh, she said; "Let's wait for the next song." And then slipping her hand inside my thigh, Chantel asked; "Michael, do you live in Tucson?"
Realizing that I was being vetted, I answered; "No, in fact I just got here today."
"Really? Are you here on business?"
"No, I guess you could say that I'm on a combination sightseeing and golf tour of the United States."
"How are you managing that? You're not old enough to be retired."
"I'm an accountant. I have my own business."
"And you can afford to leave it?"
"I have good assistants."
Smiling, Chantel said; "You're a lucky man. What about your wife? You told me that you have two grown daughters. How does she feel about this trip you're taking?"
"We're having some differences right now."
"Is that why you're taking this trip?"
"Yes."
Chantel slipped her hand over to my cock and gave it a gentle squeeze. Apparently I'd passed the test. Leaning over she nuzzled my neck and whispered; "I'm sorry baby, I didn't mean to pry. I just need to know who you are."
"I understand."
"Are you ready for your dance?"
"Yes."
Standing up, Chantel reached behind her back and unfastened her brassiere. After tossing it on the end table she climbed on top of me and pressed her naked breasts into my face. At the same time she picked up my hands. Placing them on her body she said; "I like you Michael. You can touch me anywhere, anywhere at all."
And then the dance started. Chantel rubbed her breasts in my face. I sucked one of her nipples into my mouth and kissed and licked it. She reached between my legs and caressed my cock and balls. It was already the most amazing lap dance I'd ever imagined, but then Chantel climbed up so she was standing on the couch straddling me. She raised the hem of her short skirt. She was wearing a white lace thong. Pulling it aside, she said; "Look at my pretty black pussy. Do you like it baby?"
"Very much."
Giggling, Chantel slid off of me and kneeled between my legs. Cupping my erect cock between her hands, she leaned over and rubbed her lips and nose against it.
I gasped. My erection was covered by my pants, but it still felt good.
Winking at me she asked; "Do you like that baby?"
"Very much."
Chantel pulled herself up on to the couch. Sitting next to me, she laid her hand on my now very erect cock. As she slowly massaged it, she whispered; "I liked it too."
Grinning, I said; "You're really good at this."
"You're a nice guy. Nice guys get my best effort."
"This one appreciates it."
"I like you Michael."
"I like you too Chantel." I paused.
Chantel looked at me. After a moment she said; "Michael you want to ask me something, don't you."
I nodded.
She smiled. "I love shy men. Do you want to know about the VIP room?"
"Yes."
"You have to pay the bar twenty dollars to get in, but that covers you until we close tonight."
I nodded.
"And dances are twenty-five dollars each."
"Okay."
Giggling Chantel said; "That not what you wanted to know, is it."
Feeling a little chagrined, I shook my head.
"Michael, you really are a gem. Okay, these are my personal rules. I won't let you fuck me and I won't let you put your finger in my cunt or my ass. I have to have a pretty good understanding with a guy before I'll let him do any of those things to me."
"That makes sense."
"But there are still a lot of fun things we can do. The man in the sports jacket never comes into the VIP room. "Would you like to try it?"
"Yes, I think I would."
Chantel stood up. Picking up her brassiere and my Diet Pepsi, she said; "Let's go." She started walking towards the VIP room.
I stood up and followed her. As we passed the bar Chantel caught the waitresses eye. She hurried over to us.
Stopping, Chantel turned to me and said; "Give Connie twenty dollars."
I took out my money clip, peeled off a twenty dollar bill and then added another five. As I handed it to Connie she said to Chantel; "Your new friend is a generous man."
"He is and you know how much I enjoy rewarding generosity." Chantel was grinning.
Connie winked at me. "You're going to have a very good time."
I smiled.
"Come on baby." Chantel opened the door to the VIP room, grabbed my hand and tugged me inside.
The room was about the size of a living room in a moderately priced house. It was furnished with eight couches and end tables similar to the couches and end tables that ringed the bar room.
Chantel led me to the couch in the far corner of the room. "I like this one, it's private."
"Okay."
As soon as we sat down I took out my money clip and peeled off ten twenty dollar bills. Handing them to Chantel, I said; "This should be enough to cover the dance we just had in the other room, several dances in here and a nice tip."
Chantel took the bills. As she put them in a small wallet she was carrying, she said; "This will cover more than that."
"My intention was to give you enough so that for a little while at least, we wouldn't have to worry about money."
Staring at me, Chantel said; "Michael you're a very interesting man. I like you." She laughed, "Suddenly I feel like I'd like to return your money and give you a freebie."
Shaking my head, I said; "No, don't do that."
"You're turning a freebie down?"
"Yeah, I guess I am. Chantel, while it's fun to pretend otherwise; this is business transaction. You provide a service and I'm buying it. You happen to be a nice person so this transaction is turning out to be a lot of fun for me."
"It's turning out to be a lot of fun for both of us."
"I believe you and that makes me happy."
Chantel smiled.
Smiling back, I said; "Think about this. Imagine that you're an architect and I hired you to design a house for me. While we're working on the design we become friends. Should I expect you to return your fee?"
Shaking her head, Chantel said, "No, of course not."
"I agree, but maybe after we finish the design we might have a cup of coffee together."
"Michael are you asking me out?"
"I'm not that presumptuous, but I am wondering if after we're finished you might be willing to sit at a table with me for a few minutes and just talk."
"I'd like that very much."
While we were talking Chantel had been busily untucking my shirt. Leaning over, she brushed her lips along my neck and whispered, "It's time to play." At the same time I felt her hand slip under my shirt. Her roving fingers quickly found my left nipple. She gave it a little tweak.
I gasped.
Giggling, she asked; "Do you like that baby?"
Breathless with excitement, I nodded.
"Let's try the other one."
As Chantel moved her hand to my other nipple she brushed the chain for my new pendant, the pendant Jeanne and I had just purchased at the sex shop in San Francisco.
She paused for a moment and then she asked, "Michael are you wearing a religious medal?"
Embarrassed I groped for an answer.
While I was thinking Chantel said; "That's really none of my business. I'm sorry, I didn't mean to pry."
Suddenly I realized that I didn't need to hide anything from this woman. It was highly unlikely that she would be judgmental about either Jeanne's adventurous behavior or my growing acceptance of it. If it turned out that she was it was unlikely that I'd ever see her again.
Smiling I said, "It's okay, you can ask me anything. If I don't want to answer a question I'll tell you."
"I like that Michael. You can do the same thing with me." She paused for a moment and then she added; "But can I ask for a favor?"
"Of course."
"Please don't ask me how I got into this business. That question feels so judgmental to me."
"I won't, I promise."
"Thank you."
"Besides, it would be awfully hypocritical for me to get judgmental about your profession. After all, I am here enjoying your services."
Grinning, Chantel said; "Michael the more I get to know you the more I like you."
"I like you too Chantel."
"I'm glad."
"It's not a religious medal. It's a silver pendant with an inscription on it. My wife and I bought it this past weekend in San Francisco."
"You were with your wife last weekend?"
"Yes."
"You told me you were having difficulties. That's why you're traveling."
"That's true, but last weekend Jeanne flew to San Francisco so she could see me. She's trying to repair the rift."
"What does the pendant say?
I pulled it out from under my shirt, slipped the chain over my head and handed it to Chantel. "You can read it yourself."
While the VIP room wasn't dark it wasn't well lit either. Chantel held the pendant up close to her eyes. After a moment she said; "It says, 'I love it when she's naughty.' Michael what does that mean? What does your wife do that's naughty?" She looked at me for a moment and then she asked; "Michael do you like to spank your wife?"



Taking a deep breath I said; "Chantel, Jeanne likes to be naughty with other men."
"And you're okay with that? I mean it says here, 'I love it when she's naughty'."
Sighing, I looked away.
Suddenly Chantel shook her head and said; "Of course, now I get it. This is the cause of the rift. This is why you're traveling."
I nodded.
"But you were willing to see her this weekend. She's trying to repair the rift, but you bought this pendant. She's still not giving up the other men."
"She offered to do that, but I know that isn't what she wants."
"You're afraid that she's going to cheat on you."
"No, I'm afraid that she's going to grow to resent me."
"Because you're keeping her from doing what she really wants to do."
"Yes."
"And you don't want to divorce her."
"Jeanne's the love of my life."
"So you're trying to learn to accept her infidelity."
Sighing, I said; "There's more to it than that."
"Tell me."
I took a moment to gather my courage and then I said; "When I think about Jeanne with other men I get excited."
"And that's hard for you to accept, isn't it."
"Yeah."
"Michael, you really are a lovely man."
"What makes you say that?"
"I've known a lot of men. More than you can probably imagine. I'm quite certain that most of them would feel the same excitement you're feeling, but they'd be ashamed about those feelings."
"But that's exactly..."
"Yes, I understand. You're trying to cope with feelings of shame too, but Michael you're actually trying to cope with those feelings. Most men would adopt a facade of false bravado. They'd kick the love of their life to the curb. They might even do her physical harm and the only reason they'd be doing it is to protect their fragile egos. You're actually trying to work out a compromise solution that meets the needs of both you and your wife. Baby, I'm beginning to realize that you are a truly magnificent man."
"I'm a cuckold."
"That's only an ugly word if you make it an ugly word."
"Chantel, I don't know."
Chantel slipped the chain and pendant over my head. After tucking the pendant back under my shirt she said; "Baby lie back and close your eyes. It's time for Chantel to weave her magic."
I smiled, but I didn't move. I was too tense. The conversation about Jeanne had raised all of my insecurities and fears.
"Lie back and close your eyes. Don't argue with me." Chantel's voice was soft and soothing. At that moment she reminded me of Jeanne.
I closed my eyes, lay back and tried to relax. I felt Chantel unzipping my trousers.
She whispered, "Michael I want to see your cock. Can I take it out?"
"Won't that get you into trouble?"
"I know how to be discreet."
"Okay, you can take it out." I chuckled. "Hell, I'd love it if you took it out."
I felt Chantel slip her hand inside my trousers. She wrapped her fingers around my partially erect penis and then it was free.
"Michael you have a magnificent cock. I love it."
"It's not very big."
"It's big enough. Baby only fools equate size with quality. Wiser people understand that a small serving of fine chocolate mousse can be much more pleasurable than a huge dish of cheap ice cream. Michael you're a beautiful man with a beautiful cock. It is so very desireable."
I smiled. Chantel knew exactly what to say to make a man feel good about himself.
Chantel stroked me for a moment. When I was fully erect she slipped my cock back into my trousers and pulled herself up on the couch. Straddling me she stood up and raised the hem of her short white lace skirt. Her shaved cunt was inches from my face. "Michael, I'm going to suck your cock, but first I want you to eat me. Will you do that? Will you lick Chantel's pretty black pussy."
"Is that a choice here?"
"For you it is."
"I would love to do it. Why don't you sit down."
"No baby, we have to do it like this. That way if someone comes in I can pretend that I'm doing a lap dance for you."
"More like a face dance." I was grinning.
Chantel laughed. "That's true, but it would be a lot harder to explain why I was sitting on the couch and you were kneeling between my legs with your face buried in my cunt."
"Yeah, I guess you're right."
"Are you ready?"
"Oh yes."
Placing her hands behind my head, Chantel pulled my face into her cunt. As she did that she said; "I love a man who enjoys giving head to a woman."
She was wet, very wet. I kissed her and then for the first time in over twenty-seven years I licked a woman other than Jeanne. At first I felt guilty, but then I remembered that it was likely that tonight or tomorrow night Jeanne would go to Brady's Pub. She'd meet a man there. They'd flirt and dance with each other for a little while and then they'd go out to his car where Jeanne would give him a blow job while he played with her tits.
I gave Chantel's cunt a long slow kiss and then I found her engorged clitoris, sucked it into mouth and started flicking it with my tongue.
She gasped. "Michael, that feels wonderful. Where the fuck did you learn to do that? I thought only women did that."
Placing my hands on Chantel's full round ass I pulled her even more tightly to my face and continued sucking and flicking her clit.
Suddenly Chantel pushed me away and stepped off of the couch. "Michael that feels really good, but if I let you keep doing it you're going to make me cum. I'm a screamer. We can't do that in here."
Chuckling, I said; "Okay, I understand."
"We really can't. I'll get in trouble." Chantel was just a little bit indignant.
"I told you that I understand, but I do have to point out that when you're miffed you're really quite attractive." I was still chuckling.
Rolling her eyes, Chantel said; "Would you please be serious."
"If you insist."
Shaking her head, Chantel said; "Michael you really can be a frustrating man, but I have to admit that it makes you ever so intriguing."
I shrugged. "I get it from my dad."
"Shut up and lie back. I'm going to suck your cock and I don't want to hear a peep out of you while I'm doing it."
"Yes ma'am."
"That's much better."
We grinned at each other. I was beginning to really like Chantel and I sensed that she liked me too.
Chantel positioned herself between my legs and took my cock back out of my pants. Looking up at me, she asked; "Do you have a handkerchief?"
"Yes."
"Give it to me. I won't let you cum in my mouth and I don't want you to make a mess on your pants."
I took my handkerchief out of my back pocket. As I handed it to Chantel, she said; "When you feel yourself getting ready to cum give me a heads up."
"I will."
Chantel put my cock in her mouth and started sucking me. She was good, very good. That was to be expected. She was a pro. What did surprise me was that Jeanne was just as good. In the three short months I'd been away from home my wife had learned how to give a professional caliber blow job.
What surprised me even more was the realization that it didn't bother me. In fact it not only didn't bother me, I found it exciting. I was beginning to understand that I enjoyed having a hot wife.
The amazing sensations that Chantel was creating with her mouth, tongue and hands combined with my illicit but thrilling thoughts about my hot wife to quickly bring me to the brink of orgasm. As I felt the warm sensations building in my loins I whispered, "Chantel I'm about to cum."
Smiling she took my cock out of her mouth, covered it with my handkerchief and looked up at me. Lasciviously staring into my eyes she slowly pumped the shaft of my erection. "Cum for me baby. Do it."
I did and it was wonderful. Chantel continued pumping my cock while I ejaculated into the handkerchief. When she finally felt my erection beginning to soften she cleaned me with the handkerchief, folded it neatly and laid it on the couch next to me. Then she put my flaccid penis back in my pants.
As she zipped me up she asked; "Did you enjoy that baby?"
"It was wonderful. You're very skilled."
Laughing, Chantel said; "That wasn't the first blow job I've ever given."
"I kind of figured that."
"It's fun to do it for someone I like."
I smiled.
Suddenly Chantel turned towards the bar room and listened. I watched her.
After a moment she turned to me and said; "Michael, I'm sorry; that's my song. I'm supposed to be on the stage." She stood up and found her thong and brassiere. After quickly putting them on she said; "Baby please wait for me. I only have to dance for two songs." And then she grabbed her shoes and hurried out of the VIP room.
I sat back on the couch and took a deep breath. While the past hour had been unbelievably exciting it had also been intense. A brief respite was welcome.
I was just starting to relax when the door to the VIP room opened and a tall slender blonde walked in. She was dressed in skin tight jeans and a white crop top that barely concealed her large breasts. She was wearing high heeled sandals. I noticed a tattoo on her right ankle. I looked at it. It was a bird, a song bird.
She walked directly over to me and said; "Hi Michael, I'm Simone. Chantel asked me to take care of you while she's dancing." She extended her hand. "Come on, let's go find a table and watch her."
I took Simone's hand. As she pulled me to my feet she noticed the folded handkerchief on the couch next to me. Picking it up, she said; "We'd better take this with us. We wouldn't want people to get the wrong idea about what you and Chantel were doing in here."
And then she led me out of the VIP room.
We sat down at a table next to the stage. Chantel was still on her first song. They played long songs at Danny's Lounge. When you bought a lap dance you got your money's worth.
We watched. After a moment Simone said, "She's really good. She's a much better dancer than I am." Turning to me she quickly added; "I don't mean to imply that I'm bad. I'm not. I'm just saying that Chantel is very good."
"Are you a dancer too?"
Smiling, Simone said; "Yes." She paused for a moment and then she shook her head and said; "I'm sorry, of course your confused. I'm wearing street clothes. Yes, I'm a dancer too, but my shift just ended. I've already changed. Chantel's shift will be over as soon as she's finished dancing and then she'll change into her street clothes too."
"I'm sorry, I didn't understand. I should be leaving. I'm sure you'll both want to go home." I stood up.
Simone reached out and gently grabbed my arm. "No baby please don't leave. Chantel really likes you. She asked me to keep you here until she's finished dancing and changing her clothes."
"Are you sure? I don't want to impose."
Smiling, Simone said; "I'm beginning to see why Chantel finds you so attractive. Michael, you're not imposing. Chantel wants to get to know you. Frankly, now I do too."
"You're sure?"
"Yes, I'm very sure."
"Okay." I sat down again.
As soon as I was settled I said; "I don't understand. Why does your shift end so early? Men are just getting off work. I would think that this place is about to get a lot busier and you're leaving."
"You're right, it is; but our clientele are all at home now."
"I still don't understand."
"Michael, Tucson is an unusual city. While it does have some industry, it doesn't have a lot. What it does have is an air force base, the University of Arizona and a beautiful climate. The climate draws people who are retired. Tucson is a retirement community."
"Okay."
"You're absolutely right, Danny's is about to fill up with young guys getting off work, guys from the air force base and college students. Mostly they come to have a few beers and watch the girls on the stage. They can't afford to buy very many lap dances. Usually they'll buy one just before they leave. Since they've been drinking they're generally a little handy. Chantel and I don't mind if a guy feels us up while were doing a lap dance, but we don't want him trying to finger fuck us."
I smiled.
Simone nodded towards a girl in her early twenties who was talking to a young man three tables away from us. "When those guys do buy a dance, they usually buy it from one of the girls her age."
"I see."
"Danny's opens at 11:30. In most cities you won't find many strip clubs that open that early. In Tucson it pays. Starting at 11:30 we get a steady stream of retired men looking for a little discreet fun. They're polite, they have money and they're looking for women who are a little more mature. Those men are our clientele. By four o'clock they're all on their way home to have dinner with their wives. That's why Chantel and I always end our shift at five."
"Okay, now I understand."
Chantel's second song ended. She picked up her brassiere and a few one dollar bills that had been left on the stage for her and walked over to our table. "I see the two of you have met."
Simone said; "Yes we have. I just explained to Michael why we work here."
Looking at me, Chantel said; "Really."
I nodded.
She said; "Are you interested in having dinner with two strippers who cater to the geriatric set?"
Grinning, I said; "I can't think of anything that would make me happier."
"I'll go change my clothes. I'll be back in ten minutes. Don't talk about anything interesting while I'm gone." Chantel turned and hurried to the dressing room.
As soon as she was gone Simone said; "I guess that limits our conversation."
Shaking my head, I said; "Not really, I'm an accountant. As a group were considered to be extraordinarily dull."
Simone laughed. "Michael, you're not living up to your profession's reputation."
"I'll take that as a compliment."
"It was meant as one."
"I gather that you and Chantel are friends."
"We're moving into an area of conversation that might be considered interesting."
"Let's risk it."
"Okay, we're close friends, very close friends. We're actually talking about going to one of the states that allow gay marriage so we can make our bond legal." Simone stared at me.
Not knowing exactly what to say, I smiled.
Simone said; "Does that shock you?"
"No it doesn't, but it does make me wonder why you're sitting here with me."
"Michael, we don't dislike men. It's just that neither of us has ever been able to have a successful relationship with one."
I smiled.
Simone smiled back and said; "We actually both love the equipment you were born with, it's just that we've had too many relationships with men who turned out to be assholes. A serious relationship is based on trust and Chantel is the only person I've ever been able to trust."
"This sounds like an interesting conversation."
I turned. Chantel was standing behind me. She was now dressed in a pair of skin tight western jeans, a cowboy belt and a chambray western shirt tied off just below her large breasts.
Simone said, "Michael asked about the extent of our friendship. I answered him truthfully"
"As you should." Turning to me, Chantel asked; "Would you like to have dinner with a couple of dykes?"
"Dyke's, that's kind of a harsh word; but yes I would love to have dinner with the two of you."
Chantel looked at Simone. "Bobby's?"
"That's a long drive for him."
They both turned to me. Simone said; "Bobby's is our favorite restaurant. It' a barbecue place. The food is wonderful, but it's in Catalina. That's about a thirty minute drive north of here."
Shrugging, I said; "That's all right with me. It'll give me a chance to see more of the city."
"Let's go." Chantel turned and walked towards the door.
Laughing as we stood up to follow her, Simone said; "That girl loves barbecue."
In the parking lot Chantel said; "Amy you ride with Michael. We don't want him to get lost."
Simone answered, "That's a good idea Mel."
I looked at them. "Amy? Mel?"
Chantel laughed. "I guess it's time for proper introductions. Michael, I'm Melody Adams, but everyone calls me Mel." She gestured towards Simone. "And this is Amy Cooper."
"Amy, Mel it's nice to meet you; I'm Michael Nolan."
Amy said; "So Michael Nolan, which of these fine automobiles belongs to you? I'm just as hungry as Mel."
"The silver Escape."
"Let's go. Mel, we'll follow you."
Mel got into a red Jeep Cherokee. An older model, it was an SUV that's become a classic. It was in immaculate condition. Amy and I got into my Escape and followed her out of the parking lot.
The trip was fun. As we drove Amy provided me with a running narrative about Tucson.
We crossed the Rillito. To me it looked like a dry river bed, but Amy told me that during the monsoon rains in August and again during the mountain snow melt in March it actually was a river.
After we crossed the Rillito we drove up into the foothills of the Santa Catalina Mountains. Amy explained that Tucson was ringed by five mountain ranges; the Santa Ritas in the south, the Rincons in the east, the Tucson Mountains in the west, the Santa Catalinas in the north and in the northwest the Tortilita Mountains.
We drove west along the southern edge of the Santa Catalinas Mountains until we reached a street called Oracle. There we turned north and drove along the western edge of Pusch Ridge. Pusch Ridge was a ragged backbone of steep rock that formed the southwest corner of the Santa Catalinas.
After passing through a suburb called Oro Valley we entered what looked like a sleepy little ranch town. This was Catalina. While there was the traditional feed store and hardware store, just south of the town we'd passed a new super market and a new chain drug store. Clearly Catalina was now more than a sleepy little ranch town. I also noticed at least six restaurants. I found it particularly interesting that all of their parking lots were full.
Amy said, "That's Bobby's Barbecue ahead on the right."
Bobby's was a rustic looking concrete block building that was clearly a holdover from the days when Catalina really was a sleepy ranch town. Mel was already turning into the nearly full parking lot. She found two open spots along the side of the building. She took one, we parked next to her.
As we walked to the restaurant door I asked; "How does this little town support all of these restaurants?"
Mel said, "Catalina is surrounded by several large retirement housing developments."
"I see."
We entered the restaurant and were immediately greeted by the hostess. She was an attractive woman in her early forties. "Hi Mel. Hi Amy. Who's your handsome friend?"
"Becky, this is Michael Nolan. Michael this is our good friend Becky Raymond."
Becky asked, "Are you here for dinner or are you just stopping for a beer?"
Amy said; "We're here for dinner."
"Follow me, I have an open booth."
As we followed Becky to our booth Mel said; "It's Monday. If it was Thursday, Friday or Saturday we'd have to wait in the bar for at least a half hour before we could get a booth."
When we reached our booth Becky laid three menus on the table and said, "Do you want your usual from the bar?"
Mel looked at me and asked; "Michael, do you drink beer?"
"I love beer."
Amy grinned. "Our kind of guy."
Mel turned back to Becky, "Yes Becky, please bring us our usual."
Becky left for the bar.
"Amy you can sit with Michael. I got to play with him all afternoon."
Amy slid into the booth. As I slid in next to her I asked; "Are you planning to molest me during dinner?"
She placed her hand on my crotch and gave my penis a firm squeeze. "Damn right."
Laughing, I said; "This is going to be an interesting meal."
Leering at me, Mel said; "Michael honey, this is just the beginning of what I hope is going to turn out to be a very interesting evening."
I was trying to think of a witty response when a girl who was maybe twenty or twenty-one showed up with a pitcher of beer and three frosted mugs.



As she set them on the table Mel said; "Hi Maggie."
Smiling, Maggie said; "Hi Mel, Hi Amy; who's your friend?"
"Maggie, this is Michael Nolan. Michael this is Maggie Reynolds."
"Hi Maggie, nice to meet you."
"Hi Michael, nice to meet you too."
Mel asked; "Maggie is Dexter Porter treating you good?"
"He is. He bought me a ring. He gave it to me Saturday night. We're engaged." Beaming with pride, Maggie held out her left hand and showed us her new diamond engagement ring.
Nodding her approval Mel said, "That's a beautiful ring. Dexter must have gotten that job with Donleavy Construction."
"He did and now he's saving as much money as he possibly can. I am too. We want to be able to buy a house."
Amy asked; "Have you set a date for the wedding?"
Shaking her head, Maggie said; "We're going to wait for at least a year and when we do get married I think we'll just go to a justice of the peace. Weddings are expensive. We'd both rather spend the money on a house."
Mel said; "That's smart."
Turning to me, Amy asked; "Michael, would you mind if we ordered for you? We know what's good here."
"Not at all."
Turning back to Maggie, Amy said; "We'll have an order of pulled pork, an order of beef brisket and an order of ribs. For sides we'll have creamed corn and beans."
Maggie asked, "Do you want tortillas or Texas toast?"
Mel and Amy both looked at me. I shrugged.
Amy said; "Bring us tortillas."
Maggie left to turn in our order. As soon as she was gone Mel started pouring beer. "They have Dos Equis lager on tap here."
"We like the food, but I think we might like the beer even more." Amy was grinning.
Once she finished filling the three mugs Mel pushed one towards me and another one towards Amy. Then she picked up her own mug and held it out. "To our new friend."
Amy and I picked up our mugs. Holding mine out, I said; "To my new friends."
The three of us clinked our mugs together and drank. The beer was cold and tasted good.
As we set our mugs down, Amy said; "You know this is the first time we've ever done this."
I looked at her with a puzzled expression.
She explained. "I mean go out with a guy we met at the club."
Nodding, I said; "Okay." And then I asked; "Why me? I'm just a middle aged accountant."
Shaking her head, Mel said; "No Michael, you are a truly fascinating man."
"Why?"
"Lots of reasons, but I think the way you're coping with what your wife is doing might be the most compelling."
Amy said, "I haven't heard much about this. Will you tell me what happened?"
"Okay, but it's kind of a long story."
Mel said; "Bobby's is open until 2:00 AM."
"All right." I told them the story, the entire story. They both listened with rapt attention. When our food arrived I continued talking while we ate. Occasionally one of them asked a question. They were both curious about the observations Jennifer Rawlins had made that night in The Cosmopolitan Lounge. They also prodded me for every detail about the weekend I'd just spent with Jeanne in San Francisco.
When I was finished Amy looked at Mel and said; "Now I understand why you were so eager to get to know Michael better."
Mel said; "He's an interesting man, isn't he."
"Yes he is."
"Would one of you please explain why this situation I'm in makes me such an interesting man?"
Amy said, "Michael it's not the situation, it's the way you're responding to it. You're actually listening to Jeanne. You're trying to understand. You're making an effort to find a way to stay together. Most men would have kicked Jeanne to the curb. Some of them would have slapped her around first. What was it you said when you talked about her dating that Trent guy? Oh yes, you told us that you realized that if Trent fucked Jeanne in the ass it really wouldn't diminish you as a man at all. Michael, that is an amazingly insightful statement. I've already fallen madly in love with you."
"I have too." Mel was smiling.
"You're both embarrassing me."
Laughing, Mel said; "Tough titty cuckboy."
"What?"
Amy kissed my cheek and said; "She's just teasing you. You should be flattered. Mel only teases people she likes."
"That's right." Mel was still smiling.
I smiled back at her. There was a moment of silence and then I said; "Okay, I told you my story in detail. Now I think it's only fair for you to tell me yours. I want you to hear how the two of you met."
Staring at me, Mel said; "That's pretty close to asking me why I became a stripper."
"Okay, you're right, but I ask you this question. Do you really believe I'm going to judge you?"
Shaking her head, Mel said; "No Michael, I don't."
Amy said, "Mel, it's a fair question. I'll start. When you feel comfortable you can join in."
"Okay."
Amy thought for a moment and then she said; "I was born in Kansas City, Missouri. While I've never met my father I know he was rich. My mother told me about him. His father owned several car dealerships in Kansas City. He dated my mother during the summer after they graduated from high school. My mom was attracted to his wealth. He drove a fancy sports car, wore expensive clothes, bought my mom expensive presents and took her to fancy restaurants. He was looking for an easy piece of ass. My mom gave it to him. By the end of the summer she was pregnant."
Picking up the pitcher, Amy poured the remaining beer into our three mugs.
I asked, "Do we need another pitcher?"
Mel said. "Fuck yes, we might need four or five more."
Amy and I both smiled.
Maggie was standing next to the cash register talking to Becky. I called, "Maggie" and held up the empty pitcher. She nodded and hurried into the bar.
Amy took a sip of her beer and continued. "When my dad's dad found out that my mom was pregnant he went nuts. He was afraid that his son's life was going to be ruined. First they tried to persuade my mom to get an abortion. She was Catholic, so that was out of the question. Realizing that plan wasn't going to work they decided to try to buy their way out of the problem. There was a lot of negotiating. They finally reached an agreement. They paid my mother fifty thousand dollars and found her a job as a cocktail waitress in Eau Claire, Wisconsin. In exchange she agreed to absolve my father of any paternity responsibilities."
Maggie brought the fresh pitcher of beer. I filled our three mugs.
Amy continued. "The fifty thousand dollars covered the hospital costs for my birth and left my mom with a nice down payment on a town house in Eau Claire. After that she was on her own. She dated lots of men, but none of them were interested in assuming the responsibility of raising another man's child. My mom was a good mother, but she was barely getting by. After I graduated from high school she made it clear that while she would always love me, I was now on my own. I loved to dance and I thought I was good at it. My dream was to become a professional dancer, so that June I took a Greyhound bus to Las Vegas. I was going to be a chorus girl."
Amy took a long sip of her beer and then she looked at Mel. "You're turn."
Closing her eyes, Mel took a deep breath and started. "I was born on Chicago's south side. I've never met my father either. My mother didn't even know his full name. Everyone called him Andre, that was all she ever knew. She met him at a party. She was eighteen. He was older, a lot older. He flashed a little money and did some smooth talking. They left the party together. He took her to a couple of clubs and then he fucked her in the back seat of his car. Six weeks later she realized that she was pregnant."
I nodded.
Mel continued. "Five years after I was born my mom actually met a nice guy. They got married and had two boys together. He took care of me and treated me good, but I wasn't his kid. When I turned eighteen it was time to go. I had the same dream Amy had. I wanted to be a dancer and I did the same thing she did. I took a Greyhound bus to Las Vegas"
Amy said, "We met at an audition for a new show they were putting together for Caesar's Palace. There were four openings in the chorus. There must have been three hundred girls there. Mel and I were seated next to each other. We had to wait all day for our opportunity to dance. That gave us a lot of time to talk. When it was finally our turn we each got one minute to perform. After we were finished they just said next. We were ushered out of the room without any comments.
Shaking her head, Mel said; "We were pretty disappointed, but we'd spent the day talking and we'd become friends. I had a tiny apartment. My step dad was sending me a little money. Amy was living in kind of an unusual situation so I invited her to stay with me."
"I was living with a middle aged black jack dealer. He worked at one of the downtown casinos. He fed me and let me stay in his apartment. In exchange I gave him a blow job every day before he went to work."
I said, "That must have been difficult."
"No it really wasn't. He was a sweet guy." Amy paused for a moment and then she said; "Michael, I love giving head. I always have. I first realized it while I was still in high school." She laughed. "My senior year I was pretty popular. Like I said; Vince, that was the black jack dealers name, was a sweet guy. I enjoyed sucking him off and he taught me how to give a top notch blow job. The problem was that I'd lived with him for a couple of months. We were getting tired of each other. When Mel offered to let me stay at her place I jumped at it. Vince and I remained friends. Mel got to know him too. I still call him every couple of weeks."
Mel said, "Actually, Vince was responsible for our first real break. Like Amy just said, I got to know Vince too. We used to go over to his place for lunch. He'd feed us and we'd take turns sucking his cock. It was what you could call a mutually beneficial relationship."
I smiled.
Continuing, Mel said; "It had been over a month since we'd even had an audition. Both of us were working as night shift maids at one of the casino hotels and we hated it. We wanted to be dancers. We were having lunch with Vince. He could tell we were both pretty down so he told us he might be able to help us out. He had a friend who ran a no alcohol strip club. We were both so naive that he had to explain what that meant. In Vegas they control the strip clubs through their liquor licenses. If a club wants to serve alchohol the girls have to keep their panties on. If a club is willing to sell only soft takes the girls can be totally nude."
Nodding, I said; "Vince was offering to get you jobs dancing in a totally nude club."
Amy said; "That's right."
"I gather you took him up on his offer."
Mel said; "We didn't even have to think about it. Clean hotel rooms at night or flash our coochies while we danced in front of a room full of horny guys. Amy and I are both exhibitionists. The choice was easy."
"Vince called his friend. Mel and I met him at his club an hour later for an audition. Michael, it was a crazy place. You actually had to walk through a sex shop to get into the club."
"What was the audition like?"
Amy answered. "He took us into the club. It didn't open until five. It was about the size of two large living rooms. In the center of the room there was a raised round stage about eight feet in diameter. The stage was surrounded by two rows of padded chairs. They looked like the chairs that would come with a fancy dining room set. Altogether there were forty of them. There were also ten love seats placed along the back walls of the club."
I said, "Those were for lap dances."
Amy and Mel both nodded.
Amy continued. "There was a hallway on the left side of the club. We later learned that it led to the dancer's dressing room. There were lockers in there so we could lock up our street clothes and valuables. There were also two makeup tables with mirrors and several comfortable chairs. On the right side of the club there was a small bar with a refrigerator. The refrigerator was filled with soft drinks. There was another hallway next to the bar . We later learned that it led to the private booths."
"What were the private booths?"
Mel said, "We'll explain that in a minute."
Continuing, Amy said; "Jack, that was the owner's name, put on some music. We both did a strip for him. Once we were naked he had us sit on chairs on the stage with our legs spread while he talked to us. He wasn't being a creep, he was making sure that we weren't shy about flashing our stuff. He explained that we wouldn't get paid. In fact we would actually have to pay him fifty dollars a night for the privilege of dancing in the club."
Shaking her head, Mel said; "We thought he was joking. We were ready to get dressed and walk out."
Amy said, "We were, but he quickly explained that while we would get some tips while we were dancing, the real money was in lap dances. They cost thirty dollars a piece and on an average night we could expect to do ten to twenty of them. After the first fifty dollars we got to keep all of that money."
Mel chuckled. "We immediately changed our minds about leaving. It would have taken us almost two weeks to make that much money cleaning hotel rooms."
Smiling, Amy said; "Jack hired us and told us that we could start the next night. We were excited, but we did have one little problem. Neither of us had ever given a lap dance. When Jack heard that he made both of us give him one. He gave us some pointers and suggested that we spend a little time practicing on each other. Mel asked him what we needed for clothing. He suggested short skirts and low cut blouses. He explained that the old term strip tease was still pertinent. Guys like to think they're getting to see something they're not supposed to see, especially at the beginning of the dance."
Mel said; "Michael we were so excited. We went straight back to our apartment, pulled out all the clothes we had and started mixing and matching them to make costumes. Once we had some costumes we started choreographing dances for each other. That was so much fun."
Amy nodded. "It was, we were two eighteen year old girls laughing and giggling while we performed for each other."
"And then we started doing lap dances." Giggling, Mel said; "That was weird."
Smiling at Mel, Amy said; "But it was fun too. You do remember how it ended, don't you."
"Of course I do. How could I forget it. That was the first time we went down on each other."
"And we both had orgasms"
"God did we ever."
Amy reached over and placed her hand on my cock. "Michael, you're hard. Does hearing about two women making love turn you on? Would you like to watch?"
I gasped.
Mel said; "I think we can take that as a big yes. I'm wondering if it's not time to go home for a little dessert."
Shaking my head, I said; "Not until I've heard the end of your story."
Laughing, Amy said; "What else do you want to know?"
"I want to hear about your first night at the club and I'm really curious about the private booths."
Mel stared at me for a moment and then she said, "Michael, you really are a voyeur, aren't you."
Suddenly embarrassed, I stared at the floor.
Gently rubbing my thigh, Amy said; "Baby you don't have anything to be ashamed about. There nothing wrong with a little voyeurism. Mel and I are both ardent exhibitionists. We love men like you."
"We also don't believe in judging people. You don't either. That's one of the reasons we like you so much." Mel picked up the pitcher and divided the remaining beer between our three mugs. "We'll tell you the rest of the story while we finish our beer."
Amy took a sip of her beer. As she set her mug down she said; "The next morning we went to see Vince. We wanted to thank him, but we were also excited about dancing that night and we wanted to share our excitement with him."
Mel said, "We modeled our costumes for him and performed the strip numbers that we'd choreographed for each other."
"And then we both did a long slow lap dance for him. He loved it" Amy was smiling at the memory.
Nodding, Mel said; "We finished by giving him a tandem blow job."
"A tandem blow job? You mean you both sucked him at the same time? How do you do that."
Amy gave my cock a firm squeeze and said; "After we finish here, we're going to our house. When we get there we'll show you."
I gasped. Both women giggled.
"But first we have to finish the story." Amy was grinning at me.
"Okay."
She continued. "That night was amazing. We were both so excited when we got to the club. Jack met us. When we showed him our costumes he told us that the guys were going to love us. Then he introduced us to the woman who would be our mentor. Her name was Ginger. She'd been at the club since it opened three years earlier. She was a lot older than we were, maybe thirty or thirty-five."
Mel said, "She was very nice and a wonderful mentor. She took us to the dressing room, gave us each a locker and warned us to be careful to lock up our valuables. She said that some of the girls weren't too honest. Vince had told us to bring combination locks so we were prepared."
I said, "Vince turned out to be a pretty good friend."
Smiling, Amy said; "He still is. Twice a year we go to Vegas just to see him."
Mel said, "He also comes down here and stays with us a couple of times a year. "
Getting us back on track, Amy said; "Anyway, we put on our first costumes. While we were checking our makeup Ginger told us that we shouldn't use our real names. We needed stage names. That's when I became Simone."
"And I became Chantel."
Amy continued the story. "Once we were ready we went out into the club. It opened at 6:00, but there were only two guys there. That was actually okay. It gave us a chance to get used to dancing on the stage."
Shaking her head, Mel said; "For the first few hours it was pretty dull. I was afraid that we weren't going to make any money, but then about nine o'clock guys started to show up. Apparently most men who come to Vegas like to begin their evenings in the casinos. They tend to end their evenings in the strip clubs. By ten the place was full. Michael, we really are exhibitionist. You can't imagine how thrilling it was for us to dance totally naked in front of a crowd of cheering guys."
"I'll bet it was exciting. Did you get to do many lap dances?"
Amy said, "Lots of them. The guys loved us. By the end of the evening we'd both done over twenty."
"That's right and that night we were also introduced to the private booths."
"Tell me about them."
Grinning, Mel said; "They were pretty interesting."
Laughing, Amy agreed; "They really were."
"Tell me."
Mel said; "Okay. It was about 11:30. I'd just done three straight lap dances for a guy. When we finished the third one he asked me if we could have a party in one of the private booths. I explained that it was my first night and I didn't know anything about them, but I'd ask Ginger. Ginger was sitting with a guy. They were just talking so I went over and told her that I needed to ask her a question. She told me to go ahead. I told her that the gentleman I was with wanted to party with me in a private booth. Ginger immediately turned to her gentleman and excused herself. After explaining that she'd be right back she went to my gentleman and told him that we needed a minute. Then she led me to the door leading to the private booths and opened it."
"I'd just finished doing a lap dance when I saw Mel and Ginger going to that door. I was curious so I hurried over to them."
Mel said, "As soon as we saw Amy Ginger said, Good now I can show you both at the same time. She opened the door. There was a carpeted hallway. On the right side of the hall there were six more doors. Ginger told us that those doors led to the customer's side of the six private booths. She closed that door and led us to a door behind the soft drink bar. Neither of us had noticed it. She opened it and went inside. We followed her. We were in a hallway similar to the one the customers used only the doors were on the left side of this hallway. Ginger opened the first door. We looked inside. The booth was about four feet by four feet. There was a window three feet by three feet in the wall opposite the door. The customer's side of the booth was on the other side of the window. It was also about four feet by four feet. Each half of the booth had a chair just like the chairs in the club. Our side of the booth also had a small padded foot stool directly beneath the window. I also noticed that the bottom of the window was padded. Oh and here's the crucial bit of information. There wasn't any glass in the window."



Amazed, I said; "There wasn't any glass in the windows. Then what was the point of having a dividing wall?"
Amy said, "After we'd worked at the club for awhile we asked Jack that same question. This is what he told us. Nevada has counties that have legal prostitution. Clark County, the county where Las Vegas is located, does not; but nobody is actually morally opposed to prostitution. They just want it to be discreet. There was a time when working girls openly plied their trade in the casinos. Once the casino owners decided they wanted to create a more family friendly image for Las Vegas, they realized that they had to get the girl's out of the casinos and off the streets. They didn't actually want to get rid of the sex trade, they just wanted it to go underground. Jack couldn't put small sex booths in the back of his club without worrying about a zealous newspaper reporter labeling his club as a brothel. By dividing the booths in half with a wall, albeit a wall with an open window, he clouded the issue just enough to avoid a scandal; a scandal no one really wanted."
Shaking my head, I said; "It's convoluted, but I have to admit that it makes sense.
Mel shrugged. "That's what we thought too."
"So what did you do in those booths?"
Amy said; "Okay, this was the routine. Ginger laid it out for us that night and we followed it the entire time we worked at the club. If I guy wanted to have a party in one of the private booths he had to buy a ticket at the soft drink bar. A ticket cost twenty dollars. The girl at the soft drink bar would assign us a booth. I'd go to my side and he'd go to his. Once we were inside I informed him that a basic dance cost forty dollars and he was free to do anything he felt like doing while he watched me perform."
"You were telling him that it was okay for him to take out his cock and masturbate while he watched you."
Nodding, Amy said; "That's exactly what we were telling him."
Mel said, "We also suggested that if he was interested the dance could be enhanced."
"How did that work?"
"How we suggested it took a bit of careful diplomacy."
Laughing, Mel said; "It certainly did. When I was eighteen it took every fuckin bit of diplomacy that I had. When you grow up on the south side of Chicago learning to be subtle isn't exactly your first priority."
Chuckling at the frankness of her friend's comment, Amy said; "Finding a discreet way to present the menu was our responsibility."
Shaking her head, Mel said; "That's just what you'd expect to hear from a white woman who grew up in Wisconsin."
All three of us burst out laughing.
Amy took a moment to regain her composure. She was only partially successful. Still giggling, she said; "May I now describe the menu to our friend?"
"Go for it." Mel was grinning
"For the basic forty dollar dance we'd sit in our chair with our panties off and our legs spread and masturbate while the guy did the same thing in his chair. For ten dollars more we'd take off our shoes and rest our feet on the padded window sill while we masturbated. The guy was welcome to massage our feet. For an additional ten dollars he could kiss and lick our feet while we masturbated for him. Believe me, those were two very popular options."
Chuckling, Mel said, "You're damn right about that. There were nights when I nearly had my toes sucked off. It seems to me like nobody wants to fuck anymore. Guys want to kiss and lick my feet, then they want to lick my ass. When they're finished doing that they want me to sit on their faces and twist their nipples." She looked at me and said; "Michael Nolan you may remember that we did all of that in the VIP room this afternoon."
"I didn't lick your ass."
"You're right, but the night is still young."
"Is that a promise?"
"Damn right sweetie."
Rolling her eyes while she laughed Amy said; "May I please continue?"
In her most polite tone of voice, Mel said; "Please do."
"For an extra fifty dollars we'd give a guy a hand job and for a hundred dollars we'd kneel on the foot stool and suck his cock."
Both Mel and Amy stared at me. They were trying to gauge my reaction to what they'd just divulged.
Trying very hard to avoid sounding judgmental, I asked; "Did you do very many private booth parties?"
Mel said, "Usually only one or two in a night, but they were generally very lucrative."
Amy nodded. "When a guy bought a ticket for a booth he wanted to get his money's worth. Usually he'd buy a couple of dances and finish with a hand job or a blow job. We'd make a hundred to two hundred dollars in less than a half hour."
Chuckling, I asked, "How many hotel rooms would you have to clean to make that much money?"
They both laughed. Mel said; "Too many."
There was a brief pause and then Amy said; "There's more."
Mel looked at her.
Amy said; "We both like Michael. Let's trust him."
Nodding, Mel said; "You're right, go ahead. Tell him everything."
Amy turned to me. "Just before closing on our second night at the club a guy who'd just bought three lap dances asked me if I'd like to have breakfast with him in his hotel room. While I was now giving hundred dollar blow jobs to men I'd never met, I was still a naive eighteen year old girl from Wisconsin. Thinking that he was really inviting me to have breakfast with him I politely declined. Later, in the dressing room I told Ginger about it. She laughed and told me that he was propositioning me."
Chuckling, Mel said; "I was there too. Amy asked her what she meant. Ginger explained that the guy didn't really want to have breakfast with her it was just a subtle way of asking if she'd be willing to go to his hotel room for sex, paid sex. She then explained that cute eighteen year olds like us could charge four hundred dollars for a one hour session. We were both totally amazed."
Amy said; "Michael, we both loved sex. We weren't being exploited. We were having fun. We loved dancing nude, we loved doing lap dances and we loved giving blow jobs in the private booths. The club was the best thing that ever happened to us."
Mel continued, "Two nights later a man in his mid thirties asked me that same question, would I like to have breakfast with him in his hotel room? I told him that when I got to his room I'd need four hundred dollars to cover the cab fare and I could only stay for an hour. That was what Ginger had told us to say. He said okay, and gave me his hotel and room number. After the club closed I took a cab to his hotel. On the way I had the cab driver stop at an all-night drug store so I could buy some condoms. When I got to his room he gave me an envelope that had four hundred dollars in it. I did a little strip tease for him and then I sucked his cock and let him fuck me. It was fun and I made four hundred dollars."
Amy said, "When she got home she was ecstatic. We both were. A week earlier we were broke. Suddenly we were rich and all we had to do was have sex, which we both loved. The next night I went to a guy's hotel room and the following Saturday night we both had breakfast dates."
Mel said, "We thought life couldn't get any better, but it did. Three weeks after we started working at the club one of the other dancers approached us. She told us that she'd noticed that we were doing breakfast dates and wanted to know if we might be interested in an opportunity to get more dates like that. We told her that we were interested and wanted to hear more. She explained that she knew a woman who ran a service. She could get us as many dates as we wanted. She'd charge us a hundred dollars per date, but the dancer assured us that we could both get five hundred dollars an hour. I wanted to say yes immediately, but Amy was cautious. We took the woman's name and telephone number and told the dancer to tell the woman that we needed a day or two to think about it. The dancer understood. She assured us that the woman was legit and told us to check her out."
Amy said; "I'd heard horror stories about pimps. I wanted to make sure we weren't getting into an ugly situation. That night after the club closed we asked Ginger about the woman. Ginger was married, so she generally limited herself to dancing at the club and private booth parties. Occasionally she'd do a breakfast date, but not very often. She made enough money working at the club and preferred to go home to her husband. She did tell us that she's heard about the woman and everything she'd heard was positive.
Mel continued the story. "The next morning we went over to see Vince. We told him about the woman. He told us that he'd check her out. The following morning he called us and told us that the woman was legit. She had an excellent reputation. She used hotel bell men to get the dates. They got fifty dollars for every contact who booked a date. Apparently her biggest problem was finding enough quality girls to keep up with the demand."
Amy said; "That afternoon we called Janice, that was the woman's name. We met with her the next morning. She had a small office in a building just off the strip. We talked. She explained how the system worked and then she asked us if we were interested. We started the next day. We worked days so we could continue dancing at the club at night. Jack and Ginger had both been nice to us. We were popular at the club and we didn't want to let them down."
Mel said, "We did four dates a day and cleared four hundred dollars a date. Between the dates and what we were making at the club we were both earning over two thousand dollars a day."
Shaking my head, I said; "It sounds like it was a grueling schedule."
Nodding, Amy said; "It was. We kept it up for two years. We took Sundays off. That helped a little bit. We moved to a larger apartment and hired a cleaning service. That helped too. We also both bought Honda Accords. Having cars made our lives easier. We still took cabs to our dates. When you're not a hotel guest parking on the strip is difficult.
I said, "If I'm understanding the situation correctly, you were both making over a half million dollars a year and you were being very conservative with your spending. While I think it's admirable, I have to say that it's rare for two young girls to be that sensible with money."
Mel smiled. "That was Vince's influence. He urged us to spend enough to be comfortable, but to try to keep from squandering our money."
"That was sage advice." I paused for a moment and then I said, "I'm not sure I understand why you kept working at the club. Escorting was clearly much more lucra..." Stopping in mid-sentence, I shook my head and said; "Of course, I should be ashamed of myself. I'm an accountant. The club gave you a means of support that you could report to the IRS."
Amy nodded. "That's right. We also enjoyed working there. We did cut back on our time at the club, but we worked the peak late night hours, so we were still making three to four thousand dollars a week there."
I smiled. "That's a pretty good part time job. So how long did you continue working as escorts?"
Mel said, "We worked in Vegas for sixteen years."
"And then you retired."
Mel and Amy looked at each other. For a moment neither of them spoke. Finally Mel said; "Michael we're not retired. We're still working girls."
I considered that for a moment and then I suddenly understood. "Danny's Lounge is your current visible means of support for the IRS."
Nodding, Mel said; "You're right, but that's not the only reason we work there. We still enjoy nude dancing and it's a good place to make new contacts."
Amy said; "Remember that our clientele at Danny's is mostly made up of retired gentlemen. As escorts we cater to that same clientele. We love living outside of Catalina. In the morning you'll understand why. It's unbelievably scenic; but there's another reason we live here."
"You're surrounded by retirement communities."
Smiling, Mel said; "Filled with sweet gentlemen who's wives have lost interest in sex."
"That's right and they're clean, polite and appreciative. All they want to do is enjoy our feminine charms. Many of them can't even get hard, but that doesn't matter. They're happy to caress our naked bodies with they're hands, their lips and their tongues. With some of them we just lay together naked on the bed and fondle each other while we talk." Amy was smiling, but it wasn't a condescending smile; it was gratified, content. She obviously enjoyed giving pleasure to these older men.
"Can they afford four or five hundred dollars an hour?"
Mel said; "We're not eighteen anymore and we're not driven by money. We charge two hundred and fifty dollars for a session. While a session usually lasts for about sixty to ninety minutes, we allow two hours."
Amy said, "The money isn't important to us. We love our gentlemen, but we can't entertain them for free. If we did that it wouldn't be special. We'd also be inundated with suitors."
Chuckling, I said; "Yeah that could get out of hand pretty quickly."
Both women nodded.
I asked, "But I don't understand how this works. In Las Vegas you went to the guys hotel room. These men live here. You can't entertain them at their houses."
Amy said; "Michael, you don't know very much about how working girls operate, do you."
"Not really, porn has always been my vice of choice."
Giggling, Mel said; "Spoken like a true voyeur."
Amy said; "When a girl meets a man in his hotel room, it's called outcall. When she provides the place and he comes to her it's called incall. In Tucson we provide the place, so we do incall."
"Do the men come to your house?"
"Not exactly." Amy looked at Mel. "I think it's time for us to take Michael to our house. That way we can show him."
"I agree." Mel turned to me. "Michael will you come home with us. We'd like you to spend the night."
The invitation. wasn't a surprise. All through dinner we'd been discussing going to their house. The offer to spend the night was a surprise. While I was interested and willing, there was a logistic issue that concerned me. Looking at both women I said, "I'd love to spend the night, but I don't have any clean clothes. I've been traveling in these all day."
Grinning at Mel, Amy said; "He thinks like an accountant."
Mel said; "Yes he does. We'll have to help him with this. Michael honey, you're wearing a cotton golf shirt and a pair of cotton slacks. We have a washer and a dryer. When we get to our house the three of us are going to take a shower together. As soon as we're finished with our shower we'll put your clothes in the washer. Trust me, you aren't going to need them until morning."
I laughed. "I guess you solves that problem. I'd love to go to your house."
Mel slid out of her side of the booth and stood up. "Let's go."
I stood up. Amy slid out behind me. She'd already left a tip for Maggie. At the cash register we had a brief debate about who was going to pay the check. I acquiesced when Mel pointed out that earlier that afternoon I'd given her two hundred dollars.
When we stepped out into the parking lot it was dark. There was a quarter moon and the sky was filled with stars.
Mel once again drove their Jeep Cherokee while Amy and I followed in my Escape. We turned right out of Bobby's parking lot. After going about a half mile north on the highway we turned right again and followed a paved road east toward the slopes of the Santa Catalina Mountains. We traveled about a mile and then we turned left onto a dirt road. After going another mile we came to another dirt road. This road was narrower. A sign next to the road read: SimChan Ranch, Private Road, No Trespassing without permission of the owners. We turned right on this road and followed it east into the Santa Catalinas.
About a quarter mile down the road we came to a driveway that led to a two story stone ranch house. As Mel turned into the driveway the garage door opened. She pulled her Jeep into the garage next to an old Mercedes Benz convertible.
Amy said, "Park behind the Mercedes."
After pulling into the driveway and parking, we got out of my Escape and followed Mel through the garage into the house.
Once we were inside, Mel stopped in the kitchen and said; "We'll give you a tour in the morning when you can actually see something."
I smiled. "Okay."
Amy said; "Take off your clothes."
Laughing, I said; "Before you strip me naked aren't you going to at least give me a kiss?"
Shaking her head, Mel said; "The washer and dryer are just off the kitchen. We're going upstairs to our bedroom. If you undress down here we can save a trip. When we get upstairs you can watch us take off our clothes."
"Is that a promise?"
Giggling, Amy said; "Yes sweetie, it's a promise."
Both women watched as I quickly took off my shoes, socks, shirt and trousers. I didn't feel at all self-conscious, but I was excited. When I pushed my boxer shorts to the floor and stepped out of them my erect penis sprang to attention.
As Mel gathered up my clothes Amy grabbed my erection and said; "Mel you're absolutely right. He does have a magnificent cock."
I blushed.
Laughing, Amy said; "He's also cute. Look at him, he's blushing. Mel, we're going upstairs to the bedroom. I'll start the shower."
Already in the laundry room, Mel called back, "I'll be right there."
Giving my penis a gentle tug, Amy said; "Come on cutie, it's shower time." She led me upstairs.
I followed without complaint.
Their bedroom was impressive. It was a large and very feminine. A massive king sized four poster bed occupied the center of the room. The walls were white with pink trim. The carpet was a deep shade of pink. The lace trimmed curtains and bed spread were white with pink, yellow and baby blue flowers. The French provincial furniture was arranged symmetrically. Each side of the room had identical pieces; a makeup table with a large mirror and a chair, a dresser and a bedside table. A painting at least four feet by six feet was centered on the wall opposite the foot of the bed. It depicted two naked women, one African American and one Caucasian. They were making love. It was a well-executed painting. I suspected that it was a custom creation.
As soon as we were inside the room Amy started stripping off her clothes. A moment later Mel walked in and immediately started taking off her clothes too.
Once they were both naked Mel grabbed my hand and said; "Come on Michael, it's shower time."
I followed them into the largest and most luxurious bathroom I'd ever encountered. It was actually three rooms. All three rooms were finished in marble and stone the color of rich caramel swirled with sweet cream. The fixtures were brass. The outer room was taken up by two sinks, walnut shelving and cabinets and a giant mirror. A door on the left side of the room led into a small lavatory. A door in the wall at the far end of the outer room led to the bathing room. A whirlpool bathtub big enough for two occupied the space on the right side of that room. On the left side there was a glass enclosed shower stall large enough to comfortably accommodate four people. There was a shower spray at each end of the stall and a third spray in the center of the ceiling pointing straight down.
Awe struck, I paused in the doorway.
Noticing my astonishment, Amy said; "I gather you're impressed by our bathroom."
Nodding, I said, "It's beautiful."
Mel said; "Thank you, we like it."
As Amy stepped into the shower stall and turned a handle that started all three sprays, I said; "I can see why."
Grabbing my hand, Mel led me into the shower. "Come on Michael, we'll take turns washing each other."
That's exactly what we did and it was memorable. I loved Jeanne, so showering with her would always be special; but Amy and Mel were beautiful mature women with large breasts and soft supple bodies. Washing them and being washed by them was a thrilling experience.



After we showered we dried each other with large fluffy bath towels and then the two women led me back to their bedroom. Mel pulled down the bed covers.
While she was doing that Amy pulled her makeup table chair over to the foot of the bed and said; "Sit here Michael. In a few minutes you can join us, but first we'd like you to watch. You'd like that, wouldn't you?"
Grinning, I said; "You know I would."
As she climbed onto the bed, Mel said; "You can stroke yourself while you watch, but we don't want you to cum. We want to do that. Promise us Michael, promise us that you won't make yourself cum while you watch us."
"I promise."
Amy said, "Thank you." And then she climbed onto the bed next to Mel.
They kissed and then they hugged. As they hugged their kisses became more intense. Within seconds they were making out.
A true voyeur, I watched, breathless with excitement. Two beautiful women were making love. I'd seen countless videos of lesbian sex scenes, but this was entirely different. It was taking place just a few feet in front of me and it was real. Mel and Amy were writhing together in a fervor of rampant lust, their hands freely exploring and fondling each other's naked bodies.
Unconsciously, my fingers found my erect penis. I stroked myself, but as soon as I realized what I was doing I stopped. I'd promised Mel and Amy that I wouldn't cum while I watched them. I wanted to keep that promise; so as I sat in that chair at the foot of their bed I held my cock without moving my hand. That was all the pleasure I dared give myself.
Amy began kissing her way down Mel's naked body, first her breasts and then lower. Mel cooed as Amy tongued her pierced naval and then she gasped as Amy's fingers found the moist folds of her sex.
After taking a moment to finger Mel Amy turned around and climbed on top of her. Her cunt was now inches from Mel's face and her face was inches from Mel's sex. As Amy lowered her lips to Mel's cunt she smiled at me. I was struck by the expression of unbridled sexuality in her eyes.
I can't explain why, but suddenly I wondered if Jeanne's eyes had that same expression when she sucked another man's cock. As I considered that I realized that if Jeanne and I continued down our current path a day would eventually come when I would be sitting in a chair at the end of a bed much like this one, only I'd be watching Jeanne while she pleasured another man.
My mind suddenly filled with uncertainty. Could I handle that? Did I want that? Would I be overwhelmed with jealousy? Would Jeanne think I was a pervert or even worse, a wimp?"
Looking up, Amy noticed the my agitated expression. She rolled off of Mel and asked; "Michael, what's wrong? You look upset."
Mel sat up and looked at me. After a moment she asked, "Do you feel left out? Don't worry baby, we're going to include you. We just thought that since you told us you liked to watch we'd start by putting on a little show for you."
Shaking my head, I explained; "No that's not the problem. Both of you are wonderful. You're show is wonderful. You're right, I do like to watch." And then I whispered, "That's the problem."
"What do you mean?" Amy's voice was gentle and understanding.
"While I was watching you it occurred to me that it was very likely that sometime in the future I'd be sitting in a chair at the end of a bed just like this one watching Jeanne and another man."
Nodding, Mel said; "And all the fears and doubts you have about Jeanne's new life style came bubbling to the surface, didn't they."
Suddenly feeling ashamed of my insecurities I quietly answered; "Yes."
Amy slid down to the end of the bed, reached out and took my hand. "Come here baby. You need to lie between us." She pulled me to my feet.
Mel patted the spot on the bed next to her. "Come lie right here baby."
I climbed onto the bed and lay down next to Mel. Amy lay down on the other side of me.
As soon as we were settled, Mel said; "Michael, you don't have anything to be ashamed about. Your wife is dating other men and you're beginning to realize that you find it exciting. So what? There's absolutely nothing wrong with that."
Shaking my head, I said; "But..."
Amy jumped on me. "No buts, none. Michael, sex is wonderful. It's a gift to all of us. It feels great and it's natural. It's even healthy. It's also easily tailored to fit a myriad of different desires."
Mel said, "Listen to her Michael, she's right. Men love women, women love men. Some men love other men and some women love other women. For some people power becomes an extra spice. Others get a thrill from surrendering power. There are people who like to watch and other people who enjoy being watched. It's all fun and as long as it's consensual and everyone is an adult it's all okay."
Laughing, I said; "That's not the prevailing view point of our culture."
Looking at me, Amy said; "You're concerned about the opinion of others."
I said; "It's hard not to be."
Amy smiled. "You're right about that, but should you be concerned about it?."
Mel said; "Michael, Amy and I are extremely familiar with the feelings of insecurity that come from the disapproval of our peers. We're prostitutes. Most people view us as pariahs." Laughing, she said; "They have scads of nasty names for us."
Amy was nodding. "That's right. People call us whores, hookers, floozies, harlots and strumpets. They're ready to judge us and condemn us without even bothering to learn anything about us."
"But should they condemn us?" Mel was now sitting up. "All we do is give pleasure to a few old men. Is that wrong? We charge for our services, but so do lawyers and doctors. Every single one of our clients will tell you that we give them their money's worth when they visit us. How many professions can make that claim?"
Smiling, Amy said; "It used to bother us, but it doesn't anymore. Vince taught us that the only opinion that matters is our own. He told us that we have to be true to ourselves and if we do that we'll be good people."
Mel said; "Michael, we don't cheat our clients, we don't do drugs, we've never had a pimp and we're very careful about sexually transmitted diseases. All we do is make people happy. Should we be ashamed of that?"
I shook my head. "No, of course not."
Continuing, Mel said, "Your wife occasionally enjoys other men. So what? Does that mean she doesn't love you? Based on what you told us about this past weekend I think we can rule that out as a reasonable possibility."
Nodding, Amy said, "That's right. Jeanne made it very clear that she loves you and needs you. Michael I love Mel and Mel loves me. This is Monday night. By Friday night both of us will have had sex with at least ten different men and we'll have enjoyed every one of them. Does that mean we don't love each other? Hell no! That's the beauty of sex. It can take a myriad of different forms. It can be a wonderful expression of love, but it can also be nothing more than an exciting and pleasurable activity."
Mel said; "You like to watch. You're not the only person who enjoys doing that. Whenever Vince visits us he always spends a little time in that chair watching Amy and me fuck and he likes to jack off while he's watching. We like it too. We think it's hot."
"He does." Amy was grinning. "And we enjoy watching too. Sometimes we take turns sitting in the chair. I love watching Mel suck Vince's cock and she loves watching me do it."
"I really do." Mel was grinning too.
Continuing, Amy said; "Sex is fun. The only problem with it is that it's gotten all convoluted in people's minds. For some reason the so called proper people started being ashamed to admit that they enjoy it."
Mel said; "And most of them are hypocrites. In Vegas we used to laugh about the number of preachers who purchased our services."
Amy shook her head. "While they were in Las Vegas they partied with hookers, but when they returned home they delivered sermons about the evils of infidelity."
Lying down on her side, Mel reached over and gently wrapped her fingers around my limp penis. "Baby if it excites you to think about your wife with other men enjoy it. There certainly isn't any reason to be ashamed about it."
Amy cupped my balls with her hand. Giving them a gentle squeeze she said, "You should enjoy it. It's fun. Now close your eyes. We'll show you just how much fun it can be."
I closed my eyes.
Amy said; "Tell us again, what was the name of that man Jeanne wanted to date?"
I quietly answered, "Trent Peters."
Slowly stroking my cock, Mel said; "Think about Jeanne and Trent. They've just returned from an intimate dinner date. They're sitting on the couch in your living room. You're sitting in a stuffed chair across from them. The three of you are having a glass of wine and making small talk about the restaurant where they had dinner. The conversation wanes. Trent looks at you. It's a request for final permission. Jeanne is watching. You nod. They both smile. Trent sets his glass of wine on the coffee table and then staring into your wife's eyes he takes her glass. After setting it on the coffee table next to his, he places his fingers on Jeanne's cheek, gently turns her face and kisses her on the lips."
"Jeanne kisses him back." Amy was gently squeezing my balls. "She's enjoying Trent's kiss, not because she loves him, but because it's exciting and she knows it's the prelude to even more excitement. You watch as Trent moves his hand to Jeanne's breast. She doesn't try to stop him. In fact it's clear to you that she doesn't want him to stop."
Mel picked up the story. "Trent begins massaging Jeanne's breast. It's still covered by the bodice of her cocktail dress, but that doesn't matter. You're watching another man kiss and touch your wife. You've fantasized about this moment for the past year. Now that it's happening the excitement is maddening."
Still rubbing my balls, Amy whispered; "Trent stops kissing Jeanne and slips the straps of her dress off of her shoulders. Jeanne quickly pulls her arms free of the straps and pushes the dress to her waist exposing her large breasts. You stare. They're beautiful. You've always loved them. While you long to touch them, you know that won't be allowed until much later. At this moment only Trent is allowed to touch your wife."
I took a long slow breath. Amy was hinting at cuckold desires, desires that I was just beginning to acknowledge during my most intense masturbation fantasies. After I orgasmed and my lust was sated these same desires created feelings of guilt and shame for me.
Noticing my dissonance, Mel kissed my cheek and asked; "Are you doing okay baby?"
I nodded.
She said; "It's all right, there's nothing wrong with the feelings you're experiencing right now. Don't let your inhibitions prevent you from enjoying the pleasure and excitement they produce in you. Let yourself go. Have fun with these feelings; relish them, savor them."
Shaking my head, I said; "But they seem so wrong."
Smiling, Mel asked; "Why?"
Chuckling, I said; "I don't know, they just do."
Amy asked, "Do you actually believe those feelings are wrong or are you just convinced that's what you're supposed to believe?"
"Jeanne and I have had this same conversation. She feels that all our lives we've been conditioned to accept certain moral standards without question."
Amy said; "And Jeanne started questioning the tacit acceptance of those rigid moral standards."
"Yes, that's exactly what happened."
"And now you're beginning to question those same moral standards, but you haven't yet been able to completely convince yourself that they aren't valid." Amy was patiently guiding me through this dilemma.
Shrugging, I said; "Overcoming years of conditioning isn't easy."
Nodding, Amy said; "You're right, it isn't; but if that conditioning is keeping you from enjoying your wife's new lifestyle, maybe trying to overcome it is a worthwhile effort."
"I am trying."
"Yes you are and we both admire you for doing that. It isn't easy."
Mel said; "We do admire you, but I think we've done enough talking tonight. It's time to play. Earlier this evening we promised to show you what we call a tandem blow job. Would you still like to try it?"
Grinning, I said; "Very much."
Sitting up, Amy kissed my cheek and pinched each of my nipples, then she seductively trailed her long painted fingernails down my chest and stomach to my cock. As she wrapped her fingers around the shaft of my erection she said; "I've got bottoms."
Giggling, Mel said; "Thank you, you know how much I love starting on top." And then after pulling herself up so that she was facing my feet she straddled my head and slowly lowered her dripping cunt on to my face. As she was doing that she explained. "This really isn't a tandem blow job. We started out trying to take turns sucking Vince's cock, but it simply didn't work. A good blow job requires concentration, patience and most of all time. Shifting back and forth between two people wasn't satisfying for any of us, so we came up with this variation. Vince loves it. We hope you will too."
I tried to say; It's wonderful, but Mel was already pressing her cunt into my face so it came out as muffled nonsense.
Amy said, "Don't try to talk baby, just kiss and lick." And then she slipped my cock into her mouth and started sucking me.
It was an amazing experience.
We spent the next two hours doing every possible variation of that position. Amy sat on my face while Mel sucked my cock. Mel sat on my face while Amy rode me cowgirl and then Mel rode me cowgirl while Amy sat on my face. I came while Mel was riding me cowgirl. After I finished cumming I lay between Mel's legs and ate her cunt while Amy sat on her face and then I ate Amy's cunt while Mel took a turn riding Amy's face.
They surprised me when they told me it was my turn to ride. A little nervous, I mounted Amy's face. She licked my balls and my ass and stroked my cock while Mel lay between her legs with her face buried in her cunt. It was incredible, I could have done that forever, but of course we had to switch. I mounted Mel's face and while she licked me and stroked my cock Amy was lying between her legs eating her cunt. It was just as incredible.
Our grand finale started with me lying on my back while Amy and Mel took turns pumping my cock and biting my nipples. You might think that after everything we'd done a dual handjob would be anticlimactic. Believe me, it wasn't. Having two women masturbate you at the same time is an unforgettable experience.
When I orgasmed Mel and Amy caught my cum in the palms of their hands. They rubbed it into each other's breasts and then they moved into a sixty-nine position and licked each other to one last orgasm while I watched. It was an unbelievably exciting way to end an amazing evening.
Exhausted and completely spent we cuddled up together and immediately fell asleep in each other's arms.
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I awoke the next morning alone in the bed. Sitting up, I looked around. Slowly I remembered where I was. I noticed that my clothes were neatly folded on Amy's dresser. I got up, used the lavatory and took a quick shower. After I showered I noticed a tooth brush, tooth paste, shaving cream and a razor lying next to one of the sinks with a note that said, Michael, these are for you.
I shaved, brushed my teeth, got dressed and went down stairs. Amy and Mel were in the kitchen. Mel was frying bacon. Amy was sitting at the kitchen table drinking coffee.
When I walked into the kitchen they both smiled. Amy said, "Good morning sleepy head."
I glanced at the clock on the wall. It was 7:35. Shrugging, I said, "I had a long day yesterday."
Amy said, "We understand. We also get up early here. Do you drink coffee?"
I nodded.
She stood up. As she poured a cup of coffee for me she asked, "Do you take cream or sugar?"
"No black is fine."
Giggling, Mel said, "It really is, isn't it."
Amy rolled her eyes and then she handed the cup of hot coffee to me and took my wrist. "Come on, I want to show you something."
As Amy led me out of the kitchen Mel said; "I think you'll like this."
We passed through through a large dining room that featured a massive mahogany table with a matching hutch, buffet and side board.
Looking around, I said, "This is a beautiful room."
"It is, but we almost never use it. We don't do much entertaining."
I sensed a hint of melancholy in Amy's voice, but I didn't comment.
She led me through another door into the living room. Decorated in classic western style, it was a grand room befitting a nineteenth century cattle baron.
The wall on the left side of the living room was taken up by a stone fireplace with a hand hewn mantel. A brown leather love seat and two leather arm chairs were arranged in a semicircle in front of the fireplace.
A large flat screen television filled most of the wall at the other end of the living room. A red velvet love seat and two matching arm chairs were arranged in a semicircle around the television.
The wall opposite the dining room door was solid floor to ceiling windows. A door in the middle of these windows led to a veranda. Guiding me across the living room, Amy opened that door. We stepped out onto the veranda. I suddenly understood the true majesty of their house.
The view was spectacular. The rocky slopes of the Santa Catalina mountains dominated the vista to our left. In front of us there was a deep cactus and cholla filled canyon that stretched for at least a mile. A gentle slope to our right led to a corral and two small buildings. There were four horses in the corral. A man wearing a cowboy hat, a chambray work shirt, jeans and western boots was working around the buildings.
Amy said, "This is the main reason we live in Catalina."
"It really is beautiful."
"We love to come out here in the morning and drink our coffee while we watch the sun come up over the mountains."
"I can see why? Are those your horses?"
"Yes, Mel and I both love to ride."
Laughing, I said, "I figured that out last night."
"It was fun, wasn't it."
"Oh yes."
Amy smiled at me. I smiled back at her.
After a moment I asked, "Who's the man working around the horses?"
"That's Juan. He and his wife, Isabel are our caretakers. They live in a house about a block down the road."
I nodded.
Amy said, "Let's go back to the kitchen. I'll bet it's time for breakfast."
As soon as we walked into the kitchen Mel said, "Sit down, everything's ready."
Three places were now set at the kitchen table. In the center of the table there was a bowl of scrambled eggs, a platter of crisp bacon and a plate with a stack of whole wheat toast. There was also a pitcher of orange juice, a dish of butter, a jar of strawberry jam and a bottle of hot sauce.
Amy picked up the coffee pot. As she refilled our cups she said, "Mel loves to cook and she's good at it which is lucky for me because I hate it and I'm terrible at it."
Mel pulled out a chair. As she was sitting down she said, "Sit down Michael. Last night we sucked your dick and you ate our pussies. You don't have to be shy around us anymore."
Grinning, I sat down. Amy put the coffee pot back on the warmer and joined us.
As soon as we were all settled Mel started passing the food. All three of us were hungry. For a few minutes we did nothing but eat.
Finally Mel said, "How did you like the view from our veranda?"
"I loved it, it's beautiful. This is a beautiful house."
Mel nodded. "Thank you, it's our dream house. We built it three years ago."
Amy asked, "Michael how long are you planning to stay in Tucson?"
"I don't know. I haven't really thought about it. I want to play a little golf here. I have to meet Jeanne and the girls in San Antonio on Christmas Eve. That's my only obligation. San Antonio is a two day drive from here so I guess I have to leave Tucson by the 22nd of December."
"Until then why don't you stay with us? There are at least six golf courses within a twenty minute drive from here."
Mel said; "Michael, we like you. You're fun. We could have a really good time together."
I looked at both of them. "Are you serious?"
Amy said, "Michael, we're very serious. We enjoy our life here, but because of what we do it's difficult to make friends. We always have to worry about being discreet."
Leaning forward, Mel said, "The people in town know we're strippers, but they don't know we're working girls. We try hard to keep that a secret. That means we have to be very careful about choosing friends."
Nodding, Amy said; "Our clients are all residents of the retirement communities. Discretion is just as important to them as it is to us. It's nice to have someone we can be honest and open with, some one who doesn't judge us. Please say you'll stay, at least for a little while."
They both stared at me, waiting.
"You're sure about this. I wouldn't want to impose."
Mel said, "You won't be imposing. Hell, just being able to cook for someone besides Amy will be a treat."
Amy stuck her tongue out at Mel. I laughed.
They both stared at me again.
Shaking my head, I said, "I would love to stay with you, but you have to make a promise to me."
Amy asked, "What is it?"
"If you get tired of me you have to tell me."
They both smiled. Mel said, "Does that mean you'll stay?"
"Let's try it for a week. A week from today all you have to do is say, Michael, it's been wonderful and I'll leave."
Nodding, Amy said, "And you can say the same thing to us."
"Agreed."
Mel said, "You're really going to stay?"
"If you'll have me."
She cried, "Yesss." And then she looked at Amy and asked, "What should I make for dinner? It's a special occasion. It should be a special meal."
Smiling at me, Amy said, "She really does like to cook." And then turning to Mel she said, "Before we plan dinner I think we should take a look at today's schedule. This is a work day. We have dates with several gentlemen."
"You're right, we'd better check the book." There was a tone of resignation in Mel's voice.
I understood. I liked my job, but there were mornings when I didn't want to go to work.
Amy stood up, walked over to a door at the far end of the kitchen, opened it and went inside.
Mel said, "That's our office. Amy's getting our appointment book."
A moment later Amy reappeared carrying a book. I recognized it immediately. It was a traditional bound appointment book. While smart phones were now replacing them, during the course of my career I'd seen countless books just like the one Amy was carrying. She sat back down at the table, opened it and found the correct page.
After a second she said, "Mel, you're entertaining John Devers at 9:00. I have an appointment with Mike Patrick at 11:00. You're seeing Mark Raymond at 1:00. Right now the 3:00 pm time slot is open."
Mel smiled. "Good that will give me time to go to the grocery store. I really would like to prepare a nice dinner."
Amy said, "Mel, it's 8:15."
Nodding, Mel stood up. "I'll go take a shower. Is the cottage ready?"
"I'm certain it is, but just to be sure I'll call Isabel."
Mel hurried out of the kitchen.
After Mel was gone Amy stood up. She walked over to a cabinet next to the door that led to the garage, took out her purse and returned to the table.
As soon as she was seated she took out her cell phone and made a call. A moment later she said, "Good morning Isabel. We currently have three guests on the schedule for today; 9:00, 11:00 and 1:00. Is the cottage ready?"
There was a brief pause and then Amy said, "Good. Isabel, I also need to tell you that we have a house guest. He's going to be staying with us for several weeks. His name is Michael Nolan."
"No, you don't have to prepare the guest room Michael will be sleeping with Mel and me."
"Yes, just like Senor Vince. Will you tell Juan about Michael."
"Thank you Isabel." Amy ended the call and set her cell phone on the table. "Isabel and Juan have been with us since we built this house three years ago. They're outstanding caretakers and we recognize that. We pay them well and provide a house for them."
"It sounds like a mutually beneficial relationship."
"It is." And then changing the subject, Amy said, "You've heard our schedule for the day, what's yours?"
"I have to go to my motel, pick up my things and check out; other than that I really don't have any plans. I suppose I could try out one of the golf courses around here, but frankly the drive from San Francisco took it's toll. I'm still a little tired."
"Why don't you just come back here and hang out with us."
"Aren't you going to be working?"
"Only one of us works at a time. That way we can watch out for each other."
"You're worried about the police?"
"In our line of work they're always a concern, but they're not our biggest worry."
"I don't understand."
"Michael, there are men out there who like to hurt women. Our profession puts us in a position that makes us vulnerable to those men. With our current clientele it's not as big an issue as it was in Las Vegas, but old habits die hard."
"So while one of you is entertaining a gentleman the other one is acting as a life guard."
"That's a good analogy."
Suddenly Amy's purse started playing a tune. She said, "Excuse me, that's our business phone." She opened her purse, took out a second cell phone and said, "Hi, this is Simone."
After a moment she said, "I'm sorry, Chantel's not available right now, but if you'd like to visit with her I can set up a time. May I ask whose calling?"
"Jim Michaels, Hi Jim, Chantel's mentioned you several times. She always enjoys visiting with you. Would you like to get together with her?"
"Today? Jim we do have an opening at 3:00; but I'm sorry, Chantel's not available this afternoon. Would you be interested in visiting with me?"
Amy listened, after a moment she said, "Jim have you been a bad boy? Do you need to be punished? I can be very strict with boys who are naughty. In fact I'll tell you a little secret, punishing bad boys gets me very excited."
"I'd love to visit with you this afternoon. I'm already looking forward to it. I'll meet you in the cottage at 3:00. Do you need me to review the directions?"
"Good."
"Yes, my honorarium is the same as Chantel's."
"I'll see you at 3:00. Bye Jim."
Amy switched off her phone. As she was setting it on the table next to her other cell phone Mel walked into the kitchen. When I saw her I had to smile. Dressed in a short black skirt and a sheer white blouse that was so tight it looked like the buttons might pop at any moment, she was the epitome of sexuality.
Laughing, I said, "I envy the lucky man you're meeting."
Mel grinned at me. "You like my outfit."
"Yeah, I do."
She raised her skirt. She wasn't wearing panties. I stared at her shaved pussy.
Giggling, Mel said, "When I get back from my date maybe you'd like to play for a little while. John Devers has a big cock and it still gets hard. He loves to fuck and he can go for a really long time. After I'm finished with him a soothing tongue massage would feel very nice."
I was suddenly speechless.
Next to me, Amy said, "It will be good practice for you. When you get home I'm sure Jeanne would enjoy the same post date Therapy."
Mel leaned over. Lasciviously licking my ear, she whispered, "If you lick my pussy, I'll suck your cock."
Chuckling, I said, "The two of you are incorrigible."
Amy grinned. "Yes we are and our goal is to make you incorrigible too."
Throwing my hands in the air, I said, "What have I gotten myself into?"
Mel walked over, picked up my hand and placed it between her legs. "This is always one of your options."
I rubbed Mel's cunt. She was already wet. Smiling at her, I asked, "Are you always aroused?"
Laughing, Amy said, "Pretty much, that's why I want you to stay with us. I need someone to help me appease the insatiable sex monster."
Shaking her head, Mel said, "That from a woman who could wear out an entire herd of Satyrs.
Amy looked at me. "Didn't satyrs used to chase nymphs? That could be fun."
I shrugged. "I'm not sure, but I think they were both part of the same mythology."
Mel said, "It was the Greeks and I don't think they can be trusted. They were always too busy trying to fuck each other in the butt."
"Mel honey, you occasionally let a guy fuck you in the butt."
"I do, but he has to pay extra for the privilege and he has to use a lot of lube. I wonder if the Greeks used olive oil for butt lube? I'll bet they did." Mel winked at me.
I smiled. I couldn't help myself. I really did like these two women.
Rolling her eyes, Amy said, "Shouldn't you be leaving for the cottage? You don't want to keep Bob Devers and his big dick waiting."
Suddenly serious, Mel said, "You're right, I'd better get going. Michael will you still be here when I get back?"
"I'll wait for you."
"Good because we definitely have some unfinished business." Mel turned and started towards the door. "Bob Devers isn't the only one who's going to get his cock sucked this morning."
Amy called, "Hey Mel, before you go I have to tell you something."
Mel stopped and turned around. "what is it?"
"Jim Micheals just called. He wanted a date."
"Did you set up a time?"
"He wanted to see you this afternoon."
"Oh" The disappointment in Mel's voice was evident.
Amy said, "Don't worry sweetie, I know you want to cook this afternoon, so I told him you weren't available. He's going to see me instead. Is that okay?"
"Of course it is. Is that all right with you?"
"Yes, it's just fine. He told me that he's been a bad boy and needs to be punished."
"That's Jim, he's a kinky little guy."
"Should I take him across my knee and spank him?"
"No, make him bend over one of the kitchen chairs and use the riding crop. Don't get carried away. He's married, you don't want to leave any marks. After he's begged you to forgive him make him lick your pussy and your ass, then make him jack off in front of you."
"He'll enjoy that?"
"He'll be absolutely ecstatic."
Giggling, Amy said, "We aim to please."
"Yes we do and now I have to get to the cottage so I can please Bob Devers." Mel turned and hurried into the garage.
A moment later I heard the garage door open and a car start up.
Amy glanced at the clock on the wall. It was 8:50. She picked up her cell phone and her coffee cup and walked over the coffee pot. As she was filling her cup she said, "Fill your cup, were going to go out and sit on the front porch."
I poured myself some more coffee and followed Amy through the living room into a small foyer just to the left of the stone fireplace. She opened the front door and we stepped out onto a wooden porch.
This was the first time I'd seen the front of the house in the daylight. Across the road was an expanse of open desert overgrown with cactus, cholla and shrubs. To the east, towards the mountains there were two small houses. The first was a stucco house similar to many of the houses I'd seen in Tucson. This had to be the house used by Juan and Isabel. Beyond that house there was a small stone cottage. I assumed that this was where Mel was about to meet Bob Devers.
There were four unpainted wood rocking chairs placed side by side on the front porch. Amy sat down in one of them. I sat down in the chair next to her.
Sitting in a rocking chair on a wooden porch, on a crisp desert morning, staring at the mountains is a serene experience. Neither of us said anything. We just sipped our coffee and rocked in our chairs. I could easily have spent the rest of my life in that rocking chair, but of course that wasn't possible. Eventually the realities of life always seem to find a way to interrupt periods of peace and serenity. In this case the interruption arrived in the form of a late model dark blue Lexus sedan.
Amy and I watched as the car slowed at the corner and turned onto the road into their property. The road was rutted and narrow, so the car moved slowly. It passed us and continued down the road towards Isabel and Juan's house and the cottage beyond.
Amy said; "That's Bob Devers."
She picked up her cell phone and pushed a button. After a moment she said, "Bob's on his way in. It all looks good. Have fun, see you in an hour or so." Amy set her cell phone down and turned to me, "Everything seems to be going smoothly. What would you like to do now?"
"I know Mel wanted me to wait until she got back, but I think this might be a very good time for me to go to my motel, pick up my things and check out."
"I agree. I think Mel would too." Amy stood up. "Michael, I can't begin to describe how happy we are that we met you. Both Mel and I are looking forward to several fun weeks."
Standing up, I said, "I am too."
"Do you have everything you need?"
"I do."
Amy kissed my cheek and said, "I may see you before my one o'clock appointment, if not I'll see you at five."
"I'll be here."
"Do you know how to get back to the highway?"
"Keep the mountains at my back."
"That will work. Bye MIchael."
"Bye Amy."
Amy took my coffee cup and went inside. I walked across the gravel and sand front yard to my Escape. As I backed out of Amy and Mel's driveway I smiled. My journey was turning into a truly amazing adventure.
I hadn't unpacked at the motel so picking up my bags and checking out didn't take long. It was just before 11:00 when I pulled into Mel and Amy's driveway.
Mel was sitting in a rocker. She was waiting for Mike Patrick, Amy's eleven o'clock date, to drive by. As I was parking, she stood up and walked out into the yard.
"Michael, park next to the driveway. We're going to need the Mercedes this afternoon."
I nodded.
Mel went back to the porch and sat down. After moving my car, I joined her.
As soon as I was seated, I asked, "How was your date with John Devers?"
Chuckling, Mel said, "We had a good time. John's funny, he makes me laugh. He also has a big cock."
We both noticed a silver Buick coming down the road. We watched as it slowed and turned the corner into Amy and Mel's property.
Mel said, "Mike Patrick's right on time."
We waved as he drove passed. He waved back.



Mel said, "He appears to be alone."
I nodded.
Picking up her cell phone, Mel pushed a button. A moment later she said, "Mike Patrick's on his way in. Everything looks good. Have fun." She switched off her phone.
As she set it on the table next to her, I said, "This might be a dumb question, but I'm going to ask it anyway. Do you like big cocks, I mean are they better? Are they more exciting?"
Mel looked at me. Realizing that I was asking the question seriously, she took a moment to consider her answer. Finally she said, "Michael all cocks are wonderful and the skill and attitude of the man wielding the cock is a lot more important than it's size. That said, if the guy is a good lover, if he understands when he has to be slow and gentle and when he can be aggressive and demanding; a big cock can be a very exciting experience."
"I see."
Noticing the somber tone in my voice, Mel said, "You're worried that Jeanne's going to leave you for a man with a bigger cock, aren't you."
"I'm not sure it's a rational fear, but yes I do worry about that."
"Michael, please listen carefully to what I'm going to tell you."
"Okay."
"Now that Jeanne is dating she is going to find other men that are better sex partners than you are. Don't misunderstand me, you're good, you're very good; but there are men out there who are great. Jeanne is bound to encounter some of those men and she's going to enjoy them. When that happens you shouldn't be jealous, you should be happy for her. You've told me enough about Jeanne to convince me that she's not a shallow person. She's not going to leave you for a man who's better in bed. Most people don't enter into relationships just for sex, especially women. We want a mate who's interesting, understanding, reliable and comforting. We want someone who has inner strength and intelligence. We want someone we can trust. Do you understand?"
"I do."
"Michael, I'm going to tell you a little secret. Both Amy and I are heterosexuals. We prefer men, we like cocks. We're open enough about sex that we can enjoy making love with each other and we do that frequently, but that's because we love each other. While I enjoy sex with men I would never leave Amy for a man. She's my soul mate. I trust her. We take care of each other. I want to spend the rest of my life with her and I'm confident that she feels the same way about me."
"You're telling me that sex isn't the foundation of your relationship."
"It's certainly part of our relationship. We do enjoy sex with each other, but it's not the foundation. The foundation of our relationship is a mixture of love, trust and mutual concern. That's why we can have sex with other people without threatening our relationship. Our relationship isn't based on sex and you know what?"
"what?"
"I don't think any healthy relationship is based on sex. Think about it. You and Jeanne had years of happy marriage with what you have described as a very mediocre sex life. If your daughters hadn't incessantly challenged Jeanne's inhibitions about sex you would probably still be blissfully cohabiting, content with lots of cuddling and very little fucking and sucking."
I nodded.
"Michael, what I'm trying to say is that if Jeanne meets a man who has a big cock and knows how to use it don't feel threatened, be happy for her. She's having fun. She might go through a brief period of infatuation, but she isn't going to leave you for him. Sex is a lousy foundation for a relationship. Hell, that's why the fucking divorce rate in this country is fifty percent. Relationships based solely on sex never last."
"What if she meets a man who's handsome, has a great personality, earns a huge income, has a great big cock and knows hows to use it?"
Laughing, Mel said, "I'll pay you ten thousand dollars for his telephone number."
"You're telling me that it isn't very likely."
"I think if that man exists he's either already in a committed relationship or he isn't interested in one. Michael, the men who are attracted to Jeanne aren't interested in marriage."
"She told me that too."
"Did she explain why?"
"Yes, she told me that younger men want a young wife so they can have children."
"She's right. What did she say about older men?
"They want a wife they can trust and she's already demonstrated that it's likely she'll cheat."
"She's exactly right. Amy and I have the same problem, but it's magnified because we're prostitutes. Men are even less likely to trust us."
"Have either of you ever had a boyfriend?"
"We've both had a few, but they never lasted long. Most guys have a hard time accepting our profession. The guys who have tried all wanted to reform us. We were a challenge to them. You know, I'm so hot that I turned a whore into an honest woman. Of course once they've reform us they lose interest in the relationship."
"That's happened?"
Mel nodded. "To both of us."
"I'm sorry."
"It's okay, it's part of growing up. Sometimes people have a hard time accepting who you are."
Mel paused for a moment and then she said, "Michael, that's why we like you so much. You do accept who we are. You haven't tried to change us. You haven't cross examined us about our profession. All you've done is listen to us and occasionally ask a question. When you did ask questions they were appropriate. You didn't ask us if we were sexually abused when we were children or if we were neglected or emotionally deprived. You just accepted that we are who we are. Baby, that's admirable."
I shrugged.
Mel continued. "We were also impressed by the way you handled your problems with Jeanne. While you did leave her, most men would have kicked her to the curb before they left. Before you left you took steps to make sure she was financially secure. Since then you've actually tried to understand what she's doing and why she's doing it. Michael that makes you a truly amazing man."
"I don't believe most people would consider me an amazing man. I'm certain most people would think I'm a cuckold wimp."
"I don't agree with the wimp part, but you certainly are a cuckold." Mel paused for a moment and then she asked. "Is that really bad? Michael, I'm a cuckold too. At this very moment the woman I love is most likely unzipping a man's pants so she can suck his cock. This morning a man fucked me for at least thirty minutes. That means Amy is also a cuckold. Hell, right now this is a house full of cuckolds. You know what Michael, tonight I think that we should drink a toast to that. The three of us love our mates enough to allow them to enjoy all of the pleasure that can life offer."
"You make it sound so reasonable."
"Because it is reasonable. If Jeanne goes to that bar tonight, you know the one I'm talking about, the one where married people go to meet other married people for a quickie on the way home from work."
"Brady's Pub."
"Is that the name of the place?"
"Yes."
"If she goes to Brady's, picks up some guy, goes out to his car with him and sucks his dick will she be hurting you? Even if you were at home with her and you had to wait an extra hour or so to have dinner, would she really be hurting you?"
"No, not really."
"And she'd be having a whole lot of fun. Michael, sucking dicks is one of the great pleasures of life." She paused. "I suppose that might be a little hard for you to understand, although I don't think it should be. Personally, I love to eat pussy."
Laughing, I said, "That I can understand."
"You mean that eating pussy is fun."
"That's right."
"For Jeanne sucking a cock is just as much fun. Michael honey, genitals..." Mel laughed, "That's kind of a stuffy word, but it's the one that fits so I'm going to use it. Genitals are fun. They're exciting, alluring; hell, they can even be mesmerizing. Burying your face in a sopping wet cunt is thrilling, isn't it."
I smiled. "Yes it is."
"Playing with an erect cock is just as thrilling for a woman. Holding it, stroking it, rubbing it against your cheeks and lips and most of all putting it in your mouth and sucking it is incredibly exciting. I envy Jeanne. I wish I knew about a place like Brady's Pub in Tucson. Amy and I would go there several evenings a week. It would be so nice to occasionally be able to enjoy a little anonymous play without any entanglements."
"Don't you get that from your dates?"
"Somewhat, that's one of the reasons we're in the profession; but when were with a client he's paying us. That means his pleasure comes first. Once in a while I'd like to be able to enjoy a cock without worrying about whether or not its owner is having fun. At a place like Brady's a woman can do that."
Shaking her head, Mel said, "I suppose that sounds selfish, but I don't actually think it is."
"It's not. The men are getting a blow job. That's going to make most of them so happy that they aren't even going to consider the possibility that you might not be focusing all of your attention on giving them pleasure."
"I think you're right."
"What you just told me gives me a little better understanding of what Jeanne is doing, but it's still hard to understand how she can be content about not getting anything in return."
"Michael, that's the point. Sometimes a person doesn't need anything in return. The act itself is the reward. Sexual arousal is fun. Men go to strip clubs just to look at women dancing naked. You like to watch porn. Those movies don't give you pleasure. You get pleasure because they arouse you."
"And then I give myself pleasure." I was grinning.
"That's right and that's exactly what I'd do if I went to a place like Brady's. I'd find a nice hard cock to play with and then I'd go home and rub myself to several orgasms. A full session of hot passionate sex with a partner is fun, but it can also be taxing and time consuming. Sometimes a person just wants a little quick uninvolved excitement."
"I guess that makes sense."
"I know exactly how to explain this." Mel stood up, "Come on, lets go inside the house."
I followed Mel into the living room. She walked over to the chairs in front of the fireplace, unfastened her jeans and pushed them down to her ankles. As she was stepping out of them she said, "Take off your pants but leave your boxers on."
Curious about what we were doing, I took off my trousers. I already had an erection. Mel is a beautiful woman. Seeing her in a pair of lacy white bikini panties is exciting.
There was an arm chair at each end of the couch. Pointing to the one closest to me, Mel said, "Pull that chair around so it's facing me."
As I was moving my chair Mel pulled her chair around so it was facing me. "Sit down in your chair. I'm going to go first. If you have an accidental discharge that will give you time to recover."
"What are you going to do?"
"I'm going to enjoy your cock and when I'm done you're going to enjoy my pussy. After we've both had a chance to enjoy each other we're going to sit in our chairs and watch each other masturbate."
"You're kidding."
"No I'm not and if you relax and give it a chance I think you'll find out that it's fun."
Chuckling, I said, "Okay, I'll give it a try."
"Pull down your boxers and sit down."
I pulled down my underwear and sat in my chair. My six inch penis was sticking straight up."
Mel walked over to me and kneeled between my legs.
As she wrapped her fingers around my cock I asked, "Aren't you going to take off you tee shirt and your panties?"
Shaking her head, she looked up at me and said, "No, this isn't for you; it's for me. When I'm finished you'll get your turn. Now try not to cum, but if you do relax and enjoy it."
"Okay."
For the next fifteen minutes Mel played with my cock. She stroked it and sucked it. She studied it, kissed it, twisted it and turned it. She rubbed and kissed my balls and then she played with my cock some more. A couple of times I had to close my eyes, bite my lip and count backwards from a hundred to keep from cumming, but I managed to do it.
Finally she looked up at me and said, "Thank you, that was wonderful. Now it's your turn." She stood up, walked over to her chair, took off her panties, sat down and spread her legs."
Still amazed by the game we were playing I stood up and walked over to her.
As I kneeled between her legs, she said, "Enjoy yourself." And then she winked at me.
The previous weekend in San Francisco had been the first time that Jeanne and I had ever had uninhibited sex. In the past she'd occasionally allowed me to go down on her, but only with reluctance and restraint. Now Mel was freely offering herself to me; not for her pleasure, but for mine. I'd just done the same thing for her. I'd given her my cock for her own personal enjoyment and now she was giving me her pussy for my enjoyment.
I started to eat Mel out in very typical fashion; but then realizing that wasn't really what she was trying to get me do do, I stopped. Instead I sat back and for the first time in my life I looked closely at a woman's cunt, not on a video; but in real life. As I studied Mel's pussy, I had to agree with her. They really are beguiling.
I gently touched Mel with my fingertips. She was wet, that made it even more exciting. Leaning forward I kissed her and then I licked my lips and tasted her. Wanting more, I extended my tongue and tasted her again.
Above me, Mel cooed with delight. That made me smile. While I realized that giving her pleasure wasn't my task, knowing that she was enjoying this made it even more enjoyable for me.
I spent the next ten minutes kissing, tasting and playing with Mel's sex. When I moved up to her clit I decided to be a little adventurous. I kissed it and licked it, but then I blew on it and flicked it with my nose. That made Mel laugh. When I sucked it into my mouth she gasped. For a moment I held it there savoring it's presence between my lips and then bursting with excitement I moved down and licked her with a frenzy that revealed my burning lust.
Laughing, Mel reached down and pulled me up.
I smiled at her, my face glistening with her moisture. "That was fun."
Mel giggled. "Yes it was. Go sit in your chair. It's time for us to jack off."
As I sat down I asked, "Can girls jack off?"
In a voice filled with mock indignation, Mel proclaimed, "Damn right we can, in fact I'll bet I can jack off better than you can."
"Are you making this into a contest?"
"Hell yes, but it's not a race. Jacking off should never be a race. It needs to be savored and enjoyed."
"Okay, but if it's not a race what criteria do we use to evaluate the quality of our efforts?"
"The intensity of the pleasure derived from the experience. For that we need an impartial judge."
"And I just arrived." It was Amy. She was standing immediately behind me.
Mel asked, "How was your session with Mike Patrick?"
"It was fine. Mike's always a gentleman, but he's a glutton for head. My lips are in a state of total exhaustion."
Laughing, Mel said, "A hazard of our profession."
Grinning, Amy said. "It is, but enough about that. I want to know what's going on here. You're both sitting in chairs that have been moved so that they're directly opposite from each other. You're both naked from the waist down and you're arguing about who can jack off better. I've clearly missed something."
Mel told Amy about the discussion and activities that had led up to the current situation.
When she was finished Amy shook her head and said, "And now you're having a contest to see who can jack off the best."
Mel nodded. "That's right."
"And you want me to judge the contest."
"That would be nice."
"I just spent the last hour sucking Mike Patrick's cock. I'd rather be a contestant."
Mel said; "That's an even better idea. When we're done we can vote to decide who won."
Amy said; "You do realize that it's likely that method will result in a draw."
"I know and that will be okay."
"All right then, I'll take the couch."
I stood up. Shaking my head, I said, "No, that won't work. If the contest is going to be fair we all have to compete in same conditions. You might decide to lie down on the couch. That would be an unfair advantage."
Giggling, Mel said, "He's right Amy."
I walked across the living room, picked up one of the arm chairs from the grouping in front of the television and carried it back to the fireplace.
As I set it down Mel said, "Since we can't be opposite each other anymore I suggest we sit in tight triangle."
Amy said; "Good idea Mel."
I agreed too. It seemed like a perfectly reasonable suggestion.
We carefully positioned the three chairs. Amy took off her skirt and panties.
Once the three of us were settled Mel said, "Is everyone ready?"
Amy and I nodded.
Mel said, "Remember, this is not a race. We're looking for orgasm intensity and excitement. The competition continues until all three of us have cum at least one time."
Amy asked, "Can we earn extra points for multiple orgasms?"
I protested. "Hey that's not fair."
Shaking her head, Mel said, "I disagree. You have the advantage of being able to ejaculate into the air. That will be impressive. Multiple orgasms provide Amy and me with an opportunity to offset that advantage."
We were all laughing.
I said, "All right, I'll go along with extra points for multiple orgasms as long as I get points for height, distance and amount."
Amy raised her eyebrows. "Amount?"
"I can dream."
Mel and Amy both giggled. Amy said, "Yes you can."
Suddenly Mel said, "Just a minute." She stood up and hurried into the bedroom. A moment later she returned carrying two bath towels. As she spread them out in front of me, she said, "We don't want to make a mess on the carpet."
Amy said, "Good thinking Mel."
Mel sat down. Once she was settled she asked, "Is everyone ready?"
Amy and I both nodded one more time.
Mel said, "On three. One, two, three."
We began.
Mel and Amy both started slowly. I understood immediately. This wasn't a race, it was a contest of intensity and gratification. I followed their lead and slowly stroked myself while I watched their fingers deftly massage their slippery cunts. As we masturbated our excitement grew, our speed and intensity increased and our interest in the contest dwindled.
Amy was the first one to cum. As she was recovering from the thrill of her climax Mel said, "She's always been able cum more quickly than I can."
Amy said, "Yes, but when you come you always scream louder than I do."
"That's because I'm from Chicago. All the women from Chicago are screamers. It's in our genes."
Amy and I both rolled our eyes.
Mel started vigorously rubbing her clit. After a moment she began to pant.
Amy said, "She's getting close. She always pants before she cums."
Suddenly Mel arched her back and emitted a blood curdling scream and then she started to shake. It was a monumental orgasm.
Laughing, Amy said, "When it comes to orgasms, my baby is a pro."
Mel, who was starting to regain her composure said, "I told you, I'm from Chicago. It's in my genes."
Amy shook her head and then she closed her eyes and refocused her attention on the pleasure she was giving herself with her fingers.
Mel was still quietly reclining in her chair, but I noticed that her fingers were already beginning to move again. I kept pumping my erection at a steady pace. I was enjoying this game. I didn't want it to end quickly.
Amy and Mel both came again, first Amy and then Mel. As Mel orgasmed I felt my own excitement beginning to mount. I pumped my cock harder and faster.
Amy said, "He's going for it."
"Yes he is. It's fun to watch, isn't it."
Feeling the sensations of pleasure building in my loins, I realized that I'd reached the point where an orgasm was both imminent and inevitable. I slowed my pace. I wanted to savor the next few moments.



Sensing what was about to happen, both Mel and Amy were watching me intently.
Squeezing hard, I slowly and deliberately stroked my cock. The pleasure continued to build and then as it reached an intense crescendo a spurt of semen erupted from the tip of my erect penis. It rose about a foot, formed an arc and landed on the towel in front of me. Another spurt, not quite as high followed the first and then another one that just barely made it to the towel.
Amy and Mel applauded.
Mel stood up and walked over to me. Kneeling between my legs she said, "I'm not going to let this wonderful cum go to waste." She picked up my still erect penis and licked the oozing semen off of it.
Still rubbing her cunt, Amy laughed. "Mel you always have been a cum hungry slut."
Giggling, Mel said, "Yes I have and one of the downsides of our profession is we always have to use condoms."
Once my cock started to soften Mel stood up and said, "It's time to vote."
Amy said, "Mel I think we should call it a draw."
Smiling, I said, "I agree. An orgasm can't possibly be given a quantitative value. By definition they're all wonderful, so all three of us have to be winners."
"Our accountant speaks." Amy was laughing.
Mel grinned. "And were both smart enough to never argue with an accountant, so a draw it shall be."
Amy said, "Mel I hate to do this to you, but it's 12:30. You're scheduled to entertain Mark Raymond in thirty minutes."
"You're right, I'd better go shower."
Mel gathered up the two towels she'd laid out to protect the carpet and hurried into the bedroom.
As soon as she was gone Amy stood up. As she was putting her panties and Jeans back on she said, "Michael, do you understand what Mel was trying to explain."
"I guess so, I think I now have a better understanding of why Jeanne enjoys going to Brady's so much. It's an easy way for her to enjoy a cock without getting involved in a lot of emotional or social entanglements. It's actually the same reason I occasionally like to watch an erotic movie."
Smiling, Amy said, "You got it."
"Amy, have you and Mel decided to become my teachers?"
"Would that be a problem for you?"
I considered that. After a moment I said, "More than anything I want to find a way to be able to stay with Jeanne. I'm close to being able to accept her new lifestyle, but I'm not quite there yet. Right now I think I can use all the help I can get; so no, if you want to be my teachers it won't be a problem for me."
Amy threw her arms around me. As she hugged me, she said, "Sweetie you are about to begin cuckold boot camp."
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Amy and I put the furniture back in place. After we finished I walked out to my Escape and brought my bags up to the guest bedroom. I'd be sleeping with Amy and Mel, but since there wasn't any spare storage space in their room the guest room was going to be my closet.
As soon as my bags were put away we went back downstairs. Mel was just leaving. She was dressed in a pink miniskirt, a pink brassiere, pink fishnet stockings held up by a pink garter belt and pink spike heeled pumps.
When I saw her I said, "You look fabulous."
Giggling, Mel asked, "Good enough to eat?" She lifted the hem of her skirt. Once again she wasn't wearing panties."
I laughed. "Sit on the counter. I'll do you right now."
Shaking her head, Mel said, "Sorry baby, at this moment this pussy's not for you. For the next couple of hours it belongs to Mark Raymond."
Amy leaned over and whispered into my ear, "You're a cuckold, get used to hearing that."
"The lessons continue." I was smiling.
Amy slipped her hand down the front of my jeans. As she wrapped her fingers around my cock she said, "Isn't that what you want?"
Mel was watching me.
I slowly nodded. "Yes, that's exactly what I want."
Still holding my cock, Amy said, "Good because we're eager to help you."
Mel leaned against the kitchen counter and stuck out her rear. "You can't have my pussy, that has to be clean and fresh for my date, but you could still give me a good bye kiss."
"It is the proper way for a cuckold to say good bye to his wife when she leaves to meet her lover." Amy pulled her hand out of my pants and gave me a little nudge.
I got down on my knees behind Mel, spread her beautiful milk chocolate cheeks and pressed my lips to her anus. She let me kiss and lick her for a moment and then she said, "Okay, move over, now it's Amy's turn. She's a cuckold too."
I stood up and stepped away.
Dropping to her knees behind Mel, Amy said, "I think this may have to become a regular ritual in this house." She spread Mel's cheeks and kissed her ass.
Giggling, Mel said, "I'm on board with that plan. I love having my ass kissed, but I want to do a little kissing too."
Amy stood up. "Don't worry baby, Michael and I will both be happy to give you a turn. After all, you're a cuckold too."
Mel gave me a wink and said, "I'm am and I'm proud of the title. It means I love my sweetheart enough to let her enjoy all the pleasures life has to offer."
I grinned at Mel.
Amy was grinning too, but then she glanced at the clock on the wall. It was ten minutes to one. Suddenly serious, she said, "Mel honey, you'd better hustle that luscious brown ass of yours down to the cottage. You don't want Mark Raymond to get there before you do."
Sighing, Mel said, "You're right. I'll see you in an hour and a half." She hurried into the garage. A moment later we heard the garage door open and then a car started.
Amy turned and walked through the door into the living room. "We'd better go out to the front porch and wait for Mel's date."
I followed her. As we sat down in the rockers we could see the Mercedes convertible with the top down turning into the cottage.
Amy said, "We generally use the Mercedes as our transportation between the house and the cottage."
"A few little luxuries can make going to work much easier."
"That's exactly how we feel."
Glancing towards the road leading to Mel and Amy's property, I noticed a plume of dust in the distance. I watched. After a moment a car came into view. I turned to Amy. "I think Mark Raymond is arriving."
Amy looked. "I think you're right."
We both watched. The car came closer. I could see that it was dark green BMW sedan. I said, "You're clients drive nice cars."
"They're all retired professionals. Money isn't an issue for them."
"You should charge more."
"We could, but money isn't an issue for us either."
The car turned onto Amy and Mel's road. As it slowly passed us we waved. The driver, a man in his sixties, waved back.
Amy picked up her cell phone and called Mel. "He just passed the house. He's alone. It looks good. Have fun. I'll see you in an hour or so." Amy shut off her cell phone and stood up. "Michael, I have an hour before I have to get ready for my date. I'm going to sit on the back veranda and read. Would you like to join me?"
"Thank you, I'd like that very much, but I was wondering, do you have wireless Internet?"
"Of course, if you'd like to use it, the access code is taped to the side of our router. The router is in our office. That's the little room off the kitchen."
"May I go in there?"
"Certainly, Michael you should feel free to go anywhere in this house."
"Thank you."
"I'm going to change and get my Kindle. I'll see you on the veranda."
I went into the kitchen office, found the router and wrote down the access code. Then I went upstairs to the guest room, started my laptop computer and entered the Internet access code.
Once I was logged on to the Internet I took my computer downstairs and joined Amy on the veranda. She was lying on a chaise lounge wearing a thong bikini that was so skimpy it would have created a scandal on a public beach.
Momentarily setting her Kindle down, Amy looked up at me and said, "Make yourself comfortable."
There were two more chaise lounges, but there was also a patio table with four chairs. I set my computer on the table. As I sat down in one of the chairs, I said, "I like your bathing suit."
"You really are a voyeur."
"Through and through, it's in my blood."
Amy laughed. "I'd love to lie out here naked, but I want the tan lines."
"You want the tan lines? I thought most women tried to avoid tan lines."
"Michael I'm a nude dancer. One of the tricks to nude dancing is making the guys believe they're getting to see something they're not supposed to see. Tan lines help create that illusion."
"So if we sit out here tonight after the sun goes down, you'll get naked?"
Shaking her head, Amy said, "Michael you are incorrigible."
"I try."
Amy smiled. "It's really easy to understand why your wife loves you so much. I've only known you for one day and I'm already enamored with you."
I shrugged.
Still smiling, Amy said, "Michael after dinner I promise you that Mel and I will both get naked, but it won't be out here. This is the desert in November. As soon as the sun goes down it gets cold out here."
"Okay, but I still like the part about getting naked."
"I'm sure you do Mr. Voyeur. Now, unless you want to discuss something that doesn't involve my getting naked I'm going to go back to my book."
"As long as you're placing that limitation on our conversation I can't think of anything I want to talk about."
"Be quiet and let me read."
"My wife says that to me a lot."
"I'll bet she does and since you've been gone I'll bet she misses you. I know I would if I was her."
"She's too busy dating other men to miss me."
"Michael, after the weekend the two of you just had in San Francisco do you really believe that?"
"No, I guess not."
"Damn right I guess not. This is cuckold lesson number three, or is it four or maybe even five. I'm losing track."
"Let's go with three."
"Okay, cuckold lesson number three; fucking has nothing to do with love. Cave men established that fifty thousand years ago and ever since then it's been an accepted truth. Jeanne is dating other men for one reason and only one reason, it's fun."
"You're going to have to keep repeating that over and over again."
"Baby, that's why you're in cuckold boot camp. Now can I read my book?"
"Yeah."
I logged onto my email site and signed into my account. There was an email from Ruth. It had been sent the previous afternoon.
I opened it.
"Michael,
The office is running well. Jason continues to be a good manager and Bernie Kyle is an excellent assistant. Charles and Edith Montgomery stopped by today to inquire about you. I assured them that you're doing well. They send their love.
I talked to Jeanne during lunch today. She is ecstatic. She had a wonderful time with you in San Francisco. She now hopes that you might eventually be able to forgive her and maybe even accept her new life style."
I hope you don't mind, but I'd like to update you on my personal life. Right now I only feel comfortable talking about this with you and Jeanne.
Saturday night both of the kids were at parties, so David and I had the house to ourselves. Following what has become our usual routine, we watched an erotic movie with the sound off. During the movie David lay between my legs and licked me while I told him about my dates with Nick Granger. Nick's that guy I was going out with just before I met David.
We were both having fun. I'd already had two orgasms. I was about to go down on David. Recently he's started to feel self conscious about the size of his penis so he has trouble fucking me. I've tried to reassure him that his penis feels wonderful inside me, but he won't believe me. He's now certain that after experiencing a man like Nick Granger I could never be satisfied with his tiny cock. Nick's big cock was exciting, but I love David so his cock will always be special for me. Unfortunately I can't convince him of that.
Anyway, just as I was about to go down on David he got up, walked over to his dresser, took out a package and brought it to me. I opened it. Inside there was a large, very life like rubber cock. It was ten inches long and thick.
As I examined it David asked me if I'd like him to fuck me with Nick's cock.
Michael, I stared at him for a moment. I wasn't sure what to say, but then I saw the longing in his eyes. Realizing that this was what he wanted, I said yes. Michael, it was wonderful. It wasn't as good as the real thing. Having Nick's muscular body on top of me while he thrusts his big cock in and out of my cunt is an amazing experience, but I have to admit that the rubber cock was a pretty good substitute. I had another orgasm and it was memorable.
Once I recovered from my orgasm I gave David a blow job and let him cum in my mouth. As soon as he finished ejaculating I kissed him and we shared his cum. This was something we read about in the cuckold stories on the Internet. David is hoping that some day I'll be sharing Nick Granger's cum with him.
Afterward we lay in bed cuddling and talking. David wants me to call Nick and start dating him. He's hoping that he'll eventually get to watch the two of us together, but he tells me that just the thought of Nick fucking me drives him wild. He wants to be my cuckold. He would love to help me get ready for a date and then happily wait for me to return home and tell him every detail about the sex Nick and I enjoyed.
I'm pretty sure that Nick would be open to the idea of getting together with me. I recently talked to several old friends who still see Nick. They said that he asks about me all the time and they also told me that they've seen him at parties with women they knew were married.
While I have to admit that I'm intrigued by the idea, I'm also afraid of it. I fear that this might be one of those situations where the fantasy is exciting, but the reality is disastrous. I love David so much. I don't want to risk doing anything that might jeopardize our relationship.
We are considering an alternative. Jeanne told me about Brady's. I told David. He wants to do it. He wants me to go in with Jeanne. He'll come in a few minutes later and sit at the bar by himself. He wants to watch me do it all; meet a guy, dance with him, make out in a back booth and most of all go out to the parking lot with him.
Michael, we're seriously considering doing this. Do you think we're crazy? I really want your opinion. I value your judgment and you're in the middle of a similar situation with Jeanne. Please give us some advice. David is pushing me to try it. While I have to admit that I want to do it too, I'm scared. I love David so much. I can't bear the thought of doing something that might hurt him.
Ruth"
I leaned back in my chair and sighed. Ruth was my closest friend. She was asking for my advice and I didn't know what to tell her. I closed my eyes and tried to think.
Noticing my sudden disquiet, Amy set her Kindle down and asked, "Michael honey, what's wrong? It looks like you just got terrible news. Is Jeanne all right?"
"Jeanne's fine."
"Then what's wrong sweetheart?"
I looked at Amy. Both she and Mel had demonstrated a keen understanding of interpersonal relationships, especially sexual relationships. I needed advice and they were my best resource. For a moment I was concerned that discussing this situation might be a violation of Ruth's trust, but I quickly realized that wasn't a valid concern. It was highly unlikely that Amy and Mel would ever meet Ruth and David and if by some remote chance they did end up meeting they certainly wouldn't be passing judgment on their sexual inclinations.
Deciding that the advantages of discussing Ruth and David's situation with Amy and eventually Mel far outweighed the disadvantages, I said, "A close friend is asking for advice about her sexual relationship with her husband."
"Do you feel comfortable discussing it with us?"
Amy's use of the plural pronoun us made it clear that anything I told her would eventually go to Mel too. That was all right with me. I trusted both of them. Nodding, I said, "Yes, I trust you both and I value your opinions."
Amy smiled.
Deciding to give her some background, I said, "I guess it started with the problems I was having with Jeanne. Ruth runs my accounting office."
"She's your secretary."
"No, Ruth is a lot more than that. She actually runs the office."
"Okay."
"She's also my friend. Ruth and I confide in each other. She knew about everything that was happening. The Saturday before I began my trip I was meeting with an elderly couple who were both valued clients and old friends. Ruth was there too. The couple noticed that I seemed upset and asked me about it. Since they were close friends so I told them everything."
"Wasn't that the same day you walked in on Jeanne and that man?"
"The meeting with Charles and Edith Montgomery was that afternoon."
"You must have been noticeably upset."
"I was. Charles talked with me in private. What he told me was a complete surprise. When they were younger his wife had been part of a group of women who regularly dated other men with their husbands permission. They even enjoyed weekend retreats at luxury resorts with other men."
"Really?"
"Yes."
"And their husbands knew what was happening?"
"Yes, Charles told me that it took time; but he eventually not only learned to accept what Edith was doing, he actually enjoyed it."
"Michael, you're not alone."
"No, I'm not. That's becoming abundantly clear."
"So did you tell Ruth what Charles told you?"
"I didn't have to; while Charles was talking to me Edith was in the outer office talking to Ruth."
"And she told her everything."
"That's right."
"Did Ruth start thinking about cuckolding her husband after that conversation?"
"Not exactly. There's more. Even though they're in their seventies Charles and Edith still have an active sex life."
"Good for them." Amy was smiling. It wasn't a sarcastic smile.
That made me smile. I continued. "They told us that after the meeting they planned to go home and watch a Diamond Foxx movie. Diamond Foxx is a porn star. Charles and Edith believe that when Edith was in the prime of her hot wife days she looked a lot like Diamond Foxx."
Nodding, Amy said, "I get it, watching one of her movies is a walk down memory lane for them."
"That's right."
"Okay, how does that relate to Ruth and her husband?"
"After Charles and Edith left, Ruth asked me if there were any porn stars who resembled Jeanne or her."
"She must have been aware of your passion for the erotic cinema."
"Sarcasm?"
"Sorry, I couldn't resist."
We both laughed.
I said, "Ruth and Jeanne have been friends for years. I suspect Jeanne may have occasionally alluded to that particular passion of mine, especially after a glass of wine or two."
"So are there any porn stars who resemble either Jeanne or Ruth."
"Oh yes."
"May I ask who?"
"Are you an aficionado of the cinema?"
"No, but this evening, after dinner, I can now assure you that Mel and I are going to ask you to share some of the highlights of your collection with us. I assume that you do have a collection."
"I do."
"On your lap top?"
"Of course."
"We have the necessary equipment to connect your laptop to the big screen television in the living room."
"This has the potential to be a very interesting evening."
"Honey, with Mel and me it's always going to be an interesting evening."
"I believe that."
"So tell me more about Ruth and her husband. Was there really a porn star who looked like her?"
"Yes, Roxanne Hall."
"We'll certainly want one of her movies on our viewing list this evening."
"That's easily arranged."
"Okay, so what happened?"
"That night Ruth and her husband bought a Roxanne Hall movie on the Internet. They watched it in their bedroom. Ruth said it led to the best sex they'd had in a long time. After that they started watching Roxanne Hall movies whenever they had an opportunity. It wasn't long before David was telling Ruth that when he was watching Roxanne Hall with another man he was imagining that it was her."
"His cuckold inclinations were beginning to surface."
"That's exactly what was happening."
"How did Ruth React?"
"She'd been a witness to everything that had been occurring between Jeanne and me so the situation wasn't completely foreign to her. Prior to meeting David she'd also been rather adventurous, particularly with a man named Nick Granger. Nick was consummate lover, but he was also a number one rogue. When Ruth met David she immediately realized that while that he wasn't nearly as exciting as Nick he was a solid, reliable man."
"Outstanding husband material." Amy was nodding.
"That's right, so Ruth immediately dumped Nick and married David."
"And now that David's cuckold inclinations are surfacing Nick is being brought back into the picture. Is he still around?"
"Apparently he is. I think it's time for you to read Ruth's email."
"All right."
Amy read Ruth's email. After she was finished she said, "Oh my." And then she looked at me and said, "Micheal, I can see why you're perplexed. This is a complicated situation."
I nodded.
Shaking her head, Amy added, "I'm sorry, but I'm afraid we're going to have to table any further discussion until this evening. I need to get ready for my three o'clock date. I'd also like to include Mel."
"I would too."
"This afternoon while she's cooking dinner would you please tell her everything you just told me."
"Of course."
"Then the three of us can discuss it while we're eating dinner."
"That's a good idea."
"I have to go upstairs, take a shower and get dressed for my date."
"I'll be fine here. I'm going to read the rest of my emails and then I'll put together a video show for tonight."
"Oh yes, I want to see Diamond Foxx and Roxanne Hall and you said there was a woman who looked like Jeanne. I want to see her too."
"I'll put it all together."



"I can't wait." Amy turned and hurried into the house.
I'd been wading through my spam for about ten minutes when I heard someone in the house. I turned. Mel was standing in the doorway. She looked glum.
I said, "Mel what's the matter?"
She said, "Michael, will you hold me."
"Of course I will" Turning my chair, I patted my knee and said, "Sit here."
Mel sat down. I put my arms around her. She wrapped her arms around me and laid her head on my shoulder. I rocked her like I used to rock my girls when they were upset. After a few minutes I whispered. "Mel honey, what's the matter? Did Mark Raymond hurt you?"
She shook her head. "No, not physically."
"What did he do?"
"He spent the entire time kissing my feet and licking my ass."
"Is that bad?"
"Sometimes it is." I looked up. Amy was standing in the doorway.
"I don't understand."
Amy said, "Michael when you or I lick Mel's ass we do it because we're expressing our love for her. She's our queen, our goddess. We're showing her that we'll do anything for her. And then she kisses and licks our asses and expresses that same love."
"Okay."
"But there are some men who want to kiss and lick Mel's ass for another reason. For them it's a form of masochism. Licking a black woman's ass is the ultimate humiliation. When they do it they're not worshiping Mel, they're denigrating her."
Understanding, I held Mel as tightly in my arms as I possibly could and whispered, "Melody, you're a wonderful bright woman with beautiful coffee colored skin. I hope you will always be my friend."
Mel sat up and stared into my eyes. "Michael stay with us for awhile, please."
Amy said, "Right now we need you just as much as you need us. You're trying to learn how to accept life with a philandering wife and we're two old whores trying to cope with the trials of our profession and the reality of advancing age. Please stay."
I kissed Mel and then I looked at Amy and said, "I'll stay for awhile. That's all I can promise."
Mel smiled. "Sometimes a little bit of love goes a very long way."
Still holding Mel on my lap I turned and looked at Amy. I gasped. My attention had been focused on Mel so I hadn't noticed Amy's outfit.
She was dressed in a black leather and lace corset that left her large breasts fully exposed. The corset had straps that held up black fishnet stockings. On her feet she wore black patent leather ankle high boots with what had to be at least five inch stiletto heels. She wasn't wearing panties leaving her shaved pussy fully exposed. A heavy layer of mascara and eyeshadow darkened her eyes and her lips were painted with a deep crimson lip gloss.
Noticing my reaction, Amy smiled, "I gather that my outfit has caught your attention. Do you like it?"
"I've never really thought of myself as a submissive, or for that matter a dominant; But right now I have to admit that I have a nearly uncontrollable urge to get down on my knees and kiss the toes of those patent leather boots you're wearing."
Amy grinned. "That's the look I was trying for."
Laughing, I said, "You got it."
Mel stood up. "Michael honey, if it's any consolation right now I have that exact same urge except I want to kiss her booty."
I said, "Can I get in line behind you?"
Mel said, "Hell yes." Now all three of us were laughing.
Leaning forward, Amy rested her hands on the back of one of the patio table chairs and stuck out her rear. Mel got down on her knees, spread Amy's cheeks and gave her a passionate kiss.
Giggling, Amy said, "Ooo a little tongue too."
Standing up, Mel said, "Damn right, I'm from Chicago. We always use a little tongue." Turning to me she said, "Now it's your turn. I'm gonna let you in on a secret. Amy's from Wisconsin. If you give her a little tongue she'll wiggle her butt while you kiss her."
As I got down on my knees I asked, "Do all women from Wisconsin wiggle their butts when you give 'em a little tongue?"
"I can't say for sure, because I've only been with one woman from Wisconsin; but I have heard rumors."
Shaking her head, Amy said, "Michael just give me my kiss. I have to get to work."
I spread Amy's cheeks and pressed my lips to her puckered hole. As I kissed her I pushed my tongue into her. Giggling, Amy wiggled her hips.
Next to me, Mel said, "I told ya."
I gave Amy another kiss and stood up. All three of us were laughing.
Mel looked at me and said, "Michael, even if it's only going to be for a little while I'm glad you're here. You're fun."
Kissing my cheek, Amy said, "I think you're fun too."
I smiled.
Sighing, Amy said, "I wish I didn't have to go to work right now."
Mel said, "One of us has to go. We promised Jim Michaels that we'd punish him this afternoon."
Giggling, Amy said, "And I'm certain he deserves it. I'm dressed for the part and you're cooking. I'll go. Is the whip in the cottage?"
"It's in the bedroom closet. Remember, Jim's married. Don't leave any marks."
"I'll be careful. And now I absolutely have to leave. I'll see the two of you in an hour or so." She turned and hurried back into the house."
As soon as she was gone Mel said, "We'd better move out to the front porch so we can spot for Amy. Once we're sure everything is all right I'll take a shower and go to the grocery store. I'll have to hurry. I want to get dinner made before the sun goes down."
"Why?"
"Michael when the sun is setting the Catalina mountains turn a beautiful shade of pink. When that happens the three of us want to be sitting on the veranda sipping our cocktails."
"I like this plan, but if we're pressed for time why don't I sit on the front porch and spot for Amy while you shower."
"Would you do that for us?"
"Of course I will. All I have to do is make sure Jim Michael's is alone and no other cars are following him. Once I'm certain it's okay I call Amy, right."
"That's right and in the highly unlikely event that it's not okay, call Amy and say these words; It doesn't look right. Don't answer the door. She'll go into the bathroom and wait there until we call her again. You should continue sitting on the front porch and watch what's happening. Do not attempt to engage the authorities. They're on our private property. There's a no trespassing sign where you turn into our driveway. Before they can take action the police have to have probable cause. Our plan is to try very hard not to give it to them."
"What if they wait fifteen minutes and then raid the cottage."
"Once the sex starts it gets messy for them. We can cry entrapment. Even more important, the police have to report what they observed when they entered the cottage. That report becomes part of the public record. We rely on the assumption that our clients are going to be reticent to agree to anything that might result in public embarrassment for them."
"I understand. Jim Michaels is not going to want a police report that describes him getting punished by Amy."
"You mean Mistress Simone."
"Yes, Mistress Simone."
"He'd be the laughing stock of his retirement community."
"He would be, wouldn't he."
Mel handed her cell phone to me. "It's set, all you have to do is press the call button. I'm going to take a shower and then I'm going to the grocery store. Do you like chicken stir fry?"
"Very much, can I go to the grocery store with you?"
"Sure, that would be fun."
"Can we stop at a liquor store? I'd like to buy a couple of bottles of wine to have with dinner."
"Honey, this is Arizona. All the grocery stores sell liquor and they all have a nice selection of wines."
Mel went up to the bedroom to shower and change clothes. I walked out to the front porch, sat down in one of the rockers and waited for Jim Michaels.
As I sat down I noticed that Amy was parking the Mercedes in front of the cottage. I watched her get out and walk inside.
I was just starting to relax when I heard the noise of a car in the distance. I waited. After a moment I saw a dark green Volvo Sedan coming down the road. I watched it slow at the corner and then turn onto Amy and Mel's road. Carefully negotiating the bumps and ruts the Volvo drove past the house. A gray haired gentleman who looked to be in his early sixties was driving. He appeared to be alone
I waved. He stopped and studied me. I smiled and waved again. After a moment he waved back and then he continued on towards the cottage.
I turned my attention back to the road in from Catalina. Not seeing signs of any more cars I picked up Mel's cell phone and pushed the call button. Amy answered immediately.
I said, "Your gentleman caller is on his way in. He's an older man who appears to be alone. I don't see any signs of other cars so it looks like everything is A okay."
Amy giggled. "So now you're spotting for us. Welcome to the seamy world of illicit sex."
"Thank you, I have to admit that it's fun."
"It is exciting, isn't it."
"Yes, but you'd better hang up and get ready to greet Prince Charming. He's getting out of his car."
"Thanks Michael, I'll see you in about an hour."
"Bye Amy, have fun."
"Believe me Michael, I'm going to." Amy ended the call.
I smiled as I set Mel's cell phone on the table next to my rocker. Three months ago I was living in an upscale suburban house with my prim and proper wife. I was a middle aged accountant who owned his own firm. My two daughters had just graduated from college. Now my prim and proper wife was dating other men, I'd recently discovered that my oldest daughter was a dominatrix and I was working as a volunteer assistant for two ladies of the evening. Life occasionally takes unexpected turns.
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Sitting on the porch slowly rocking in my chair, I started thinking about Jeanne. I wondered if she'd set up a second date with Trent Peters. As I considered that I realized that I was actually hoping she had. I closed my eyes and imagined Trent on top of Jeanne. He was pushing his big cock in and out of her slippery cunt while she cried with delight. I felt my cock stirring. I couldn't deny that the image aroused me.
I didn't know how to cope that reaction. Years of social conditioning were telling me that it was wrong. A real man should never be excited by the mental picture of another man fucking his wife.
Jeanne, Mel and Amy were all urging me to ignore the traditional expectations of our culture and enjoy Jeanne's new life style. In my heart I knew they were right, but those years of conditioning were proving to be difficult to shed.
Jeanne had been able to overcome her lifelong conditioning. During the previous weekend in San Francisco she'd managed to convince me that for her the other men were nothing more than recreational sex. She loved only me. I was and would continue to be the most important man in her life.
Still I wondered what would happen when Jeanne started regularly dating another man. It would begin as a relationship based solely on sex, but can two people maintain a physical bond without developing an emotional attachment? While I didn't think it was likely, I was beginning to understand that it might not necessarily be a threat to our marriage.
All married couples have friends, often they're close friends. Because of concerns about sexual impropriety the friends are generally the same gender, but what if sexual impropriety wasn't an issue? What if it was an accepted part of the friendship?
During the course of our marriage Jeanne has often entertained a girlfriend in the kitchen while I watched a football game in the den. Why shouldn't she entertain a boyfriend in the guest bedroom while I watched football in the den. Instead of drinking coffee and gossiping they'd be fucking; but Jeanne, Amy and Mel have all been arguing that while sex can be a beautiful expression of love, it doesn't have to be. It can just be an act of physical pleasure.
It would require trust, but all marriages require trust and my trust in Jeanne was rapidly being restored. Last weekend it had become clear to me that despite the fact that Jeanne was now enjoying sex with other men she still loved me and I could still trust that love implicitly.
I needed to call Jeanne. I wanted to call Jeanne. I wondered if she'd been to Brady's Pub since she returned home and most of all I wanted to know if she'd set up a second date with Trent Peters.
I also had to tell Jeanne where I was. That would mean I'd have to tell her about Amy and Mel. I suspected she was going to be jealous. While I found the irony of that a little amusing I realized that this was going to be an important step for Jeanne. If she really did believe that sex could be nothing more than a physical act of pleasure between two adults, then she would have to accept my relationship with Amy and Mel. Still I was reasonably certain there were going to be some growing pains before Jeanne finally reached that understanding.
I glanced at the time on Mel's cellphone. It was 3:12. There was an hour time difference so at home it was 4:12. Jeanne would be finishing up her workday. I decided to wait until 6:00 to call her. That would make it 7:00 at home. Jeanne would be finished with her supper and settling down to watch television. It would be a good time to have a conversation with her.
I had a sudden concern. What if Jeanne decided to stop at Brady's on her way home from work. When I call she might be in the bar flirting with a new gentleman friend. She might even be in his car sucking his cock. I took a moment to consider that possibility and realized that it really wasn't a serious concern. If it happens I'll tell Jeanne to have a good time and call me when she gets home.
As I thought more about that possible situation I realized that I actually hoped it would happen. Talking to Jeanne while she's with another man would be exciting.
I closed my eyes and imagined Jeanne and another man in the back seat of his car. Jeanne's blouse is unbuttoned. Her unfastened brassiere is hanging loose. The man's belt and pants are open. His erect cock is sticking straight up. Jeanne is bent over sucking him. He's fondling her breasts. When her cell phone rings Jeanne sits up, excuses herself and answers it. While she talks to me Jeanne continues stroking her playmate's cock and he continues toying with her nipples."
"You certainly seem to be deep in thought."
I turned. Mel was standing next to me. Freshly showered, she was dressed in a baby blue cotton tee shirt, tight western Jeans and open toed sandals.
"I was just thinking about my situation with Jeanne."
"Good thoughts?"
"Actually they were."
"Excellent, you're making progress. Are you ready to go to the store?"
"Yeah, I am."
Mel drove the Jeep. We went to the supermarket that we'd passed the previous day. On the way I told Mel about Ruth and David. She was fascinated and eager to discuss their situation while we had cocktails on the veranda that evening.
Jim Michael's Volvo passed us while we were carrying the groceries in from the car. I glanced at my watch. His session with Amy had lasted for just over an hour.
As we were unpacking the groceries in the kitchen I heard the Mercedes pull into the garage. A moment later Amy walked into the house. She was still dressed in her work outfit.
Mel casually asked, "How did it go with Jim Michaels?"
"It was a great session. He cried like a baby while I whipped his back and butt and then I made him beg to kiss my boots and lick my pussy and my ass."
"He loves that. Did you make him jack off on your tits?"
"I did and then like a good little boy he licked up his mess. We both had a wonderful time. When he left he asked if next time he could see both of us together."
"That would be fun."
"I think so too. I told him an hour with both of us would cost him $400.00."
"Was he okay with that?"
"He wants to see us next week. He's going to call and set up a time."
"I'm already looking forward to it." Turning to me, Mel asked,"Michael will you spot for us that day? If you'd rather not we can ask Isabel to do it."
"No, I'd be happy to do it."
Amy winked at me. "Working with a couple of hookers is exciting, isn't it."
Laughing, I said, "Yeah, I have to admit that it really is."
Amy went upstairs to take her shower. While she was gone I helped Mel cut up vegetables for the stir fry. Amy returned as we were finishing.
Mel said, "Everything's prepared. The stir frying is all I have left to do. That will only take a few minutes. It's time for cocktails."
Amy opened one of the kitchen cabinets and revealed an impressive supply of liquors. She took out a bottle of brandy and a bottle of sweet vermouth and said, "Mel and I like brandy Manhattans, but as you can see we have the ingredients for just about any cocktail you can imagine. We also have beer and wine."
"A brandy Manhattan would be very nice."
Grinning, Mel said, "I told you he was a man of discriminating tastes."
Amy quickly made three Manhattans. As soon as she was finished we each took one of them and walked out to the veranda. The setting sun was already turning the mountains a beautiful shade of pink.
After arranging three chaise lounges so they were facing the mountains Mel motioned for me to sit in the middle. Once we were settled the three of us took a moment to appreciate the view. The reflection of the red sunset on the mountain slopes and clouds contrasted with the blue sky to create a surreal picture that was made even more alluring by the corral of horses and rugged desert landscape below us.
On my left, Mel said, "It really is beautiful, isn't it."
"It's amazing. The colors are spectacular, but there's more. There's also an overwhelming feeling of peace and serenity. It's easy to understand why you live here."
Amy said, "You're right, we both love the tranquility, but there is a down side."
"What is it?"
"At times it can be lonely."
Mel said, "Our profession demands absolute discretion. That severely limits our social interaction with our neighbors. We have to isolate ourselves"
Amy quickly added, "But even if we didn't, we still wouldn't have many friends. People have trouble separating us from our profession. Women view us as a threat and most men see us only as sex objects. It's difficult for women in our profession to make friends. We both miss that. It's nice to be able to have a conversation with someone who actually listens to us and cares about what we have to say."
Sitting up, Mel said, "Someone who's interesting. Someone who isn't bothered by our profession. Maybe it's because of the issues you're currently having with your wife, but yesterday when we started talking in the VIP room I was immediately struck by how open minded you are. You not only didn't judge me, you actually seemed to be interested in getting to know me as a person. Michael, that's really unusual."
Shrugging, I said, "My dad always told me that it's important to judge people by how they act, not how you expect them to act."
Amy said, "You're dad was a wise man."
Mel nodded. "I agree, but this conversation has gotten much too deep. If we're going to be serious let's at least talk about something fun. I think it's time to delve into the dilemma facing your friends Ruth and David."
Amy laughed. "That's my Mel, always eager to talk about anything that involves sex."
In a voice dripping with mock indignation Mel said, "Listen to Miss Penelope Prim. Would you rather talk about the geological history of the Catalina Mountains?"
"You know damn well that I want to talk about Ruth and David too." Amy and Mel were grinning at each other.
Turning to me, Mel said, "Now that we all have our priorities straight I think a quick recap of the events might be in order. Michael if I understand the situation correctly your friends have been fantasizing about the cuckold lifestyle for several months."
Amy said, "They've been watching movies with a porn star who looks like Ruth and pretending that it's her. Now they're thinking about taking it to the next level."
Mel continued. "Before she met David Ruth dated a man who was the classic bad boy. He was the kind of man many women fantasize about. He was great in bed and knew how to party, but Ruth wisely realized that he'd make a lousy husband and father. When she met David she immediately recognized that he was this other man's antithesis. He was shy and reserved and barely adequate in bed; but he was honest, hard working, intelligent and wonderfully reliable. He was the kind of man who would be an outstanding husband and father. A smart woman, Ruth immediately dumped her party boy and married David."
They both Looked at me. Amy asked, "Have we got it right so far?"
"I think that's an accurate summary of the situation."
Mel said, "When they began playing around with cuckold fantasy games David started asking Ruth about her old boyfriend. What was his name?"
"Nick Granger."
"That's right."
Amy said, "During the heat of their cuckold fantasy games Ruth told David how skilled Nick had been in bed and how much she'd enjoyed his big cock."
Nodding, Mel said, "When you're excited it's easy to get carried away."
Amy quickly added, "But as it turned out David was aroused by the knowledge that Nick was an exciting lover and this surprised Ruth."
I said, "Yes he was and you're right, it did surprise Ruth."
Mel said, "So now David is encouraging Ruth to get together with her old boyfriend. Ruth would like to do that, but she's worried that the reality might be much harder for David to accept and she doesn't want to do anything that might hurt him."
Amy said, "That's a valid concern. Sometimes fantasies are better left as fantasies. Once Ruth actually parties with Nick it's done. It can't be changed."
Mel looked at me. I was nodding in agreement. She said, "That's exactly what you're worried about, isn't it."
"Ruth and David are my friends."
Reaching over, Amy took my hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. "You're worried that they're going to end up separated like you and Jeanne."
"Yes I am. I don't want that to happen to them."
Mel said, "There are differences in your situations. Ruth and David developed this fantasy together. Jeanne dropped it on you out of the blue."
"That's true."
Amy said, "Sometimes you have to take a risk and act. In Wisconsin we used to say that eventually you have to fish or cut your bait."
"While I agree with that too, we're talking about a radical change. Another man, a man who's better endowed and a more skillful lover than David, will be fucking Ruth. Ruth also has an emotional history with this man."
Mel pointed out, "But she did leave Nick for David. That says a lot."
"It does, but I think it might still be difficult for David."
Amy said, "It's clear that both of them want to try it. Sometimes you have to take a chance. That's really what Jeanne did with you and while it's taking time, it now looks like it's eventually going to work out."
"I agree with everything you just said, even the comparison to what Jeanne did with me." I paused to think.
Amy and Mel both watched me.
After a moment I said, "Jeanne and I both agree that it would have been better if she'd initially taken things a little slower with me. That said, I do agree that eventually a couple interested in trying the cuckold lifestyle have to as you put it, fish or cut bait."
Mel said, "So you agree, Ruth should call Nick Granger."
"Eventually, but not right away. I think there's an interim step they can take. It would serve as a test for both of them."
Amy said, "Are you talking about the plan to go to that pickup bar Jeanne likes?"
"Brady's Saloon."
"Yes, that's the place."
"I'm thinking of a intermediate plan. Something that might not be quite so daring."
"Tell us." Mel's interest was clearly piqued.
"In several of the cuckold stories I've read the husband and wife go to a pick up bar, but they don't come in together and they don't sit together. The husband generally sits at the bar and the wife sits by herself at a table."
Amy said, "Isn't that the plan for Brady's?"
"Be patient. My plan has a big difference."
"Okay."
The men who are in the bar looking for a little fun immediately start hitting on the wife. She picks out a man who appeals to her and they start dancing and flirting while the husband watches from the bar."
"I'll bet you'd enjoy doing that with Jeanne, wouldn't you." Amy was grinning at me.
"Yeah, I have to admit that I would."
Trying to keep us on track, Mel prodded me. "Go on, tell us the rest of your plan?"
"The wife generally tells her suitor that her husband is at a late meeting. While he's out she has an opportunity to have a little fun and she wants to take advantage of it. The man is of course overjoyed to hear that and aggressively starts trying to seduce the wife. They flirt and dance. Eventually they move to a dark corner of the bar and do a little kissing and touching."
Amy said, "So far it still sounds like Jeanne and Ruth's plan."
"You're right, so far it is, but here's where it differs. The husband is watching all of this from the bar. When things start to heat up he takes out his cell phone, calls his wife and tells her his meeting ended early and he's on his way home. After quickly explaining the situation to her suitor the wife hurries out of the bar in a pretend effort to get home before her husband."
Mel smiled. "And the excited husband waits for a moment and then he follows his wife out of the bar. They meet at the car and go home for some hot sex. I love this plan. Michael, you're absolutely right. A little flirting, some cheek to cheek dancing ending with a hot makeout session in a back booth would be the perfect way to introduce the reality of the cuckold hotwife lifestyle to David."
Nodding, Amy said, "But we're both hoping that David wants to make a second visit to the bar and when that happens a trip to the parking lot will definitely be in order for Ruth."
Mel looked at me. "Michael, when you finally get home you should do that with Jeanne. It would be a gentle way to ease in to actually watching her with other men."
"I think you're right."
Amy said, "I wish there was a bar like that in Tucson. The three of us could go there. You could watch Mel and me hook up with a couple guys. Wouldn't that appeal to your voyeurism?."
"It would, but you know what would be just as much fun for me and it can really happen?"
Amy asked, "What?"
"Going to the club with you and sitting at the bar watching while you dance on the stage and give other men lap dances."
Grinning, Mel said, "That would be fun."
Amy nodded. "I agree and and you're right, that really can happen."
Mel said, "It can and when you go to the club with us you'll be part of the family. You'll be treated very well. Would you like to go tomorrow?"
"I would love to go tomorrow."
Mel said; "Then that's the plan. Now, back to Ruth and David. You're idea is a good one. Are you going to email Ruth?"
"I think I should discuss it with Jeanne first. I need to call her anyway. I haven't talked to her since I dropped her off at the San Francisco Airport."
Amy asked, "Are you going to tell her about us?"
"I can't think of any reason that I shouldn't."
Mel smiled. "This should be an interesting conversation. When are you going to call her?"
"Right after we have dinner. She'll be finished with her own dinner and sitting down to watch television. It will be a good time to call."
Amy stood up. "Mel, It's time to start dinner. Let's bring our drinks into the kitchen."
Mel stood up. "Amy, that's an excellent idea."
I picked up my cocktail. As I followed my two new friends into the kitchen I once again wondered how Jeanne would react when I told her where I was staying and who I was staying with.
Mel was an excellent cook. Her chicken stir fry was outstanding. After dinner Amy and I cleaned the kitchen while Mel supervised from her seat at the table.
Once the kitchen was clean Amy turned to me and said, "Are your ready to call Jeanne?"
"I am."
Concerned that this might not be an easy conversation, Mel said, "If you'd like some privacy you can go upstairs to the bedroom."
"What are the two of you going to do?"
Amy said, "
After dinner we generally watch television."
"In the living room?"
"Yes."
"If it's alright with you I'll sit on the couch in front of the fireplace. If I feel like I need some privacy I'll move into the kitchen."
Mel said, "Would you like to use our land line?"
"Thank you, I appreciate the offer. My cell phone will be fine."
Turning to Mel, Amy said, "Let's go see what's on television."
As they left the kitchen Mel said, "Let's watch something funny."
Amy answered, "That's fine with me. I'll watch anything as long as it's not a stupid reality show."
I went upstairs to the guest room and found my cell phone. When I returned to the living room Amy and Mel were sitting on the couch in front of the television watching a rerun of "The Big Bang Theory".



I sat down on the couch in front of the fireplace and called Jeanne's cell phone.
Jeanne answered after the third ring. "Hello."
"Hi Jeanne."
"Michael, I'm so glad you called. I already miss you. Are you in Tucson?"
"Yes, I got here yesterday afternoon. How's work? Were the lawyers upset because you took Friday off?"
"They weren't happy, but they'll get over it. How was the drive to Tucson?"
"It was all right. The shortest route takes you through Pasadena."
"That's Los Angeles, the traffic must have been awful."
"I think it could have been worse."
"Where are you staying in Tucson? Michael I hope you got a decent motel room. You have money. Why don't you check into one of the golf resorts there. They're supposed to be very nice."
"Jeanne, I'm not staying at a motel."
"Where are you staying?"
"I'm staying with two friends."
"Friends? Do we know people in Tucson?"
"I just met them yesterday."
"You just met them yesterday and now you're staying with them? Michael who are these friends? Are they guys you met on a golf course?"
"They're not guys. I'm staying with two women."
There was a moment of silence and then Jeanne said, "Two women?"
"Yes."
"Who are these women? Where did you meet them? Why are you staying with them?"
"Their names are Melody Adams and Amy Cooper. I met them in a strip club. I'm staying with them because they invited me to stay with them. I'm enjoying their company."
"A strip club? What were you doing in a strip club?"
"Jeanne after everything that's happened during the past three months do you really think you have the right to ask me why I was in a strip club?"
There was a moment of silence and then Jeanne answered in a quiet voice, "No, of course not. I'm sorry."
I waited. Several seconds passed. Finally Jeanne asked, "Michael what were they doing in a strip club?"
"They work there. They're dancers."
"You're telling me they're strippers?"
"They prefer to be called dancers; but yes, they take off their clothes while they're dancing."
"You're telling me that you're staying with two strippers."
"Again, they prefer to be called dancers; but yes I'm staying with two women who dance naked in a bar."
"Why?
I mean how?"
"Yesterday I stopped into the club where they work. We started talking and hit it off. When their shift ended they invited me to join them for dinner. They took me to a wonderful barbeque restaurant. You'd enjoy it."
"Don't try to change the subject."
"Okay."
"You're telling me that yesterday you met two strippers in a bar. They invited you to dinner and now you're staying with them."
"That's right."
"Michael are these women prostitutes?"
"Actually they are, but they prefer to call themselves working girls."
"Working girls, schmirking girls; Michael, you're staying with two whores. How much are you paying them? I don't believe this. I never imagined that you'd sink to this level."
There was a pause. I didn't say anything.
After a moment Jeanne said, "Michael you're making this up, aren't you. Why would you do that? I thought we had a wonderful weekend in San Francisco. Apparently I was wrong. You're still angry that I'm dating other men. Michael, I have to tell you that this little charade is pathetic. I thought you were a bigger man than that."
"Jeanne, I'm not making this up. Everything I've told you is the truth and I'm not paying Amy and Mel. I'm staying with them because the three of us like each other."
"Michael, if you're not paying them why would two hookers possibly be interested in you?"
"Jeanne, be careful; you're now saying things that you might later regret."
Jeanne was silent. I waited. Finally she said, "Okay, I'll play your little game. Let me talk to your new friends."
"Okay."
I stood up and walked across the living room to the couch where Amy and Mel were sitting. They were both watching me. Their expressions made it clear that they'd been listening to my end of the conversation.
I pressed the speaker button on my cell phone and handed it to Amy. "Jeanne would like to talk to you."
Amy nodded and said into the phone. "Hello Jeanne, I'm Amy Cooper. It's nice to talk to you."
Mel said, "I'm Melody Adams. Jeanne, I want to tell you that I think you might be the luckiest woman in the entire world. Your husband is a wonderful man."
"Michael, are you still there?"
"Yes Jeanne, I'm here."
"Okay, you hired two whores to make me jealous. It's a pathetic stunt. I didn't think you were capable of doing something like this."
"Jeanne, Mel and Amy are my friends. You can call them working girls, prostitutes, you can even call them hookers; but please understand me, do not ever again call them whores."
"Michael why are you persisting with this charade? Why are you trying to hurt me?"
"Jeanne, how am I hurting you? I've made two friends. Yes, we are having sex; but no, I'm not paying them for the sex. We simply enjoy each others company. How is that any different than what you're doing with Trent Peters?"
"Damn it Michael! Why are you throwing that in my face. Last weekend you told me that you were comfortable with my having a boyfriend. Now you're pulling this nonsense. Why?"
"Jeanne, I'm not pulling any nonsense. I'm just doing exactly what you're doing."
"Okay Michael, if that's the way you want to play it, then that's what we'll do. Have your fun with your floozies, but don't expect me to be standing there waiting to hug you after they're done with you." Laughing derisively, Jeanne added, "I guarantee you that will happen the moment they think they've soaked you for every dime they can get from you."
"Jeanne, I'm sorry you feel that way. I hope that someday you're able to see the hypocrisy of the position you're taking right now."
Jeanne screamed, "Michael, go to hell." And then she ended the call.
I set my cell phone down and sat in one of the chairs next to the couch in front of the television.
Both Amy and Mel were watching me. No one said anything. They'd muted the sound on the television, but the picture was still playing.
Finally Mel said, "That didn't go well."
I shrugged.
Amy said, "Michael please understand that all of this has to be tearing Jeanne up inside."
"What do you mean? She initiated this. She's getting what she wanted. She's dating other men."
Nodding, Mel said, "That's true, but at a heavy cost. Michael, you really are a wonderful man. You're the perfect husband and it's obvious that Jeanne knows that. She wanted to add some sexual adventure to her life and she made a decision to try to do that. Now she's afraid that the cost of that decision might be the end of her relationship with you."
Looking at me, Amy said, "You left her Michael. We're not saying that you didn't have just cause to do that. Jeanne did a lousy job of introducing this new life style to you."
"She knows that. We spent a lot of time talking about it in San Francisco."
Amy continued. "Michael, Jeanne's terrified that while you're separated you'll meet a woman who's prettier, smarter and has more education than she does. She'll probably be younger too. As soon as she gets to know you she'll realize just how good a man you really are and she'll also recognize that your wife is neglecting you. She'll see that you're vulnerable. She'll pursue you and because you're vulnerable you'll succumb to her advances and then you'll be lost to Jeanne, forever."
"That won't happen."
"How can you be sure?"
"Because I love Jeanne. The thought of life without her is untenable. Besides, I'm the one who's afraid."
"Why?"
"I'm terrified that Jeanne's going to fall in love with Trent Peters or someone like him."
Mel said, "Michael, Jeanne flew to San Francisco last weekend for one reason and only one reason. She was desperate to make sure you knew just how much she loves you."
"Yeah well Trent Peters is the one who's fucking her."
Amy stared at me. "Are you telling us that you and Jeanne didn't have sex last weekend?"
Shaking my head, I said, "No, you know very well that we had sex the entire weekend."
"Didn't you tell us that one night after dinner she gave you a blow job in the parking lot of that golf course you played?" Mel was staring at me too.
Slowly nodding, I said, "Yes."
Mel pressed. "Why do you think she did that Michael?"
"She wanted to make sure that she wasn't doing anything for another man that she hadn't already done for me."
"And why would she care about that?" Mel was like a prosecuting attorney breaking down a witness at a murder trial.
Smiling, I said, "Because she loves me."
Nodding triumphantly, Mel said, "Damn right she does."
Grinning, Amy said, "One of the many things I love about Mel is that she doesn't tolerate foolishness."
After taking a moment to consider everything Mel and Amy had just told me, I said, "Okay, Jeanne loves me and she's terrified that she's going to lose me. How am I supposed to respond to that? Should I immediately move into a motel and end all contact with the two of you? In the future do I try to avoid women and lead a celibate life while Jeanne continues to date as many men as she pleases?"
Amy said, "Of course not."
Mel said, "Since you left a lot has happened. In San Francisco Jeanne told you that she's now willing to give up her new life and go back to the old life."
Amy asked, "Wouldn't that be a reasonable solution for you?"
"It would work for me, but I don't think it would work for Jeanne. If you'd seen her in San Francisco you'd understand. Jeanne loves being a slut. By the way, that's her term not mine. She's enjoying the notoriety that comes with that title and she's doing everything she can to cultivate that image. She's dressing provocatively, wearing lots of makeup and from what she tells me I think she's become an unabashed flirt."
"Being naughty is fun." Mel was grinning.
"It certainly is." Amy was grinning too.
I chuckled. "Jeanne is definitely enjoying it and that's the problem. If I asked her to do it I'm certain that she would try to go back to our old life. She might even be able to do it, but she wouldn't be happy. I believe that eventually she'd end up resenting me because I made her give up a lifestyle that she clearly enjoys. I fear that would be the beginning of the end of our marriage. Her resentment would turn into hostility. I think it's likely that she'd start cheating on me. Even if she didn't I'd be constantly afraid that she was. That would destroy our trust in each other. I don't believe a marriage can survive without trust."
Nodding, Mel said, "Trust, that's what all of this comes down to, isn't it. You have to trust that Jeanne loves you and won't fall in love with one of her boyfriends and Jeanne has to trust that you love her and won't leave her for another woman."
"I guess that is the real answer. Jeanne and I have to decide to trust each other without reservation." Sighing, I said, "I wish I could call her and talk about this, but I'm afraid that right now she's probably still too angry to discuss anything with me."
And then my cell phone rang.
Amy said, "Maybe she's not."
I picked my phone and answered it. "Hello."
"Michael." It was Jeanne. Her voice was a barely audible whisper.
"Hi Jeanne, I'm glad you called."
"Michael, I'm sorry I got angry and swore at you."
"It's okay, Amy and Mel have been talking to me. They're helping me understand how worried you are that I'll meet another woman."
"I am worried Michael. I'm terrified that you'll find someone else and never come home."
"Jeanne that won't happen. I love you. I promise I'll come home. I'm afraid too Jeanne. I'm afraid that you'll fall in love with one of the men you're dating or even worse you'll decide that you like being single and you'll shut me out of your life."
"I won't Michael, I promise. I love you. I love only you. I'll never love anyone else as much as I love you. I need you too. You're the most important person in my life. I could never shut you out of it."
"You know what that means, don't you?"
"What?"
"We have to trust each other. I have to believe that you love me and need me and you have to believe that I love you and won't leave you for another woman. Sometimes that's going to be difficult. When it becomes difficult we have to talk to each other. When we talk to each other we have to trust each other. We have to believe each other."
Jeanne was silent. After a moment she said, "I think you just told me that your two new friends were trying to help you understand how I felt. Did I understand that correctly?"
"Yes, in fact they're trying to help me adjust to your new life style."
"So what you told me is true. They are new friends. You're not paying them."
"No I'm not."
"And they really are...what was the term you used?"
"Working girls, yes they really are."
"Are they with you now?"
"Yes, we're sitting together in their living room."
"They live together?"
"They're a couple. In fact they're thinking about getting married."
"They're lesbians?"
"Yes, they're lesbians."
"But they're having sex with you."
"Actually they're bisexual."
"Micheal would you switch us to speaker phone."
"Of course." I switched my cell phone to the speaker. "Jeanne they can hear you now."
Jeanne said, "I understand that you've become friends with my husband."
Amy said, "That's right, we enjoy his company."
"We got off to a bad start before. I was wondering if we could try again. I'm Jeanne Nolan."
"I'm Amy Cooper."
"I'm Melody Adams."
"Melody, Amy; it's nice to meet you."
Mel said, "It's nice to meet you too Jeanne. Michael has told us so much about you. It's obvious that he loves you very much."
Jeanne said, "I hope he does because for the past several months I've been putting his love to a severe test."
Amy said, "We know, he's told us a lot about what's happened."
Mel said, "Jeanne, right now were talking on Michael's cell phone. Would it be all right if we hung up and called you back on our land line?"
Jeanne said, "That would make it easier to talk, wouldn't it."
Mel answered, "Yes it would."
Turning to me, Amy asked, "Michael do you have a recent picture of Jeanne?"
"I have several. They're upstairs in my bag."
"After we hang up would you use your phone to take pictures of Mel and me and text them to Jeanne?"
"Of course."
"And then would you get the pictures of Jeanne so Mel and I can see what she looks like?"
Mel said, "You do understand that if any of us had bothered to learn how to Skype we wouldn't have to do this."
Amy answered, "I know, but before you get too critical I'd like to point out that if it was up to you we'd still be keeping our books with an abacus."
Mel stuck out her tongue.
Laughing, Jeanne said, "Michael are they always like this?"
"Pretty much."
"I can already see why you enjoy them so much." And then Jeanne added, "Amy, Mel please promise me that you won't steal my husband from me."
Amy said, "Jeanne if we thought we could do that both of us would try. Your husband is a prince; but he's a prince who's totally devoted to you. There isn't any way that we could steal him from you."
"Thank you Amy, I can't begin to tell you how much hearing you say that means to me. Amy when you call me back call me on our land line. Michael always calls me on my cell phone. He has the number for our land line."
"We'll do that Jeanne."
We ended the call.
I took portrait shots of both Mel and Amy. While I texted the pictures to Jeanne Amy got the hand set for their land line. I gave them our home telephone number and then I ran upstairs and got the three large pictures of Jeanne that I carried in my bag. By the time I returned to the living room Mel, Amy and Jeanne were already conversing.
Jeanne was saying, "I just received your pictures. You're both beautiful. It's easy to understand why men are willing to pay to be with you."
I showed Jeanne's pictures to Amy and Mel. Amy said, "Jeanne you're a very attractive woman. You have beautiful eyes."
Mel said, "We can see why Michael is so madly in love with you."
"Thank you and I also thank you for letting me know that my husband still loves me."
For the next two hours I listened to a three way gab session. Mel and Amy told Jeanne about working as call girls in Las Vegas and Tucson. Jeanne told them about our two daughters and our life together prior the big change.
I paid close attention while they discussed my sexual strengths and grimaced when they talked about my weaknesses. Jeanne was particularly pleased when Amy and Mel told her that they were teaching me how to orally pleasure a woman.
Amy and Mel asked Jeanne about Tent Peters. After she told them about him they advised her to "go for it" and added that they would make sure I was okay with that.
They talked about Ruth and David and laid out my plan. Jeanne thought it was an outstanding idea and promised to call Ruth in the morning.
Mel and Amy tried to persuade Jeanne to come to Tucson. They even told her that she could have some dates in the cottage at two hundred dollars an hour. While Jeanne was tempted, she had to decline their offer. She'd already pushed her bosses too hard. She'd just taken time for San Francisco and was taking time for Christmas in San Antonio too. She didn't dare ask for any more time off.
When the three women were finally talked out Jeanne asked to speak to me privately. Mel switched off the speaker, handed the telephone to me and then she and Amy thoughtfully left the living room.
Jeanne said, "I can see why you like them Michael. They're nice women, I like them too."
"I'm glad Jeanne. They really are trying to help me adapt to your new lifestyle."
"I know that. You were lucky to meet them."
"Yes I was."
"Michael I really am sorry about how I reacted when you first told me about them."
"I think I could have been a little more sensitive when I told you about them." I paused for a moment and then I added, "Even though you've told me a number of times that you didn't mean it, I think I still feel hurt by what you said to me the night you announced to me that you had a date with Derek Fischer."
"You mean when I told you that no woman would want you because you're losing your hair and have a pot belly."
"Yes."
"I can't begin to tell you how much I regret saying those words to you. You do know that I didn't mean them."
"Yes, but they're still hard to forget."
"Michael I'm so sorry I said them." Jeanne was silent. After a moment she whispered, "I almost said something similar tonight, didn't I."
"Yes."
Sighing, Jeanne said, "Michael do you understand why I say stupid things like that?"
"I think so. You're afraid that I'll meet another woman and leave you."
"At times I get so scared that I start to cry. Michael I love being a slut, but I'm terrified that it's going to cost me the only man I'll ever love."
"Jeanne if you promise to keep loving me I'll promise to keep loving you."
"Michael I do promise. I'll always love you. I'll never leave you for another man."
"I'll always love you too Jeanne and I'll never leave you for another woman."
"Thank you Michael."
"Jeanne I want to tell you a secret."
"What is it Michael?"
"I'm discovering that I like being married to a slut. It's difficult to admit it, but I get excited when I think about you with other men."
"Baby I so badly want that to be true."
"It is true Jeanne, it really is. When I get home I'd like to go to Brady's saloon with you and watch while you get together with a man."
"Are you sure? You'll see me flirt with him and then you'll see us dance together and while were dancing you'll see him touching me. You'll see him touching me in ways that only you should touch me."



"But you won't stop him, will you?"
"No I won't. I'll want him to touch me."
"Because you're a slut."
"Yes because I'm a slut."
"And I won't stop you because I'll be excited. I enjoy seeing you with other men."
"After I come back from the parking lot, after I've sucked his cock and let him cum on my tits will you take me home and make love to me?"
"That would be wonderful."
"Oh my god! I only heard your half of that conversation, but it was incredible." It was Mel. I turned. She and Amy were standing in the doorway from the dining room. They were grinning at me.
Amy said, "I'm sorry Michael, we didn't mean to eavesdrop."
"Nonsense, we both meant to eavesdrop and I'm glad we did. That was hot. My pussy is dripping." Mel stormed into the living room. "Michael turn on that damn speaker."
Giggling at the exuberance of her friend, Amy followed Mel into the living room.
I switched on the speaker.
Jeanne said, "Hi Mel."
Mel said, "Jeanne honey, you gotta promise to have phone sex with us every night."
"Not every night." Amy was shaking her head.
Staring at Amy in dismay, Mel asked, "Why not?"
"She has to spend some nights with Trent Peters."
"Oh yeah, that's good, because then she can tell us about how much she's enjoying his big cock." Mel turned to me. "You'd like that, wouldn't you cuckboy?"
"Mel!" Jeanne's voice screamed out of the telephone speaker.
Amy said, "Jeanne, it's okay, Michael has to get used to this. It's what he wants."
Jeanne said, "Michael is that right? Do you want to be my cuckold?"
Suddenly flustered, I stammered; "I ah...I don't...I mean..."
Amy came to my rescue. "Jeanne we're trying to desensitize him. Michael is definitely not one of those submissive cuckolds in the stories on the Internet web sites."
Mel laughed. "That's for sure. Your baby will never be wearing panties."
Shaking my head, I muttered, "Thank you."
Ignoring me, Amy said, "But he does enjoy fantasies about you and other men. Those fantasies make him feel guilty, so we're trying to push his limits."
"Are you okay with that Michael?"
"Yes I am. They're telling me that in our own way we're all perverts. I need to hear that."
Mel said, "Every one of us is a pervert and the biggest perverts of all are the sanctimonious prudes who make love once a month in the missionary position with the lights off. Sex is fun. Why would any sane person want to put limits on how they enjoy it? It's healthy to experiment"
Jeanne said, "I used to be one of those prudes, but I've seen the light. Mel, I have to tell you that I like the way you think."
Mel said, "Damn right baby."
Amy rolled her eyes. "Don't get her started."
Jeanne laughed. Mel winked at me. I was still shaking my head.
After a moment Jeanne said, "It's almost eleven o'clock here. I'm having a wonderful time, but I have to go to bed."
Amy said, "We understand. We have to work tomorrow too, but we don't have to be at the club until noon. It's also an hour earlier here."
Mel said, "Don't forget your assignments for tomorrow. We'll be expecting a full report tomorrow night."
Giggling, Jeanne said, "My assignments?"
"Damn right baby, you have assignments."
Amy and I smiled at each other. Mel was on a roll.
Ignoring us, Mel continued. "First thing in the morning you have to call Ruth and outline our plan."
Jeanne said, "I will definitely do that."
"After you call Ruth you have to call Trent Peters and set up a date."
"Michael is it okay for me to do that?" The concern in Jeanne's voice was evident.
I answered, "Will you promise to call us after the date and tell us about everything that happened?"
"Is that what you want?"
Before I could answer Mel said, "Damn right it's what he wants and while your telling us about the date Amy and I will be sitting on either side of him on the couch and we'll both be playing with his pecker."
Jeanne laughed. "That will definitely enhance the story."
Grinning. Mel said, "That's the idea honey."
"I'll call you tomorrow night." Jeanne paused for a moment and then she said, "Mel, Amy I'm sorry I doubted you at first. Now that I've gotten to know you I'm very happy that you've become friends with my husband."
Amy said, "We understand Jeanne. We're glad that we became friends with him too and now we're also going to be friends with you. That makes us even happier."
"Me too. Can I ask a favor?"
Mel said, "Of course you can."
"Before he goes to sleep tonight would you suck Michael's cock for me and while you're doing it will you please tell him that I love him."
Smiling, Amy said, "We'd love to do that."
"Thank you, goodnight Amy and Mel. Goodnight Michael. Michael I love you, please never forget that."
"I love you too Jeanne, goodnight."
It was just after ten o'clock. Amy and Mel had entertained four men that day. They were tired. They also had to work at the club the next day. The three of us went upstairs and took a shower together.
After the shower we got into bed. I told them that it would be fine if we just went to sleep, but Amy and Mel were both insistent. They'd promised Jeanne. They wanted to keep their promise so they took turns sucking my cock and whispering in my ear.
They told me how much Jeanne loved me, but they also whispered questions about Jeanne and Trent Peters. Would Jeanne suck his cock like they were sucking mine? Would she lick his balls and his ass. Would she let him cum in her mouth. They told me to close my eyes and picture Jeanne sucking Trent's cock. They asked me to think about how much Trent would enjoy Jeanne's blow job and then they told me to picture him pushing her to the mattress and mounting her. While Mel sucked my cock Amy told me to imagine Trent slowly pushing his huge erection into my wife's cunt. That pushed me over the top. The damn burst. I came.
Mel continued sucking me while I ejaculated. Jeanne had done the same thing in San Francisco. It really is an amazing way to orgasm. When I was finished ejaculating Mel, Amy and I shared my cum. Jeanne had also done that in San Francisco. My sexual inhibitions were slowly being razed.
With traces of my semen still glistening on our lips, the three of us cuddled up together. I pulled the covers over us and we quickly drifted into a sound sleep.
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The next morning was Wednesday. Thanksgiving was the following week.
Amy, Mel and I slept late. When we finally did get up we had just enough time for a quick breakfast before we had to leave for Danny's Lounge.
I'd been to Danny's lounge on Monday, but that day I was a customer. Now I was a close friend of Chantel and Simone. I was treated like a member of the family. I sat at the bar nursing a Diet Coke and got to know everyone. I quickly became friends with the bartender, Janet; the two waitresses, Marie and Connie; Marcus, the burly black bouncer and Ed, the manager. I didn't see Danny. Apparently he was an absentee owner.
In addition to Mel and Amy there were five other dancers working that afternoon. They were all younger then my daughters and all of them spent some time on the bar stools on either side of mine getting to know me. It was a pleasant afternoon.
Just before Amy and Mel ended their shift at five, two of the young dancers; Candy, the blond I'd met on Monday and Raylene, a busty brunette with a New Jersey accent, sat down on the bar stools on either side of me.
Candy said, "We see that you're now handling Chantel and Simone. You seem like a nice guy. We were wondering if you might be willing to take us on too. We're both just getting started and we could use some guidance."
I noticed Mel and Amy watching from the other side of the bar. I raised my eyebrows. Realizing that I was unsettled by this overture, they both hurried over to us.
As soon as they reached us, Amy said, "Girls, Michael is just a good friend. He's not in the business."
Candy stared at me. After a moment she asked, "You're not?" She was clearly disappointed."
I shook my head.
Mel said, "No honey, he's not. He's just a friend and a very nice guy."
Obviously embarrassed, Candy said, "I didn't understand. I'm sorry I bothered you."
Smiling, I said, "You didn't bother me. I suspect that I'm going to be in here quite a lot during the next month. I'll always enjoy talking to you."
Grinning, Candy said, "You are a nice man."
Amy said, "He is and he also knows a lot about managing money. I know that both of you are doing well here. I'm quite certain that Michael would be willing to help both of you organize your finances."
Looking at me with her large brown eyes, Raylene asked, "Would you really be willing to help us do that?"
Nodding, I said, "I'd be glad to do that"
By the end of the week I was the business manager and investment counselor for both Candy and Raylene. Several other dancers had asked for my help too. I didn't say no. I couldn't say no. I didn't want to say no. It was going to cut into my golf, but that was okay, you can only play so much golf.
That night Jeanne called. She'd talked to Ruth that morning. The next day, after work, David and Ruth were planning to join Jeanne at Brady's Saloon. Jeanne also told us that she'd talked to Trent Peters. He was coming over to the house Saturday afternoon. Jeanne was noticeably excited.
After we talked to Jeanne Mel, Amy and I showered together, went to bed and made love in a daisy chain. My face was buried in Mel's cunt. Mel's face was buried in Amy's cunt and Amy was sucking my cock.
When I came I assumed we were finished, but that wasn't their plan. I was quickly informed that I was expected to continue licking Mel. Mel of course continued pleasuring Amy while Amy kept sucking and fondling my flaccid penis.
I was surprised to discover that it wasn't long before I was hard again. Mel and Amy weren't just breaking down my inhibitions, they were also teaching me to be a better lover.
The next day I played golf while Mel and Amy took turns entertaining gentlemen in the cottage. I learned that on Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays they almost always had a full schedule. Their dates were generally booked at least a week in advance.
Thursday evening Jeanne called. It was almost 8:30. We were sitting on the couch in front of the television. I'd connected my lap top computer. We were watching a porn movie staring Brianna Beach.
Realizing how much fun David and I were having watching porn movies featuring women who resembled our wives; Mel and Amy began combing Internet porn star sites looking for women who looked like them. They found Jada Fire and Brianna Beach and immediately purchased and downloaded several movies featuring those stars.
Amy answered the telephone. After a moment she said, "Hi Jeanne." And then she switched the phone to speaker.
Mel and I both said, "Hi Jeanne."
Jeanne said, "Hi everyone, I just got home from Brady's Saloon."
I asked, "Did Ruth and David meet you there?"
"They did, but I didn't actually talk to David. He spent the entire time at the bar pretending not to know either of us."
Mel said, "That was the plan."
"It was and he followed it perfectly."
Amy asked, "Did you hook up with a couple of guys?"
"Yes, Bill and Tony, they were together. They're new car salesmen at the Honda dealership on 4th Avenue. Bill hooked up with me and Tony hooked up with Ruth."
Mel asked, "Were they hot?"
"Very, they were in their early thirties. Both of them were tall and fit with broad shoulders, muscular chests and narrow waists."
Licking her lips while she stared at me, Amy said, "They sound positively yummy."
Reaching over, Mel unzipped my pants and took out my cock. I was already hard.
"They were yummy, both of them." Jeanne paused. After a moment she asked in a concerned tone of voice, "Michael is it okay for me to say things like that?"
Before I could answer Amy said, "Don't worry Jeanne. Mel has Michael's cock out. He's already hard."
"Amy if you don't mind I'd like to hear it from Michael. Since all of this started I've hurt him too many times. I don't want to inadvertently do it again."
Amy said, "That's all right. I understand." She and Mel both looked at me.
"It's okay Jeanne. If we're going to do this you have to be able to be honest and open with me."
"But I don't want to hurt you, I don't even want to make you feel bad."
"Jeanne remember what we talked about in San Francisco. I'm a voyeur. I get excited when I hear about your dates."
"Yes we did talk about that in San Francisco. It's just that it's difficult for me to believe you when you tell me that." Jeanne quickly added, "Please don't misunderstand what I'm saying. That's not a judgment."
"Sometimes I worry that admitting that to you will make you lose your respect for me."
"No Michael, never. I respect you because you're a man. I can trust you and rely on you. You've always taken care of the girls and me. Even when you went away you took care of the girls and me before you left. Michael Nolan, I will always respect you." Jeanne paused for a moment and then she quietly added, "Sometimes I worry that you're going to lose your respect for me. I'm traipsing around dressed and made up like a total slut, fucking anything with a cock.
"Don't worry Jeanne, I'm not going to lose my respect for you either. Yes, you've adopted a rather flamboyant persona, but in fact you're still the bright, caring woman that I fell in love with twenty-seven years ago. I love you today every bit as much as I've ever loved you. In fact I think I'm beginning to love you even more than I did before all of this started. I'm discovering that a flamboyant slut might actually be the perfect wife for an old voyeur like me."
"Michael, I hope so; I really do. We can have so much fun together."
"I think so too Jeanne, but now let's get back to your original question."
"My original question?"
"Yes, does it bother me when you tell me that you're playing with hot guys."
"Does it?"
"Sometimes maybe a little, but I need to get over that. Jeanne, if we're going to do this I want to really do it. I want you to enjoy your life as a slut. That means you should be playing with handsome men who are well endowed, skilled sex partners. Baby I love you, I want you to enjoy the best. Just make one promise to me."
"Of course, what is it?"
"Promise me that I'll always be your number one man."
"You will Michael. That's an easy promise."
"And I trust you Jeanne, so I'm going to try very hard to learn not to worry."
"Thank you Michael." Jeanne giggled.
I asked. "What is it?"
"That's the first time you ever called me baby. I like it. I hope you start calling me that all the time because I am your baby Michael. I always will be."
"Okay baby, now how about telling us more about your evening with Ruth and David at Brady's Saloon."
Mel said, "Yes, let's get back to the story."
Amy said, "I agree. We want to hear every seamy detail."
"Okay, I'll tell you every seamy detail. Jeanne paused to think. After a moment she said, "I always have fun at Brady's, but I have to admit that sitting at a table with Ruth flirting with two good looking men while David watched from the bar made it even more exciting. Michael when you get home I really would like to do that with you."
"I'd like to do that too Jeanne."
"Doing it with you would be so much fun."
Mel said, "We're getting side tracked again. Let's get back to the story. The anticipation is killing me. My pussy is so wet that I may have to run upstairs and change my panties."
Amy and I smiled.
Giggling, Jeanne continued. "Okay I was sitting with this guy named Bill and Ruth was with this guy named Tony. They were car salesmen and they were both handsome. As soon as they sat down at our table they bought a second round of drinks for us and then we started flirting. At first Ruth was a little nervous. I'm sure she was concerned about how David was reacting to what she was doing. She quickly finished her first margarita and when the waitress brought our second drinks she immediately started on that one. That helped. She began to relax. As she relaxed she started to enjoy talking to the guys. Once she got into it, it became obvious that she was pretty good at flirting."
I said, "Ruth told us that before she was married she liked to play around."
Jeanne said, "She was definitely experienced. Anyway, we flirted with the guys for a little while and then they asked us to dance. Of course we said yes. Bill and Tony led us over to the small dance floor. They took us in their arms and we started dancing."
Mel asked, "Was it a slow song?"
"Mel, Brady's is a meat market for the married but playing set. They only play slow romantic ballads."
Grinning, Mel said, "Amy we have got to go to this place."
Chuckling, I said, "It's a long drive."
Ignoring my comment, Jeanne said, "Michael knows the way and you're always welcome to stay with us."
I said, "Some day Jeanne, but not yet."
"I know." The disappointment in Jeanne's voice was evident."
"Okay, you and Ruth were dancing with the guys. What happened next?" Amy was trying to keep us focused.
"By the time the first song ended Bill had both of his arms wrapped around my waist and I had my arms wrapped around his shoulders. We were grinding against each other in time to the music. I could feel Bill's erection pressing into my stomach. I was so turned on that I was afraid I might have an orgasm on the dance floor."
Mel asked. "Were Tony and Ruth dancing close together too?"
"Oh yeah, Tony actually had his hands on Ruth's rear."
"Was David watching?" Amy was clearly getting excited.
"He was trying to be discreet, but he couldn't take his eyes off of Tony and Ruth."
Mel asked, "Did he seem upset?"
"Not at all, he was grinning like a little kid in a candy store."
Squeezing my erect penis, Mel said, "This is so hot."
Amy said, "So what happened next?"
"When the song ended Bill asked me if I wanted to sit in one of the back booths with him. Naturally, I said yes. As Bill took my hand to lead me to a booth I noticed that Tony was doing the same thing with Ruth."
"This just keeps getting better and better." Amy was smiling.
"The back booths at Brady's are horse shoe shaped. They have high backs and the tables are covered with table cloths so the booths actually provide a little bit of privacy."
Mel winked at me. "They're perfect for a little hanky panky."
"You can still see the booths from the bar so they don't allow too much hanky panky. If a couple starts going at it hot and heavy the waitress will come over and tell them to cool it. That doesn't mean you can't have a little fun, but you have to be discreet. The waitresses will ignore a little kissing and fondling and the table cloths provide good cover so anything below the waist is fine. It just can't get out of hand."
Amy said, "You can unzip a guys pants and take out his cock without anyone seeing it, but you can't actually go down on him."
"No, if I tried to do that the waitresses would definitely intervene."
Mel said, "But a guy can fondle you under the table."
"When I go to Brady's I always wear a skirt."
"Amy we have to go to this place." Mel turned to me. "Michael when we go to Brady's will you sit in a booth with me? You can play with my pussy while I Jack you off."
Bowing politely, I said, "Mel it would be an honor."
Giggling, Amy said, "We're both going to sit in the booth with you. You'll have one of us on each side of you. We'll both be jacking you off. You'll be the envy of every guy in the bar."
Laughing, I said, "I like this plan."
"You two are spoiling my husband." Jeanne was laughing too.
Amy said, "Do you mind?
"No not at all. In fact, other than having him at home, I can't think of anything that would make me happier."
Mel said, "Don't worry Jeanne. While Michael is with us we will definitely be spoiling him."
"Thank you."
Once again trying to get us back on track, Amy said, "Okay you and Ruth are both playing patty cake in a booth with a guy you just met. What happened next?"
"I heard Ruth's cell phone ringing."
I said, "David was calling her."
"That's right. He was following the plan. Tony and Ruth were in the next booth. We could hear everything they said. Ruth answered her phone, listened for a moment and then she said, 'I'm shopping at the mall. I'll come straight home. We can still have dinner together.' She ended the call and explained to Tony that it was her husband. She told him that she was sorry but she had to get home right away. Tony was a gentleman. He told her that if his wife had called he'd have to hurry home too; but then he did ask her if he could see her again."
Mel asked; "What did Ruth tell him?"
"She told him that she'd enjoy that, but she was never sure about when she could get out. Her husband often worked late, but it was rarely on a schedule."
Amy said, "That was smart."
"Tony gave Ruth his cell phone number and suggested that she call him the next time her husband has to work late. That way he could meet her at Brady's. Ruth put his number in her cell phone and then she kissed him and hurried out of the bar. David waited for a minute and then he followed her out."
I asked, "Have you talked to them since then?"
"No, tonight I'm pretty sure they want to be alone"
"Hell yes they want to be alone. I'm betting that right now they're fucking like a pair of rabbits." Mel was grinning.
"I hope so." And then Amy added, "I still want to hear what you and Bill did?"
Squeezing my cock, Mel said, "I do too and judging from how hard he is so does your sweet husband."
Jeanne asked, "Michael, are you still doing okay?"
"I'm doing great. A a gorgeous woman is playing with my cock while my hot wife is telling me about a party she just had with another man."
Jeanne said, "A party, I like that. I also love it that my husband enjoys hearing about my parties with other men."
"I do Jeanne. Tell us more." I really was excited.
"Okay, After Ruth and David left Tony went over and sat at the bar. Bill and I kissed and played with each other for a few more minutes and then he asked me if I'd like to go out to his car with him. I stuffed his cock back into his pants, zipped him up and said, 'Let's go.'"
"You had his cock out! I love this." Mel was giggling. "Did he have your panties down?"
"When I go to Brady's I always take my panties off in the car before I go inside."
"That makes perfect sense to me." Amy was nodding.
Mel agreed. "Me too." And then she asked, "Was Bill rubbing your pussy while you played with his cock?"
"Of course."
Mel started laughing and then she suddenly cried, "Quick, somebody get me some tissues. I think I'm going to squirt."
Amy said, "Michael give Mel your handkerchief. She's not kidding, when she gets worked up she really does squirt."
"I squirted a little while you were licking me Tuesday night, but I was already so wet that I don't think you realized it."
Amy quickly added, "Don't worry Michael, it's just her cum. Mel squirts on me all the time."
I handed my handkerchief to Mel. She opened her jeans and stuffed it into the crotch of her panties. "There, now I won't make a mess on the couch." She looked at me. "Thank you, if you think you're going to cum warn me. I'll put your cock in my mouth and suck you while you ejaculate. We don't want you to make a mess on the couch either."
Shaking her head, Amy said, "Mel, be honest. Maybe you're a little worried about the couch, but mostly you just want Michael's cum."
Mel shrugged. "what can I say? It's a delicacy."
Jeanne laughed. "You three are totally out of control. I wish I was with you."
Amy giggled. "You're the one who was jacking a guy off in a bar tonight."
"I was and I loved it. Isn't sex fun."
Mel grinned. "You sure got that right."
"Okay, so what happened when you got out to Bill's car?" Amy was once again getting us back on track.
"Bill has a Honda Pilot. We got in the back seat. I unbuttoned my blouse and unfastened my brassiere so he could play with my tits and then I unzipped his pants and took out his cock."
Amy asked, "Was he big?"
"Yes he was. I'll bet he was at least seven inches and his cock had a really nice curve to it."
Mel said, "That's the perfect size. Big, but not too big and the curve makes it even better."
Amy leaned over and said, "Tonight your wife got to play with a very nice cock, but I'll bet your cock is still her favorite."
"She's right Michael. I do enjoy variety, but your cock will always be special for me."
I asked, "Did you enjoy Bill's cock?"
"I did, is that okay?"
"Of course it is. That's why we're doing this. I love you. I want you to have fun."
"Thank you Michael, thank you for understanding. And Mel and Amy, thank you for helping him understand."
Mel said, "Believe me Jeanne, we're all enjoying this."
Amy asked, "Did you suck Bill?"
"I did and it was wonderful. Do the two of you like doing that? You know, sucking cocks?"
Mel laughed. "Jeanne honey, we're both passionate about it. We chose to do it for a living."
Nodding, Amy said, "Cocks are enchanting. Holding them, playing with them, rubbing them against your lips and cheeks, kissing them, licking them or sucking them; it doesn't matter, for us all of it's thrilling."
"That's how I feel too. Michael I'm so sorry that I didn't discover that years ago. When you come home I promise to give you a blow job every day for the rest of our lives."
Grinning, Amy said, "That'll get him home."



Mel asked, "Do you cum while you're sucking a guy?"
"Sometimes, not always. For me sucking a cock isn't really about cumming. I'm not sure I can explain it."
Amy said, "You don't have to explain it. We understand. We both feel the same way. It's just exciting."
"It always arouses me. Tonight after I'm finished talking to you I'm going to have an intense session with my vibrator. Michael if you were here I'd love to suck you. You could lick me and then we could fuck. I'd like that even more."
"I'd like that too Jeanne."
Mel asked, "Did you let Bill cum in your mouth?"
"No, he came on my tits. I won't let anyone but Michael cum in my mouth."
I asked, "What about Trent Peters?"
Jeanne paused. After a moment she answered, "I don't know, maybe if we start dating regularly. Before I let him do it I'll talk to you about it first, okay?"
"That's fine."
Amy said, "What happened after Bill came?"
"He gave me his handkerchief so I could wipe his cum off of my breasts. After we straightened our clothes he walked me to the bar door and then he went back to his car and left."
I asked, "Did you go back into the bar again?"
"I always do. Before I go home I like to go the ladies room and fix my makeup and hair."
Mel said, "And then you went home and called us. That was a great evening."
Jeanne was silent. After a moment she said, "I didn't exactly go home right away. Michael, please don't be mad at me."
"Did you do something bad?"
It wasn't exactly bad, but I think it was maybe a little slutty."
Amy said, "I like the sound of this. What did you do?"
"Tony was still sitting at the bar. He was all by himself and he looked kind of sad. I felt guilty, because we'd sort of used him"
Mel asked, "Why didn't he just find another playmate?"
"At Brady's there's a rush between 5:30 and 7:00. People stop for a little quick fun on their way home from work. If a guy hasn't scored by 7:00 it probably isn't going to happen for him that night."
Amy said, "So once Tony committed to Ruth he wasn't going to get a second chance."
"That's generally the case."
I asked, "What did you do?"
"I went over to him and told him that I was sure that Ruth was disappointed that she had to leave."
Mel said, "And I'll bet you were right. I'll bet she would have loved to stay and have a party with Tony."
"I'm certain that's true. Anyway, Tony was really nice about it. He told me that he understood. If his wife had called him he would have had to leave too. We talked. The more I got to know Tony the more I liked him. I decided that it would be fun to do him. I also felt like we kind of owed it to him, so I asked him if he'd like to show me his car."
Amy grinned. "Oh that is slutty. I love it. What did he say?"
"He was a little surprised. He thought about it for a moment and then he said that it didn't seem right. Bill was his buddy."
Shaking her head, Mel said, "He is a good guy, but he maybe isn't too bright"
"He was a little naive, but I found that attractive."
"Oh, don't get me wrong, so do I." Mel was smiling.
"I pointed out to him that since Bill and I were both married we really didn't have any kind of a commitment to each other, so he could feel free to play with me too. That was all it took. Five minutes later we were sitting in the back seat of his Honda Odyssey making out like a couple of teenagers."
Mel asked, "Did he have a nice cock?"
"It was a little smaller than Bill's and it didn't curve, but it was still nice."
Laughing, Amy said, "Jeanne, you're a girl after my own heart. All cocks are nice."
Jeanne giggled. "They really are, aren't they."
"Did you suck him?" Now Mel was the one keeping us on track.
"Oh yes, and while I did it he played with my tits and my pussy."
"Girl you had quite an evening." Mel was smiling.
"I did. Michael are you upset with me?"
"No Jeanne, I'm not. You didn't do anything wrong and it sounds like you had good time. I enjoyed hearing about it. I'm beginning to love having a slut wife."
"Micheal, I'd so glad you feel that way. I really do love being a slut and as long as you're okay with it I don't think I'm hurting anyone."
"You're not hurting anyone Jeanne, especially me. Your voyeur husband is having a wonderful time listening to your exploits. I can't wait to hear more."
Jeanne laughed. "Are you encouraging me to party with more men?"
"Yeah, I guess I am." I was laughing too.
"Michael, you really are the perfect husband."
"And you're the perfect wife."
"Hearing you say that makes me so happy." Jeanne paused for a moment and then she said, "It's after eleven o'clock here. I have to work tomorrow and I still want to take a shower and have a little fun with my vibrator. I've loved talking to you, but I need to hang up. I hope you don't mind."
"I don't mind. I understand. It is late and you do have to work tomorrow."
"Can I call you again tomorrow night?"
"Of course you can. We'll all look forward to it."
Amy said, "Yes we will."
"Goodnight Michael, I love you."
"Goodnight Jeanne, I love you too."
"Goodnight Amy and Mel, thank you for being so good to my husband."
Amy said, "It's our pleasure. Good night Jeanne."
Mel said, "Good night Jeanne." And then giggling, she added, "Have fun with your vibrator."
"Oh I will, right now I'm so excited that I might even squirt."
"I hope you do, it's fun." Mel was still giggling.
"Good night everyone. Michael I love you."
"I love you too Jeanne."
Jeanne ended the call.
As soon as we finished talking to Jeanne Mel, Amy and I went upstairs. After taking a shower together we climbed into bed and played in what I called a pleasure triangle. That night we started with me licking Mel, Mel licking Amy and Amy sucking me. After a while we changed positions so that I was licking Amy, Amy was licking Mel and Mel was sucking me.
We finished with what Mel and Amy called tandem cowgirl. It's a variation on their friend Vince's favorite, the tandem blow job. Of course that really wasn't a tandem blow job. They'd tried jointly sucking Vince's cock. It was always unsatisfying, so they came up with an alternative. One of the girls would sit on Vince's face while the other one sucked his cock. Vince loved it. Who could blame him. In tandem cowgirl I lay flat on my back. Amy and Mel took turns riding my face and my cock while they kissed and fondled each other. Both tandem cowgirl and the tandem blow job are amazing experiences.
After the three of us had fucked and sucked ourselves into exhaustion, I pulled the covers over us. We cuddled up together. Amy and Mel immediately fell asleep.
I didn't. Instead I once again lay sleepless contemplating the dramatic changes that had recently occurred in my life. It was becoming a frequent night time preoccupation for me. Four short months earlier I'd been a conservative accountant living in a suburban ranch house with his equally conservative wife. My two daughters had graduated from college and I blissfully believed that they were both embarking on a traditional middle class existence that would lead to a lifetime of security for them and a passel of grand children for Jeanne and me. While recent events didn't necessarily preclude any of that from occurring, I now knew that both of my daughters were choosing to follow much more unorthodox life styles.
Jeanne and I were now pursuing an equally unorthodox life style. While I had to admit that I was learning to enjoy it, I fully understood that we were bucking the accepted conventions of our culture. Having a wife who'd become a libertine rebel was proving to be exciting, but in my heart I was still a conservative accountant. Life as a moral renegade was fun, but it was also unsettling.
Eventually sleep did take me. Once it had control of me I was subjected to the unwilling release of my subconscious fears. I had a nightmare. In my dream I was at home seated naked in a chair in our bedroom. In front of me Jeanne was entertaining two men on our king sized bed. The three of them were also naked. Jeanne was lying on her back. One of the men was kneeling next to her face. She was sucking his cock. At the same time the other man was on top of Jeanne. He was fucking her.
Excited, I watched as these two men enjoyed my wife. Once they were finished I stood up hoping for a turn. As I approached the bed, Jeanne held up her hand in a stop gesture. Shaking her head she said, "Sit down cuckboy. My pussy is reserved for real men. Little wimps like you only get to watch."
Jeanne and her two playmates started laughing.
Humiliated, I sat down. Still laughing, Jeanne scoffed at me. "Poor baby, you need a little relief, don't you. Why don't you jack off for us?"
One of the men sneered at me. "Yeah cuckboy, jack off for us."
I woke up in a cold sweat. My pulse was racing. I wanted to cry. Not daring to risk sleep and the possibility of continuing that nightmare I slipped out of bed, quietly pulled on my pants and tiptoed downstairs. In the kitchen I poured a large glass of water, sat down at the table and tried to relax. While I knew that it was just a nightmare, I was having difficulty getting the image of Jeanne laughing at me out of my head.
"Michael honey, what's wrong?"
I turned. Mel was standing in the dining room doorway. She was wearing a terry cloth bathrobe.
"I feel foolish admitting this, but I had a bad dream."
Mel walked over to the kitchen sink, poured herself a glass of water and joined me at the table. As she sat down she said, "Why don't you tell me about it."
I nodded.
Just as I was about to begin Amy walked into the kitchen. She was also wearing a terry cloth bathrobe. "What's going on?"
Mel said, "Michael had a bad dream. He was about to tell me about it."
Amy poured a glass of water for herself. As she sat down at the kitchen table she asked, "Can I hear about it too?"
I said, "Of course you can, but it's kind of weird."
Amy said, "That's the nature of dreams, especially bad dreams."
Amy and Mel both listened quietly while I told them about my nightmare.
When I was finished Mel asked, "Do you think you might actually want that to happen? I mean is it a fantasy you're trying to suppress, because if it is..."
"No it's not! It really isn't."
"Okay, I just had to ask because There's nothing wrong with having submissive masochistic desires."
"Believe me, I don't have those fantasies. I think I'd like to sit in a chair and watch Jeanne party with other men, but I don't want to be humiliated or belittled while it's happening, I really don't."
Taking my hand, Amy said, "Baby it's okay. We understand. This is a confusing time for you. You're trying to adapt to an unconventional lifestyle. In the process you're having to overcome a lot of fear and insecurity."
Nodding, I said, "I am starting to enjoy what Jeanne is doing, but I still have this nagging fear that everyone is going to think I'm a wimp because I'm letting my wife sleep with other men."
Mel asked, "Exactly who is everyone?"
I shrugged. "I don't know, everyone."
"Not Jeanne." Amy was staring at me. "Talking to her on the telephone this evening I got the impression that she could never think of you as a wimp."
Sighing, I said, "You're right about that. I don't believe that Jeanne would ever have that opinion about me."
Mel said, "From what you've told us I can't believe that your daughters would ever think that about you either and your friend Ruth and her husband are avidly pursing the life style; so exactly who are you worried about?"
Shaking my head, I said, "I don't know, I guess I'm just afraid about what will happen to my reputation when people find out about Jeanne's lifestyle. They're going to find out. She enjoys flaunting it."
Amy said, "You're worried about what people you barely know will think about you?"
"I guess that's right."
Mel smiled. "Screw 'em."
"That's easy for you to say, you're not the cuckold wimp."
Raising her eyebrows, Mel said, "Are you suggesting that Amy and I are unfamiliar with derision and contempt? Michael, people call us whores. Politicians launch campaigns to put women like Amy and me behind bars. Even women's rights groups hate us. We're very familiar with living with disdain and disparagement because of our life style. We've been subjected to it for years."
"I'm sorry, I.."
Amy placed her hand on top of mine. "Baby it's okay. Mel's not mad at you, neither am I. We just want you to understand that we do understand."
"How do you live with it?"
Mel leaned over and whispered into my ear. "We have each other. We believe in each other. Regardless of what other people might say about us, we love and respect each other. That's all that really matters."
Amy squeezed my hand. "That's right and Jeanne loves you. You know do know that, don't you?"
Mel nodded. "You heard the anger in her voice when I called you cuckboy."
"Yes I did." I paused for a moment and then I said, "For a while I thought that she'd stopped loving me, but last weekend in San Francisco she convinced me that she still does."
"Damn right she does." Mel was grinning at me.
Shaking my head, I said, "I still worry about the men. I'm not sure I'll be able to handle it if one of them gets cocky."
Laughing, Amy said, "Good word choice."
"I'm being serious."
Amy said, "I know you are. I'm sorry."
"It's okay, I get it. It was a funny description, but please understand that it is a serious concern."
Adopting a somber tone, Amy said, "Of course it is and we understand. Michael, you have to trust Jeanne. You're not living in one of those ridiculous cuckold stories where the wife is blindly enamored with an arrogant bull. Jeanne loves you. She'll weed out the assholes."
"What if she doesn't weed them out?"
Mel said, "That's simple. Talk to Jeanne. Tell her the guy is unacceptable. You're not a submissive wimp. You have as much say about this game as Jeanne does. She may get to play around, but you have a right to veto who she picks as a playmate."
"What if she doesn't agree with that?"
Shaking her head, Amy asked, "Do you really believe that's a possibility?"
"No, not really."
"Communication Michael, talk to Jeanne." Now Mel was being serious. "Tell her about your concerns. Hell, tell her about this dream. Jeanne doesn't want to hurt you, that's obvious. My guess is that she'll be even more selective about the men she brings home than you are."
Realizing that they were right, I smiled at Mel and Amy and said, "It really was a stroke of luck when I stopped at Danny's Lounge and met the two of you."
Amy said, "Serendipity Michael. It happens to people all the time. When we least expect it we stumble on good fortune. Mel and I happened to meet at an audition and it changed our lives forever."
Mel grinned. "Damn right it did. That day we both won the mega lottery."
"Serendipity, I like that."
Patting my hand, Amy said, "Do you think you're ready to go back to sleep big guy? If the nightmares return I promise that Mel and I will be there to protect you."
"Yeah, I think I'm okay."
Mel and Amy each took one of my hands and led me upstairs. We got back into bed. With Amy on one side of me and Mel on the other I quickly fell into a safe and restful sleep. Nothing fosters security and well-being like love and friendship.
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This story is the thirteenth episode in a series entitled "Awakenings". If you have not read the previous twelve episodes of this series, I encourage you do so before beginning this chapter.
I remind you again that I write cuckold stories. While I try to make them loving cuckold stories, they do depict an alternative life style. If you're offended or upset by stories about sexual attitudes and behaviors that are different from your own I strongly suggest that you find something else to read.
Friday was spent at Danny's Lounge with Mel and Amy. I brought my laptop computer and devoted most of the afternoon to helping Candy and Raylene organize their finances. Both of them had well over $30,000 sitting in pass book savings accounts. Dancing at Danny's Lounge was clearly a lucrative occupation.
While I was helping them four more dancers approached me and asked if I'd be willing to help them too. I told them to bring their financial data on Monday.
When we got home Friday evening I checked my email and found two messages from Ruth. I immediately called Amy and Mel. Excited, they both hurried into the living room and joined me on the couch in front of the fireplace.
As they sat down Amy said, "I hope David had a good time."
Grinning, Mel said, "Me too."
I began reading the email aloud.
"Dear Michael.
I talked to Jeanne this morning so I know that you've already heard about our adventure at Brady's Saloon. I understand that it was your idea and I want to begin by thanking you. It turned out to be the perfect test to find out if David and I really would be comfortable pursuing the cuckold hot wife lifestyle."
Next to me, Mel said, "This is sounding positive."
Amy said, "It is. Keep reading."
I continued.
"When I talked to Jeanne she said that she'd already told you what happened in the bar, so I won't waste time rehashing that for you. I will only say that I now understand why Jeanne enjoys Brady's so much. It offers the opportunity for discreet sex without entanglements or commitment.
I'll start with what happened after David and I left the bar. When David reached the car I was inside anxiously waiting for him. I was scared that he was going to be angry or even worse, hurt. As soon as he was seated and the door was closed my concerns vanished. Grinning like a little kid who'd just left a toy store, David immediately launched a barrage of questions. Did I think Tony was handsome? Did he have a nice personality? Did I enjoy dancing with him? Was he a good kisser? Did I get a chance to feel his cock? Was he big? And the most important question of all, was I disappointed when David called me and ended our adventure?
I tried to answer his questions, but David was so excited that before I could answer one of them he was asking me another one. I finally had to squeeze his hand and tell him to calm down. After making him take several long slow breaths I asked him to start the car and promised that that I would answer all of his questions as we drove home."
Mel said, "This is sounding very good."
Amy said, "Yes it is. Michael, keep reading."
"By the time we were leaving Brady's parking lot I felt assured that David had actually enjoyed the experiment. That bolstered my confidence and encouraged me to be frank. I'd found the experience unbelievably exciting. I actually was disappointed when David called. Tony was not only handsome and a good dancer, he was also a wonderful kisser and while his cock wasn't huge it was much bigger than David's.
I sensed that David could not only handle listening to me tell him that I'd enjoyed being with Tony, he was eager to hear me say it; so I started answering his questions honestly, very honestly.
I told David that I did think Tony was handsome and then I admitted that I'd enjoyed dancing with him, especially when he was holding me tightly pressed against his body. As I said that I watched David. He took a quick breath and bit his lower lip. It was obvious that he was aroused.
Reaching over, I felt his cock. He was hard. I commented on it and then I told him that he must have enjoyed watching me dance with Tony. He nodded. I told him to say it. He was quiet. I started to get nervous that I was pushing him too hard, but then he gave me a quick smile and admitted that he loved watching me dance with Tony. I told him that made me happy. He responded by telling me that he'd enjoyed watching him kiss me in the booth even more.
I squeezed David's erection and told him that I enjoyed that too. Tony was an excellent kisser and then I added that while he kissed me he was touching me. David asked me where Tony touched me. I told him everywhere. That got him so excited that I thought he was going to cum in his pants.
By the time we arrived home we were both wildly aroused, David even more than me. After David stopped the car in the garage I unfastened my seat belt and leaned over. While I squeezed his erect penis I whispered to him that I wanted to suck Tony's cock. David's breath caught. I asked him if he wanted that too. He nodded. I told him to say it. I told him that I wanted to hear him ask me to do it. I nearly orgasmed when David whispered that he wanted me to suck Tony's cock.'"
Mel laughed. "Damn this is hot."
I nodded in agreement and then I continued reading.
"Michael I had to fight to maintain my composure. I wanted to scream out, Yes! Yes! I want that too! I didn't. I understood that this decision was going to forever alter the terms of our marriage. It was far too important to decide it while we were both out of our minds with lust.
Instead I took several long slow breaths and made David do the same thing. Then we straightened ourselves and went into the house. We'd told Ben and Michelle that we were going to be late, so they'd already had dinner. Still we needed to sit with them and talk about school. Fortunately they're both teenagers. They were every bit as eager to retire to their rooms as David and I were to get to ours.
The moment we reached the privacy of our bedroom all of my rigidly imposed self-control vanished. The lust that had been burning inside me since we arrived at Brady's once again boiled to the surface. I turned back into a sex hungry slut.
Michael, it's funny. Before all of this started I never would have uttered a word like slut, let alone used it to describe myself. Now it excites me. I suppose that's Jeanne's influence. She loves being a slut and I'm definitely beginning to understand why. It makes me feel so free. It's actually empowering. I no longer have to squash my sexual desires. Now I can enjoy them. I can revel in them and savor them."
Amy said, "I understand exactly what she's saying. As young girls we're taught to deny our biological urges. Hell we're so brainwashed that many of us refuse to even acknowledge that they exist."
Mel said, "That's right and if we do get excited we're supposed to feel ashamed about it."
Smiling at both of them, I said, "I thought the sexual revolution was fought and won in the 1970's."
Shaking her head, Amy said, "Women have been fighting this battle since the beginning of time. It became a little more public in the last part of the twentieth century, but women who freely and openly enjoy sex continue to be castigated by most of our society. It still takes courage to admit that you're a slut."
Mel said, "Enough philosophy. Let's hear more about what happened with David and Ruth."
"Okay." I started reading again.
"Once we were inside our bedroom I was ready. I wanted to play a little and then I wanted some serious sex. I raised the hem of my skirt, sat down on the bed and opened my legs. I wanted David to see me. I wanted him to look at me. He did. While he was looking at me I brazenly slipped a finger into my pussy and asked him to tell me again what he wanted me to do with Tony. But then the strangest thing happened. David suddenly looked away. It seemed like all of his excitement vanished.
I asked him what was wrong. Without turning back to make eye contact with me he timidly asked me if I was ashamed of him. He was actually afraid that I thought he was a wimp because he was encouraging me play with other men. He confessed that he was terrified that I was going to lose my respect for him as a man."
Mel said, "This sounds a lot like that nightmare you had last night."
I agreed. "It does, apparently David is also struggling with a life time of macho male conditioning."
Amy said, "Our culture definitely does screw us up."
laughing, Mel said, "That's for fuckin sure. What did Ruth say to David?"
I started reading again.
"I patted the spot on the bed next to me and asked David to sit there. Once he was settled I picked up his hand and held it in mine while I reassured him that he would always have both my love and my respect. I explained that he had always been a wonderful husband and father and that was all that really mattered to me.
David knows I love him, so he didn't require very much reassuring. Once his self confidence was restored we started to talk about the game we were contemplating playing. We'd already spent hours discussing it so we both fully understood each others concerns and desires. Still I felt the need to remind David that his feelings were much more important to me than any thrill I might get from the game. If he had any doubts or concerns I didn't want to risk going any farther.
After thanking me, David told me that our visit to Brady's had heightened his desire to continue the game. Looking me in the eyes he told me that this weekend he wanted me to call Tony and make plans to meet him at Brady's early next week. He wanted to once again sit at the bar and watch, only this next time he hoped that he'd get to see me go out to the parking lot with Tony.
I asked him if he was certain. Still staring at me, David said he was absolutely certain. I told him if that was really true he should get down on his knees. He complied immediately. I was so excited that my heart was racing. I spread my legs and told David to kiss my pussy. Again he complied immediately.
Michael, Jeanne and I spend a lot of time talking to each other. She tells me what's happening with the two of you and I tell her about David and me. I know that Jeanne's new life style is starting to excite you. I also know that your interest is mostly based on your voyeurism. David is a voyeur too. He loves porn just as much as you do, but with him there's more. Jeanne told me that you've been reading cuckold stories on the Internet, so you know that for some men masochism and a desire to be submissive are also part of the fantasy. A good example is Tricia's boyfriend, Paul. From what Jeanne has told me I gather that Paul now lives as Tricia's celibate slave while she regularly enjoys sex with several other men.
Those desires seem to be much more intense for Paul than they are for David, but submissive masochism is definitely part of David's fantasy. I recognize this and it not only doesn't bother me, I find it exciting. I mentioned earlier that for me, sex is a complex phenomena with a myriad of wonderful nuances. David and Paul's submissive masochism is one of those nuances. If they enjoy it, more power to them. Hell Jeanne and I are both discovering that we love being sluts. We're every bit as kinky as they are."
Mel interrupted. "Damn Michael, I really like the way Ruth thinks. I would love to meet her. I want to meet Jeanne too."
"When I get home you'll have to visit us. I also know that I'll come back to Tucson and when I do I'm hoping that Jeanne will come with me."
Amy said, "Michael, after you leave will you promise to keep in touch with us?"
"Amy, good friends are hard to find. I'll always try to maintain contact with the two of you."
Staring at me, Mel said, "Promise us Michael. This is important. Promise that you won't forget about us the moment you leave."
"Mel, do you really think I'd do that to you?"
Amy said, "Michael, men have been doing that to us for our entire lives. We're whores. Men are attracted to us because we're earthy and sexual. Unfortunately they always eventually get bored with us. When that happens it seems like they can't get away fast enough."
"I'm not attracted to you because of your profession. I like you because you're smart, kind and interesting. As far as I'm concerned we're at the beginning of a life long friendship."
Mel said, "Promise."
Grinning, I said, "I promise."
Mel said, "Okay." She was still serious, but then she winked at me and smiled.
I winked back. Amy giggled.
After a moment of awkward silence Amy said, "Finish reading Ruth's email."
I nodded and without further comment resumed reading.
"David was on his knees kissing and licking me. I could have let him continue doing that forever, but I had an even kinkier idea. Yes Michael, your prim secretary is turning into a kinky slut. I make no apology; I love sex in all of its forms. Before I was married, when I was running around with Nick Granger, I acted like total slut and I enjoyed every minute of it. I only tell you this because I believe that you're now traveling a similar road with Jeanne. I not only hope that you're starting to understand our desire, but that eventually we can become fellow travelers on this exciting road. I would love it if we could openly share our mutual adventures with each other."
Amy said, "Damn Michael, I think Ruth is hitting on you."
Mel said, "No Amy, I don't agree. Ruth isn't suggesting that she and Michael party with each other; I think she's hoping they can reach a point where they can share this part of their lives with each other."
"Aren't they already doing that?"
"Not really. Right now Ruth is telling Michael about the efforts she and David are
making to adopt this new lifestyle. While their endeavor hasn't been filled with as much trauma and conflict as the ordeal Michael and Jeanne are experiencing, it's still been an emotional challenge for both of them. So far Ruth is just sharing the fears, difficulties, joys and excitement they're encountering with two friends who can empathize with them because they're in the midst of a similar journey."
Nodding, Amy said, "I get it, they're old friends with a new common interest."
Mel smiled. "That's right."
I said, "So you're suggesting that after I get home Ruth is going to come into work in the morning and tell me about the hot date she had the night before."
"Would that bother you?" There was an impish glint in Mel's eye.
Laughing, I said, "Hell no, I'm a voyeur. I'll love it."
Amy said, "There might be more. Since you were already close friends who enjoyed each other's company you might find new ways to socialize."
"You mean Jeanne and I could go to Brady's with David and Ruth. David and I could sit at the bar together and watch. I think that would be fun."
"I'm certain that you will do that, but I was thinking of something else."
Looking at Amy, I said, "Tell me?"
"Ruth and David still have children living at home. That makes it difficult for Ruth to entertain a man at their house. Your girls are living on their own and they're also fully aware of your new lifestyle. When you get home you may find that you're watching sports with David in your den while Jeanne and Ruth are entertaining gentlemen in your living room or bedrooms."
I considered that. After a moment I said, "That might feel a little weird."
Mel asked, "Why?"
"It would be a lot like sitting in the den watching porn movies together."
"What would be wrong with that?" Mel was puzzled.
Embarrassed, I said, "David's a guy. It wouldn't seem right."
Mel rolled her eyes. "For heaven's sake Michael. It wouldn't mean you were going to start doing each other." She quickly added, "Not that there would be anything wrong with that if you both felt like it."
Vehemently shaking my head, I said, "I'm not interested in going there."
Amy said, "You don't have to go there. Watching sports with David while Jeanne and Ruth are entertaining men friends wouldn't be going there, but it might be a nice way to enjoy the experience. I'll also tell you this. If I was with you I'd want to be watching porn. Hell, why not? You're both ardent voyeurs. Watching two people fuck is a lot more exciting than watching baseball."
Nodding, Mel said, "Especially while your wives are both getting fucked in the next room."
"I don't know. I'll think about it. I do enjoy David's company."
Amy suggested, "You could start by going to a sports bar to watch a game while Jeanne and Ruth are entertaining at your house."
"I could easily do that."
Mel said, "This is going to be so much fun. I wish I could be there with you."
I laughed. "Mel, that would definitely make it more fun for both David and me."
Mel grinned at me.
Amy said, "Let's hear the rest of Jeanne's email."
I started reading again.
"Back to what happened last night. While David was on his knees licking my pussy I asked him if he enjoyed eating my cunt. Don't misunderstand me. I already knew the answer to that question. David loves licking my pussy. If I made him choose between going down on me, getting a blow job from me or fucking me I'm certain that he would pick going down on me every time. It appeals to his submissive nature. David is a man who firmly believes that it's better to give than to receive."
Giggling, Mel said, "I have to admit that I wholeheartedly agree with that sentiment."
Amy chuckled. "That's good because in our profession we spend a lot more time giving than receiving."
Still giggling, Mel said, "Aint it great."
"It really is." Amy was giggling too."
Looking at my two friends, I asked, "Shall I proceed?"
Mel answered, "Definitely, I think we're just getting to the really good part."
"I think so too." Amy was still giggling.
I resumed reading.
"David looked up at me. His face was glistening with my moisture. Michael, I have to admit that seeing him like that excites me. I guess I do have a little dominant streak. Anyway, David told me that he loved licking my cunt. I asked him if he'd like to eat me while I was sucking Tony's cock. David's eyes got big. I felt like I was asking a little boy if he'd like to go to the circus. He told me that he'd like that very much.
Deciding to push the limits of our new fantasy, I explained to David that if Tony and I decided to include him in one of our parties he would only get to participate as my cuckold. Tony would be my lover. Tony would be the only one getting his cock sucked and he'd be the only one fucking me. If I did allow him to lick my pussy it would only be to get me ready for Tony's big cock.
David stared up at me without saying anything. I again started to worry that I'd pushed him too hard, but then he nodded and told me that he understood. He promised that when I was with another man he'd always remember his place. Michael, my entire body was tingling with excitement and I think David was even more excited than I was. I asked him if he was certain that he wanted to be my cuckold. He assured that he was. He told me that he wanted me to go on dates with other men. He wanted me to have lovers. I asked him again if he was positive about that. He answered that he was absolutely positive. Then he repeated that in the morning he wanted me to call Tony and make a date to meet him at Brady's next week. I once again asked David if he was certain that he wanted me to suck Tony's cock. He stared into my eyes and told me that next week he wanted me to meet Tony at Brady's, go out to his car with him and give him one of my very best blow jobs.
I pulled David up on the bed and smothered him with kisses. I felt like we were two teenagers about to have sex for the very first time. David went down on me. He made love to my pussy with his lips and his tongue. It was amazing. After he gave me two incredible orgasms I went down on him. I sucked and licked his cock and kissed his balls. I let him cum in my mouth. As soon as he finished ejaculating I kissed him. We shared his semen and then I went down on him a second time. David was so excited that he immediately got hard again and then he fucked me. David has a small cock. I rarely cum during intercourse with him. Last night was different. Last night we were both so excited that I had two more orgasms while he was fucking me.



After David came inside me we cuddled on the bed for a moment and then we took a shower together. After we showered we put on our pajamas and robes, said good night to the kids and got into bed. We were both exhausted, but as we lay in bed David again told me that in the morning he wanted me to call Tony. I assured him that I would and as soon as I'm finished writing this email I'm going to do it. Michael you cannot believe how excited I am right now.
I hope you're doing well. I want you to know that Jeanne and I both miss you and look forward to the day you come back to us. I'll you email again after I talk to Tony.
Love Ruth"
Mel said, "Damn that was hot. If either of you are in the mood I'm ready for a little tongue myself."
Amy said, "After that email I suspect all three of us could use a little tongue, but I think Michael told us that there were two emails from Ruth. Before we do anything else I want Michael to read the second email."
Both women looked at me.
I said, "There is a second email."
"What are you waiting for, open it." Mel could barely contain her excitement.
I opened the email and read it aloud.
"Michael,
Just a quick update on what's happening. After I sent you the first email, I called Tony. I'm meeting him at Brady's at six o'clock on Monday. He asked if I'd call Jeanne and ask her to come too. Bill wants to see her again. I called her. She's going to join us. I called Tony back and told him to call Bill and then I called David. He's even more excited than I am.
Jeanne and I will keep you posted.
Love Ruth
P.S. Jeanne is also excited about her date with Trent Peters tomorrow. I'm sure she'll try to call you this evening."
As I shut off my laptop computer Mel said, "Damn this just keeps getting better and better. It's definitely time to play for a little while."
Amy said, "I have a game I want to play."
Mel and I both looked at her. Mel asked, "What is it?"
"Let's call it cuckold and I want to be it first."
Mel said, "Okay, it's your game. You can go first. How do you play cuckold?"
Amy stood up and started undressing. "We all have to get naked."
Giggling as she stood up, Mel said, "I already like this game."
As soon as all three of us were naked Amy lay down on the carpet with her head by the bottom front of the couch. "I'm the cuckold. Michael, you're the bull and Mel you're my hot wife. Mel, I want you to sit on my face and suck Michael's cock while I lick your pussy and ass."
Mel grabbed my arm. "Michael, this is going to be fun. Sit down and make yourself comfortable. I'm going to give you a sloppy nasty blow job and I want you to cum in my mouth so I can give my cuckold sweetheart a snowball kiss."
Laughing, I sat down on the couch.
Mel sat down on Amy's face and proceeded to give me an amazing blow job while Amy kissed and licked her pussy and ass. I was excited, so I didn't last long; but Mel and Amy still both managed to have two orgasms before I came. When I did cum Mel kept me in her mouth. Once I finished ejaculating she slipped off of Amy's face.
Amy was lying on her back giggling while she masturbated. Her face was covered with Mel's moisture. Mel bent over, gave her girlfriend a passionate kiss and then she sat up and looked at me. "Isn't sex fun."
I nodded. "Yes Mel, it really is."
She turned to Amy. "The next time we play this game I want to be the cuckold."
Amy said, "Sweetheart, it will be our pleasure."
Giggling, Mel said, "Damn right, that's why being the cuck is so much fun."
Mel looked at me and smiled. I smiled back. I understood. I was learning.
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After reading Ruth's emails and playing the cuckold game all three of us were ready to relax. We went upstairs and showered together. When we finished showering Mel and Amy put on their flannel pajamas and terry cloth robes. I put on sweat pants and a long sleeved tee shirt. They weren't chic outfits, but we were friends living together. Trying to be fashionable all the time isn't a relaxed way to live. Mel and Amy believed in comfort. I agreed with them.
Once we were dressed we went back downstairs and made supper. It was already 7:30 so Mel suggested salads and garlic toast. Working together, dinner was ready in less than five minutes. We ate in the kitchen. Again, comfort was more important than style.
We'd just finished cleaning up when the telephone rang.
Amy said, "That must be Jeanne. Would you like to talk to her in private?"
"No, she likes you. I'm sure she'll want to talk to the two of you too. If I feel like we need some privacy I'll tell you."
Mel said, "Are you sure?"
"Yeah, I'm sure. Let's go sit in front of the fireplace."
Mel picked up their telephone and turned on the speaker. As we walked into the living room Amy, Mel and I greeted Jeanne and she greeted us.
Once we were settled on the couch in front of the fireplace Jeanne said, "I'm sorry I'm calling so late. I've been talking to Tricia and Jodie."
"That's all right, it's an hour earlier here and it's never too late for you to call."
"Thank you Michael, I feel same way about you."
Concerned about the reason Jeanne had just given me for calling late, I asked, "Jeanne is everything okay with Jodie and Tricia?"
"I think so, but Jodie's worried about Paul."
"What's the matter with Paul?"
"Michael, you understand that Tricia and Paul have a different relationship."
"I guess so, you've told me that Tricia is dominant and Paul is submissive. That's really all I know."
"There's more to it than that. Jodie called me at work today. She was over at at Tricia's last night. She really likes Paul and she's concerned about how Tricia's treating him."
Mel said, "Jeanne, we're still here. Do you want to talk to Michael about this in private?"
"Thank you Mel, I appreciate your consideration, but I'd like you both to stay. You're sexually experienced women. I think Michael and I could use some advice about this."
Amy said, "All right, but if you change your mind and want us to leave you alone just tell us."
"Thank you Amy, I will."
I asked, "Why is Jodie concerned?"
"Paul has always been submissive to Tricia and she's always enjoyed being dominant. I think that's part of the attraction they have for each other, but lately those roles have intensified."
"What do you mean?"
"Tricia has started referring to Paul as her slave. She's treating him like a slave too and Paul quit his job."
"He was a lab technician. He told me he loved his job."
"Yes he did. Jodie said that Tricia told her it was her idea. In San Francisco I mentioned that Tricia got a promotion at the ad agency where she works."
"Yes, she's now some kind of junior executive in the marketing division."
"That's right and when she was promoted she also got a huge jump in her salary. She's now earning well over six figures."
"Really? I had no idea."
"It happened just after you left. Anyway, since she's now earning such a good income she decided that Paul should quit his job so he can spend all of his time serving her."
"Was he okay with that?"
"Jodie said that he seems to enjoy his role as Tricia's slave, but he's so submissive that it's really difficult to be certain."
"But Jodie is concerned."
"Yes, she told me that Tricia really is treating Paul like a slave."
"What's she doing?"
"Jodie had dinner with Tricia. During dinner Paul waited on them like a servant. When he wasn't serving them he wasn't allowed to sit at the table with them. Tricia made him stand in the doorway to the kitchen. Tricia bragged to Jodie that he now does all of the household chores. She doesn't have to lift a finger."
"You said that you talked to Tricia. What did she say?"
"She told me that this is what Paul wants. She claims that he's never been happier. She said that she enjoys it too. Michael, all the success she's had at the advertising agency has gone to her head. These days she's a little full of herself. Jodie told me that Tricia told her that she feels that having a slave is one of the benefits of her hard work and success."
"She actually said that?"
"That's what Jodie told me."
"Slavery is illegal and immoral."
"I said that to Tricia. She told me that involuntary servitude is illegal. Paul is a voluntary slave so that makes it all right."
"It doesn't seem right to me."
"It doesn't seem right to me either, but Tricia says this is the lifestyle they both choose. They're consenting adults and they're not hurting anybody so how they live is nobody else's business. Michael right now there are people who are critical of the lifestyle I'm choosing so I have to admit that I am sympathetic to that position."
"It's different and it doesn't seem right to me, but I do understand what you're saying."
Mel said, "Would you mind if I offered an opinion?"
Jeanne said, "Not at all. Michael and I are clearly in a quandary about this."
I said, "I agree. We can use any advice we can get."
"Amy and I knew two escorts in Vegas who had slaves. One of them was older than us and very experienced."
Amy said, "You're talking about Tamara."
"Yes."
Amy nodded. "In many ways she was a mentor for us. She had wisdom."
Jeanne said, "But she had a slave?"
Mel said, "Yes she did. His name was Edward. He was smart and well educated. He actually had a PhD in English Literature."
I asked, "Did he work?"
Shaking her head, Amy said, "No, he was Tamara's full time slave. He kept house for her and waited on her like a servant."
Jeanne said, "Just like Paul. Was he happy?"
Mel smiled. "He was one of the happiest men I've ever known."
"He really was." Amy was smiling too.
I said, "So you're advising us not to worry."
Both women were quiet for a moment. Finally Amy said, "No, I don't think that's what Mel was trying to tell you."
Nodding, Mel said, "It's not. Edward was happy because he was Tamara's slave. Tamara was a dominant sadist. She loved to push Edward's limits, but she was also wise and incredibly compassionate."
Amy said, "She loved Edward and Edward loved her."
Mel continued. "Tamara used to tell us that while a good dominant had to push her slaves limits, she was also responsible for his mental and physical health and well being."
Sighing, Amy said, "They both knew of slaves who had been crushed by overly zealous dominants."
Jeanne quietly said, "I see." And then she asked, "Are you suggesting that Tricia might be an overly zealous dominant?"
Shaking her head, Mel said, "No we're not. Amy and I don't know Tricia. She might very well be every bit as wise and compassionate as Tamara was. If that's the case you don't have anything to worry about. Paul is probably even happier than Tricia. We're just warning you that you might be right, there may be a problem."
Jeanne asked, "What do you think we should do?"
Amy said, "You're planning to spend Christmas together in San Antonio."
Jeanne said, "That's right."
"Will Paul be there?"
"Yes, when I bought our airline tickets I bought a ticket for him too."
Mel said, "That will be a great opportunity to observe them. By the time you leave San Antonio you should have a pretty good idea about whether or not you have any reasons to be concerned."
I smiled. "I think that's an excellent plan."
Jeanne said, "I think so too. Thank you."
Amy said, "You do have to remember that a different lifestyle isn't necessarily bad."
Clearly aware of that concern, Jeanne said, "Don't worry, I definitely won't forget that."
Mel said, "Speaking of alternative lifestyles, let's talk about your big date tomorrow."
"I'm so excited. Trent is such a good fuck. I can't wait until..." Jeanne suddenly paused. After a moment she quietly said, "I'm sorry Michael, I didn't mean to rub your nose in this."
"Jeanne, it's okay. I want you to be honest. Remember what we talked about in San Francisco. If you feel like you have to hide this part of your life from me we aren't going to make it. When I do get home I also have to be comfortable with the fact that you're dating other men. The only way that will happen is if we talk openly about your dating while I'm away."
"Michael, I love you. I don't want to hurt you anymore than I already have."
Mel said, "Jeanne, I don't think you have to worry about Micheal's feelings."
"Mel, I don't want to hurt Michael. I really don't. I love him. My date with Trent tomorrow has nothing to do with love, but I'm still not sure that Michael believes that."
Amy said, "I think he's starting to believe it."
"Jeanne, I do believe it. You convinced me of that in San Francisco and since then Mel and Amy have reinforced that belief."
"Really?"
"Yes."
Mel said, "Jeanne you need to understand something."
"What's that Mel?"
"When you try to shield Michael from what you're doing you're actually depriving him of his opportunity to share it with you."
"What do you mean?"
"Michael is a voyeur."
"Yes."
"Your affairs excite him."
"I know, we've discussed that but it's hard for me to believe it."
Amy said, "Now you're letting your own conditioning cloud your perception of what's happening. You want Michael to believe that this is just meaningless fun and games for you, but when he professes to enjoy it too you don't believe him."
Jeanne was silent.
Mel said, "Look at it this way. You know how much Michael enjoys porn."
"Yes, it used to bother me, but it doesn't anymore. Now I realize that it's just fun for him."
"Think of yourself as his personal porn star. Every time you go on a date your making a new movie for him. It's an imaginary movie, but for Michael it's still very exciting."
"You're suggesting that when I describe my dates to Michael the movie becomes real for him. Michael is that a good thing? Is that what you want?"
"It makes me feel like a pervert to admit it, but yes it is a good thing and it is what I want."
Jeanne said, "Baby we're all perverts."
Mel said, "Fuckin A we are and I'll tell you right now I'm damn proud to be a pervert."
Laughing, Jeanne said, "Michael honey, I love your new friends."
"I do too Jeanne and I can't begin to describe how much they've helped me."
"They've helped me too." Jeanne paused. After a moment she said, "Okay, I'm going to believe you. Yes, I'm excited about my date tomorrow. Trent is a really good fuck. Michael, you're a caring lover. You'll always be my favorite sex partner."
Amy said, "Because you love him."
"That's right."
Mel said, "So why is Trent so good?"
I said, "I know the answer to that. Jeanne told me in San Francisco. He's assertive in bed and he treats her like a slut."
Giggling Amy said, "Oh yes, that is fun."
Jeanne said, "I wouldn't want to be married to him."
Nodding, Mel said, "That would be like having pizza for dinner every night. It would get old very quickly."
Amy laughed. "But once in a while a pizza tastes really good."
"Yes it does and tomorrow I'm going to have a big slice of pepperoni."
Mel said, "Michael do you understand what Jeanne is telling you?"
Amy jumped in. "You're her meat and potatoes and that's every woman's dream. Trent is a Coney Island with extra chili and cheese. Every once in a while they're really good, but if you eat too many in a row you get heartburn."
"Yeah, I think I've got the idea." I paused for a moment and then I said, "Jeanne?"
"Yes Michael."
"Tomorrow when you're with Trent I want you to be a really nasty slut for him."
Giggling, Jeanne said, "Are you sure about that?"
"I am and I intend to fantasize about it all night tonight and all day tomorrow."
Still giggling, Jeanne said, "Okay big boy, you got it."
"I'd also like you to call me as soon as he's gone."
Amy said, "Hold on! I have a cottage date tomorrow at three. I'll be back by 4:30. That's 5:30 your time. You can't call until then."
"Michael is it all right if I wait to call?"
"Of course it is. Amy is our friend. We have to wait for her."
"I think so too."
"Amy and Mel, I would love to meet you in person. Could you join us for Christmas in San Antonio?"
Mel said, "Jeanne we would love to do that, but the week between Christmas and New years is the busiest week of the year at Danny's Lounge. The guys from the air force base all have days off. They need every dancer they can get. They're good to us. It wouldn't be right to let them down."
Amy said, "There's also another problem. Our friend Vince always spends Christmas with us. He our oldest friend. We can't let him down either."
Jeanne said, "I understand, but we still have to find a way to get together."
Mel said, "Don't worry, we will."
"Michael it's getting late."
"Yes it is and you have an exciting day tomorrow."
Jeanne giggled. "I do. Would you mind if I say goodnight?"
"Not at all."
"Jeanne, before you say goodbye we have a concern that we want to discuss with you." It was Mel. Amy was nodding. They'd obviously planned something.
"Okay, what is it?" There was an anxious tone in Jeanne's voice.
I watched Mel and Amy.
Mel said, "Last night Michael had a nightmare."
Realizing what they were doing, I said, "Jeanne, don't worry about it. It was nothing."
Jeanne said, "No Michael, if Amy and Mel are concerned I want to hear about it."
Amy said, "It was upsetting enough to him to make him get up in the middle of the night."
"I definitely need to hear about this."
"As soon as Mel and I realized that he was up we got up and went looking for him. We found him in the kitchen. We sat with him and made him tell us about the nightmare. We think it's important that you hear about it too."
"Yes, it sounds to me like it's very important. Michael please tell me about it."
Feeling slightly ashamed, I stammered, "I um, it really wasn't that big a deal."
Mel said, "I'll tell you about it. It took place in your bedroom at home. Michael was sitting in a chair watching you entertain two men on your bed."
Jeanne said, "Oh my."
Mel continued. "All of you, including Michael, were naked. You were lying on your back. One of the men was fucking you while you were sucking the other man's cock. Michael was watching. As soon as the first man finished fucking you they switched places. When the second man finished fucking you Michael stood up hoping to have a turn."
Amy said, "Jeanne we think this is the most important part of the dream."
Nodding, Mel said,"When Michael approached the bed you held up your hand in a stop gesture and ordered him to sit back down in his chair. You then told him that your pussy was reserved for men. Little wimps like Michael were only allowed to watch."
Jeanne sputtered, "I would never do or say anything like that to Michael."
"All of us know that Jeanne, even Michael. Let Mel finish."
"Okay, but Michael, please believe me I would never do that to you."
I said, "I know that Jeanne. I really do."
Mel continued. "In his dream you and the two men started laughing. Michael sat down. He was humiliated. As soon as he was seated you taunted him calling him your poor baby and telling him that if he needed some relief he could jack off while he watched the guys fuck you. When they heard you say that the two men started laughing and then they sneered at Michael and told him to jack off for them. That was when he woke up."
For a moment nobody said anything. Finally Jeanne whispered. "Michael, I'm so sorry. Please believe me when I tell you that I would never dream of doing something like that to you."
"I know that Jeanne."
Amy said,"We know it too, but it does raise a concern. Michael is not a masochist. Humiliation doesn't excite him."
Jeanne said, "I understand that."
Mel said, "We know you do, but you do have a taste for aggressive men who treat you like a slut."
"Yes I do."
"We understand that too. Both Mel and I occasionally enjoy that same pleasure. Because you have that inclination you need to be aware that the playmates you're looking for are also the men most likely to take an arrogant, condescending attitude towards the man they're cuckolding. They may even try to dominate Michael. That is clearly something he wants to avoid."
Mel said, "Even if Michael doesn't end up watching you there will still be times when he'll be at home while your entertaining a gentleman. It's very likely that they'll encounter each other.
Jeanne said, "You're telling me that in those situations it's going to be my responsibility to control the behavior of my playmates."
Nodding, Amy said, "If you don't you may have an ugly scene. Mel and I have only known your husband for a few days. While he's a gentle, loving man, it's clear to both of us that he would never tolerate being bullied."
"No he wouldn't. Michael honey, I promise you if one of my gentleman friends is ever impolite to you I'll immediately give him the boot."
I said, "Thank you Jeanne, I appreciate that."
"Mel, Amy, you were right to tell me about that dream. It's important that I be aware of this possibility. I never want to do anything that will hurt Michael."
Amy said, "We know that. That's why we thought we should discuss it with you."
There was a pause in the conversation. Several seconds passed and then Jeanne said, "I love you Michael. Please don't ever forget that."
"I won't forget it. I love you too Jeanne."
"Tomorrow when I'm with Trent I'll still be thinking about you."
"Jeanne, try not to do that."
"Why Michael?"
"Think about me after he leaves, but while you're with him I want you to fully enjoy the experience. I want you to focus all of your attention on Trent Peters. Jeanne tomorrow afternoon I want you to be Trent Peter's slut."
"Are you sure about that?"
"Definitely, but after Trent leaves I want you to be my wife again. Will you promise me that you'll do that?"
"Of course I will."
"Don't forget to call us after he leaves. We want to hear every detail."
"I will. I'll call you at 5:30 so Amy can be there too."
Amy said, "Thanks Jeanne."
I said, "Now it is getting late. You'd better get some sleep. Tomorrow afternoon you want to have a lot of energy."
Jeanne giggled. "Yes I do."
"Good night Jeanne"
"Goodnight Michael, Goodnight Amy and Mel."
They both answered, "Goodnight Jeanne."
And then Jeanne ended the call.
When I woke up Saturday morning Mel and Amy were already up. That no longer surprised me. I'd gotten used to the fact that they were both early risers. I also knew this was a cottage day and as usual they had a full schedule.
As I walked into the bathroom I realized that I was aroused. That did surprise me. That afternoon my wife had a date to have sex with another man, a man she found attractive and exciting. It seemed like I should have been apprehensive, maybe even a little blue. I wasn't. I actually felt animated, like I was the one who was going to be having sex in the afternoon. I wasn't. It was going to be another man. Oddly, that made it even more exciting for me. As I stepped into the shower I realized that I had an erection. For a moment that bothered me, but then remembering everything Jeanne, Mel and Amy had been preaching to me I relaxed and enjoyed it.



While I washed I considered masturbating. I immediately rejected the idea. An experienced voyeur, I'd watched hundreds of porn movies. I never masturbated at the beginning of a movie. I always waited until the end. That was the only way to fully enjoy the sensations of pleasure the movie created.
I chuckled as I dried off from my shower. I realized that I now understood the purpose of a chastity cage. I didn't need one. I had the necessary self control to resist the temptation to do anything that would take the edge off the excitement of the day, but I grasped that some men, especially younger men, might require a little help resisting temptation.
I dressed quickly and went downstairs. When I walked into the kitchen Mel was busily frying eggs and sausages. Amy was sitting at the table watching her. I knew that after breakfast their roles would be reversed. Amy would be busy cleaning up the kitchen while Mel sat at the table drinking coffee. This was their fair division of labor. My role was to help Amy clean up after breakfast, so I poured a cup of coffee.
As I sat down at the table next to Amy, Mel said, "Michael you certainly look chipper this morning."
Smiling, Amy said, "I think our cuckold husband is excited about his wife's impending date."
Nodding knowingly, Mel said, "I believe you're correct."
I grinned at both of them.
Mel laughed. "He looks like the mother fucking Cheshire Cat."
I winked at her.
Still laughing, Mel said, "Amy we've created a monster."
I winked again and then I flashed Mel an outrageously toothy grin.
"Amy did you see that?"
"I did. Our baby is learning how much fun it is to be a perv."
"He is, isn't he." Mel picked up her spatula and said, "Okay come and get it. Breakfast is ready. Bring your plates."
I brought a plate. Amy brought two, one for Mel and one for herself. Mel filled them with generous servings of sausages, scrambled eggs and toast.
As we ate, we discussed Jeanne's date, my plans for the day and the men Amy and Mel were scheduled to entertain in the cottage.
I told them that I planned to play golf. Mel and Amy agreed with my plan. I had to do something. Pacing around their house in nervous anticipation of what was going to happen that afternoon was not a reasonable option.
After breakfast I helped Amy clean the kitchen while Mel went upstairs and prepared for her first gentleman.
As soon as Mel was showered and dressed she drove the Mercedes convertible to the cottage. Amy and I sat on the front porch and spotted for her. We only had to wait a few minutes for her date. Once he was settled in the cottage with Mel I left for the golf course.
I played a semiprivate course just north of Catalina. Fortunately I got paired with two men who taught geology at the University of Arizona. Interesting partners, they helped me keep my attention diverted from what was happening at home with Jeanne and Trent.
After the round was finished the professors tried to get me to join them in the clubhouse for a beer. I had to decline. I was much too excited. Instead I loaded my clubs in my car and drove directly to Mel and Amy's house. While I was playing golf I'd fought a constant battle to keep my thoughts from drifting to Jeanne's date with Trent. Once I was on the highway back to Catalina I stopped fighting. It was 3:30, 4:30 for Jeanne. Her date was most likely over. Relaxing, I allowed my imagination to run free.
I pictured Jeanne and Trent sitting on our couch having an iced tea. Trent had his arm around my wife. She was cuddled up to him. They talked, but only for a moment. Trent set his glass of tea on the end table and then he took Jeanne's glass and set it down next to his. She gazed up at him, waiting, eager. Trent leaned over, placed his hand on Jeanne's cheek and pulled her face to his. They kissed. At first their kiss was gentle and romantic, but it quickly heated up.
Trent pushed his tongue into my wife's mouth. Jeanne hungrily responded. Wrapping their arms around each other, they locked in a passionate embrace. Their embrace was only momentary. They weren't two teenagers making out at the end of a date. Trent and Jeanne were sexually adventurous adults. They were meeting for one purpose and only one purpose. They both knew that.
Trent pushed Jeanne to the floor between his legs. She didn't resist. She didn't want to resist. I knew my wife. This was exactly what she wanted. Unzipping Trent's trousers, Jeanne freed his enormous erection. After taking a moment to stare at it she began to caress it with her fingers.
I reached the road to Amy and Mel's house and turned left. The image of my wife fondling her boyfriend's cock was firmly fixed in my mind. I was excited. Trent wasn't the only one with an erection. For a moment I felt ashamed, but then I remembered the cuckold game Amy, Mel and I had enjoyed the previous evening and my shame dissipated.
As I drove west towards the Santa Catalina Mountains I pictured Jeanne sucking Trent's cock. Her eyes would be closed. Even when she was a prude my wife was a passionate woman. She cried easily during movies and often closed her eyes while she was savoring a piece of fine chocolate. There wasn't any doubt in my mind that Jeanne would be savoring Trent's cock.
I turned onto Amy and Mel's road and then I turned into their driveway and parked my Escape in the desert next to their garage.
As I walked into the house I was smiling. Amy and Mel had been correct. Being married to a hot wife was very much like having my own personal porn star.
Mel was reading on the back veranda. She was wearing a halter top and a pair of skin tight short shorts. She looked good, very good. She almost took my mind off of Jeanne and Trent, but not quite.
When Mel heard me step out on the veranda she turned. As soon as she saw me she set her Kindle down and stood up. I gawked. I couldn't help myself. Mel had a sumptuous figure and at that moment it was pouring out of her tight top and short shorts in all the right places.
"Seeing you stare at me like that is good for my self esteem."
"Mel, in that outfit you never have to worry about self esteem. There are men who would hand over all of their worldly possessions for one quick glimpse of you."
"I didn't realize that you were such a sweet talker."
Shrugging, I said, "Aw shucks, I'm not a sweet talker. I'm just a naive accountant from the Midwest."
Laughing, Mel said, "And I'm just a poor little black girl from the streets of Chicago."
I smiled. "How were your dates today?"
"They were fine. I saw two men. They were your usual old guy dates."
"Usual?"
"All most old guys want to do is eat pussy." Mel pulled her shorts down exposing her shaved cunt.
We both examined it.
She grinned at me. "I'm glad to see it's still there. I was worried that it might have been licked off."
I laughed.
Without bothering to pull her shorts back up, Mel asked, "How was your golf game?"
"It was fine. It's a scenic golf course and I got paired with a couple of Geology professors from the University. I didn't play very well, but it was still a pleasant round."
"Why didn't you play very well?"
"I was a little distracted. I kept thinking about what Jeanne and Trent were doing."
"Were they fun thoughts?"
Grinning, I said, "Oh yeah."
"Good, they should be fun thoughts."
"Are we experimenting with new ways to wear shorts or did they just slip down to your knees?" Mel and I turned. Amy was standing in the doorway to the living room.
In a serious tone of voice Mel said, "Actually Michael and I were checking to see if I still had a pussy. I was afraid that Scott Morgan might have licked it off during our one o'clock party today."
Laughing, Amy pulled the hem of her skirt up to her waist. She wasn't wearing panties. As all three of us looked at her shaved pussy, she said, "You'd better check mine too. Randy Paulson spent the better part of the last hour down there.
Mel studied her. After a moment she said, "Looks okay to me. What do you think Michael?"
"In order to be absolutely certain I'd need to make a closer examination, but from here I have to say that it looks pretty good to me."
"It looks pretty good to you? I see." Amy was working hard to maintain a straight face. After taking another moment to further consider my statement, she said, "Knowing that you're an admitted voyeur and a self proclaimed connoisseur of the female body I have to ask you a question."
Mel was watching us, barely able to contain her laughter.
I said, "Go ahead."
"Have you ever seen a pussy that didn't look pretty good to you?"
I took a second to consider Amy's question and then I shook my head and said, "Nope, I can't say that I have."
Mel burst out laughing.
Grinning, Amy rolled her eyes and said, "I'm going to take a shower."
I said, "I just finished playing golf. Would you mind if I joined you?"
Amy looked at the tent my erection was creating in the front of my trousers and answered, "You can but there isn't going to be any hanky panky while we shower."
"I understand. You just finished working."
Amy smiled. "No, that's not the problem. I'd love to give you a blow job, but I'm not going to do it."
Mel said, "Micheal when Jeanne calls we both want you to be as excited as you can possibly be. Listening to her tell us about her date with Trent is going to be fun. We want you to be in the correct frame of mind so you can truly appreciate the moment. That's why I haven't pulled my shorts back up. Actually I think I might just take them off and walk around bottomless for the rest of the afternoon and evening."
"I like that idea. I think I'll do it too, but it's going to get cold. I'll bring down a couple of sweatshirts for us to wear." Turning to me, Amy said, "Are you also going to join the no pants club?"
Chuckling, I said, "How could I possibly refuse."
"Do you have a sweatshirt with you?"
"I have several."
"Good, sweatshirts only just became the required attire for the evening. Mel would you like to join us in the shower?"
"Thank you, but I took one after my last date. I'm in an exciting part of my book. I think I'll just stay out here and read." Mel pulled her shorts the rest of the way down. After she stepped out of them she handed them to Amy and said, "Would you please put these away for me. I don't think I'll be needing them again this afternoon."
"I'd be happy to do it." And then taking my hand Amy said, "Come on cucky we want to be finished with our shower before your wife calls."
As we left the veranda I said, "Cucky?"
Amy answered, "Damn right, tonight I hope we can help you discover just how much fun it is to be a cuckold. I love watching guys fuck Mel and she likes watching me too."
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The shower Amy and I shared was almost platonic, but not quite. We were two healthy adults and we were naked. The temptation to wash each other was irresistible. Aware that the evening's real fun lay ahead of us, we forced ourselves to maintain a moderate amount of decorum. Neither of us wanted to do anything that might dampen our ardor. Amy washed my cock and balls. While she spent quite a bit of time with her soapy fingers wrapped around my erection, she was careful to make sure I didn't lose control and cum. When it was my turn to wash her, Amy leaned against the shower wall with her eyes closed. She purred softly while my soapy fingertips gently cleansed her most intimate places, but I was judicious about excessive stimulation. I realized that Amy had already entertained two men that day. I didn't want to wear her out.
After our shower Amy found baggy sweatshirts for both Mel and herself while I went to the guest room where my clothes were stored and grabbed a sweatshirt for myself.
It was 4:20 when Amy and I left the bedroom to rejoin Mel. According to the previous night's plan Jeanne would be calling in ten minutes. I was excited.
When we walked into the living room Amy and I looked around and immediately noticed that while we'd been showering upstairs, Mel had been busy downstairs. The gas fireplace was going making the space around the couch toasty warm. All three of us were naked from the waist down so that was important. Mel had also hooked my laptop computer up to the big screen television at the opposite end of the room. A movie featuring Julia Ann and a handsome well endowed man was playing with the volume turned off.
Three brandy Manhattans on coasters, a bowl of carrots, cup of ranch dressing and a stack of napkins had been set on the coffee table in front of the couch. Since we wouldn't be eating dinner until after we finished talking to Jeanne the carrots and dip were a welcome pick-me-up.
As we sat down in front of the fireplace Amy and I noticed that Mel had covered the couch with three large bath towels. We both looked her.
Shrugging, Mel said, "We're not wearing pants. When I get excited I squirt. Michael you leak. Amy, she's from Wisconsin. Everyone knows that Wisconsin girls get messy when they're hot to trot."
Amy and I smiled.
Mel continued. "This way we can relax and not worry about what's happening to the couch. Besides the soft terry cloth feels good on my bare butt."
Chuckling, Amy said, "Mel honey, as usual you're right. The towels are an excellent idea."
We sat down, Mel on my right and Amy on my left. As soon as we were settled Mel picked up her Manhattan. Amy and I followed her lead.
Holding up her glass, Mel said, "A toast."
Amy and I held up our glasses.
Continuing, Mel said, "To Jeanne's lust and our mutual enjoyment of it."
Amy said, "Hear hear."
I smiled.
We clinked our glasses. As we each took a sip of our Manhattans the telephone rang.
All three of us set our cocktails back on the coffee table. The telephone handset was lying on the end table next to Mel. She picked it up and switched on the speaker. As she laid it on the coffee table in front of us she said, "Hi Jeanne. This is Mel. Amy and Michael are here too. The speaker is on. All of us can hear you."
Amy and I both said, "Hi Jeanne."
Jeanne said, "Hi everyone."
Mel said, "Jeanne, I'm going to get right to the point. How was your date with Trent?"
There was a brief pause and then Jeanne cautiously said, "It was fine."
Amy said, "It was fine? Jeanne, I don't think you're being honest with us. You've been looking forward to this date all week. It was either a wonderful afternoon or it was disappointing. Fine is a little too circumspect. I'm guessing that you're trying to spare Michael's feelings."
Jeanne quietly answered, "I'm a little anxious about this. Michael, I've already hurt you so many times since all of this started. I love you. I don't want to risk hurting you again."
Mel wrapped her fingers around my erect cock. "Jeanne don't worry, we're taking care of Michael for you. Right now all three of us are sitting on the couch in front of the fire place wearing sweatshirts, nothing but sweatshirts."
"Really?"
"That's right, we're naked from the waist down. On top of that, as we speak I'm holding on to Michael's cock and believe me honey, he's sporting some serious wood right now."
"Michael, is that true? Do you have an erection?"
"Yes Jeanne, I do."
"Is it because your with Mel and Amy and you're all partially naked?"
"Well that certainly adds to the excitement, but mostly it's because I'm eager to hear about your date with Trent."
"Really?"
"Yes, I've been excited about it all day."
Laughing, Amy said, "His dick's been making a tent in the front of his pants since he got up this morning."
Jeanne giggled. "I love hearing that."
Mel said, "Your hubby's had a chubby for the entire day."
I grinned. Amy shook her head. I could hear Jeanne giggling even louder.
Continuing, Mel said, "Your sweetie is ready and rarin to hear every naughty little detail about your date."
Jeanne asked, "Michael, is that true?"
"Yes Jeanne, it is."
Mel added, "Jeanne, Michael couldn't be in a better situation to hear about this. He's sandwiched between two half naked women who are taking turns fondling his cock. In addition to that, a Julia Ann porn movie is playing on the big screen television behind us."
Laughing, Jeanne said, "I'll bet Michael loves that."
Amy said, "Every once in a while we catch him looking over his shoulder at the movie. I'm pretty sure he's imagining that you're Julia Ann."
"He thinks I look like her. I'm sure I'm not as pretty as she is and I'm not a blond."
I said, "Jeanne you're every bit as pretty as she is. You both have beautiful eyes. Baby I love your eyes. In San Francisco you said that you were considering bleaching your hair. I think you should do it."
"Really? You'd be okay with that?"
"I would. Do you think Trent would like it?"
Jeanne paused. After a moment she asked, "Do you care?"
"Actually Jeanne, I do. I now view your relationship with Trent as nothing more than a high school flirtation. It's superficial, but it's fun and exciting for you. I love you. You've offered to stop this new lifestyle, but I've come to understand that it's something you need to do. If you're going to do it you might as well get as much fun out of it as you possibly can."
Next to me, Amy said, "Michael I think that's a really good way to look at this."
Jeanne said, "I do too, but you are right Michael. If you want me to stop playing around I will. All you have to do is ask me."
"No Jeanne, as I just said, I now understand that this is something you want and need to do. Honestly I have to admit that now that I'm getting used to it I'm starting to enjoy it too."
"Michael I love hearing you say that. I'm crazy about being a slut. I'm beginning to feel like this was my destiny."
Mel laughed. "Jeanne, you're talking to two women who understand that feeling very well."
Jeanne said, "Mel and Amy, I'd really like to talk to you about all of this."
"So would we Jeanne, but not tonight. Tonight we want to hear about your date."
"Okay, Michael please remember that I love you."
Mel said, "Don't worry Jeanne, we're here to support Michael. This is the perfect moment for total honesty."
"All right, here goes. Jeanne paused for a moment and then she started giggling like a school girl. "Oh my god it was so hot!"
Mel squeezed my cock. "Tell us!"
"This morning I realized why I want to have a boyfriend. Both Trent and I knew exactly why he was coming over. We weren't going to have to waste time with social niceties. When I got dressed I didn't have to worry about propriety at all. I dressed for sex. All I wore was a white, lace trimmed silk chemise with nothing underneath it. I'm sorry Michael, but I really am a slut."
"It's okay Jeanne. You don't have to apologize. I'm beginning to realize that I love being married to a slut."
Jeanne said, "Baby hearing you say that makes me so happy."
"It makes me pretty happy too."
Amy asked, "Is the chemise you wore sheer?"
"It is. You can see a hint of everything, even my pussy."
Mel said, "That sounds hot. Did Trent like it?"
"He loved it. When he saw me the first thing he said was, Now that's what I'm talkin about." Jeanne mimicked a man's deep voice.
We all smiled.
Amy asked, "What did you say to him?"
"I told him that I was pleased he liked it because I bought it to wear just for him." Jeanne paused. After a moment she quickly said, "I'm sorry Michael, that came out wrong. I promise I'll wear that chemise for you in San Antonio."
"Jeanne, it's okay. When you decide you like a guy there's nothing wrong with buying something to wear just for him."
"It doesn't bother you?"
"It will only bother me if you stop buying sexy clothes to wear for me."
Jeanne giggled. "I'll never stop doing that. When we're in San Antonio I plan to dress so sexy for you. You're going to spend the entire week walking around town with a slut on your arm. What do you think about that big guy?"
"I can't wait."
"Neither can I."
Mel said, "Would you two love birds mind if we get back to today's topic? I for one want to hear more about the date."
Jeanne said, "I'm sorry Mel, it's just that I miss Michael so much. When I do get a chance to talk to him it's hard not to try to savor it."
"Jeanne we're talking every evening now. Unless one of us has plans on a particular night I can't think of any reason that we shouldn't keep doing that."
"You mean if I have a date?"
"Yes, that's exactly what I mean."
"Couldn't I still call you after I get home from my date? Most of my playmates are married so my evenings generally end fairly early. That's also one of the advantages of dressing like a slut."
"I don't understand."
"When I meet a guy my appearance suggests that he might not have to work too hard to get into my panties. It saves a little time."
Laughing, I said, "I'll bet it does."
Also laughing, Amy said, "I hate to tell you this Jeanne, but women in my profession have been aware of that trick for a very long time."
"Amy I know you're right, but middle class suburban housewives seem to have to figure everything out on their own."
"And of course the middle class housewives who have that inclination still have to have husbands who are willing to accept seeing them dressed like sluts when they go out for the evening." Mel was laughing too.
Amy said, "Jeanne, don't worry. As long as Michael is staying with us we'll call you every night and if it's more convenient for you, you can call us. It's earlier here and Mel and I are ladies of the evening. We're used to staying up late."
I chuckled. "Ladies of the evening? Most of your current clientele go to bed immediately after the end of the six o'clock news."
"When we were working in Vegas our first date was usually at ten o'clock." Mel stuck her tongue out at me. "Think about that Mr. Smarty pants."
Jeanne laughed. "Mr. Smarty pants, I like that."
Shaking my head, I said, "Let's get back to your date."
"Michael, are you sure? I'm having a really good time right now."
"I am too, but I think hearing about your date will be even more fun."
Mel asked, "Jeanne, after Trent saw you in your chemise did he kiss you? Remember, Michael is enjoying this. Right now I'm holding his cock. Believe me, you really can be totally honest."
"Michael are you certain you want to hear this?"
"Yes Jeanne, I'm certain, I'm very certain."
There was a moment of silence and then Jeanne said, "Yes, Trent kissed me and it was wonderful. When he walked into the house and saw how I was dressed he smiled. We greeted each other and then he pulled me into his arms and kissed me. He didn't ask for my permission, he just did it. He kissed me hard on the lips and forced his tongue into my mouth. While he kissed me he held me with one arm and pawed me with his free hand. He groped my tits, my ass and even my pussy. Michael he shoved his hand under my chemise and rubbed my cunt with his fingers. I was so turned on I was gushing."
"You enjoyed it."
"Yes Michael, I did. I love making tender love with you, but sometimes it's fun to be treated like a nasty slut."
Mel was slowly pumping my cock.
Amy said, "I know exactly what you mean. I wouldn't want it all the time, but once in awhile it is fun to be taken by an aggressive man."
Jeanne said, "It is." And then she continued. "Suddenly his hands were on my shoulders. I felt him pushing me to the floor. I didn't resist. I didn't want to resist. I knew what he wanted. I wanted to do it for him. I was eager to do it for him. Once I was on my knees the tent in his trousers was directly in front of my face. I touched it, I felt it. Trent unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants. Every nerve in my body was tingling with excitement as he pulled his enormous erect cock out of his open trousers.
Still slowly pumping my cock Mel leaned over and said, "Close your eyes Michael, close your eyes and picture your wife kneeling in front of another man. His pants are open, his huge cock is free and jutting out in front of him inches from your wife's lips."
Amy and Jeanne were both listening to Mel.
I closed my eyes.
Mel asked, "Are you picturing them?"
I breathlessly answered, "Yes."
"What do you want Jeanne to do?"
"I want her to suck Trent's cock."
"Tell her. It's important for her to know that."
"Jeanne."
"Yes Michael." Jeanne's voice was raspy with excitement.
"I want you to suck Tent's cock."
Mel said, "Tell her why Michael. Tell her why you want her to do that."
I said, "Because I love you and I now know how much you enjoy doing it."
"Is that the only reason?" Mel was still slowly stroking my cock.
"No."
"Tell her the rest."
"Hearing about you doing it excitements me."
Jeanne said, "Thank you Michael, I do enjoy doing it and knowing that it excites you makes it even more fun for me."
Next to me I heard Amy gasp and then she shuddered. I immediately realized that she'd just had a small orgasm.
Mel realized it too. Giggling, she said, "My girl friend just popped."
Jeanne asked, "You mean Amy just came?"
"Damn right, it happens all the time. She's from Wisconsin. Girl's from Wisconsin cum really easy."
Laughing, Jeanne said, "I'm from Minnesota. I've heard that same thing about girls from Wisconsin." But then she quickly added. "Amy I don't blame you. You're not the only one who's excited."
Mel said, "Jeanne we prepared for this. We're not wearing pants and we're sitting on bath towels."
Jeanne giggled. "This is the first time I've ever had phone sex. I like it."
Now recovered from her orgasm, Amy asked, "Jeanne, what are you wearing?"
"Slacks and a sweatshirt."
"A sweatshirt, that's perfect. Take off your slacks and you'll be dressed just like us."
"Can I call you back in minute?"
Amy answered, "Of course you can."
"I'll be right back." Jeanne ended the call.
As soon as Jeanne hung up Amy turned to me and asked, "Are you enjoying this Michael?"
Slowly shaking my head, I answered, "I have to admit that I really am."
"Good, you should be. It's just fun and nothing else."
"I'm finally beginning to believe that."
The telephone rang.
Mel picked it up, switched on the speaker and set it back on the coffee table.
Jeanne said, "I'm back. Can everyone hear me?"
I said, "Hi Jeanne, yes all three of us can hear you."
Mel and Amy both said, "Hi Jeanne, we're still here."
Amy asked, "Are you dressed more appropriately now?"
"Yes, I took off my slacks and panties and laid a towel on the couch. I also turned up the heat and I have my vibrator with me."
Mel giggled, "Oh honey, you are ready. A vibrator is every girl's good friend."
Amy said, "Jeanne, tell us about the rest of your afternoon with Trent."
"Okay." Jeanne paused to take a breath and then she said, "I was on my knees in front of Trent. He took his cock out of his open pants. He was hard, really hard. Michael, a stiff cock is so exciting; especially when it's right in front of my face."
Next to me, Mel said, "That is so true."
Amy and I laughed.
"As soon as it was free I wrapped my fingers around it and kissed it." Jeanne giggled. "I guess kissing it isn't quite accurate. I actually made out with it. I do that at Brady's too. When I'm giving a guy a blow job in his car I love to close my eyes and make out with his cock. I kiss it and lick it and rub it against my lips and cheeks. I'm sorry Michael, but I really have developed a passion for cocks."
Amy said, "We understand Jeanne. Mel and I share that same passion."
Still holding my erection, Mel said, "We do. Both Amy and I are madly in love with cocks."
Jeanne said, "But I thought you were lesbians."
Amy said, "No Jeanne, we're bisexual."
Mel giggled. "That's right, we'll fuck anybody."
We all laughed.
Jeanne said, "I'm glad Michael met you. You're both so open and honest about sex. I think talking to you is good for both of us."
Amy said, "We're enjoying both of you too."
There was a moment of silence and then Mel said, "Okay, you were on your knees making out with Trent's cock. What happened next?"
"I was pretty excited and feeling really slutty. I slipped Trent's cock into my mouth and sucked him. He was excited too, so he came almost immediately. That was what I wanted. I've learned that with most guys you have to get that first orgasm over quickly. That way, after you get him up again you can settle down and enjoy some serious sex."
Mel nodded. "Most guys cum quickly the first time."
"Jeanne, did you let Trent cum in your mouth?"
"No Michael, I didn't. I told you in San Francisco that you're the only man who gets to do that."
"I know and I appreciate that, but since Trent is special I thought you might want to make an exception for him."
"Michael, you're the only man who's special." Jeanne paused. After a moment she said, "Baby letting a man cum in my mouth or my pussy is a very personal act for me. I would have to be deeply attached to a man before I'd let him do that."
"I understand."
"It's also a health issue."
"You mentioned that in San Francisco."
"Trent and I discussed this during our first date. He understands and accepts the rule that he has to wear a condom when we have intercourse and he can't cum in my mouth when I suck him."
Amy said, "That's a good rule Jeanne."
"Thanks Amy. Michael?"
"Yes Jeanne."
"Now that we're talking about doing things for Trent there is something I'd like to discuss with you."
"You mean licking his ass."
"No we talked about that in San Francisco. You already gave me permission to do that with him."
"Yes I did. Did you do it?"
"I did and he loved it."
Mel clapped her hands. "Way to go girl. You're becoming a first class slut."
Jeanne giggled. "Thank you Mel. Michael, I promise that I'll tell you about that later. Right now there's something else I want to discuss with you."
"Okay."
"I've been watching some of your dvd's. Amy, Mel, Michael has a large collection of porn dvd's at home. He keeps them in his office."
Amy said, "That's not a big surprise."



Mel nodded, "It certainly isn't."
I smiled sheepishly.
Jeanne said, "I'm trying to get really good at giving blow jobs so I've been watching them."
Amy said, "We did that too. There are some porn stars who give pretty creative head."
"There are and I've learned a lot. I think I've gotten much better at using my tongue."
Mel giggled. "Licking a cock is fun."
I said, "While I'm not exactly an experienced connoisseur of fellatio, I thought you were outstanding in San Francisco."
"Thank you Michael. I tried hard when I was with you."
"I know you did and your efforts were appreciated."
Amy said, "I don't understand. What does this have to do with Trent? I'm sure you're trying to give him good blow jobs too, but that's something Michael expects."
Nodding, I said, "That's right, I just assume he's getting your best effort."
"He is, but there's something else."
"what is it?"
"I've watched the women in the movies deep throat cocks and I'd like to try doing it. I'd like to do it for Trent. I think he'd enjoy it."
Mel said, "Jeanne honey, are you sure about this? Amy and I both used to do it in Vegas. It's not fun. Basically you're choking yourself with the guy's cock. We learned to do it because lots of guys requested it. It was an extra service and believe me it required a very large tip in advance."
"I know that. I can tell from the movies that it's uncomfortable, but I'd still like to try it. It seems really slutty and I'm sure Trent would love it."
Amy said, "Why didn't you try it today?"
"Because I've vowed that I will never again do something with another man that I haven't already done with Michael."
Mel said, "I see. You're going to be with Michael at Christmas. You can do it with him then."
I said, "Jeanne, you'd like to do it for Trent the next time you get together with him, wouldn't you?"
"Yes Michael, I really would."
"Go ahead, you have my permission."
"Are you sure Michael?"
"Yes Jeanne, I'm positive. Do you remember the discussion we had in San Francisco about givers and takers."
"Yes, of course I do. We decided that we're both givers. That's one of the reasons I enjoy dating other men so much. It's fun to play with a taker."
Amy said, "And Trent is a taker."
Jeanne said, "Oh yes."
"When you licked my ass in San Francisco you told me that you would always reserve that pleasure for me and me alone. Do you remember what I told you?"
"Yes, you told me that you loved doing it for me, but you were indifferent to having it done to you. You told me that if I needed to reserve a pleasure for just you it should be licking my ass."
Mel said, "That's our boy."
Amy said, "In our house everybody licks everybody's ass. I hope that's all right with you."
Laughing, Jeanne said, "Of course it's all right. It makes me want to visit you even more."
Mel said, "Get an airplane ticket. We'll pick you up at the airport tomorrow."
Sighing, Jeanne said, "I wish I could, but I can't."
Amy said, "We understand."
Getting us back on track, I said, "Do you remember that I said the same thing about anal intercourse."
"You mean that you didn't find doing it particularly exciting so I shouldn't be concerned about reserving that solely for you either?"
"That's right."
Amy asked, "Michael, don't you enjoy butt fucking?"
"Not particularly, when I tried it in San Francisco it seemed like it was much ado about nothing. Like ass licking, I think it's mostly a power and domination pleasure. I'll grant you that fucking is fucking and it is pleasurable, but I think pussy fucking is more fun. Do you enjoy getting fucked in the ass?"
Mel said, "I think we both feel like you do. It's okay, but we prefer pussy fucking too. If a guy wants it he can do it, but again it requires a generous tip. Still there are women who love it. In fact in Vegas we knew a couple of girls who actually advertised themselves as ass whores."
Jeanne said, "Ass whores? I have to admit that I find that title exciting."
Amy asked, "Jeanne, do you like getting fucked in the ass?"
There was a long pause. Finally Jeanne said, "Michael please don't be upset, but I let Trent have my butt this afternoon and I have to admit that I really did enjoy it."
"Jeanne, I'm not upset. In San Francisco I told you that you could let Trent do that."
"Michael you're not hearing me. I enjoyed it, I really enjoyed it. It made me feel so incredibly slutty."
"Did Trent like it?"
"He loved it."
"Good, now the two of you have something you can enjoy together."
"Michael are you being sarcastic?"
"No Jeanne, I'm not. Anal sex isn't important to me. Since you like it I'll certainly do it with you any time you ask, but I suspect you'd enjoy it more with Trent. The two of you have a different sexual relationship than you and I have. That's why you're dating him. Actually it might be fun if we made it into a game. You should eagerly lick Trent's ass, deep throat his cock and let him fuck your ass; but you should refuse to do any of those things with me."
Amy and Mel both stared at me.
Jeanne cried, "Michael!"
I laughed. "Hey were playing a game. In this game I'm your cuckold, let's have a little fun with it."
Slowly nodding, Amy said, "I think I get it. Denial is often a big part of a cuckold-hot wife marriage. Michael is offering to play a subdued form of that game by telling you to deny him some pleasures that he actually doesn't care about. Michael, can she tell Trent?"
"If I correctly understand that question, yes of course she can. That would be a big part of the fun."
Jeanne said, "I don't understand."
Amy said, "Jeanne, Michael is offering you a way to have a little more fun with Trent. The next time he fucks your ass, you lick his ass or you deep throat him you can tell him that you won't do those things for anyone else, not even your husband."
"Michael, won't that upset you?"
Smiling Mel said, "If you only deny him things that he doesn't care about anyway it doesn't matter. It will be nothing more than a little fantasy game you play with Trent."
I said, "She's right Jeanne. If you stop wearing sexy clothes for me, refuse to let me have intercourse with you or quit giving me blow jobs I'll be upset. Denying me things that I don't care about will just be a kinky little game and I'm beginning to discover that I enjoy playing kinky little games."
I paused to think. After a moment, I continued. "But Jeanne remember what we talked about last night when we were discussing my nightmare. I'm not actually a masochist. I don't have any desire to be humiliated or hurt. A time will come when I'm going to meet some of your men friends. When that happens I expect them to be polite to me. If they try to be overbearing or demeaning I expect you to intervene. If they don't heed your admonishment I expect you to ask them to leave. I will not be abused or even belittled, especially in my own house."
"Of course Michael, I would never allow one of my men friends to be rude to you. If one of them decides to be rude, I'll demand that he apologize to you. If he refuses I'll demand that he leave Immediately."
"Thank you Jeanne. There is one more thing."
"What's that?"
"I will never wear a chastity device."
Jeanne giggled. "Michael I could never imagine you doing that. Besides, when I'm playing with a man in my boudoir the possibility that you might be jacking off in the next room will make it even more exciting for me."
I smiled.
Mel said, "Jeanne, when I come to visit can I sit in the next room with Michael and masturbate too. I'm discovering that I'm just as much of voyeur as he is."
We all started laughing.
Jeanne said, "I think the four of us are going to have a lot of fun together."
Laughing, Mel said, "We are."
Agreeing, Amy said, "Yes we are and I guess I'm turning into a voyeur too. I want to hear more about your date with Trent. You were on your knees giving him a blow job in your living room. You told us that he didn't cum in your mouth, so where did he cum?"
"He warned me when he was close. I pulled the straps of my chemise off of my shoulders..."
Clapping her hands, Mel exclaimed, "I love it. You dropped your chemise and let him cum all over your tits."
"I did. It was so hot." Jeanne paused. After a moment she worriedly asked, "Michael, was that okay?"
"Are you asking me that because you enjoyed it?"
"I guess so."
"You're even more insecure about all of this then I am."
"Michael, it's all so confusing. I really do want to do this, but I'm terrified that I'm going to hurt you. When I started all of this I screwed up so badly. Now I'm afraid that I'm going to say something stupid and make it even worse."
"Jeanne, remember what we discussed the other day. The key to making this work is good communication. If you say something that makes me feel bad I promise that I'll tell you so we can talk about it."
"Okay." Jeanne's voice was quiet. It was clear that she was still feeling insecure.
I continued. "As to what you just told me, I have to admit that while I can't begin to explain why, hearing about it excites me almost as much as doing it excited you."
"Really?"
"Yes Jeanne, the image of you sucking Trent's cock and then dropping your chemise so that he could cum on your tits is driving me wild. Were you jacking him off when he came?"
Giggling, Jeanne said, "I was. Micheal, can I tell you something?"
"Of course."
"Watching a guy cum is really fun, especially when I'm making it happen."
"Jeanne, imagining you making guys cum is fun for me."
Mel said, "I love making guys cum too, but after hanging around with Michael for a few days I'm starting to think that maybe I like hearing about it just as much. Jeanne as soon as we're done talking to you I want to watch Amy give Michael a blow job while I rub myself off."
"I wish I could be there, but I'd want to suck Michael while you and Amy watch. Michael you're a voyeur and I'm beginning to realize that I'm an exhibitionist."
Mel laughed. "This just keeps getting better. The two of you really do compliment each other perfectly."
Amy said, "Jeanne, if you come to Tucson you could dance at Danny's Lounge."
"Amy, I'm forty-nine years old. Men aren't going to want to watch me strip."
Shaking her head, Mel said, "Jeanne, we've seen your pictures. Believe me, there are lots of guys at Danny's who would go wild when you got up on the stage."
"Really?"
Laughing, Amy said, "Definitely, Jeanne you are the quintessential MILF."
Giggling, Jeanne said; "I like that title. It's almost as good as hot wife and slut."
I laughed. "I think we should change it to MWLF."
Amy looked at me. "MWLF?"
"A mother who likes to fuck."
"I like that title even better, especially since my husband just bestowed it on me."
Mel said, "Okay Ms. Hot wife, exhibitionist, MWLF..."
Amy said, "Don't forget slut."
"Definitely don't forget slut." Now Jeanne was laughing. Amy, Mel and I were too.
Mel said, "Okay, Ms. wife of many titles; Let's hear more about your date with Trent."
Shaking her head, Amy said, "Mel you really are turning into a voyeur."
"Damn right I am. I'm from Chicago. Everybody knows that girls from Chicago are voyeurs at heart."
Jeanne said, "Actually I didn't know that."
"Yeah but you used to be a prude."
I said, "But Mel you do have to admit that she's learning quickly."
"Hell yes she is! Jeanne you're well on your way to becoming the Albert Einstein of sucking and fucking."
Jeanne asked, "Does that mean you're going to start calling me Professor Nolan?"
Grinning, Mel said, "Yeah and you can put the initials MWLF after your name."
Amy rolled her eyes. "Okay, enough nonsense. I want to hear more about your date."
Jeanne said, "All right, as soon as Trent was finished ejaculating I stood up, took his hand and led him to Tricia's old bedroom."
"Did he zip up or was his big dick still hanging out of the front of his pants." Mel winked at me. "I think that's an important detail, don't you agree?"
Chuckling, I said, "How could I not?"
"He didn't zip up. He knew it wasn't necessary." Jeanne was giggling again.
Mel pressed. "So his dick was hanging out of his pants?"
Still giggling, Jeanne said, "Yes Mel, it was."
"Okay, you're in Tricia's old bedroom and Trent's dick is hanging out of his pants. What happened next?" Amy clearly wanted to hear the rest of the story.
"Trent started undressing. While he was doing that I wiped his cum off of my breasts with one of the hand towels I now keep in Tricia's room. Then I took off my chemise and pulled down the covers on the bed."
Amy said, "You were turning the bed into a playground."
"I was and that's how we used it."
Mel said, "Tell us."
"It was so much fun. I'm sorry Michael, but it really was."
"That's okay Jeanne. If it wasn't fun we shouldn't be doing this. Now share the fun. Tell us what happened."
"Okay, As soon as Trent was naked he lay down on the bed with his head resting on two pillows. I crawled between his legs and started playing with his cock."
Amy asked, "Was he hard again?"
"Not yet, but as I played with it his cock started to grow."
Mel grinned. "That's one of the reasons cocks are so much fun. They start out as soft, cuddly toys; but if you free one of them and play with it, especially if you give it a kiss, it will grow into an angry snake eager to spew it's potent venom."
Laughing, Amy said, "Mel that's a great metaphor."
"Of course it was. I was born in Chicago."
Rolling her eyes, Amy said, "And everyone born in Chicago is a natural poet."
"Damn right."
"So what's your favorite poem?" Amy was now shaking her head.
Mel quickly answered, "That's easy, There once was a man from Nantucket..."
Amy and I immediately joined in. "Who's cock was so long he could suck it. He said with a grin as he wiped off his chin, if my ear was a cunt I could fuck it."
Amy, Mel and I all laughed.
After a moment Jeanne said, "All of you knew that?"
Amy said, "Of course we did, didn't you?"
Jeanne said, "No, I've never heard it before."
"Really?" Mel was clearly surprised by Jeanne's admission.
"I guess I was sheltered. When did you learn it?"
Mel shrugged. "I don't know; elementary school, maybe the sixth grade."
"The sixth grade? Mel when I was in the sixth grade I'd never even heard the words cunt and cock. If somebody had talked about sucking I wouldn't have had a clue what they meant."
I quietly said, "It's okay Jeanne, we're all products of our environment."
Amy said, "That's right honey, and now you're doing everything you can to overcome your sheltered origin."
Jeanne said, "It was pretty funny. Are there any more poems like that?"
Mel said, "That's the only one I know."
Amy nodded in agreement.
I said, "I know one more."
Mel said, "Tell us."
"Okay, I think it's a from World War I. There once was a maiden from France who boarded a troop train by chance. Everyone fucked her except the conductor and he shot off in his pants."
Mel clapped her hands. "I love it."
Giggling, Jeanne said, "I'm ashamed to admit it, but being that maiden is a very hot fantasy."
Amy stared at me. She was smiling. After a moment I asked, "What?"
"You'd like to be the conductor, wouldn't you? You'd like to watch all those guys taking turns fucking Jeanne."
Suddenly embarrassed, I stammered, "I ah...I don't..."
Realizing what Amy was implying, Mel said, "It's okay Michael, watching is fun."
Jeanne quietly said, "Michael."
Embarrassed, I said, "Jeanne, I'm sorry. You must think I'm a complete..."
"No Michael, I don't. It might be better to leave it as a fantasy, but if I ever do pull a train." Jeanne paused and asked, "That's the right term, isn't it?"
Amy said, "Yes that's right."
"Michael, if I ever do pull a train, I'd love it if you'd be willing to be my conductor."
Grinning, I said, "Jeanne, I think you're right. It might be better to leave that as a fantasy, but I have to admit that it is one very hot fantasy."
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Mel said, "Okay enough poetry, back to your date. Trent was lying on the bed. You were on your stomach between his legs playing with his cock. It was growing."
"Yes it was and when I started kissing and licking it again it grew even faster."
"I'll bet it did." Amy was chuckling.
"Once Trent was fully erect I sucked him for a minute or two and then I slipped down and started licking his balls."
"I'll bet he loved that." As she said that, Mel gave my cock a gentle squeeze.
"He did, but he liked what I did next even more."
I asked, "What did you do?"
Mel said, "I know. This is when you did it, isn't it?"
Jeanne breathlessly answered, "Yes, I was so excited. While I was licking Trent's balls I pushed his hips up and slipped my tongue down to that spot between his ball sack and the crack of his ass. When he felt me licking him there he went wild. He pulled his feet up and gave me full access. I grabbed his cock with one hand and held him up with the other and then I did it. First I licked the crack of his ass and then I licked his asshole. While I licked him I slowly pumped his cock with my hand. He was so hard."
I asked, "Weren't you afraid you might make him cum again?"
"Michael, I'm sorry. At that moment I was so turned on I didn't care."
"It's okay, I understand."
Mel asked, "You told us Trent was going wild. Did he say anything to you?"
"He did."
"What did he say?"
"When I pushed my tongue into his ass he told me no one had ever done that to him before."
"What did you say to him?" Mel was still squeezing my cock.
"I asked him if he liked it."
Mel laughed. "I'll bet he did."
"He told me he loved it and then he asked me if I liked doing it to him."
I asked, "What did you tell him?"
"I told him I loved doing it. I loved it because it was really slutty and I loved being a slut."
Amy said, "You were excited."
"I was. I was so excited. I actually had a little orgasm while I was doing it and I wasn't even playing with myself."
Mel asked, "What did Trent say when you told him you loved being a slut?"
Jeanne hesitated. "I ah..."
I said, "Jeanne, total honesty."
Reaching over, Amy cupped my balls in her hand. While she gently held them she said, "Jeanne, don't worry. We're taking care of your sweet baby."
Jeanne guardedly said, "He asked me if I was his slut."
"What did you tell him?" Amy was still squeezing my balls.
"I told him I'd be his slut for the rest of the afternoon and every time we get together to play I'll be his slut again. Michael, was that all right?"
When I heard Jeanne's answer I grinned and said, "Baby, that was an excellent answer. You and Trent are playmates. While you're playing you'll have more fun if you both feel free to adopt the roles that excite the two of you the most."
"Thank you Michael, you really are a wonderful husband."
"Jeanne I'm trying hard to make this work. I will admit that right now it's easier because I'm getting some pretty intense support from my new friends."
Laughing, Jeanne asked, "Amy and Mel are both of you holding Michael's cock?"
Amy answered, "No, Mel's holding his cock. I'm holding his balls."
Still laughing, Jeanne said, "Michael honey, right now you're in voyeur heaven, aren't you."
"What do you mean?"
"Two beautiful women are playing with your cock and balls, you're wife is describing a hot sex party she just had with another man and didn't you tell me there's a porn movie playing on the television behind you?"
Mel said, "There is, it's a Julia Ann movie. All three of us are imagining that it's you."
"I wish, she's so gorgeous."
Amy said, "Jeanne, you're gorgeous too."
"Where were the two of you when I was sixteen."
Mel shook her head. "We're younger than you are, but when we were sixteen both of us were at home feeling just as insecure as you were."
"But two years later both of you went to Las Vegas."
Amy said, "And you went to college. We didn't have that choice. Do you wish you would have gone to Las Vegas? Think before you answer that question. If you'd gone to Vegas you might have had a lot of fun, but you wouldn't have met Michael and you wouldn't have Tricia and Jodie."
"You're right, life is filled with trade offs."
Mel said, "Jeanne honey, right now you're enjoying the best of both worlds."
"I'm lucky. I found Michael. He's the best thing that ever happened to me. While the girls were growing up he provided us with a stable, worry free life and now he's giving me the freedom to experience an incredibly exciting style of living."
"Mel and I've been lucky too. First we found each other, then we found Vince and now we found you and Michael." Amy leaned over and kissed my cheek. I smiled at her.
"Okay, we've all been lucky and we all love each other. Let's get back to the sex. Right now I'm so hot the towel I'm sitting on is soaked." Mel was grinning.
Laughing, Amy said, "Mel just think about how hot you're going to be later when you watch me suck Michael's cock."
"Hell! I'm so hot right now that I'm about to squirt. My clitty's harder than Michael's dick." Mel picked up my hand and placed it between her legs. She was so wet that two of my fingers easily slipped into her. She said, "Michael that feels nice, but I'd like it even better if your rubbed my clit."
Amy said, "Jeanne, Mel has a big clit. When she gets hot like this she loves to have it rubbed."
Jeanne said, "Michael honey, be a sweetheart. Rub Mel's clit for her. Get her off right now."
Laughing, I said, "I'm happy to oblige." I slipped my finger's up to Mel's clit. Fully engorged, it was large, almost a tiny cock. This wasn't a surprise. I'd already spent several evenings with my face buried between Mel's gorgeous brown thighs.
As soon as I touched her I felt Mel shudder. She was close, very close. She whispered, "Oh yeah baby, that feels so nice. Harder, do it harder. You don't need to be gentle. Rub it for me. Make me cum."
I pressed my fingers against Mel's clit and rubbed her hard and fast. She started gyrating her hips in response. "Yes Michael, that's what I want! Rub me off! Rub me off like a slut."
Jeanne whispered, "This is so hot. I'm glad I have my vibrator with me."
Amy asked, "Are you using it right now?"
"Oh yes."
"I wish I was there. I'd love to lick you."
"I've never been licked by a girl."
"Would you like to try it?"
"Very much."
"When we finally meet for real we'll do a little love box, all four of us. I get you and you can have Mel."
"I've never gone down on a girl."
"Believe me, you'll love it."
Laughing, I said, "Trust me Jeanne, it is wonderful."
Suddenly Mel arched her back and cried out, "Oh shit!" A flood of her cum gushed from the lips of her cunt. And then she started to alternately laugh and cry as her orgasm surged through her loins.
I kept rubbing Mel. I knew that was what she liked.
Giggling, Amy said, "My girlfriend is a screamer."
From the telephone we heard Jeanne gasp and then whisper, "Yesss! Yesss! Yesss! Oh Yesss!" As her orgasm erupted.
I felt Mel beginning to relax. I pulled my hand away from her cunt. Amy and I waited in silence.
After a moment Jeanne laughed and said, "Oh my god, that's the first time I've ever cum while I was talking on the telephone."
"It's fun, isn't it." Mel was giggling.
"Yes it is. Amy you didn't cum."
"Not yet."
"Michael, don't you think you should be a gentleman and get her off?"
Laughing, I said, "I'm not sure it will make me a gentleman, but I would love to get her off." I turned to Amy. She lasciviously spread her thighs and pointed at the floor in front of her.
I said, "That's an invitation I'll never turn down."
I got down on my knees between Amy's thighs. As I buried my face in her cunt Jeanne asked, "Mel what's happening?"
Mel said, "Your sweet husband is on his knees eating my girlfriend's pussy. Her eyes are closed. She's clearly enjoying the experience. Your husband is quite adept at giving oral pleasure."
"I learned that in San Francisco. During all those years I was a prude Michael wanted to go down on me when we made love. Most of the time I stupidly refused to even consider the idea. The few times I did relent and allow him to do it I was so uptight that I couldn't relax enough to actually enjoy it."
"But you enjoyed it in San Francisco."
"It was incredible. Right now I'm very envious of Amy."
Suddenly Amy arched her back and cried out, "Son of a bitch!" And then she started to shake. I pulled back and watched. My lips, cheeks, and chin were slick with her moisture
Grinning at me, Mel said, "My sweetie doesn't squirt, but she sure does get your face messy when you eat her."
I grinned back at Mel.
As I was climbing back on to the couch, Jeanne asked, "Is Michael's face wet?"
Mel answered, "His lips, cheeks and chin are coated with Amy's cum."
"Michael, does having a woman's cum on your face excite you?"
"Yes, I have to admit it does."
"I told you I won't let a guy cum in my mouth, but sometimes at Brady's I'll let a guy cum on my face. I'm learning that it excites me when they do it."
Nodding, Mel said, "It's really slutty, isn't it."
"Yes it is. Want to know something else?"
Mel answered, "Definitely."
"Walking back into Brady's with streaks of cum in my hair is exciting too."
Amy smiled. "Everyone in the bar knows you're a slut."
"Yes they do. Michael I'm sorry, but I love it when I know other people are thinking I'm a slut."
"I realized that in San Francisco Jeanne. You're clothes and makeup are much more provocative then they used to be."
"I used to dress like a prude."
"You don't anymore."
"Does that bother you?"
"Not anymore, in fact realizing that other people know I'm married to a slut is turning out to be a big turn on for me."
Reaching over and rubbing my erect penis, Mel said, "Our sweet baby is learning to enjoy being a cuckold."
Shaking my head, I said, "While it still surprises me, I have to admit that Mel is right."
Jeanne said, "Sweetheart, that makes me very happy."
"Actually it makes me pretty happy too."
Amy, Mel and I all smiled. While I couldn't actually see her I was certain that Jeanne was smiling too.
After a moment Jeanne said, "Michael, you haven't cum yet. Amy, Mel would one of you please take care of him."
Amy shook her head. "Jeanne, I don't think that's a good idea."
"Why not?"
Nodding in agreement Mel said, "I concur."
"Why? Cumming is good."
Amy said, "It is, but when men cum most of them temporarily lose their sexual ardor. If Michael really is going to be your cuckold you're going to have to remember that. If he's at home while you're entertaining a man a little sexual edge will make it easier for him to enjoy the experience."
Mel said, "And when you're telling him about a date you've just had with another man, like you are right now, it's important that he maintain a sexual edge while he's hearing about what happened. It will definitely make it more fun for him."
"Michael, is that true?"
"Jeanne, I think it is." I paused. After a moment I said, "Even when I'm watching porn I try to keep from cumming for as long as I can. That sexual high feels good. It's fun. I think this should be part of the cuckold game we're playing. When you're with another man or when you're telling me about a party you've just had with another man I shouldn't be allowed to cum until you're finished."
"You're sure?"
"I am. Actually I think this is probably one of the reasons that orgasm denial is such a big part of the cuckold fantasy."
"Okay, it's settled. You don't get to cum until I'm finished telling you about my date with Trent." Jeanne paused and then she quickly added, "But Mel and Amy, when I'm finished will you please be sure to get him off."
Laughing, Mel said, "Jeanne as soon as you're done we're going to suck and fuck your sweet baby into oblivion."
I looked at Mel and then at Amy. They were both licking their lips while they stared at me. All I could do was grin.
"Okay, that's settled. Michael gets to cum, but not until you're finished telling us about your date. Now let's get back to that. You were licking Trent's ass. What happened next?" The eager tone in Mel's voice made it clear that her orgasm had not diminished her ardor at all.
"I licked his ass for maybe a minute or two and then I moved up and started sucking his cock again. As soon as Trent realized what I was doing he sat up, rolled me over onto my back and told me he was ready to fuck his slut."
"He was ready to fuck his slut, he really said that to you?"
"Yes Amy he did and I loved it. Michael is that all right?"
Chuckling that my wife's insecurity was just as much a problem for her as mine was for me, I said, "Yes Jeanne it's all right. I understand. This is one of your kinks. It certainly doesn't hurt anyone, so you should relax and enjoy it. Frankly, I'm enjoying it too. Being married to an avowed slut appeals to my voyeurism. That, as you well know, is one of my kinks."
"Michael, I love you so much."
"I know that Jeanne. I love you too."
Mel said, "Yes and Amy and I love both of you. Now lets get on with the story. You were on your back. Trent was about to fuck you."
Giggling at Mel's eagerness, Jeanne said, "Okay, I keep condoms on the night table next to Tricia's bed. I didn't even have to remind Trent. On his own, he picked one up and opened it. After rolling it on he climbed on top of me, grabbed my wrists, pinned me to the bed and started rubbing the head of his beautiful, big hard cock up and down my cunt. He was teasing me. I didn't care because it felt so good. Suddenly he pushed his cock into me. When he did that I must have shrieked a little. Not because it hurt, believe me it didn't. I was so wet that all of his cock, the full length slipped in easily. I shrieked because his cock felt so good inside me. Anyway, my shriek made Trent pause. While he enjoys being rough and aggressive, Trent is actually a considerate playmate. He stopped because he had to make sure he hadn't actually hurt me."
Amy said, "He sounds like a real sweetheart."
"He is."
Sensing that hearing Jeanne's new boyfriend described as a sweetheart might create some feelings of jealousy for me, Amy turned to me and said, "Don't worry Michael, you'll always be the apple of Jeanne's eye. Think about it, if she's going to have a boyfriend you really do want him to be a nice guy, don't you."
"Of course I do."
Jeanne said, "Michael you don't ever have to be jealous. You'll always own my heart."
"I know that Jeanne. You'll always own my heart too."
"Thank you Michael."
"Okay, you love Michael and Michael loves you, now back to the story. All of Trent's cock was inside you and it felt wonderful." Mel was squeezing my erection.
He fucked me Mel, I mean he really fucked me..." Jeanne paused. After a moment she said, "Michael, I'm sorry. That didn't come out right. You fuck me too, you really fuck me. You're wonderful in bed. Our weekend in San Francisco was the first time I was uninhibited enough to actually realize that, but now I do realize it. You're caring and gentle and so very graceful. With you, sex is like ball room dancing. It's magnificent. You make be feel like a ballerina or a princess."
Nodding, Amy said, "That is true. Michael you really are graceful in bed. Believe me that makes you an outstanding lover."
"She's right Michael. I can't wait to get you into bed in San Antonio. I think about it every night."
"Yes, but I'll bet you think about Trent too."
"I do, but please understand this. Trent isn't better than you. Actually you're better than Trent. A steady diet of him would get old very quickly. If I had to do it, I could be content spending the rest of my life making love with you and only you."
"But it would be more fun if you could occasionally have Trent too."
"Yes Michael, it would. With you sex is like a ballet. With Trent it's more like a wrestling match. Every once in awhile it's fun to wrestle."
"Don't worry Jeanne, I'm actually starting to get that. Sex with Trent is a different experience and that makes it exciting. All I ask is that you share it with me, like you're doing right now. That makes it exciting for me too."
Jeanne giggled. "I'm so glad I'm married to a voyeur."
"You are and I want to hear more. I want to hear every seamy little detail. Jeanne this may be hard for you to believe. It certainly amazes me. Knowing you're excited excites me. Right now I can tell you're very excited, so let's hear more of the story. Trent was fucking you, really fucking you."
"Michael, he was. He was careful not to hurt me. Like I just said, Trent really is a nice guy, but he likes to be rough and aggressive. There were times when he tossed me around on the bed like I was his personal sex doll."
Next to me, Amy said, "His personal sex doll. Ooo I like that."
Mel nodded. "Me too."
Obviously excited, Jeanne continued. "Trent fucked me for at least twenty minutes. By the time he came I'd had two wonderful orgasms. When we were finished I felt like I'd spent an hour working out in the gym."
Mel said, "Hot sweaty sex. It really is fun. What happened after Trent came. I assume you took a little break."
"We had another hour before he had to leave, but you're right. We did need a break. For a little while we lay in bed quietly. We weren't cuddling, just lying there side by side feeling good. Michael, Trent and I both understand what we're doing. It's just recreational sex and nothing more. He loves his wife and I love you."
"Thank you Jeanne. I think I now know that, but it's still comforting to occasionally hear you say it. It also helps to know that Trent feels the same way."
"He does." Jeanne paused for a moment and then she said, "Anyway, after resting for a minute or two we talked for a little while."
"May I ask what you talked about?" I was curious, but for some reason I was concerned about being intrusive.
There was a brief pause and then Jeanne said, "Of course you can ask. Michael you're my husband. I'll never keep secrets from you. You can ask me anything."
"I know, I just..."
"Don't worry sweetie. I understand. Were both still figuring out the etiquette for this new lifestyle."
"Yeah, I guess you're right."
"We talked about you."
"Me?"
"Yes, Trent asked about you. During our first date I told him you traveled. That's all I told him. When he asked today, I think he was trying to find out how often you're away from home."
Mel smiled. "He wants to get together with you on a regular basis."
"Yes he does and Michael if you're okay with it I'd like to do that too."
"Yes, I'm okay with it. We talked about it in San Francisco. If you're going to do this I believe it's inevitable that you're going to meet guys like Trent who you like and want to see more than one time. You're going to meet men who you'll want to see repeatedly, men who for all practical purposes will become boyfriends. I even think it's likely that you're going to develop feelings for some of these men. It's essential that we use this time I'm away to find out how that's going to affects us."
"Michael, I'll never love anyone as much as I love you."
"I believe that Jeanne, but I still think both of us are going to need time to get used to you having an occasional boyfriend. While I'm now reasonably confident that you won't fall in love with one of these men, I suspect a period of infatuation is inevitable. Infatuation is exciting. You need to feel free to express your excitement around me. I you feel compelled to hide your feelings from me I fear we'll drift apart or even worse, you'll grow to resent me. I have to experience your infatuations from beginning to end several times. That's the only way I can hope to become confident that they're only temporary. Once I gain that confidence I think it's possible I might even be able to enjoy the excitement of a new infatuation with you. That's going to take time and I think it will be easier for both of us if we try to do it while I'm away."



Jeanne was silent.
Amy said. "Jeanne, he's right. I can tell that you're already infatuated with Trent"
"But it's only temporary. Michael you're the only man I want to spend the rest of my life with. You'll always be that man."
I said, "I know that Jeanne, but right now your thoughts and fantasies are focused on Trent, aren't they."
Quietly Jeanne answered, "Yes."
"Think about how you'd feel if I was suddenly obsessed with another woman."
"You are, only it's two women, Amy and Mel."
"They're friends and we brought you into our friendship as quickly as we could. Are you going to include me as an equal in your friendship with Trent? Can you imagine the three of us chatting on the telephone like this?"
"No, I'm sure he wouldn't be comfortable with that." Jeanne's answer was a barely perceptible whisper. After a pause she said, "Michael, I'm sorry. I'm hurting you. What are we going to do? I'll stop seeing Trent. I'll call him in the morning."
"Jeanne, you're bright. Stop and think. I don't believe you're going to fall in love with Trent."
There was another pause and then Jeanne said, "This is your strength, isn't it. You're an accountant. You know how to logically analyze a situation. I was an English major. I think with my heart. Although lately I guess I've been thinking with my pussy."
Laughing, Amy said, "Jeanne honey, thinking with your pussy is fun; but believe me, it can get you into trouble."
Nodding in agreement, Mel said, "Aint that a fact."
Ignoring Amy and Mel, Jeanne again asked, "Michael, what are we going to do?"
"You're going to keep seeing Trent and you're going to continue telling Amy, Mel and me all the seamy details of your dates. Eventually you're going to get bored with him and move on to another guy. You'll continue to tell me about your dates and even though I'll probably have left Tucson we'll still continue to talk to Amy and Mel about them too."
"Amy, Mel, after Michael moves on can we keep in touch?"
Mel said, "Of course we can Jeanne. You're our friend. We don't have many friends. We can't afford to cast them aside."
Smiling, I said, "You can't ever afford to throw away good friends."
Amy and Mel grinned at me.
Jeanne said, "Thank you."
"Jeanne, after Trent you're going to meet another man and he'll be every bit as exciting as Trent is now."
"Yes Michael, I understand. I'll fall for him and then I'll eventually get bored with him and move on again."
"And while you're dating him, you'll freely talk to Amy, Mel and me about everything. You'll share all of your excitement with us. While the voyeur in me will enjoy it, the insecure little boy in me will be frightened; but that will be okay. Amy and Mel will constantly remind me that you really do love only me, so I'll survive."
"Michael, they'll be right. I will always love only you."
"Jeanne, I'm counting on that."
Amy asked, "So what did you tell Trent?"
"Everything."
"Everything?" I was a little taken aback.
"Yes Michael, I was completely honest with him. Why shouldn't I be? Neither of us has anything to be ashamed about."
"Did you tell him about our weekend in San Francisco?"
"Of course I did. I also showed him the ankle bracelet you bought for me. He loved it. He wants me to wear it whenever we get together."
"I'll bet he does."
"I even told him you encouraged me to call him for a second date."
"Jeanne, please tell me that's not true."
"Michael it is true. I told him everything. Why does that bother you? I don't understand."
"Jeanne, he must think I'm a total wimp."
"Michael, he not only doesn't think you're a wimp; you're his hero."
"I'm his hero?"
"Yes, I told him everything. He envys you. His wife is an uptight prude like I used to be. He'd love it if she was a slut like I am now. And you're currently living in Tucson with two exotic dancers. For Trent that's an unbelievably exciting fantasy."
Laughing, Amy said, "Michael honey, she's right. Most men would envy you."
"I never really thought about it like that."
"Michael, I also told Trent that you gave me permission to let him have my ass."
Mel asked, "What did he say when you told him that?"
"It's not so much what he said, it's what he did. Our chat ended immediately. He started kissing me and then he pushed me down the bed."
Amy smiled. "He wanted you to suck him to get him hard again."
"He did and I was happy to oblige him. I gave him the works. I sucked his cock, kissed his balls and licked his ass. It only took me a couple of minutes to get him fully erect. Once he was hard Trent put on another condom while I took a tube of lubricant out of the drawer in the night stand next to the bed. As soon as he was ready I handed the lube to Trent and lay face down on the bed. He did a very thorough job of greasing me up. He was having fun. I don't think his wife ever lets him play with her ass."
"You never used to let me play with your ass."
"I know and I'm sorry about that. All can say is that when we're together in San Antonio you can play with my ass as much as you like."
"I'll hold you to that."
"I hope you do."
Mel asked, "While he was lubing you did Trent push a finger into your ass?"
"Oh yes and when I told him it felt good he pushed a second finger in and when I told him that felt good he added a third finger."
Grinning, Mel said, "He had three fingers in your asshole, way to go girl."
"Micheal and I did some practicing in San Francisco. It really helped. Thank you Michael."
"You're welcome."
Amy reached over, gave my cock a firm squeeze and said, "I commend you, practicing with your wife so her boyfriend can fuck her butt makes you the good husband of the month, maybe even the year."
Realizing Amy was teasing me, I said, "I do try." We were both grinning.
Mel said, "Tell us about Trent fucking your butt?"
"It was fun, but it started out kind of funny."
"Funny?" I was curious.
"Yes, funny. When Trent was pushing his cock into my butt he admitted that this was the first time he'd ever done it. Trent tries to create the impression that he's a sophisticated lover, but the more I get to know him the more I realize he's actually rather inexperienced. I suspect most of his knowledge was acquired by reading sex stories on the Internet."
Mel asked, "Does that bother you?"
"Not really, I just find it interesting."
"That may be one of the reasons you find him so attractive."
"What makes you say that Michael?"
"While you're learning quickly, you're actually not very experienced either. Your daughters taught you how to give a blow job."
Laughing, Jeanne said, "I hadn't thought about that, but I think you're right. We're a couple of novices learning together."
"Frankly Jeanne, I'm not very experienced either. Most of my knowledge was acquired by watching sex movies."
Jeanne was silent. After a moment she said, "I told you this in San Francisco and I'll repeat it now. My greatest regret in all of this is that I didn't include you at the beginning of my sexual awakening. We should have been experimenting and learning together."
"I would have liked that, but it didn't happen and we've talked about why it didn't happen. It's in the past and we can't change it. We're both still learning, but now we're each learning on our own."
"I wish we could be learning together."
"Jeanne, we can't. Not yet. I haven't reached a point where I can sit in the den watching television while you're entertaining Trent in Tricia's room."
"I know Michael."
Amy said, "But you can listen to Jeanne tell you about it now and that's progress."
Mel added, "You even enjoy hearing about it."
"Yes I do and you're absolutely right, that is progress."
Amy said, "Since you are enjoying it, let's hear a little more. Jeanne did you enjoy your butt fucking?"
"I did Amy, it was amazing..."Jeanne paused. After a moment she said, "The three of you were right."
"What do you mean?"
"Pussy fucking does create greater sensations of pleasure. Butt fucking is fun. No, it's incredible, but I have to admit the thrill is more mental than physical. I love it because it's so kinky. I think Trent feels the same way."
Mel said, "You're enjoying being his slut, aren't you Jeanne."
"Yeah I really am."
Amy said, "You went down on Trent three times today, but you never mentioned him going down on you."
"He didn't. If I asked him to do it I'm sure he would, but I don't really want that from him. I get that with Michael. With Trent I want to be a total slut. I want to do things for him just because they're dirty and nasty."
Nodding, Mel said, "Like licking his ass, deep throating him and letting him butt fuck you."
"That's right. Michael now I'll do all of those things with you too, but when I first started with this new life style that was difficult. You're my husband. I'm the mother of our children. You're the father of our children. Your admiration was important to me. It still is, but I'm beginning to understand that my sexual behavior has very little to do with my worth as a person. I think you realize that too."
"I do."
"Still, the fact that I don't give a damn about Trent's opinion makes it easier for me to act like a total slut with him."
Amy said, "It allows you to feel free, doesn't it."
"Yes, for the first time in my life I'm not worried about what other people think about me. Michael as far as I'm concerned your opinion is the only one that counts."
"But when you decided to go out with Derek Fischer you risked losing my admiration."
"I know. I now realize that was a stupid decision. I knew what I wanted, but I didn't know how go about getting it. I decided to take a chance. I threw the dice. Fortunately for me you were wise enough and strong enough to not allow that rash decision to destroy us."
"I love you."
"I know that and every day I'm thankful for it."
Mel said, "That's why you like sucking guys off at Brady's too, isn't it."
"Yes, I don't give a damn about they're opinion of me either, but at Brady's there's something else. It's empowering."
Shaking my head, I said, "Empowering? How can giving a guy a blow job in a parking lot behind a bar be empowering?"
Smiling, Amy said, "I think I understand exactly what you're saying."
Mel nodded. "I do too."
I said, "Please enlighten me."
Amy said, "I'd be happy to enlighten you. In our culture men have traditionally been in control of all male female relationships. Boys ask girls out. Boys ask girls to dance. The man is supposed to initiate marriage proposals. Women have always been expected to passively wait for men to act. Think about making out in a car by the lake when you were in high school. If I guy puts his hand on a girl's breast all it means is that he wants to cop a feel. If a girl puts her hand in a guy's lap it's interpreted as a sign that she's ready to go all the way."
Smiling, Mel said, "I don't care if it's in Wisconsin, Chicago or Minnesota; men have always been in control of sex. They get to ask, all a woman gets to do is say yes or no. At Brady's Jeanne is in control. Jeanne how often do you suggest to a guy that you take a walk out to his car?"
"Almost every time."
"She's already in control. When they get to the car they both know why they're out there so there aren't any games."
Jeanne said, "That's right and I get to take the lead. I repeat, that's one of the things that's fun about being a slut. I don't have to worry about anyone's opinion. When I put my hand on a guy's cock I don't have to worry about how he's going to interpret it. We both know I'm going to give him a blow job, that's why we're out there. All that's left is to decide how it's going to happen and I'm the one who gets to make that decision too."
Mel said, "Actually Jeanne the moment you decided to openly live as a slut you gained power. You no longer have to wait for a man to make overtures. As a slut you're free to make the overtures yourself because you've already made it clear that you don't give a damn about the traditional conventions of our culture."
"I'm so glad that Michael met the two of you. You're helping both of us. Even though we've never met in person I'm already feeling like we're close friends."
Amy said, "We feel that way too."
There was a moment of awkward silence and then Mel asked, "So what happened after Trent finished butt fucking you."
"He took a shower. After he was finished he got dressed and left."
Amy asked, "Did you shower together?"
"No, Trent needed to get home. We didn't have time to play around anymore."
"But you had a fun afternoon."
"Yes Michael, I really did. Was that all right?"
"Yes Jeanne, I'm glad you had fun."
"Are you Michael? Are you really?"
"Yeah I am Jeanne."
"Thank you."
While it was getting late and none of us had eaten supper, we still chatted for a few more minutes before we said goodbye.
Thanksgiving was the following Thursday. Jeanne asked if we had plans. Mel told her that she and Amy always bought a turkey and made the full dinner. They cooked together while they watched the parade in the morning and football in the afternoon. It was a nice way to celebrate the holiday day and I was going to be part of it.
Amy asked Jeanne if she had plans. She told us that she and Jodie were going to Tricia's. Paul was going to be making the dinner. Mel suggested that this year, Thanksgiving at Tricia's might turn out to be rather interesting. All of us agreed.
Mel asked Jeanne about her impending date at Brady's Pub with Ruth and David. Jeanne told us that she'd talked to Ruth that morning and it was on for Monday. Both Tony and Bill would be there. Mel insisted that she call us as soon as she got home Monday evening so we could hear every detail. After promising that she would do that, Jeanne asked if she could call again tomorrow evening. Mel, Amy and I all assured her that we would love it if she called us every evening.
We said our good byes and our final I love yous and then Jeanne ended the call. After the call was over Amy, Mel and I sat together in silence. Jeanne had become part of us and we already missed her.



        Awakenings Ch. 17

        Ruth and David's second trip to Brady's.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/awakenings-ch-17

Title: Awakenings Ch. 17

Author: Goodhusband

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Ruth and David's second trip to Brady's.

Tags: hot wife, cuckold, extramarital sex

Series: Awakenings


This story is the seventeenth episode in a series entitled "Awakenings". If you have not read the previous sixteen episodes of this series, I encourage you do so before beginning this chapter.
I remind you again that I write cuckold stories. While I try to make them loving cuckold stories, they do depict an alternative life style. If you're offended or upset by stories about sexual attitudes and behaviors that are different from your own I strongly suggest that you find something else to read.
*****
After a light dinner Amy, Mel and I retired to the bedroom. As she promised while we were talking to Jeanne, Mel sat in a chair rubbing herself off while she watched Amy suck my cock. Of course Amy and I couldn't let Mel have all the fun. We both wanted an opportunity to indulge our voyeurism too. As soon as I orgasmed we switched places. I sat in the chair slowly stroking my recuperating penis while I watched Amy and Mel take turns going down on each other. After Amy and Mel each had an orgasm we switched places again. This time Amy took a turn sitting in the chair rubbing herself off while she watched Mel suck my revitalized cock. It was fun and delightfully kinky. I was starting to understand why Jeanne loved acting like a slut so much.
The next day was Sunday. Amy, Mel and I spent the afternoon watching pro football. They're both avid fans. I am too. After dinner Jeanne called. The four of us chatted for over an hour. During our conversation Jeanne finally admitted that her new life style was beginning to create some tension at work. This wasn't a surprise. Jeanne was employed by an extremely conservative law firm. They took pride in being staid pillars of the community. Having a secretary who paraded around their office dressed like a slut didn't promote that image. Since I was certain that Jeanne wasn't going to change, I suspected that a reckoning was on the horizon.
Monday I went to Danny's Lounge with Amy and Mel. Four more girls had brought their financial data. They set up a table for me in the dancer's dressing room. It turned out to be voyeur accountant heaven. I spent the afternoon organizing financial records while a steady stream of beautiful young women dressed and undressed around me.
Monday evening Amy, Mel and I watched Monday Night Football while we waited for Jeanne to call and tell us about her return trip to Brady's with Ruth and David. When the telephone rang it was almost nine o'clock.
Mel answered and immediately switched the telephone to speaker. "Hi Jeanne."
"Hi Mel, is everyone there?"
Amy said, "Yes, we're all here."
I said, "Hi Jeanne."
"Hi Amy. Hi Michael."
Not wanting to waste time with further pleasantries, Mel asked, "How was the trip to Brady's tonight?"
Laughing at Mel's impatience, Jeanne said, "It went very well."
Amy said, "Tell us."
"Okay, we arrived just after six. David went in first. Ruth and I gave him a minute to get settled and then we went in together. Tony and Bill were already there. They had a table. As soon as they saw us they stood up and waved for us to come over and join them."
Mel chuckled. "They weren't going to give any other guys a chance to steal you away from them."
"No, they weren't."
"So what happened?" Amy was just as eager to hear the details as Mel.
"The guys got us drinks and we chatted. Ruth was sitting next to Tony. I was sitting next to Bill. Bill and I were playing handsies under the table. I could tell Tony and Ruth were doing the same thing."
I asked. "Where was David?"
"He was sitting at the bar."
"Could he tell what was happening under the table?"
"Oh yes."
"How was he reacting?"
"He couldn't take his eyes off of Tony and Ruth."
Mel gave my cock a firm squeeze. "You wish you'd been at the bar with him, don't you cucky."
Slightly embarrassed, I grinned sheepishly at Mel.
She pressed me. "Come on, fess up. Say it."
"Yes, I admit it. I would have loved to have been there too."
Amy said, "Jeanne, your husband is blushing."
Jeanne said, "Michael, it's just fun. There isn't any reason that you shouldn't enjoy watching."
"I know that Jeanne, but it's still going to take time."
"I understand."
Trying to keep this from turning into an awkward moment, Mel asked, "What happened next?"
Jeanne quickly returned to the story. "Since all four of us understood why we were were there, I didn't see any reason to waste time with unnecessary preliminaries. I suggested that we move right to the back booths."
Smiling, Amy said, "I'll bet Tony and Bill didn't object to that plan."
"No, they thought it was a great idea. Tony immediately stood up and offered his hand to Ruth. As she she stood up I saw her give David a discreet wink."
Mel nodded. "She was letting her sweetie know that she was still thinking about him."
"She was. Ruth loves David."
"Just like you love Michael." Mel gave my cock another squeeze.
"That's right. Micheal I do love you. The other men are just fun. That's all they are. That's all they'll ever be."
"I'm trying to hard to believe that Jeanne. I really am."
Again trying to keep the conversation from getting too serious Mel said, "So all four of you were standing up. What happened next?"
"Tony took Ruth's hand and led her to a booth. Bill and I followed and slipped into the booth next to them. As soon as we were all seated I heard Ruth tell Tony that she'd been anxiously anticipating this all weekend."
Mel asked, "What did Tony say?"
"He didn't say anything. It was quiet."
"He was kissing Ruth." Amy was smiling.
Jeanne said, "I'm certain that's exactly what was happening."
Clapping her hands together, Mel said, "And her husband was watching. I love it. This is so kinky."
Amy asked, "How was David reacting to this."
"Honestly, I don't know. Bill kissed me and then we started making out. While we were making out he slipped his hand under my skirt and started massaging my cunt with his fingers. At that point I lost interest in Ruth, David and Tony."
Grinning, Mel said, "I'll bet you did."
Amy said, "You told us that you don't wear panties when you go to Brady's."
"I don't, they just get in the way."
Leaning over and licking my ear, Amy said, "Did you hear that cucky? Tonight your wife let another man finger her pussy while she was making out with him." She slipped her hand over to my lap and gave my cock a firm squeeze. I was hard, very hard. My erection was making a tent in my trousers. "I guess you did hear her and it's obvious that you loved it. Jeanne, right now your husband's cock is doing a great imitation of the Empire State Building."
"Michael, I wish was there. I would love to suck it for you."
Amy unzipped my pants and freed my cock. While she held it in her hand Mel leaned over, slipped the head into her mouth and started sucking me. "Jeanne, I just took it out. I'm holding it for Mel. In your absence she's doing the honors."
Giggling, Jeanne said, "Thank you for standing in for me Mel, but be careful. I don't think we should let him cum just yet."
Amy said, "Don't worry, she won't. Mel's a pro. She's very adept at keeping a guy on the edge without letting him cum."
Jeanne said, "That's a skill I'm trying to acquire."
"It takes experience. If you keep practicing you'll learn how to do it."
Mel took my cock out of her mouth and sat up. "He needs a short break." She was right, I did.
Sensing that it was time to get back to Jeanne and Ruth's evening at Brady's, Amy said, "Did you take out Bill's cock while you were kissing in the booth?"
"I played with it, but I didn't take it out. I could tell he was pretty worked up. I didn't want him to cum until I was sucking him in his car."
Mel said, "You're learning."
"I am. When I first started going to Brady's I had a couple of guys cum while we were making out in the booth. It ends the evening."
Amy said, "Brady's is a one and done situation, isn't it."
"It is. At Brady's everyone is stopping on their way home from work. Nobody has the time to sit around and wait for a guy to get hard again. The sex is quick and uncomplicated. While that's the charm of the place, it also means that there's almost always an underlying sense of time pressure."
"Of course." Amy was nodding.
"There's another important reason to try to keep a guy from cumming until we're out in his car."
I asked, "What's that?"
"I don't want to send a guy home to his wife with a mess on the front of his pants."
We all laughed. I said, "That would be awkward, wouldn't it."
"The second time I went to Brady's I hooked up with a young guy who was wearing a pair of tan slacks. He came while we were making out in the booth. I didn't even have his cock out. I was rubbing it through his trousers. His pants were a mess. It looked like he shot about a quart of cum."
"What did you do?"
"We went out to his car. He took off his pants. I took them back into the bar and washed the front in the lady's room while he called his wife and told her that he was going to be late. After I brought his pants back to him he put them on, thanked me and left. I never saw him again. I assume he drove around until his pants were dry and then he went home."
Grinning, Mel said, "Sometimes partying can get a little crazy."
Jeanne giggled. "It certainly can."
Amy said, "Back to the story. Did Ruth and Tony make it out to the parking lot this time?"
"Yes they did. A few minutes after they started making out in the booth I heard Ruth suggest to Tony that they go out to his car. Of course Tony agreed immediately."
"Of course." Amy was chuckling.
Jeanne continued. "As they walked past us Ruth winked at me. Her hair was already mussed, her lipstick was smeared and she was grinning."
Still chuckling, Amy said, "She was about to get her first taste of strange cock in years. I'll bet she was grinning."
Mel said, "I wonder if David was grinning?"
"As soon as they were gone I suggested to Bill that we go out to the parking lot too. When we stood up to leave I had a chance to check on David. He was grinning from ear to ear. He looked like a little boy in a toy store. We made eye contact. I winked at him and he winked back. I don't think I've ever seen a guy as excited as he was at that moment."
Amy said, "He was enjoying himself. That's good. Did you have a chance to talk to either David or Ruth after you got back from the parking lot?"
"No they were already gone. Tony's young. When I did him last week he got excited pretty quickly. I think he has a hair trigger, at least the first time. I suspect that it didn't take Ruth very long to make him pop. Bill's a little older. He has more control. We were in his car for almost a half hour."
I asked, "Did you have fun?"
Jeanne giggled. "Michael, I love that you're now willing to ask me that question."
Shrugging, I said, "I am making progress."
"Yes you are and to answer your question, it was fine."
Mel said, "It was fine? That's not exactly an enthusiastic response."
"It wasn't meant to be. I had a good time because I was with Ruth and David, but this was Brady's. A big part of the fun at Brady's is meeting new guys."
Understanding immediately, I said, "And you'd already been with both Bill and Tony."
"That's right, Bill's a good guy, but there's nothing special about him."
"So if he asked you, you wouldn't go out with him?"
"He did ask me for a date and I turned him down."
Mel asked, "What did you tell him?"
"I told him that I had a boyfriend. He knows I'm married, so that really blew him away. He actually asked me if I was planning to leave my husband for my boyfriend. I told him, no way. I love my husband, the boyfriend is just a little extra fun on the side."
Laughing, I said, "You enjoyed shocking him, didn't you."
"Damn right I did. Shocking people is part of the fun of being a slut, but I wasn't lying to him. Micheal I'm a middle aged woman with a full time job. I have two daughters who I try to see at least once a week and I want to be able to talk on the telephone with the three of you as often as I can. I don't have time to go out every night of the week. An evening at Brady's, a Saturday afternoon with Trent and an occasional trip to the Goldenrod Supper Club is about as much as I can handle right now."
I said, "You're telling us that you now consider Trent your boyfriend."
There was a pause and then Jeanne said, "Yes, I guess I am. Is that all right? You and I have talked about it a lot lately. I thought you were okay with it."
"I am. While I obviously have mixed feelings about it, I'm certain that you're occasionally going to have a brief infatuation and you need to be free to enjoy it. Rationally I understand that it won't be a threat to our marriage, but it still scares me a little bit."
"Michael, you're my soul mate. I will never love another man as much as I love you." Jeanne laughed. "Actually I don't believe that I'll ever love another man at all. I certainly don't love Trent. I can't even imagine loving him. Micheal right now I'm excited by coarse self centered men who enjoy making me act like a slut. They're fun, but I could never have a serious relationship with one of those men. You're sweet, gentle and very smart. You value me as a person. You care about me. Hell you care enough about me to try to adapt to this new lifestyle I'm jamming down your throat. No sir, you are the only man I will ever love."
"I believe that Jeanne, I really do; but it's still hard to get used to the idea that my wife has a boyfriend."
"Would it be easier if we called Trent a fuck buddy? That's all he really is."
"Absolutely not!"
"Why?"
"For the same reason that you like to be called a slut."
"I don't understand."
"Jeanne, you're enjoying the notoriety that comes with your new lifestyle almost as much as you're enjoying the sex. Being a married woman with a boyfriend adds to that notoriety. I love you. Why would I want to stop you from enjoying that extra little thrill. Besides, it's just semantics. Boyfriend or fuck buddy, it doesn't really matter. Your feelings for Trent will be the same regardless of what we decide to call him." I paused for a moment and then I said, "There's also another reason that I want to refer to Trent as your boyfriend."
"Tell me."
"I think I might enjoy the notoriety that comes with having a slut wife who has a boyfriend."
"Michael have you decided that you want to be a cuckold?"
"Amy, that question was decided last August. I am a cuckold. The only remaining question is how I choose to wear that title. I can be a sniveling wimp who grovels at the feet of his wife and her lover."
Jeanne cried, "No Michael! I don't want that. I've never wanted that."
Momentarily ignoring Jeanne, I continued. "Or I can be a husband who is so confident of his wife's love and devotion for him that he can comfortably allow her to date other men and even have an occasional boyfriend."
Understanding, Jeanne said, "That's the man I love."
Giggling, Mel said, "That's also the kind of husband who's best friends would be a pair of aging hookers in Arizona."
"Could those aging hookers be his slut wife's best friends too?"
Amy said, "Jeanne, they wouldn't want it any other way."
All four of us were quiet. There are times when silence speaks much louder than words. This was one of those times.
Jeanne finally broke the silence. "I hate to say this, but it's almost 11:30 here. While I wish I could talk all night, I can't. I have to work in the morning."
Mel said, "We understand Jeanne. It's only 10:30 here, but we're entertaining four men tomorrow. We need some rest too."
Laughing, Amy added, "Michael has to play golf so he also needs his rest."
Jeanne asked, "Michael, can I call again tomorrow night?"
Amy answered for me. "Of course you can. Jeanne you're our friend. You can call us every night."
"Thank you Amy." Jeanne paused for a moment and then she asked, "Amy, Mel before you go to sleep tonight will you make sure my baby knows he's loved."
Mel said, "Jeanne, he already knows that, but we'd be happy to reaffirm it for you. Would you like us to give him a tandem blow job?"
"I'd like that very much. After he cums would you whisper, Jeanne loves you in his ear."
Amy said, "Of course we will."
"Goodnight Micheal, I love you. Please don't forget that."
"I love you too Jeanne. You shouldn't forget that either."
Giggling, Mel said, "I love this sentimental shit. I'm ready to pop right now."
Amy said, "That's because you're from Chicago. Girls from Chicago always pop when they hear something romantic."
Laughing, Jeanne said, "Goodnight Amy, goodnight Mel. Take care of my baby for me."
Mel said, "Don't worry Jeanne, we will."
"Goodnight Michael."
"Goodnight Jeanne."
Jeanne ended the call.
I did play golf the next day. I teed off at eleven and was back at Amy and Mel's just before four. Mel was reading on the back veranda. Amy hadn't yet returned from her three o'clock appointment.
I grabbed my lap top computer and joined Mel on the veranda. As I was sitting down, Mel asked,"How was your game today?"
"It was good. I played with an older couple from Edmonton, Alberta. They were nice. I hit the ball pretty well, but I missed a lot of putts." I turned on my computer.
"So you didn't score very well."
"No, I didn't, but I don't care. I played with nice people and hit some good shots. That's really all that matters. How were your dates?"
Chuckling, Mel said, "They were a lot like your golf game. They were both nice guys who wanted blow jobs. Even after all these years sucking a cock is still exciting, so I had fun. I'm certain they had fun too. Like you just said, that's really all that matters."
"If you let it happen, life can be pretty simple."
"I think it helps if you're doing something you enjoy."
"Like playing golf or sucking cocks."
"Yup."
"I prefer golf."
"I'm sure you do. Myself, I prefer cocks." Mel and I both laughed.
My computer finished its start up. Mel returned to her Kindle. I opened my email. There were four. Three were advertising, the fourth was from Ruth.
"We have an email from Ruth."
Looking up from her reading, Mel said, "I was hoping you'd have one."
"I'll open it when Amy gets here."
"You won't have to wait long."
Mel and I turned. Amy was standing in the open French doors that led to the living room. She was wearing a black lace brassiere, A matching black garter belt that held up black thigh high nylon stockings and a pair of black patent leather high heeled pumps. She wasn't wearing panties. The garter belt served as a perfect frame for her shaved pussy.
I gaped.
Laughing, Mel said, "Damn girl, you look good enough to eat."
Amy smiled. "Don Amundsen had the same opinion."
Mel and I both chuckled.
Looking at me, Amy said, "I gather you have an email from Ruth."
"I do."
"Mel will you make three Manhattans while I take a shower and change clothes? Michael can read Ruth's email to us while we sit out here and have cocktails."
Mel nodded. "That's an excellent plan." She set her Kindle down, stood up and turned to me, "Come on Michael, you can make the drinks while I put together a plate of cheese and crackers."
We were eager to read Ruth's email so in less than fifteen minutes all three of us were seated on the veranda sipping our Manhattans. My computer was on my lap. I started reading:
"Dear Michael and I now understand, Melody and Amy too."
Mel smiled. "She called me Melody. I like that. If I ever decide to become a real dom I want to be addressed as Mistress Melody."
Amy shook her head. "Michael, for the time being ignore Mistress Melody. We can grovel at her feet later. Right now I want to hear Ruth's email."




"Ooo! Groveling at my feet. I like the sound of that. This could turn into a very exciting evening."
"Michael when she gets like this it really is best to ignore her. Please continue reading."
Both Mel and Amy winked at me. I smiled at them and started reading again.
"Things continue to go well at the office. Jason is a good manager and Bernie Kyle is a capable assistant. Charles and Edith called this morning to inquire about how you're doing. I told them that you're staying with two exotic dancers in Tucson. That made both of them happy. Edith has talked to Jeanne several times since you left. They have a pretty good understanding of her new life style, so they were afraid that you might be sitting in some motel on the Interstate, alone and depressed. They told me to tell you that they send their love."
Mel said, "I hope that someday we can meet Charles and Edith. They sound like interesting people."
"They are and I'm certain they'd like to meet you and Amy too." I continued reading Ruth's email.
"Before I tell you about last night, I have to say something. Michael have you thought about how much our lives have changed in the last three months? Of course you have, that's why you're living in Tucson; but Michael, What The Fuck! Last night I gave a man I barely knew a blow job in his car while David waited for me inside a bar. I'm the mother of two teenagers. It feels like my entire world has turned upside down. Hell I just wrote the word fuck in an email to my boss. Most amazing of all is that I'm loving every bit of this and so is David. Sometimes I wonder if we shouldn't be checking into an insane asylum.
It would be easy to pin all of this on Jeanne, but that wouldn't be fair. While she may have started it, all of us have eagerly jumped on her merry band wagon. Honestly, David and I couldn't be happier. We're both a little scared, but we're excited too. You haven't exactly suffered either. You're in the midst of the middle aged adventure of a lifetime. Michael, you're living in Tucson with two exotic dancers."
I stopped reading and looked at Amy and Mel. "I hope you know that I'm not hanging around with you because you're strippers or escorts. I like you. That's why I'm here. I wouldn't care if you were lunch ladies at the local junior high school. Hell, I'm a damned accountant. People make jokes about accountants."
Mel reached over and patted my hand. "We know that Sweetie. That's why we like you so much."
Amy grinned. "But Michael, this is the first time people have thought we were cool because of our professions. We're enjoying this every bit as much as everyone else is."
Nodding, Mel said, "Ruth said it very well. Right now we're all riding Jeanne's merry band wagon. We might as well relax and have fun."
"That's right." Amy was smiling."
"Okay." I started reading again.
"Anyway, about last night. It was incredible. Not the sex with Tony, that was actually disappointing. Jeanne told me that when she talked to you last night she mentioned that he might have a hair trigger. Believe me, he does. It took me less than a minute to make him cum. I shouldn't complain. That was actually a blessing. It allowed me to get back to David. It also provided us with a laugh at Tony's expense. That gave David a little extra self confidence about all of this. Michael, regardless of what happens; I love David and Jeanne loves you. Please don't ever forget that. We don't ever want either of you to get hurt because of what we're doing.
When I returned to the bar I gave David a quick nod and walked back out to the parking lot. A minute later he joined me. As soon as we got into the car he was a fount of questions. Did I have fun? Did Tony have a big cock? Did he make a lot of cum? Where did he cum? Did I want to see him again. Did I wish that he could have fucked me? Those were just a few of his questions. I enjoyed it. David is my baby and I love it when he's excited.
Believe me, he was excited. When we got home it took every bit of self control David had just to be able to calmly talk to the kids about their school day. As soon as we got into the privacy of our bedroom he was all over me. I loved it. He almost ripped my clothes off. When I sat down on the foot of the bed he dropped to his knees and started kissing my feet. My baby has a submissive streak. Please don't think ill of him. As a father, a husband and a provider David is a rock. He's the strongest man I've ever known. If he had to do it he would walk through hell to keep the kids and me safe, but in the bedroom he's my little pussy and that makes me love him even more."
Mel said, "It makes me love him too. Too many men are arrogant asshole wimps pretending to be macho tough guys."
Nodding, Amy said, "The moment things get tough they grab their barbells and race for the back door."
I continued reading.
"Gradually David worked his way up to my pussy. He kissed me there and then he said something that completely amazed me. He told me that he wished that I'd let Tony fuck me. I asked him if he was serious. He assured me that he was. He said that he wanted me to be free like Jeanne. He wanted me to enjoy other men. I don't understand why David wants this lifestyle, but I'm now convinced that he does want it and I have to admit that I want it too. Before I met David I was a slut. I used to hate that word, but Jeanne has convinced me that it's just a name for a woman who freely enjoys sex with variety of partners. When I think about it like that it doesn't bother me, so now I brazenly admit that I used to be a slut and I'd very much like to be one again."
"Your wife is turning into an evangelist for promiscuity." Mel was grinning.
Nodding, I said, "That's my Jeanne. When she embraces a cause she becomes passionate about it."
Amy giggled. "Promiscuity is a cause that invites passion."
"It does, doesn't it." Mel, Amy and I grinned at each other and then I started reading again.
"Anyway, I was excited and so was David. You know how people say that sometimes a man lets his penis do his thinking for him? At that moment I was thinking with my clit. I lay back on the bed, spread my legs apart as wide as I could and told David to show me what he'd do for me after another man finished fucking me. Michael, David buried his face between my legs and started kissing and licking me with total abandon. It was like he was possessed by lust. I loved it. I grabbed the back of his head and pulled his face into my cunt as hard as I could. At that moment all I wanted to do was fuck David's face.
Michael, please don't be shocked by my language. Both David and I are trying as hard as we can to shed our inhibitions. One of the ways we're doing it is talking dirty to each other. It really is fun.
David to gave me the most intense orgasm I've ever experienced. The kids were at home so I didn't dare scream, but I think I shook for at least a minute."
Mel laughed. "Damn Michael, your friends sure do know how to party."
Amy and I both smiled. I continued reading.
"While I was recovering from my orgasm David crawled up the bed and lay quietly next to me. Michael, I was so happy. When I opened my eyes I asked him if he was ready to fuck me. He told me that he'd rather watch another man fuck me. I told him that while I'd enjoy that too there weren't any immediately available candidates. That made both of us laugh.
David then surprised me by telling me that he'd really enjoy it if I masturbated him while I told him about my experiences with Nick Granger. We did it Michael, we actually did it. It was so kinky. David kneeled on the bed next to me and I slowly jacked him off while I told him how much I loved fucking and sucking Nick's big cock. When David orgasmed I aimed his cock so that he ejaculated on my tits. After he finished cumming I licked his cock clean and then I ordered him to lick my breasts clean. I didn't suggest it. I didn't ask him to do it. I ordered him to do it and he did it. He did it eagerly. I don't know what got into us. We've never done anything like that before. I guess both of us were so excited that we'd lost all of our inhibitions. Afterward we lay together on the bed cuddling and giggling like a pair of teenagers.
Later, after we'd showered and put on our pajamas David asked me if I wanted to try to get together with Tony at a motel. I told him that I didn't. Truthfully, Tony isn't a very good playmate. He's a little unsure of himself and he cums quickly.
David was disappointed, but he quickly cheered up when I told him that I had another idea. Last night, while Jeanne and I were walking into Brady's she told me that a friend of hers had told her about The Goldenrod Supper Club. Jeanne's been there several times, but her friend told her that during a trade show at the Civic Center The Goldenrod becomes the evening hangout for the men working at the show. Since most of the men are from out of town, they have hotel rooms and many of them are looking for a little extracurricular fun. A trade show opens at the Civic Center next Tuesday. Jeanne and her friend are planning to go to the Goldenrod Tuesday evening. She invited me join them.
When he heard this David was adamant that I had to go, but he was also still a little disappointed. Next Tuesday evening is a full week away. My baby is anxious to get started with our new life style. He was hoping that there was something else we might be able to do this week. I pointed out that since Thursday was Thanksgiving this probably wasn't a big week for extramarital assignations. David understood immediately. We're now both eagerly anticipating next Tuesday night. David asked if he could sit in the bar and watch. I told him that I'd ask Jeanne, but I couldn't think of any reason that she would object.
Jason just handed me a stack of forms that have to be ready for the afternoon mail, so I'd better get going.
Michael, I hope you're enjoying life as much as David and I are. I'll email you again at the end of the week. Amy and Mel I really hope that someday we can meet.
Love
Ruth"
Mel shook her head. "I said it before and I'm going to say it again. You're friends sure are learning how to party."
I smiled. "Yes they are."
Amy said, "The trade show is a great idea. Mel and I used to work the Las Vegas trade shows. They're loaded with guys away from home looking for a good time. I expect that Jeanne, Ruth and Jeanne's new friend are going to have a very good time next Tuesday."
Mel asked, "Michael, who is this new friend? Did Jeanne mention her in San Francisco?"
"No Mel, she didn't; but she's going to call us tonight. We can ask her."
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We'd just finished cleaning up our supper dishes when the telephone rang. Amy answered it. It was Jeanne. The three of us hurried into the living room and sat down on the couch in front of the fireplace.
As soon as we were settled Jeanne asked, "Have you read Ruth's email? She sent me a copy."
Amy answered, "We did. It's sounds like she and David had an exciting evening."
"It does, doesn't it. Michael our friend is well on her way to becoming a full fledged hot wife."
"I believe you're right and David seems to be even happier about it than Ruth."
"Yes, he does."
Mel said, "In her email Ruth mentioned that you have an exciting plan for next week."
"We do, Abby suggested it." Jeanne paused. After a moment she said, "I haven't told you about Abby, have I?"
I said, "No you haven't."
"I'm sorry Michael. I wasn't trying to hide anything. I really wasn't. It's just that we've had so much to talk about lately that I guess I forgot to mention her. I have a new friend. She's very nice. I really like her. Her name is Abigail Martin, but everyone calls her Abby. She's about five years younger than we are and cute as a button. She's not very tall, about 5'2" with long dark hair. She works out all the time so she has a gorgeous figure. Michael, she has large breasts, very large breasts and she says they're natural. She's a legal secretary just like me. Her firm isn't as well established as the firm I work for. The attorneys are all younger and they mostly do accident cases."
I asked, "Does she enjoy working there?"
"She does. I kind of envy her. I don't think she earns as much money as I do, but she works in a more relaxed atmosphere."
"That's important."
Mel asked, "How did you meet her?"
"I met her at Brady's. She enjoys going there just as much as I do." Jeanne giggled. "Abby's even more of a slut than I am."
Amy asked, "Is she married?"
"She's currently on her third marriage."
Raising her eyebrows, Mel said, "Her third marriage? It sounds to me like your friend has issues."
"I suppose she does. Unlike me, Abby's been a slut for her entire life. She didn't marry her first husband, until she was thirty-one. His name was Scott. She said she tried to be faithful to him and I believe her. She lasted for almost a year, but eventually she slipped. She made the mistake of going out with an old girlfriend. They went to a club where they hooked up with two guys. After a couple of drinks they started dancing. An hour later Abby and the guy she was with were fucking in the back of his SUV."
Smiling, Amy said, "That definitely qualifies as a slip."
"It does. When Abby went home that night she was racked with guilt, but the next day she couldn't stop thinking about how much fun she'd had. Abby really does love to fuck. The guy called her the following week. In the midst of her excitement at the club she must have given him her cell phone number. The next day she took a long lunch. They met at a motel. He was married too. After that they started getting together once a week to fuck."
Mel said, "Since they're not married anymore I'm guessing that her husband figured out what was happening."
"He did. Abby's a confirmed slut. Once she started playing around again one boyfriend wasn't enough for her. A month after that first hookup at the club she was meeting two or three different guys a week. Scott gradually became suspicious. He hired a private detective and a week later confronted her with photographs and videos. Abby still loved Scott, so she didn't contest the divorce. She gave him everything, even their entire savings account."
Amy said, "She's not a bad person."
Jeanne said, "No she's just a slut. She doesn't want to hurt anybody."
"That was her first husband. You told us that she's currently married to her third husband. What happened with husband number two?" It was clear that Mel's curiosity had been piqued.
"Three years after Scott divorced her, Abby met her second husband, Dennis. They lived in the same apartment building. They started out as friends and quickly became fuck buddies. Over time Abby and Dennis developed feelings for each other. Not wanting to repeat the mistakes she'd made with Scott, Abby tried to be honest with Dennis from the beginning. She explained to him that she loved sex, she didn't want to be monogamous and she planned to continue dating other men."
Mel asked, "Did that work?"
"It did at first, but gradually Dennis started to get jealous. As his Jealousy grew, he became increasingly dissatisfied with their relationship. Eventually Dennis demanded that Abby give up the other men. Abby adamantly refused. They argued constantly. Finally they separated. Dennis even moved to a new apartment building."
Mel said, "But you told us they were married."
"Yes, they finally did get married. Two months after they separated Dennis called Abby. He told her that he loved her and couldn't bear living without her. He begged her to give up the other men. Abby refused. It made her feel awful, but she knew that if she tried being faithful to Dennis it would only be a matter of time before she eventually slipped. Once that happened she'd start cheating on him just like she did with Scott. She loved Dennis, she didn't want to do that to him. Realizing that Abby was adamant about her refusal to stop seeing other men, Dennis acquiesced. He agreed to try to live with the current situation. They adopted a don't ask, don't tell approach to Abby's extracurricular activities and started dating again."
Amy said, "I gather that it worked."
"It did. On the evenings that Abby had a date she would tell Dennis that she was visiting a friend. Dennis would accept that explanation without question. During the evenings they spent together they never discussed Abby's friends and Abby worked to hard to show Dennis how much she loved him. Eventually Dennis asked Abby to marry him. Abby was ecstatic. She agreed immediately."
Mel asked, "What happened when they got married?"
"Abby moved into Dennis's apartment. That made it much harder for him to ignore her dating."
Nodding, I said, "Once they were living together Dennis was there watching while Abby was getting ready for her dates. When she was out Dennis was at home alone waiting for her to return."
"That's right. He couldn't bear it. Three weeks after they were married Dennis filed for an annulment. Abby didn't contest it. She wanted to remain friends, but Dennis couldn't do that. He felt that it would be too painful. He needed a clean break. After the annulment was finalized he moved to Atlanta. Abby never heard from him again."
Jeanne sighed. "Michael, Abby is afraid that when you finally do come home you'll react the same way Dennis did. I'm worried about that too. I remember how hard it was for you when you saw me dressed up for my date with Derek Fischer."
"That's why I have to stay away Jeanne. I need time to get used to this."
"But Abby and Dennis took time and it didn't help them."
Amy said, "Jeanne, trying to ignore Abby's dating was a big mistake. They needed to talk about it. They needed to enjoy it together. That's what you and Michael are doing now. When you told Michael about your date with Trent you were sharing the experience with him. That turned it into something that you're doing together."
Mel said, "That still might not have worked for Dennis. Michael is a voyeur. Hearing about your dates excites him. Lots of men are voyeurs, but not all of them."
Jeanne said, "I think it might have helped if Abby and Dennis had tried an open marriage. The two of you are certainly helping Michael."
"While the sex Amy and I are enjoying with Michael is certainly bringing us closer together, I think we're mostly helping him by validating the excitement he feels when he hears about your dates. In our culture a man is taught that it's perverted to enjoy thinking about another man fucking his wife. We're encouraging Michael to relax and enjoy the excitement he experiences when you're telling him about your dates."
As soon as Mel was finished speaking Amy asked, "Jeanne, do you really think a traditional open marriage would have helped Dennis and Abby?"
Jeanne paused to consider Amy's question. After a moment she said, "No, suppose it wouldn't have. It's a numbers problem, isn't it. I am married to an accountant."
We all chuckled.
Jeanne continued. "One of the reasons I love Brady's so much is that on an average night there are at least three men for every woman. It's much harder for a man to find a partner for casual sex."
Amy said, "If an open marriage is going to work both partners have to be getting some action."
Jeanne said, "Maybe they could have tried swinging."
I asked, "Jeanne, would that be enough for you? Think about it. We're a middle aged couple. We'd be swinging with other middle aged couples."
"That would be all right."
"I'm an accountant. I think it's likely that we'd end up with a pipe smoking, college professor wearing a tweed jacket and his fashionable wife."
Giggling, Mel said, "What's wrong with pipe smoking college professors. I think they're cute."
Amy rolled her eyes.
I said, "Absolutely nothing, but last night Jeanne was bored with Bill. Right now she's looking for guys who treat her like a slut."
"Just because a guy's a college professor doesn't mean he wouldn't treat Jeanne like a slut."
Amy said, "Yes, but he also might want to recite poetry while Jeanne's sucking his cock."
"Jeanne's from Minnesota. I heard that girls from Minnesota love to listen to poetry while they're giving head." There was a mischievous twinkle in Mel's eyes.
Amy, Jeanne and I were giggling. Yes, I admit it. I was giggling too. When you're living with Amy and Mel it's hard to avoid giggling.
Jeanne said, "Michael, I understand. Swinging wouldn't be an adequate replacement for dating for me, but I think it might still be fun to try it. Mel, I've never had a man recite poetry to me while I'm giving him head. It might be an exciting experience."
Mel turned to Amy. "Like I said, she's from Minnesota. You never know what those girls are going to be into. Of course you're from Wisconsin. Maybe you do know."
Shaking her head, Amy said, "Jeanne, I think it's time to get back to Abby and her marriages. You told us that she now has a third husband. How is that working out?"
"It's an interesting marriage."
Suddenly serious, Mel said, "Tell us."
"She's married to a man named Luther Bowlin, he..."
Surprised, I said, "Luther Bowlin! The owner of Bowlin Construction?"
"Yes, that Luther Bowlin."
"Bowlin Construction is the largest construction company in the upper Midwest. Luther Bowlin is a multimillionaire. He's also at least seventy-five years old." I paused to think. After a moment I said, "Wasn't Luther Bowlin's grandson involved in a drunk driving incident a couple of years ago?"
"That's right. Two years ago Luther Bowlin's grandson Peter Bowlin broad sided another car while he was running a red light. At the time of the accident his blood alcohol level was 1.4. He was legally drunk. The car he hit was totaled. The woman who was driving the other car survived the accident, but she spent a week in intensive care. Luther was terrified that his grandson was going to go to prison."
Amy said, "I think that was a valid fear. The courts are getting tough on drunk drivers."
"Yes they are. Luther was determined to do everything in his power to prevent that from happening. The woman sued Peter Bowlin. That was expected. Luther and his attorneys decided that if they could settle the civil action prior to the beginning of Peter's criminal trial it might improve his image with the jury."
I said, "That was a good idea."
"The law office where Abby works was handling the suit for the woman. Abby is the receptionist. As soon as the negotiations started Luther stepped in and took over for his attorneys. He started calling the office several times a day and he visited the office in person several times a week."
"That's how Abby and Luther met." Mel was smiling.
"That's right. Abby has a charming personality and she's a natural flirt. When Luther called the office Abby answered the telephone. Whenever Luther visited the office Abby brought him coffee. It wasn't long before Luther and Abby started chatting with each other."
I asked, "Did they settle the lawsuit before the trial?"
"They did. Despite the fact that the woman made a full recovery from her injuries, Luther's attorneys still believed that in a civil trial she might be awarded as much as two million dollars. Luther offered her four million dollars if she would agree to an immediate out of court settlement. Her attorneys advised her to accept his offer. During the criminal trial Luther's attorneys argued that the settlement the Bowlin family made with the woman was a sincere effort to financially atone for Peter's mistake. The plan worked. Peter was sentenced to a years probation and two hundred hours of community service."
Amy said, "Okay, that's how Abby and Luther met. How did they get together?"
"About a month after the criminal trial Luther called Abby at her office. He told her that the following week he was attending a dinner at the Governor's Mansion and wanted to know if she'd be interested in accompanying him as his date."
Mel said, "Since Luther has a grandson he's obviously been married before. If he was still married he wouldn't be taking another woman to a dinner with the Governor. What happened to his first wife?"
"Luther has five children and eleven grand children. Abby is wife number eight."
Amy clapped her hands together. "Luther is a hound!"
"He is. Abby tells me that he has several escorts who regularly visit him at his downtown penthouse apartment. He often has all three of them visit him at the same time."
Nodding, Mel said, "In his financial position girl friends are a potential problem. Professionals are much safer."
I said, "Okay, I get that, but then why would he want to get involved with Abby?"
Mel patted my knee. "Sweetie, you can't take a pro to a dinner at the Governor's mansion."
"Of course."
Amy said, "It's safe to assume that Abby accepted the invitation."
"She certainly did and she had a wonderful time. Luther picked her up in his chauffeured limousine. She met the governor and his wife, several state senators and the mayor. On the way back to her apartment she gave Luther a blow job in the back of his limo."
"I'll bet Luther loved that." I was chuckling.
"He did. The following Saturday night he took Abby to dinner at the Kennsington Grill."
Mel asked, "Isn't that the restaurant Derek Fischer took you to on your first date, the restaurant where you and Michael used to celebrate your wedding anniversary?"
Jeanne quietly answered, "Yes."
Realizing that Jeanne was still feeling guilty about that I quickly interjected, "When I finally do get home it's also the restaurant where we're going to celebrate the beginning of our new life together."
There was a pause and then Jeanne asked, "Do you really mean that Michael?"
"Yes Jeanne, I really mean that."
"Thank you sweetheart, thank you so much."
"You're welcome. Now we'd better get back to the story before Amy and Mel are consumed by curiosity."
Amy stuck out her tongue at me. "Admit it, you're just as eager as we are to hear what happened."
"Yeah, I admit it. You're right. I am."
Jeanne was giggling, but she still resumed telling the story. "During dinner Abby opened up to Luther. She told him everything. She enjoyed Luther and she decided that there wasn't any reason to hide her life style from him. Her intuition had been correct. Luther appreciated her honesty and was enamored with her open attitude about sex. He confided that he had a similar attitude. He admitted that he cheated on all of his wives and then he told her about the escorts that regularly visited him at his downtown penthouse apartment."
Mel smiled. "Honesty is an important part of any worthwhile relationship."
"It is. After that Abby and Luther became close friends. They had dinner together at least once a week and Abby was Luther's regular escort when he attended social functions. She was going to charity bazaars, art museum openings and elegant dinners with important people. Abby was having a wonderful time."
Amy said, "I don't blame her. I think we'd all enjoy a taste of that life."
Nodding, Mel said, "I agree, but when did they get married and why?"
"I'm just getting to that."
"Be patient." Amy winked at Mel.
Mel stuck her tongue out at Amy.
Jeanne continued the story. "About three months after they started dating Luther called Abby and invited her to lunch. Abby was surprised. This was a first. At seventy-eight Luther is still a workaholic. He always eats lunch at his desk. They met at a restaurant near Luther's office. Abby was nervous. She was afraid that Luther had grown tired of her and she was about to get her walking papers."
Smiling, Amy said, "She was enjoying the lifestyle. She didn't want to give it up."
"That's right. As soon as they finished ordering lunch Luther started telling her how much he'd enjoyed the past few months, how much he enjoyed her company. That made her even more convinced that he was ending their relationship."
Mel said, "She thought he was trying to let her down easy."
"Exactly, but then he started talking about how she's added stability to his life, how all of his business associates are enamored with her and how compatible they are with each other. She was confused. Suddenly this wasn't sounding like a let down. And then Luther totally blew her away. He asked her if she would become the next Mrs. Luther Bowlin."
Grinning, Amy said, "I'll bet that did blow her away."
"Luther quickly explained his proposal. As Abby listened to him it began to make sense. The divorce settlements with his previous three wives had been financially difficult for him. Abby was well aware of that. They'd discussed it frequently. That was one of the reasons Abby was so surprised by Luther's proposal. Luther's children were also an issue. They were even more concerned about protecting the family fortune than Luther was. If Luther married Abby they were terrified that she might cheat them out of their inheritance. Luther loved his children. Protecting their financial interests was his primary concern."
I asked, "What did he propose?"
"He offered to provide Abby with a weekly allowance of five thousand dollars. She would also be allowed to live in the Bowlin estate on Island Lake west of the Twin Cities. The estate had a full time cook and house keeper. Of course Luther would take care of all of the household expenses."
Mel said, "Five thousand dollars a week and a mansion with servants. That's a damn good deal. What did she have to do in exchange? She was already sucking his cock."
"She had to sign a prenuptial agreement relinquishing all claims to the Bowlin family fortune."
"That's all? Hell I would have signed that prenup in a flash."
"Abby felt the same way. She never had designs on the Bowlin family fortune. While she liked Luther and she enjoyed the glamor and prestige that came with his position in the business community, she was smart enough to understand that when he was gone the glamor and prestige would go with him. Abby has many vices, but avarice isn't one of them. She immediately agreed to sign the prenup and also informed Luther that the allowance wasn't necessary. She wanted to continue working at her job. Since she wouldn't have any living expenses her salary was more than enough money for her."



Amy said, "The more I learn about your friend the more I'm inclined to like her. She seems to have things in perspective. Relationships are much more important than money."
Nodding, Mel said, "I agree. What did Luther say when Abby told him the allowance wasn't necessary?"
"He wouldn't hear of it. He argued that she was his best friend. While he couldn't give her the family fortune he could at least make sure that when he was gone she had a healthy savings account."
Mel said, "Hell I like both of these people."
Amy said, "Me too. What did Abby say?"
"She agreed."
I said, "What happened after the financial issues were settled?"
"They moved on to the personal issues."
Amy said, "That's a biggee."
"Damn right." Mel was grinning,
"Luther told Abby that except for her moving into the family estate he didn't want their lifestyles to change. He would still spend most nights in his downtown penthouse apartment and he planned to continue seeing his escorts. He also wanted her to feel free to continue seeing other men, but he did have three requests."
Amy asked, "What were they?"
"He asked Abby to be discreet. She didn't need to be obsessive about it. He wasn't a film star or a politician. The gossip columnists didn't really care about his private life. He only asked that when she was out playing with other men that she be cautious about telling people that she was Luther Bowlin's wife."
Mel said, "Seems reasonable to me."
"Abby thought so too. Luther's second request was related to his first request. While he wanted her to take his name, when she was playing he would prefer it if she used her maiden name."
Slowly nodding her head, Amy said, "When you started telling us about Abby you said her name was Abigail Martin. Now I understand. When she's with you she's Abigail Martin. When she's with Luther she's Abigail Bowlin."
"That's right."
I asked, "What name does she use on her driver's license and credit cards?"
"Abigail Martin, when they got married Abby kept her maiden name as her legal name. As long as you're not doing it to defraud people you can call yourself anything you want. When Abby's out with Luther he simply introduces her as Abby Bowlin. At work she's still Abby Martin."
Mel asked, "What was Luther's last request?"
"He asked her not to entertain men in the Bowlin Mansion. In support of that request he leased a studio apartment for her."
Smiling, Mel said, "A generous solution to another reasonable request. Abby was lucky when she met this man. Except for the fact that he's seventy-eight he sounds like the ideal husband."
"There's still a problem."
Mel's smile vanished. "What is it?"
"Luther's children hate her. No, that's not right; they're afraid of her."
Amy asked, "Why?"
I said, "I can answer that. She works for a law firm."
Jeanne said, "That's exactly right."
Amy said, "I don't understand. When she signed the prenuptial agreement didn't she relinquish all claim to the Bowlin family fortune?"
I answered, "Theoretically yes, but the truth is a legal contract can always be challenged, especially a contract that restricts the rights of a spouse. Prenuptial agreements are commonly broken. The exorbitant legal costs prohibit most people from challenging a prenuptial agreement, but this case involves a substantial sum of money and Abby has ready access to legal counsel. Luther's children have good reason to be concerned."
Shaking her head, Mel said, "But I don't believe she's a threat to them."
Jeanne said, "Mel honey, she's not; but Luther's children don't know that. If she does turn out to be a threat they have a lot to lose."
Mel sighed. "Yes, I suppose that's true."
Reaching across my lap, Amy patted her girlfriend's thigh and said, "Sweetheart, we're lucky. Our world is simple and filled with trust. You and I have each other. Together we have Vince and now we also have Michael and Jeanne. Professionally we're just as secure. Our gentlemen treat us with respect and pay in cash. In exchange we do things, simple things that make them happy. Yes, in Vegas we occasionally encountered guys who would try to con us. When that happened we just cut our losses and left. All we lost was an hour of work time. Of course there is the ever present concern that we could get arrested, but if that occurs we'll spend a few hours in jail and pay a small fine. That's all that will happen."
Smiling, Mel said, "We do have a nice life, don't we."
"Yes we do." And then Amy said, "Now that we know about Abby, tell us more about her plan for Tuesday. Ruth told us a little in her email."
"It's exciting. There's a builders show at the Civic Center next week. It opens Tuesday. Abby told me that Tuesday evening the Goldenrod Supper club, that's a downtown bar where I sometimes go to meet men, will be crawling with guys who are away from their wives and have hotel rooms. Abby, Ruth and I are planning to meet at the Goldenrod at 6:30."
"Amy and I used to work the Las Vegas trade shows. If this show is like those, you're going to have a very good time."
"I'm looking forward to it." Jeanne paused. After a second she said, "Michael, is that okay? I mean that I'm admitting to you that I'm looking forward to it."
"Yes Jeanne, I want you to do that. This is a good example of sharing your excitement with me. Tuesday evening I plan to have a wonderful time imagining what you're doing."
"When I get home Tuesday night I'll call you and tell you all about it."
"I'd like that."
Mel asked, "What about David? Is he going to get to watch?"
"I invited him. We're planning to have dinner first. David can join us for dinner, but when we go into the cocktail lounge we'll separate. Abby, Ruth and I will sit at a table. David will have to watch from the bar."
Amy said, "Based on what Ruth told us in her emails I think we can be fairly certain David will be content with that arrangement."
"He's going to get to watch his wife meet a man who's going to take her to his hotel room for a little sex party." Mel was grinning.
Reaching over, I pressed my fingers into Mel's blue jean covered pussy and said, "You enjoy kinky fantasies, don't you."
Mel nodded.
Giggling, Amy said, "My girlfriend has a delightfully dirty mind. It's one of the many reasons I love her so much."
I winked at Mel. "A dirty mind is a terrible thing to waste."
Placing her hand on top of mine, Mel pushed my fingers even harder into her crotch. "Michael honey, my nasty thoughts never go to waste. My girlfriend will attest to that."
Jeanne said, "Whew! Suddenly I wish I was there with you. Michael I believe that you're learning at the feet of masters."
Amy said, "Learning at the feet of masters? I like that idea. I think that after we finish talking Mel and I may have to give your husband a little taste of life as a sexual submissive."
"I'll only go as a tourist."
Mel grinned. "We'll let you start out as a voyeur. You can watch while Amy and I take turns dominating each other, but when we're finished it will be your turn."
Giggling, Amy said, "Remember, we're experienced pro's. We know what we're doing."
"You certainly know how to scare a guy." I was shaking my head.
Jeanne said, "Michael, don't be a wuss. New experiences are the spice of life. Mel and Amy, when were together you can make me your sub any time you like."
Mel said,"We'll hold you to that Jeanne. When we were working in Vegas we had a friend who specialized in bondage. She taught us a lot. Have you ever been tied up?"
"No, but..." Jeanne's breath caught. "Oh my!"
Amy smiled. "We could call Trent and give him some instructions."
"Definitely not." Jeanne was adamant. "I don't trust Trent enough to let him do that, but if you could teach Michael that would be wonderful. Baby, I know you're not naturally dominant, but it would be fun to experiment. You could do me and then I could do you."
Mel winked at me. "Jeanne, we'll teach him how to use a feather. Tickling can be exquisite torture, especially when you're helpless to stop it."
Jeanne's breath caught again and then she said, "I am definitely going to need a serious session with my vibrator before I go to sleep tonight."
All of us laughed.
There was pause and then Jeanne said, "It's getting late. I wish I could talk all night, but I have to work in the morning."
I said, "You'd better get to bed. I love you Jeanne."
"I love you too Michael. Good night Amy and Mel. Take good care of my husband for me."
Mel said, "Good night Jeanne. Don't worry, we will."
Amy said, "Good night Jeanne, we look forward to talking to you again tomorrow night."
Jeanne said, "Me too" and then she ended the call.
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After Mel, Amy and I finished talking to Jeanne, we went upstairs to the bedroom. On the way Amy explained, "Michael, almost everyone who regularly plays dominant submissive games or sadomasochistic games has a safe word."
"I understand. I've read about them. It's a safety net for the sub."
Shaking her head, Mel said, "No Michael, that's not the real purpose."
"I don't understand."
Amy said, "Michael, I love Mel and she loves me. While we occasionally like to play some wickedly kinky games, we don't want to hurt each other. Knowing that we have a safe word allows us to push each others limits without having to worry that we might be going too far."
Nodding, Mel said, "That's right, a safe word allows us to get really nasty with each other."
I laughed.
Shaking her head, Amy said, "Michael, we're serious and you need to understand this. You have an adventurous wife. She wants to experiment. She trusts you. She wants to experiment with you. You're not a dominant sadist. The only way you'll be able to push Jeanne's limits is if you feel confident that she can stop you if you go too far. A safe word will help you."
"Okay, I guess I understand. What's your safe word?"
Mel said, "Time out."
"You mean like the sports term."
Amy said, "Pretty much, actually I guess that's exactly what it is. When one of us feels like things are getting out of control or taking an uncomfortable turn we call time out. That gives us an opportunity to talk about what's happening."
"Does that happen very often?"
"Almost never. Amy and I have been together for a long time. We have a good understanding of what we both enjoy and don't enjoy. Still, it's sometimes fun to push each other a little bit. The safe word makes that easier."
"I get it."
"Are you ready to watch?" Amy was smiling.
"Definitely."
Looking at Mel, Amy said, "You first."
Mel winked at me and then she took a deep breath and barked at Amy, "Okay slut, get your clothes off. Tonight you're my bitch and I want my bitch naked."
I was surprised as I watched Amy hurriedly undress. Her usual confident demeanor had vanished. The brash boldness that was always present in her eyes had been replaced by a look of meek acquiescence. Mel, on the other hand, now looked like a firebrand from hell. I was both amazed and aroused by their ability to effortlessly slip into characters so different from their natural dispositions.
After laying her clothes on her dresser Amy turned and stood naked in front of Mel and me waiting for instructions.
"Get down on your knees bitch. Crawl over and undress me."
Amy complied immediately. Mel stood coolly nonchalant, staring down at her girlfriend as she obediently removed her clothing. I watched in rapt silence.
As soon as Mel was naked she ordered, "Lay my clothes on your dresser and fetch the toy box."
Amy stood, quickly gathered up Mel's Jeans, tee shirt and panties and laid them on the dresser. Once that was finished she hurried into their walk in closet. A moment later she reappeared carrying a box about one foot by two feet. Covered with white satin and decorated with gold flowers imbedded with brightly colored jewels, the box was reminiscent of a jewelry box that might have been found in the boudoir of a Renaissance queen.
Amy laid the box on Mel's dressing table.
"Open it." Mel was standing with her hands on her hips. She reminded me of a Marine Corps drill sergeant.
Amy opened the box.
"Bring me my cock."
Amy took out a leather harness and a large lifelike black rubber phallus. After slipping the base of the dildo into the harness she walked over to Mel, kneeled at her feet and strapped the harness to her hips.
"Now fetch the handcuffs." Mel was still standing with her hands on her hips, but now a large black erection extended proudly from her mons venus. It was an amazingly erotic sight.
Standing up, Amy hurried back to Mel's dressing table. She took four pairs of gold plated handcuffs and four gold chains from the toy box and brought them to the bed.
"You know what to do next."
Nodding, Amy wrapped one of the chains around each of the corner bed posts. Then she slipped one of the open handcuffs through the two links at the end of each chain and snapped them shut. Once that was done she looked at Mel.
Mel said, "Lie down on the bed and assume the position."
Amy immediately lay down spread eagle on the bed. The chains were just long enough for the open end of each pair of handcuffs to reach one of her wrists or ankles.
Mel slipped the open end of each pair of handcuffs around Amy's wrists and ankles and snapped them shut. When she was finished Amy was bound spread eagle on the bed. I looked at her cunt. It glistened with her moisture. Amy was definitely aroused.
Mel walked over to her dressing table, took a large ostrich plume out of the toy box and returned to the bed. Setting the ostrich plume next to Amy, Mel straddled her face and sat down. The large black rubber phallus still jutted obscenely from her pubic mound. "Now you're mine slut. I intend to have some fun. You can lick my ass while I play."
For the next twenty minutes I watched Mel pinch, slap, fondle and tickle Amy. At times Amy begged Mel to stop. Mel callously ignored all of her pleas. I understood. Amy didn't say the words, time out. If she'd really wanted Mel to stop that was all she had to do.
Mel finally did stop, but not because of Amy's pleas. It was time to play a different game. Slipping off of Amy's face, she turned around and straddled her chest. As she rubbed Amy's lips with the head of her rubber cock Mel said, "Suck my dick slut. Show us what a good cocksucker you are."
Amy obediently opened her mouth and began hungrily sucking and licking Mel's dildo. Her eyes were crazed with lust. It was clear she was enjoying this game every bit as much as Mel was.
As I watched I considered taking my cock out and masturbating, but realizing that it would temporarily dampen my own lust, I resisted. As it turned out I'm glad I chose to control myself because I was about to become an active participant in Mel and Amy's kinky game.
Mel let Amy suck her for a moment and then pulling back, she said, "That's enough slut. It's time for me to fuck you."
Breathless with excitement, Amy answered, "Yes please."
As Mel positioned herself between Amy's spread thighs, she said, "You are a slut."
Amy stared up at her.
Rubbing the head of her dildo up and down the length of Amy's wet cunt, Mel said, "Is this what you want slut?"
"Oh god yes, please fuck me!"
Still teasing Amy's cunt with the head of her rubber phallus, Mel said, "Beg for it bitch. Beg for my cock."
"Please Mistress Melody, please give me your cock. I need it. You're driving me insane. I have to have it."
"Tell us why."
"I'm a slut. I love cock. I can never get enough."
"All right." Mel pushed the full length of her dildo into Amy. Amy was so wet that it slipped in easily.
Amy gasped.
Mel slowly pulled the phallus out. As she thrust it in again, she said, "Is this what you wanted slut?"
"Yes, yes, fuck me; fuck me hard."
Now ruthlessly pumping her cock in and out of Amy, Mel said, "You like it hard, don't you bitch."
"Yes, I want it rough. Use me, fuck me like a slut."
"How much cock do you want? Tell us."
"As much as I can get."
"Why? Tell us why?"
"Because I'm a cock hungry slut, "
Suddenly Mel stopped fucking Amy. Pulling back, she stood up and turned to me. "Okay Michael, you heard her. She's a cock hungry slut. It's your turn. She's a fuck toy. Use her like one."
Behind her Amy lay spread eagle on the bed, her exposed cunt wet and gaping from Mel's rubber phallus. Smiling at me, Amy seductively licked her lips. I smiled back at her.
Noticing my smile, Mel said, "The sluts teasing you, isn't she."
I grinned.
"Fuck her Michael, give her what she wants."
As I was stripping off my clothes Mel said, "You understand that we're teaching you how to play with Jeanne. She wants this. We know it's not part of your nature, but she trusts you. She may never be comfortable letting any other man do this with her."
"I understand."
"Good, now fuck Amy. She's tied helplessly to the bed. For the next few minutes she's your toy. Use her, use her for your pleasure. Ravish her."
I stared at Amy. She was waiting, helpless, open, eager to be ravished; but Mel had been right. This wasn't part of my nature. I wasn't a ravisher.
Recognizing why I was hesitating, Amy said, "It's okay Michael. We're just playing a game. This is your role in the game. Relax and enjoy it. That's what I'm going to do. I'm excited. I can't wait to be ravished by you."
That made me grin. It gave me confidence too. I could play a role. I also knew that Amy and Mel were right, Jeanne will want to play games like this one and at least at first, she'll want to play them with me because she trusts me.
Jeanne and I both regretted how all of this started. Jeanne should have shared her original awakening with me. Unfortunately she didn't. While both of us now wished we could go back to the beginning and restart this journey together, that wasn't possible; but I was beginning to understand what Amy and Mel were doing. They were guiding me to a point where Jeanne and I might be able to begin exploring this new life together. For that to happen I needed to learn to be just as adventurous as Jeanne. That meant that I had to be able to play roles outside my comfort zone.
Still grinning, I looked at Amy and then at Mel.
Mel asked, "What?"
I winked at her and then I turned to Amy, wiggled my eyebrows and said, "Get ready to be ravished."
Both women started giggling.
Climbing on top of Amy, I stared into her eyes and said, "You're mine slut."
Still giggling, Amy stuck her tongue out at me. I winked at her and then I kissed her hard on the lips and pushed the full length of my cock into her slippery cunt.
Amy gasped.
I waited. Several seconds passed and then I slowly started fucking her. While I knew I was supposed to be rough, I didn't want to be a rammer and jammer, so I opted for slow firm thrusts.
After a moment Amy whispered, "Damn Michael, that feels really good."
I continued fucking Amy with a slow easy rhythm.
Amy said, "Now Michael, I'm ready for it. Give it to me hard."
I continued with my slow easy rhythm.
"Damn it Michael, you're driving me crazy. Fuck me, fuck me hard!"
"Beg for it."
"What?"
"You're my sex toy. Isn't that the game we're playing?"
"You son of a bitch."
Behind me I heard Mel giggling.
I again said, "Beg for it. Beg for my cock."
"Oh hell, please give me your cock. Please fuck me."
"Are you my slut?"
"Yes damn it. I'm your slut. I'm your mother fucking slut. Now fuck me!"
I picked up the pace. My thrusts were faster and harder.
"Yesss, that's what I want. Fuck me you son of a bitch, fuck me hard!"
I started ramming my cock in and out of Amy's cunt. While I was confident this was what Amy wanted. I was still nervous about doing it and I was paying close attention to how she responded.
Amy's response was immediate. "That's right Michael, fuck me! Fuck me hard! Fuck me like a slut!"
Emboldened by Amy's reaction, I closed my eyes and started fucking her with ruthless abandon.
She screamed with delight.
Behind me, Mel said, "That's right Michael, give it to her. Give it to her hard. That's what she wants."
I kept fucking Amy.
Beneath me, I felt Amy's muscles tighten and then she cried, "Holy mother fucker!" and started to shake.
Mel said, "Don't stop Michael. Keep fucking her."
I continued fucking Amy. As her orgasm began to subside I felt the familiar warmth growing in my own loins. I kept pumping my cock in and out of Amy's cunt. Every nerve in my body was tingling with mounting pleasure, pleasure that was quickly building to an intense crescendo.
Wanting to savor the final moments I slowed my tempo. I opened my eyes and looked at Amy. She was staring up at me, smiling. I smiled back at her and then I closed my eyes, made one final long slow thrust into her cunt and began ejaculating.
As my orgasm ebbed, I realized that Amy was giggling. Behind me I heard Mel giggling too. Embarrassed, I pulled out of Amy, sat up and looked at Mel. "Was I really that bad?"
Mel stared at me. After a moment she said, "Baby, you misunderstood. We weren't laughing at you, we were giggling because you played your role so well."
Next to me Amy said, "Michael, you were magnificent. You teased me and then you fucked me. You fucked me really hard. It was wonderful. You made me cum. Sweetie I'm a hooker. I never cum on a guy's cock."
My confidence restored, I smiled.
Mel asked, "What got into you?"
Shrugging, I said, "I realized that Jeanne needs me. Yes, she has other guys and while I understand that she's going to keep playing with them, you both said it earlier. She's adventurous. She wants to try new things. She needs someone she can trust to experiment with her. I want to be that person."
Mel said, "Michael, Jeanne wants you to be that person too."
"I believe that, but if I am going to be that person I have to become just as adventurous as she is."
Smiling Mel said, "That's right and you just took a big step towards that goal."
"Hey, this is a touching conversation and I am enjoying it, but I'd enjoy it even more if I wasn't handcuffed to this damned bed."
Mel and I both looked at Amy. She was still lying spread eagle on the bed. Mel and I both noticed the trickle of my semen oozing from her cunt. We smiled at each other. Mel asked, "May I do the honors?"
"By all means."
Mel and I both stood up. She took my place on the bed and I took her place in the chair at the foot of the bed.
Slipping between Amy's parted thighs, Mel said, "Michael left a little treat. Before we release you I'm going to take care of it."
Realizing what Mel was about to do, Amy said, "I'd be surprised and disappointed if you didn't."
"Don't worry, I won't disappoint you."
"I'm sure you won't."
Mel buried her face in Amy's cunt. Back to my comfortable role as a voyeur, I watched.
After a moment Mel sat up and turned to me. Her face glistened with the combined moisture of Amy's sex and my semen. Licking her lips, she wiggled her finger at me. She was inviting me to join her on the bed.
It was an invitation I had to accept. As soon as I was seated next to her, Mel placed her hand on the back of my head, gently pulled my face to hers and kissed me. I knew what she was doing. I didn't care. If Mel could swallow my semen, I could certainly taste it. I'd done the same thing with Jeanne in San Francisco. It was a little kinky, but I was learning that kinky can be fun.
As soon as Mel was finished kissing me, she moved over and kissed Amy. I watched. This was a long kiss filled with passion. It made me smile. My two friends loved each other very much.
When they broke off their kiss Amy said, "Is it finally time to release me?"
"Yes baby, it is." Mel stood up, walked over to her dressing table, took a key on a large ring from the toy box and returned to the bed. As she unlocked the handcuffs restraining Amy, she said, "Michael, now it's your turn."
Sitting up, Amy said, "Yes it is. Are you ready cuckboy?"
Suddenly overwhelmed with anxiety I stared at them.
Mel said, "Sweetie, trust us. You know we'd never do anything that would actually hurt you."
Nodding, I said, "I do know that."
Amy added, "And it is an important part of your development. If you really are going to be adventurous you have to be willing to try new things."
"Are you going to handcuff me to the bed?"
Mel stood up and walked over to the toy box. She returned holding a dog collar and a leash. "No honey we have something that will be much more appropriate for you. You need to be trained."
I gasped.
Amy giggled. "Don't worry Michael, it's going to be fun."
Laughing, I said, "The two of you have a very creative interpretation of the word fun."
"Yes we do, but have we ever steered you wrong?" Mel was grinning at me.
"No, you haven't. I can always call time out, right?"
Nodding, Mel said, "Yes, if you do that we'll stop immediately.
Taking a deep breath, I said, "Okay, let's do it. You're right. If I really am going to become more adventurous I have to be willing to try new things."
Mel placed the collar around my neck, fastened it and attached the leash.
While Mel was doing that Amy stood up and walked into the closet. A moment later she returned carrying a horse whip. She stood next to me smiling while she slowly tapped the tip of the whip in the palm of her hand.
Mel stepped back creating a slight tension on the leash. "Mikey, you're now our pet. In this house pets aren't allowed on the furniture. Get down on the floor where you belong."
Smacking her whip against the mattress next to me, Amy barked, "Now Mikey! Do it now!"
Mel tugged on the leash. "You heard her. I suggest you obey immediately."
I jumped off the bed and dropped to my hands and knees on the floor. Looking up, I saw both Amy and Mel towering over me, naked. It was both frightening and intensely erotic.
Amy winked at me. Mel blew me a kiss. That was all it took. I realized I could trust them. I relaxed and decided to enjoy the experience.
They began my training by making me crawl around the bedroom on all fours while they took turns tugging on my leash and lightly whipping me with the riding crop.
After they got bored with that they ordered me to kneel on the floor and kiss and lick their feet while they sat on the edge of the bed making out. I loved that. It appealed to my voyeurism. I could happily spend hours watching two beautiful naked women make out. Kissing their feet while they were doing it was fun too. There wasn't any doubt that this staid midwestern accountant was now happily riding Jeanne's merry band wagon of kinky sex.
Mel and Amy finished by taking turns sitting on my face and kneeling between my legs, twisting and pinching my nipples and fondling and squeezing my cock and balls. For the first time in my life I grasped the concept that sensations of pleasure and mild pain can be equally exciting. Especially if those sensations occur in an intensely sexual situation such as having a beautiful naked woman rubbing her cunt in your face.
The entire time Mel and Amy were gentle, caring and kept the mood light. I have to admit that I enjoyed it. Not because I discovered a latent desire to be a submissive. I enjoyed it because it was kinky and different. That was what made it fun.
Later, as I was falling asleep I couldn't stop thinking about everything that had happened. While it was wild and kinky, it had been an amazingly exciting evening. I thought about Jeanne and her new life. I realized that I now understood why she enjoyed being a slut. Creative, imaginative sex can be an exciting adventure. I smiled. I was beginning to understand that life as the husband of a slut wife could also be an exciting adventure.
Wednesday I returned to Danny's Lounge with Amy and Mel. Three more girls had brought their financial data, so I once again spent the afternoon in the dancer's dressing room organizing financial portfolios while beautiful women dressed and undressed around me. It was a tough job, but somebody had to do it.



When Jeanne called Wednesday evening she mostly chatted with Amy and Mel. They were quickly becoming close friends.
Thursday was Thanksgiving Day. In the morning Amy and I helped Mel prepare the turkey while we watched the parade. Once the turkey was in the oven we settled down in front of the television and watched the first NFL game. After the game we prepared the rest of the meal. We ate dinner at 5:00. It was wonderful.
We'd just finished cleaning up when Jeanne called. It was 7:30.
Mel answered the telephone. "Hi Jeanne, give us a second."
We quickly moved into the living room. As soon as we were seated on the couch in front of the fireplace Mel switched on the speaker. "Jeanne, we're comfortable and ready to talk. Everyone is here and the speaker phone is on."
"Hi Michael. Hi Amy."
Amy and I both answered, "Hi Jeanne."
Jeanne asked, "How was your Thanksgiving?"
I said, "It was wonderful. Mel is an excellent cook. How was yours?"
There was a pause and then Jeanne said, "Kind of strange."
Mel said, "Tell us."
"We've talked before about Tricia and Paul's relationship."
Amy said, "Yes, he's submissive to her."
"This was the first time I actually witnessed it."
Mel said, "We're listening."
"Jodie rode with me. When we arrived at Tricia's apartment Paul opened the door and greeted us. Only it wasn't like a friend greeting other friends or even a young man greeting his girlfriends mother. It was more like a butler answering the door at a wealthy aristocrats mansion. No, that's not quite right. Paul was wearing a frilly pink lace apron. It was more like a maid answering the door. When Paul greeted us he called me Ms. Jeanne and Jodie Ms. Jodie. As we stepped into their apartment he announced our arrival to Tricia by saying, Ms. Patricia, your guests are here."
I said, "He called Tricia Ms. Patricia?"
"That's right."
I looked at Amy and Mel. "I can't remember the last time I called Tricia Patricia. She doesn't like it. She thinks it's too stuffy."
"Paul now calls her Patricia. Jodie told me he's no longer allowed to call her Tricia. She said Tricia told her she believes slaves shouldn't be allowed to be familiar with their superiors. They always need to remember their place."
Mel said, "Damn, Tricia is into this."
Nodding, Amy said, "It certainly seems like that. Tell us more."
"Tricia didn't treat Paul like a boyfriend, she treated him like a servant. He waited on us the entire time we were there. He brought us wine and appetizers, prepared the dinner, served the dinner, cleared the table and cleaned the kitchen by himself. Tricia never did anything to assist him. When I offered to help Paul Tricia actually stopped me. She explained that Paul was her slave. Serving her and her guests was his duty. Michael, Paul wasn't even permitted to sit at the table and have Thanksgiving dinner with us. He had to eat in the kitchen by himself. On the way home Jodie told me Tricia regularly entertains men in her apartment and makes Paul wait on them just like he waited on us today."
Mel asked, "Jeanne, what was his demeanor like? Did he seem sad or depressed?"
"Not really, but he wasn't bubbling with joy either."
Amy said, "He was working hard. He may just have been focused on doing a good job for Tricia."
"That's possible. Jodie thinks he likes being Tricia's servant. It's just so different. It's hard for me to believe that anyone could enjoy being a slave."
Amy said, "Believe me, there are people who love that role."
"I don't understand how Tricia could possibly want that kind of a relationship. I couldn't even manage to relax and enjoy the afternoon. Watching Paul do all the work while I did absolutely nothing made me feel so guilty."
Mel said, "Jeanne, you're not wired that way. You'll probably never understand it, but if that's the lifestyle Paul and Tricia want they get to do it. They're not hurting anybody."
"I suppose that's true, but it doesn't seem right. Michael, what do you think?"
"I agree with Mel. Tricia and Paul are consenting adults. If this is the life they want, it's their choice. They're not hurting anybody." I paused. After a moment I added, "But..."
Jeanne asked, "But what?"
"Is this really the life that both of them want?"
Amy said, "They are choosing to live it."
Slowly nodding, I said, "That's true, but Paul is in love with Tricia. While I don't doubt that he has a submissive nature, you have to admit that they're adopting an extreme lifestyle. Is this really what Paul wants or is he doing this because he's afraid he'll lose Tricia if he doesn't agree to her demands?"
"Michael, Tricia is our daughter. Do you really think she might be capable of coercing Paul into living as her slave?"
Mel said, "Jeanne, think about the mistakes you made when you announced to Michael that you were planning to start dating other men. Tricia is young and adventurous. She's also had a remarkable amount of professional success for someone her age. She has a dominant personality and Paul has a submissive nature. It would be very easy for her to get confused"
Jeanne quietly said, "Yes, you're right. It is easy to get confused. Michael what are we going to do?"
"I think we should follow the original plan. We're about to spend a full week with them in San Antonio. By the end of the week we should have a better idea about whether or not we have a problem."
"Okay."
It was clear that Jeanne was still unsettled. I was too, but I knew that until we had a clearer understanding of the situation we shouldn't get involved. Deciding it was best to move on I said, "You have a date with Trent on Saturday. Are you excited?"
There was a brief pause and then Jeanne answered, "Michael, while I'm happy that you're becoming comfortable enough with my dating to ask me that question, I have to admit that it still surprises me."
"It surprises me too Jeanne; but a part of me, a big part of me is starting to enjoy your new lifestyle. Since you're obviously enjoying it too, I might as well relax and try to get into it."
Amy reached over and gave my cock a firm squeeze. "That's the spirit cuckboy."
I looked at Amy. She was grinning at me.
Jeanne said, "Amy be nice to my sweetheart."
I said, "Don't worry Jeanne, she's just teasing me."
"I am." Amy was still grinning.
I added, "Actually, it's good. I still harbor some lingering fears about what other people will think about me. The teasing I get from Amy and Mel is desensitizing me."
Mel said, "Jeanne in a way I think it's similar to what you're doing when you overtly dress and act like a slut. I realize you're mostly doing it because you enjoy it, but I suspect you might also be doing it to combat your remaining fears about the opinions of other people."
Jeanne said, "I understand what you're saying. You're probably right. That may be one of the reasons I choose to act like a slut in public."
Amy said, "You're making it clear to everyone that this is who you are. This is who you choose to be and if they don't like it, that's just too bad. When we tease Michael about being a cuckold we're trying to help him reach a level of comfort where he can say, yes my wife parties with other men and I don't care. Got a problem with that buddy?"
Chuckling, I said, "I'm not there yet."
Mel gave my cock another squeeze. "But Amy and I are trying to get you closer."
Jeanne said, "I think I'll leave that part of Michael's desensitizing to you. I'm afraid I might make another mistake. I've already made too many with him."
Now slowly rubbing my cock, Mel said, "Don't worry, we'll take care of that. Your job is to be Michael's hot wife and share your fun with him."
"I can do that."
"Now let's get back to Michael's earlier question. Are you excited about your date with Trent this Saturday?"
"Yes Mel, I am. Michael please don't be upset by that. You're the only man I'll ever love, but Trent really does know how to press my slut buttons."
"It's okay Jeanne. I understand."
Amy asked, "Jeanne are you still planning to try deep throating Trent's cock?"
"Michael, if you don't mind I would like to try it..." Jeanne paused and then she quickly added. "But if it bothers you that I'm doing it with him first I'll gladly wait until after I've done it with you in San Antonio."
"It's okay Jeanne, you don't have to wait."
"Are you sure?"
"Absolutely. From what you've told me I think Trent will enjoy it more than I will and I can tell you're eager to try it with him."
"Michael, I really am, but I love you and I feel guilty about doing something with another man that I've never done with you. I made that mistake once. I don't want to repeat it."
"Jeanne this time it's different. This time you discussed it with me first and you have my permission...No that's not right. You're my partner, but I don't control you. You're an adult who's free to make her own choices. You don't need to have my permission to do anything. I think it would be more accurate to say that you have my blessing."
"Thank you Michael, I appreciate that. Saturday night I promise to call you and tell you all about it. That way I'll at least be sharing it with you."
"I'd like that."
Amy said, "Jeanne, this might help. Tonight after we're done talking to you I'll give Michael a deep throat blow job. That way when you do it for Trent you'll at least know Michael has already experienced one."
Mel said, "I'll give him one too. Then he'll be really experienced."
"Thank you, that's very kind of you, but both of you told me you don't enjoy giving them."
Smiling, Mel said, "Jeanne honey, we're pros. They're not our favorite thing, but Amy and I have given lots of deep throat blow jobs. They're pretty popular. We love you and Michael. We're eager to do anything we can to help the two of you."
Shaking my head, I said, "It really isn't necess..."
Mel poked my side. "Micheal hush. We're going to do it tonight. It will make it easier for Jeanne to relax when she does it for Trent on Saturday. Now don't argue with us, just enjoy it when it happens."
Amy chuckled. "Trust me Michael, when Mel makes up her mind about something it's pointless to argue with her."
"Damn right, I'm from Chicago. Don't ever argue with a girl from Chicago because we're always right."
Amy rolled her eyes. Jeanne and I laughed.
We spent a few more minutes talking about Jeanne's Saturday afternoon date with Trent and next Tuesday's trip to the Goldenrod supper club. Jeanne also mentioned that she and Abby were planning to stop at Brady's Saloon tomorrow after work. I told her to have a good time and then we said our goodbyes and ended the telephone call.
As soon as we were finished talking Mel and Amy dragged me upstairs. We showered together and then they took turns giving me deep throat blow jobs. While it was okay, I honestly thought that having my cock sucked was more fun. It also bothered me that it wasn't enjoyable for Mel and Amy. Don't get me wrong, they're both skilled professionals. They're extremely adept at making a man believe they're enjoying what they're doing, but I remembered their concerns when Jeanne first told us that she wanted to try deep throating a cock. Call me old fashioned, but when I'm engaging in sex I want it to be pleasurable for everyone involved.
Later I lay awake sandwiched between Mel and Amy. They were both asleep. I was thinking about Jeanne's desire to give Trent a deep throat blow job. In San Francisco Jeanne described both of us as givers. I believe she was right. Trent is apparently a taker, the kind of man who would enjoy a deep throat blow job. As I considered that I realized I was hoping Trent would enjoy Jeanne's efforts on Saturday. I knew my wife. If he does it will make her happy and if he doesn't it will disappoint her. I love Jeanne with all my heart and soul. I really did want her to be happy.
As I drifted into sleep I remembered Charles Montgomery's words on that fateful Saturday afternoon three months ago. "Michael during the days before her weekend getaways Edith was actually giddy with excitement. It's fun to see the woman you love that happy."
I was beginning to understand. I wanted the woman I loved to be happy.
Friday afternoon Danny's Lounge was packed. Because of the Thanksgiving holiday most of the personnel on the air force base had furloughs, classes at the University were canceled until Monday and a large number of local businesses were operating in a relaxed mode. Of course it was also black Friday so a multitude of wives were out shopping, leaving their spouses home alone. Many of those abandoned husbands decided to go shopping too. At least that's what they told their wives. A large number of them ended up in establishments like Danny's Lounge. The manager at Danny's was experienced. He knew what to expect so every dancer employed by the club was working that afternoon.
I tried to get some work done on the girl's financial portfolios, but quickly gave up. The dressing room was a madhouse. The girls couldn't keep up with the demand for lap dances. When they had to make a costume change they did it on the run. I put my lap top computer away and spent the afternoon helping the girls get in and out of their costumes. It was a challenge, but we all know the old axiom: when the going gets tough the tough get going. I rose to the occasion, or at least part of me did. Yes, I admit it. I'm a dirty old man, but the girls needed my help and it didn't seem right to turn my back on them.
Friday night Jeanne called at 9:30. It was 10:30 in Minneapolis. She'd just gotten home from Brady's. She and Abby had both hooked up with men they liked. Jeanne's paramour for the evening was a salesman named Bill Gorman. He had a big cock and a nice sense of humor. Jeanne liked him and he liked her too. After they finished their tete-a-tete in his car he asked her if he could see her again. She declined. She told him she was married and had a boyfriend. She liked him but she didn't have time for another relationship. He gave her one of his business cards and asked her to call him on his cell phone if she changed her mind.
As Jeanne told us that I noticed a hint of regret in her voice. I have to admit that made me happy. Jeanne was discovering the disadvantages of trying to maintain two relationships.
Abby didn't have a current boyfriend so when her new friend asked if he could see her again she eagerly invited him to have a cocktail with her Sunday afternoon in her downtown studio apartment. I think Jeanne was envious. Again that made me happy.
Jeanne asked about my deep throat blow jobs the previous night. Amy and Mel told her that I didn't enjoy them all that much. They said I was just too nice. I couldn't enjoy something if I knew it was causing even mild discomfort for someone else.
I told Jeanne I preferred a normal blow job. I also again reassured her that it was fine with me if she did it for Trent during their date the next afternoon.
Jeanne thanked me and promised that she'd make sure my cock was in her mouth during a large portion of our Christmas vacation in San Antonio. I suggested that might create quite a commotion while we were sight seeing. Jeanne pointed out that she was a slut. A little commotion adds to the excitement. That made all of us laugh.
Saturday afternoon Jeanne had her date with Trent. She called us Saturday night.
Mel answered the telephone. Once we were settled she asked, "How was your date?"
Jeanne said, "It was amazing."
Mel eagerly said, "Tell us all about it."
"Okay, as soon as Trent was inside the house he took me in his arms and kissed me hard on the lips. I kissed him back and then I steered him to the couch and dropped to my knees. As I unbuckled Trent's belt and unzipped his pants he told me he'd been waiting for this all week. That got me even more excited."
Chuckling, Amy said, "I'll bet it did."
There was a pause and then Jeanne asked in a concerned tone, "Michael am I being too enthusiastic?"
"No Jeanne, not at all. In fact, it makes me happy to hear you this excited."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes Jeanne, I'm positive."
Amy said, "Mel just unzipped Michael's pants and took out his cock. It's as stiff as a six inch iron pipe. Believe me, he's enjoying this just as much as you are."
Giggling, Jeanne said, "Hearing that makes me very happy."
Mel said, "Okay, you just unzipped Trent's pants. What happened next?"
"I pulled his pants down to his ankles. He sat down on the couch. I immediately started licking and sucking his cock. I was so excited. I've told you before that sucking a cock gets me really hot, but this time there was more."
Amy said, "You were going to try deep throating Trent's cock. I'll bet you were nervous."
"I was, but I really wanted to try it and it was time. Michael I've been watching some of your movies."
"You mentioned that. You're using them as instructional videos."
"I am. In the movies the girls always spit all over the guys cock before they try to swallow it."
Mel said, "It's the only way you can do it. It has to be wet and slippery."
"I did that. I got Trent's cock really wet and then I started pushing it into my throat. As soon as he realized what I was doing Trent went wild. I actually had to take his cock out of my mouth and tell him that this was the first time I'd ever tried to do this, so he had to be still and let me figure out how to do it. That was all it took. He sat perfectly still on the couch and watched while I tried to swallow his cock."
Amy asked, "How did you do?"
"Not bad. I gagged a little at first. I now understand what you meant when you told me you're choking yourself on the guy's cock when you do it, but I did manage to take all of his cock and hold it in my throat for a few seconds at a time."
"You took it all the first time? Way to go girl." Mel was grinning.
I asked, "Did you enjoy doing it?"
"I did Michael, I really did. I want to keep practicing. I'd like to get good at it."
Amy said, "It does get easier with practice."
"Michael, last night you told me you didn't enjoy it that much when Mel and Amy did it to you."
"It's hard for me to enjoy something when I know it's not comfortable for the other person."
"That's one of the many reasons I love you so much, but Michael when we're together in San Antonio would you still let me practice with you?"
"Why don't you practice with Trent? I gather he really enjoys it."
"Micheal I made a huge mistake when I began exploring the world of sex without you. I want to change that. I want to start exploring and practicing with you. I want us to grow together as a husband and wife. I want to read stories and watch erotic movies with you. I want you to help me learn how to be a slut. We had so much fun in San Francisco. I want that to become our life. Yes, I'll still be dating other men, but sometimes I'll set it up so you can watch and I'll always tell you about it. You can have fun too. I told Abby about how Mel and Amy are teaching you to eat pussy. She can't wait to meet you. She loves having her pussy eaten. Abby and I have even talked about having a threesome with you."
"Jeanne, that all sounds wonderful, but I'm not ready to come home yet. I still don't think I can handle watching you get dressed for a date."
Amy said, "But he's getting closer."
"I hope so. Michael I miss you so much."
Mel said, "I also want him to go home. That way Amy and I can visit you. I want to eat Abby's pussy too."
Giggling, Amy said, "So do I, but when I do it I want Michael to watch."
"Of course, that goes without saying." Mel was nodding vigorously. She was also squeezing my cock.
Amy continued, "And Jeanne I want to watch you do it too."
Jeanne asked, "You mean eat Abby's pussy?"
Amy nodded. "That's right."



Laughing, I said, "That would definitely get me home sooner."
"Really? Okay Michael. If that's what it takes, I'll do it. I've never been with a woman, but I've thought about it. I've thought about it a lot. I'd like to try it." Jeanne paused. After a moment she added, "But when I do it the first time, I want you to be there with me watching. Would you like that baby? I'm sure Abby would do it. She loves anything that's kinky. And when Mel and Amy visit us we could all do it together."
Mel said, "Yes we could. We could have a daisy chain."
"You mean like what you do with Michael?"
"That's right, but you and Abby could be in it too."
"Okay Michael, there it is. When you come home you get to watch me with Abby. Actually you get to have a three way with Abby and me. When Mel and Amy visit we'll have a five way daisy chain"
Amy poked me in the ribs. "Think you can handle that much pussy cuckboy?"
I just shook my head. Amy, Mel and Jeanne laughed. The four of us were becoming very close friends.
Mel said, "So tell us more about your date with Trent. You were deep throating his cock and he was loving it."
"He was loving it. He turned into an absolute wild man. He was so excited that he came in less than a minute. I barely had time to get his cock out of my mouth before he started ejaculating. He came all over my face. I got cum in my eyes."
Mel and Amy giggled. Mel said, "Been there, done that."
Jeanne started giggling too. "It was kind of fun. Trent's cum was everywhere; in my hair, in my eyes, all over my cheeks, I even had some of his cum in my nose. It made me feel so slutty. Trent tried to apologize, but I was so turned on that I didn't care. I just grabbed his hand and pulled him into my playroom. Trent's pants were still down around his ankles. All he could do was hobble along behind me with his big flaccid dick flopping around like a beached fish."
Amy, Mel and I chuckled at the image.
Jeanne continued. "Once we were in the playroom I wiped most of Trent's cum off of my face with a hand towel while he stripped off his clothes. Then we got on the bed and I went down on him again. It was crazy. We were both so excited. Michael I love being slutty and Trent loves playing with a slut. I think his wife must be really repressed."
"Like you used to be." As soon as I said it I regretted it.
Sighing, Jeanne said, "Yes Michael, just like I used to be." The remorse was evident in her voice.
"It's okay Jeanne. We put that issue to rest in San Francisco."
"We did, didn't we."
"Yes we did."
"Thank you Michael, thank you for being so understanding."
Mel said, "Back to your date with Trent. He took off his clothes while you were wiping his cum off of your face. Were you still dressed?"
"No, when Trent arrived I was wearing a silk robe. As soon as he was inside the house I took it off. All I was wearing underneath the robe was a pair black thigh high stockings, a garter belt and of course my high heels. Trent loves it when I wear spike heeled pumps."
"I'm a pretty big fan of them too."
"I know that. When we're in San Antonio that's all I'm going to wear."
"That won't make sight seeing very easy."
"I don't care. While we're in San Antonio I'm going to try to show you just how much fun having a slut wife can be. Besides I'm wearing them a lot now. I even wear them to work. I'm getting used to them. Don't worry, I'll pack a pair of walking shoes too, but I don't plan to wear them very much."
"You're wearing spike heeled pumps to the office? That must be creating quite a stir with those conservative old attorneys you work for."
"Believe me, they have noticed."
"Aren't you worried that you might lose your job?"
"While I realize that could happen, I love my new life. I love every part of it. That includes dressing like a slut. I won't compromise my new lifestyle for anyone but you."
"And I'm not going to make you do that."
"Thank you Michael. Don't worry, I'm an experienced legal secretary. If I lose this job I'll find another one. I'm certain there are law offices where my new style of dress would be well received."
Laughing, I said, "I'm sure that's true. Now let's get back to your date. I want to hear more details. Trent was lying on the bed naked. You were wearing nylon stockings, a garter belt and your high heeled shoes. What happened next?"
"I got on the bed next to Trent and went down on him again. I wanted to get him hard so he could fuck me. I stroked his cock while I licked his balls and his ass. That got him hard in a flash."
Amy grinned. "I'll bet it did."
"Once Trent was hard I deep throated him again. That got both of us really worked up, but this time I stopped sucking him before he orgasmed. Instead I rolled a condom onto his erect cock, lay down on the bed next to him and tried to pull him on top of me. Trent didn't cooperate. He had a different plan. He wanted my butt and I was happy to give it to him. Michael, I'm beginning to really enjoy anal sex."
Amy said, "Jeanne, I think it's a personal preference. Some women hate it while others love it."
Jeanne said, "For me, I think a big part of the attraction is that for most of my life it was such an unthinkable taboo."
Mel nodded. "Breaking taboos is fun."
"It is. Trent rolled me over onto my stomach, took the bottle of lotion from the table next to the bed, greased up my butt hole and mounted me."
I laughed. "Jeanne honey, I do believe this is the first time I've ever heard you utter the words butt hole."
Giggling, Jeanne said, "Michael, I'm a slut. Now I say lots of naughty things."
"Jeanne you still have a ways to go. Real sluts don't use the word naughty. They say nasty or even fun, but not naughty." Amy was grinning.
Jeanne said, "Hey Amy give me a break. I'm still a novice slut."
Mel said, "That's right, cut her some slack. She's not an old whore like you and me."
Amy stuck her tongue out at Mel. Mel gave Amy the finger. I shook my head.
Unable to see what was happening in Amy and Mel's living room, Jeanne continued. "But I'm learning and the two of you are turning out to be wonderful mentors."
I said, "So I gather you enjoyed your butt fucking."
"Michael I really did. Trent may not be the most sophisticated man I've ever met, but he definitely knows how to push my slut buttons. That's all I really want from him. Right now that's all I want from any man but you. Anal sex is turning out to be a big slut button for me. So yes, I loved it."
Mel asked, "Did he even fuck your pussy this afternoon?"
"Definitely. After Trent finished fucking my ass we cleaned up and took a short break. After our break I sucked Trent again. As soon as he was hard he rolled me onto my back, climbed on top of me and fucked me. We were both still obsessed with slutty nasty sex, so Trent fucked me really hard. He fucked me like I was a nasty slut. I loved it." Jeanne laughed. "Amy you're right nasty is a much better word than naughty."
"Yes Jeanne, it is." Amy was laughing too.
Mel and I were grinning.
Jeanne continued. "After we finished it was time for Trent to go home. That was fine with me. I was exhausted and the more I get to know Trent the more I'm starting to understand that all we really have in common is a mutual appreciation for dirty nasty sex."
Chuckling, I said, "It sounds like a solid basis for a dirty nasty affair."
"It is Michael and that's all it is. This will never be anything more than a dirty nasty affair. Please believe that."
"I do Jeanne."
"Michael, I do need to tell you something."
"What is it?"
"Remember when you told me I could tell Trent that he was only man who got fuck my rear?"
"Yes, did you tell him that today?"
"Yes I did."
"What did he say?"
"He immediately asked if that included you?"
Amy asked, "What did you tell him?"
"I told him you were my husband and I would always love you, but I was his slut. That meant I'd do dirty, nasty things for him that I won't do for anyone else, not even my husband."
"What did Trent say to that?" I was curious. Oddly I wasn't concerned. My trust in Jeanne was rapidly being restored.
"He considered it for a moment and then he asked me exactly what I meant. I told him it meant that I wouldn't lick anyone else's ass, deep throat anyone else's cock or let anyone else fuck my ass. Those pleasures were reserved solely for him. Michael you told me I could tell him that. Was it alright?"
Giggling Mel said, "Jeanne I'm holding Michael's cock right now. If it gets any harder I think it might shatter."
Mel was right. While I was feeling a little embarrassed about my reaction, Jeanne's disclosure had definitely excited me. Remembering our pledge of total honesty, I said, "Yes Jeanne it was all right. I have to admit that while I'm not sure I understand why, hearing you say that is pretty exciting."
"Michael, you know I'll do any of those things for you anytime you ask. I still intend to deep throat your cock in San Antonio. As far as I'm concerned this is just a fantasy game I'm playing with Trent."
"I know that Jeanne. That's why it doesn't bother me. It's just a game." Chuckling, I added, "I'm learning that I love kinky sex games."
Jeanne giggled. "I do too. What's happened to us Michael? Have we gone crazy?"
Laughing, Mel said, "Hell, all of us are crazy, but this isn't crazy This is fun. Just hearing about it has me ready to pop."
Amy said, "Me too and Michael is rock hard. After we're finished talking to you were going straight upstairs for some serious three way oral sex.
"I wish I was there. I'd love to make it a four way daisy chain."
Mel said, "We'd like that too Jeanne."
Sighing, Jeanne said, "But I'm not. I'm going to have to settle for a little time with my vibrator before I go to sleep."
"Jeanne, you had a pretty good time this afternoon."
"Yes Michael, I did, but I still wish you were with me. I would have loved to have told you about my date while you ate my pussy and then after I finished telling you about all the nasty things I did with Trent I'd do them all for you."
"That would be fun Jeanne and someday I hope we'll be able to do it."
Sighing Jeanne said, "Michael, I can't begin to describe how much I'm looking forward to that day."
"In less than a month we'll be together in San Antonio."
"I know. I'm counting the days."
"Me too Jeanne."
"Michael, I would love to talk all night, but I'm exhausted."
"You had an exciting day, didn't you."
"I did. Thank you for understanding."
"Your welcome Jeanne. You'd better hang up and get ready for bed."
"Once I'm in bed I'm going to play with my vibrator."
"That will make you sleep better."
Jeanne giggled. "Yes it will. Micheal?"
"Yes Jeanne."
"when I doing it I'm going to be thinking about you."
"When I'm playing with Mel and Amy I'll be thinking about you."
"Jeanne, we'll all be thinking about you." Mel was smiling.
"Yes we will." Amy was smiling too.
"Thank you Amy. Thank you Mel. Take care of my baby for me."
Mel said, "Don't worry Jeanne, we will."
I said, "Good night Jeanne. I love you."
"I love you too. Good night Michael. Good night Amy and Mel."
"Good night Jeanne." Amy and Mel answered in unison and then Mel ended the call.
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The following Tuesday I woke up in a state of excited anticipation. That evening Jeanne, Ruth and Abby were planning to go to the Goldenrod Supper Club to meet men who were attending the trade show at the Civic Center.
As I stood in front of the bathroom mirror shaving I thought about Ruth's husband, David. I was certain he had to be every bit as excited as I was. David and I had been close friends for well over a dozen years. He was going to be sitting at the Goldenrod bar that night watching another man seduce Ruth. Realizing that I envied him, I wondered if I'd reached a point where I could sit next to him at that bar watching another man seduce Jeanne.
Smiling as I rinsed the excess shaving cream off my face, I recognized that I was now not only capable of doing it, I was looking forward to the time when I could do it. I started to wonder why? How could I possibly be excited about watching Jeanne with another man. Remembering what Amy, Mel and Jeanne were trying to teach me, I stopped myself. Why and how weren't relevant questions. It excited me and didn't affect anyone else. That was all that mattered.
I quickly dressed and went down stairs. Mel and Amy were in the kitchen. Breakfast was yogurt and granola. Amy handed me a bowl while I poured a cup of coffee.
As soon as I was seated Mel said, "You're looking particularly chipper today. Are you excited about tonight?"
"Amazingly, I am."
Mel raised her eyebrows. "Amazingly?"
I shrugged.
Amy smiled, "Mel our friend is learning."
"Yes he is."
I smiled.
After breaksfast Amy and I cleaned the kitchen while Mel prepared for her first cottage date. As usual Mel and Amy had a full schedule. They were each entertaining two gentlemen in the cottage.
I played golf. I didn't shoot a very good score. It's hard to focus your attention while you're picturing your wife and another man rolling around naked on his hotel room bed.
By the time I returned to Mel and Amy's house it was a little after three. Mel was back from her 1:00 pm date. Already showered, she was sitting in the living room reading. After a quick shower, I joined her with my lap top computer.
As I sat down, she asked, "How was your golf game?"
"It was okay. I played by myself. That was probably better."
"Why?"
"I'm a little preoccupied with what's going to happen tonight."
Setting her Kindle down, Mel said, "I would think you'd be getting used to it by now."
I shrugged. "Jeanne's meeting a new man. That makes it exciting. I also wish I could be at the Goldenrod with her."
"With her?"
"Not with her, but sitting at the bar with David, watching."
"Maybe it's time for you to go home."
Shaking my head, I said, "I don't know. Seeing her dressed up for her date with Derek Fischer is still a painful memory."
"You've both changed since then."
"I know, but I'm afraid that if I go home too soon I'll be anxious around Jeanne. She'll pick up on it and then she'll be anxious too. That mutual anxiety could end up destroying our marriage.
Mel nodded.
"I'm also afraid that passing time will be a problem."
"Passing time?"
"The anticipation of what's going to happen tonight is killing me. Every minute feels like an hour. I can't imagine what it will be like sitting at home alone waiting for Jeanne to return from a date. Right now I have you and Amy to help me. When I'm on my own I'm afraid the waiting will be unbearable."
"You have David. Maybe you need to cultivate that friendship."
"I'm sure that will happen. David and I have always been friends. Since it appears we're now going to be sharing a common lifestyle, I'm sure we'll become even closer friends. While I agree that will help, it won't completely solve the problem. Jeanne and Ruth won't always be going out together, especially if both of them end up with boyfriends."
"Then you're going to have to learn how to pass the time while Jeanne is on a date." Standing up, Mel walked over and turned on the laptop computer that we now kept attached to the television in the living room. Watching porn movies had become a regular activity at Mel and Amy's house. "I think this is a situation where we have to fight fire with fire. What would you like to watch?"
"Julia Ann."
"Good choice." Mel started one of my favorite Julia Ann movies. As she returned to her seat, she said, "Now go to that erotic story site we like so much and find a good cuckold, hot wife story. The movie and the story should help you pass the time."
Realizing what Mel was doing, I smiled and said, "I"ll give it a try."
Mel and I sat on the couch. She picked up her Kindle and resumed reading her book. I started reading a story about a wife who was having a steamy affair with her boss. It was a cuckold story, so of course she had her husband's full knowlege and approval. In the third chapter the three of them took a vacation together at a luxury resort in Cancun. The wife and her boss shared a room. The cuckold husband had an adjoining room. The husband's wife and her boss were still too reserved let him watch while they were playing, but the wife loved her husband so she insisted on leaving the door that connected their rooms slightly ajar. She at least wanted him to be able to listen.
I stopped reading and considered that situation. Initially it seemed completely untenable. I couldn't possibly imagine a situation in which I'd be willing to sit in an adjacent room listening while Jeanne and another man played in their room, especially when I knew I was deliberately being excluded, but then I thought about it.
This actually wasn't all that different than a situation I was already resigned to facing when I returned home. I knew there would eventually be times when I would be watching television in my den while Jeanne entertained a man in Tricia's old bedroom. While I wouldn't be expressely excluded, invitations to join them so I could watch would be rare. That would result in me sitting in my den pretending to watch television while I listened to them enjoying each other in the next room.
And then I understood. Fight fire with fire. I smiled. Mel really was brilliant. The sounds of Jeanne and her paramour playing in the next room would make an outstanding background for a Julia Ann movie.
"What are you grinning about?"
"I just figured out how to pass the time when Jeanne is entertaining a date in her play room while I'm at home."
"Tell me."
"I'm going to take your advice."
"Go on."
"The sounds coming from Jeanne's playroom will make a wonderful background for a Julia Ann movie."
Smiling, Mel said, "Very good, you're figuring out how to turn Jeanne's excitement into your own excitement."
"I am." But then my smile vanished.
"What's the matter?"
"I don't think I'll ever be able to get used to watching Jeanne get dressed for a date with another man."
"Seeing her dressed up for her date with that Fischer guy was hard, wasn't it."
"It nearly destroyed me."
"You do understand that she regrets doing that."
"Yes, I know that, but when I go home it's still going to happen again. It's inevitable."
"We'll just have to find a way to make it exciting for you."
"I don't think watching a porn movie while Jeanne gets dressed is the answer this time."
"No, I don't think so either." Mel smiled. "But I do have an idea."
"what is it?"
"Confidence."
"Confidence?"
"That's right. When you see Jeanne dressed up for a date with another man you have to be confident that it has nothing to do with her feelings about you."
"That's easier said than done."
"Sweetheart, Jeanne loves you. All Amy and I have to do is make certain you know that."
"How are you going to do that?"
"Read your story and watch your movie. We'll continue this conversation while we're having our cocktails."
"You're pretty confident."
"Damn right. I'm from Chicago. Girls from Chicago are always confident."
I chuckled.
"Read your story." Mel picked up her Kindle and started reading her book again. It was clear our conversation was temporarily on hold.
Amy returned from her last engagement at a quarter to five. After she took a quick shower the three of us moved out to the veranda for our pre dinner cocktail.
As soon as we were settled Mel said, "Michael told me that he's been anxious all day."
Looking at me, Amy asked, "Is it good anxiety or bad?"
I smiled. "It's good. Actually, I think excited might be a better word than anxious.
Mel and Amy both nodded their approval. Amy said, "You're coming around."
Mel asked, "Would you like to talk about what's happening tonight?"
"I don't know, sort of, but..."
Understanding, Amy said, "You want to hear about it from Jeanne, don't you."
"Yes."
Mel said, "Why don't we play a game instead."
"A game?"
"Yes." Turning to Amy, Mel said, "This afternoon Michael told me he's worried about having to watch Jeanne getting dressed for a date with another man after he gets home. He said that seeing her dressed up for that Fischer guy was hard for him."
Amy said, "You mentioned that before."
I nodded.
"Mel, tell us about your game."
"Let's pretend that Jeanne and her new friend Abby are going out on a double date. Abby has set Jeanne up with a young attorney that she's partied with several times. She told Jeanne that he's tall and handsome and he has a very big cock."
I looked at Mel with a puzzled expression. "A big cock? Why is that part of this fantasy game?"
Amy said, "Michael think about how much Jeanne is enjoying her new life as a slut. You know how adventurous she's become. I'm sure she's eager to experience a man with a really big cock. I'd be willing to bet that every time she goes to Brady's she's hoping she'll end up with a man who's well endowed."
"She already has. She told me about it in San Francisco. She said she hooked up with a guy who had an eight inch cock. She hated it. It hurt. She made him stop fucking her and gave him a blow job instead. She told me that a cock about my size is perfect for her."
Mel said, "A man with a bigger cock has to be aware of what he has. He needs to be careful, especially at first. Lots of guys become complete idiots when they get in bed with a woman. They lose their self control and turn into lust crazed savages. Guys with big cocks can't do that. It sounds like Jeanne met a well endowed fool."
Amy said, "That's right. A well endowed man has to go slow at first. He has to be patient. If a woman meets a man who can do that, a big cock can be an unbelievably exciting adventure. Also Jeanne isn't very experienced yet. She's learning quickly, but she's still a novice. Eventually she'll learn how to rein in an overly aggressive partner. When that happens big cocks will become a pleasure she'll savor.
Mel added "And sucking a big cock is incredibly thrilling. Michael you know how much Jeanne enjoys giving head."
"We talked about this, we really did. Jeanne told me she didn't care about cock size. She assured me that she loves all cocks."
Amy said, "We love all cocks too, but sex with a well endowed man who's proficient in bed is an unforgettable experience."
"If that's true why hasn't Jeanne said anything about it to me?"
"Think about it Michael, she's afraid she might hurt you. You're not anywhere near as fragile as you were when we first met you, but Jeanne hurt you when she started all of this. She regrets that and it's clear to us that she's terrified of doing it again."
Amy said, "Mel's right. Jeanne's worried she'll make you feel inadequate. I suspect she's trying to suppress this desire, but I'm sure it's there. It has to be. It's so consistent with the slut image she's cultivating. I'm willing to bet that within a year Jeanne will be a full fledged size queen."
I took a moment to consider everything Mel and Amy had just told me. Finally I said, "That doesn't leave us with a favorable prognosis for our future."
"No Michael, that's not true at all." Mel was vehemently shaking her head.
Amy nodded. "That's why we're talking to you about this. Women, even women who are size queens don't marry cocks, they marry men. I can tell from Ruth's emails that before she met David she was a size queen. She still married David because she loves him. Even if Ruth starts dating other men, men with much bigger cocks, she'll still love David's cock because it's his. She'll always cherish it and find it exciting. We're certain that regardless of what happens, Jeanne will always feel the same way about your cock."
Mel said, "Michael, you enjoy porn movies that feature women with large breasts, correct?"
I shrugged.
Mel smiled. "Don't be ashamed. It's fun to fantasize about women with big knockers."
Amy and I both chuckled at Mel's choice of words.
Mel continued. "Jeanne has big knockers, doesn't she."
"Yes she does."
"Is that why you married her?"
"No, of course not." Suddenly understanding where Mel was taking me, I paused. After a moment I said, "Okay, I'm starting to get it. If Jeanne does become a size queen I really don't have any reason to feel threatened. She's in love with me, not my cock."
Mel said, "Actually you should feel happy when she has a date with a man who's well endowed. It will be exciting for her."
I chuckled. "It also makes the fantasy more exciting for me."
"You mean imagining her sucking a great big cock." Amy was grinning.
"That's right." I was grinning too.
Mel took a sip of her cocktail and said, "Okay, let's get back to our game. Jeanne is in the bedroom getting ready for her double date with Abby. She's so excited that you can hear her humming as she brushes her hair. Think about how you felt all afternoon today. Is there any reason you shouldn't feel just as excited when you're at home while Jeanne is getting ready for a date?"
Amy said, "Jeanne loves you. Maybe she even gave you a blow job before she started putting on her makeup."
Shaking my head, I said, "I wouldn't want her to do that."
Mel looked at me quizzically. "Why not?"
"All day today I've had a sexual edge. It makes this much more exciting. If Jeanne gave me a blow job before she left for a date I'd temporarily lose that edge. I'd much rather wait until she returned home."
Smiling, Mel said, "Okay, but I'll bet she'll have tried to fuck you to death the night before."
I laughed. "I'm sure that's true."
Amy added, "And you know that when she gets home she's going to do everything she can to show you how much she loves you.
"Yes, I believe that's true too."
Continuing, Amy said, "So is there really any reason to feel bad because Jeanne is getting dressed up for another man?"
Jumping in, Mel said, "Michael, women love getting dressed up. It's exciting for us."
Amy nodded. "And Jeanne has made it clear that she intends to regularly get dressed up for you. Didn't she just tell you that she plans to wear spike heeled pumps for you the entire time you're together in San Antonio?"
"Yes she did."
"And she promised to bring a whole wardrobe of slutty clothes for you too, didn't she." Amy was pressing.
"Yes, she also made that promise."
"Michael, you now have a wife who enjoys getting dressed up. Enjoy it. Yes sometimes it will be for other men, but when that happens you can have all kinds of nasty little fantasies about what she'll be doing with her date. Baby, you can help her get dressed for her dates. Imagine how exciting it will be to fasten her brassiere for her when you know that later that night another man will be taking it off."
I laughed, but I knew Amy was right. That would be incredibly exciting.
Mel said, "Michael honey, you're a voyeur. You like to watch, but think about it. There are lots of ways to watch. Consider how much fun it would be to help Jeanne pick out the panties she's going to wear for another man. Jeanne desperately wants to include you in her new life style."
"I want that too."
Amy said, "Then do it. Get involved and one of the ways to get involved is to help her dress for her dates.
Shaking my head, I said, "I never thought about it like that. It could be fun."
Smiling, Amy said, "It is fun. Mel and I do it all the time. We colloborate on all the outfits you see us wearing for our dates."
Mel nodded. "And you know how much I love Amy and how much she loves me."
"Yes I do."
Amy looked at Mel and said, "Our friend is making progress."
"Yes he is."
"Let's find out how much progress he's making."
"How do you plan to do that?"
"One simple little question."
"I can't wait to hear it."
Laughing, I said, "Neither can I."
Flashing me a devilish smile, Amy said, "Really?"
"Yes."
"Okay cuckboy, here it is. When Jeanne comes home from a date will you eat her pussy? You'll know another man just finished fucking her, but you'll also know that Jeanne makes her dates wear condoms, so she won't be messy."
Mel added, "But if she was with a man who was well endowed she still might be a little stretched out."
I considered Amy's question. After a moment I realized that I'd not only do it, it would be exciting. It was kinky and like Jeanne I was beginning to enjoy being kinky. I also knew that Jeanne would enjoy it too. She'd think it would be really slutty. That would make it even more fun for me. Smiling, I said, "Yes, I'd eat her pussy. It would be fun."
Amy stared at me for a moment and then she stood up and took off her shorts and panties. As she sat back down she spread her legs exposing her shaved cunt. "Prove it. Ken Denton finished fucking me a little over an hour ago. He has a thick eight inch cock. As you can see my pussy is still a little stretched out. Come over here and eat me."
Mel clapped her hands. "This is a wonderful twist to our game. Michael you do it first, then I want to do it too."
Laughing I stood up and walked over to Amy.
She said, "Take off your shirt and shorts. You can't eat pussy with your clothes on. It wouldn't be right."
Still laughing, I quickly removed my shirt and shorts. My cock was sticking straight out.
Next to me Mel said, "I love seeing a man with an erection."
Amy giggled. "I do too. Face it Mel, we're both sluts."
Mel stood up. As she peeled off her tee shirt and shorts she said, "Damn right. I'm getting naked too. This game is fun. When it's my turn I want to be ready."
As soon as Mel was naked Amy wiggled her finger at me and said, "Come here cuckboy, I have a freshly fucked pussy that needs a soothing tongue massage."
All three of us were still laughing. We were having fun. As I kneeled between Amy's parted thighs I hoped that Jeanne and I could eventually reach a point where we could have fun like this too. And then I remembered San Francisco and smiled. Jeanne and I had already reached that point. We still had to learn to trust each other enough to be able to freely enjoy it, but I was confident we could do that.
Feeling blissful, I closed my eyes and leaned forward.
Amy whispered, "Remember what we taught you Michael. At first a woman is sensitive. Start with butterfly kisses."
I lightly brushed my lips along the cleft of Amy's pussy. She sighed. "That's right baby, do that until you feel me getting wet." I gently blew on the lips of her cunt.
Giggling, Amy said, "You remembered. That feels nice too."



I felt Amy's moisture on my lips. She was beginning to get aroused. I kissed her.
"Perfect, your timing was perfect. Mel our baby is getting as good as you at eating pussy."
Mel kneeled next to me. Gently rubbing my back, she said, "That's right Michael, kiss her. Do you notice how loose she feels. She just enjoyed a big cock. She's still a little stretched out. Push your tongue into her. Imagine that big hard cock fucking Amy."
I pushed my tongue into Amy. She said, "That's right baby, now fuck my cunt with your tongue just like Ken fucked it with his cock."
Reaching behind me, Mel cupped my balls in her hand. As she gently squeezed them she whispered. "I hope Jeanne meets a man with a really big cock tonight. She'll love having her cunt stretched just like Amy loved having her cunt stretched by Ken this afternoon."
I was now madly licking and probing Amy's cunt with my tongue. She leaned forward. Holding my head between her hands she pulled my face into her. "Michael, that feels so good. I love to be eaten after I've had a really hard fucking."
Still kneading my balls, Mel said, "I'll bet Jeanne would enjoy this every time she comes home from a date. After you make her cum you can have a turn fucking her too. She'll be stretched and loose from the big cock she just enjoyed and she'll be wet because you just ate her. You'll be getting slippery seconds. Not because she's filled with another man's cum, but because she's so excited. Michael, there is nothing in this world more fun than making love to a really excited woman."
Suddenly Amy cried, "Michael, it's time. I want to cum. I want to cum now. Suck my clit baby! Suck my clit and make me cum!"
I did exactly that and Amy did cum. Her orgasm was volcanic. Mel and I were both impressed. Laughing, Mel said, "Damn, for a girl from Wisconsin that was a pretty good pop." That made me laugh.
We both kissed Amy and then Mel sat down in a chair. Spreading her legs, she said, "I know I said I was going to eat Amy after you were finished, but damn Michael, after watching that I need to pop too. Would you please do me."
"Mel, I would love to do you."
Mel grinned. As I slipped between her legs she said, "Poppin on the patio during cocktails. We are definitely twenty-first century. Hell, we might even get into Cosmopolitan Magazine."
Amy rolled her eyes.
I smiled and kissed Mel's cunt. She whispered, "Michael, do me sweet, just like you did Amy."
I did. Mel came quickly. When she was finished Amy said, "That didn't take long."
"Michael's good and I was in the mood. I'm from Chicago. When we're in the mood Chicago girls pop quick."
Smiling, Amy stood up and walked over to Mel and me. As she pulled both of us to our feet she said, "Let's get dressed and go inside. It's time for dinner."
We put our clothes back on. We neeeded them. The sun was going down. It was getting chilly. All three of us had goose bumps.
As we were walking into the house, Mel said, "Michael, you didn't get to cum. I understand, but it still doesn't seem fair."
"Don't worry Mel. I'm happy. Right now I have the perfect sexual edge."
Mel made fettucini alfredo, salad and garlic bread. Amy opened a bottle of California zinfandel. As usual, the dinner was excellent.
After dinner Amy and I cleaned the kitchen while Mel sat at the table sipping a glass of wine. It was an equitable arrangement. Mel was an outstanding cook. My culinary skills were limited to rinsing dishes, scouring pans and wiping counters. Slightly more proficient than me, Amy could also load the dishwasher.
After dinner, we retired to the living room and watched television while we waited for Jeanne to call.
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It was a little after ten when Jeanne called. That meant it was a little after eleven for her. During the previous hour I'd started to get nervous because it was getting so late. I was concerned that Jeanne might have encountered some sort of difficulty. Amy and Mel kept reassuring me. They both maintained that Jeanne was most likely having a good time and wanted to prolong the evening. Rationally I knew they were correct, but I couldn't help myself. I was still anxious. I had the same problem when my daughters started dating.
When the telephone finally did ring Amy, Mel and I all smiled at each other and then Mel answered it. "Hello." The speaker was already on.
"Hi Mel, is everyone there?"
Amy said, "We're all here Jeanne."
"Michael, I'm sorry it's so late. I lost track of the time."
"That's okay."
Amy said, "He was worried."
"I'm sure he was. You should have seen him while Tricia was out on her first date."
Giggling, Mel said, "I'll bet he was a basket case."
"He was."
Amy said, "You must have had a good time tonight."
There was a pause and then in a subdued voice Jeanne answered, "I did."
I immediately noticed Jeanne's reticence. I glanced at Amy and Mel. They both looked puzzled. They'd noticed it too.
I said, "Jeanne, I sense there's something wrong. Did something bad happen tonight?"
"No Michael, everything was fine. I'm just tired."
"Jeanne we've been married for twenty-seven years. We know each other. You can tell when something is bothering me and I can tell when something is bothering you. Right now it's clear to me there's something bothering you."
"Sweetheart I'm afraid you'll misunderstand."
"Total honesty Jeanne, that's the only way we're going to be able to make this work."
"I know but..."
Amy gently asked, "Jeanne did you meet a really handsome man tonight?"
Reluctantly Jeanne admitted, "I did." And then she quickly added. "Michael, you don't need to worry, you really don't. It's still just sex. You're the only man I'll ever love and you'll still always be my favorite lover."
Mel placed her hand on my thigh. I looked at her. She smiled and said, "Michael, the fact that Jeanne's concerned about your feelings is proof that she loves you."
"I do Michael, I really do. I'll always love you."
I said, "Don't worry Jeanne, I know that. Tell us about the man you met tonight."
"Okay, his name was Jerry Clay" Jeanne's voice was still subdued.
Amy asked, "Where does he live? I assume he was in town for the trade show."
"Yes he was. He's from St. Louis. He's an engineer for a company that makes steel girders for bridges and large buildings."
Mel said, "He sounds interesting."
Starting to relax, Jeanne answered, "He was very interesting."
"How old is he?"
"47"
"Two years younger than you and Michael."
"That's right."
I understood and appreciated what Amy and Mel were doing. By asking easy questions about this man they were giving both Jeanne and me an opportunity to relax and get used to talking about him. I made a mental note to remember to do this whenever Jeanne returned home from a date with a new man.
Amy asked, "Is he married?"
"Yes."
"Does he have kids?"
"He has a boy and a girl. His daughter is a sophomore in college. His son is a senior in high school."
"So he's not interested in any kind of ongoing relationship."
"No he's just like me. He occasionally enjoys a little fun on the side, but that's all he wants."
Mel said, "You mentioned that he's handsome. Is he tall?"
"Yes, He told me he's six foot five."
"That is tall, is he fit?"
"He played small college basketball. He still plays in a league at the YMCA twice a week and he told me he runs three miles every morning."
"So he was lean and handsome."
"Yes he was."
Mel and Amy's questions were having their desired effect. I was relaxing and regaining my self confidence while Jeanne was becoming increasingly straightforward about her answers. Deciding it was time to get involved, I asked. "Jeanne, I assume you went to his hotel room with him."
"Yes Michael, I did. That was the plan."
"Yes it was." My excitement was beginning to trump my fears. Taking a deep breath I said, "I assume you let him fuck you."
Suddenly nervous again, Jeanne tentatively answered, "Yes, I did."
Ignoring, Jeanne's uneasiness I asked, "Was he good?" I was careful to keep my voice calm and pleasant.
"Yes Michael, he was." Jeanne's voice was now a barely audible whisper.
Deciding that Jeanne needed reassurance I said, "It's okay. Amy, Mel and I have been talking about this. They told me it's inevitable that you're eventually going to meet men who are very good in bed."
"Michael, you'll always be my favorite."
"I know that Jeanne. It's okay, I'm still a little jealous, but that doesn't matter. I'll get over being jealous. What does matter is that I'm happy for you."
"You're happy for me?"
"Yes Jeanne, I love you. I'm glad you met some one who's outstanding in bed."
"Really?"
"Yes Jeanne."
"Michael, you don't have any reason to be jealous."
"I know that Jeanne, but those old attitudes are hard to shake."
"I understand."
"Don't worry, they're slowly disappearing. Did you have fun with..." I paused and asked, "Jerry Clay, that was his name, right?"
"Yes, Jerry Clay."
"Did you have fun with Jerry?"
"Michael, I really did."
"Did he have a big cock?"
Jeanne was silent. After a moment she said, "Yes Michael, he did." The reticence was back in Jeanne's voice.
I realized that Jeanne was once again worried about hurting my feelings. I considered trying to reassure her again, but then I decided the best way to reassure her was to continue discussing this in a relaxed, unemotional manner. I asked, "Did you enjoy sucking it?"
Jeanne shrieked, "Michael!"
"What?"
"I...You're not..."
"I'm not what? I'm not supposed to ask you that question?"
"Michael, I don't know. This is all so confusing. I don't know what to think. I wish I'd never started this."
Amy said, "Do you really believe that Jeanne?"
Jeanne was silent. After a moment she said, "I need to say something. Michael please let me finish before you try to respond, all right?"
"Okay."
"Jerry's cock was at least eight inches long and it was thick. In San Francisco I mentioned that I'd been with a man who had a large cock and I didn't enjoy it. I now understand why. The man I was with before was young. He was clumsy and self centered. When he tried to fuck me he jammed his cock into me. I wasn't prepared for it and it hurt. Jerry was larger than that guy, but when he started fucking me he was patient and graceful. He entered me slowly. He gave me an opportunity to get used to his size. When he did start fucking me I was ready for him and it was amazing. Jerry was a virtuoso in bed and his huge cock was wonderful."
A surge of jealousy stabbed at my gut. Mel was watching me. She gave my thigh a firm squeeze and whispered, "Listen to her Michael, she's not finished."
Jeanne said, "Mel's right Michael, I'm not finished and I beg you to keep listening to me."
"All right."
"Jerry was a talented partner. While sex with him was exciting, amazingly exciting, it wasn't as exciting as the sex I enjoyed with you in San Francisco. Michael, with Jerry or for that matter any of the other men I date, sex is a purely physical act. With you there is so much more. Of course we love each other and that alone makes it better, but there's still more. You're my friend and my soul mate. In San Francisco we talked, we used our imaginations, we explored our fantasies together. I can't do that with any man but you. Michael, big cocks are fun. I realize that now and I have to be honest with you. I am going to want to experience more of them, but you will always be my most exciting sex partner."
Jeanne paused. After a moment she said, "You're every bit as graceful and patient as Jerry was and I love your cock. It's not as big as Jerry's, but it's still wonderful and you have something extra, something that neither Jerry nor any other man I date will ever have. You have a bond with me, a bond that promotes trust and sharing. Michael you will always be my most exciting lover because we enjoy each other, we know each other and we care about each other. I feel like I can safely reveal all of my fantasies to you and I think you feel the same way about me. That allows us to share them with each other."
Jeanne took a second to think and then she said, "Yes, I do occasionally enjoy a man like Trent, a man who treats me like a slut, but I could never trust one of those men. The personality traits that make them exciting preclude trust and sharing. I found you twenty-seven years ago. You are my treasure and I promise you that I will do everything I can to keep from losing you. That includes giving up this lifestyle if it turns out that it's necessary. There, that's what I needed to say."
"Thank you for telling me that. We've discussed this before, but this is an area where I'm going to need a lot of reassurance."
"I understand."
"It's funny."
"What?"
"When I imagine you with a man like Jerry, a man who's a well endowed, skilled lover, I have several contradictory reactions. I'm jealous, I know you're telling me that I don't have any reason to be jealous, but I can't help it, I still am."
Amy said, "Years of conditioning."
I nodded and then I continued. "I'm also envious."
Jeanne asked, "Why are you envious?"
"I wish I had a big cock so I could drive you wild when we fuck."
"You do drive me wild when we fuck."
"Because you love me, but I'd like to be able to do what Jerry did for you tonight."
Mel said, "Michael, I love Amy and she loves me. She's my favorite sex partner and I'm confident that I'm her favorite sex partner."
Amy smiled at her. "You certainly are."
Mel continued. "We're both bisexual. We both love cocks. When I watch you fuck Amy I see her enjoying a pleasure that I can never give her. Yes, we have strap on dildos. You've watched us use them. They're not the same as the real thing. Nothing can replace a real cock.
Amy said, "But Mel is still my favorite and most exciting sex partner. If she asked me to do it, I'd give up cocks for the rest of my life."
"I would never do that. I love Amy. I want her to enjoy every pleasure the world has to offer. That includes real cocks, so I love watching you fuck Amy and when she has a client like Ken Denton I love hearing her tell me about the fun she had with him. Jeanne, do you get jealous when you hear us talk about having sex with Michael?"
"I'm sure you remember that I got very jealous when I first learned he was staying with you. You're dancers and professional escorts. Michael if you want to talk about insecurity try being a woman whose husband is living with two strippers."
Amy, Mel and I smiled.
Jeanne continued. "Then I thought about it. First I recognized that considering everything I've done during the last few months it would be outrageously hypocritical of me to be jealous about Michael's relationship with the two of you."
"Jeanne, you've never had any reason to be jealous. I'll always love..."My voice trailed off.
Amy and Mel burst out laughing. I could hear Jeanne laughing too.
Feeling chagrined, I said, "Yeah okay, I get it. That's exactly what you're telling me."
Jeanne said, "Michael honey, there's something that's even more important."
Amy said, "Tell us Jeanne. I think Mel and I know what it is and it is important. In fact it's what really matters."
Mel was nodding in agreement.
"Michael, right now you're living on a ranch just north of Tucson Arizona with two exotic dancers who used to be expensive escorts in Las Vegas. Do you realize how many men would envy you if they knew about your current living situation? You're going to have fond memories of this time you're spending with Mel and Amy for the rest of your life. I love you. How could I possibly want to stop you from having this experience."
I remembered what Charles Montgomery told me in my office on that Saturday I walked in on Jeanne and Derek Fischer in our bedroom. He said, "Michael during the days before her getaways Edith was actually giddy with excitement. It's fun to see the woman you love that happy."
I smiled. For the first time I actually understood what Charles was trying to tell me. Suddenly feeling very good, I said, "Jeanne."
"Yes Michael."
"Tell me about the fun you had with Jerry Clay tonight and please don't be shy about it. I love you. You had a memorable experience. I want you to share it with me."
Mel said, "Jeanne, before you start telling us about your date I want to ask you a question."
"Go ahead Mel."
"Do you still ever get Jealous about Michael's relationship with us?"
"No Mel, I don't."
"Do you understand why you don't."
"Of course. I gotten to know you. Now you and Amy aren't just Michael's friends, you're my friends too." She chuckled. "I will admit that occasionally I'm envious."
I asked, "Why?"
"The three of you are having so much fun. I want to be there too."
Mel said, "I'm certain that eventually a time will come when all four of us are together. Amy and I are looking forward to it as much as you are."
"I hope so, I really do." Jeanne paused for a moment and then she said, "But Michael this is important. I know you have to be away right now and I understand why, but there is a drawback to it. When you're away the men I'm dating are surreal figures to you. In your mind they're at least partially shaped by your fears and insecurities. If you met Trent you wouldn't be concerned about him at all. Baby he's a complete dufuss. He's good in bed, but his attributes end there. That's fine with me because all I want is a guy who's good in bed."
"When you first told me about him you said you found him interesting."
"I did and on a very superficial level I still do. Trent has all the sophistication of a high school football star. There's an arrogance about him that at this time in my life excites me, but only for sex. Trent and I never go out to dinner. I can't imagine having to make conversation with him for an entire meal." Jeanne chuckled. "But he sure does know how to make me act like a slut."
"What about Jerry Clay?"
"I think he's more like Amy and Mel. He's fun and interesting. You and I could both become friends with him."
"Me?"
"Why not. I've become friends with Amy and Mel. Michael, Jerry Clay isn't anymore interested in stealing me from you than Amy and Mel are interested in stealing you from me. If he lived here I could easily imagine a situation where the three of us went out for dinner."
"The three of us?"
"That's right, the three of us. We'd have dinner together and after dinner we'd go back to our house. Jerry and I would go into Tricia's old room and fuck while you watched television in the den. After Jerry leaves you and I would continue the fun in our bedroom. It could be a really exciting evening."
"I don't know Jeanne, I'm not sure I'm ready for..."
"Actually Jerry's pretty open minded. I'm fairly certain he'd be willing to let you come into Tricia's room and watch."
Next to me, Mel whispered, "You'd like that, wouldn't you. I'd like it too. If I was there I'd sit next to you. We could watch together."
Amy said, "Hey, what about me. I want to watch too."
Giggling, Jeanne said, "This is getting kinky. I really like that."
Shaking my head, I said, "The three of you are going to turn me into a total pervert."
Amy said, "No honey, you're already a pervert. We're just bringing it out of you."
Jeanne said, "Baby relax, let go. Believe me, being a pervert is fun. I'm enjoying every minute of it."
Next to me, Mel said, "Take it from a couple of old whores, she's right."
I smiled and then I asked, "Jeanne I know it's getting a late, but if you're not too tired I'd still like to hear a little bit about your date."
"That's why I called Michael. I really do want to share my new life with you. I was nervous tonight. I was afraid you might be hurt if I was completely honest about the fun I had with Jerry, but I still called. I didn't want to hide it from you."
"I appreciate that Jeanne. I think tonight has been good for us. My confidence is growing. Originally I'd just hoped to reach a point where I could tolerate our new life, now I think I might be able to enjoy it."
"Michael, that's the first time you've called it our new life. In the past you're always referred to it as my new life. That makes me happy. I want it to be our new life."
"I want that too Jeanne."
"I'm so glad."
"Jeanne, I gather you really enjoyed Jerry's cock tonight."
"I did."
"Tell me about it."
Giggling, Jeanne said, "A year ago I never would have imagined you asking me to tell you about another man's cock."
"A lot's changed in the last year."
"Yes it has. Okay, Jerry's cock. It was big. I figured that out while we were still sitting at the table in the bar."
Mel asked, "Were you sitting with Ruth and Abby at the time?"
"Yes."
"Did Ruth and Abby have men sitting with them too?"
"Yes all three of us paired up quickly."
Smiling, Mel said, "So while you were conversing with four other people you were playing with Jerry's cock under the table. I love it."
"It was really slutty, wasn't it."
"But you loved it, didn't you Jeanne."
"Yes Michael, I really did."
"Where was David?" Mel asked the question, but I was also wondering about it and I was certain Amy was too.
"He was sitting at the bar watching."
"Was Ruth flirting with her man?"
"Yes and she was so excited. Michael, Ruth is just as big a slut as Abby and me."
Nodding, Amy said, "I thought that might turn out to be the case."
Mel asked, "what was her guy's name?"
"Rob."
"Do you think she was playing with Rob's cock under the table?"
"I'm sure she was."
Amy grinned. "While her husband was sitting at the bar watching. That is so hot."
I asked, "Jeanne, were you excited when you felt Jerry's cock and realized how big it was?"
"I was. Michael I'm so glad we had this conversation. I was really worried about this. As you know my first experiences with well endowed men weren't very satisfying, but both Abby and Ruth are size queens. They've been telling me that if a guy can be patient a really big cock can be amazingly fun." Jeanne paused and asked, "Do you know what size queen means?"
"Yes, it's a term that describes a woman who has preference for large cocks. Is Ruth really a size queen?"
"Oh yes, even more than Abby. Ruth has told us a lot about her life before she met David. She was a real slut."
"I thought so." Amy was smiling.
"Does David know she's a size queen?"
"Yes Michael, he does. It excites him."
"I have to admit that knowing you're a size queen excites me too."
"While I'm both happy and relieved to hear that I think it excites David for different reasons than it excites you."
"What do you mean?"
"Michael, you're a voyeur. For you, the image of me sucking a big cock arouses you."
"It does."
"David is a voyeur too, so that image also arouses him, but for him there's an additional excitement."
"What is it?"
"Will you promise to try to understand?"



"Yes, of course I will."
"David is a lot like Paul. He's a submissive masochist."
"Okay, I understand."
Mel looked at me. "Do you understand? David is your friend. This is important."
"I get it, I really do. The humiliation he gets from knowing that another man might be better able to satisfy his wife excites him. Mel, you and Amy are wonderful teachers. You've taught me many things, but most importantly you've taught me to accept, no to celebrate, the myriad of sexual desires that excite each of us. If my old friend gets off on a little sexual humiliation that's his business." I paused to consider what I'd just said and then shaking my head I said, "No actually, it's my business too. He's my friend. I should be happy for him."
Amy said, "Mel, our friend is learning."
Mel answered, "Yes he is."
Jeanne said, "The two of you have been wonderful teachers for both of us."
Mel mumbled, "Thank you Jeanne. You and Michael have been good for us too." And then in a clearer voice she added, "Enough of this. Let's get back to the seamy stuff. I want to hear more about Jerry Clay's cock."
Nodding, Amy said, "I agree."
I understood. Both Mel and Amy were insecure about accepting praise. That made me love them even more. And yes, I did love them. Differently than I loved Jeanne, but I loved them.
Jeanne also understood. Without comment, she said, "When I discovered how big Jerry was I got so excited that I could barely contain myself. I actually considered unzipping his pants so I could take out his cock."
Laughing, I said, "I'm glad you managed to control that urge. I could be flying home right now to bail you out of jail."
"I believe I may have just found a way to get you to come home."
"Jeanne, don't..."
"Don't worry Michael, I wouldn't do that. I understand why you're away. I don't want you to come home until you're ready."
"Thank you."
"Let's get back to Jerry's cock." Mel was smiling.
"It was big and I liked Jerry. I was hoping he might be the man who could introduce me to the pleasure of big cocks that both Abby and Ruth had been extolling."
"I gather he was that man."
"Yes Michael, he was."
Abby said, "Tell us about it."
"We chatted for a little while. A guy can't just say, let's go to my hotel room."
I said, "You were playing with his cock under the table. That's not a subtle message."
Mel said, "Michael honey, there's still a protocol that has to be followed. Especially when there are other people seated at the table."
"I see."
Jeanne continued. "Abby and her date were the first to leave."
Amy said, "That makes sense. She's the most experienced at this."
"Ruth and her date left next."
Mel said, "She's the next most experienced."
"She is. I'm still a novice at this."
I said, "You've acquired some experience at Brady's."
"There's a different protocol at Brady's. Everyone is in a hurry to get home to their spouses. There isn't much time for social niceties."
"I see."
"Anyway, Jerry and I left right after Ruth and Rob."
"Was David still sitting at the bar?"
"Yes Amy, he was, but I think he left shortly after us. That was the plan. Going to a guys hotel room takes longer than a quick trip out to a car. David was supposed to wait for Ruth at home."
"Where was Jerry staying."
"The Calvert."
"Very nice." Turning to Mel and Amy, I said, "The Calvert is the city's finest hotel."
Amy smiled. "It's always nice to go first class."
"Damn right." Mel was nodding in agreement.
Jeanne said, "Michael, there's something I have to tell you."
"Okay."
"when we walked to the hotel Jerry took my hand. I let him do it."
"So you walked to his hotel holding hands."
"Yes, I'm sorry Michael. I was excited. I wasn't thinking."
"Did you enjoy it?"
Sighing, Jeanne answered, "Yes I did. I really am sorry."
"It's okay. I'm glad you enjoyed it."
"But..."
"I know, I was upset when I found out you held Derek Fischer's hand in the Kennsington Grill."
"Yes."
"That was a long time ago."
"It was only a few months."
"A lot has happened in those few months. I now feel much more secure about your love for me."
"I'm sorry I caused you to doubt it."
"We've laid that issue to rest. It's part of the past. I'd prefer to talk about the future."
"Okay."
"Jeanne, I know how much you enjoy holding hands. You find it exciting."
"I do."
"We talked about this is San Francisco."
"I know, but I'm so worried about hurting you again."
"You've rebuilt enough trust that holding hands with a date doesn't concern me anymore."
"Are you sure."
"Jeanne, I'm not only sure, I want you to do it. You enjoy it. I suspect it's an exciting part of foreplay for you."
"It is Michael and that's all it is."
"I know that Jeanne, so feel free to hold hands with your dates. It's just fun."
"Thank you Michael."
"Okay, so you and Jerry are walking to the Calvert Hotel holding hands. Tell us more."
Mel said, "Yes, we want to hear every bit of it. we're just getting to the good part."
"We had to be discreet while we were walking through the lobby of the Calvert."
Chuckling, I said, "I'm sure. That's a staid old hotel."
"We never had that problem in Las Vegas. That city doesn't have any staid old hotels." Mel was giggling.
"It certainly doesn't. Discretion is not paramount in Las Vegas." Amy was giggling too.
"We'll we were discreet." Jeanne giggled. "Until we got into the elevator."
I asked, "what happened in the elevator?"
"Jerry took me in his arms and kissed me hard on the lips. He turned into an animal. His hands were all over me. I was wearing a low cut peasant blouse without a bra. He pulled it down, exposed my left breast and started rolling my nipple between his fingertips. At the same time his other hand slipped down to my rear. He pulled my skirt up to my waist. I wasn't wearing panties. He pressed his fingers into the crack of my ass and started rubbing my asshole."
"In the elevator?"
"That's right Michael, in the elevator."
"That made you feel slutty, didn't it."
"Michael, it was so nasty. I was so hot I thought I might melt."
Mel leaned over, unbuckled my belt, pulled my zipper down, opened my trousers and took out my erect cock. "Jeanne, I have your husband's cock out he's rock hard."
"Baby, I wish we were together right now. We could be having so much fun."
Amy said, "You'd both be naked. You could be sitting on Michael's face playing with his cock while he kissed and licked you pussy and your ass."
"Would you like that sweetheart? Would you enjoy doing that while I told you about a date?"
Breathless with excitement, I answered, "Very much."
Now stroking my cock, Mel asked, "Jeanne, what happened when you got to Jerry's room?"
"He started kissing and fondling me again, only this time I unzipped his pants and took out his cock."
"It was big."
"Amy, it was incredible."
"Did you play with it?"
"Yes Michael, I did, but only for a minute or two. You know what I really wanted."
Smiling, I said, "You wanted to suck it."
"Michael, I'm such a whore. I did. I couldn't wait to get Jerry's big beautiful cock in my mouth."
"What did you do?"
"I stared into his eyes, licked my lips and told him I wanted to suck his cock."
"I'll bet he loved that."
"He did. He pushed me to my knees and then he unfastened his pants and let them fall to the floor. I pulled his boxers down. His big beautiful cock was right in front of my face. I held it in both hands. Every nerve in my body was tingling."
Amy slid off the couch. Kneeling at my feet, she took off my shoes and socks while Mel pushed my already unfastened pants down to my ankles. After pulling my trousers and boxers off Amy positioned herself between my legs. Then Mel wrapped her fingers around the base of my cock while Amy slipped it into her warm moist mouth. I closed my eyes and imagined Jeanne kneeling in front of Jerry Clay, his huge cock directly in front of her face.
Mel said, "Jeanne, Amy is now sucking Michael's cock. His eyes are closed. I'm pretty sure he's picturing you and Jerry."
"Are you Michael? Are you imagining me kneeling in front of Jerry?"
"Yes Jeanne, I am."
"What do you want me to do Michael?"
I smiled. This had suddenly turned into a kinky sex game and I was loving it. Nearly bursting with excitement, I said, "Jeanne, I want you to suck Jerry's cock."
"That's what I did Michael. I kissed Jerry's cock and then while I rubbed it against my lips I slowly slipped it into my mouth. I sucked him and licked him and sucked him some more. I felt his muscles tighten. He whispered to me that he was going to cum."
Mel said, "He was a gentleman."
"Yes he was."
I asked, "What did you do?"
"I took his cock out of my mouth and held it in front of my face while I masturbated him."
"You wanted him to cum on your face."
"I did. I was excited and feeling slutty. Was that okay?"
"Of course it was. Did he do it?"
"Oh yes, he shot big spurts of cum on my nose and cheeks. He got some eyes. He even got some in my hair."
"Did you enjoy it?"
"Michael, it was so nasty. I loved it."
"Then I'm glad you did it. It's just fun."
"It is Michael, it really is."
Amy was still sucking my cock, but she was a pro. Every time she felt me starting to lose control she backed off and let me regain my composure. I was fairly certain she could keep that going for the entire conversation with Jeanne. That was fine with me.
Mel asked, "So what happened next?"
"I went into the bathroom. After I washed my face I took off my clothes. When I returned from the bathroom Jerry was lying naked on his bed. He'd pulled the covers down. I lay down next to him. We kissed. While we kissed we fondled each other. Jerry explored my body. He played with my breasts and rubbed my cunt. I was wet, dripping wet. He finger fucked me and then he rubbed my clit. I had a small orgasm."
Giggling Mel said, "This is hot." I noticed that she'd opened her Jeans. Her fingers were inside her panties. I could see them moving.
Amy was still sucking my cock.
Jeanne laughed. "Mel, it was so hot."
"Tell us what happened next." Mel's fingers were moving more vigorously.
"I had my fingers wrapped around Jerry's cock. I could feel it starting to grow. I slipped down the bed and started sucking him again. Michael, I could have sucked him all night."
"You enjoyed his big cock?"
"Yes I did."
"I'm glad you met him."
"Are you? Are you really?"
"Yes, you had fun. I love you. I want you to have fun."
"Thank you Michael."
"How long did you suck him this time?"
"Just until he got hard again. He wanted to fuck me. I wanted it too, but I have to admit I was a little apprehensive."
"Because of your previous experiences with big cocks."
"Yes."
"It must have gone well."
"It did. Once Jerry was hard he sat up. When I started to lie down so he could get on top of me, he stopped me. He told me that because of his size his wife always starts on top. That allows her to set the pace and get used to his cock."
"Did you do that?"
"Yes and it was the perfect way to start. I got on top of Jerry and slowly sat down on his cock. He never moved. Once I had all of him inside me I sat still while he played with my breasts. Micheal, his big cock felt so good inside me. It was wonderful."
"I'm glad."
Amy still had my cock in her mouth. Next to me, Mel was still playing with herself, but her fingers were moving slower as she listened to Jeanne.
"After a minute or two I started moving, slowly at first, but as I became more confident about handling Jerry's cock I started moving faster. Jerry responded by moving his hips in time to my movements, but he was still allowing me to dictate the pace. Michael, it felt so good. It wasn't long before I was completely relaxed and we were fucking with abandon."
I asked, "How long did you stay on top? I know you prefer it when your partners on top."
"You're right, I do. After about ten minutes I was feeling confident so I leaned over and told Jerry that I wanted him on top." Jeanne giggled. "I didn't have to ask him twice. He rolled me over on my back, climbed on top of me and pinned me to the bed."
Mel said, "Oh baby, you must have loved that."
"I did. Jerry pushed his cock into me. I was now loose and wet enough that he slid right in. He waited for a moment to make sure I was alright and then he started fucking me. Michael it was incredible. He started slowly, but gradually he increased his tempo. After a couple of minutes he was fucking me hard and fast. I wrapped my legs around his hips and started fucking him back. It was raw lust. I had two orgasms."
"He was good."
"He was. He lasted for almost a half hour. By the time he finally came we were both exhausted. We lay quietly together for a few minutes. After we cleaned up and got dressed Jerry walked me to my car."
Mel smiled. "He was a gentleman."
"Yes he was."
Suddenly I felt Amy intensify her efforts. At the same time Mel took her hand out of her panties, reached over and wrapped her fingers around the base of my cock again. I understood immediately. Jeanne was finished telling us about her evening with Jerry Clay. It was time for me to cum.
I relaxed, closed my eyes and enjoyed the pleasure Amy and Mel were giving me. It wasn't long before I felt the tingling of pleasure building in my loins. I was excited. I'd been excited all day. Now that excitement and the corresponding tension was about to be released. The sensations of pleasure Amy was creating with her mouth were so intense that they were nearly painful and then the damn burst. A wave of ecstasy rolled through my body. Amy continued sucking me. Mel maintained her grasp on the base of my cock.
I laughed. It was a physical response to the pleasure I was experiencing.
Jeanne asked, "what's happening."
Mel answered, "Amy just sucked off your sweetie. He's been a little tense today. He popped pretty good."
Giggling, Jeanne said, "Thank you Amy and Mel. Michael, I'm so glad you met these two women."
Still giddy with excitement, I said, "Believe me Jeanne, I am too."
It was late. All four of us were tired, especially Jeanne. We said our good nights and I love yous and ended the call.
As we walked upstairs to the bedroom I said, "Thank you for everything you did today. I really appreciate it."
Mel gave my hand a gentle squeeze. "You're welcome sweetheart. When we get into the bedroom we intend to give you an ample opportunity to express your appreciation."
Laughing Amy said, "Yup, we intend to give that beautiful cock of yours a chance to do a whole lot of appreciating. By the time we go to sleep tonight you're going to understand just how much effort it takes to make two old hookers happy."
By the time we went to sleep I did understand.
We spent the next day at Danny's Lounge. While Mel and Amy danced on the stage and entertained men with lap dances I worked on financial portfolios in the dancer's dressing room. As usual it was work that I enjoy in an atmosphere that kept me constantly stimulated.
When we returned to Mel and Amy's that afternoon I checked my email. We had a message from Ruth. It was time for cocktails on the veranda so I helped Amy make three brandy Manhattans while Mel prepared an appetizer of guacamole, salsa and chips for us.
As soon as we were settled on the veranda I opened Ruth's email.
"Dear Michael, Amy and Mel
Michael, the office continues to function, but Jason and I miss you. So does Bernie Kyle. While he's never met you, he's heard us talk about you so much that he feels like he knows you. He really has turned out to be a fine young man. Jason and I both hope that when you return you can find a way to keep him employed with the firm.
I talked to Jeanne this morning so I know you talked to her last night after she got home from our evening out. Apparently she found a very exciting man. I also gather you were happy for her. I was pleased to hear that. This really is just the satisfaction of physical lust in its purest form and nothing more. Jeanne will always love you and I will always love David.
Yes, David and I are now fully committed to the cuckold hot wife lifestyle. When I first heard about Jeanne's new life I was envious, but I felt it was prudent to wait until our children were out of the house before I started dabbling in it. I was also concerned about whether or not David could really be happy while I was dating other men. After our recent experiences I'm now confident that we can pursue this life style without disrupting our home environment and David is now not only happy about it, he is enthusiastically embracing it."
Mel said, "It sounds to me like David and Ruth must have had a pretty good night last night too."
Nodding, Amy said, "It certainly does. This is definitely encouraging."
I took a sip of my Manhattan and continued reading.
"Amazingly, David seems to have enjoyed last night every bit as much as I did and believe me, I had a very good time."
Laughing, Amy said, "I guess that removes any doubt about our last conjecture."
Mel and I both smiled. I continued reading.
"Jeanne wasn't the only one who found an exciting man. I did too. His name was Rob Dayton. He was 31 and very handsome. He's a salesman for a company that makes power tools. He lives in Atlanta, Georgia. Like Jeanne's date, he was also well endowed."
Mel burst out laughing, "This must have been a trade show for big dick builders."
Amy nodded, "Yup, a monster cock rally."
"I wish we could have been there."
Giggling, Amy said, "We should have expected this. Ruth did say her date sells power tools"
"We have to get that company's catalog." Mel was still laughing.
Rolling my eyes, I continued reading.
"Omg Michael, I'd forgotten how much fun it was to party with a guy with a big cock. I suppose I should clarify that. I think Jeanne has told you that before I met David I was a bit of a slut. There's more. I was a size queen. Jeanne told me you talked about this last night, so you know what that means.
David is minimally endowed. I love him. He's my best friend, a wonderful husband and father and the love of my life. I wouldn't trade him for a thousand big cocks, but it was fun to get to enjoy one again last night."
And I did. Rob wore me out. I'm really not sure how many orgasms I had. For a while it seemed like I just kept cumming."
"That girl had a good night." Mel was grinning.
Amy made a fanning gesture in front of her face with her hands. "A nonstop orgasm, every sluts dream."
Both of them giggled.
I continued reading.
"Afterward, on my way home, I started to get nervous. I wasn't sure what I should tell David. While I didn't want to lie him, I didn't want to make him feel insecure or inadequate either. Jeanne told me she had a similar concern about you.
When I got home David was waiting for me. As soon as I was inside the house he took me in his arms, kissed me and told me how much he loved me. That made me feel more confident. The kids were both in their rooms, so before David and I retired to our bedroom I stopped in to see each of them.
The moment we were in our bedroom David and I attacked each other. We were both so excited. David wanted to know everything. As we were taking off our clothes he asked me if Rob had a big cock. I was expecting that question. I was nervous, but I told David the truth. He kissed me and told me he was hoping he would. That made me so happy. Once we were both naked we got on the bed. I lay down with my head propped up on two pillows. David lay between my legs. He gave me head while I told him about everything Rob and I did in his hotel room. I had two more orgasms.
Once I was finished telling David everything we switched places. I gave him a long slow blow job while he told me how happy he was that I'd been able to enjoy a big cock and how much he wanted me to continue partying with other men.



When he orgasmed I kept him in my mouth. I'll only do that for David. He's my husband, the love of my life. I want him to know that there are some things that will always be just for him."
"Amy said, "Jeanne does that for you too."
Mel added, "Because she loves you just like Ruth loves David."
I smiled at both of them and then I finished reading Ruth's email.
After David finished cumming he pulled me up on top of him and kissed me. We shared his semen and then I rolled off of him and lay by his side. He pulled the covers up over us, put his arm around me and held me tightly to him. I felt so safe and secure. While Rob was fun, nobody but David would ever be able to make me feel like that.
I hope you, Amy and Mel are well. Everyone sends their love.
Love,
Ruth"
As I set my computer on the table next to me, Mel said, "Whew, that was one hot email. That last part got me all squishy. I need a little release before we have dinner."
Amy stood up. "Me too, lets go upstairs for a rodeo fuck."
Mel popped out of her chair. "A rodeo fuck, that's an outstanding idea. Do you want to start out as the horse or a rider?"
"I wanna be the horse first." Amy was already walking through the door to the living room."
Turning to me, Mel said, "Come on Michael. Rodeo fucking is fun. We're going to start out as the riders. You get to fuck Amy while I sit on her face and pull on her nipples. You have to watch my fingers because the harder I pull, the faster you have to go."
Grinning, I stood up and followed Mel and Amy into the house. While I'd never experienced a rodeo fuck, all of Mel and Amy's sex games were exciting. I had to believe that rodeo fucking would be too.
I was right.
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During the ensuing days we fell into a comfortable pattern. Amy, Mel and I spent Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays at Danny's Lounge. Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays I played golf while they entertained men in the cottage.
Jeanne called every evening and we maintained regular email contact with Ruth. Jeanne, Abby and Ruth were making one or two visits a week to Brady's Saloon. David was going with them too. Of course he was always relegated to watching from the bar.
David wanted Ruth to call her old boyfriend, Nick Granger. Ruth was refusing. She wasn't opposed to dating, in fact she was eager to start, but not with Nick. She had too much baggage with him. She felt it would be better for both of them if Nick remained a fantasy.
Abby was dating an attorney she'd met at a charity fund raiser she'd attended with her husband. It wasn't anything serious, the attorney was married too.
Jeanne continued to get together with Trent every Saturday afternoon. She always waited until five o'clock our time to call us. She wanted to be sure that Amy and Mel were finished with their cottage dates before she called. Mel, Amy and I loved hearing about Jeanne's dates with Trent. They were always several hours of rampant lust.
Life progressed smoothly until the Saturday before Christmas. I was leaving for San Antonio the next day. We were waiting for Jeanne's five o'clock telephone call.
Amy, Mel and I were seated on the living room couch in front of the fireplace. I'd built a fire. At the opposite end of the room a Julia Ann movie was playing on the big screen television. Mel had covered the couch with bath towels. The three of us were wearing nothing but sweatshirts. This was our usual attire for Jeanne's Saturday afternoon telephone call. Jeanne adopted similar attire, but her outfit also included a vibrator. She didn't have two other people with her.
I was going to miss Amy and Mel.
At one minute to five the telephone rang. Amy answered. The speaker was switched on. "Hi Jeanne."
"Hi Amy is the speaker on?"
Mel said, "It is. Hi Jeanne."
"Hi Mel."
I said, "Hi Jeanne, how was your date?"
"It was." Jeanne paused for a moment and then she said, "Unsettling."
Suddenly concerned, I asked, "What happened?"
"I ended it with Trent."
Mel asked, "Would you like to tell us about it?"
"I would." We waited. After a moment Jeanne said, "We were following our normal routine. We were having fun. When Trent arrived I sucked his cock. Michael I'm getting good at deep throating. It's not uncomfortable anymore. I'm really starting to enjoy it."
"I'm looking forward to practicing with you next week."
"Me too. Anyway, after I sucked Trent's cock we moved into the bedroom. As soon as we got into bed I started sucking him again. It was only a few minutes before he was fucking me. Trent always recovers quickly from his first orgasm. He likes to cum on my tits so just before he orgasmed he pulled out of me and took off the condom. I masturbated him while he ejaculated on me. Once he was finished I went into the bathroom and cleaned up. When I returned I got back into bed and lay next to him."
Amy said, "So far it sounds like a pretty normal Saturday afternoon for the two of you."
"It was, but then everything changed."
Mel asked, "What happened?"
"We were lying in bed waiting until Trent was hard again so he could do me in my butt. That was how we always liked to finish the afternoon."
I said, "You've been doing that for a month now."
"Yes Michael, I've learned that I love anal sex. I know you prefer pussy fucking, but while we're in San Antonio I really would like it if you'd occasionally do me back there"
"Jeanne, if you enjoy it, I'll enjoy it."
"I'll make sure you enjoy it."
"I'm certain you will."
Mel said, "Jeanne, tell us what happened."
"Yes, I'm sorry. When I'm talking to the three of you it's easy to get side tracked. We were lying in bed together, side by side. Trent and I didn't cuddle and we almost never spoke to each other. Today was different. While we were lying there Trent suddenly sat up and announced that he didn't want me to go to Brady's anymore. He said I was his slut and he didn't want to share me with other men. Michael, I was incredulous."
"I'll bet you were."
"It got worse. He actually had the audacity to tell me that next week in San Antonio he didn't want me to have sex with you. He didn't even want me to let you see me naked."
Mel said, "Uh Oh, I think our game may have backfired."
"That's exactly what happened. I told Trent he was crazy. He was actually surprised by that response. He couldn't understand why I was upset. I'd been telling him that I was doing all those nasty things just for him. Things that I wouldn't even do for my husband. He told me I was supposed to be his slut."
Jeanne paused. After a moment she said, "I explained that yes, I was doing some things for him that I wasn't doing for anyone else, but that was just because I enjoyed being slutty with him. I agreed that I had told him I was his slut, but I reminded him that I'd also made it clear that it was only while we were together."
Amy said, "I gather he didn't accept that."
"He actually got mad. He told me that wasn't enough for him. He wanted me to be his personal slut and he didn't want to share me with anyone else, not even my husband."
Mel said, "Oh my, what did you say?"
"I told him he was acting like a jerk and asked him to leave. He told me he'd leave, but not until after he'd fucked his slut in the ass. I made it clear that wasn't going to happen and ordered him to leave immediately. He grabbed me. For a moment I was scared, but then I had an idea. I told him to get his hands off of me and get out or I'd call his wife. That stopped him."
Grinning, Mel said, "I'll bet it did."
"Trent stared at me. I repeated it. I demanded that he leave immediately or I'd call his wife and I meant it. Suddenly his entire demeanor changed. He scrambled for his clothes. As he was getting dressed he tried to apologize. I told him to shut up and get out. Michael, he tried to force me."
"I know Jeanne. I'm sorry I wasn't there to protect you."
"Michael, I think she did a pretty good job of protecting herself."
"You're right Mel she did, but I still wish I'd been there for her."
"I wish you had too Michael, but I created this mess and there are times when I have to live with the consequences."
Amy asked, "Jeanne did Trent leave after he was dressed?"
"He tried to apologize again, but I wasn't having any of it. I told him to get out or I'd immediately call his wife. When Trent heard that his face flushed and then he turned and ran to his car. As he was getting in to it I yelled at him to never call me again."
"Way to go girl." Mel was smiling.
I said, "After Trent left you must have been pretty upset."
"I was Michael. I called Abby. She came right over."
"Are you still upset?"
"No not really, Trent scared me a little, but he didn't actually hurt me. Truthfully I'm glad it happened."
Surprised by that reaction, I said, "You are?"
"Yes I am. I was getting tired of Trent."
"And this ended your affair."
"Yes Michael it did and I'm relieved. I wasn't looking forward to the drama that accompanies a break up."
Mel said, "There was a lot of drama in this breakup."
"Yes, but it was quick drama. It was over in a matter of minutes. Now the affair is finished and we can both move on."
"I'm glad you're not upset."
"I'm not Michael, in fact Abby just poured a glass of wine for both of us."
"Abby's still there?"
"Yes." Jeanne paused. After a moment she said, "I'm sorry, I should have said something. I should have introduced you."
"It's easy to understand why you forgot, but I would like to at least say hello to her."
"Just a moment." There was a pause and then we heard Jeanne say, "Abby they want to say hi to you."
We heard Abby answer, "Oh yes, I'd like that too."
Jeanne said, "Michael, Amy and Mel, this is my friend Abby Martin."
Abby said, "Hello everyone. I've heard so much about all three of you. It's a pleasure to finally get to talk to you."
"Hello Abby, I'm Michael Nolan. I've heard a lot about you too and I'm also pleased to finally get a chance to meet you. Thank you for taking care of my wife this afternoon."
Jeanne said, "Micheal, we take care of each other. We've become close friends.
"I understand that and Abby, I want you to know that it makes me very happy."
"Thank you Michael, most husbands won't let their wives associate with me."
Jeanne said, "Michael's not most husbands."
"He sure as hell isn't. He's the best damned husband ever."
Amy and I looked at Mel. She looked at us and said, "Oops."
Smiling, Amy said, "Abby, I'm Amy Cooper. Please excuse my partner. At times she can be a little exuberant."
"Exuberant? You've called me a lot of things, but you've never called me exuberant."
Jeanne said, "Mel, I thought all the girls from Chicago were exuberant."
Mel looked at Amy and then she looked at me. After a moment she said, "Jeanne, I think you've been spending too much time talking to us."
We all burst out laughing.
Once we settled down again Abby said, "Mel, it's nice to meet you. I love exuberant women."
"It's nice to meet you too Abby. I heard you have a rich husband."
"I do and he's very dear to me. I also heard that you like to speak your mind."
"Yup, that I do. I'm from Chicago. Girls from Chicago aren't only exuberant, they also always speak their mind."
Abby said, "Jeanne, you're right about Michael's friends. They are delightful. Mel and Amy, I hope some day we can meet in person."
Amy said, "We will. As soon as Michael gets home we'll come to visit."
Jeanne said, "I can't tell you how much I'm looking forward to that day."
"I am too Jeanne, but I have to be positive both of us are ready. This is too important to risk being premature."
Sighing, Jeanne said, "I know, but I miss you so much."
Abby said, "She really does Michael."
"I know that Abby. I miss her too, but both of us still need time."
"I know, I lost my second husband because we rushed things. It's hard to be patient, but we should have taken more time. If we'd done that I think it's possible Dennis and I might have made it."
"Abby, I know both you and Micheal are right and while I admit I have to agree with what you're saying, I still miss Michael."
I said, "Jeanne we'll be together in a few days."
"I can't wait."
"Neither can I."
There was a pause in the conversation. After a moment I asked, "So what are the two of you going to do tonight? Maybe you should go to Brady's."
"Michael, Brady's is dead on Saturday nights. Everyone has to stay home with their husbands and wives."
Abby said, "But I still thought Jeanne should do something tonight, so I called two guys I've known for years. They're coming over. They'll be here at 8:00. They're sort of like Amy and Mel. They're a couple, but they're bisexual. They love pussy just as much as cocks."
Mel said, "Our kind of guys. This could be a fun party. I love watching guys get it on."
Amazed, I asked, "Is that going to happen?"
Abby answered, "Jeanne and I have already changed the sheets on the bed in her playroom. All four of us are going to be in their together. I'm sure Mark and Bobby will be fondling and sucking anything they can reach."
Grinning, Amy said, "Jeanne this is your chance to experience a daisy chain."
I nodded. "That's right, you've said you'd like to try that."
"But Michael that was supposed to be with you."
"Jeanne this a chance to turn an unpleasant day into a memorable one. I say go for it."
"Are you sure?"
"Very."
"Oh my."
Mel said, "If you do a daisy chain you occasionally have to shift the order. That's the rule."
"You mean so Abby and I might be doing each other?"
"That's right." Mel was grinning.
"Abby giggled. "This will be fun. You can suck Mark while I do you, Mark does Bobby and Bobby does you; Then we can switch the order again."
"You mean so I'm doing..."
Clapping her hands, Mel said, "Girl, you're going to get to taste your first pussy tonight."
"Michael, will that be Okay?"
"Jeanne, it won't just be okay, it will be wonderful. I'm going to have some great fantasies tonight."
Abby said, "Michael I believe Mel is correct. You might just be the best husband in the entire world."
We all laughed. After a moment I said, "Jeanne, can I make a suggestion?"
"Of course."
"After we hang up I think you and Abby should take a shower together. You know, to get ready for your party tonight."
"Michael!"
Clapping her hands together Mel said, "This keeps getting better and better."
Giggling, Abby said, "I agree."
"Really?"
"Yes really. Ever since I first met you I've wanted to get into your panties."
There was silence. After a moment Abby said, "Michael your wife just kissed me."
"Did you kiss her back?"
"Oh yes and I loved it."
"Mel's right, this does keep getting better and better. Jeanne I think it's time to end this call. You and Abby have some business to attend to before your dates arrive."
"Michael are you sure about this?"
"Jeanne, I don't ever remember being as excited as I am right now."
"I love you so much."
"I know Jeanne, I love you too."
Abby said, "Michael, when you come home maybe the three of us could play together like you, Amy and Mel play."
Jeanne said, "I think he'd also like to watch."
"Is that true Michael? Would you like to watch me eat your wife's pussy?"
"Oh yes."
"Amy, as soon as Michael gets home we have got to visit them."
"Yes Mel we do."
Mel asked, "Abby when we visit could you invite Mark and Bobby to party with us?"
"They'd love that. They like kinky sex games even more than I do."
"I'm getting squishy just thinking about this. As soon as this phone call is over we're going upstairs. I need to get down and dirty." Mel was giggling.
I said, "Jeanne, have you and Abby had dinner?"
"No Michael, we haven't."
"I think it's time to end this call. You have to eat dinner and then you have to get ready for your party."
"Michael, are you going to be okay? I feel like I'm cutting our Saturday evening conversation short."
"Jeanne, you were the one who had a nasty confrontation today. I think I should be asking you if you're okay."
"Michael, I'm fine. I really do think it was a stroke of good fortune. It turned out to be a quick easy way to end the affair with Trent." Jeanne paused. After a moment she added, "Besides, it now looks like I'm about to have a very exciting evening."
"Yes you are."
"You're sure you're okay with it?"
"Do you promise to call me tomorrow while I'm driving to Texas and tell me every seamy little detail?"
"Every single one."
"Then I'm more than fine with it. I'm excited."
Mel said, "Jeanne honey, don't worry about your husband. As soon as we hang up we're going upstairs for a little party of our own. Michael's going to have lots of fun tonight."
Laughing, Jeanne said, "I should have known that I didn't have anything to worry about. Micheal's in very good hands."
Amy said, "And we intend to take excellent care of him tonight."
"Okay. Michael, I love you. I'll call you tomorrow. Amy and Mel, I'll call you tomorrow evening."
Mel said, "We'll be waiting. Abby, it was nice to talk to you."
Amy said, "We can't wait to meet you and Jeanne in person."
Abby said, "I look forward to that too. Good bye everyone."
Jeanne said, "Michael, have fun tonight. I love you."
"I love you too Jeanne. I hope you get to have some wonderful new experiences tonight."
Giggling, Jeanne said, "I already am. Abby is kissing my neck and rubbing my clit."
In a muffled voice Abby said, "Say good night Jeanne. It's shower time."
Still giggling Jeanne said, "Good night everyone." And then she ended the call.
Mel stood up and extended her hand to me. "Come on Michael. I promised Jeanne that you were going to have a very fun night tonight. I intend to keep that promise." I took Mel's hand. She pulled me to my feet.
Next to me Amy popped to her feet. "Yup, at least for a while, this is our last night together. We have to make the most of it." She took off for the stairs. Mel and I hurried after her.
We spent the next hour in a daisy chain. We kept switching positions. Mel and Amy couldn't get enough of me and I couldn't get enough of them either.
Later, downstairs, Mel made fettuccine Alfredo. She knew it was my favorite. After dinner we sat on the veranda in the dark staring at the stars. We didn't talk much. We didn't have to, we were friends.
It was almost 10:30 when we went back upstairs. In bed we kissed and fondled each other. I held Amy and Mel. They held me. We made love, tender, sweet, romantic love.
Later, as I lay in bed between my friends I thought about what had just happened. While I realized that I did love Amy and Mel, I also understood that it didn't in the least diminish my love for Jeanne. As I fell asleep, I smiled. I now knew that I would never again have to be jealous of Jeanne and her men friends. Love wasn't a limited quantity. It was boundless. There would always be plenty of love in Jeanne's heart for me and there would always be plenty of love in my heart for Jeanne. My smile turned into a grin. Cuckold boot camp was over.
The next morning we were up early. It was Sunday December 22. I was leaving for San Antonio. I packed and loaded my bags in my Escape while Mel made eggs and sausages and Amy brewed coffee and made toast. Breakfast was silent. Mel couldn't even bear to make eye contact with me.
As we walked to my Escape, Amy finally said, "Michael, I'm going to miss you."
Smiling, I said, "I'm going to miss both of you too."
Suddenly Mel launched herself into my arms. "Please don't forget about us Michael."
Amy followed her. Holding both of them as tightly as I could, I whispered, "I'll never forget either of you. You're my best friends."
Amy said, "will you promise to call us tonight?"
"I promise to call you every night."
Looking up at me with her big brown eyes, Mel asked, "Really?"
"Yes, really." I kissed Mel and then I kissed Amy. We held each other. None of us wanted to let go.
Finally Mel stepped back, wiped the tears from her eyes, took a deep breath and said, "Okay cowboy, it's time for you to hit the road."
Nodding, I gave both of them a quick kiss, got into my Escape, fastened my seat belt and backed into the dirt road in front of their house. I waved. Amy and Mel waved back and then I put my Escape into gear and drove to the corner. As I turned on to the road going north I glanced in my rear view mirror. Amy and Mel were still standing arm in arm in their front yard watching me drive away. Part of me wanted to turn around and go back to them, but I didn't. Jeanne was my true love. In two days she was going to be in San Antonio. I wanted, no I desperately needed to be there with her. Still, part of my heart now resided in Amy and Mel's ranch house north of Tucson. It would remain there always.
I focused my attention on driving. That was all I could do. I didn't even listen to the radio. Time passed. Miles did too. Shortly after noon I crossed the New Mexico state line. An hour later I stopped for gas in Deming. There was a Subway next door to the gas station. I bought a six inch roast beef and cheese with a little mustard. When you're driving the last thing you need is a sandwich that leaks lettuce, tomatoes, mayonnaise and peppers on your shirt and lap. You also want to avoid indigestion.



Halfway between Deming and Las Cruces my cell phone rang. It was Jeanne. Smiling, I answered it. "Hi Jeanne."
"Hi Michael, where are you?"
"Just west of Las Cruces, New Mexico."
"Is it pretty?"
"It's high desert. I think it's very pretty. How was your party last night?"
"It was amazing."
"Tell me."
"Mark and Bobby are so much fun. Michael, they're totally uninhibited. They're a gay couple, but they don't view themselves as gay or straight. They don't think in those terms. They think of themselves as highly sexual. They enjoy sex in all of its forms."
"They're like Mel and Amy."
"I had that same thought."
"Tell me about more about them."
"Their full names are Mark Shanley and Bobby Devereaux."
"Devereaux? Is Bobby French?"
"No, he told me he's from New Orleans."
"I see."
Bobby and Mark met in college, but they didn't start having sex with each other until they were in their late 20's. They were best friends and they loved sex. They couldn't understand why they shouldn't they enjoy it with each other, so they started. Michael they really are totally uninhibited. It's exciting to party with them.
"I'm sure it is. What do they do for a living?"
"You know that chain of women's clothing stores called Capricio?"
"Sure, they're in all the malls. Clothing for the adventurous woman, isn't that their catchphrase?"
"It is. Michael, Mark and Bobby own that chain of stores. I think they're rich. They drove a Ferrari to our house last night."
"A Ferrari?"
"Yup."
"Did you get to ride in it?"
"No, last night we partied at home, but after I get back from San Antonio they want to take Abby and me to a club. They love to dance." Jeanne paused. After a moment she asked, "Michael, is it okay if I go to night clubs with them? You don't have any reason to be jealous. Mark and Bobby are definitely not looking for a serious relationship."
"Jeanne, I'm perfectly okay with that. Honestly, I really do think they sound a lot like Amy and Mel."
"I think so too Michael."
"Tell me more about them. Are they handsome?"
"They're not really handsome, not in the traditional sense, but they're incredibly good looking. Actually I think I'd call them pretty."
"Pretty? Are you saying they're effeminate?"
"No, not really. They're not swishy, not at all, but in many ways they are more feminine than masculine. They dress immaculately, chic clothing and gorgeous jewelry. They had manicures and pedicures. Michael, they wore nail polish."
"Nail polish?"
"It was subtle, kind of a pearl color. It really wasn't all that noticeable."
"Okay, tell me more."
They both have long, beautifully styled hair and they wore an absolutely divine cologne. Oh and neither of them had any body hair, none at all. I'm sure they've both had electrolysis."
"They're a little different than Trent."
Laughing, Jeanne said, "That's for sure, but Michael, I really liked them. They're fun and smart and so adventurous in bed."
"How were they adventurous?"
"When they got to our house I made Manhattans. We were sitting in the living room getting to know each other. We started talking about oral sex. All of the sudden Abby was on her knees sucking Bobby's cock and we were discussing her technique. All three of us took a turn. I sucked Mark. After my turn was over Bobby sucked him and then Mark sucked Bobby."
"And while that was happening you were discussing each others technique."
"That's right. I think you would have enjoyed it."
"Yes, but only as an observer. I'm still a little shy."
"And you're a voyeur. You like to watch."
"I love to watch."
"Michael, I told Mark and Bobby about you. They're eager to meet you. They want you party with us. You're welcome to participate, but if you'd prefer it, you can just watch."
"That would be fun. I'll probably just watch, at least at first."
"I told them about Ruth and David too. We're going to get together with them after I get back from San Antonio. Mark, Bobby and Abby all love role playing games. We're going to create a game for David. He wants to watch Ruth and he's really getting into being submissive. Ruth bought a chastity cage for him."
"Really? Is he wearing it?"
"24/7, Ruth wears the key on a gold neck chain. She even wears it in the office."
"Damn, does Jason know about this?"
"No, she wears the key under her blouse."
"Life certainly has gotten interesting."
"Yes it has."
"Tell me more about your party."
"After the cock sucking symposium we moved into the bedroom. We started with a daisy chain."
"Did you keep shifting positions?"
"Oh yes."
"Did you go down on Abby?"
"I did. Before the guys arrived we showered together and played on the bed, so I wasn't feeling at all shy. When we started the daisy chain I eagerly took a turn with everyone. Michael, I like eating pussy."
"I do too." I was laughing.
"Yes, I know you do. Micheal, if we party with Mark and Bobby after you get home would you eat my pussy while I suck a cock? I'd really like that. I'd also like to suck your cock while Abby eats my pussy. I know you've already done that a lot with Amy and Mel and I did it last night with Mark, Bobby and Abby, but I'd like to do it with you."
"I'd like to do it with you too Jeanne."
"Thank you Michael."
"Michael."
"Yes Jeanne."
"Last night Bobby fucked me while I sucked Mark's cock. Was that okay?"
"Did you enjoy it?"
"I really did."
"Then it's okay. Jeanne, it was just a three way. Amy, Mel and I used to do things like that all the time."
"I know, but it was the first time I've ever been with two men at the same time."
"It was really slutty, wasn't it."
"It was. Just thinking about it is getting me wet."
"What was Abby doing while this was happening?"
"Watching and masturbating. I did the same thing when it was my turn to watch."
"When it was your turn?"
"Yes, we all took a turn watching. I told you, Bobby and Mark are very adventurous."
"They are."
"Michael."
"Yes Jeanne."
"Abby took a picture while I was playing with Bobby and Mark. I asked her to do it. She used my phone. We thought you might enjoy it."
Chuckling, I said, "Yes, I think I would."
"As soon as we're done talking I'll send it to you."
"I'm already excited."
Jeanne laughed.
I said, "Jeanne, I'm glad you had fun last night. It sounds like Bobby and Mark are going to be exciting playmates for you."
"I think so too. Thank you for understanding."
"Jeanne, I just finished cuckold boot camp."
Laughing again, Jeanne said, "I always loved it when Amy and Mel said that."
"Me too. Anyway, I'm way beyond understanding. Now I'm just as excited as you are about all of this."
"I'm so glad Michael."
"Jeanne, we'd better end this call. I'm entering Las Cruces. Talking on the phone while you're driving through an unfamiliar city is asking for trouble."
"Yes, I have to go too. I'm meeting Jodie and Trisha at the mall. We're going to shop for clothes for the trip."
"Are you planning to go to Capricio?"
"Oh yes."
"Buy some sexy clothes."
"I plan to. Michael, what about Christmas presents?"
"Transporting them will be a problem. I'm going to buy gift certificates for a San Antonio department store. That way you can all go shopping after Christmas."
"That will be fun. We'll do the same for you, but we may have to buy them after Christmas. I don't know much about the stores in San Antonio."
"There's a Golf Galaxy in San Antonio."
"Oh, all right. That will be perfect. There's one not far from the Mall here. We'll go there this afternoon."
"Give Jodie and Tricia my love."
"I will. Bye Michael. I love you. I'll call you tomorrow."
"Bye Jeanne, I love you too."
Jeanne ended the call.
I took the first freeway exit in Las Cruces and found a gas station. After filling my tank I parked my Escape next to the convenience store, went inside, used the facilities and bought a diet Dr. Pepper. When I returned to my Escape I opened the soda and checked my cell phone. I had a text from Jeanne. There was an attached photo. It was a picture of Jeanne and two men. All three of them were naked. Jeanne was lying on her back in the middle of a king sized bed. One of the men was positioned between Jeanne's spread legs. He was fucking her and playing with her large breasts. The other man was kneeling next to her head. Jeanne's face was turned towards the camera. He was rubbing the glistening head of his large erection on her cheek. It was clear that Jeanne had been sucking him.
Jeanne was smiling. Her smile made me smile. I considered that reaction. I wasn't angry or even upset. I was happy for Jeanne. It was obvious that she was having a wonderful time. I remembered Charles Montgomery's words. "It's fun to see the woman you love that happy." I now not only understood his words, I agreed with them. Chuckling, I started my car. Cuckold boot camp really was over and I had graduated with flying colors.
As I pulled on to Interstate 10 I considered the possibility of going home after Christmas. I immediately rejected the idea. I was ready, but was Jeanne ready for me? She was having a wonderful time. If I returned home right now it was possible that she might view me as an impediment to her new life style. That would devastate me.



        Awakenings Ch. 23

        Christmas in San Antonio.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/awakenings-ch-23

Title: Awakenings Ch. 23

Author: Goodhusband

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Christmas in San Antonio.

Tags: hot wife, cuckold, extramarital sex

Series: Awakenings


This story is the twenty-third episode in a series entitled "Awakenings". If you have not read the previous twenty-two episodes of this series, I encourage you do so before beginning this chapter.
I remind you again that I write cuckold stories. While I try to make them loving cuckold stories, they do depict an alternative life style. If you're offended or upset by stories about sexual attitudes and behaviors that are different from your own I strongly suggest that you find something else to read.

I spent the night at a Motel 6 in Fort Stockton, Texas. It had been a full day of driving. I got in late. The Motel 6 had a bed and shower. I bought a Whopper with cheese at a Burger King and a quart of Tecate beer and a bottle of orange juice at a convenience store. I drank the beer before I went to bed. The orange juice was for the next morning. Motel 6's don't serve breakfast, but they do have a pot of good coffee in the office. They let you fill your go mug. Orange juice and a big cup of coffee are all I really need to get started in the morning.
San Antonio is only a half day's drive from Fort Stockton. It was a little after 2:00 when I pulled up to the Liberty Hotel's front entrance. The Liberty is a magnificent old hotel on San Antonio's River Walk.
The city of San Antonio was built along the banks of the San Antonio River. In the early 20th Century a group of forward thinking city officials began working to develop the river into a first class tourist attraction. Over time, bars, restaurants and hotels were constructed along the banks and tourist barges featuring mariachi bands began plying their way up and down the river. Gradually the River Walk became a major attraction.
The Liberty is one of San Antonio's most prominent hotels. When Presidents and movie stars visit San Antonio, they stay at the Liberty. I'd booked a suite for Jeanne and myself, a room for Tricia and Paul and another room for Jodie. It was expensive, but that's why I spent so many nights in Motel 6's. When the occasion arose I wanted to be able to enjoy first class accommodations. This was one of those occasions.
The bell man took my bags and the valet parked my Escape in the hotel garage. I wouldn't use the Escape again until I returned from taking my family to the airport for their flight home. There were going to be five of us, all adults. We need something much more spacious. After I was settled in our suite I took a cab to the downtown Hertz office. They had a white Cadillac Escalade. It was exactly what we needed. I rented it.
After leaving the car rental agency I drove the Escalade out to La Cantera. La Cantera is an upscale development featuring a luxury resort, golf courses and shopping. The shopping complex has a Nordstrom's Department Store. I bought gift certificates for Jeanne, Tricia, Jodie and Paul. I knew my wife and my daughters. They could happily spend an entire day shopping at Nordstroms.
A sign in the window of a gift shop near Nordstrom's advertised Christmas decorations at 50% off. It was the day before Christmas Eve, they were trying to get rid of their stock. I went inside. There was a clearance table across from the cash register. A lone artificial Christmas tree eighteen inches tall with lights stood amidst an array of ornaments, figurines and candle holders. Marked down from $39.95 to $16.95, it was perfect. I bought it.
That night I had dinner at the hotel. As I was walking into the restaurant I noticed a sign. It read, "Make your reservations for our gala New Years Eve Party, the grandest party in San Antonio." After I finished dinner I stopped at the concierge desk and made reservations for five.
When I returned to my hotel room I called Mel and Amy. They were looking forward to having both Christmas eve and Christmas day off. Mel laughingly told me that while they loved to fuck and dance naked in front of men, they occasionally needed a break. I told them I understood. Regardless of what Mae West might have said, too much of a good thing will eventually wear you down. Next I called Jeanne. Excited, she talked nonstop. I couldn't blame her. I was excited too. We were going to get to see each other the next day.
The following morning, Christmas Eve, I had breakfast in the hotel coffee shop. After breakfast I took a stroll on the River Walk. Jeanne, Tricia, Jodie and Paul's plane wasn't due to arrive until 2:30. I had to kill some time.
I left the River Walk and hiked across downtown to Market Square. The locals called it El Mercado. It's an outdoor plaza filled with restaurants, fruit and vegetable stands and shops. Realizing that Jeanne and the girls would love it, I made a mental note to bring them there after Christmas.
On my way back to the hotel I decided to try to find the Alamo. It wasn't difficult. It's located on the edge of downtown San Antonio only two blocks from River Walk. It's surprisingly small. I went inside. It was crowded. Everyone was whispering. Reverence and respect permeated the atmosphere.
As I left the Alamo, I took out my cell phone. It was one o'clock. At 11:30 I'd received a text from Jeanne. "All four of us are on the plane. Thank you for the first class seats. They're wonderful. See you soon. Love Jeanne."
I hurried back to the hotel, brushed my teeth, combed my thinning hair and put on a clean shirt. At 1:30 I was in the Escalade on my way to the airport. At 2:10 I was parked in the cell phone waiting lot. I'd scouted the passenger arrival doors and was playing solitaire on my cell phone.
At 2:35 I received a new text from Jeanne. "We're here, just got off the plane. We still have to get our bags." I wrote back, "I'm in the cell phone waiting lot. Text me when you have your bags. I'll pick you up at the arrival doors."
Twenty minutes later I received another text. "We have our bags." I replied, "On my way. See you in a few minutes. Driving a white Cadillac Escalade."
Overwhelmed with excitement, I backed the Escalade out of the parking space, shifted it into gear and drove to the arrival doors.
It was crowded, but I immediately spotted Jeanne. The girls and Paul stood at the
curb waiting with her. True to her word Jeanne wasn't a brunette anymore. She was
now a blond bombshell reminiscent of Marilyn Monroe and Jane Mansfield. Wearing
skin tight black capri slacks, a leopard print crop top with a deep v neck that
barely contained her large breasts and a pair of spike heeled platform sandals,
Jeanne's outfit was the perfect compliment for her new hair color.
Jodie saw the Escalade and waved. I double parked and jumped out of the SUV.
Jeanne ran to me, threw her arms around my shoulders and kissed me hard on the lips. "Michael, I've missed you so much."
"I've missed you too Jeanne." We kissed again.
Next to me, Jodie said, "Hi daddy."
I let go of Jeanne and hugged Jodie and then I hugged Tricia. After hugging Tricia I turned to Paul and said, "Hello Paul, I'm glad you were able to join us."
"Thank you for including me Mr. Nolan."
"Paul, please call me Michael."
Shaking her head, Tricia said, "No daddy, he should call you Mr. Nolan. It's appropriate. You are my father."
I stared at Tricia. Jeanne squeezed my hand. I looked at her. She mouthed the words, "Let it go."
Understanding, I nodded and said, "Come on Paul, let's get the bags into the car."
After loading the bags we all got into the Escalade, Jeanne in the front with me, Paul, Tricia and Jodie in the back. As we left the airport Jodie asked, "Daddy, do you like mom's new hair color?"
Smiling, I said, "Yes Jodie, I do."
"I had it done yesterday, just for you. I also bought a new outfit." Jeanne was grinning at me.
Remembering how devastated I felt when I saw Jeanne with a new hair do, wearing a brand new dress for her date with Derek Fischer, I said, "Thank you, thank you very much."
Jeanne said, "No one has ever been or ever will be more important to me than you are."
"I think I now understand that."
In the back seat the girls and Paul were silent, but the silence was short lived. Jodie, my younger and more precocious daughter asked, "Daddy we want to hear about the hookers you lived with in Tucson."
"Didn't your mother tell you about them?"
Tricia said, "Of course she did, but we want to hear about them from you."
"Okay, their names are Amy Cooper and Melody Adams. They're now very close friends."
And so began the process of catching up. The girls listened and then they asked questions. They were particularly interested in Danny's Lounge and were amazed to hear that I was now the accountant of record for two dozen exotic dancers.
They asked about the cottage and listened with rapt attention as I described how it operated. At one point Jodie giggled, "Daddy, you were their pimp."
Jeanne immediately intervened. "Jodie honey, you're dad wasn't their pimp, he was their friend. He didn't profit from their business, but he did help them with it."
Suddenly serious, Jodie said, "I know that mom. I was just teasing dad. Daddy, you knew that, didn't you?"
"Yes Jodie, I did, but remember, your mother and I are recovering from a serious dispute. I think she's still concerned about protecting my feelings."
Jeanne said, "Michael, if I'd been a little more concerned about your feelings last summer we might not have had go through this serious dispute."
"Jeanne, we've put that behind us. Now were just trying to adapt to a new life. Frankly, I'm enjoying it. I love the new Jeanne."
Smiling, Jeanne patted my thigh.
Behind us, Jodie quietly said, "I was at least partially responsible for that serious dispute."
Shaking my head, I said, "No Jodie, your mother and I are adults. We're responsible for the choices we..."
Jeanne interrupted. "No, I was responsible. Michael, I was the one who chose to hide my burgeoning sexual desires from you."
"Mom, you wanted to tell dad. I asked you not to do it. Dad, I was ashamed. I didn't want you to know how adventurous I'd become."
Tricia laughed. "Adventurous, that's a euphemism if I've ever heard one."
"Shut up Tricia, you're even worse than I am."
"Girls, neither of you are bad and Tricia I think adventurous is a good way to describe our lifestyles." Jeanne was trying to keep the conversation civil.
There was an awkward silence. After a moment Jeanne whispered, "Michael, don't leave them hanging. You need to say something."
I wasn't deliberately evading the issue, I was just trying to figure out what to say. Realizing that Jeanne was right, I took a deep breath and said, "Girls, I'm not sure how I would have reacted if I'd learned about all of this last summer." Chuckling, I quickly added, "No that's not true. I do know how I would have reacted. I remember how devastated I felt after I talked to the two of you on the telephone the morning after your mother's date with Derek Fischer."
Tricia said, "Daddy, we're both sorry about how callously we handled that conversation. We should have tried to understand how you were feeling. We didn't. Instead we just expected you to accept what was happening."
"I'm not sure there's much either of you could have said to me that day that would have helped me understand. I needed time. That's why I went away."
Jodie said, "We know that, but we still feel like we made you go away."
"Jodie, this has been a major change for both your mother and me."
"Dad, we know that too. That's why we feel like we should have tried harder to help you understand."
"Many people, especially older people don't adapt to change easily. The process can be difficult, even painful. I needed the time. I think your mother did too. I was also fortunate. I met Amy and Mel. You're my daughters. Sex is a difficult subject for fathers and daughters. When I met Amy and Mel I didn't have an emotional connection with them. That made it much easier for me to learn from them."
"Your father is right. Amy and Mel were a godsend for us. We were starting to work things out in San Francisco, but Amy and Mel definitely helped speed the process."
"They did help me. Now I'm ready to accept all of your lifestyles. You're still my daughters. I don't think I'll ever want to hear the details of your adventures, but you don't have to hide them from me."
Jodie said, "Thank you daddy."
Tricia said, "Daddy, a friend of mine told me there's an air force base in San Antonio. She said that this week the city is going to be crawling with horny air force guys on passes. Would you mind if Jodie and I hooked up with a couple of them?"
"You're adults. You don't need my permission, but I do hope we'll get to spend some time together sight seeing."
"Don't worry daddy, Tricia and I want to spend lots of time with you. If we go out it will be after dinner."
Jeanne said, "It's Christmas Eve. We should be together tonight."
Jodie said, "Don't worry mom, we won't go out tonight."
Tricia nodded in agreement.
I said, "If you do go out you should invite your mother to join you. I'll bet she'd enjoy meeting a horny airman too."
"Michael!"
"What?"
"Would you be okay with that?"
"Sure, why not?"
Jeanne thought for a moment and then she said, "No way buster, this week I'm all yours and only yours."
Smiling I said, "Okay." And then, taking a quick glance over my shoulder, I asked, "What about you Paul, do you mind if Tricia hooks up with a couple of horny airmen this week?"
There was a moment of awkward silence. I sensed that everyone was amazed that I'd asked Paul that question.
After a moment he answered, "Sir, it wouldn't be appropriate for me to mind. Mistress Patricia is my superior. I'm her servant. What she chooses to do with other men is none of my business."
Tricia said, "That's a commendable answer Paul. It shows you know your place. You've become a loyal servant. I'm proud of you."
Not being able to see Paul's face without taking my eyes off the road, I couldn't tell how he was reacting to Trisha's comments, but I knew how I was reacting. Anger was welling up inside me.
Sensing my mounting ire, Jeanne placed her hand on my knee and once again mouthed the words, "Let it go."
Realizing that she was right, I took several deep breaths and calmed myself.
As I was doing that, Jeanne turned to Tricia and said, "I understand that you and Paul are choosing to lead an alternative lifestyle, but it's Christmas Eve. We haven't been together for months. I really would like it if we could just be a family tonight. Also Tricia, your dad has had to deal with a lot of changes lately. I think it would be nice if you'd try to be subtle about your new lifestyle this week."
"Yes mom, of course. Dad we're not trying to upset you, we really aren't. Paul and I have chosen to adopt a different lifestyle. We're both enjoying it, but we realize that it's different and you're still adapting to some major changes, so we'll try to be discreet."
"Thank you Tricia. This week I'd appreciate that."
Everyone was quiet for a moment. Jodie finally broke the silence. "Dad have you been to the River Walk?"
"I was there this morning. It's charming and exciting. I'm sure it's even more beautiful at night, especially since its decorated for Christmas."
Jeanne said, "It sounds wonderful. How far is it from our hotel?"
"The liberty is on the River Walk. They have a patio bar adjacent to the river."
"Can we have a drink there before dinner?"
"I think that's an excellent idea."
I exited the freeway. We passed through an older part of the city and then suddenly we were surrounded by hotels, souvenir shops and a park.
"That's Alamo Plaza on our left."
Jodie asked, "Dad is that the Alamo on the other side of the plaza?"
"Yes."
Everyone stared.
I turned the corner, pulled up to the main entrance of the Liberty Hotel and stopped. Two bellmen converged on our Escalade. One of them opened Jeanne's door. The other one met me as I opened my door. He asked, "Are you checking in?"
"My wife and I are already checked in. My daughters and my son-in-law still have to check in. We have a reservations for them." While Paul wasn't actually my son-in-law, I didn't see any reason to complicate the situation.
As I stepped out of the Escalade, he said, "Very good sir. We'll take care of your bags. As soon as everyone is checked in stop at the bell desk and give us your room numbers. We'll bring your bags to your rooms. Are you using valet parking?"
"Yes."
"Leave your keys. The valet will take care of your car. We'll have your ticket at the bell desk."
"Thank you." I pressed a folded twenty dollar bill into his hand.
"Thank you very much sir. Merry Christmas."
"Merry Christmas to you."
As we walked into the hotel Jeanne whispered, "Michael, this is a really nice hotel. Can we afford this?"
"Yes Jeanne, we can."
Smiling, she said, "This is going to be the best Christmas ever."
After getting the girls and Paul checked into their rooms we stopped at the bell desk and gave the head bell man our room numbers. As he was taking care of our bags I slipped a ten dollar bill to both Jodie and Tricia. "After the bell man brings your bags to your rooms, give him this tip."
Tricia said, "Daddy that's too much. Two dollars should be plenty."
Shaking my head, I said, "Tricia, tips are important to people in the service industry. They represent a large portion of their income. We've been fortunate, we can afford to be generous."
"But dad..."
"If it makes you feel better, look at it this way. Do you remember Uncle Eddie?"
"Sure at Thanksgiving he used to smoke cigars, drink too much whiskey and tell dirty jokes. He was a lot of fun."
Laughing, Jeanne said, "That was Uncle Eddie. Edna, his wife, was always mortified."
Jodie asked, "Wasn't he the guy who stood up during dinner, dropped his trousers and pointed at his wiener?"
"Yes dear, that was Eddie. He didn't like George W. Bush. He was trying to make a point. Edna was so embarrassed that I was afraid she was going to slump so far down in her chair that she'd end up on the floor under the table." Jeanne was shaking her head.
Giggling, Jodie said, "It almost put me off sex."
Tricia laughed. "Well you certainly made a full recovery."
"As did you slut sister." Jodie was laughing too.
I said, "Before this conversation goes too far adrift I'd like to finish what I was trying to explain."
Jodie said, "Okay daddy, we're listening."
"Before he retired, Eddie was a traveling salesman. He sold tractor parts. He once told me that if you're staying in a new hotel, a place where you've never stayed before, when you first arrive it's always a good idea to spread a little money around."
Nodding, Tricia said, "Now I get it." And then she laughed. "Even if he did like to flash his shriveled old dick, Eddie was a pretty smart man."
"Yes he was."
As we walked to the elevators, Jodie asked, "So what's the schedule?"
Jeanne said, "Your father and I need a little private time."
Wiggling her eyebrows, Tricia said, "I'll bet you do."
Jeanne winked at Tricia and said, "Yes, you understand." She took out her cell phone and checked the time. "It's 4:15. Micheal do we have a dinner reservation?"
"Yes, 7:00 pm."
"Let's meet at the bar on the River Walk at 6:30."
Jodie turned to Tricia. "We have two hours. Let's explore the River Walk."
Tricia said, "That sounds wonderful. We'll meet you in the bar in 30 minutes."
I took out my money clip and peeled off five twenty dollar bills. As I handed them to Paul, I said, "You're responsible for my girls. Make sure that all three of you have a good time."
He took the money and said, "Yes sir, I will."
Exasperated, Tricia looked at me and said, "Daddy!"
Shrugging, I said, "It's Christmas Eve. Tonight we're all equals."



Rolling her eyes, Tricia said, "Whatever."
Jeanne grabbed my hand. "Come on studman, you and I have some business to attend to." She pulled me into the elevator.
Jodie, Tricia and Paul followed us. As soon as the doors closed Jodie said, "Thank you for doing this dad. This is going to be the best Christmas ever."
Paul said, "She's right sir and thank you for including me. I've never been on a trip like this."
Smiling, I said, "Jodie I'm glad we were able to do it. Spending Thanksgiving away from you was awful. I couldn't bear the thought of being separated at Christmas. Paul I'm pleased you were able to join us. As far as I'm concerned you have an open invitation to all of our family gatherings."
Jeanne said, "I concur."
Nodding Jodie said, "Me too."
Paul was smiling. Tricia stood with her back to us. She was miffed.
Their rooms were on the seventh floor. Our suite was on the ninth floor. As soon as the elevator doors opened Tricia grabbed Paul's hand and without comment dragged him out of the elevator.
Jodie followed them, but as she stepped out of the elevator she turned to us and said, "Have fun."
Jeanne answered, "Believe me Jodie, we're going to."
Grinning at both of us she turned and hurried to her room.
The elevator doors closed. Jeanne turned to me, wrapped her arms around my neck and said, "I've been looking forward to this moment for six weeks."
"Me too."
She kissed me. I kissed her back. Reaching down, Jeanne felt my erection. Her kiss had created the desired effect. I was stiff, very stiff. As she rubbed me she said, "I love the feel of a hard cock."
"I know you do."
"Is that okay?"
"Yes, it's very okay."
"I'm so glad."
The elevator doors opened. Jeanne pulled me into the hallway. As we were walking to our room the doors to the elevator next to the one we'd used opened. A bellman stepped out. He was carrying Jeanne's bag. He followed us to our suite.
I opened the door. Jeanne stepped inside, took one look and said, "Michael, this is magnificent."
I smiled. Behind us, the bellman said, "The suites at this hotel are very nice."
"They really are." Jeanne answered, but her attention was focused on the sitting room. A red velvet love seat and a stuffed chair occupied the center of the room. A flat screen television was mounted on the wall in front of the love seat and chair. The mahogany coffee table, two end tables and the writing desk and chair were a matched set. A large oil painting, a still life, hung on the wall above the desk. Next to the desk a set of French doors led to the balcony.
The bellman carried Jeanne's bag into the bedroom. When he returned I noticed that he took a long look at Jeanne's ample cleavage. I couldn't blame him. Her cleavage kept catching my eyes too.
I placed a folded ten dollar bill in his hand. He smiled and said, "Thank you sir, if there's anything we can do for you, anything at all please call us."
"I will."
As soon as the bellman was gone, Jeanne said, "Michael, this room is incredible."
"It is nice, isn't it."
"I love it."
The small artificial Christmas tree I'd purchased the previous day was on the writing desk. Pointing towards it, Jeanne asked, "Did that come with the room?"
Shaking my head, I answered, "No, I bought it yesterday at a gift shop."
Laughing, Jeanne said, "You put together the perfect Christmas holiday for us."
"I tried."
"Lets go into the bedroom. I know the ideal way to start this holiday."
"Before we do that there's something else I'd like to show you."
"Okay."
I walked over to the French doors and opened them. "Take a look out here."
Jeanne and I stepped out onto the balcony. The River Walk was nine stories below us. People were sitting in sidewalk bistros sipping margaritas and beer. Others were walking along the sidewalks that flanked the river. The shops, restaurants and hotels were all decorated for the holidays. A barge laden with tourists was slowly winding its way up the river. In the background a mariachi band played Christmas songs.
"Michael, it's beautiful."
"I thought you'd like it."
"I do, but lets go inside. We still have some pressing business to attend to before we meet the girls and Paul."
"I like this plan."
Taking my hand, Jeanne pulled me through the sitting room into the bedroom where she let go of my hand and turned so she was facing me. "Michael, do you like my blouse."
"I love your blouse." Chuckling, I added, "The bellman also liked it."
"He did, didn't he. I got a lot of stares on the plane too."
"I'll bet you did."
"Does that bother you?"
"Not a bit, in fact I'm enjoying it. Does it bother you?"
"Not at all, I'm a slut Michael. Your wife is a slut."
"I know that and I couldn't be happier about it."
Reaching behind her neck, Jeanne unfastened the halter that held her blouse in place. As she pulled her blouse down to her waist exposing her large breasts, she said, "During the last several months a number of men have played with these breasts."
"I know."
"It's important to me that you know that they will always be yours and anytime you want to stop sharing them with other men, all you have to do is tell me."
"I know that too. Right now I'd just like to enjoy them."
"You're welcome to do that, but I have another idea."
"Tell me."
"Take off your pants."
"I think your game might be a little risque."
"No, this game is very risque."
"I like the sound of this."
"Take off your pants."
"If I show you mine you have to promise to show me yours."
"Believe me, I plan to do exactly that."
I quickly took off my shoes, socks, shirt, trousers and boxers. At the same time Jeanne removed her blouse, slacks and high heels.
"You're still wearing panties. That's not fair."
"I was thinking you might like to take them off with your teeth."
"Is that a challenge?"
"Definitely."
"If I succeed is there a reward?"
"Oh yes."
"Tell me."
"You'll get a blow job that you'll still fondly remember when you're a very old man."
"That's a bold statement. Want to put your money where your mouth is?"
"No need, my mouth can cover this on its own."
"I'm sure it can.
I slipped to my knees. Jeanne was wearing a pale yellow lace thong. Placing my hands on her hips to steady myself I drew the right side of the waist band out with my teeth and tugged it down her hip. The opposite side of the thong hung on her hip, so I was only able to lower this side a few inches.
"It's not that easy."
Turning Jeanne so that her other hip was in front of me, I said, "Brick by brick my dear, Rome was built brick by brick."
Jeanne was giggling as I tried to pull that side down. I didn't make much progress. The thong was caught in the crack of her ass. I turned her farther. Her gorgeous rear was now in front of me. I kissed each of her cheeks.
"Is that part of the process?"
"Just a little artistic embellishment."
"I like artistic embellishment."
"Me too."
I pulled the waistband above Jeanne's rear out and tugged it down to her thighs and then spreading her cheeks with my hands I kissed her puckered anus.
"More artistic embellishment?"
"Yup."
"It was a nice touch."
"I liked it."
I turned Jeanne around so she was facing me. Her still covered pussy was directly in front of my face. I kissed it.
"Artistic embellishment really does enhance this game."
Nodding, I grasped the waistband in the front of Jeanne's thong with my teeth, pulled it out and tugged it down to her thighs exposing her bald mound and lips. "I see you're still shaving."
"I like to be well groomed. Do you like it?"
"Very much." I kissed Jeanne's bare cleft and then I briefly probed her with my tongue. She was wet.
Jeanne's breath caught. "Oh my."
"Sit down on the bed."
"Is that allowed?"
"I believe we only established one rule, I have to use my teeth."
"Okay." Jeanne sat down on the edge of the bed.
Grasping the crotch of her panties between my teeth I tugged them to her knees. Jeanne lifted her legs. I pulled her thong the rest of the way off.
"You succeeded in fulfilling your quest. It's time for your reward." Jeanne started to stand up.
I stopped her. "Not yet, we still have the grand finale."
"The grand finale?"
"Definitely, lie back on the bed."
"I had no idea that artistic embellishment could add so much enjoyment to a game." Jeanne positioned herself so she was lying on her back, her head resting on two pillows."
As I crawled between her parted thighs I said in my best Humphrey Bogart imitation, "Stick with me kid, I'll take you to places you've never even imagined.
Jeanne started laughing, but then I kissed her cunt. Her laughter turned into a gasp.
I tried to remember everything I'd learned from Amy and Mel. I started with butterfly kisses.
"Michael, that feels wonderful."
As my lips grazed Jeanne's cleft I felt her moisture beading up. I gave her a firm kiss. Her breath caught. I gave her another kiss only this time I held it and extended my tongue. At first I just tickled her, but our mutual arousal was mounting. My tickling quickly turned into passionate French kisses.
Jeanne responded by pressing her sex into my face. She was now wet, sopping wet. I licked her, long slow licks that started at the base of her cunt, slowly rose to her clit and then returned to the base of her cunt again.
Jeanne pushed her hips forward exposing her anus. I knew what she wanted. During our telephone conversations while I was Tucson Jeanne had been very open about her penchant for anal play. I decided to tease her. Each time my tongue returned to the base of her cunt I came a little closer and lingered just a little longer near that illicit place.
I could feel Jeanne's excitement and anticipation escalating. Amy and Mel had taught me that delaying satisfaction often results in more intense pleasure. I wanted Jeanne to have a memorable orgasm. I began another ascent with my tongue. When I reached the pinnacle of my ascendance I gave Jeanne's clit several flicks and started my descent.
No longer able to contain her excitement, Jeanne pulled her feet back, thrust her hips farther forward and cried, "Do it Michael, please do it. Don't tease me anymore. Lick my asshole."
Smiling, I pushed my hands under Jeanne's cheeks, raised her up and moved directly to her anus. As I pushed my tongue into her ass Jeanne squealed with delight. For a minute or maybe two, I kissed her and licked her while I massaged her engorged clitoris with my thumb.
And then it was time to take Jeanne to the next level. Jeanne sighed as I pulled away from her ass, but I had a brand new experience for her. I put my index finger in my mouth. After getting it nice and wet I slowly pushed it into Jeanne's asshole.
"Micheal."
"Yes Jeanne."
"That feels really good."
"There's more."
"Oh my."
I pulled my finger out of Jeanne's ass, got it wet again and pushed it back in up to the second knuckle. At the same time I moved up to Jeanne's clit, sucked it into my mouth and started flicking it with my tongue while I pumped my finger in and out of her anus.
Jeanne cried, "Micheal, oh my god!" And then she started bucking her hips while sucked her clit and finger fucked her asshole.
It took less than a minute. Jeanne's orgasm was volcanic. When she finally recovered she sat up, shook her head and asked, "Where did you learn to do that?" But then she laughed and said, "Of course, Amy and Mel taught you."
As I pulled myself up next to Jeanne, I said, "Cuckold boot camp, it was part of my basic training."
"Every husband should have to go through cuckold boot camp."
"I agree."
Giggling, Jeanne said, "While you were going through cuckold boot camp I was getting my slut degree at Brady's Institute for promiscuous women. Can I show you what I learned?"
"Definitely."
"Make yourself comfortable."
I lay back on the pillows and closed my eyes. Jeanne moved down the bed so she was lying next to my hips. Her fingers grasped my erection. She squeezed me. Her touch was gentle. I felt her warm breath on the head of my cock and then still squeezing me, she kissed it. Pleasure radiated through my loins.
Jeanne kissed me again and then she sat up. "Michael, I love cocks. They're beguiling, fascinating, even mesmerizing."
I smiled.
"Do you remember when you played that masturbation game with Mel and Amy?"
"Of course."
"Before you played the game didn't you and Mel go down on each other?"
"Yes we did."
"And the purpose wasn't to give each other pleasure, it was to take pleasure from what you were doing."
"That's right, she was trying to help me understand why you enjoy Brady's so much."
"She was right. When I give a guy a blow job behind Brady's I'm doing it solely for my own pleasure. Playing with a cock, sucking a cock is fun."
"I understand."
"When I was with Trent I was trying to give him pleasure, but that was still my secondary concern. When I'm with any man but you, my own pleasure is always my primary concern."
"Okay."
"With you it's different. I love you. Pleasing you makes me happy. Don't misunderstand what I'm saying, sucking your cock is going to give me a great deal of pleasure, but when I'm with you your enjoyment is more important to me than getting pleasure myself."
"I feel the same when I'm going down on you. Making love to your pussy is unbelievably exciting, but the real pleasure comes from seeing you enjoying yourself."
Giggling, Jeanne said, "That last session must have made you very happy because I really enjoyed it."
"It did."
"Michael, I want you to enjoy this. I want to please you right now. I want you to let yourself go. Don't worry about me. I'll be fine. I promise you that I'll be enjoying everything I'm doing to you."
"You're going to deep throat me, aren't you."
"Yes I am and I don't want you to be concerned about me. I will be fine. I just want you to enjoy it."
"Okay."
"Are you ready?"
"Yes."
"I'm going to suck you first."
"I'll like that."
"I know you will."
I lay back and took several slow breaths.
"Spread your legs."
I did.
Jeanne keeled next to me and leaned over. Supporting herself with her left hand, she wrapped her right hand around my cock and gave it a firm squeeze. My breath caught.
Giggling, Jeanne gave my cock several quick strokes. "Does that feel good?"
"You know it does."
"Sometime this week I want to jack you off, just for fun. Maybe we could watch one of your movies while I'm doing it."
"If you're lying next to me naked, I don't think we'll need the dirty movie."
"Nope, I want to do it while we're watching porn. That will make it even more fun."
"I won't argue."
"Maybe we could masturbate each other at the same time. That would be really fun."
"You've clearly developed a fondness for adventure."
"I have, is that all right."
"Oh yes."
"Amy and Mel whetted your appetite for adventure too, didn't they."
"Yes they did."
"Are you ready for a little more adventure right now?"
"Yup."
Jeanne bent down, slipped my cock into her mouth and started sucking me.
Chuckling, I said, "That's some serious adventure."
"Shh, no more talking, just enjoy." Jeanne moved the hand that had been stroking my cock down to my balls and started massaging them.
I suddenly lost all interest in further conversation.
Jeanne sucked me for a minute or two and then she took my cock out of her mouth, grasped it with her hand and started licking it like it was an ice cream cone. That was good too.
For several minutes Jeanne alternated between sucking me and licking me. I would have been content to continue that routine for the rest of the afternoon, but Jeanne had other ideas. Suddenly sitting up, she repositioned herself between my spread legs and lay down on her stomach. I knew exactly what was about to happen. I was receiving the full package. Jeanne was making sure I knew that no one, not Trent, not anyone, received better treatment than I did. I was now sufficiently confident about Jeanne's love for me that it wasn't necessary, but it was still a nice gesture on her part.
Jeanne wrapped the fingers of her left hand around the shaft of my cock. At the same time she cradled my balls in the palm of her right hand. Her touch was firm but comfortable. Her substantial experience was evident.
For a moment she stroked my cock while she massaged my testicles, but then she released them and gently pushed the back of my left thigh up. Realizing what she wanted, I helped her. I pulled my feet back which raised my hips exposing my ass.
Still stroking my cock, Jeanne pressed her lips to my anus. I was tense. I suspected that Jeanne was too. We both knew this wasn't my favorite pleasure. I much preferred to give than to receive. Still I was used to it. With Amy and Mel it had been a regular part of an evening's fun and they'd made it clear that sometimes it was polite to let others give too.
I closed my eyes, forced myself to relax and enjoyed the sensations Jeanne was creating with her hands and tongue. It was actually quite easy. She'd become amazingly adept.
After several very pleasurable minutes Jeanne sat up. Smiling at me, she said, "It's time."
Smiling back, I said, "I'm ready."
Jeanne spit on her hands and rolled my cock between them like she was making a rope of clay. It felt pretty good, in fact she could have done that for the remainder of the afternoon, but that wasn't her agenda. Instead she bent over, slipped my cock into her mouth and sucked me. Once again I was happy, but I knew this was also just another warm up drill.
After a moment Jeanne took my cock out of her mouth. Holding it just below her lips, she spit on the head. Using her tongue, she coated my entire erection with her spit, then she repeated the process. I watched. After the second time she slipped my cock back into her mouth and slowly swallowed it.
I was excited, surprisingly excited. While Jeanne's assurance that she was not only comfortable doing this, she enjoyed it, had certainly helped me relax and enjoy it too, there was more. There was something about the way Jeanne was swallowing my cock that differed from the way Amy and Mel had done it.
I immediately recognized what it was. When Amy and Mel did this to me they both kept their attention focused on my cock. Jeanne stared into my eyes while she swallowed me. It was a striking difference. With Amy and Mel I had the impression they were performing a service for me. Jeanne was giving herself to me. Amy and Mel were professionals. Jeanne was a slut.
An avowed voyeur, the idea of being married to a wanton slut was extraordinarily exciting. As I watched Jeanne swallow my cock I imagined myself sitting in an easy chair in our living room. Jeanne and her paramour of the moment were on the other side of the room oblivious to my presence. He was seated on the couch. His trousers and underwear were lying next to him. Naked, Jeanne was kneeling on the floor between his legs giving him a blow job. I could see her staring up into his eyes as she deep throated him. He was staring back, smiling. My wife gave fabulous head.
Suddenly I felt the sensations of pleasure in my loins building to a crescendo. I was about to orgasm. My cock was buried in Jeanne's throat. Concerned that she might choke on my semen, I warned her, "Jeanne, I'm going to cum."
Nodding Jeanne pulled back. The head of my cock slipped out of her throat. She began vigorously sucking me. I exploded. Jeanne continued sucking me while I ejaculated into her mouth. Gradually my orgasm subsided.
When Jeanne felt my erection softening she took it out of her mouth, kissed the head and looked up at me. "You seemed to enjoy that."
"I did."
"Especially at the end. I don't think I've ever seen you that excited, not even in San Francisco. Is this the result of the time you spent with Amy and Mel?"



"No Jeanne, it was you."
Smiling, Jeanne said, "That's sweet."
"No I mean it. While you were sucking my cock you were so focused on me. It was unbelievably exciting."
"I told you, I love giving head."
"I could tell."
"That excites you."
"Yes, very much. Would you like to know what I was thinking about at the end?"
"Definitely."
"I was imagining that we were in our living room at home. I was sitting in the big easy chair. You and a male friend were on the other side of the room. He was sitting on the couch. He wasn't wearing his pants. You were kneeling on the floor between his legs giving him a blow job. From his expression it was obvious he was enjoying your skill."
"That was what got you so excited?"
"Yes it was. You might as well face it. I'm now an avowed voyeur and a happy cuckold."
Laughing, Jeanne said, "And I'm a shameless slut."
"I couldn't ask for a better wife."
"And I couldn't ask for a better husband. Merry Christmas Michael."
"Merry Christmas Jeanne."
We could have easily spent the rest of the evening fooling around, but it was Christmas Eve. Our daughters and Paul were here. We needed and wanted to be with them, so we quickly showered and dressed.
At 6:30 sharp Jeanne and I walked into the hotel bar on the River Walk. Tricia, Jodie and Paul were seated at a table drinking margaritas.
We had a nice dinner in the hotel restaurant and then we took a stroll on the River Walk. After our stroll all of us went up to our suite where we sipped Bailey's Irish Cream and traded stories about growing up. Tricia and Jodie took the opportunity to liberally chide Jeanne and me about our parenting skills. Paul grew up in a series of foster homes. His memories were limited, but the stories he told were heartwarming. Both my fondness and my empathy for him were rapidly growing.
The next morning, Christmas morning, all five of us gathered in our suite again. We had room service bring us coffee, orange juice and sweet rolls. We drank coffee and ate rolls while we opened or presents. All of them were gift certificates inside cards, but that didn't matter. We were together and thinking about each other. That's what was really important.
The hotel had a Christmas brunch buffet. We stuffed ourselves. Afterward we went back to our suite for a glass of port. I had a bottle of Sandeman's. We sipped port and talked about things that made us happy.
Later in the afternoon Jodie, Tricia and Paul decided to go to a movie. That was fine with Jeanne and me. We had our own agenda. It was memorable.
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We spent the day after Christmas shopping. I wasn't an avid shopper, but I was with my family. That made it a great day. While Jeanne and the girl's shopped Paul and I hung out together. We were becoming good friends.
The following days were spent sightseeing. Friday it was a tour of the city.
We visited the Alamo, took a barge trip on the river and shopped for souvenirs at El Mercado. Saturday we drove into the hill country and had lunch in Bandera. A picturesque town on the Medina River, Bandera claims to be the cowboy capital of the world. Sunday we woke up early and drove to Corpus Christi. We spent the day walking along the Gulf of Mexico beach. Monday was another shopping day. Jeanne and the girls wanted new outfits for the Liberty Hotel's New Years Eve party.
Each evening we had dinner together at a different River Walk restaurant. After dinner Jodie, Tricia and Paul always took off on their own. Jeanne and I didn't question them about what they were doing, but we were both quite certain it involved horny airmen on passes from the air force base. While we weren't sure how Paul fit into that scenario, the kids were adults. We had to assume they were taking care of each other.
Jeanne and I spent the evenings in our suite, reconnecting. I'd never imagined that reconnecting could be so much fun.
Monday, after a late breakfast, Paul and I dropped Jeanne and the girls at a mall. Thursday's shopping trip had been more than enough for us. We were going to a nearby driving range to hit golf balls.
On the way to the driving range Paul said, "Mr. Nolan."
"Yes Paul." I'd temporarily given up on my attempt to get him to call me Michael. Tricia was adamant about him calling me Mr. Nolan and Paul clearly wanted to please Tricia.
"I don't think I'll be able to go to the New Years Eve party tomorrow night."
"Why not?"
"Ms. Jeanne, Ms. Jodie and Mistress Patricia are all getting dressed up. All I have are Khakis and knit shirts. I don't want to embarrass them."
"I'm just going to wear a blue blazer and a pair of khakis."
"I don't have a sports coat of any kind."
"Really?"
"When I quit my job so I could be Mistress Patricia's full time servant she gave my suit and sports coat to the Goodwill. She said I wouldn't need them anymore."
My ire about Tricia's callous treatment towards this likeable young man started to rise again. Realizing that it wasn't a productive reaction, I quelled it and said, "Let's go get you a sports jacket."
"I don't have any money."
"Paul, you're with me. You don't need any money."
"I don't think I'll be able to pay you back."
"You don't need to pay me back. I want you to be able to attend this New Years Eve party and I want you to feel good about yourself while you're there. That means we have to get you a jacket, a dress shirt and a tie."
"Thank you sir, I would like to go to the party."
Ninety minutes later we were walking out of a Men's Wearhouse with a white dress shirt, a tie and a sports jacket that met two key criteria. It fit Paul reasonably well so it didn't require alteration and it looked good with his khaki slacks.
Checking my watch, I saw that it was just after 1:00. Jeanne and the girls wouldn't be finished shopping for at least two more hours. Paul and I went to the driving range.
A little over two hours later my cell phone rang. Paul and I were at a Taco Cabana eating nachos and drinking Dr Pepper. It was Jeanne. "Michael we're shopped out. Could you pick us up. We'll be waiting at the same place you dropped us off."
"We'll be there in five minutes."
Jeanne, Tricia and Jodie were waiting on the sidewalk next to the mall entrance surrounded by shopping bags. I parked. Paul hopped out. While the women were getting into the Escalade, Paul loaded their bags into the back. As soon as he was finished he climbed into the back seat next to Jodie.
Paul's new sports coat was hanging from the hook above the back window. It was covered with a plastic sleeve. Tricia was sitting next to it. As we drove out of the mall parking lot, Tricia pointed at the plastic covered jacket and asked, "What's this?"
I answered her question. "Paul was concerned because he didn't have a sports coat to wear to the New Years Eve party tomorrow night. We went to a Men's Wearhouse and picked one up. It looks good on him."
In an icy voice, Tricia said, "Take it back. Paul is my servant. Servants don't go to big parties."
Turning, Jeanne looked at her oldest daughter and said, "Tricia, the day we arrived Micheal and I asked you to curtail your alternative lifestyle during this vacation. We are here as a family. We both think of Paul as part of our family. So far we've included him in all of our activities and we intend to continue doing that for the remainder of this vacation. That includes tomorrow night's party."
"But mom..."
"Tricia, this has been a wonderful vacation. I am not going to finish it as Cinderella's evil stepmother and you and Jodie are not going to be the evil stepsisters."
Clearly uncomfortable about crossing Tricia, Paul stared out the window. Tricia glared at Jeanne.
Giggling, Jodie poked Paul in his side. "You make a cute Cinderella and daddy that makes you his fairy godmother."
Jeanne smiled and said, "Jodie it's not kind to tease your father."
Chuckling, I said, "Better to be a fairy godmother than an evil stepsister or stepmother."
Still smiling, Jeanne said, "I wholeheartedly agree."
Paul was now smiling too. Tricia continued her icy stare.
When we arrived back at the hotel Jeanne said, "All that shopping wore me out. Would anyone mind if we had dinner in the hotel dining room tonight?"
Jodie said, "I'm tired too. I think that's an excellent idea."
I nodded. "It's fine with me."
Tricia continued her silent glare. Clearly fearful about incurring Tricia's wrath, Paul refrained from making any comment and helped me unload the shopping bags from the back of the Escalade.
While we were doing that Jodie grabbed Paul's new sports coat from the back window of the Escalade and said, "Paul, I've got your sports coat. I can't wait to see you wearing it." Jodie has never been intimidated by her older sister.
Paul smiled at Jodie. Rolling her eyes, Tricia stormed into the hotel.
The valet took the Escalade. I picked up Jeanne's packages. Paul picked up Jodie and Tricia's. We followed Jeanne and Jodie into the hotel. I noticed that Tricia was already stepping into an elevator. She didn't bother to hold it for us.
While we were waiting for the next elevator I asked Jodie, "What's up with your sister? Why didn't she want Paul to attend the party?"
Shaking her head, Jodie said, "I don't know dad. Ever since she got that big promotion at her job she's been getting weirder and weirder."
Paul said, "I know why she doesn't want me to go to the party."
Jeanne, Jodie and I looked at him.
"She met a guy last Friday night. His name is Steve. He's in the army. He's stationed in Dallas. They hooked up Saturday night and last night too. Tonight, after dinner, she's planning to meet him again."
Jodie said, "That's true. Paul and I both met him Friday night."
I looked at Paul. "If Tricia's been going out with this Steve guy for the past several nights, what have you been doing?"
"He's been hanging with me."
Turning to Jodie, I said, "Really?"
"Yeah dad, we're good friends. Paul's like your friend David."
"Ruth's husband?"
"Yes, mom's told me about them. I think they're pretty cool. I wish I could go to Brady's with mom, Ruth and Abby, but mom has a hangup about partying like that with Tricia and me."
"I agree. I share that same hangup."
"Actually I do too. Picking up guys with your mom would be pretty strange. Anyway, Paul likes to watch. I enjoy his company. We love going to clubs together. He hangs at the bar while I dance with different guys. If I don't find a guy I like, we go home and hang out. He's my sister's boyfriend, so we don't do anything, but we're good friends. We like to spend time together."
"Tricia used to let me go to clubs with her so I could watch, but she won't anymore. She says I crimp her style." There was an undertone of sadness in Paul's voice.
The elevator arrived. As the doors opened, Jodie grabbed Paul's hand and pulled him into the elevator. "You can hang out with me tonight. I want to go back to The Hard Rock Cafe."
"I do too, but..." Paul hesitated. "It's kind of expensive. Guys buy you drinks. I have to buy my own."
Quietly, I took out my money clip and peeled off five twenty dollar bills. As I slipped them into Paul's hand I said, "You have a godfather."
Paul stared at me. I said, "Just have fun."
Jodie started to say something. I cut her off. "Young lady, I'm still your father. You make one fairy godmother crack and you're grounded."
Laughing, Jodie said, "I won't daddy. All I'll say is thank you."
The elevator stopped. Still holding Paul's hand, Jodie pulled him off the elevator. "Come on, let's put our packages away and get ready for dinner."
After the elevator doors closed Jeanne put her arms around me and said, "Ever since I first met you I've been madly in love with you, but I don't think my love has ever been as intense as it is at this moment. You really are a wonderful man."
Dinner was quiet. Tricia was still in a snit. Her foul mood cast a pall on our dinner table conversation. As soon as she was finished eating Tricia stood up and excused herself. After she was gone the mood at the table lightened. That bothered me. Regardless of her negative attitude, she was my daughter.
A half hour later Jodie and Paul left. They were going to the Hard Rock Cafe. As they walked out of the restaurant they were giggling and teasing each other. Turning to Jeanne, I asked, "Do you think they'll end up together? They certainly do seem to get along well."
Shaking her head, Jeanne answered. "I think they'll always be close friends, but Jodie doesn't get off on domination. I suspect Paul will always want a woman who does."
"Trisha's certainly not treating him kindly."
"No she isn't. Michael, I'm worried about her. Right now she doesn't seem like a very nice person."
"She's not the girl we raised. I'm also worried about Paul. How much more disrespect and neglect can he tolerate? I think Tricia was serious about not wanting him to go to the New Years Eve party with us."
I wish I knew what to do."
"Me too. We still have another day. Lets see what happens tomorrow night."
"That's a good idea. Want to go up to the room?"
"We could go to a club."
"Not tonight buster. I already have the man of my dreams."
Smiling I said, "If we go up to the room what do you have in mind?"
"I was thinking we could work on our oral sex techniques."
"It never hurts to practice."
"That's what I was taught."
"Let's go."
At nine the next morning we went down to the hotel coffee shop for breakfast. Paul and Jodie were already there. Tricia was absent. Paul looked tired. I also noticed he was wearing the same shirt he'd had on at dinner the previous night. Assuming it was because we were nearing the end of our vacation and he was running out of clothes, I ignored it.
Trisha never showed for breakfast. Since neither Paul nor Jodie appeared to be concerned I assumed she was safe. I suspected she was still with her soldier. Jeanne later confirmed that suspicion. After breakfast she'd asked Jodie.
Tired from all of our sightseeing, Jeanne and I spent the day in our room reading.
At 5:30 we started getting ready. The New Years Eve party was scheduled to begin with cocktails at 7:00. We'd agreed to meet Jodie, Paul and Tricia at our reserved table at 7:30.
Jeanne and I showered together. Of course the shower stimulated both of us so after our shower we spent the next half hour orally pleasuring each other. Don't misunderstand me. Both of us still loved to fuck, but our experiences over the past several months had sharpened our mutual enjoyment of oral gratification. Interestingly, both of us had a preference for giving rather than receiving. It was an easy issue to resolve, We took turns. Jeanne was good, really good. After cuckold boot camp I was fairly adept too. We had fun.
After our playtime was over Jeanne put on her makeup while I shaved. There was a small table, chair and mirror in our suite's bedroom. The bathroom door was open. I could see Jeanne in the bathroom mirror. As I watched her apply her eyeshadow I imagined that she was doing it in preparation for a date with another man. Three months earlier that prospect would have been devastating. Today it excited me.
I quickly finished shaving, rinsed my face and stepped into the bedroom. We were both naked. Jeanne was applying mascara to her eye lashes. Leaning against the bathroom door frame, I watched. I noticed that I was erect again.
Jeanne saw me in her makeup mirror. "Aren't you supposed to be getting dressed."
"I have plenty of time. Right now I'm enjoying watching you."
Jeanne turned. My erection immediately caught her attention. "Oh my, what got into you?"
"I was imagining that you were getting ready for a date with another man."
"And that got you excited?"
"Very."
Smiling, Jeanne said, "You're attitude has certainly changed."
"I had that same thought."
Jeanne moved her free hand to her own sex. As she rubbed her cleft, she said, "Just thinking about that makes me wet. Do you want me to take care of that erection?"
"No, I'll enjoy the edge it gives me tonight. I'll be looking forward to coming back up here after midnight."
"Me too."
"Besides you've told me that giving a blow job always messes up a girl's makeup."
Giggling, Jeanne said, "It does."
"I would love to go down on you while you're finishing your makeup."
"I'd also enjoy that, but I think it might be a little too distracting. We're running out of time."
"Yes we are. Finish your makeup. I'll get dressed."
As I picked up my boxers Jeanne asked, "Would you do that for me if I really was getting ready for a date with another man? You know, go down on me while I was putting on my makeup."
I considered Jeanne's question. After a moment I answered, "Yeah I think I would. No, I know I would."
Grinning, Jeanne said, "I can't wait for you to come home."
"I'm looking forward to it too."
After she finished applying her makeup Jeanne stood up, walked over to her dresser and took out a black lace garter belt and a pair of black nylon stockings. As she fastened the garter belt to her waist, I said, "You wear stockings a lot now, don't you."
I do. They make me feel sexy. Is that alright?"
"Yes, I love seeing you in stockings."
Jeanne smiled at me and then she sat down on the edge of the bed. I picked up my trousers and shirt and put them on, but I continued watching her. As Jeanne rolled her stockings up her legs I once again imagined that she was getting ready for a date with another man, only this time it was a specific man.
I said, "Remember Jerry, the guy you met at The Goldenrod?"
"Of course I do. Why?"
"Right now I'm imagining that you're getting ready for a date with him."
"Why him?"
"Because you enjoyed him so much. Knowing that you're having fun excites me."
"Doesn't it make you jealous?"
"Not anymore."
"That's good, because it shouldn't make you jealous. Michael, I think you're ready to come home."
"Jeanne, I may be ready, but I'm not sure you're ready to have me come home."
"Of course I am."
"Think about it Jeanne. You have a new group of friends, Abby, Mark and Bobby. They're introducing you to a whole new life. If I come home right now I'll just be an impediment to that new life."
"No Michael, never."
"Jeanne, we started this. Now we have to let it play out." I walked over to the bed, pulled Jeanne to her feet and hugged her.
Jeanne said, "Michael I miss you so much."
"I miss you too Jeanne and in a month or two months or maybe six months you'll say that again and then I will know it's time for me to come home. In the meantime you have to fully experience life as a free spirited libertine. I fear that doing anything less than that could result in the eventual destruction of our marriage."
"But you're a free spirit now too. We could do this together."
"Jeanne, we're both still growing. We started at different places. Abby and Mel helped me catch up to you, but we're still not in the same place. I don't think you've figured out exactly what your new life really means for you and I'm not sure about mine either. When we both understand that it will be time for me to come home."
"Okay."
"We can still talk on the telephone every night and we can still have vacations together. That will help."
"Yes it will."
"Finish getting dressed. It's almost time to meet the girls and Paul." I sat down on the bed and put on my socks.
Jeanne remained standing. As she was fastening her stockings to her garter belt she said, "Twice tonight you told me you were fantasizing about me getting ready for a date with another man. Do you want me to do that tonight?"
"Do you want that?"
"I don't know, this is our last night together for weeks or even months. I want to spend all of it with you, but..." Jeanne hesitated.
I said, "It's also an opportunity to experiment with our new lifestyle."
"Yes."
"This is not a decision we have to make right now. Let's see how the evening plays out."
"Okay." Jeanne stepped into her thong panties and pulled them up.
As I tied my shoes, I said, "You're wearing your panties over your garter belt."
"It's become a habit. If my panties are underneath my garter belt they become a real hindrance when I hook up with a guy."
I laughed.
Jeanne asked, "Is that okay?"
"It's not only okay, it's unbelievably exciting."
Smiling, Jeanne picked up her dress, stepped into it and pulled it up. It was tight. She tugged it into place and turned around. "Fix me."
I zipped up Jeanne's dress. As soon as it was secure she twirled around. "How do you like it?"
The dress was amazing. Made of black nylon and spandex it was skin tight, low cut and short. The bodice strained to contain Jeanne's breasts leaving her deep cleavage daringly exposed. The hem was so short it barely covered the tops of her nylon stockings.
"It's absolutely gorgeous. You're going to have to fight men off tonight."
"I wore it for you."
"I know you did and I love it. It makes you gorgeous and sexy."
"And tonight I'm all yours."
"Maybe."
Jeanne stared at me. After a moment, she said, "Do you want to share me tonight?"
I opened my shirt and took out the medallion I was wearing around my neck. It was the medallion Jeanne bought for me weeks earlier in that San Francisco sex shop. Holding it up I said, "Remember this?"
"Of course I do." Smiling, she added, "You've been wearing it all week. That hasn't escaped me."
"The inscription reads, I love it when she's naughty. That hasn't changed."
"So what are you saying?"
"I'm open to possibilities."
"This could turn out to be a very exciting evening."
"Again, let's see how it plays out."
"Yes, of course."
"That day in San Francisco I bought an ankle bracelet for you."
"I've worn it every day this week."
"Yes you have. Will you wear it tonight?"



"It will draw attention to me."
"Your dress will already draw plenty of attention."
"Yes it will. That was my intention when I bought it."
"You're a slut."
"You flatter me."
"That was my intention."
"I'll wear the bracelet if you'll fasten it to my ankle for me?"
"I would love to do that."
"It's on the dresser."
Picking up the bracelet, I glanced at the charm. It was inscribed with the initials, H.W. for hot wife. Jeanne noticed me looking at it. "I'd like another charm inscribed with the word, slut. Will you buy one for me?"
Chuckling, I said, "Of course I will."
Jeanne smiled. I kneeled at her feet. As I fastened the bracelet to Jeanne's ankle she asked, "Does this mean you want me to cuckold you tonight?"
I considered the question. After a moment I looked up at her and said, "I still say, Let's see how the evening plays out."
"And I still agree with that."
I quickly tied my necktie and put on my blue blazer. While I was doing that Jeanne checked her hair and makeup in the mirror.
Picking up her black sequined clutch purse and a white cashmere sweater, she said, "I'm ready."
"I am too."
As we walked down the hall to the elevator, Jeanne said, "Michael."
"Yes Jeanne."
"If you do want me to cuckold you tonight I want you to ask me to do it."
I looked at her with a puzzled expression.
Jeanne quickly explained. "When I first told you that I wanted to start dating other men I made some stupid assumptions. Those assumptions nearly destroyed our marriage. I want to be certain that I don't make that same mistake tonight. This has been a wonderful Christmas vacation. I don't want to do anything that might screw it up."
"Okay, I understand. If I decide it would be fun to watch you hook up with another man, I'll ask you to do it."
"Thanks." Jeanne paused. After a moment she said, "That isn't the only reason I want you to ask me to do it."
"Tell me."
"Knowing you want me to do it will make it much more exciting for me."
We both smiled.
The New Years Eve party was being held in the Liberty Hotel's Grand Ballroom. The bar opened at 7:00. Jeanne and I arrived at 7:30. Tricia, Paul and Jodie were already seated at our table. All three of them had margaritas. Jeanne joined them while I went to the bar and got a margarita for her and a brandy Manhattan for myself.
As soon as I sat down Paul leaned over and said, "Mr. Nolan, one of the bellmen told me they're seating 500 people for dinner."
Looking around, I said, "This is a big party."
Smiling, Jodie said, "There are a lot of unattached men here."
Nodding, Jeanne said, "There certainly are and many of them are very handsome."
I got the distinct impression that my wife was starting to find the idea of cuckolding me tonight quite attractive.
They began serving dinner at 8:00. It was a buffet featuring prime rib, roast turkey, poached salmon, a full salad and soup bar, a wide variety of side dishes and of course, a lavish dessert bar.
I ordered a bottle of Cabernet and a bottle of pinot grigio for the table. All five of us ate and drank heartily. After dinner I ordered a bottle of champagne to have with our dessert.
At 9:30 a dance band began playing. At the same time, a tall, handsome, physically fit man in his early thirties walked over to our table and smiled at Tricia.
Tricia said, "Mom and dad, this is my friend Steve. Steve this is my mother and father Jeanne and Michael Nolan. You've already met my sister, Jodie." Tricia ignored Paul.
I nodded my head. Jeanne nodded too. While it was an awkward situation, there wasn't any reason to be rude to this man. In fact, he'd been polite enough to wait until we'd finished dinner before he took Tricia away from us. Still, I wasn't inclined to invite him to join us, but that had more to do with my feelings about my oldest daughter's current behavior than anything this man had done.
Steve nodded back to Jeanne and me and then turning to Tricia, he asked, "Would you like to dance?"
Smiling, Tricia answered, "I thought you'd never ask." She stood up. Steve offered her his arm. She took it. They disappeared into the crowd on the dance floor.
Jeanne turned to Paul. "Paul would you like to dance?"
Paul stared at Jeanne. She was smiling at him. After a moment he grinned and said, "Yes Ms. Jeanne, I would love to dance with you." He stood up and offered Jeanne his arm. She stood up and took it.
As they were walking to the dance floor, Jodie said, "Daddy, aren't you going to ask me to dance?"
"Jodie, there are a hundred handsome young men here. Wouldn't you rather wait for one of them?"
"Daddy, this party is going to go on for several more hours. There's plenty of time to dance with other men. Right now I want to dance with you."
Understanding, I said, "I'm sorry Jodie. I would love to dance with you. I stood up and offered her my arm. She stood up and took it. We followed Jeanne and Paul to the dance floor. I danced with Jodie and then I danced with Jeanne while Jodie danced with Paul. For the next hour the four of us danced next to each other constantly switching partners. We had a wonderful time.
Trisha and Steve were on the other side of the dance floor totally absorbed in each other. They ignored us.
Finally needing a break, we returned to our table, tired and thirsty. Paul and I went to the bar for rum and cokes and ice waters. When we returned Jodie and Jeanne were whispering and laughing.
Paul and I set the drinks on the table and sat down. Smiling I observed, "The two of you are definitely having a good time."
Jeanne picked up one of the rum and cokes, took a big sip and said, "We were discussing the fact that this room is filled with handsome men."
Taking a sip of her rum and coke, Jodie said, "Daddy, I think it's time for me to start dancing with some of those men."
I nodded.
Jodie turned to Paul. "Sweetie are you going to be okay?"
"I'll be fine. Go have fun."
"Okay." Jodie turned her chair a half turn and started surveying the crowd.
A moment later a good looking man in his late twenties approached her and asked, "Would you like to dance?"
Smiling, she stood up and said, "I'd love to."
He offered Jodie his arm. She took it. He led her to the dance floor.
Paul stood up and said, "Please excuse me. I need to go to the men's room."
Jeanne and I both nodded. As soon as he was gone I asked Jeanne, "Do you see anyone who interests you?"
"Oh yes."
"Really?"
"Definitely."
I took a moment to think about what I was about to do and then taking a deep breath I leaned over and whispered, "Jeanne, I would like you to cuckold me tonight."
Staring at me, Jeanne asked, "Are you sure?"
I took another deep breath and said, "Yes, I'm positive."
Jeanne stood up and said, "I need to use the lady's room."
I nodded. She disappeared into the crowd. I waited, wondering what the hell I'd just done. I desperately wanted to take out my cell phone and call Amy and Mel. Understanding that I was finished with cuckold boot camp and now on my own, I didn't.
After a few minutes Jeanne returned. She sat down and quietly asked, "Any second thoughts?"
I was still nervous, very nervous, but I shook my head. This was something I now needed to do. Deep inside me, I knew it was something I wanted to do.
"Is that a no? Are you telling me you don't have any second thoughts? You want me to do this?"
I said, "Yes, I want you to do this."
"Okay, but you can still change your mind. All you have to do is say, Jeanne, I'm not feeling good. I'll end whatever might be happening, take you back to our room and make you feel very good."
Remembering the night Mel, Amy and I played sexual domination games, I realized that Jeanne had just given me a safe word. I don't think she actually knew what a safe word was, but her purpose and intent were the same. I felt relieved and said, "Thank you, I'll remember that, but right now, I think I'll be okay. Let's go ahead and do it."
"You're sure?"
"Sure enough."
"I don't want to hurt you."
"Your obvious concern for me has already eliminated the possibility that you'll hurt me. I'm confident that you love me, that's all that matters."
"All right." Jeanne pushed a wad of balled up lace into my hand. "I won't be needing these anymore tonight. Hold them for me."
They were her panties. Laughing, I said, "I'll safeguard them for you."
"Okay. Here goes." Like Jodie earlier, Jeanne turned her chair a half turn and started surveying the crowd. After a moment she whispered, "There he is."
Following Jeanne's gaze, I picked him out immediately. He was a tall man, at least 6'2". Ruggedly handsome with a shaved head, he appeared to be in his late thirties or early forties. He wore a gray sports coat over a tight black silk tee shirt that outlined his muscular body. Most women would describe this man as a hunk. From the expression on her face, it was clear Jeanne was one of those women.
A mixture of jealousy and excitement washed over me. Remembering everything Mel and Amy taught me, I quickly squashed the jealousy and focused on the excitement. I watched Jeanne. She was brazenly staring at him. The unabashed lust in her eyes inflamed my excitement. I whispered, "He's very handsome." At the same time, realizing that the hem of her short skirt now just barely concealed her bald pussy, I reached over and slipped my hand inside her thigh.
Jeanne batted it away. "Keep your hands to yourself. For the next few hours you're a spectator, not a participant."
Hurt, I shrank back in my chair.
Jeanne whispered, "I'm sorry baby, I didn't mean to be so curt, but this is a delicate moment. He knows I'm sitting with another man. If he sees your hands on me he'll shy away."
Realizing that Jeanne was right, I said, "I understand, I'm sorry. I'm new at this and I'm excited."
Still staring at her man, Jeanne said, "I'm glad you're excited. I am too." She paused and then she said, "Michael, because everything came up so quickly this afternoon we didn't have a chance to discuss this, but if I can set it up would you like to watch?"
"You mean be right in the room with you and another man?"
"That's right, all you'll get to do is watch. It's important that you understand that."
"Yes, I understand that." I laughed. "It won't be a problem. I'm a voyeur. I love to watch."
"So do you want me to try to set it up?"
"Do you really think you can do it?"
"Michael, it's New Year's Eve. The alcohol is flowing and everyone is feeling adventurous. Yes, I'm pretty sure I can swing it."
While I was apprehensive about Jeanne's proposal, it was also unbelievably exciting. I asked her, "Do you want me to watch?"
"Yes Michael, I would love it if you were there with me, especially tonight. It's New Years Eve. I want to share this with you."
That was all I needed to hear. Taking a deep breath, I said, "Yes, if you can make it happen, I would love to watch."
"Okay, I'll try to do it, but you have to let me handle all of this. Your job is to sit passively and observe."
"I can do that."
Throughout this entire conversation Jeanne never took her eyes off of her target. I was watching too. It was rapidly becoming apparent that he'd not only noticed Jeanne, she'd also piqued his interest.
Jeanne smiled at him and seductively licked her lips. He smiled back and began slowly moving in our direction.
"He's coming over here. Remember, let me handle this."
"I will."
"Don't forget, if at any time you decide you don't want to continue tell me you're not feeling well."
"I won't forget."
"Okay, for awhile I have to ignore you."
"I understand."
Jeanne continued smiling as the man approached her. Her smile was clearly directed at him. Deliberately ignoring me, he smiled back at Jeanne and said, "You are a truly dazzling woman. Ever since I first saw you I've been completely beguiled your beauty. I had to come over and introduce myself."
"Oh my, dazzling? Beguiling? You are a flatterer."
"It's easy to flatter a beautiful woman like you."
"You said you came over to introduce yourself, please continue."
"I'm Marv Kemp."
Nodding Jeanne said, "It's a pleasure to meet you Marv. I'm Jeanne Nolan." Without breaking eye contact with Marv, Jeanne added, "That's my husband, Michael Nolan."
Marv gave me a brief nod and immediately returned his attention to Jeanne. "Jeanne, may I ask you to dance?" I noted that he didn't ask my permission.
"Yes Marv, I'd like that very much." Turning to me, Jeanne said, "You don't mind if I dance with Marv, do you dear." It was more of a statement than a question.
I answered, "No dear, I don't mind at all."
Jeanne smiled and then she stood up. Marv offered her his arm. As she took it, she said to me, "We'll be back later."
Marv led Jeanne to the crowded dance floor. She took his hand and placed her other arm around his shoulder. Marv placed his free hand on Jeanne's back. They started dancing. It was a traditional dance pose. As they danced Marv slowly pulled Jeanne to him. By the end of the song their bodies were pressed tightly against each other.
A new song started. Jeanne let go of Marv's hand and wrapped both of her arms around his shoulders. Marv responded by placing his free on Jeanne's waist above his other hand. As they danced he slowly slid his lower hand down to Jeanne's rear. Aware that Jeanne wasn't wearing panties, my pulse quickened.
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I watched Jeanne dance with Marv. The Grand Ballroom of the Liberty Hotel was jammed with people, many of them also dancing, but I only saw my wife and her suitor. As Jeanne obscenely ground her hips against Marv I was certain she was enjoying the feel of his erection pressing into her stomach. Marv's hands were freely groping Jeanne, touching her in places only I should be touching her. Crazed with lust my breath caught as I contemplated the possibility that in a short while I might actually be sitting in a chair in our suite watching this man undress my wife.
Remembering that Jeanne wasn't wearing either a bra or panties, I chuckled. Undressing her wasn't going to be a difficult task.
I was imagining Jeanne sucking Marv's cock when I realized that Paul was standing next to me. As he sat down he followed my gaze to Jeanne and Marv. "Mistress Patricia told me that Ms. Jeanne is like her and Ms. Jodie."
Quickly pulling myself together, I said, "You mean she enjoys men."
"Yes, isn't that why you went away? "
"Yes it is."
"But you're okay with it now?"
"I think so. This is sort of a test."
"Is this the first time you've watched her dance with another man like that?"
Smiling, I said, "You noticed."
"It's pretty obvious. Queen Victoria certainly wouldn't have approved of the way they're dancing with each other."
"No, she most definitely wouldn't have."
"Are you enjoying it?"
"Actually I am."
"I enjoy watching too, so I guess we have that in common."
Still intently focused on Jeanne and Marv, I nodded.
Paul continued. "But were different too."
"Because you're submissive?"
"That's right."
"You enjoy being submissive."
"I really do. When I'm serving Mistress Patricia I feel fulfilled. I feel like it's my destiny to be her servant."
"I wish she was nicer to you."
Sighing, Paul said, "I wish she was too. Part of her cruelty is deliberate. I'm not only submissive, I'm a masochist too. I hope you don't think I'm a freak."
I shook my head. "No, my friends in Arizona taught me to be open minded about the variety of desires that excite people. You're not hurting anyone."
"Thank you, sometimes I still feel like a freak, but I enjoy my life. I don't want to give it up."
"Then you shouldn't."
"I just wish..." Paul's voice trailed off.
"What do you wish Paul?"
"I love Mistress Patricia and I know she used to love me, but I'm not sure she does anymore. Sometimes I think she doesn't even care about me. When she got that big promotion at her job she changed. Now I think she really does view me as nothing more than her servant."
"What are you going to do about it? Have you tried talking to her?"
"She won't even consider discussing it with me. She believes it's unseemly for a superior to have a serious conversation with a servant." Shaking his head, Paul said, "Mr. Nolan I love your daughter. I want her to be my mistress and I want to be her servant. I hope she's just going through a phase. I'm going to try to wait it out. I want it to be the way it used to be."
Nodding, I said, "Okay, I think I understand, but if you need me all you have to do is call. Jeanne will help you too. We both like you a lot."
"I like you too Mr. Nolan. I'm glad I got to know you this week. When you finally come home maybe we could be friends."
"I'd like that very much Paul."
Paul stood up. "Thanks for talking to me. I'm going to go see what Ms. Jodie and Mistress Patricia are doing, then I think I'll go for a walk."
"Okay, I'll see you in the morning Paul."
"Sir."
"Yes Paul?"
"Enjoy yourself tonight. Watching is fun and you don't have to be jealous. I know Ms. Jeanne loves you. I can see it in her eyes every time she looks at you."
"Thank you Paul. I'll remember that."
"Good night sir."
"Good night Paul."
Paul disappeared into the crowd of partiers. I turned my attention back to Jeanne and Marv. They were still pressed against each other, but now they really weren't dancing. They were just swaying to the music. My breath caught as I watched Marv kiss Jeanne and my excitement rocketed when I saw Jeanne kiss him back.
I glanced around the ball room. Several other couples were making out while they danced and other couples were making out at their table.
The song ended. I expected Jeanne and Marv to continue dancing, but instead Jeanne took Marv's hand and led him back to our table. At the table Jeanne turned to him and said, "I enjoyed that Marv. You're an excellent dancer."
Marv said, "Thank you, I enjoyed it too."
"Would you like to sit down?"
Marv looked at me for a second and then he shook his head. "No, you're with your husband. Jeanne I enjoyed dancing with you, but I think my evening will be more satisfying if I find an unattached woman."
"Marv, Michael doesn't mind sharing me. I think you and I could have a very satisfying evening together."
Marv looked at me again. Taking a deep breath, I said, "I think Jeanne would like to get to know you much better and I wouldn't mind at all."
"I believe I will join you." Marv sat down.
Jeanne moved her chair so that it was right next to Marv's. Sitting down so that her body was pressed tightly against his, she picked up his hand and placed on the inside of her thigh inches from her bare pussy. At the same time she rested her hand on Marv's crotch.
Closing her eyes, Jeanne kissed Marv hard on the lips. He kissed her back. They made out in front of me. Marv slipped his hand under Jeanne's dress and pushed the hem up to her waist. The table gave them some cover, but I was sitting on the other side of Jeanne. I had clear view of Marv's fingers caressing her bare cunt while she massaged his erection through his trousers.
After a moment Jeanne broke off their kiss and said, "See he doesn't mind at all."
Marv smiled at me and said, "I've heard about husbands like you."
Something about Marv's tone made me feel uncomfortable, but recognizing that this was an awkward situation, I chose to chalk it up to nerves.
Jeanne said, "Marv is a retired army sergeant. He works for a security company now. He just returned from Saudi Arabia. He was a guard at their oil fields."
I thought to myself, this man is a mercenary. I considered telling Jeanne I wasn't feeling good, but then I realized that Marv was exactly the kind of man that excited Jeanne. Instead I said, "That must have been very interesting."
He nodded. "It was."
Nuzzling Marv's neck with her lips, Jeanne said, "It's noisy here. Why don't we go upstairs to our suite. We can have our own private New Years Eve party."
"I like that idea, but before we go upstairs I have a question about your husband's role."
Jeanne said, "Okay."
"I don't mind if he watches, in fact I think it might be a real turn on, but I don't like to share. If we go upstairs I want you all to myself."
Rubbing Marv's cock, Jeanne said, "Baby for the next few hours I'm all yours. All Michael gets to do is watch."
Marv smiled and stood up. "Let's go, I can't wait to get your dress off. I want to fuck your tits."
Jeanne stood up and put her arm around Marv's waist. "And I can't wait to suck your cock."
Looking at me, Marv said, "Mikey, your wife is my kind of woman." He possessively put his arm around Jeanne and led her out of the ballroom.
As I followed them to the elevator I considered telling him that I didn't like being called Mikey, but I decided not to do that. This man was a living, breathing fantasy for Jeanne. I wanted her to enjoy herself. As long as Jeanne was having fun he could call me Mikey as much as he wanted.
As soon as the elevator doors closed Marv pulled Jeanne into his arms and kissed her hard. At the same time he pawed her body with his big hands. Jeanne closed her eyes and gave herself to him. I wasn't jealous. I was excited, but even more, I was happy. I loved Jeanne. Seeing her this excited was fun. I again remembered Charles Montgomery's words, "Michael, it's fun to see the woman you love that happy." He was right.
The elevator stopped at our floor. The doors slid open. Jeanne pulled Marv into the hallway and led him to our suite. Overwhelmed with lust, she was in a hurry to get into the privacy of our room. I had my key out. I unlocked the door and held it open for them.
As Marv pushed Jeanne passed me, he said, "Good boy Mikey, a wimp husband should always hold the door open for his wife and her stud lover."
I closed the door and looked at Marv. His entire demeanor seemed to have changed. There was a menacing expression on his face that scared me.
He barked at me, "Get down on your knees wimp. Crawl over here, unzip my pants and take out my dick. I want your slut wife to suck my cock, but first I want you to suck it. I want my slut to see what a pathetic wimp you really are."
Suddenly realizing that the situation was going badly awry, Jeanne said, "Marv please don't talk to Michael like that. I would love to suck your cock, but you have to be polite to my husband and he is definitely not interested in sucking your cock."
"Shut the fuck up bitch! You're my slut. Sluts don't talk, they just suck and fuck." Marv turned back to me. "Now I told you to get down on your knees and crawl over here pussy boy."
Glaring at Marv, I said, "Get out! Get out now!"
"Fuck you! I came up here to fuck your slut wife and while I'm doing that you're going to be my little pussy boy. Just to make sure you know who's in charge here, before you get to suck my dick you're going to lick my asshole."
"Get out now or I'll call the police."
"I'll leave after I've fucked my slut. If you take as much as one step towards that telephone I'll beat the shit out of you."
Jeanne said, "Marv, the party is over, leave. You're not going to fuck me and neither Michael nor I will be sucking your cock. If you even touch me I'll file an assault charge. Do you understand me?"
I walked over to the telephone.
"I warned you wimp boy, if go near that telephone I'll beat the piss out of you and then I'll fuck your wife while you watch."
"You'd better kill me, because if you assault me and don't kill me I guarantee you that I'll call the police at my earliest opportunity."
"What are you going to tell them? You don't even really know who I am."
Jeanne said, "Actually Marv I know a great deal about you. You're name is Marv Kemp. You live in Dallas and you work for Banning Global Security. Finding you shouldn't be difficult at all."
I said, "I'm sure your macho buddies will love reading about you in the newspaper. Do they know you're gay?"
"I am not gay!"
"You're trying to make another man suck your cock."
"You won't dare say a word about any of this. The scandal would be every bit as bad for you as it would for me."
Jeanne said, "That's not true at all. We're fifteen hundred miles from home. I sincerely doubt this would even make it into the local papers. If it did, Michael and I wouldn't care. All of our friends know I'm a slut and Michael has his own business. The notoriety from this situation wouldn't even be a minor inconvenience for us."
"Maybe I'll just kill both of you."
Jeanne rolled her eyes. "Come on Marv, don't you watch television. It wouldn't take a police forensics team more than a day to identify you."
Nodding, I added, "How many buddies are here with you? How many people saw you leave the party with us? It would only be a matter of hours before you were the prime suspect."
"Marv, we could have had fun, but you got horribly confused and messed things up." Jeanne walked over to me and put her arm around my waist. "Now you only have one reasonable course of action. Leave and never bother us again."
Marv glared at us for a moment and then he shook his head and stormed out of our room, slamming the door as he left.
As soon as he was gone, Jeanne threw her arms around me and said, "Oh my god Michael, that was horrible. I'm so sorry."
I held Jeanne tightly in my arms. "No sweetheart, it was my fault. As we were leaving the ball room I recognized that he was possibly a bully. I knew that aggressive men excite you so I decided to ignore it. Who would have thought that he'd turn out to be a monster."
"You're not mad at me?"
"Of course not. It wasn't your fault. Remember the nightmare I had when I was with Amy and Mel?"
"Yes, and when we talked about it I promised you that I'd never allow any of my men friends to be rude to you."
"And you didn't. It's just that this individual went way beyond just being rude. It took both of us to control him."
"But we did it."
"Yes Jeanne we did."
"We make a pretty good team."
"Yes we do."
"Micheal?"
"Yes Jeanne."
"I feel like we should make love, but if you don't mind, I'm a little shaken up right now."
"I don't mind at all. I'm a little unsettled too." I glanced at the clock. It was 12:15. "It's just after midnight. I don't feel like going back to the party, but I'll bet the lobby bar is still open. Would you like a Manhattan?"
"I'd love one." Give me a minute to freshen up.
The lobby cocktail lounge was open. Six people were seated at the bar. Another eight were scattered at the surrounding tables. Apparently we weren't the only ones seeking a respite from the noise and commotion of the New Years Eve party. Jeanne and I sat at one of the tables. In the background we could faintly hear the music and hum of conversation from the party.
The waitress took our order for two Manhattans. As soon as she was gone, I said, "I guess our little experiment with cuckolding ended badly."
Jeanne burst out laughing. "It certainly did."
"It's too bad, because I was enjoying it."
"Were you Michael? Really?"
"Yes I loved watching you dance with Marv."
"Don't say his name."
"How about if we call him M."
Jeanne giggled, "M for monster."
"That works."
"I dance like that at Brady's all the time."
"I'm looking forward to going there with you."
"Michael would you be willing to try watching again?"
"Yes, but not tonight."
"No definitely not tonight." Jeanne sighed, "But I was excited about you watching. I feel like its a way to share my new life with you."
"I was excited about it too."
"I'm glad."
"It was easy to understand why you found M attractive. You like aggressive men. In the elevator you were really excited."
"Michael, I was so wet."
"It was fun to see you that excited."
"Really?"
"Yes, I love you. I want you to have fun. I'm looking forward to coming home."
"Are you? Tell me why?"
"Of course, there's the obvious reasons. I enjoy being with you. You're not just my wife you're also my best friend."
"I feel that way about you too."
"And I miss Jodie and Tricia. I feel like Tricia needs me right now."
"So does Paul. Michael, he really likes you."
"I like him too. Paul came back while you were dancing with M."
"I saw the two of you talking."
"He told me he loves Tricia. He's thinks she's going through a phase and he's going to try to tough it out with her."
"I hope he's right, but I worry that she might need something to jar her back to reality."
"Another Awakening? We've had a lot of those during the past several months."
Jeanne smiled. "We have, haven't we."
I nodded.
The waitress brought our Manhattans
After she was gone, Jeanne said, "Okay you've told me the obvious reasons your looking forward to coming home. What are the not so obvious reasons?"
"I want to go to Brady's with you and sit at the bar and watch."
"I'm looking forward to that too."
"I want to watch you getting dressed for your dates. This evening was fun, but it would be even more fun if I knew you were really getting dressed for a date with another man.
"As it turned out, I sort of was."
"Yes, but I want to know it for sure. When you're rolling your stockings up your legs I want to know it's for another man."
"Really?"
I shrugged. "I can't explain it, but it excites me. Mel and Amy said you were my personal porn star."
"Michael, that is so hot. I want to be your personal porn star."
"Want to hear something else?"
"Definitely."
I want to be at home while you're entertaining a date. I want to see you greet him at the front door wearing a negligee. I want to have a cocktail with the two of you in the living room."
"Would you really have a cocktail with us?"
"Yes, but I'd want you to sit on the couch cuddling with him while I sit in a chair opposite you. I want it to be clear to all three of us that while he's there you're with him, not me. Tonight when I asked you to cuckold me at the party you told me that I wouldn't be allowed to participate, I'd only be allowed to watch. I can't begin to describe how exciting that was for me."
"It got me pretty excited too." Jeanne paused for a moment and then she said, "Michael I won't always want you to watch. Sometimes I'll want to be alone with a date. While I enjoy sharing this with you, it does make it harder for me to concentrate on my own pleasure."
"That's okay, I understand. Believe me, watching you take a man into your boudoir will be extremely exciting for me and sitting in the den listening to the sounds you're making will be equally exciting. Just imagining what you're doing will be exciting. Even if you go away with a boyfriend for a weekend, I'll still get to imagine what you're doing with him."
"You certainly have changed."
"Mel and Amy opened my eyes. They taught me that there isn't any reason to be ashamed of our secret desires."
"Michael, why can't you come straight home. You're ready. We'll have so much fun."
"Jeanne, I'm ready, but I'm not sure you are. The decision about when I come home is now up to you."
"Okay, come home tomorrow."
"No Jeanne, you're not ready. Before I can come home you need to fully experience life as a slut. When I finally do come home my presence will affect your behavior. It's inevitable. You mentioned it earlier. You want me to watch because you feel like you're sharing this with me. You also know that I'll enjoy watching. I'm a voyeur. But, if I'm watching it makes it more difficult for you to concentrate on your own pleasure. When I'm home you'll want to include me in your fun as often as possible, but when you do that it won't be as much fun for you. You'll start to feel cheated."
"Okay."
"You also might want to take trips with some of your men friends. Maybe you'll find out that Jerry from the Goldenrod is going to a trade show in Chicago. Wouldn't you enjoy meeting him there?"
"Would that be all right with you?"
"If I'm gone, what difference will it make to me? Jeanne, I want you to do that. I want you to do that as often as you want to do it, because when I come home it will be much harder for you to do it. You'll feel guilty about leaving me."
"Okay, I understand. While you're gone you want me to indulge my sexual desires without concern for anything but my own personal pleasure."
"That's right."
"Abby will be eager to help me with that."
"Yes she will. I think Abby might turn out to be as good a resource for you as Amy and Mel were for me."
Jeanne suddenly looked up. Behind me a voice said, "Mr. Nolan, could I have a brief word with you and your wife?"
I turned. It was Richard, the head night bellman. I said, "Of course you can."



"Would you please come with me."
"Is there a problem?"
"It will be easier if I show you."
"Okay." Jeanne and I stood up and followed Richard across the lobby to a closed door behind the bell stand.
"Mr. Nolan when guests have to check out of their rooms before its time for them to leave for their travel arrangements they can store their luggage in this room. There's also a couch in here for the bell staff when we're taking our breaks."
"Okay."
He opened the door. The three of us stepped into the room. Paul was sound asleep on the couch. Richard said, "He's slept here for the past three nights. You're daughter locks him out of their room. Apparently she's been entertaining a male friend and wants privacy. He tried to sleep in the lobby. Mr. Nolan, I hope you understand, we can't allow that."
"Yes, of course I understand. Thank you for providing him with this option."
"Mr. Nolan during your stay here you've been very generous with the hotel staff. We're willing to try to do anything we can to accommodate your needs. Paul made us promise that we wouldn't tell you, but Mr. Nolan he's such a nice young man. None of us can stand to see him treated this way."
"I agree. I don't like it either."
Jeanne said, "Our oldest daughter is not acting like herself right now. We've been trying to let the two of them work all of this out, but clearly it's time for us to step in and take action. This isn't an acceptable way to treat anyone."
I took out my money clip and peeled off five twenty dollar bills. As I handed the money to Richard I said, "Please divide this among the night bell staff."
"No Mr. Nolan, that's not necessary. You've already been very generous with us."
"Richard, Jeanne and I appreciate what you and your staff have done for Paul. Just saying thank you isn't enough. Please accept this as a small token of our gratitude."
"Very well sir. The hotel staff is having a holiday party Thursday night. I'll put it into the drink kitty."
"Very good, now I have a favor to ask."
"Go ahead."
"I know the hotel is full, but is there any chance we might be able to get a small room somewhere so that Paul can spend the rest of the night in a bed and take a shower in the morning?"
"Actually there is. The hotel always keeps two rooms vacant in case there's a mix up in reservations. One of those rooms is still available. At this time of the night it's highly unlikely that the hotel will need it."
"Can you get that room for us?"
"Certainly, but because it will have to be cleaned tomorrow you'll have to pay the minimum rate for it."
"That's fine. Please get the room for us."
"Yes sir."
Richard turned to leave. As he was about to walk out the door I said, "Richard I have one more request."
"What is it?"
"Please tell the front desk that regardless of what she demands, my daughter is not to be told where Paul is staying."
Richard smiled. "Yes sir, I'll be happy to relay that message to the front desk staff."
"Thank you."
Richard left.
I said to Jeanne, "We have to wake him up."
"Let me handle this."
"Okay."
Jeanne sat down on the couch next to Paul. Gently stroking his hair, she said, "Paul we need you to wake up."
"I'm awake."
"Really?"
"Yes, I heard the entire conversation with Richard."
"Paul will you sit up so we can talk to you."
"Yes." Paul sat up.
Jeanne put her arm around him and held him close to her. "Baby this isn't okay."
"I know, but I don't know what to do about it."
I asked, "what do you mean? Why don't you just leave?"
"Mr. Nolan, I was raised in a series of foster homes."
"Yes I know that."
"Mistress Patricia is the only family I have. I don't have a job and I don't have any money. She's made it very clear to me that if I try to leave her I'll be homeless."
Jeanne said, "Tricia told you that?"
"Yes maam."
"That's awful."
I said, "It's also not true. Paul you do have family. Jeanne, Jodie and I are also your family."
"I can't live with Ms. Jeanne or Ms. Jodie. Mistress Patricia would constantly hound them."
Jeanne nodded. "Michael he's right. She wouldn't leave either of us or Paul alone."
Looking at me, Paul said, "Could I go with you? You could teach me how to play golf."
"Paul I'd like that very much, but I'm not sure how much longer I'm going to be gone. I think Tricia needs to experience life without you for an extended period of time."
Jeanne said, "You once said that same thing to me."
"And it worked, didn't it."
"It certainly did. It was a major wake up call for me. Michael, what are we going to do? Paul needs to be away from Tricia for months, maybe even a year."
"I have an idea."
Richard returned. "Mr. Nolan, the arrangements have been made for the room. I've even arranged for a late checkout. Paul can stay there until 3:00."
"Jeanne will you take Paul up to his room and get him settled? I need to make a telephone call."
"Of course. Michael are you thinking what I think you're thinking?"
"I believe so."
"That's a wonderful idea." Jeanne stood up and pulled Paul to his feet. "Come on baby, let's get you up to your room so you can get a decent nights sleep. Michael is going to take care of everything for you."
Jeanne led Paul out of the room. I took out my cell phone. It was 1:15. That meant it was 12:15 in Tucson. It was late, but that couldn't be helped. I dialed. After four rings Mel answered. "Michael, is everything all right?"
"Kind of, no one's hurt or anything like that, but we do have a problem."
Amy said, "I'm here too. We have the speaker on. Tell us what's happened."
"You remember the situation with my daughter Tricia and her boyfriend Paul."
Mel said, "Of course we do. They were in a dom sub relationship. You were worried that it might not be mutually beneficial."
"That's right." I filled them in on everything that had happened with Paul and Tricia while we were in San Antonio.
When I was finished Mel said, "You need a place for Paul to stay for awhile."
"Yes I do, but I also need a loving environment that will help restore his self esteem."
Amy asked, "Will he be willing to earn his keep?"
"You mean spot for you on cottage days and work behind the bar at Danny's Lounge?"
Mel said, "Yes, but he also has to help Amy with the dishes and he has to help me cut up vegetables. You know I hate doing that."
"Yes Melody, I believe he will be eager to help you."
"I love it when you call me Melody. I get all squishy between my thighs."
I laughed.
Amy said, "Focus Mel."
Mel said, "Okay. Michael, we'd love to have him stay with us."
"I'll make the travel arrangements tomorrow and call you."
Amy said, "Have him fly to Phoenix and take the shuttle bus to Tucson. It's cheaper and quicker. We'll pick him up at the shuttle station. Does he have a cell phone?"
"I don't think so, the poor guy doesn't have anything. I have the extra phone I bought in San Francisco to use with Jeanne. I don't need that anymore. Jeanne and I stay in daily contact now. I'll give that to him."
Mel said, "Put all of our numbers into it, my cell, Amy's cell, our work cell and our home phone.
"Your work cell?"
"It's the phone we monitor most closely."
"Of course. I'll call you tomorrow after I have his airplane ticket. Thank you for doing this."
"You're welcome Michael." Amy laughed. "But frankly we should be thanking you. Having a young submissive man in the house is going to be fun."
Giggling, Mel said, "It will be. We get to teach him how to eat pussy."
"You did an excellent job with me. Jeanne has been very pleased this week."
Mel asked, "How was your New Years Eve?"
"Interesting, I'll tell you about it when I call you tomorrow. Right now I'd better check on Jeanne and Paul."
Amy said, "You're right. Goodnight Michael."
Mel said, "Goodnight Michael, don't worry, we'll take good care of Paul."
"I know you will. Thank you very much." We ended the call.
The front desk clerk told me that Richard had taken Jeanne and Paul to room 522. I took the elevator up and joined them. Richard opened the door. Jeanne was sitting on the bed with her arm around Paul.
I sat down next to them and said, "Paul, how would you like to go to Tucson"
He looked at me.
I said, "I have two close friends there."
"The prostitutes."
"Yes, that's true, they are prostitutes, but they're also my good friends. I prefer that you think of them as Amy and Mel."
"Are they nice?"
"They're very nice. They'll be kind to you and they'll take good care of you just like they took good care of me."
"I don't know them."
"But they know you and they know you're coming. When you get to Tucson they'll be there waiting for you."
"Mr. Nolan I've been passed around all my life."
"Not anymore. You're now part of our family. I will always take care of you. Amy and Mel are part of our family too. Right now I would like to entrust you to them. Will you let me do that? I promise that they're very nice. Tomorrow I'm going to give you a cell phone. If you decide you don't like them you can call me and I'll come and get you. I'll come immediately."
"Do you promise?"
"Yes Paul, I promise."
"Okay."
Jeanne kissed his forehead. "Baby it's time to sleep. We'll come get you in the morning. You're safe now. We'll protect you and we'll take care of you."
"Okay." Paul was exhausted. His eyes closed. He drifted into sleep. Jeanne, Richard and I stepped into the hallway.
Jeanne said, "He's never had a real family."
I said, "He will now."
The next morning Jeanne and I went down to breakfast as usual. It had been a late night, but Jeanne and the girls had to catch an eleven o'clock flight. We'd just sat down at a table when Tricia stormed into the coffee shop.
Hurrying over to our table, she said, "Paul didn't come back to the room last night."
"Don't you mean he didn't come back to the room this morning? You locked him out of your room last night?" Jeanne's voice was calm, but there was an icy edge to it.
Tricia sputtered. "I...How...? Yes, but..." Finally collecting herself, she defiantly answered, "Steve and I wanted some privacy. Paul understands. Remember, he is my servant."
"This was the third night in a row you locked him out without any concern for his well being." The iciness in Jeanne's voice was turning into anger.
Tricia bristled. "That's none of your business. Now where is he? He has to pack my bag."
Jeanne's temper flared. "Tricia, how can you possibly be that callous? You must not have any feelings at all for that sweet young man."
Tricia yelled, "You don't understand!"
Deciding it was time to intervene, I said, "Paul has been sleeping in a room behind the bell stand. Last night the head bell man kindly informed us about what was happening. We got Paul a room of his own. We also asked the hotel staff to refuse to give you his room number."
"Why?"
"Paul asked us to help him get away from you."
"What? I don't believe you. You're making this up. Where is he? I need to talk to him."
Now calm, Jeanne said, "Tricia your father is telling you the truth. Paul did ask us to help him. Baby, you were holding him against his will. You deliberately withheld money from him so he'd be totally dependent on you. Last night he told me that you told him if he tried to leave you you'd make sure he was homeless."
"I..." Suddenly defeated, Tricia's voice trailed off and her face went blank.
I said, "Tricia, Paul will not be returning with you. We're helping him get a fresh start. You don't have to worry about him. He will be safe and well cared for."
"No, I need to talk to him. I can make this right."
Shaking my head, I said, "No Tricia, you're not going to talk to him. Paul needs to be away from you for a while and you need to learn what life is like without him."
"Like you and mom?"
"Yes, your mother and I are doing something similar, although we're nearing the end of our separation."
Tricia stared at both of us. After a moment she sighed and walked slowly out of the coffee shop.
I turned to Jeanne. "I'm suddenly hopeful. I think she may already have an inkling about what she's done."
"I hope so. Tricia has always been a little head strong and full of herself, but at heart she's a good person."
"Yes, she is. I fear that when she begins to grasp the full magnitude of what she's done she's going to be in for some very difficult times."
"Jodie and I will be there to help her."
"And Mel and Amy will take good care of Paul."
"It was certainly an eventful New Years Eve."
"And in the long run, I think a good one."
Jeanne shook her head. "Except for M the monster."
"No, while he was certainly a traumatic experience, we survived him. No one was harmed."
"Okay, I'll grant you that, but it still doesn't make it a good experience."
"I think it was."
"Tell me how."
"It reinforced our trust in each other. It reassured both of us that regardless of what happens I will always have your back and you will always have mine."
Jeanne smiled. "That's true and you're right it is reassuring."
We ate our breakfast and went up to our room. After we finished packing, Jeanne took of her slacks and panties and lay down on the bed with her legs spread. "Michael, I want you to kiss me good bye. When you're finished I want to kiss you good bye. Last night we didn't have an opportunity to do it properly."
Smiling, I crawled between Jeanne's parted thighs and kissed her. She was dry. I understood. I closed my eyes and kissed her again, gently. I felt her moisture on my lips. I kissed her with passion. Jeanne's breath caught. She stroked my head with her fingers and whispered, "Micheal, I love you so much."
I extended my tongue and tasted Jeanne. I savored her. But when I started to lick her vigorously she stopped me and sat up. I looked at her with a puzzled expression.
She said, "Michael, I don't need to cum. In fact right now I don't want to cum. For me this isn't about orgasms. I want to remember the feel of your lips and tongue in my pussy and I want you to remember how I taste. I want you to remember the feel of my moisture on your lips."
Understanding, I said, "I will. Thank you."
"Now it's your turn."
I lay down with my head resting on a pillow. Jeanne unzipped my pants and freed my erect cock. For a moment she held it and studied it as if she was committing it to memory.
She whispered, "I know you might not think this is fair, but I want you to cum. I want you to cum in my mouth. I need to taste your seed one more time before we part."
Again I understood. I lay back and closed my eyes while Jeanne worked her magic. It didn't take long. The orgasm was bittersweet. We both knew it would be weeks or even months before our next opportunity to enjoy each other.
Jeanne licked me clean and put my now flaccid penis back in my trousers. After zipping me up, we both stood. Jeanne quickly put her panties and slacks back on and fixed her hair and makeup. Once she was ready she said, "It's time to go."
Nodding, I picked up our bags. Jeanne held the door to our suite open for me. I carried our bags into the hallway. She closed the door behind me and together we walked silently to the elevator.
Jodie and Tricia were waiting for us in the lobby. While I checked out at the front desk Jeanne had the bell men load their bags into the Escalade. They stored my bag in the room where Paul had been sleeping for the past several nights.
During the trip to the airport Jodie, Jeanne and I talked quietly while Tricia stared silently out the window. I think she was beginning to grasp that it was possible she may have lost Paul forever.
At the airport the porters took Jodie, Jeanne and Tricia's bags to curb side check in while we hugged and said our good byes. When Tricia hugged me I told her that I loved her. She told me that she loved me too.
I waited at the curb while they checked in. When they were finished they waved to me. I waved back and then they disappeared into the airport.
As soon as they were gone I got into the Escalade and drove back downtown. I returned the big SUV to the Hertz office and walked quickly to the hotel. Paul was waiting for me in the lobby. One of the bell men had helped him retrieve his bag from Tricia's room. While the valet brought my Escape around I settled Paul's bill with the front desk and picked up my bag at the bell stand.
On the way to the airport I gave Paul the extra cell phone I'd bought in San Francisco and told him that I'd continue to pay the monthly bill. I explained that he'd be flying to Phoenix and taking a shuttle bus to Tucson. Amy and Mel would meet him at the shuttle station. All of their telephone numbers were in the cell phone I'd given him. I told him call their home telephone and let them know when he boards the shuttle in Phoenix. When the shuttle passes Pacacho Peak I told him to call them again. That will allow them to get to the shuttle station at about the same time his bus arrives.
Paul told me that he understood.
After I dropped Paul at the airport I stopped at a Bill Miller's barbecue for lunch. While I ate I called Amy and Mel and told them that Paul was on his way.
As soon as I was finished eating I got back into my Escape and headed east on Interstate 10. San Antonio has a number of outstanding golf courses. I'd originally planned to stay there for several weeks and play golf. That morning I changed my mind. The city now held too many memories for me. It was time to move on.
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I spent the night in a Motel Six in Lake Charles, Louisiana. Lake Charles was only three hundred miles from San Antonio, but I got a late start, it began raining while I was passing through Houston and I was eager to talk to Jeanne and Mel and Amy. Three hundred miles was enough for that day.
I had dinner at a Chili's, a tossed salad, a small sirloin steak, a baked potato, and a twenty ounce beer. All four of the basic food groups were represented, although Jeanne would argue that red wine would have been a better choice than beer for the fourth food group. She would have also argued that I'd neglected the fifth food group, chocolate. I really did love that woman, she understood life.
After dinner I went back to my motel, poured myself a glass of Canadian whiskey and called Jeanne. Canadian Whiskey was my choice for the fifth food group. Married couples don't always have to agree.
Jeanne answered on the third ring. "Hi Michael, where are you?"
"Lake Charles, Louisiana."
"Where is that?"
"East of Houston, just over the Texas Louisiana border."
"You decided not to stay in San Antonio."
"Do you blame me?"
"Not at all, our last night there was a little traumatic."
"It was. Are you doing okay?"
Laughing, Jeanne said, "I'll probably have a few nightmares, but I'll survive. How about you?"
"About the same, how was your trip home?"
"Uneventful. Michael, I already miss you."
"I miss you too Jeanne. How's Tricia doing?"
"She's sad."
"That's good."
"I agree. I think she's already beginning to understand that she really screwed up.
"Awakenings Jeanne, right now our life seems to be inundated with them."
"It really does, doesn't it. Have you talked to Amy and Mel?"
"Not yet, I'm going to call them after I'm finished talking to you."
"I hope Paul is okay."
"So do I. He should be there by now. Why don't you call them too."
"That's a good idea, but you should call them first. I'll wait a half hour before I call."
"Okay."
Jeanne and I chatted for a few more minutes. After we ended our conversation I called Mel and Amy.
Amy answered. "Hello."
"Hi Amy, it's Michael."
There was a pause and then I heard Amy say, "Hey Mel and Paul, Michael's on the phone."
"Oh good, come on Paul, we'll all talk to him. Amy turn the speaker on." It was Mel.
"It's on."
Mel said, "Hi Michael."
"Hi Mel, I gather Paul got there."
Amy said, "We picked him up a couple of hours ago. We just finished dinner."
"Michael he's a sweetheart. We're keeping him forever. Amy and I are both already in love with him."
I laughed.
Mel continued. "He likes to cook and he's good at it. This morning I made a lasagna. I put it in the oven before we left to pick up Paul. As soon as we got home we got him set up in the guest room and then we had cocktails on the veranda. After we finished our cocktails we went inside. Paul made the salads while I made the garlic bread."
Amy said, "After dinner he helped me clean the kitchen while we finished the bottle of zinfandel we had with dinner."
"Michael, you're right. Amy and Mel are really nice. Thank you for sending me here."
"Paul, you just called me Michael."
"Damn right he did. When we picked him up he started calling me Ms. Mel and Amy Ms. Amy. We nipped that in the bud right away. Sometimes we might do a little role playing, but we're not dominants. In this house everyone is equal."
I smiled. "Paul, I'm glad you like it there."
"I do. Tomorrow Mel and Amy are working in the cottage. They both have two dates. They're going to teach me to spot for them and on Friday I'm going with them to the club where they dance. They told me they can get me a job as a bar boy. While I'm working the bartenders will teach me to tend bar. I'm excited. It's going to be fun to work again."
Amy said, "Michael I'm glad you sent him to us. Right now this is a good place for him."
"Michael?"
"Yes Paul?"
"How are Jeanne and Jodie?"
"I just talked to Jeanne. They got home okay."
"Please say hello to them for me and thank them for being so nice to me."
"You can tell Jeanne yourself. She's going to call Mel and Amy tonight."
Mel said, "We thought she'd probably call."
There was a pause and then Paul asked, "How's Tricia?"
"Jeanne told me she's sad."
There was another pause and then Paul said, "It's funny, right now I'm as happy as I've been for a very long time, but I feel sad too."
"You and Tricia both lost your way. Now you have to find it again. I fear that may be harder for Tricia than it will be for you."
"If she's sad maybe she at least knows she lost her way. That's a start."
"Yes it is and she has Jeanne and Jodie to help her."
"I'm glad. I hope they can help her find her way again."
"I do too."
Mel said, "Micheal, on the the phone this morning you told us your New Years Eve was a little strange. We got the impression there was more than just Tricia and Paul. Was there?"
"Oh yes."
"Can you tell us about it?"
"Of course." I spent the next ten minutes telling them about our encounter with Marv Kemp.
When I was finished Amy said, "Remember your nightmare? That night we discussed the concern that Jeanne's attraction to aggressive men carried a risk."
"Yes I remember. Jeanne and I talked about that last night."
Mel asked, "Are the two of you okay? I mean with each other."
"I actually think it brought us even closer together."
"Because you stood up for her and she stood up for you."
"That's right."
"Do you want to try watching again?"
"Yes Amy, I think both of us want to try it again. Jeanne feels like its a way to share her new life with me."
"And you want to do it again because you're a voyeur. You like to watch." Giggling, Mel quickly added. "I understand because I'm a voyeur too."
Amy chimed in, "Me too."
Laughing, Paul said, "So am I. I used to love watching Tricia when she was entertaining a date."
Amy said, "Paul honey, have you ever watched two women make love?"
"No."
"Would you like to watch?"
"Could I?"
"Paul you are now living in Amy and Mel's house of sin." I was chuckling.
Mel said, "Sweetie after we're finished talking to Michael we're going to talk to Jeanne. When we're done talking to Jeanne we're going upstairs. All three of us are going go take a shower together. After our shower we're going to play. You do want to play with us, don't you."
"Really?"
Still chuckling, I said, "Yes Paul, really. Face it, you're now living with a couple of sex crazed nude dancers. It's your job to keep them happy."
"I don't know, I'm not one of Tricia's stud lovers."
Purring like a kitten, Mel said, "Baby, you're the perfect man for us."
In an equally seductive voice, Amy said, "Yes you are. We can't wait to get you upstairs."
"I think it's time for me to leave this conversation."
Mel asked, "Michael will you call us again tomorrow night?"
"Of course I will."
Mel started laughing.
I asked, "What's happening?"
Mel said, "Amy just unzipped Paul's pants. She has his cock out. She's sucking him."
"Michael, he has a beautiful cock. It's not very big, but it's really hard and it has the cutest head." Amy laughed. "Mel just took off her shorts and panties. She's standing on the couch straddling Paul. Her pussy is right in his face."
Paul yelled, "Michael." My concern for his well-being was tempered by the fact that he was giggling.
In a garbled voice, she obviously had Paul's cock in her mouth, Amy said, "Relax baby, in this house everyone gets to enjoy sex. We give and we receive equally. Now close your eyes and enjoy what I'm doing while you make Mel happy."
Still chuckling, I said, "Paul my friend, if you're not satisfied with your current situation tell me. I'll pick you up. I can be in Tucson in two days."
Mel said, "Michael, both your friend and my girlfriend are currently preoccupied. They're not able to speak, but I will check for you. Paul, if you want Mr. Nolan to come and get you, raise your hand."
There was a pause and then Mel said, "Nope, he didn't raise his hand. I believe he's quite content with the status quo."
Now laughing, I said, "Goodnight Amy, Mel and Paul" and then I ended the call.
I poured myself another glass of Canadian whiskey. As I sipped it I wondered if they'd even answer the telephone when Jeanne called them. Actually I knew they would. Amy and Mel loved Jeanne, but I suspected that one of them would be doing all the talking.
The next night I stayed in Mobile, Alabama. While it was only a little over three hundred miles from Lake Charles, I'd heard good things about Alabama golf. I was eager to play a couple of courses there.
That night I made my usual call to Jeanne. She'd gone back to work. She wasn't happy. The stodgy old attorneys who employed her were becoming increasingly disenchanted with her new persona and she was becoming increasingly less tolerant of their insistence that she moderate the way she dressed. I was quite certain that a reckoning was in the offing.
I called Amy and Mel too. They'd taught Paul to spot for them during their cottage dates. He'd also met Juan and helped him with the horses. Paul told me that he couldn't ever remember being happier. That made me happy.
It rained in Mobile for two days straight. The evening of the second day I watched the local weather. They were predicting another week of rain. The next morning I packed my bag and continued east. It was also cold, so when I reached Florida I decided to turn south.
I spent the night in a Motel 6 outside of Tampa. The next morning I continued south. I reached Fort Meyers in the early afternoon. The sun was shining and it was 72 degrees. Deciding to stop, I found an inexpensive motel. There were several golf courses nearby, a steak house and a coffee shop across the street and a Walgreen's Drug Store at the end of the block. The Walgreen's sold liquor and light groceries. I had everything I needed. I checked in.
It was Tuesday January 7th. Six days had passed since I'd taken Jeanne, Tricia, Jodie and Paul to the San Antonio airport. I'd continued making nightly telephone calls to both Jeanne and Mel, Amy and Paul.
Paul was flourishing in Mel and Amy's care. He was now working as a bar boy at Danny's Lounge. The bartenders were teaching him to tend bar and in a month he was hoping to be working as a full fledged bartender. Several of the young dancers were also exhibiting some interest in him. Realizing that Paul was vulnerable, Amy and Mel were keeping a close eye on those interactions.
The attorney's that employed Jeanne were continuing to grow increasingly intolerant of her flamboyant mode of dress. Apparently their wives were complaining. Jeanne was adamantly refusing to tone down her appearance. She argued that her attire was a form of self expression. I interpreted that to mean she was now an avowed slut and she enjoyed flaunting it. She also reminded me that while we were in San Antonio I'd urged her to fully embrace and enjoy her new lifestyle. Her manner of dress was part of that new life. I was certain that Jeanne and her current employers would soon agree that it was in everyone's best interest to part company. I hoped that it would be an amiable or at least civil parting. Knowing Jeanne I feared it might not be.
During the six days since she'd returned home Jeanne had led a quiet life. I didn't blame her. The week in San Antonio had been intense. I needed a break too. She was also spending as much time as she could with Tricia. Jeanne was a good mother. Her daughter needed her.
The previous night she'd told me that tonight she was planning to go to Brady's with Abby, Ruth and David. I was happy. I was afraid the New Years Eve encounter with Marv Kemp might have made her anxious about dating. Going to Brady's with her friends was a good way to get back into her new life.
It was just after ten o'clock when Jeanne called me. I'd had a nice dinner at the steakhouse across the street and was watching a rerun of "Scandal". I was expecting her call. I was now in the eastern time zone. It was only nine o'clock at home.
"Hi Michael."
"Hi Jeanne, how was your evening at Brady's"
"It was fun."
"Did you meet anyone interesting?"
"Michael, you're incorrigible."
"What can I say, did you?"
"Yes, of course I did. His name is Jack Mahler. He sells heating and air conditioning systems."
"Tell me more about him. Is he handsome?"
There was a pause. After a moment Jeanne said, "Yes Michael, he's very handsome."
Sensing that Jeanne had enjoyed this man and was feeling a little insecure about admitting it to me, I said, "Jeanne, during the past month I've learned that I need and want to trust you. New years Eve taught me that I can feel secure about trusting you without any reservations."
"You can Micheal. You're the only man I'll ever love."
"I believe that Jeanne, so relax and tell me all about this man. You said he was handsome."
"Michael he was a total dreamboat, 6'2", long wavy dark hair, broad shoulders and a nice sense of humor."
"Maybe I should be jealous."
"You know you don't need to be jealous. You never have to be jealous. No one could ever replace you in my heart."
Laughing, I said, "Okay, so did you go out to his car?"
"Oh yes."
"And?"
"Of course I went down on him."
"Tell me more."
Jeanne laughed, "Michael, you really are a voyeur, aren't you."
"Guilty as charged and you're a slut."
"I am. I'm becoming a notorious slut."
"So slut wife, tell me more. Was he big?"
"Michael, he really was. He was at least eight inches. I realized it while we were sitting in the back booth in the bar, but when we got out to the car I opened his pants and took it out. Michael, it took my breath away."
Chuckling, I said, "You have acquired an appreciation for well endowed men, haven't you."
"Is that okay?"
"Yes Jeanne, it's okay. Tell me what happened next."
"The usual, he unbuttoned my blouse, unfastened my brassiere and played with my tits while I gave him a blow job." Jeanne paused. After a moment she said, "But Michael."
"Yes Jeanne?"
"Just before he came he handed me his handkerchief."
"He was a gentleman."
"Yes."
"That's not the kind of man you're usually attracted to."
"No, but after New Years Eve I feel like I need a break from aggressive men."
Understanding, I said, "You're lucky you ran into this man. What was his name?"
"Jack."
"That's right, Jack."
"Michael, while he was walking me back into the bar he asked me out."
"He asked for a date?"
"Yes, I'd really like to see him again. He was nice."
"So you accepted?"
"Is that all right?"
"Yes Jeanne, you need to do this."
"I'd like to do it."
"That's why you need to do it. When are you going out with him?"
"We're not actually going out. Friday night he's coming to the house for a cocktail."
"Friday night? Is he single?"
"No he's married, but his wife goes out with a group of women every Friday night."
"Does he have children?"
"One daughter, she's twenty-three and married."
"It sounds to me like it's possible you might have found a new boyfriend."
"Would that be okay?"
"Jeanne, before I can come home this is exactly what you need to do."
"Michael, I love you."
"I know that Jeanne, but right now Jack excites you, doesn't he."
"Yes Michael, he really does."
"Then I'm excited for you too."
"Thank you Michael. You're the best husband in the whole world."
Laughing, I said, "Just remember to call me after he goes home. I'll want to hear every seamy detail."
"You know I will." There was another pause and then Jeanne said, "Michael, I need to tell you about something else that happened tonight."
"Okay."
"Before we went to Brady's Abby, Ruth, David and I had dinner at Mario's Cafe."
"I'm envious. Mario's has wonderful food. What did you have?"
"The fettuccine carbonara, it was good, but Michael that's not why I brought this up."
"Okay."
"Ruth told us that she and David have decided that they're both ready for her to have a boyfriend."
"But not her old flame Nick."
"Definitely not Nick. Ruth told us that he gets possessive. She's also afraid he'll be rude to David."
"That could turn into an ugly situation."
"Yes it could."
"So what are they going to do?"
"They're hoping Ruth will meet a guy at Brady's"
"Like the guy you met tonight."
"Yes, although I don't know Jack very well. He could still turn out to be a dud."
"That's always possible. You have to be careful. Did Ruth meet anyone interesting tonight?"
"She hooked up with a guy. I haven't talked to her since we split up, but Michael, Abby had an idea."
"Okay."
"Her husband Luther has a friend. His name is Matt Haynes. He owns a flooring company. He installs the tile and carpeting in all of Luther's office buildings and retail developments."
"He must be wealthy."
"I'm certain he is. Abby told us he's married and divorced three wives. He's a younger version of Luther, a workaholic and a notorious womanizer. He has neither the time nor the temperament for a serious relationship. When he was younger he was a night club king, but now that he's getting older he lacks both the time and the stamina for that style of living. He's looking for something casual. A relationship that demands minimum commitment and responsibility."
"An affair with a married woman who has an agreeable husband would demand minimum commitment and responsibility."
"Exactly."
"How old is he?"
"Fifty-one."
"That's not so old."
"It's not, unless you're working sixty hours a week."
"Yes, I'm sure that makes it much more difficult to find the energy to go clubbing. Were Ruth and David interested?"
"Very, they'd like to meet him."
"Do you have a plan?"
"Of course we do. We're going to have a dinner party at our house next week. Abby will invite Matt and Mark and Bobby."
"Will David be invited too?"
"Not for this dinner. Abby's going to call Matt tomorrow and tell him about Ruth and David. She'll make sure he understands that both Ruth and David want David to be included in this relationship, but the first time they get together we think it will be a little less awkward if David stays at home."
"I agree. You're inviting Mark and Bobby. I get the feeling you and Abby are planning an orgy."
"Just a partial orgy. If they hit it off Ruth and Matt can use my boudoir. Abby, Mark, Bobby and I can party in the living room."
"When this party is over you have to call me.
"It might be late."
"For me that just means I'll have to play afternoon golf the next day."
Jeanne laughed. "That's the real reason you're not coming home soon. You like not working."
"I have to admit that life as a traveling vagabond does have it's appeal."
"You're incorrigible."
"Lifestyle criticism from a woman who at the age of forty-seven decided to become an avowed slut?"
"Touche, we're both incorrigible. I love you Michael Nolan."
"And I love you too Jeanne Nolan."
Jeanne and I talked for a few more minutes, mostly about Tricia and Jodie. It was almost 11:30 when we finally ended the call.
Wednesday and Thursday were uneventful. I played golf both mornings. The nearby courses were fun and inexpensive. After dinner I called Mel, Amy and Paul first. Paul was flourishing under Mel and Amy's care.



After I finished talking to Mel, Amy and Paul, I called Jeanne. She was excited about her date with Jack Mahler the following night. I was excited too. I told her I wished I could be there so I could watch while she was getting dressed. Jeanne laughed and told me she wished I could be there too.
She also told me that Abby had called Matt Haynes. He was eager to meet Ruth and as long as they understood that David would only be involved as an observer and never as a participant, he wasn't at all put off by the prospect of including him. In fact he felt that if David really could be satisfied with that role it would make the entire situation must less complicated.
Friday morning I awoke excited, but I was also anxious. That night my wife had a date with a man she'd just met. Jack Mahler, she'd described him as handsome, exciting and a considerate lover.
While I was now an avowed voyeur and an eager cuckold, I still grappled with a lifetime of conditioning. Would Jeanne find this man more exciting than me? Would she fall in love with him? Would she be bored with me? I now trusted Jeanne implicitly. Rationally I was confident that I would always be the man who owned her heart, but doubt and insecurity still lingered. It was nearly impossible to squash them completely.
After breakfast at the coffee shop across the street from my motel, I drove to one of the nearby golf courses. It was a nice course and I was paired with two retired gentlemen who turned out to be interesting playing partners. If I hadn't been preoccupied with Jeanne and her impending date that evening it would have been a memorable day of golf.
But I was preoccupied. I had difficulty focusing my attention on the game and played poorly. When I returned to my motel I tried to read, but I still couldn't focus my attention. Excitement and anxiety had a firm hold on my mindset.
Deciding to treat myself I walked down to the Walgreens, went into the Liquor store side and purchased a six pack of Heineken beer and a liter of Chivas Regal Scotch whisky. A good bottle of beer before dinner and a couple of scotches after dinner would be nice.
Back at the motel I took a shower and drank a bottle of Heineken while I got dressed. Once I was ready I walked across the street to Jimmy's Steakhouse.
Jimmy's had a row of six small two person tables lined up along the windows that looked out on to the street in front of the restaurant. While it wasn't a scenic view, the street served as a welcome focal point for patrons dining alone.
The hostess seated me. A moment later a waitress arrived. I ordered a bottle of Heineken. She left. I stared at the cars driving by the restaurant while I thought about my wife and her new friend. I wondered if he'd already arrived at the house. I glanced at my watch. It was 7:10. Jeanne told me he was coming over at 6:30. It was an hour earlier at home. If he was punctual it would be another twenty minutes before he arrived.
The waitress returned with my beer and a basket of wrapped crackers and bread sticks. After setting the basket of crackers in the middle of the table she poured half of my bottle of beer into a glass, set it and the half empty bottle in front of me and asked if I was ready to order. I was. I ordered a tossed salad, a small sirloin and a baked potato.
As the waitress was leaving I noticed the hostess leading a middle aged woman to the next table along the window from mine. Trying to be discreet I took a sip of my beer and pretended to stare out the window while I surreptitiously watched the woman out of the corner of my eye.
Maybe a year or two older than Jeanne and me, she had shoulder length dark hair, an enchanting smile and beautiful blue eyes. While she wasn't heavy, she was a full figured woman with an ample bust, a thick waist, generous hips and gorgeous rear end. I found her very attractive. At least momentarily, she made me forget about Jeanne and her new friend.
She sat down in the chair on the opposite side of her table from where I was seated at my table. While we were at separate tables it created the feeling that we were dining together.
I continued watching her. The same waitress who was taking care of me arrived at her table. The woman ordered a vodka martini. The waitress left.
The woman leaned over and set her purse on the floor between her chair and the wall under the window. When she sat up again, she glanced at me. For a brief moment our eyes met, but she looked away immediately. Still trying to be discreet I watched. Suddenly her expression changed. She smiled, turned her gaze directly to me and said. "This is awkward, isn't it."
Chuckling, I said, "Yes it is. We're dining alone, but in a way we're dining together."
"I'm generally not this forward, but as you just pointed out, in a way we've already been seated together. Would you like to make it official and join me at my table? Dining alone is so unsatisfying."
"Yes, I'd like that very much." I picked up my glass of beer and the bottle next to it. As I walked over to her table I said, "My name is Michael Nolan."
She smiled and said,"Michael Nolan, I'm pleased to meet you. My name is Maureen Styles."
As I sat down, I said, "It's a pleasure to meet you too Maureen. Thank you for inviting me to join you. I agree, dining alone is unsatisfying."
"So Michael, why are you dining alone? I would think a handsome man like you would be happily married and out with his wife tonight."
"I am married."
"Where's your wife?"
"At home in Minnesota."
"Do you live in the Twin Cities?"
"Yes, St. Paul."
"Are you traveling for business."
"No, I'm just traveling."
"Without your wife."
"Yes." Quickly deciding that there wasn't any good reason to guarded with this woman I said, "Over the past several months our marriage has been stressed. We're working things out, but we're currently separated. It's an informal separation, but we are deliberately living apart."
And that's why your traveling."
"Yes."
"My husband and I are having problems too. While we're not physically separated, we're certainly emotionally separated."
"Would you like to talk about it?"
"Actually, I would. Would you mind?"
"Not at all."
The waitress arrived with Maureen's martini. After she set it down Maureen ordered her dinner, a tossed salad, grilled salmon and a baked potato. When she was finished ordering I asked, "Since we're dining together could you bring our food at the same time?"
The waitress nodded. "Certainly sir, I'll tell the chef."
"Thank you."
After the waitress was gone Maureen took a sip of her martini and said, "Eric and I have been married for twenty-nine years."
"Jeanne and I have been married for twenty-seven years."
"Last October Eric announced that he had a mistress. He tried to assure me that it was a physical relationship and nothing more, but that really wasn't much solace to me."
"No, I don't imagine it was. I'm sure it was a blow to your self esteem."
"A huge blow. The man I'd loved and trusted for most of my life was suddenly attracted to someone else. I fell into a depression that lasted for over two months. The holidays shook me out of it. I really can't explain why. I would have thought they'd make me even more depressed, but they didn't. I think spending time with my two children helped. It made me realize that I still have family."
"How old are your children?"
"My son Matt is Twenty-five. My daughter, Nicole is twenty-three."
"I have two daughters. Tricia is twenty-four. Jodie is the same age as Nicole, twenty-three.
Nodding, Maureen said, "Okay, now I've told you the problem I'm having with Eric. Why are you and Jeanne separated?"
"Informally separated."
"Okay, why are you informally separated?"
I smiled. "We've been weathering a problem remarkably similar to yours."
"Really?"
"Yes, last August Jeanne announced that she was planning to start dating other men."
"No warning, no preparation, out of the blue?"
"That's right."
"That's what Eric did to me too. I think that makes it harder."
"In their defense, I'm not sure how you prepare someone for an announcement like that."
"You have a point. Since you're now informally separated I gather that Jeanne carried out her plan."
"She did. Would you like to hear the full story?"
"Very much."
"All right. It's going to take some time."
Smiling, Maureen said, "I have all evening. My husband is having dinner with his girlfriend."
"And my wife is entertaining a man she just met."
I told Maureen my story. I started at the beginning and tried to tell her everything. I didn't see any reason to hold anything back. Our salads arrived and then our dinner. I talked while we ate. Maureen listened intently. Occasionally she asked a question. She was very interested in my conversation with Jennifer Rawlins that night many weeks ago in the Cosmopolitan Lounge.
She was also very interested in Jeanne's transition from a middle aged conservative married woman to an avowed slut.
When I was finished Maureen stared at me for a moment and then she said, "Michael that's a hell of a story."
I nodded.
She said, "You really spent that last six weeks living with two hookers in Arizona?"
"I did."
"And now your oldest daughter's fiancee is living with them?"
"That's right."
"And your wife really does give blow jobs to guys in a parking lot behind a bar?"
"She does and she dresses like a slut and she's having a wonderful time."
"Are you really okay with that?"
"It's taken some time and a lot of help from my two friends in Arizona, but yes, now I'm okay with it."
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to disparage Amy and Mel. I shouldn't have called them hookers. It's just that I've never met anyone who had two close friends who were prostitutes."
"It's okay, they sometimes use the term too."
Maureen smiled and then she said, "Michael, I want to believe you, I really do. I think many of us have secret fantasies, illicit fantasies. We dream about them, we even masturbate to them, but we never dare to act on them."
I nodded.
Maureen continued, "Your wife acted on her fantasies. At first you were upset, but you're now allowing her to do it."
"Your husband acted on his fantasies too."
"Yes he did, but he did it without any regard for my feelings."
"At the beginning Jeanne didn't have much regard for my feelings either."
"But she figured it out. She flew to San Francisco. Right now, when we're at home together, Eric barely acknowledges my presence."
"He hasn't figured it out yet."
"I don't think he ever will. He has his little chippy."
"It might help if you give him a nudge."
"What are you suggesting?"
"A few minutes ago you told me that you had secret desires, illicit desires."
"Yes I did. I think most people have them."
"I think Eric has given you carte blanche to act on them."
Maureen stared at me. After a moment she said, "Are you suggesting that I start acting like a slut?"
"Does that appeal to you?"
"Of course it does, but...Oh my god! What would people think?"
"Jeanne's answer to that question would be, who cares?"
"You're serious."
"Yes I am."
"But how? I mean even if I wanted to do that I wouldn't know where to begin."
I shrugged. "You just have to start."
"Michael, do you really believe there are men who would want me?"
"Maureen, you're a beautiful woman. If you start sending the right signals I'm certain you'll find out that lots of men want you."
Maureen and I stared at each other. After a moment she asked, "Michael, do you want me?"
I smiled.
Maureen quickly said, "Oh god, please don't say no. I don't think I could bear anymore rejection."
"Maureen, you really are a beautiful woman. Only a fool would reject you. I would love to take you to my bed tonight."
"Really?"
"Yes, really."
"I'll have to leave by eleven. I want to get home before Eric gets home."
"Why?"
"I don't know, I just do."
"You can leave any time you want to leave."
"Do you really want to do this?"
"Yes I do."
"Oh my god!"
"Maureen, do you like Scotch?"
"Yes I do, why?"
"I have a bottle of Chivas Regal in my motel room. Would you like to have an after dinner drink with me?"
"Yes Michael, I'd like that very much." Maureen was smiling.
I summoned our waitress and paid our bill. As we were walking out of Jimmy's Steakhouse Maureen said, "Michael, asking this is a little embarrassing, but I feel like I have to do it."
"Go ahead."
"Do you ummm..Do you have any, you know...condoms?"
"I don't, but I agree, we need them, or at least I hope we're going to need them. Let's walk down to Walgreen's."
"Thank you Michael."
After purchasing a three pack of condoms in Walgreen's pharmacy we went into the liquor side of the store and bought a bottle of Maureen's favorite after dinner drink, Bailey's Irish cream.
Inside my motel room I poured a glass of Bailey's for Maureen and a glass of Scotch for myself. We clinked glasses, said, "Cheers.", took a sip of our drinks and smiled at each other awkwardly.
Finally I said, "I'm really not very good at this."
"Didn't you just finish six weeks as the protege of two ladies of the evening?"
"I did, but they usually took the lead in everything we did."
"So now the hapless accountant is on his own."
I nodded sheepishly. We both laughed.
Maureen set her glass of Bailey's down on the bedside table, turned around and said, "Unzip my dress."
My pulse suddenly racing, I set my scotch on the table next to Maureen's glass of Baileys. After fumbling with the clasp for a moment, I managed to unzip her dress. She hung it in the closet and turned to face me. She was wearing a black brassiere, a pair of black lace full bikini panties and thigh high black stockings.
"You're beautiful."
"Thank you kind sir, it's been a long time since anyone has told me that."
"I love your lingerie. It's very sexy."
"Lately I've felt so old and ugly. Expensive lingerie makes me feel a little better about myself."
I took Maureen in my arms and whispered, "You're not old and ugly, you're beautiful." And then I kissed her. She kissed me back. It was a kiss laden with desperate need.
My earlier awkwardness now vanquished by my excitement, I pulled Maureen down onto the bed and unfastened her brassiere. At the same time she unbuckled my belt and opened my trousers. I kicked off my shoes while Maureen tugged my pants down to my ankles and then I sat up, pulled my pants off and tossed them onto the desk.
As I was taking off my socks, Maureen laughed. "Thank you, Eric used to leave his socks on. It always made me feel like we were actors in a low budget porn movie."
"Low budget porn movies can be fun."
Giggling, Maureen said, "Yes they can. Especially when the actors just met. Michael, I feel so wicked right now."
"Jeanne says it's fun to be wicked."
"I have to admit that I think I agree with her."
"Lie back."
"What are you going to do?"
"Make you feel really wicked. Relax, remember, I just completed six weeks as the protege of two ladies of the evening."
Still giggling, Maureen lay back on the bed. I removed my boxer shorts and shirt and kissed her lips. She kissed me back. I moved lower. She cooed with pleasure as I nibbled and suckled on her large breasts, but I only did it for a moment. I had another objective in mind. I moved still lower. As I tongued her navel I slipped my hand into the lace waistband of her panties and found her bald mound.
I whispered, "You're shaved."
"I started doing it two weeks ago. It made me feel sexier. Is it okay?"
"I love it. I think it's very sexy." My fingers found her slit. She was wet, slippery wet. I massaged her for a moment and then I pushed her panties down her stocking covered legs.
As soon as I pulled them off, Maureen sat up and said, "I want to touch you."
I moved back up the bed so I was lying next to her. I felt Maureen's touch. Her fingers caressed my erection. As she explored me, my fingers returned to her pussy. She opened her legs for me. I massaged her while she fondled my cock and balls.
Our mutual arousal was growing. I kissed Maureen and whispered, "It's time to get wicked."
As moved back down the bed she asked, "Michael, what are you going to do?"
Without answering I positioned myself between her legs. Maureen was silent, tense. I laid my arms along her hips and gently held her while I leaned forward and kissed her glistening cleft.
Her breath caught. "Michael..."
I kissed her again, only this time I held the kiss. I closed my eyes and made out with Maureen's cunt. She gasped, "Michael, no one has ever done this to me. It feels." She paused for a moment and then she said, "It feels wonderful!"
I extended my tongue and licked her. Maureen squealed, "Oh my god!"
Looking up at Maureen, I asked, "Are you serious? No one has ever done this to you before?"
"Eric thinks its nasty. He won't even discuss it."
"Do you think it's nasty?"
Giggling, Maureen exclaimed, "Yes! It's wonderfully nasty. It's magnificently nasty."
"Close your eyes and lie back. Nasty is fun"
"Yes it is. You're fun. Being nasty with you is fun."
I kissed Maureen and then I licked her. After I licked her I kissed her again. She was wet, slippery wet. My face was coated with her moisture. I reveled in it. Jeanne, Mel and Amy had taught me that giving head was a special pleasure, a pleasure to be savored.
I found Maureen's engorged clitoris and flicked it with my tongue. She shuddered with pleasure. I flicked it again. She squealed with delight. I kissed her clit and then I sucked it into my mouth and massaged it with my tongue. At the same time I slipped first one finger and then two into her slick opening and began slowly finger fucking her.
I felt Maureen tense. She whispered, "Michael, this is so nasty. I love it! I love being nasty!"
I continued sucking and licking Maureen's clit while I fucked her with my fingers. She responded by gyrating her hips and pressing her cunt into my face. I glanced up at her. She was ruthlessly pulling and twisting her nipples.
I felt Maureen's muscles tighten. It knew it was a harbinger of the building storm inside her. I kept sucking and licking her clit while I pumped my fingers in and out of her cunt. Now lost in a frenzy of lust, Maureen viciously twisted and pulled on her nipples. Suddenly her entire body went rigid and then she screamed and started to shake. I pulled back and watched as the waves of pleasure pulsed through her loins.
Gradually Maureen's orgasm subsided. For several minutes she lay still while she regained her composure. Finally she smiled at me and said, "That was amazing."
"I enjoyed it too."
"Really? You liked doing that?"
"Yes, I did. I think giving head is even more fun than receiving it. Jeanne, Amy and Mel all agree with me."
"They do?"
"Yes."
Shaking her head, Maureen said, "I already told you that Eric won't even consider doing it and while I used to go down on him, it was always something I did for him. I never really enjoyed it."
"When Mel was helping me understand why Jeanne enjoyed going to Brady's so much we played a game."
"They love to play sex games, don't they."
"Oh yes, anyway Mel and I played a game. She went down on my and then I went down on her, but the objective wasn't to give pleasure, it was to enjoy what we were doing."
"I don't understand."
"Maureen, your pussy is a shrine, a sacred place. It's mesmerizing, exhilarating, intoxicating."
Laughing, Maureen said, "That might be a little overly dramatic."
"Not to me, I love cunts. I love looking at them, kissing them, licking them, and tasting them. I love burying my face in them. I relish the feel of your cum on my lips and nose."



"My cum? Men have cum."
"Women do too."
"I've never heard anyone say it quite like that, but I have to admit that I like it."
"Jeanne feels the same way about cocks. That's why she enjoys Brady's so much. When she's in a car with a guy she barely knows she doesn't have to worry about his pleasure. She's free to suck, kiss, lick and play with his cock for her own gratification. Of course the guy enjoys it too. All men love having their cocks sucked, kissed, licked and fondled, so both of them are happy."
"Your wife really does that? Give blow jobs to men she just met."
"Yes she does."
"Doesn't she find it demeaning?"
"Why should she?"
"They're using her."
"She's using them as much as they're using her. As far as Jeanne is concerned she's just borrowing a guy's cock for a little while. The fact that he enjoys what she's doing while she's playing with him is just a bonus."
"And that doesn't bother you."
"It did at first, but now I understand. Sex can be an expression of love, but it doesn't have to be. I like you Maureen. We're definitely having fun tonight, but we're not in love. Jeanne is and always will be the love of my life."
Staring at me, Maureen said, "Micheal, sex with you is so different than sex was with Eric."
"You loved Eric."
"No, that's not what I'm talking about. Yes, I loved Eric. In many ways I still do." Maureen shook her head. "I suppose I always will. He was the love of my life, but he's always been so damned judgmental and rigid. Michael, you went down on me tonight. I didn't ask you to do it. You just did it. Now you're telling me that you actually enjoyed doing it."
"I did."
"In the twenty-nine years we've been married Eric has never gone down on me, not one time. I can't tell you how many times I've sucked his cock, but he's never gone down on me. I sucked his cock because I wanted to make him happy, but that was the only reason I did it. It was a chore. I never enjoyed it. Now you're telling me that your wife gives blow jobs to men she meets in bars because she enjoys doing it. Even more amazing, you're telling me that you don't mind."
"I don't, not anymore. I now understand that it has nothing to do with her love for me."
Maureen stared at me. After a moment she asked, "Michael, could I try it with you? You know, go down on you for fun."
"Are you asking me if you could borrow my cock for a little while?"
Giggling, Maureen said, "May I?"
"Of course." Chuckling, I lay back on the pillows, my erect penis was sticking straight up.
Maureen moved down the bed and positioned herself so that she was lying on her side next to my hips. She stared at my erection. Reaching out, she touched it, but then she looked up at me. She was making sure she had my approval.
I nodded.
Her gaze returned to my cock. Holding it with both of her hands, she studied it. After a moment Maureen said, "This is only the fifth cock I've ever seen in my entire life, my boyfriend's during the summer after I graduated from high school, two guys I dated while I was in college, Eric's and now yours. This is the first time I've ever really had a chance to look at one of them. You're right, they are fascinating."
I smiled.
Maureen studied my cock and my balls. She fondled me, kissed me and licked me. I'm really not sure how long she played with me, it might have been ten minutes, it might have been a half hour. I didn't care, I enjoyed every minute of her exploration.
Finally she asked, "I want to watch you cum. Can I do that?"
"Of course."
Leaning over, Maureen slipped my cock into her mouth and sucked me. She wasn't as adept as Jeanne, Amy or Mel, but it was still a blow job. All blow jobs are wonderful. While she sucked me Maureen paid close attention to my level of arousal. When she sensed my excitement mounting she took my cock out of her mouth and began giving me a vigorous hand job.
As Maureen pumped my cock I felt the combined sensations of pleasure and pressure building in my loins. Realizing that my orgasm was imminent, I held my breath. There was a second of electrifying anticipation and then the first spurt of semen erupted from my erection.
Maureen continued pumping me. Two more spurts followed, both weaker than the first and then a fourth spurt that was little more than a copious ooze.
Giggling like a school girl, her fist covered with my semen, Maureen stopped pumping me, but continued holding my softening penis.
I looked at her and smiled.
She said, "Oh my god, that was amazing. I feel absolutely shameless."
"Why shameless?"
"I watched you cum."
"Okay."
"It was so..." Maureen hesitated and then she said, "Brazen."
"Brazen?"
"Yes, brazen, like a hussy."
"A hussy?"
"Don't make fun of me."
"I'm not making fun of you. I'm just trying to understand."
"Micheal, this isn't me."
"Did I entice you to do something you didn't want to do?"
"No that's the problem. I did want to do it. I loved doing it. Right now I feel exhilarated, free."
"Good."
"But this isn't who I am. Michael, I actually watched you cum. I won't even let Eric leave a light on when we make love." Maureen laughed. "Or used to make love."
"I'm sorry Maureen. I didn't mean to persuade you to do something you didn't want to do."
"Michael, that's the point. You didn't persuade me to do something I didn't want to do. This is my secret fantasy. It's been my secret fantasy for years. I want to do things like this."
"Watching while you jack a guy off?"
"Please don't make fun of me. This is difficult."
"I'm sorry. I'm a thick headed accountant. Help me understand what you're telling me."
"You're so free and open about sex."
"Me?"
"Yes, you."
"I'm an accountant."
"An accountant who spent the last six weeks living with two ladies of the evening. An accountant who lets his wife date other men."
"I didn't at first. Remember, I left Jeanne."
"You didn't divorce her. You went away to give both you and Jeanne time to figure out what was happening with your lives."
"It seemed like the only reasonable response to what was happening."
"And that's what makes you special. Michael, I want..." Maureen shook her head. "I can't believe I'm saying this."
"Go ahead, I won't judge you."
"I know that. That's what this is all about. Michael, I want to be like you, Jeanne, Amy and Mel."
"I don't understand."
"Damn it Michael! I want you to teach me how to be a slut."
"You mean how to dress and act?"
"No, that's the easy part. I want you to teach me how to give a blow job to a man I just met without feeling guilty about it afterward."
"Oh."
"Will you do it?"
"I don't know. I mean, I'm not really sure how I could do that."
"Earlier tonight, while we were eating dinner, you told me that Mel and Amy referred to your time with them as cuckold boot camp."
"Yes."
"What did that mean? What did they teach you?"
"At first they taught me to recognize and accept the fact that Jeanne's new lifestyle excited me and then they helped me understand that there wasn't any reason for me to be ashamed about those feelings."
"They taught you to stop being ashamed about being a cuckold."
"That's exactly what they did."
"Michael, I want you to put me through slut boot camp. I want you to teach me how to be a shameless hussy. Will you do that for me?"
Maureen and I stared at each other. After a moment I said, "Really?"
"Yes."
"I'll try."
"Thank you." Maureen smiled. "Michael, you're getting hard again. Would you like to use one of those condemns we bought at Walgreen's?"
"You just met me. What kind of a woman are you?"
Laughing, Maureen reached over, picked up the three pack of condoms, took one out and tore the wrapper open. As she was rolling it onto my now fully erect cock, she said, "I'm an uptight married woman who would love to learn how to let go of her inhibitions and become a wanton slut."
Grinning, I said, "Wanna fuck?"
She giggled. "Are you always this smooth?"
"Oh yes, I'm an accountant."
Still giggling, Maureen straddled me. As she guided my cock into her cunt, she said, "I want to start out on top."
"Sluts love trying different positions."
"And I want to try them all. Eric has always been strictly missionary."
"A fun position, but there are others."
We tried as many of them as we could imagine. It wasn't serious sex. We were too busy giggling, but it was fun sex. We finished with the missionary position. When I finally came Maureen had her legs wrapped around my hips while I madly pumped my cock in and out of her cunt. We were still giggling.
Afterward, we lay together for a few minutes and then Maureen stood up. As she got dressed she said, "Michael, it's been years since sex was that much fun."
"I enjoyed it too."
"Can I see you again?"
"Of course, I'm now your slut boot camp instructor."
"I don't mean to be forward, but I'm too old to be coy. When can I see you?"
"I'm free tomorrow night. Would you like to meet me at Jimmy's for dinner?"
"Definitely. After dinner can we come back here?"
"At least for a little while, this is going to be your slut boot camp training center."
Maureen smiled and then she asked, "Are you going to tell Jeanne about me?"
"Yes, we're both committed to total honesty. Are you going to tell Eric about me?"
"Damn right I am."
"Maureen, am I revenge sex?"
"Of course, but you're also much more than that. Michael Nolan, you are a living, breathing sex fantasy."
"I'm a middle aged accountant with thinning hair and a paunch."
"Honey, you are the first really uninhibited man I've ever met. At my age that's much more important than a full head of hair and washboard abs."
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I walked Maureen to her car. It was across the street in the parking lot of Jimmy's Steakhouse. As she was getting in, I asked, "What's going to happen when you tell Eric about tonight? Will you be safe?"
"I will. Eric's an ass, but he's a nonviolent ass."
"If you need me, all you have to do is call."
"Thank you, that means a lot to me."
I kissed Maureen. As I closed her car door she said, "Michael."
"Yes?"
"I know you love Jeanne."
"I do, I always will."
"I know that, I really do, but this was still one of the most wonderful nights I've ever had. I can't thank you enough."
"I enjoyed it too."
"Can we really have dinner together tomorrow night? If you don't want to, it's okay, but please call me and tell me. Don't make me sit in the restaurant alone waiting for you."
"I would never do that. Maureen, I'm looking forward to dinner tomorrow night. I'm looking forward to getting to know you and I'm looking forward to building a friendship with you."
Smiling, Maureen said, "Me too. Goodnight Michael."
"Goodnight Maureen, remember, if you need me just call."
"I will." Maureen shifted her car into reverse and backed out of her parking space. As she shifted into forward, she said, "Thank you Micheal, I'll see you tomorrow night."
"Yes you will. Good night Maureen."
Maureen pulled her car out into the street. I watched her tail lights disappear into the night and then I walked back across the street to my motel. Inside my room, I poured myself a glass of Chivas Regal, turned on my television and found an NHL hockey game. The Bruins were playing the Rangers. It was the third period. The Bruins were up 3 to 2. I sat down and watched the end of the game while I waited for Jeanne to call.
I didn't have a long wait. My cell phone buzzed. Suddenly feeling nervous about what I was going to have to tell Jeanne, I picked it up.
"Hello Micheal"
"Hello Jeanne, how are you?"
"I'm good. I've had a nice evening."
"So have I. I think I should tell you about mine before you tell me about yours."
"OK." I detected a note of apprehension in Jeanne's voice.
After taking a long slow breath to calm myself, I began. "There's a restaurant across the street from my motel, Jimmy's Steakhouse. I had dinner there this evening."
"That sounds pleasant." The apprehension in Jeanne's voice was still present.
"It was. I had a nice dinner, but that's not why I'm telling you this."
"Okay."
"There was a woman seated at the next table. She was also alone. We started talking and ended up having dinner together.
"I see."
"She was nice."
"What's her name?"
"Maureen Styles."
"Is she young?"
"No, she's maybe a year or two older than we are."
"Is she married?"
"Yes."
"Where was her husband?"
I paused for a moment and then I said, "He was on a date with his girlfriend."
"Oh."
"Two months ago he announced to her that he was seeing another woman. It was out of the blue, no warning."
There was a brief silence and then Jeanne said, "I see. Her situation is similar to yours, isn't it?"
"Maybe initially, but you and I are working things out. We're trying to save our marriage. Maureen's husband isn't even making a halfhearted attempt to do that. According to her, his attitude is like it or lump it."
"That's cold."
"Yes it is."
"At first I did that to you, didn't I?"
"At first."
"I'm so sorry Micheal."
"Jeanne I'm not telling you this to make you feel bad. You came to San Francisco. That changed everything. It was tough at first, but we are working it out. I think by now we both have come to realize that even though the road was hard, it was worth it. I'm happy with our new life and I'll be even happier when I come home."
"Me too, Micheal. Alright, tell me more about your dinner with this woman."
"Maureen."
"Yes, Maureen."
"We exchanged stories. I was honest with her. I told her everything. She was intrigued about you, Amy and Mel. She wants to be more free and open. Your life style appeals to her."
"She wants to be a slut?"
"Yes, well at least she wants to give it a try."
"What about her husband?"
"I don't think she cares about what he thinks. Jeanne, there's something else you need to know."
"Okay."
"When I told Maureen about the time I spent with Amy and Mel, I told her about cuckold boot camp. She wants me to put her through slut boot camp."
"Slut boot camp? She wants you to teach her how to be a slut?"
I took a deep breath,"That's right. I'm not sure how you're going to take this, but tonight, after we had dinner, we went back to my motel room. I gave Maureen her first slut boot camp lesson. I had sex with her tonight."
"You fucked her?"
"Yes, but first I went down on her and then she went down on me."
"Michael..." The angst in Jeanne's voice was unmistakeable.
Not feeling at all sympathetic about her anxiety, I said, "Jeanne, why don't you tell me about your evening. Did Jack Mahler fuck you tonight?"
"Michael, that's not fair."
"Why Jeanne? Why isn't it fair?"
"Because...I don't know. Oh Michael, this is all so confusing. I'm terrified I'm loosing you."
"Jeanne, tonight you entertained a man in our house. A man you stated you find both sexually and intellectually attractive. You asked me to trust you. You told me I don't need to worry about losing you to this man."
"You don't have to worry Michael. I'll never leave you for another man or woman."
"Don't I deserve that same trust? Jeanne, you have always been, are now and always will be the love of my life. I make the same commitment to you that you just made to me. I will never leave you for anyone else."
"Sometimes I wake up in the middle of the night terrified that I've destroyed our marriage. Michael, I worry that you're never going to come home."
"You haven't destroyed our marriage and I am going to come home. That's a promise. You are my wife and partner. You will always be my wife and partner. No one else could ever take your place."
"I feel the same way about you Michael." Jeanne paused for a moment and then she said, "Maybe we should just go back to the way it used to be. Come home, I'll give up the other men."
"Jeanne, you know that if we do that a part of you will always regret it. You love your new life."
"I know."
"We have to trust each other. I love you. Trust is a big part of love."
"I love you too Michael."
"I know and I trust that love. Will you trust my love for you?"
"Okay." There was a moment of silence and then Jeanne quietly said, "Tell me about her. Is she pretty?"
"Yes, Maureen's an attractive woman."
Sighing, Jeanne said, "Of course she is."
I quickly continued. "She's lost right now. She needs time to find herself. She needs to explore a side of herself that she's repressed for most of her life. She needs a friend to help her with that."
"That was what you needed to do, wasn't it Michael?"
"Yes Jeanne, it was."
"And Amy and Mel were the friends who helped you, weren't they."
"Yes."
"Because of that you feel an affinity for this woman."
"I think that's correct."
"You want to help her."
"I really do."
"I guess I understand." Jeanne laughed. "It would be pretty hypocritical if I objected."
"Yes it would. You have to trust me, just like I'm trusting you."
"Okay."
"Jeanne, if you met Maureen, I'm sure you'd like her. You're very similar. I think that might be another reason I enjoy her company so much."
"If you like her Micheal, then I am sure I would too. Look at Amy and Mel, you have a perfect record so far. Tell me more about Maureen. I want to hear about your first session of slut boot camp."
Chuckling, I said, "Being a bit voyeuristic, are we?"
"I guess so. The evening I spent with Abby, Mark and Bobby I discovered I like to watch too. I now understand why it turns you on so much."
"You really want me to tell you about fucking Maureen?"
"Every seamy detail, then I'll tell you about fucking Jack."
Still chuckling, I said, "I'm not going to lie, this is a bit awkward for me. I'm not usually the one sharing."
"I understand. Truthfully, I still feel shy when I share with you. Start at the beginning, go slow. I'll ask questions if I need to."
"Alright," I took a deep breath and began. "After Maureen and I finished dinner We started talking about dating. She's so insecure right now. I had to reassure her that she's still a very attractive woman; lots of men would want her."
"You felt the same way last August after I so stupidly questioned your desirability. You do understand why I said that, don't you."
"Yes, I understand. I'm over it now. You, Amy and Mel have done a good job of rebuilding my ego."
"Tell me more about your evening with Maureen. You were reassuring her that she was still attractive."
"She asked me if I wanted her."
"She is insecure. What did you say to her?"
"I told her that of course I wanted her."
"Of course you wanted her? That was bold of you."
Shrugging, I said, "You've transformed me. I used to be a timid, mild mannered accountant. Now I'm audacious womanizer."
Jeanne burst out laughing. "Michael, I love you so much."
Laughing along with her, I said, "I love you too Jeanne."
"Okay Don Juan, describe your conquest for me. You told me she was pretty."
"She is. She's a mature woman with a full figure and amazing rear."
Still giggling, Jeanne said, "You always have been a butt man."
"Damn right."
"Tell me more."
"She has kind eyes and a warm smile. She wears her hair shoulder length."
"What color is her hair?"
"She's a brunette."
"Does she have big tits?"
It was my turn to burst out laughing. "Big tits? Jeanne, sometimes you completely amaze me."
"Sometimes I amaze myself. Now does she?"
"Yes, she has gorgeous tits."
"Are they bigger than mine?"
"Is Jack's cock bigger than mine?"
Chuckling, Jeanne said, "Touche. That said, you already know about Jack. He is bigger than you are. Now are Maureen's tits bigger than mine?"
"I think yours are a little larger than Maureen's, but she's still well endowed."
"So are you."
"Thank you."
"Michael, she sounds hot."
"She is. You're starting to like women, aren't you?"
"Appreciate might be the best way to describe my current feelings about sex with women. While I'm certain I'll always prefer men, there's something intriguingly different about sex with a woman."
"For one thing, there isn't a dick involved."
Jeanne laughed. "The timid mild mannered accountant is definitely gone." She paused, after a moment she said, "Yes, that's true, but there's more. Women are softer, gentler and Micheal, women understand how to lick a pussy."
"I have to agree. I've seen Amy and Mel in action."
"Yes you have. I can't wait until you see Abby and me in action."
"I'm looking forward to that too."
"Now back to Maureen. It's time for the seamy details."
"Okay, After Maureen and I left the restaurant we walked down to the drugstore to pick up some necessities we needed for the evening and then we headed back to my room."
"Condoms?"
"Of course. Once we were in my room we had a nightcap and chatted for a few minutes."
"I imagine you were both nervous, especially Maureen. Michael, the first few times I got together with new men I was so nervous I could barely carry on a conversation."
"I didn't know that."
"We weren't communicating at that time."
"No we weren't."
There was an awkward pause and then Jeanne said, "You were having a cocktail and chatting. Tell me what happened next."
"We started talking about sex. I admitted that as a seducer of women I was still kind of shy."
Jeanne laughed. "Michael honey, you have a slut wife and you just finished spending six weeks living with two professional escorts. Are you really still shy about sex?"
"Maureen said the same thing. Jeanne, Amy and Mel always took the lead and when we're together, you do too."
"Yes, I suppose you're right, but you did end up having sex. You must have gotten over your attack of shyness."
"Maureen took the lead. She stood up and asked me to unzip her dress."
"Good girl, she has the potential to be an outstanding slut. Tell me more."
"She was wearing sexy black lingerie."
"Really? But you said she wasn't out looking for men when you met her in the restaurant."
"She wasn't. She told me she was feeling old and ugly. The lingerie made her feel sexy."
"I can understand that. What happened next?"
"I kissed her."
"That was bold."
"She'd just asked me to take off her dress. It doesn't take much encouragement to overcome my shyness."
"You are making progress. What happened after you kissed her?"
"I took her to bed. Are you doing okay so far?"
"I am. Actually listening to this is making me very damp."
"Good. Maureen wanted to feel wicked. She's been neglected in the sex department. So I gave her wicked. Jeanne, her husband never went down on her."
"That poor woman. I hope you showed her how wonderful it can be."
"Of course I did. Maureen has a beautiful shaved pussy. I made sure she got the full experience."
"She enjoyed it?"
"She thought it was amazing, she loves being nasty. Jeanne, I'm certain Maureen has a future as a slut. After she orgasmed, she wanted to borrow my cock."
"Borrow your cock?"
"Yes, like Mel and I did that afternoon a few weeks ago."
"I remember. Mel was trying to help you understand why I enjoy quickies at Brady's so much."
"That's right. Maureen didn't understand why I enjoyed going down on her so much. Her husband never went down on her and when she went down on him she always felt like it was a chore rather than a pleasure."
Sighing, Jeanne said, "I used to feel like that."
"I know, but you don't anymore."
Jeanne giggled. "No I certainly don't. You're now married to a BJ queen."
"And I love it."
"We have become a couple of pervs."
"Yes we have."
"So did she do it? Play with your cock?"
"Yup, I was just lying passively on the bed while she touched me, fondled me and explored me. She asked if she could watch me cum. I said yes, so she stroked and kissed, and finally sucked and licked me. When I was close I warned her so she could give me a hand job and watch. It was fun."
"It sounds like it was fun. What happened next?"
"We lay in bed for a while talking. That's when she asked me to help her."
"Become a slut?"
"Yes, and I agreed. I hope that's okay."
"Michael, Since I just spent several hours entertaining a man in Tricia's old bedroom it would be pretty hypocritical for me to object." Jeanne paused. After a moment she added, "While I will admit that it makes me a little uncomfortable, I realize that I create similar feelings of discomfort for you and I keep reassuring you that you don't have anything to worry about.
"We just have to trust each other."
"Yes we do. What happened next?"
Laughing, I said, "You're getting to be as bad as me."
"And you're getting to be as bad as me."
"Because of Maureen?"
"And Amy and Mel."
"It's not a contest. You have an overwhelming lead in quantity."
"True, but you may have me in quality."
"Interesting, I hadn't considered that."
"Amy and Mel are special."
"Yes they are. I remind you, you now have Abby, Mark and Bobby."
"I do. Maybe someday we can all be together."
"That would be fun. I hope it can happen too."
"Back to Maureen. Did you fuck."
"We did."
"Was it fun?"
"Did you really just ask me that?"
"You're right. Let me rephrase that. Was it exceptional?"
"My experience isn't quite as extensive as yours."
"Didn't we just finish that conversation?"
"Yeah, I guess we did."
"So?"
"It was exceptional."
"Really? Tell me why."
"It was like she was discovering the enjoyment of sex for the very first time."
There was a long silence. Finally Jeanne said, "Michael, I'm sorry."
"Why."
"Please don't misunderstand this."
"Okay, I'll try not to."
"I understand. I had a similar experience, but..."
"But it wasn't with me."
"I can't begin to tell you how much I regret that."
"I know. I wish it had been with me too. It wasn't and we can't change that. Still, I'm glad you finally did have the experience and now that you have we're both enjoying it."
"We are, aren't we."
"Yes we are."
"Tell me more about your night with Maureen."
"There's not much more to tell. We fucked. After we fucked we talked and then she got dressed and went home."
"Is she going to tell her husband about you?"
"Oh yes."
"Do I have to worry? Is he going to shoot you?"
Chuckling, I said, "I don't think so. From what Maureen told me, he's not that kind of guy. I think it's more likely he'll use this as an excuse to leave Maureen."
"Will she be able to deal with that?"
"I think she'll be relieved. She's tired of the neglect and humiliation."
There was a pause and then Jeanne asked, "Michael, did I do that to you?"
"At first, but when you came to San Francisco that all ended."
"I'm so glad I did that."
"I am too."
"I think it's lucky Maureen met you tonight."
"I'm glad you feel that way."
"We're both growing Michael."
"Yes we are."
There was a moment of silence and then I said, "Why don't you tell me about your night with Jack."
"Okay."
After a short pause Jeanne said, "I had a good time." Her voice was tentative, uncertain.
"Jeanne, I sense that you had a wonderful time, but you're afraid to tell me about it."
"I'm sorry Michael, I did..." Jeanne's voice trailed off.
"Total honesty Jeanne, we can't keep secrets from each other."
"I know that Michael, but I'm afraid you'll misunderstand."
"We just finished talking about how we have to listen to each other and try to understand. We have to be patient and help each other understand. You had trouble when I told you about Maureen, but you're trying to understand."
"I am."
"Now it's my turn to understand. You have to trust me."
"Okay."
"Let's try again. Did you have fun tonight?"
"Michael, I had a marvelous evening."
"I'm glad to hear that. Tell me about it."
"Jack brought me flowers."
"He brought you flowers?"
"Yes, he actually seduced me tonight."
"He seduced you? But didn't he know you were a sure thing? I mean earlier this week you gave him a blow job in his car."
"Of course he knew I was a sure thing, but he still seduced me. It was so romantic." Jeanne paused and then she quickly added, "Michael, remember at the beginning of this I kept telling you that love and sex weren't synonyms?"
"Yes."
"Love and romance aren't synonyms either. For a woman romance can be a form of foreplay, for many of us it's an important form of foreplay. You may not realize it, but you've always been very good at romance and seduction. When I was a prude that was so important to me."
"You're telling me that Jack is romantic."
"Very."
"Trent wasn't, was he."
laughing Jeanne said, "Trent was the antithesis of romantic."
"At least for awhile, you enjoyed him."
"He was different. Remember, variety is one of the most exciting attractions of my new life. I guarantee you I'll want to play with more Trents."
"So tell me more about your date with Jack. What did you wear?"
"Yesterday, after work, I bought a full length sheer beige dressing gown. It's trimmed with lace and has a single fastening at the bodice, so it falls open when I walk or sit."
"That sounds very sexy. I can't wait to see you wearing it."
"I'd like that too."
"What did you wear under it?"
"Absolutely nothing, all I had on was the dressing gown and a pair of stiletto slippers."
"You weren't wearing anything underneath the dressing gown?"
"Nothing at all."
"And the dressing gown was sheer."
"You can see through it easily."



"And that's how you greeted Jack at the door."
"Yes, wasn't that slutty."
"Very, I wish I'd been there."
"So you could watch?"
"Yes."
"As soon as he was inside the door Jack kissed me. Would watching another man kiss me excite you?"
"It would, especially if you were nearly naked."
"I was. While Jack kissed me he explored my body with his hands."
"Did he feel your breasts?"
"Yes, and my ass."
"Your ass? Not your rear?"
"My ass, Jack caressed my ass while he kissed me."
"Did he touch your cunt?"
"My cunt?"
"Yes your cunt, not your pussy."
"Yes, Jack rubbed my cunt. While he kissed me I let him freely play with my tits, my ass and my cunt."
"You're a slut."
"Yes I am. You're married to a slut. Is that okay?"
"It's wonderful. I wouldn't want it any other way."
"Good, because I love being a slut."
"What happened after Jack kissed you?"
"I made two Manhattans. We sat on the couch and chatted while we sipped our cocktails."
"He didn't just pull you to the couch, tear off your night dress and ravish you?"
Jeanne laughed. "No, Jack's a gentleman. He's patient and I told you, tonight he seduced me."
"I would love to watch a man seduce you."
"Michael, it was so hot. After we'd chatted for a minute or two he set his cocktail on the side table next to him, took mine from my hand, set it next to his and whispered to me that I was beautiful. Then he placed his fingers on my cheek, gently turned my face, looked into my eyes and kissed me softly on the lips. I nearly swooned."
"Swooned? You are feeling romantic."
"Don't be a putz." We both laughed.
"He kissed you. What happened next?"
"We made out on the couch."
"Did he explore you again?"
"Yes." I could hear the excitement in Jeanne's voice.
"Did you touch him?"
"I did. He was so hard."
"You wanted to suck him, didn't you."
"Yes Michael, I really did."
"Did you do it?"
"Not yet."
"Really? What did you do?"
"After we'd made out for a little while I stood up, unfastened my dressing gown and let it fall to the floor."
"You were standing naked in front of him."
"I was and I was loving it. Michael I've become as big an exhibitionist as you are a voyeur."
"Did you dance for him?"
"No I just stood there and let him look at me."
"what did Jack do?"
"For a moment he just stared, but then he smiled and told me to come to him."
"He was taking control."
"Yes."
"You love a man who takes control, don't you."
"Yes."
"What did you do?"
"I stepped forward so the insides of my legs were pressed against the outsides of his knees. He reached out with his hand and lightly grazed his fingertips across my pussy."
"Your cunt."
"Yes my cunt. I stood naked in front of Jack and let him fondle my cunt."
"You enjoyed it, didn't you."
"Michael I was so wet."
"I'm sure you were. You're a slut."
"I am."
"Tell me more."
"He fondled me for a second or two and then he pushed a finger into me."
"You were standing in front of Jack naked. He was sitting on the couch dressed. You were letting him finger fuck you."
"It was so hot. He slipped two more fingers into me and then he stared into my eyes while he slowly fucked me with them."
"What did you do?"
"I licked my lips and told him I wanted to suck his cock."
"What did Jack say when you said that?"
"He didn't say anything. He just stopped fingering me and took off his shoes and socks, pants and underwear. At the same time I picked up my dressing gown and laid it across a chair and then I picked up Jack's pants and laid them across the same chair. When I was finished Jack was sitting back on the couch with his legs spread. His big cock was sticking straight up. It took my breath away. Michael, I love cocks."
"I know you do. Tell me about Jack's."
"Really?"
"Not for me Jeanne, for you."
Giggling, Jeanne said, "You really are a good husband. You understand me."
"I'm learning and as I'm learning I'm discovering that I have a very exciting wife."
"Michael, this is so much fun."
"I agree, so tell me about Jack's cock. You said it was big."
"It is. It's at least eight inches and thick."
"Is he circumcised?"
"Yes."
"Do you prefer cocks that are circumcised?"
"They're more common and you're circumcised."
"I am."
Jeanne paused to think. After a moment she said, "Once a guy gets hard it doesn't really make much difference." She laughed. "I'm a slut. I guess I love all cocks."
Chuckling, I said, "Good point, so is Jack circumcised?"
"Yes Michael, he is."
"Tell me more. When he's erect does his cock have that nice upward curve that you enjoy so much?"
"It does and it has a big head. That's fun too." Suddenly Jeanne burst out laughing.
I said, "What?"
"Two years ago would you, even in your wildest imagination, have believed that someday we might be having this conversation?"
"Nope, but I do have to admit that it would have been an exciting fantasy."
"Really?"
"I've always been a voyeur."
"And for that I will be forever thankful."
"So tell me about the blow job."
"It was pretty standard. I licked him and sucked him."
"Did you kiss and lick his balls?"
"Oh yes. I deep throated him too. Was that okay?"
"Yes, of course it was okay. Did he enjoy it?"
"He did, but not as much as Trent."
"From what you told me I gather Trent was into things like that."
"He certainly was. Jack's a little more like you."
"Did you lick Jack's ass?"
"Micheal!"
"What?"
"This was our first real date. I'm a good girl. I never lick a guys ass on the first date." Once again, we both burst out laughing.
After a moment, Jeanne said, "But I'm sure I'll get to it on our next date." She was still giggling.
"I hope so." I was chuckling.
Suddenly serious, Jeanne said, "You hope so?"
"Jeanne honey, you like this guy. Have some fun with him."
"You're sure you're okay with this?"
"Is there any reason I shouldn't be?"
There was a brief pause and then Jeanne said, "No Michael, there isn't. There isn't any reason at all."
"I believe you and I trust you."
There was another pause. This one was much longer. Finally Jeanne whispered, "Thank you Michael, I love you so much."
"I know that Jeanne. I love you too. So what happened after you finished giving Jack a blow job?"
"We went into Tricia's old bedroom."
"Your boudoir."
Jeanne giggled. "Yes, my boudoir. Jack went down on me."
"Trent never did that."
"No he certainly didn't. Only you, Abby, Mark and Bobby have gone down on me."
"Was Jack good?"
"You, Abby, Mark and Bobby are all better, but it was still fun."
"We have more experience and Abby's a woman. Did he get you off?"
"Fireworks and trumpets."
"You were excited."
"I was."
"It sounds to me like Jack is a pretty good playmate."
"He really is."
"I assume he fucked you."
"Twice."
"He is a good playmate."
"Yes."
"Are you going to see him again?"
"We're planning to get together every Friday night. Is that okay?"
"Yes Jeanne, it's just fine."
"Thank you Michael."
"Jeanne, does Jack know about me?"
"Of course he does. I know he's married too. I would never date a guy without telling him about you first."
"No Jeanne, does he know that I know about him?"
"Yes Michael, he does."
"Does he know that I approve of what you're doing?"
"Yes, tonight, while we were lying in bed after he finished fucking me the first time, I told him everything."
"Does he..."
"Michael, like Trent, you are now his idol. Jack wishes his wife was more like me, you spent six weeks living with two nude dancers who are also professional escorts and now you're driving around the country playing golf. A lot of men in this country would eagerly trade places with you."
"And sometimes I think I would trade places with most of those men."
"What do you mean?"
"I would just like to be certain the woman I love needs me."
"Michael, you know I love you."
"Yes Jeanne, I know that, but I'm still not certain you need me."
"Michael, I will always need you. You are my rock. Without you I'm just a slut drifting aimlessly through life."
"I'm not sure I understand."
"Yes you do. Michael, you are the focal point of my life. Yes, I love being a slut. It's exciting, it's revitalizing, but without you it's just hedonistic pleasure and nothing more. Without you I'm just a slut. Sex is fun, but my relationship with you gives my life meaning. You remember the George and Ira Gershwin song, "Someone To Watch Over Me."
"Of course I do, we both love that song."
"Yes we do. Michael you are the someone who watches over me. You are my shepherd and I hope that someday I can regain your trust and once again be your shepherd."
"Jeanne, you have never stopped being my shepherd."
"Then Micheal it is time for you to come home. You were worried that I might not have a place for you in my new life. If you understand what I'm telling you now you have to know that you will always have a place in my life. You are my shepherd, my rock, the focus of my life."
"And you are now, always have been and will always continue to be my rock and my shepherd. You're right Jeanne, it is time for me to come home."
"But it's not."
"What do you mean?"
"You owe a debt to Amy and Mel."
"Okay, how do I repay that debt?"
"Maureen."
Smiling, I said, "Jeanne, this is why I will always love you."
"And I will always love you because you understand."
"You want me to teach Maureen how to be a slut."
"No Michael, she has a husband who's destroyed her. I want you to teach her how to be a woman again."
"I'm not sure I know how to do that."
"Just remember everything Amy and Mel taught you."
"Okay."
"And Michael, this is a time to be romantic."
"Romantic? Really?"
"Maureen needs to feel desirable."
"Won't that confuse her? Jeanne, I'm not available. At least not as a permanent mate. I have a mate."
"Yes you do and don't ever forget that."
"Don't worry, I won't, but I don't want to lead Maureen on either."
"Micheal be open with her. Talk about me. Tell her everything. If you're honest you can be romantic without leading her on. Buy her flowers, treat her like a queen, take her dancing. Michael, you're a wonderful dancer."
"But..."
"Michael as long as you stress that you're just friends enjoying each others company you'll be fine."
"This is what you do, isn't it Jeanne."
"Yes Michael, this is exactly what I do and it works."
"It didn't work with Trent."
"I wasn't honest with him."
"The game we played, telling him that you were doing things for him that you wouldn't do for anyone else, not even me was dishonest, wasn't it."
"Yes."
"I never should have encouraged you to play that game."
"We're both new at this. We didn't understand. Michael, you're right to insist on total honesty, but it has to go beyond us. It has to include our playmates too."
"Yes, it does."
We were both silent. After a moment I said, "You're sure about this? You won't mind if I buy flowers for Maureen or take her dancing."
"Michael, I have never been so certain about anything in my life. You are my shepherd. You are a magnificent shepherd. Right now Maureen needs you. Be her shepherd and when she has regained her confidence and believes in herself again come home to me."
"I will Jeanne; believe me, I will."
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At 6:25 the following evening Maureen drove into the parking lot of Jimmy's Steakhouse. I was waiting for her on the sidewalk holding a single long stemmed red rose. As soon as she was finished parking I walked over to her car, opened the door for her and held it while she stepped out.
Once she was standing in the parking lot I handed her the rose, kissed her cheek and said, "For the most beautiful woman in Fort Meyers."
Looking at me skeptically, Maureen took the rose and said, "Michael, this is very nice, no it's wonderful. It's been a long time since anyone has done anything like this for me." She paused and then she asked, "But why? You don't have to court me. I'm just as eager for sex tonight as I hope you are."
Smiling I said, "I am eager for sex tonight, but that's not why I brought you the rose."
"Okay..."
"I gave you the rose because I want you to know that you're special."
"Michael, you're a married man and last night you made it very clear that you intend to stay married to your wife."
"That is very true, but it doesn't mean you can't be special. Besides, buying you flowers was my wife's suggestion."
"Your wife's suggestion?"
"Yes, she thought you might enjoy a little romance."
"Jeanne wants you to court me?"
"No, she wants you to enjoy a little romance. While romance is definitely a part of courtship, Jeanne doesn't believe it has to be limited to that. She thinks romance can just be for fun. She feels it's an exciting part of foreplay."
Maureen considered that. After a moment she smiled and said, "I like the way your wife thinks."
Offering her my arm, I said, "Shall we go inside and have dinner?"
Clutching the rose, Maureen grinned and took my arm. As we walked into the restaurant she said, "This is already turning out to be a wonderful evening."
The hostess seated us. The same waitress we'd had the previous evening arrived and took our cocktail orders. I asked for a Manhattan. Maureen opted for a margarita.
After the waitress was gone I asked, "Did you tell Eric about me?"
"As soon as he got home last night."
"How did he react?"
"The hypocritical bastard blew his stack. He called me a slut."
"What did you say to that?"
"I told him I was still a novice, but I intended to try to become a very proficient slut."
Chuckling, I said, "Please tell me how he responded to that."
"He asked me if I was trying to humiliate him. I told him yes, every bit as much as he's already humiliated me and then a hundred fold more. From there it degenerated into a screaming match that ended when he stormed out of the house."
"Where did he go?"
"I assume he went back to his chippy's apartment. I don't really care."
"How are you doing now?"
Maureen smiled. "Michael, it's been a very long time since I've felt this good. Last night I slept like baby."
"I'm glad we met yesterday."
"I am too. I assume from our conversation about the rose that you told Jeanne about me. She obviously wasn't jealous."
"She was at first. She's terrified I'm going to leave her for a woman like you."
"A woman like me?"
"An attractive, level headed, mature woman who's lost her husband to a younger woman."
"You flatter me."
"No, you're all of that and more."
"My husband doesn't appear to agree."
"I suspect that someday he'll come to his senses."
"Someday will be too late. I think it's already too late."
"I understand."
"You said that Jeanne was jealous at first. That would imply that you reassured her that I wasn't a threat."
"You're not. It's important you understand that. I love my wife. We're now leading an eccentric lifestyle, but that hasn't changed the fact that I love her and I always will love her."
"I appreciate your honesty."
"Still want to be a slut?"
"More than ever."
"Even though I'm a happily married man?"
"Yes, in fact knowing that you're an honest happily married man makes it feel safer. I don't think you'll hurt me."
"I'll try very hard not to do that.
"I believe you."
Maureen and I smiled at each other for a moment and then she said, "I want to hear more about your friends in Tucson."
I spent the rest of the dinner telling Maureen about my time with Amy and Mel. After dinner we went back to my motel room. The sex was sensational.
Afterward, as Maureen dressed, she stopped and looked at me. "Thank you Micheal. When you're confronted with the fact that your husband is cheating on you it causes a uncontrolled spiral into a pit of despair. I was floundering in that pit when I sat down to dinner last night by myself. I'd questioned everything that had happened and laid the blame at my own feet. I was convinced that I'd gotten too complacent with my looks, too boring in the bedroom, too preoccupied with being a homemaker and not attentive enough to being a wife. I'd come to the conclusion that it was all my fault. Then you came along. You told me I was beautiful. You showed me how to enjoy sex on my own terms for the first time in years. You helped me understand that it wasn't entirely my fault. You rescued me. You made me believe in myself as a woman again. Thank you for pulling me back."
"I didn't have to pull hard. You wanted to be rescued. You allowed me to rescue you."
"I needed someone to tell me that I was still a desirable woman. You did that."
"That was easy. Maureen you are a very desirable woman."
"And you Michael, are a lovely man."
The next night we met for dinner again. After dinner we retired to my motel room for sex. It was Saturday night so Maureen felt relaxed and unhurried. After our sex we lay cuddled together in bed, talking and enjoying the touch our naked bodies. At ten my cell phone rang. It was of course, Jeanne. Maureen and I were still lying in bed together naked.
I picked up my cell phone. "Hi Jeanne."
"Hi Michael. How was your evening?"
"Very nice."
"Did you get together with Maureen again?"
"Yes." I paused and then I added, "Jeanne, she's still here."
There was silence. After a moment Jeanne said, "She's still there?"
"Yes."
"Are you lying in bed together?"
"Yes."
"Are you both naked?"
"Yes Jeanne, we are."
Silence again. Seconds that seemed more like minutes passed. Finally Jeanne said, "I see."
"Jeanne?"
"Can she hear me?"
"No, the speakers not on."
"Is she going home or is she going to spend the night with you?"
"We haven't discussed that. I know you always send your lovers home."
"I do, but I also know it's different with men."
"What do you mean?"
"When the sex is over most men can't wait to go home."
"Michael, let me talk to her." It was Maureen.
I looked at her for a moment and then I nodded and said into my phone, "Jeanne, Maureen would like to talk to you."
After a brief pause Jeanne answered, "Okay, switch your phone to the speaker."
I switched on the speaker. "It's done. You and Maureen can now hear each other."
"Maureen, I'm Jeanne Nolan."
"Hi Jeanne, I'm Maureen Styles."
"I understand you're fucking my husband."
Suddenly looking abashed, Maureen tentatively answered, "Yes." But then collecting herself, she quickly added, "I understand you regularly enjoy other men."
Chuckling, Jeanne said, "Touche, I like you Maureen. You've got backbone."
"I wish that was true. For the past two months I've allowed my husband to treat me like a doormat."
"Last night Michael told me a little bit about your problems. I'm sorry. I'm glad Michael is helping you."
"Thank you for letting him help me. I understand the rose was your idea."
"The rose?"
"Yes when I met Michael for dinner tonight he brought me a single red rose."
Jeanne burst out laughing. "That fox. I told him to bring you flowers, but a single red rose, that's much more creative."
Suddenly concerned, I asked, "Was that alright Jeanne?"
"Yes Michael, it was perfectly fine. It was very romantic. Maureen, did he talk about me?"
"Yes Jeanne, he talks about you constantly. It's clear to me that Michael loves you very much and he's been extremely direct about the fact that he's neither available for nor seeking a permanent relationship with any other woman."
"And you're okay with that?"
"Yes Jeanne, I am. I'm not looking for love. I'm too shattered for that. Right now, I just want someone who will help me restore my self confidence. Your husband is doing a wonderful job. Jeanne?"
"Yes Maureen."
"I wasn't planning to spend the night with Michael and I promise you that I won't do that. I understand why it would bother you and I agree. Sleeping with someone is a very intimate act. My husband often spends the night with his girlfriend. I think that bothers me more than the sex."
"Thank you for understanding."
"You're welcome."
"Michael told me you want him to teach you how to be a slut."
Maureen grinned and then she answered, "Mostly I want him to teach me how to give a man I just met a blow job without feeling guilty about it."
"Overcoming guilt, that is the trick."
"You seem to have been able to do it."
"Believe me, it wasn't easy, especially at first. Right after Michael left I was so overcome with guilt that I didn't even try to date."
"But you did eventually start."
"Yes, my daughters intervened. They convinced me that this was my opportunity to experiment with this new lifestyle; I shouldn't pass it by. It required all the nerve I could muster, but I started. Micheal told you about Brady's, didn't he."
"Yes he did."
"That was a safe, nonthreatening way to begin."
"How did you find out about that place?"
"A woman who works in the same building as me told me about it. We often have coffee together. She goes there."
"I wish I could find a bar like that."
"I'm sure Fort Meyers has one. I suspect every large city has a bar like Brady's."
"That might be true, but I don't have any idea how I'd go about finding it."
"Michael told me you're a secretary."
"Yes, for an investment company."
"Are you in an office building?"
"A small one."
"Is there a coffee shop where other secretaries gather?"
"Yes, but I don't go there very often."
"I suggest you start going there every day."
"You think..."
"Maybe, maybe not, but it seems like a good place to start and it certainly can't hurt."
Slowly nodding her head, Maureen said, "Thank you Jeanne, that's a good idea."
"Maureen?"
"Yes Jeanne."
"Can I ask a favor?"
"Of course."
"Please don't steal my husband from me."
Maureen was silent. Several seconds passed and then she said, "Jeanne, I won't do that, not ever. Even if I wanted to do it I don't think I could. Michael is madly in love with you."
"I know that, but I'm afraid I've created a situation that makes him vulnerable."
"Even if that was the case, I still wouldn't try to steal Michael from you. If I did that I'd be doing the same thing to you that my husband's girlfriend did to me. Regardless of how wonderful Michael is, I couldn't live with myself if I acted like her." Maureen paused. After a moment she added, "That isn't the only reason."
Jeanne said, "Tell me."
"Eric broke my heart and destroyed my trust. The anguish I've endured for the past two months has been unbearable. I can't risk going through that again. Jeanne, I don't think I'm capable of loving someone right now. For the time being my heart has to be hidden away in a place where no one, not even Michael can reach it.
"Over time that will get better." Jeanne's voice was soft and understanding.
"I hope so, but you understand, don't you. Right now I can't fall in love with anyone."
"Yes Maureen, I understand." Jeanne paused. After a moment she asked, "Michael, do you understand?"
I glanced at Maureen. Her gaze was fixed on me. Smiling at her, I answered, "Yes, Jeanne, I believe I do."
Maureen smiled back at me. Honesty and openness makes life so much simpler.
During the next several days Maureen and I fell into a pattern. Each evening Maureen parked her car in front of my motel room next to my Escape. Together we walked across the street to Jimmy's Steakhouse for dinner. After dinner we returned to my motel room where we eagerly explored each others sexual desires. Maureen was becoming wonderfully adept at giving head and I have to admit that my oral skills were also improving.
At ten we always called Jeanne. The three of us took turns talking about the mundane events of our days and then we shared our most recent sexual adventures. Both Jeanne and Maureen loved analyzing the art of fellatio. An avowed voyeur, listening to their discussions was one of my favorite pastimes.
Tuesday evening I checked my email. It was after dinner. Maureen had just finished sucking my cock. We were taking a short break. Sex between us had become relaxed and casual.
I had an email from Ruth. I read it to Maureen.
"Dear Michael,
The office continues to run smoothly. It's the beginning of a new year so Jason and Bernie Kyle are both busy, but they're well organized. We're staying on top of the workload.
I understand you have a new female friend in Fort Meyers. Jeanne is a little apprehensive about this. Both Abby and I are trying to reassure her that you love her and are simply enjoying the freedom of your new relationship. While she understands what we're telling her, she is still unsettled. I think it's good for her. It gives her insight into how you're feeling.
It appears that my personal life is about to undergo a significant change. David and I are both excited, but also a little anxious about the impending event. I believe Jeanne has mentioned something about this to you, but I'm not exactly certain what she has told you, so I'm going to start at the beginning.
You already know that for the past several months David has become increasingly open about his submissive masochism. Please don't judge him. He really is a strong man, a wonderful husband and an outstanding father. For some reason surrendering power accompanied by a mild mixture of pain and humiliation excites him. He certainly isn't hurting anyone and frankly I have to admit that I've learned that I enjoy wielding power and have a bit of a sadistic streak. Inflicting a little pain and humiliation gets me very excited. I guess I have to ask you not to judge me either.
Michael, six months ago I never would have even dreamed that I might have these desires. Now I'm not only acknowledging and accepting them, I'm telling you about them. Life certainly has taken a bizarre twist.
A little over a month ago David started urging me to contact my old boyfriend, Nick Granger. I have adamantly refused to do that and intend to continue to steadfastly hold that position. I have too much baggage with Nick. I also know that he has a substantial sadistic streak. I fear that he might be cruel to David and I'm even more afraid that in the excitement of the moment I might forget this is just a game and join him in his cruelty. I love David. The possibility that I might lose control and actually hurt him is unthinkable.
David reluctantly understood. We had resigned ourselves to weekly visits to Brady's Saloon with Jeanne and Abby, but then last week something happened that might change that. Abby, Jeanne, David and I were having dinner together at Mario's Cafe before we went to Brady's. During dinner Abby made an unexpected proposal to us. She has a friend. Actually he's a friend of her husband, Luther. His name is Matt Haynes. He's a little older than David and me, but Abby says he's extremely handsome and very nice. He owns a flooring company. He installs all the tile and carpeting in Luther's buildings.
Like Luther, Matt has always been a notorious ladies man. Abby calls him a sex hound. Now that he's getting older he's finding that he has neither the time nor the energy for night clubs and dating. He'd like to settle down, but marriage is out of the question. He's been married three times. All three marriages were disasters. He's looking for a casual, no strings attached relationship with a woman who has an adventurous attitude about sex.
Abby plays with him occasionally and I think Jeanne might start too, but both of them crave variety. Neither of them are interested in a long term relationship. Because we still have two teenagers living at home the convenience of a long term relationship with a man who understands and accepts the commitment David and I have for each other is an attractive prospect.
As soon as we got home that night David started trying to persuade me to at least meet Matt. I have to admit that it didn't take a lot of convincing. Frankly I'm just as eager to meet Matt as David is. The next morning I called Abby. She called Matt and set up a date. Jeanne is hosting a little cocktail party tonight. It will just be Abby, Jeanne, their new friends Mark and Bobby and Matt and me. While David is disappointed that he's not invited, he understands. Matt and I need an opportunity to get to know each other before he can be included.
Michael, David and I are so excited. We can't wait for tonight. Yesterday we went lingerie shopping at the mall. David picked out nylon stockings, a garter belt and a matching brassiere for me to wear for Matt. When I asked him about panties he told me he didn't want me to wear them. I had a little orgasm right there in the store.
It's a good thing we're busy at the office. It feels like time is moving at a snail's pace. At least I have work to divert my attention a little bit.
I'm sure Jeanne will call you tonight after the party. I'll write to you tomorrow to tell you how things went with Matt.
Love,
Ruth"
I looked up from my computer. Maureen was slowly shaking her head. I asked, "What?"
Smiling, Maureen said, "You certainly have some kinky friends."
"Kinky?"
She chuckled. "Yes, don't you agree?"
"I don't know. I have to think about this."
"You have to think about it? Really?"
"Well yes, I mean how do you define kinky?"
Maureen paused. After a moment she said, "I'm not exactly sure how to define it, but I can certainly recognize it when I see it. Your friends, David and Ruth are kinky."
"Isn't that a matter of perspective?"
"I don't think it is."
"Aren't you kinky too?"
"Me?"
"Yes, you want to become a blow job queen. I submit that many people would consider that a kinky aspiration."
Smiling, Maureen said, "Okay, I'll grant you that, but there is still the issue of degree."
"You're saying that David and Ruth are kinkier than you are."
"I guess that's exactly what I'm saying, but when you put it like that you make me feel a little judgmental."
"You're suggesting that kinky is bad?"
"No that's not what I'm trying to say at all." Maureen shook her head. "This is getting all twisted. Suddenly I'm not sure what I'm saying."
"Good, your mind is opening."
Maureen stared at me.
I grinned at her. "This is slut boot camp, remember?"
She laughed. "Okay professor, tell me what you think."
"I don't think kinky is a matter of degree. It's a matter of taste."
"A matter of taste? You're going to have to explain that."
"Certainly, My wife enjoys sex with other men. Hearing about it excites me, so I enjoy it too. Many people consider that kinky."
"Yes, we agree on that."
"David and Ruth enjoy that same pleasure. Are they kinkier than Jeanne and me?"
"Yes, because..."
"Because they also enjoy a little domination, submission and sadomasochism. David wants Ruth to deny him the pleasures she freely gives to other men."
"Exactly."
"Does that really make it kinkier or is that just a sexual pleasure that doesn't resonate with you? Are men who enjoy sex with other men kinky? Is anal sex inherently kinky?"
"So you don't have any limits."
"Of course I do. I have the limits of my own personal preferences. If I wasn't a voyeur I think I might very well be in the process of divorcing Jeanne right now, but I am a voyeur. Our kinks appeal to each others personal desires, so her new lifestyle is working for us."



"But there have to be some limits."
"Consenting adults."
"That goes without saying, but I mean..." Maureen shook her head in confusion. "I don't know what to think."
"I've come to believe that as long as no one is getting hurt it's all pretty much okay."
"It didn't work that way with you and Jeanne."
"That's because I wasn't in agreement. Now things are working better."
"You're still away from home."
"We're not quite finished figuring out how this new lifestyle is working for us, but we're close, very close. The one thing that Jeanne and I have both learned is that people need to talk. They need to communicate. In our culture sex has traditionally been a hushed up topic. Everyone is afraid to admit to their secret desires."
"You make it sound like we're all perverts."
"I think many of us have desires, illicit desires that we're afraid to admit to anyone, even to ourselves. All my life I've been a closet voyeur. I like to watch. I love porn movies. While I would love to watch Jeanne with another man, I've only been able to come to terms with this inclination during the past two months."
Maureen stared at me for a moment and then she smiled and asked, "Would you like to watch me with another man?"
"Is that something you'd like to do? That's important, no it's not just important, it's essential. Maureen, I don't just tolerate Jeanne's dating, I love it. I want her to date other men. I love imagining it. I love hearing about it and I'm looking forward to the day when I can witness it. Right now Jeanne's probably involved in a sex party with another woman and two men. Just that thought is unbelievably exciting."
"You didn't answer my question."
"What do you mean?"
"Would you like to watch me with another man?"
I stared at Maureen. She was smiling. It was a devilish smile. After a moment I asked, "Would you like being with another man while I watched?"
Suddenly Maureen blushed. "I can't believe I'm involved in a serious conversation about this."
"But you are."
"I know I am and that both scares me and excites me."
"So would you like being with another man while I watched?"
"You answer first. Would you like to watch me with another man?"
Slowly nodding, I answered, "Yes, definitely."
Maureen smiled. "I think I'd like that too."
"We still have one major obstacle."
"Yes and it is major. How do we find a guy who will let you watch while we do it?" Maureen paused. After a moment she added, "A guy I'm willing to do it with."
"What are your criteria? Do you want a young guy?"
Maureen considered that for a moment and then she said, "While a young guy might be fun, there are much more important criteria."
"Tell me."
"It would be good if he was handsome and fit, but those aren't the most important criteria either."
"What's most important?"
"He has to be nice." Maureen smiled at me. "I want a guy who is kind and gentle, like you."
Smiling back, I said, "Thank you, that's a nice compliment."
"You're welcome." Maureen sighed and then shaking her head, she said, "I have absolutely no idea about how to find a nice guy who wants to fuck me while you watch."
"We just have to find a guy who has an adventurous nature."
"You make it sound so simple. Do we take out a newspaper ad?"
"No, all we have to do is find the right bar."
Maureen stared at me. After a moment she started to grin.
"What?"
"I don't know why I didn't mention this earlier. I guess I'm still a little nervous about this new life style. Remember when Jeanne suggested that I start frequenting the coffee shop in the office building where I work so I could get to know some of the other secretaries?"
"Yes."
"I did it. Yesterday I had coffee with four secretaries. They were gossiping about another secretary named Sylvia. Apparently she's an acknowledged slut."
"How do they know that?"
"I don't have any idea, but it seemed like it was a foregone conclusion."
"Okay."
"They said she hangs out in a bar in Cape Coral, The Polynesian Lounge. I got the impression that it's very similar to Brady's Pub."
"Really?"
"They weren't very subtle. They called it a meat market for husbands and wives who like to cheat."
"Is this Sylvia married?"
"I gather she is."
"How far is Cape Coral from here?"
"About a thirty minute drive."
"Want to have a drink at the Polynesian Lounge tomorrow night?"
"Tomorrow night? Isn't that kind of sudden?"
"We're just talking about a cocktail."
"No, I think we're talking about more than that."
"Only if it feels right."
Maureen stared at me. After a moment she started to smile. "You're right, we could just have a cocktail." But then she quickly added, "Michael I have to admit that while I'm a bit nervous about this I think I really want it to happen."
"I do too. It could be a great adventure."
"Yes it could."
It was Tuesday night, a week night. Maureen had to work the next morning, so she went home at 9:30. At 10:45 Jeanne called. Because of the time change it was 11:45 for her.
I answered the phone. "Hi Jeanne, how was your evening?"
"Michael, it was wonderful. Everyone just left."
"It was a late party for a weeknight."
"I know but we were having so much fun."
"I understand. Tell me about it."
"Do you want to hear every seamy detail."
"You know I do."
"Abby came over right after work. She helped me get the house ready. Mark and Bobby arrived just after six. Ruth was right behind them."
"Did Matt Haynes show up?"
"Oh yes, he arrived at about 6:15."
"Is he as good looking as Abby said he was?"
"He's an absolute dreamboat. He reminds me of Cary Grant."
"Suave and sophisticated."
"Very."
"I'll bet Ruth was happy."
"She was ecstatic. Matt liked Ruth too. They had a Manhattan with us and then they disappeared into Tricia's room."
"Your boudoir."
"Yes, my boudoir. Its hard for me to get used to calling it that."
"I understand. In my mind it will always be Tricia's room too. Were Matt and Ruth in there very long?"
"The whole evening. They left together. Matt walked Ruth to her car. As they were leaving Ruth whispered to me that she's going to be walking funny for a week."
"She had a good time."
"Judging from the expressions on their faces I'm fairly certain both of them had a good time. I'll call Ruth in the morning and Abby will call Matt. I'll have more details when I talk to you tomorrow night."
"Tomorrow night I might be late."
"Really? Tell me."
"Maureen took your advice and went to the coffee shop where the secretaries in her building hang out."
"And?"
"She heard about a bar in Cape Coral that might be similar to Brady's"
"I assume you're going there tomorrow night."
"That's the current plan."
"And you're going along to provide moral support." Jeanne giggled. "Or should we call it immoral support."
"I like immoral support. I'm also hoping I might get to indulge my voyeuristic desires."
"Michael, that is so hot. We're going to have a lot to talk about tomorrow night."
"We still have a lot to talk about tonight. Tell me about your evening."
"Baby it was amazing. Mark, Bobby and Abby are sexual gurus."
"Just what you need."
"I don't know if I need them, but I sure as hell am enjoying them."
"So what happened?"
"After Matt and Ruth left us Mark and Bobby said they wanted to play tag."
"Tag?"
"It wasn't actually tag. In fact the only real similarity was that one of us always had to be it."
"Okay, tell me about the game."
"Bobby volunteered to be it first. He and Mark pulled a chair and footstool over so they were directly in front of the couch and then we all took off our clothes."
"I already like this game. If I ever get to play I want to be everlasting it."
Laughing, Jeanne said, "That's exactly what I told them. If you played you'd want to be it all the time."
"What did they say?"
"At first Mark and Bobby said, no way. They were adamant about it, but then Abby pointed out that in our games everyone should get to do what they want. They couldn't argue with that so they finally agreed."
"I see why you like these people so much."
"They really are fun and they're very open minded."
"I can see that. All right, tell me more about the game."
"Okay, Bobby sat in the big chair."
"The voyeur chair."
Jeanne giggled. "Yes the voyeur chair."
"What did everyone else do?"
"Mark lay down on the couch on his back. Abby told me to sit on his face while she lay between his legs and sucked his cock."
"That's what Mel and Amy call a tandem blow job."
"I know. That made it even more fun for me. I felt like I was experiencing something you did with Mel and Amy."
"How long did your tandem blow job last?"
"Maybe five or ten minutes and then we all switched places."
"That gives you several combinations, but after a little while didn't it get old?"
"Michael, Mark and Bobby are bisexual. Tonight Abby and I were too."
"That creates a few more combinations."
"More than a few. There was also lot of butt fucking tonight and Abby has a strap on dildo. Michael I learned something this evening. Being the fucker is fun."
Both of us burst out laughing. I said, "Jeanne honey, you certainly have changed during the past year."
"I have and I'm loving it."
"Baby, I have to admit that I am too."
"Are you Michael? Are you really?"
"Yes Jeanne, I really am."
"I can't begin to describe how happy that makes me. Sweetheart I can't wait until you come home. We're going to have so much fun."
"I'm not sure I'm ready for Abby's strap on dildo, at least not yet."
"I didn't think you were. Don't worry, I'll get plenty of opportunities to use it with Abby, Mark and Bobby."
"And I'll happily watch."
"Will you? Even when I'm doing Mark or Bobby?"
"Jeanne honey, if we're going to explore this new life together I'd better get up to speed."
"Even if you're watching Mark and Bobby?"
"That might be a little difficult at first, but it shouldn't be. I spent many evenings last November and December eagerly watching two women enjoying sex with each other. That makes it pretty hard to justify running from the room in revulsion when two men start engaging in sex with each other."
"Michael I'm so glad you met Amy and Mel."
"I am too Jeanne and I'm glad you met Abby, Mark and Bobby. You seem to really be enjoying them."
"Thank you Michael, I really am enjoying them."
"Jeanne."
"Yes Michael."
"About what I just said."
"Yes?"
"Just because I'm not going to run from the room in revulsion doesn't mean I'm ready to join them."
"Don't worry Michael, I understand that and Michael."
"Yes Jeanne."
"Mark and Bobby will understand that too. Everyone gets to do what they want and nobody has to do anything they don't want to do."
"Thank you Jeanne."
"I can't wait until you come home."
"I'm looking forward to it too."
"Michael, it's late. I need to go to bed."
"Yes you do, but before you go did you talk to Mel and Amy today?"
"Of course I did. I talk to them every day. I know you do too."
"Yes I do."
"It sounds like Paul is having a wonderful time."
"He loves working behind the bar at Danny's Lounge."
"Did Amy and Mel tell you about the three strippers?"
"The roommates he's hanging around with?"
"That's right. Amy and Mel think he's fallen into another dominant submissive relationship."
"With three twenty year old strippers. Jeanne honey, there are a lot of young men who would give everything they have for one weekend of that life."
"Michael!"
"Relax, Amy and Mel are watching over him. They'll make sure he doesn't get into an ugly situation."
"You're right, I just worry and so does Tricia."
"She's keeping up on what's happening with Paul?"
"Michael, she misses him so much. Every time I call Amy and Mel I have to call Tricia as soon as I'm done talking and tell her everything."
"I guess it's true."
"What's that?"
"You never realize how important someone is until you lose them."
There was a moment of silence and then Jeanne whispered, "I learned that the hard way last August."
"You didn't lose me."
"I was afraid that I had."
"You came to San Francisco. That saved our marriage."
"I'm so glad I did that."
"I am too."
"Michael I love you so much."
"I love you too Jeanne and because I love you I have to point out that it's now 12:45 for you. It's time for you to go to bed."
"I know. Michael will you promise to call me when you get back from your trip to that bar in Cape Coral tomorrow night. I'll want to hear every seamy detail."
"I think it's highly likely that there won't be any seamy details."
"I know, but I'll still want to hear everything."
"And I'll want to hear what Ruth told you about her night with Matt Haynes and what happened when she got home to David."
"I'm sure she'll send you an email tomorrow."
"I'm sure she will too, but she'll tell you more."
"Okay, I'll tell you tomorrow night, but you have to call."
"I promise I'll call."
"No matter how late it gets."
"No matter how late it gets."
"I love you Michael."
"I love you too Jeanne."
"Goodnight."
"Goodnight."
As I fell asleep that night I realized that even if I could make it happen I wouldn't want to go back to our old life. Our new life was much too exciting.
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Wednesday January 15th, two full weeks had now passed since I took Jeanne, the girls and Paul to the San Antonio airport. While the previous few days had been filled with excitement and I now had Maureen Styles as a friend, I missed my wife, my daughters and Paul. I also missed my friends Ruth and David and Amy and Mel. I wanted to go home, but it wasn't yet time. I owed a debt to Amy and Mel. Before I could end my journey I had to satisfy that debt.
In early November fate had brought me to Danny's Lounge, the strip club in Tucson, Arizona where I met Amy and Mel. Now in January, fate had once again intervened in my life by bringing me to Jimmy's Steakhouse in Fort Meyers, Florida where I met Maureen Styles. While Maureen had become a close friend, she also needed me now just like I needed Amy and Mel last November. Befriending and helping Maureen was a way for me to express my gratitude for the friendship and help Amy and Mel had given me when I so desperately needed it.
Maureen arrived at my motel room just after 6:00. She was in a state of frenetic excitement. "Michael, I can't believe I'm actually going to do this."
Taking Maureen in my arms, I kissed her hard on the lips and then I stepped back and smiled. "Relax, we're going to go over to Jimmy's to have a nice dinner. After dinner we're coming back here to read the email I just got from Ruth..."
"You have an email from Ruth about last night?"
"I haven't read it yet, but I assume that's what it's about."
"You shit, why didn't you say something?"
I grinned at Maureen. "This was the first chance I've had to tell you."
Shaking her head, Maureen said, "Yes, I'm sorry. I guess I'm a little excited about tonight."
"It's okay, let's go have dinner."
As usual, dinner at Jimmy's was excellent. Maureen had fried Grouper. I had a small sirloin. After dinner we returned to my motel room where I turned on my computer. We were both eager to read the email from Ruth.
I sat down on the bed, holding my computer on my lap. Maureen sat down next to me and read silently while I read aloud.
"Dear Michael
David and I are so excited. We think Matt Haynes may be the perfect man for us. It feels strange to think of Matt as a perfect man for both David and me, but it's true. David is even more excited by this than I am and believe me, I'm very excited.
Last night, when I met Matt I was immediately struck by his looks. He is exceptionally handsome. Jeanne said he reminds her of Cary Grant. I was thinking George Clooney, but they're really very similar movie stars. They're both sophisticated and genteel, with an air of subtle strength. That also describes Matt.
Matt and I had a cocktail with Jeanne, Abby, Mark and Bobby. After we finished our cocktails we adjourned to Tricia's old bedroom. Jeanne had been kind enough to make it available to us for the evening. Once we were alone in the bedroom I started to get nervous. I was seriously considering beginning a long term affair with this man I was just meeting and I would be doing it with my husbands full approval. I was starting to doubt my sanity."
Maureen laughed. "I understand exactly what she's saying. I was wondering the same thing about myself today."
"Are you really worried about tonight?"
"No, not really, it's just that it's a little out of character for me."
"We don't have to do it."
"Oh yes we do. Mister you're not backing out now and neither am I. I've been a good girl all my life and all it's gotten me is a no good husband who left me for a younger woman. It's time for me to take the bull by the horns and have a little fun, just like Ruth is doing. Now let's read the rest of her email."
"Okay." I started reading again.
"Matt sensed my anxiety and suggested we spend a few minutes talking. Michael that was exactly what I needed. We talked about David and my kids and about my job. I told him about Nick Granger and what I used to be like before I got married. He told me about his three marriages and why they failed. He took full responsibility. Matt is a notorious womanizer, but he admits to it and accepts the consequences of his behavior. He's honest, I find that comforting. That's also why he's interested in a relationship with David and me. None of us are looking for any kind of commitment."
Slowly rubbing my back Maureen said, "Michael that's one of the reasons I like you so much, you're honest and straightforward. You're not making promises you don't intend to keep."
Not certain about how to respond, I just shrugged.
Chuckling Maureen said, "Once in a while you remind me that you really are an accountant at heart."
Again I shrugged. "I am what I am"
Grinning while she shook her head, Maureen said, "Come on lover boy, let's read the rest of Ruth's email."
I winked at Maureen and continued reading.
"We talked for over an hour. It was exactly what I needed. I quickly grew to like Matt and started to feel comfortable with him. After a while he slipped his arm around me. I responded by snuggling up to him. We talked some more, he held me tighter and then he reached over and gently turned my face to his. We gazed into each others eyes. Suddenly I felt like a school girl. I wanted Matt to kiss me. I yearned for him to kiss me. I closed my eyes and held my breath. He kissed me. It was wonderful. Michael I'm a married woman. I love my husband. I will always love my husband, but that kiss was enchanting and as Matt kissed me I knew I wanted more. I wanted him. I wanted all of him.
I kissed him back hard. I'm ashamed to say that for a moment I forgot all about David. I was suddenly burning with lust. I wanted to feel this beautiful man inside me. Sensing my sudden outburst of desire, Matt attacked. His hands were all over me. I responded. We groped each other and then we tore each others clothes off.
As soon as we were both naked I wrapped my hands around Matt's beautiful cock. Michael it is beautiful. It's not as large as Nick Granger's but it was still big, seven or eight inches..."
Maureen started laughing. Pausing, I looked at her. She said, "Damn Michael, this woman works for you."
"I like to think that she works with me."
"You own the firm, correct?"
"Yes, it's my firm."
"So she works for you."
"Okay, but she's also an old friend."
"My boss and I are friends, but I can't imagine sending him an email like this one."
Chuckling, I said, "The past few months have been a bit rousing for us."
"Rousing? That's an interesting word choice."
"I think it's accurate."
Smiling, Maureen said, "I think it is too. Frankly, just meeting you has been rousing for me."
"Shall I put my computer away? I can read the rest of this email later."
"Don't you dare do that!"
"So you are enjoying it."
"Yes, I'm finding it very rousing."
"Even though Ruth is employed by my firm."
"I was just...Damn it Michael, just read the fucking email." Maureen put her hand over her mouth and giggled. "Oh my! I do believe that's the first time I've ever used that word as an expletive."
"Do you use it a lot as a verb?"
Grinning at me, Maureen said, "Michael Nolan if you ever again want to experience it as a verb with me you'll shut up and read."
"Yes ma'am."
"Ooo I like that, a little respect."
"I thought you weren't dominant."
"Read."
"Okay, let me see, where was I?"
"...I wrapped my hands around Matt's beautiful cock. Michael it is beautiful. It's not as large as Nick Granger's but it was still big, seven or eight inches..."
"That's where you left off, right there."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, I'm damn sure."
Smiling, I started reading again.
"...and it was a new cock, a cock I'd never seen or touched before. Michael, this might help you understand Jeanne. There's something special about touching, feeling and tasting a new cock."
"Damn!"
I looked at Maureen.
She said, "I understand exactly what she's saying. Taking out your cock for the very first time was incredibly exciting."
"And you want to experience that feeling again?"
"I want to experience that feeling over and over again."
"That would make you a slut."
"Yes it would."
Smiling at the resolute tone in Maureen's voice, I said, "Then we'd better finish this email so we can go to Cape Coral."
Maureen stared at me. After a moment she said, "Yes, even though I'm still a little nervous about it, I'm now certain that I want to go to Cape Coral."
I nodded to her and started reading again.
"...there's something special about touching, feeling and tasting a new cock. I was so excited. Michael I actually had a little orgasm while I was sucking Matt."
"She had an orgasm while she was giving a guy a blow job! That's not fair."
I turned to Maureen, "Not fair?"
"That's right, not fair. I don't cum easily. I almost never had an orgasm with Eric. I have them with you, but you go down on me, that helps a lot. Sex with you is easier too, more relaxed. That also helps."
"Before her awakening, Jeanne almost never had orgasms. Now she has them all the time."
"So you're suggesting the problem is with me."
"I'm not suggesting anything. I'm just telling you that Jeanne used to have trouble cumming too."
Maureen stared at me. After a moment she said, "I want to be like Jeanne, Abby and Ruth."
"Okay."
"No not just okay!"
"What do you want me to say?"
"Damn it Michael, you told me you'd put me through slut boot camp."
"I did and tonight we're going to the Polynesian Lounge."
"But I'm still just a middle aged housewife."
"For the past week you've been meeting a middle aged man you just met for sex in his motel room."
Smiling, Maureen said, "Every night."
"And you sucked his cock."
"I did and I loved it." Maureen giggled. "I really have learned to enjoy giving head."
"See, you are making progress."
"But I still haven't come close to having an orgasm while I'm doing it."
"I don't actually think it happens very often for Jeanne, Ruth or Abby either."
"But I'd like it to happen to me."
"Give it time."
"You're right. I need to be patient. Let's read the rest of Ruth's email."
"Okay, let me see, where was I? Oh yes."
"Michael I actually had a little orgasm while I was sucking Matt."
Laughing Maureen said, "Yes, that's exactly where you left off."
I continued reading.
"After I made Matt cum we both cleaned up and then we lay on the bed talking. He told me more about his business and his three marriages. I told him more about David and our two kids. We relaxed, we took our time. It was nice.
Eventually our attention returned to sex. Matt fucked me. Michael, it was wonderful. I love David, so sex with him is always heartfelt and passionate. Nick Granger and his friends were exciting because they were well endowed and energetic, but now I realize they lacked depth. Matt is an amazing combination of grace and power. He took me. He took me like I have never before been taken, but he did it so very gently. I felt like I was Ginger Rogers in the arms of Fred Astaire. He made me orgasm two times."
"Twice? He made her cum twice? And he was gentle and graceful? Michael, you're gentle and graceful, but oh my god, he made her cum twice."
"Apparently he's pretty good."
"Michael, you're pretty good. Ruth is describing a sex god."
"Yes, I guess she is."
"You'd better believe she is. What else does she say about him?"
"Let's see." I continued reading.
"After we finished we again spent some time lying in each others arms talking, only this time we talked about our relationship and how David is going to fit in to it. It's needless to say this was a topic of great concern for me. As it turned out my concerns were groundless. Matt fully understood and accepted the fact that David and I were a package. His interest was in figuring out how to fulfill David's needs in this relationship.
Michael, he'd actually spent some time looking at the cuckold web sites so he could learn a little more about this desire. Even more amazing, he told me that he's excited about it. He thinks it will be a new adventure.
He asked me to tell him about David's fantasies. I explained that there was a masochistic element to it. David gets a thrill out of the idea that I might give other men pleasures that I deny him, pleasures that should be solely reserved for him.
Jeanne tells me that you've reached a point where you don't judge others. I hope that's true. I'm trying to be open with you. I know David and I are kinky, but it really doesn't hurt anyone and we're both enjoying this fantasy.
Matt wasn't in the least bit put off by that disclosure. In fact he told me that he was friends with a couple who were in to a dominant submissive relationship and he's always been envious of the fun they had. He also admitted that he had some mild dominant inclinations. I admitted that I did too.
He asked me if I could suggest some stories he could read so he could better understand David's fantasies. I told him that would be easy. He then asked me if I thought David might enjoy it if we made him wear a chastity cage during our dates. For a moment I was shocked. I've read enough of David's favorite stories to know what a chastity cage was, but..."
Next to me, Maureen said, "A chastity cage? What in heavens name is a chastity cage?"
"Let's see what we can find out." I opened a new Internet search window and typed in male chastity cage. A moment later we were presented with several web sites offering a variety of male chastity cages. Some of them featured spikes and looked absolutely frightening.
Next to me, Maureen said, "Damn, some of those look really painful."
"They do. I have to admit they give me the willys."
"I can see why. I don't have a dick and they still give me the willys." But then she said, "Michael, look at this one." Maureen pointed at an ad for the cb6000. "It looks like it's just a plastic case for a guy's cock."
Laughing, I said, "You're growing quickly."
"What do you mean?"
"First of all, you just used the word cock in a conversational sentence."
Maureen giggled. "I did, didn't I."
"And then your use of the word just suggested that you're now open to the idea that locking a guys cock in a plastic case might be a perfectly reasonable course of action."
"It's certainly more reasonable than locking it into one of those spikey thingys."
"I have to admit that I agree with you."
"Let's find out what Matt and Ruth were thinking about."
"I know Ruth. She loves David. I'm pretty sure it's not one of those spikey thingys."
"Let's find out what she and Matt decided."
"All right." I started reading again.
"But I also knew that David would be excited about wearing a chastity cage, especially if Matt and I made him do it. Michael, I'm sure you probably think this is weird. When David first mentioned it I had a little trouble getting used to the idea too. Please keep an open mind and try not to judge us. It's just fun. Nobody is getting hurt."
Turning to Maureen I said, "She's right. It is just fun and nobody is getting hurt."
"Unless they're going to make David wear one of those spikey thingys."
"I'm quite certain they're not going to do that."
"Keep reading."
"You're enjoying this, aren't you. Admit it."
"All right Mr. Smarty Pants. I admit it. I am enjoying it. Kinky is fun. So what!"
"You're making progress."
"Shut up and read."
Chuckling, I started reading again.
"Matt explained that he believes that if this is going to work we have to constantly be attentive to David's needs. It's essential that this is as much fun for him as it is for us. I agreed and told Matt that I would ask David about the chastity cage. Matt disagreed. He felt David would enjoy it more if it wasn't his choice. Knowing David, I had to concur."
"Michael, I don't get that at all. Why wouldn't David want to be involved in a decision like that? I get that it's fun for him, but it should still be his choice."
"No, for David surrendering power is a big part of the thrill. Amy and Mel helped me understand that. Paul did too."
"But why?"
"Why is irrelevant. It just is."
"But..."
"Maureen do you think it might be fun to be blindfolded and tied to a bed during sex?"
"Yes, but I think lots of women have that fantasy." Maureen paused. After a moment she smiled and said, "Okay, I get it, but I'm still not sure I really understand it."
"I don't think you have to understand it. You just have to accept the fact that it makes them happy and it isn't hurting anyone."
"Unless they start using those spikey thingys."
"Okay, if Ruth starts locking David's cock in one of those spikey thingys we'll reopen this conversation."
"Michael, you have to remember, you spent two months with Amy and Mel. I just met you a week ago."
"You're right Maureen. I do have to remember that. I've also gotten a lot of support from Jeanne. Your husband isn't doing anything to help you."
"I'd like to lock his pathetic little dick in one of those spikey thingys."
"Really?"
She smiled. "No not really. Actually I have to admit that I'm beginning to think Eric's little chippy did me a huge favor. Life without that bastard is turning out to be a lot more fun than life was with him. Michael, I now love giving blow jobs. In fact I'd love to give you one right now."
"Nope."
"Nope?"
"That's right, we have a plan for this evening. A plan that I hope will result in your giving a blow job to a man you just met." Laughing as I shook my head, I quickly added, "But I am amazed that I just turned down an offer of a blow job from a beautiful woman."
"You're hoping you'll get to watch."
"I doubt I'll get to watch you give a guy a blow job, but I am hoping I'll get to watch you hook up with the guy."
"While I am a little nervous about it, I'm hoping that too."
"Are you ready to go?"
"No I want to hear the rest of Ruth's email first."
"Even if it's about cock cages."
"Especially because it's about cock cages. Michael, it really is fun to be kinky."
"Yes it is, isn't it."
"Yes, now start reading again."
"Okay, where was I?"
"Matt and Ruth had just decided that David would enjoy it more if they told him he had to wear a cock cage."
"You are into this, aren't you."
"Shut up and read."
"Okay." I started reading again.
"Matt had already done a little research and told me that the cb6000 looked like the the best and safest chastity cage."
Maureen said, "That's the plastic one we saw."
"Yes, it's not a spikey thingy."
"Thank goodness, if it had been one of those I would have spent the next month worrying about David and I don't even know him."
I continued reading.
"Matt suggested that since David was my husband I should buy the chastity cage. He told me I could get one at The Sex Emporium. It's a store on the outskirts of downtown that specializes in erotica of all kinds. Matt also told me that they're expensive and offered to pay for it. I accepted his offer. I was certain David would get a thrill out of knowing my new boyfriend paid for the chastity cage I'm making him wear."
"Michael, your friend Ruth has a creative imagination."
"It doesn't surprise me. She's bright. She also loves her husband."
"So she wants to do everything she can to make this fun for him."
"That's right."
"I'm really beginning to like Ruth."
"Even if she's planning to make her husband wear a chastity cage?"
"Because she's planning to make her husband wear a chastity cage. Michael, she's doing it for him."
"Yes she is and you're making outstanding progress."
"You're a good teacher."
"I'm trying."
"Keep reading."
"Okay."
"Matt then asked me if I was serious about trying this with him. I told him I was and added that I was sure David was too. He said that if I was certain, he thought our next step should be a dinner out for the three of us. He invited David and me to have dinner with him at the Kennsington Grill next Saturday night. After dinner, if everything goes well, we'll go back to his penthouse apartment for a cocktail.



I told Matt that I liked his plan, but needed to talk to David about it. He understood. We turned our attention back to sex. Matt fucked me one more time. It was even better than the first time.
After we finished we dressed and walked out into the living room. Michael, it was amazing. Jeanne, Abby, Mark and Bobby were all naked. Jeanne was lying on her back on the couch. Mark was straddling her shoulders facing her. She was sucking his cock. Abby was lying on her stomach between Jeanne's thighs eating her pussy. Bobby was sitting in a chair jacking off while he watched them. Matt and I interrupted them so we could thank Jeanne and Abby and say goodbye. All four of them politely stopped, looked up at us, said goodbye and then immediately returned to what they were doing."
Laughing, I said, "That's my wife. She knows how to focus on a task."
Maureen giggled. "If I was getting my pussy licked while I was sucking a cock I'm not sure I could maintain enough composure to look up and say good bye to someone who was leaving."
"Care to give it a try?"
"I'm not sure how we'll do the part where we say good bye to someone who's leaving, but you and I have already established that we can do the licking and sucking with aplomb."
"Shall we?"
"Now it's you who can't stay on task." Maureen paused and then with a sly smile, she added, "Maybe we could wait until we get back from The Polynesian Lounge."
"It's a date, unless of course..."
"Unless of course what?"
"Unless you meet someone at the Polynesian Lounge."
"Michael I'm going there with you and I fully intend to come home with you."
"Even if you meet someone very interesting?"
"Very interesting?"
"Yes, very interesting."
"Well then maybe we'll have a little fun together first, but I'm still going home with you." Staring into my eyes, Maureen said, "Michael, you're my friend. I don't have many friends."
"Okay, but there may come a time when you're going to want to spend the night with a man you meet."
"And if that time comes we'll deal with it."
"Yes, you're right, we will."
"Let's read the rest of Ruth's email."
"Good idea." I started reading again.
"Matt walked me to my car and kissed me goodnight. I promised to call him in the morning. He told me he would be eagerly waiting to hear from me and then he kissed me again.
Michael, driving home my heart was racing at about a million beats a second. I felt like I was back in high school. I was infatuated with Matt. As I realized that guilt overwhelmed me. David is the love of my life. How could I possibly be infatuated with another man?"
When I arrived at home David was waiting for me. He didn't say anything. He just kissed me and held me in his arms. I love David so much. I feel safe in his arms. I could have stayed there all night, but David was eager to hear about my evening with Matt.
The kids were in their rooms. After stopping to say goodnight to both of them David and I quickly withdrew to our bedroom. Once we were inside our room David was a fount of questions. How did I like Matt? Was he handsome? Did we do it? Was he good? Did I want to see him again?
Still affected by the feelings of guilt that had plagued me during my drive home, I was at first reticent about my answers, but then I saw the lust in David's eyes and realized that we both wanted this, maybe him even more than me.
Michael, I love David and he loves me. I can't explain this. I'm not sure it has an explanation. I'm not sure it requires an explanation. It just is. We're both happy about it and I guess that's all that matters.
I relaxed and told David everything. Again I felt like I was back in high school. This time I was telling my best girlfriend about my latest crush. David was just as excited as I was. we both babbled to each other, him asking questions, me answering without reservation.
We talked about the sex. I told David how much I'd enjoyed sucking Matt's cock. He asked me to describe Matt's cock. Michael, please don't get the wrong idea. David is not gay. He simply wants to share my excitement."
Pausing, I said, "I think I can understand this. Hearing about Jeanne's fun makes me happy. If you hook up with a guy tonight at the Polynesian Lounge, it will make me happy if you tell me he was a skilled, well endowed playmate."
"Why?" There was a look of honest puzzlement in Maureen's eyes.
"Why not? I like you. You're my friend. Why shouldn't I want you to have a memorable experience."
"Because it's not with you."
"If we were golf partners rather than fuck buddies should I get upset if you had fun playing golf with a really good golfer?"
"Michael!"
"What?"
"You can't equate fucking and golf. They aren't the same."
"Why not?"
"Well, for one, you can't get pregnant playing golf."
"Are you concerned that I'm going to get you pregnant?"
"Of course not! But...Oh this is so confusing."
"I will agree with that. Sex is very confusing."
"Okay, but you do have to admit that sex is a much more intimate act than golf."
"It doesn't have to be. It certainly isn't for Mel and Amy. It isn't for Jeanne either and weren't you the one who wanted to learn how to give blow jobs to guys you just met without feeling guilty about it?"
"Aren't you even a little bit jealous when Jeanne tells you about the fun she had with another man?"
"Once you understand that sex doesn't always have to be an expression of love, jealousy fades. Envy may still be a problem."
"Envy, but not jealousy? Please explain that."
"They're not synonyms."
"Go on."
"Jealousy refers to the fear that a person you love may love another."
"Okay."
"Envy is the desire to have something another has."
"So while you may not be jealous of Jeanne's boy friends you might envy them."
"Jeanne now acknowledges that when this first started one of her mistakes was failing to make me the most sexually satisfied husband on this planet before she broached the idea of playing with other men. Ruth learned from Jeanne. She's being very careful to be certain her new relationship with Matt is just as exciting for David as it is for her."
"Michael, she's thinking about making him wear a cock cage."
"That's David's fantasy. That's what he wants. He isn't going to be envious of Matt because his fantasy is being fulfilled. I would also be surprised if Ruth isn't making it clear to David that he can have her any time he wants her."
"You're telling me they're acting out a fantasy together."
"That's exactly what I'm saying. They each want something different from this fantasy, but it's still a mutually satisfying game. Ruth gets to play with a well endowed assertive lover and David gets to act out his submissive masochistic cuckold desires."
"A game?"
"Of course. David will always be the man of Ruth's dreams. I've known them far too long to ever doubt that. This is a game of make believe, a very exciting game of make believe, but that's all it is and that's all it will ever be."
"A game of make believe, I like that. Maybe if Eric and I had been able to play a game of make believe he wouldn't have needed his chippy."
"Six months ago were you ready to play a game of make believe?"
Maureen considered that question. After a moment she answered, "No definitely not."
Nodding, I said, "We're taught to hide our fantasies. They may be desires, but they're illicit desires, desires we can't admit to anyone. I'm sure David has been harboring secret submissive masochistic urges for years."
"But he was ashamed to admit them to Ruth."
"That's right."
"And before she got married Ruth was a slut, but she never told David."
"She didn't dare. She was afraid he wouldn't marry her if he knew the truth."
"But during all those years they were married David was fantasizing about Ruth having affairs with other men."
"It's ironic, isn't it."
"It is so ironic." Maureen paused. After a moment she asked, "Michael, could we do that?"
"You mean act out a fantasy together?"
"Yes."
"I thought that's what we were doing. You want to be a slut."
Maureen stared at me for a second and then she said, "And you're a voyeur. You love hanging around with sluts."
"It's a fantasy I'm finding very exciting."
Grinning, Maureen said, "That's the fantasy you and Jeanne are playing."
Nodding, I said, "We are now."
"But it wasn't last August. That's why you left home."
"That's right, last August it wasn't a mutual fantasy. Last August it was just Jeanne's fantasy, a fantasy that didn't include me."
"But that changed when you met Amy and Mel. Amy and Mel showed you that it could be your fantasy too."
"No, it changed when Jeanne flew to San Francisco to meet me. In San Francisco Jeanne made it clear that she wanted me to be part of her fantasy. She wanted her fantasy to be our fantasy. Amy and Mel showed me that it would be okay for Jeanne's fantasy to be my fantasy too."
"Just like you're showing me that I don't have to be ashamed of my sexual desires."
"That's right and..."
"And? And what?"
"Ruth and David don't have to be ashamed of their sexual desires either."
Slowly nodding, Maureen said, "Let's read the rest of Ruth's email."
"Okay." I continued reading.
"Michael, once I recognized how excited David was my confidence grew. I told him everything. When David heard about Matt's invitation to take us to dinner next Saturday night he said that if it was alright with me, he wanted to go. After I assured him that I wouldn't go without him I told David that if everything goes well during dinner, all three of us are going to go back to Matt's condominium for an after dinner cocktail.
David stared at me. I started to worry. I asked him if he wanted to go to Matt's condominium with me. He smiled at me and told me that he couldn't think of anything he'd rather do. That relaxed me, but then my sweet husband totally shocked me. He asked me if I would allow him to serve cocktails to Matt and me."
Maureen giggled. "Oh my!"
"Are you being judgmental again?"
Still giggling, Maureen said, "No, I mean...Michael, why would he..."
"It's not your fantasy Maureen. You don't have to understand why. You just have to accept that it excites him and he's not hurting anyone else. Isn't that all that really matters?"
"I can't imagine Eric serving cocktails to you and me before we get into bed."
"Your husband isn't David."
"No he certainly isn't." Maureen paused. After a moment she said, "I think I'm starting to get it."
"Okay."
"Our personal fantasies aren't anyone elses business."
"As long as nobody else is getting hurt by them."
"Of course, that goes without saying." Maureen smiled. "I like Ruth and David. They are so exquisitely kinky. Keep reading. What did Ruth say to him?"
"Okay." Smiling, I continued reading.
"I was a little disarmed at first, but when I saw the lust in David's eyes I understood. This really was his fantasy. For the past several months we've been playing games in which David takes a submissive role while I date an imaginary boyfriend, but this was the first time I was convinced that he actually wanted to make this fantasy real. Suddenly I was very excited. This wasn't just my fantasy or David's fantasy, this was our fantasy and together we were going to make it real."
"Oh my god! This is so hot. Michael, the idea that two people who love each other are about to play out a mutually satisfying kinky fantasy is...I don't know, unbelievable."
"Unbelievable? Really?"
"Yes, most people are much too uptight to reveal their secret fantasies to anyone else, especially someone they love."
"I'm a voyeur. I admitted that to you."
"Yes you did and I'm a wanna be slut. I admitted that to you. Don't you understand? That makes us special." Maureen paused. After a moment she shook her head and said, "No, I'm just learning to be special. You're special and so are Jeanne, Ruth and David." She grinned at me. "And Mel and Amy are really special."
"We're all still learning, even Mel and Amy."
"But at least we're trying to learn. Michael, read the rest of Ruth's email. I want to hear everything about them."
"This is a sudden and radical change of opinion."
"I think I'm finally starting to get it, I mean really get it. David is being true to himself. Michael, for awhile, when my kids were young I had a sexual fantasy that no matter how hard I tried, I couldn't purge from my mind. It plagued me."
"Can you tell me?"
"I've never told anyone, not Eric, not anyone, but I think I can tell you. No, I want to tell you."
"I won't judge you."
"I know you won't that's why I want to tell you."
"Okay."
"I met Eric two years after I dropped out of college."
"I didn't know you dropped out of college."
"My younger sister received a scholarship to a prestigious eastern university, but it wasn't a full scholarship. My father couldn't afford to help both of us. My sister was always a better student than I was."
"You quit college so your sister could go to a prestigious school."
"She's now a successful attorney."
"And you're a secretary."
"I have no regrets."
"Really?"
"She's a successful attorney. I never would have gotten into law school. It was the right decision."
"Okay, so two years after you dropped out of law school you met Eric. Tell me about your fantasy."
"He had two roommates. All three of them were handsome young bachelors. They lived in a three bedroom apartment. Michael, Eric and I used to fuck in his bedroom while his roommates were watching television in the living room."
"I don't really think that's an unusual situation."
"No, I suppose not, but it got stranger."
"Tell me."
"Eric was in grad school working on his MBA."
"Okay."
"To support himself he worked the midnight to 6:00 AM shift at a convenience store. Lots of nights he got out of bed after we finished fucking and went to work."
"And you spent the night in his bedroom with his two roommates in the living room."
"Yes."
"Did anything ever happen?"
"No but..."
"You had fantasies about it."
"One of his roommates, Ricky Tyler, was so handsome. Michael, he had beautiful blue eyes and a smile that could charm the pants off of a spinster school teacher."
Chuckling, I said, "A spinster school teacher?"
"That was one of Eric's favorites. He used to say, 'The guy's so smooth he could charm the pants off of a spinster school teacher.'" Maureen laughed. "I don't think Eric has ever even met a spinster school teacher."
"It's kind of an archaic phrase."
"Believe me, Eric's an archaic guy."
"Okay, back to your story. Did Ricky Tyler or Eric's other roommate ever make a pass at you?"
"No, I was Eric's girlfriend. There was a code of honor."
"But you wish they had."
"Not then! At the time I would have been mortified if either of them had tried anything."
"But later, when your children were young."
Nodding, Maureen said, "I started fantasizing about lying in Eric's bed after he left for work. There was a knock at the door. At first it just Ricky. He asked if he could come in. I told him yes. He sat on the bed in the dark. I was naked under the covers. We talked. He kissed me and then we made love, hot passionate love."
"Maureen, I don't mean to be critical, but that's a pretty tame fantasy."
"There's more."
"Tell me."
"It wasn't long before I began to imagine that after Ricky left Ben knocked on the door. Ben was Eric's other roommate. He wasn't as handsome as Ricky, but he was still good looking."
"Eric, Ricky and Ben, all in the same night."
"Yes, but there's still more."
"Go on."
"After a while Ricky and Ben knocked at the same time."
"And you had them both at the same time."
"Michael, it was so hot, but it also made me feel ashamed."
"There wasn't any reason to be ashamed."
"I know that now, but eighteen years ago I was a different person. I was still a young mother."
"I understand. Eighteen years ago I would have been horrified if I'd admitted to myself that I might enjoy watching Jeanne with another man."
Smiling, Maureen said, "If you'd admitted to yourself that you might enjoy watching Jeanne with another man? An interesting statement. Are you suggesting that eighteen years ago you might have had those thoughts as deep dark illicit desires?"
"They were there. I know they were, but I didn't dare acknowledge them." Pausing, I looked at Maureen. "What about you? Do you now acknowledge, no embrace is a better word. Do you now embrace your old illicit desires?"
After taking a moment to consider my question, Maureen answered, "I'm not yet capable of doing that, but I will admit..." She paused and then she smiled. "I will admit that I am envious when I hear Jeanne describe the fun she's having with Mark and Bobby."
"So there may come a time?"
"When I share a bed with two men at the same time?"
"Yes."
"Part of me hopes it will happen and another part of me is terrified of the idea."
"That's progress."
"Yes, I suppose it is." Maureen giggled. "Slut boot camp is working."
I chuckled.
Maureen said, "Let's read the rest of Ruth's email."
Nodding, I adopted a more serious demeanor and said, "Okay." And then I started reading again.
"Michael, I don't believe that I have ever been more in love with David than I was at that moment."
"Oh my god! That is so beautiful."
I looked at Maureen with a questioning expression.
She said, "Ruth and David are sharing this fantasy. I don't think very many married couples are able to do that."
Understanding, I said, "Yes, of course."
"Let's finish reading it."
"Okay."
"We hugged for a long time and then David kissed me. It was an intense kiss filled with love and passion. After he kissed me David dropped to his knees on the floor at my feet. I knew what he wanted. I wanted it too. I raised the hem of my skirt. pulled my panties off and parted my thighs. David kissed me again, this time in that most private place, a place that had just been enjoyed by another man. He quickly started licking me. Michael it was amazing. I don't believe that either of us had ever been as aroused as we were at that moment.
After my second orgasm..."
Maureen whispered, "Her second orgasm! Damn! I'm beginning to believe that kinky sex might be the best kind."
I smiled at Maureen and continued reading.
"After my second orgasm I pulled David up on the bed. As soon as he was seated next to me I told him that I wanted him to fuck me. He shook his head no and told me that he thought that pleasure should now be reserved exclusively for Mr. Haynes. I wasn't surprised, in fact I'd expected that response, but I wasn't about to accept it. I explained to David that he was the love of my life and I both wanted and needed to occasionally be able to enjoy feeling him inside me.
After a short discussion we agreed that at least two nights a month would be designated as husband and wife nights. There also would be nights like last night when I just wanted to be able to make love to David in every way imaginable, at least for a little while. My husband is a beautiful man. He understood. Then we made love. I didn't cum. That wasn't the point. I'd already had plenty of orgasms with both Matt and David. When David and I made love last night it was more than physical excitement, much more. It was rapture, harmony and passion. It was a union of our souls."
Maureen gasped. I looked at her. She whispered, "Don't stop reading."
I continued.
"Michael, I hope you understand and won't judge us. I'd never imagined that David and I would do something like this, but we are and it's making both of us happy and very excited.
Love,
Ruth"
"I never would have thought I would envy a married couple who were living a lifestyle like that, but I am. It just seems so loving." Maureen shook her head. "Especially after the last ten years I had with Eric the bum."



"They care about each other."
"Yes they do. I think you'd better send a reply to Ruth. You should tell her you're happy for them."
"You're right. I do need to do that." I quickly typed a short reply.
"Ruth,
It sounds like you and David may have found an ideal situation. I hope the two of you end up having an exciting and mutually enjoyable relationship with Matt.
Your friend,
Michael"
Maureen read it as I typed it. As soon as I was finished she said, "Perfect, send it."
After I sent it I turned to her. "It's time."
Maureen stared at me for a moment and then she smiled and said, "Yes it is. I'm ready to go to Cape Coral and live a kinky little fantasy."
I put my computer away and then giggling like a pair of teenagers, we left my motel room and walked quickly to my Ford Escape.
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We drove southwest along the Caloosahatchee River until we reached the Cape Coral Bridge. After crossing the river we turned left. The Polynesian Lounge was in the next block.
Maureen said, "There it is up ahead."
"I see it." I answered.
From the outside The Polynesian Lounge was a typical Florida beach community restaurant bar. Cream colored stucco trimmed with dark stained wood beams and decorated with neon beer signs, it could have easily been called The Pelican's Roost, The Seven Seas Tavern or The Pirates Cove. I pulled into the parking lot. There was a driveway along the right side of the building. A sign said, "Additional parking in the rear." The front lot had at least 20 spaces. It was 9:15, seven of them were occupied.
I pulled into one of the empty spaces. As I shifted my Escape into park, I said, "It must be a quiet night."
Maureen said, "The dinner hour is ending and it's a week night."
I shut off the engine, took the keys out of the ignition and looked at Maureen. "Last chance to back out."
"I have to admit that I'm a little nervous."
"We could just go inside and have a drink."
"No, we're here for a reason. I may be nervous, but I don't want to chicken out, not now, not when we're this close."
"Okay, that means you have to go in first."
"I know and it's time." Maureen stared straight ahead. After a moment she took a deep breath and said, "Okay, here goes. See you inside." She grabbed her purse, opened the car door, stepped out, walked resolutely to the front door of the bar and went inside.
I watched the time on my cell phone. After five minutes I followed her into the bar.
The Polynesian Lounge was dark, darker than I'd expected. The bar, the floor and the tables were all made from rough hewn lumber stained chocolate brown. The walls were decorated with more neon beer signs, Polynesian carvings and colorful posters of South Pacific Island scenery. The bar was on my right. There was a small dance floor on my left. A dozen tables with matching captains chairs occupied the space between the bar and the dance floor.
I glanced around the room. Four of the tables were occupied by couples sitting next to each other sipping cocktails while they flirted in hushed voices. Against the wall, a classic mid century juke box was playing Frank Sinatra's ballad, "Strangers In The Night". Two couples were on the dance floor, both tightly clinched as they slowly moved to the strains of the music.
There were eight bar stools. Only one of them was occupied. The sole occupant was an attractive red head in her early thirties. She was sitting at one end of the bar sipping a glass of white wine. Reclining on her stool, her back resting against the bar, she was casually watching the other patrons.
Maureen was seated at one of the tables sipping a glass of red wine while she chatted with a handsome dark haired man in his mid thirties. Fit and well tanned, he was dressed in a Hawaiian shirt, khaki shorts and sandals.
I smiled as I sat down on one of the empty bar stools. Maureen's suitor didn't believe in wasting time. He must have pounced the moment he saw her. I was also pleased to see that he appeared to be exactly the man Maureen had hoped she'd meet.
As soon as I was settled, the bartender walked over and asked, "What can I get you?"
Quickly refocusing my attention, I answered, "A bottle of Heineken."
A moment later he set a bottle of Heineken and an empty glass on the bar. I handed him a twenty dollar bill. He went to the cash register, returned with my change and laid it on the bar next to the empty glass.
I neatly arranged the silver on top of the bills and poured half of the beer into the glass. After taking a sip I turned my attention back to Maureen and her suitor. A surge of excitement rippled through me as I realized that our plan for the evening was actually occurring.
I watched. The dark haired man had his chair pulled up next to Maureen's. He was whispering to her. She was giggling. Another surge of excitement, this one much more intense, rippled through me as I imagined watching Jeanne in this exact same situation.
"You're five minutes late."
I turned. The young red head who'd been sitting at the end of the bar was now perched on the stool next to mine.
"I don't understand."
"She came in five minutes ago. If you'd gotten here earlier that could be you sitting at her table instead of him."
"I see."
"Isn't that why you're here?"
"Maybe I just came in for a beer?"
She laughed. "Nobody comes to the Polynesian Lounge for just a beer."
"Why do you say that?"
"This bar has a reputation."
"Really?"
"Are you putting me on?"
"That would be rude. I don't even know you."
"You are putting me on, aren't you. Why don't you try hitting on me?"
"Would it do me any good? I'm much older than you are."
"It might."
"Now you're toying with me."
"I'm not toying with you and I'm not a pro either."
"I didn't think you were a pro."
She stared at me. After a moment she asked, "Out of curiosity, why don't you think I'm a pro. I mean I'm being pretty overt."
"Not really, you haven't actually propositioned me."
"Maybe I'm making sure you're not a cop."
"Possibly, but if that's the case you haven't done a very good job of trying to find out. You have yet to ask me where I'm from or why I'm here. All you've done is tell me that I missed my opportunity with that women over there by five minutes. That's an unorthodox approach for a pro."
"Maybe I was trying to be subtle."
"Okay, but there's another reason I don't believe you're a pro."
"Tell me."
"You're wearing a wedding ring."
"Maybe I'm a married pro."
"I don't think so."
"Have you ever even met a pro?"
"Actually I spent November and most of December living with two professionals."
"What?"
"It's a long story and frankly, right now I'm not particularly interested in telling it."
"I'd really like to hear it."
"We don't always get what we want."
"The Rolling Stones."
"What?"
"The Rolling Stones, they sang a song called, 'You Can't Always Get What You Want.' I may be young but I'm not ignorant."
Smiling, I said, "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to imply that you were ignorant. And yes, I know the song very well. I'm old."
"You're not all that old and frankly I'm finding you very interesting."
"And I'm certain you're very interesting too, but I'm sorry, tonight I'm not looking for companionship or even conversation."
"So why are you here?"
"I already told you, I wanted a beer."
"Right." Her tone dripped with disbelief.
"Believe me or don't believe me, that's your choice. It's what I'm telling you and it's all I'm telling you. Now, I don't mean to be rude, but I really would prefer to drink my beer in peace."
"You're asking me to leave you alone?"
"Yes."
"All right." The redhead stood up. It was clear that my aloof attitude had upset her. That made me feel bad. I didn't want to upset anyone, but I really did want to be left alone so I could watch Maureen and her new friend.
She started walking back to the bar stool she'd been occupying when I first saw her, but halfway there she stopped. For a moment she stood perfectly still and then she turned and stared at me. I watched her out of the corner of my eye. Several seconds passed. Finally she smiled and said, "I don't know how I missed it. You're with her, aren't you."
I closed my eyes. It was an involuntary act and it was my undoing. She was perceptive. That one little slip confirmed her suspicion. She grinned. "You are with her!"
I sighed.
Returning to me, she started laughing.
Knowing I was lost, I quietly said, "What's so funny?"
"The irony of the situation."
"The irony?"
Grinning, she said, "Yes, the irony. I'm with him. He's my husband."
Now it was my turn to stare. "Really?"
"It's the truth." She sat back down on the bar stool next to mine. Once she was settled she extended her hand. "I'm Ginger Tyler. That's my husband, Scott Fields."
As I shook Ginger's hand I said, "I'm Michael Nolan. You and your husband have different last names." Immediately regretting the comment, I said, "I'm sorry, that was a stupid thing to say."
Ginger smiled. "Considering that this is the twenty-first century and I just admitted that I'm here watching my husband try to seduce another woman, I have to agree." But then she quickly added, "Don't worry, I won't hold it against you. Hell, Scotty will tell you that I'm notorious for speaking before I think."
"Thank you."
"It's okay, now back to our introductions. What's your wife's name?"
"Jeanne, but that's not her."
"What?"
"That's not my wife. That's a friend of mine, Maureen Styles."
"You're here watching a friend meet a guy."
Now completely on the defensive, I shrugged sheepishly.
Ginger pressed. "Do you and your friend do this very often?"
Still feeling sheepish, I answered, "No this is the first time."
"The first time?"
"That's right."
"Does your wife know what you're doing?"
"As a matter of fact, she does." For some reason that answer gave me confidence.
"Does she approve?"
"Yes she does."
"Why isn't she here with you?"
"She's in St. Paul."
"Minnesota?"
"Yes."
"And you're here with another woman." Ginger considered this. After a moment she asked, "Are you and your wife separated? Are you getting a divorce?"
Now smiling, I answered, "I suppose you could say that we are currently separated, but it's not a legal separation and we are definitely not getting a divorce."
"So why are you separated?"
"It's a long story, one I'm not ready to share at this time."
Nodding, Ginger said, "Okay, I understand. You just met me, but if we do end up getting to know each other well enough, I really would like to hear it."
"I will definitely tell you, now what about you and Scott? Is this something you do regularly?"
"Scotty likes to watch. Over time I've acquired the same taste."
Remembering how Jeanne had spent the previous night, I said, "I think I understand."
"Good, now I think it's time for us to join your friend and my husband at their table."
"Won't that spoil the game?"
"Maybe it will spoil this game, but it will open up the opportunity for countless other games that could be much more fun."
"Okay, but before we do that I have one very important question."
"Go ahead."
"Why us? You're an attractive couple. Maureen and I are at least twenty years older than the two of you."
"Scotty has always been attracted to older women." And then smiling, Ginger added, "And I've learned that older men are often quite adventurous."
Chuckling, I said, "You realize that's an enticing explanation."
"I was hoping it would be."
"Let's join your husband and my friend."
"I thought you'd never ask." Ginger stood up, retrieved her glass of wine from the spot where she'd been sitting, returned to me and grasped my hand. As she pulled me to my feet she said, "Grab your beer sweetie, this is going to be fun."
My surrender was complete. Ginger was in control. As she led me across the bar I felt like I was back in the care of Mel and Amy or Jeanne. It was a comfortable feeling. No, I'm not admitting to newly discovered submissive desires, it's simply that when one is trying new activities its comforting to be guided by an experienced practitioner. I was now convinced that Ginger was an experienced practitioner.
As we approached their table both Scott and Maureen looked up at us with puzzled expressions. Scott asked, "Ginger honey, what's going on?"
Ginger answered, "We thought we'd join you."
Still perplexed, Scott said, "I see."
"Relax Scotty, it's a change in the plan for the evening, but it will be fun. Let me introduce my friend. This is Michael. He's here with your friend Maureen" Ginger looked at Maureen. "Maureen, that is correct, isn't it?"
Her face suddenly pink with embarrassment, Maureen nodded. "Yes, that's right."
Realizing that Maureen had been placed in an uncomfortable position, I quickly interjected, "This is Ginger. Scott is her husband."
Maureen looked at Scott, then at Ginger and finally at me. She was clearly at a loss for words.
Ginger said, "Michael's right. Scotty is my husband. We often come here. Usually Scotty watches while I hook up with a guy, but occasionally we switch roles. I've learned that I enjoy watching too."
Maureen continued to look unsettled. I understood. Making this trip had required all the nerve she could muster, now she was being confronted with a situation that could potentially turn out to be much more emotionally demanding than she'd anticipated.
I was about to tell her that it would be okay if the four of us just had a drink together, but Ginger pressed. "Reeny..." She paused and then asked, "Would it be all right if I called you Reeny? I think it's such a sexy name." Without waiting for a response Ginger continued. "Reeny, it's clear to me that my husband finds you very attractive. He has a thing for mature women and I have to admit that I find your friend Michael equally attractive. Tonight I hope that we can at least get to know each other and if all goes well maybe we could go to our house and get to know each other even better."
Ginger, Scott and I all watched Maureen. Part of me wanted to come to her rescue, but another part of me understood that this was a decisive moment for her. She needed to settle this situation on her own.
Maureen stared at the table. The three of us watched her, all of us sensing that she had to have time to work this out for herself. After a moment she quietly said, "No I don't mind, I don't mind at all. In fact I'd like it if you called me Reeny. All my life I've been stodgy old Maureen. Reeny sounds like a woman who is adventurous, a woman who enjoys life. I want to be Reeny" Maureen looked up at us. She was smiling.
That made me smile.
Noticeably bolder, Maureen continued. "Yes Ginger, I'd very much like to get to know you and your husband better. I think I'd like to get to know you much better. And I agree, Michael is a very attractive man. He might be the most attractive man I've ever known. As to going to your house tonight..."
Ginger said, "That's only if..."
Holding up her hand in a stop gesture, Maureen continued, "No, I'd like to go. I'd like to go now. For years I've secretly dreamed of adventure. Suddenly it's staring me in the face. I am not going to pass it by." Turning to me she asked, "Michael, is that all right with you?"
"Well we haven't actually been invited yet."
Laughing, Ginger said, "Let me take care of that right now. Would the two of you like to join us at our house for a cocktail?"
Still looking at me, Maureen repeated, "Would that be all right Michael?"
"Yes Maureen, I think that would be very nice."
"Call me Reeny."
Grinning, I said, "Yes Reeny, I think it would be very nice."
"It's settled then, we're going to our house. Michael, I'll ride with..."
Scott interrupted. "Ginger honey, I think we should give our new friends an opportunity to finish their drinks."
"Scotty, Reeny and I are both drinking wine. The wine they serve here is only marginally better than apple cider vinegar. We have an outstanding selection of wine at home. Michael is drinking Heineken. You are too. You maintain an excellent selection of European beers in the bar refrigerator. I'm certain that Michael would enjoy sampling several of them."
Ginger looked at me. I shrugged.
Turning to Maureen, Scotty asked, "Are you ready to go?"
Maureen answered, "Yes I am." And then she smiled at me.
I smiled back. I understood. For years Maureen's husband had treated her like a doormat. Scott had the ability to make her feel like she mattered. It may have been a contrived ploy to get her into his bed. We both realized that, but at that moment Maureen wanted to feel like she mattered and she was already eager to share a bed with this handsome man, so contrived or not it made her happy. That was all I cared about.
Scott stood up and offered his hand to Maureen. "Would you ride with me?"
Taking Scott's hand, Maureen stood up and said, "Yes kind sir, I'd like that very much."
As they linked arms, Scott looked at his wife and said, "Ginger, we'll see you at the house."
Ginger answered, "Okay" And then turning to me she said, "My husband can be very smooth."
Laughing, I said, "I noticed."
"Don't worry, he's a kind man. He won't hurt her."
"I'm not worried. He can't hurt her. At least not right now."
"What do you mean?"
"At this point in her life all Maureen is looking for is unfettered sex. Isn't that exactly what your husband is offering?"
"Yes it is." Ginger smiled. "Michael, I think our meeting tonight was a stroke of luck."
"I hope you're right. If you are, my two friends in Tucson would call it serendipity."
"Serendipity?"
"Yes, serendipity. It means to accidentally stumble across wonderful treasures."
"I like that." Ginger wrapped her arm around my arm and hugged me. "Come on big guy, let's go find your car. We don't want to miss the show at my house."
Laughing, I said, "No, we definitely do not want to do that."
"And on the way I want to hear about these two friends in Tucson. Are they a couple of old buddies?"
"I haven't told you about them, have I?"
"We just met, so no you haven't. Although I have to admit that I'm beginning to feel like I've known you for a very long time."
"Me too."
"So tell me about your friends."
"Actually I did mention them earlier."
"You did?"
"Yes, I told you that I spent November and most of December living with two professionals."
Dropping my arm, Ginger stepped back and exclaimed, "Get out! That wasn't bull shit?"
"No, Amy and Mel are very real."
Grabbing my arm again, Ginger said, "Okay, it's time to spill. I want to hear every detail."
As soon as we were in my Escape I spilled. On the way to her house Ginger got all of the key details beginning with that fateful evening the previous August when Jeanne announced that she was going to start dating other men.
I was just telling her about meeting Maureen at Jimmy's Steakhouse when Ginger said, "That's our house ahead on the right. Park in the driveway behind Scotty's BMW."
It was dark, but as I pulled my Escape into the driveway the headlights washed across the front of the house. It was a two story white clapboard with a covered veranda, a classic 1920's southern home. The lawn was lushly planted with a variety of trees and flowering bushes. The house was lit. Scotty and Maureen were already inside.
I stopped. As I shifted the Escape into park, I said, "You have a beautiful home."
"Thank you, it has a little history."
"Really? Tell me."
"It was owned by Louie Vanelli. He was supposedly a lieutenant in the New Jersey Mafia during the 1920's. It's rumored that Al Capone had dinner here."
"Al Capone lived in Chicago."
Shrugging, Ginger said, "They were gangsters, they all hung out together."
"That makes sense. I frequently have dinner with other accountants."
"Sarcasm?"
"I'm an accountant. I'm not capable of sarcasm."
"More sarcasm?"
I winked at her.
Grinning, Ginger said, "Michael, you really are a delightful man."
I wiggled my eyebrows.
Ginger burst out laughing and then she leaned across the center consul of my Escape and hugged me. After a moment she kissed my cheek and said, "Let's go inside. We don't want to miss the show."
"I agree."
Ginger and I got out of the SUV and walked quickly up to the house. As we climbed the steps to the veranda I noticed an old fashioned porch swing to the left of the front door. It reminded me of the swing on Atticus, Scout and Jem's front porch in the movie, "To Kill a Mockingbird".



I said, "I like your swing. I can imagine Atticus and Scout sitting on it."
Ginger stared at me. After a moment she said, "You read?" It was a question.
"A little."
"I love to read. 'To Kill a Mockingbird' is my favorite book. I think it's the great American novel."
"I won't argue, but..."
"But what?"
"The Grapes of Wrath" does deserve some consideration.
"What about 'Huckleberry Finn'?"
"Of course and there are also those who would argue for "The Great Gatsby."
Ginger wrapped her left arm around my shoulder and nuzzled my neck. At the same time she reached down, massaged my hardening penis with the palm of her right hand and whispered, "I love cocks. I love men with big cocks, but there is nothing sexier than a man who can think."
"Even if he's an accountant?"
Giggling, Ginger squeezed my erection and said, "That makes him even sexier." Then she kissed me hard on the lips, stepped back, picked up my right hand and placed it on her left breast. As she stared into my eyes she said, "I want to tease you. Can I do that? I promise that before the night is over you can have me in any way you desire, but I want to tease you first. I want to tease you while we watch my husband fuck your girlfriend. Can I do that?"
Laughing, I said, "Yes, that could be fun, but you can't be mean, that doesn't do it for me."
"I didn't think it did. It doesn't do it for Scotty either, but he loves to be teased."
"And you love to tease."
"It gets me so wet." Ginger pulled my hand down to the hem of her skirt. "Wanna feel?"
I nodded, "Yes." I lifted her skirt and slipped my fingers under the crotch of her panties. Ginger was sopping wet.
Gasping as my fingers massaged her slick slit, she whispered, "Can I?"
"Can you what?"
"Can I tease you?"
"Definitely."
"Rub me, rub me hard. I hope you know where."
I pressed my index finger against her engorged clit and rubbed it hard. Ginger stared into my eyes. I stared back. She was biting her lower lip. Giggling, she said, "You know exactly where."
I didn't answer, I just stared into her eyes and kept rubbing her. After a moment I felt her stiffen and then she shuddered.
I started to remove my fingers from Ginger's slit, but she grabbed my arm. "No! Don't stop!"
I continued rubbing her. I felt her shudder again and then another time. Finally I felt her relax. She collapsed into my arms, her cheek pressed against my chest. I held her. After a moment she looked up at me and grinned. "I love sex."
Laughing, I said, "I can tell."
"I love it hot and kinky, I love it sweet and romantic and occasionally I like to be mean."
"Mean?"
"Yes, but don't worry, I have several playmates for that."
"Several?"
"Yes, two guys and a woman. Scotty isn't one of them and all three of them enjoy it as much or more than I do."
"Okay."
"Really."
"I believe you."
"It's important to me that you do."
"Why? You just met me."
"I know. I'm not sure I understand why, but it does matter."
Ginger and I stared at each other. After a moment I nodded and said, "I think I understand."
"Do you? Do you really?"
"Yeah, I do. Six months ago I don't think I would have, but I do now."
"Your two friends in Tucson?"
"Yes, definitely, but my wife too and my daughter and her ex boyfriend and my friends Ruth and David." I paused for a moment and then I added, "But mostly my wife."
Still staring at me, Ginger said, "And you."
"Me?"
"Yes, you tried to understand. That makes you special."
"That's what Amy and Mel told me the night we met."
"Your friends in Tucson."
"Yes."
"I'd very much like to meet them."
"You'll have to fly to Tucson if you want to do that."
"I might be willing to do that."
"Are you serious?"
"Michael, most people are really screwed up about sex."
"It can be pretty confusing."
"It doesn't have to be."
"No it doesn't."
Ginger smiled. "It really doesn't." She grabbed my arm and opened the front door. "Let's go inside and see what Scotty and Reeney are doing."
"Okay"
Opening the front door, Ginger pulled me into the house. After we passed through a small foyer we moved into the living room. I glanced around and immediately liked it. It reminded me of my grandmother's home.
Ginger asked, "Do you approve? Scotty and I put function ahead of style."
"I like it very much, it looks...comfortable."
"That's what we want. We both work hard. When we come home we want to be able to relax."
We heard voices coming from the back of the house. Still hanging on to my arm, Ginger said, "Follow me, they must be in the den."
Ginger guided me through the dining room into a spotlessly clean kitchen. As we crossed to an open door at the opposite end of the kitchen, she said, "Scotty does most of the cooking and cleaning. He's a neat freak. I'm a slob. I know it's supposed to be the other way around, but what can I say? After all, this is the twenty-first century."
We passed through the open door. Ginger said, "This room should really be called the living room because this is where we actually live. We call it the den, but it really isn't a den. We were told that when Louie Vanelli owned the house it was a game room. There was a billiards table, a poker table and a bar in here. Neither of us plays poker or pool, so we don't need those. You can see we did retain the bar.
Maureen was seated at a massive varnished pine bar. It looked like it belonged in a
traditional northern Minnesota or Wisconsin resort steak house. Actually the entire room looked like it belonged in a classic upper Midwest fishing resort. Like the bar, the walls were varnished tongue and groove cedar. A stone fireplace occupied one corner of the far wall. A gas insert had been installed in the fireplace. A flat screen television that had to be at least fifty inches in diameter hung on the wall next to the fireplace. Even though it was Florida, it was January. The evening was chilly. There was a fire going in the gas fireplace.
Scotty was behind the bar opening a bottle of red wine. He looked up at us and said, "Welcome to our house Michael. Ginger, I'm opening a bottle of Zinfandel for Maureen. Is red okay for you or do you want me to open a bottle of Pinot Grigio?"
"Red will be fine."
As he poured two glasses of wine, he said, "Michael, I have Heineken, Stella and Coors in the fridge."
"I would love a Heineken."
After setting a glass of wine in front of Maureen, Scotty opened the refrigerator behind the bar and took out two bottles of Heineken. As he was opening them Maureen said, "I love this room. The windows are magnificent."
I turned. I'd been so focused on Scotty, Ginger and Maureen that I'd failed to notice that the wall opposite the bar was solid glass. Since it was dark you couldn't actually see outside, but I had to agree with Maureen. The windows were magnificent.
Ginger walked across the room and flipped several switches. Lights illuminated an oval swimming pool surrounded by a flag stone patio.
"It's beautiful."
Ginger smiled at Maureen. "Thank you, this is one of the reasons we bought the house. The yard backs up to the river, so there aren't any houses behind us and we have an eight foot privacy fence. We have some very exciting parties out there."
Clearly intrigued, Maureen said, "Really?"
Ginger answered, "Oh yes." And then she walked back to the bar, picked up the glass of wine Scotty had poured for her and said, "Now that we have our cocktails it's time to get to know each other a little better."
In front of the television and gas fireplace two love seats and two chairs were arranged in a circle around a low coffee table. The love seats were opposite each other.
Taking my arm, Ginger said, "Michael, why don't we sit together on this love seat. Maureen, you and Scotty can share the other one."
Scotty picked up his beer, walked around the bar and offered Maureen his arm. "My dear, will you join me on the loveseat."
Maureen grinned. "I would love that." She stood, picked up her glass of wine and took Scotty's arm.
As we were sitting down, Ginger said, "Scotty, before you sit down why don't you turn on the video you made of Doug and me last weekend."
Scotty looked at her. "Are you sure?"
"I think it will help us get to know each other."
Chuckling, Scotty said, "It certainly will do that." Gesturing to the love seat across from Ginger and me, Scotty said to Maureen, "Please sit down, I'll join you in a moment."
Ginger slipped her hand inside my thigh and whispered, "I think you'll enjoy this video."
Scotty switched on a lap top computer that was attached to the flat screen television on the wall. At the same time Ginger picked up a remote control next to her and turned on the television. A moment later a video filled the screen. A tall handsome black man was sitting on the love seat Ginger and I were currently occupying. He was naked. Ginger was kneeling on the floor between his legs. She was also naked. She was sucking his cock. I noticed that the man was amazingly well endowed.
Maureen noticed too. Gasping, she said, "Oh my!"
"That's our friend, Robert. He teaches economics at Bonita Springs Community College."
"He certainly is..." Maureen's voice trailed off. It was clear that she was a bit taken aback by the size of Robert's manhood.
Giggling, Ginger said, "Well hung? Yes he is. He knows how to use it too."
"Have you taken him? You know, inside you?"
"You mean, has he fucked me? Many times. If we keep watching the video you'll get to see him in action."
Maureen stared at the television.
"You'll have to meet him. He really is fun."
Maureen looked at Ginger with a combination of shock, disbelief and trepidation.
She laughed. "Don't worry, he's very gentle. He understands how to go slow."
I was smiling. Ginger noticed and asked, "What are you finding so amusing?"
I briefly felt reticent about admitting why I was smiling, but then I remembered that we were watching a video of our hostess sucking another man's cock, a video taken by her husband. Realizing that with Ginger and Scotty there wasn't any reason to be ashamed about anything, I answered truthfully. "I was just thinking that my wife would love to meet Robert."
"I'm sure she would and it can be easily arranged. Robert loves to meet new women. All you have to do is buy your wife an airplane ticket to Fort Meyers."
"There will come a time, but..."
Maureen said, "It's time for Michael to go home. That has to happen before they can do anything else."
Ginger considered that. After a moment she asked, "Why aren't you on your way home right now?"
Again answering for me, Maureen said, "I gather he told you about his two friends in Tucson."
"Yes, he did."
"They helped him when he was in need. Right now I'm in the process of breaking up with my husband. Michael feels like he can repay his friends in Tucson by helping me."
Smiling, Ginger said, "I have to admit that in a weird way that kind of makes sense."
Scotty said, "I think it's admirable. Michael I applaud you for what you're doing."
"Scotty honey you have always lived by the code of the Round Table." Ginger laughed. "It's one of the ten million reasons I'm madly in love with you."
Scotty grinned.
Ginger turned to me and said, "We can take care of Reeney."
"Thank you, that's a nice offer, but we just met you."
Scotty said, "We understand. After you get to know us better, you can go home."
Maureen said, "Hey do I have a say in this?"
"Of course you do. I promise that I won't leave until you tell me you're ready."
"Michael the only commitment you made to me was to put me through slut boot camp."
Ginger clapped her hands in glee. "Slut boot camp! I love it. We could easily take over that responsibility. Scotty and I both have PhD's in promiscuity."
After taking a second to consider Ginger's offer, Maureen said, "While I'm already convinced that you'd both be very capable, I'd still like to get to know you better."
Scotty said, "Of course and this seems like a good time to begin. I've heard a little bit about your situation and I gather that Michael has told Ginger a lot about his situation. What would you like to know about us?"
Maureen said, "I have to admit that I'm very curious."
"About what? Tell us." Ginger's voice was soft and nonthreatening.
There was a moment of silence. It was clear that Maureen was carefully formulating her question. Finally she said, "The two of you have adopted an adventurous life style. Right now were watching a video your husband took of you sucking another man's cock."
"Adventurous is a polite way to describe it." Ginger was chuckling.
"I'm trying hard to avoid sounding critical or judgmental. Frankly I find your lifestyle intriguing."
Agreeing with Maureen, I said, "I do too, and for me there's an added dimension."
"The similarity to the lifestyle your wife is trying to create for the two of you."
"Yes Maureen, that's exactly right, but there's still more."
Ginger said, "Tell us."
"During the time I've been away from home I've had a number of discussions with my wife about our new life style. I've also talked to my daughters about it and of course Amy and Mel, my two friends in Tucson. They gave me a lot of help, but until tonight I've only had the opportunity to talk to one other man who enjoyed the lifestyle."
Genuinely interested, Ginger asked, "Who was that Michael?"
Maureen said, "You're talking about Ruth's husband, David."
"No, David and I have never had an opportunity to discuss any of this and..."
"Then you're referring to Tricia's boyfriend, Paul."
I understood exactly what Maureen was doing. She wasn't trying to be rude. I'd helped her and now she saw an opportunity to try to help me. She was just being a little over eager.
I smiled at her. "No, I'm not talking about Paul either."
Maureen looked at me with a puzzled expression.
"I'm talking about my old friend Charles Montgomery. A couple of days after Jeanne made her announcement that she was going to start dating other men he confided in me that when they were younger his wife, Edith had regularly dated other men and then he went on to tell me that he actually learned to enjoy her dating. He loved his wife and seeing her happy made him happy."
Maureen smiled. "I remember now. You told me about this during dinner the other night. She had three married girlfriends who went out with her. They called themselves the four harlots. Before they went out they always spent time getting slutted up."
"That's right."
Ginger laughed. "The four harlots? Getting slutted up? I would love to meet this woman. She sounds like a kindred spirit."
"Yes, she certainly does." Scotty was grinning.
After giving her husband a quick wink Ginger said, "I'm serious, I really would like to meet this woman."
"She and her husband are both old now. She doesn't party with other men anymore."
"That doesn't matter."
"But she does still party with her husband."
"What do you mean?"
"There's a porn star who Charles thinks looks like Edith when she was much younger.
Occasionally Edith will get slutted up and they'll watch one of the porn star's movies together."
Ginger clapped her hands together. "I love it. Scotty, when we're old I want to do that."
Scotty said, "I'm in, but we won't need a porn star look alike. We have a whole library of you in action."
"We do, don't we." Ginger turned to Maureen. "Reeney do you want to get slutted up and go out tomorrow night?"
Caught off guard by this sudden proposal, Maureen stammered, "I ah, I don't know."
"Friday night is a great time to go out and southern Florida has some interesting night clubs for adventurous women."
"But what about Michael and Scotty?"
"I'm pretty sure they'd both enjoy following us."
Maureen looked at me. Shrugging, I said, "I'm on board."
Scotty said, "Me too. This sounds like a great evening."
"My boy is certainly predictable and it appears that your friend Michael is too."
Maureen said, "Okay, I guess it's a date. Tomorrow night you and I are going to get slutted up and hit some clubs."
"Reeney honey, we're going man hunting."
Maureen blushed.
Squeezing Maureen's hand, Scotty said, "You're going to have fun and Ginger will take very good care of you."
"Yes I will, but we're off task. You're supposed to be learning about us. You were about to ask us a question."
Maureen said, "Actually I have lots of questions."
Ginger smiled. "We'll answer them all, but you have to ask them one at a time."
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Maureen looked at Ginger and said, "I've never met a couple like you and Scotty. I have lots of questions, but they're kind of personal."
Ginger responded, "We're actually not all that unusual. You'll understand that when you get to know some of our friends. Don't worry about asking personal questions. If we're going to take over your slut training we're going to have to get very personal." She turned and looked up at the television screen.
Maureen, Scotty and I looked up too. Ginger's friend Doug was sitting on the couch. Ginger was straddling him. She was rocking back and forth on his cock while he sucked on one of her nipples.
Ginger said, "I think we've already passed the point where we need to be concerned about being too personal."
Giggling, Maureen said, "I agree."
"So, you can ask us anything, anything at all."
"Okay." Maureen paused. After a moment she said, "Here's a big one. It's the question I wanted to ask earlier. How did the two of you get into this lifestyle? Were you doing this together before you were engaged or did it happen gradually after you were married?"
Scotty said, "Actually the answer to all of those questions is yes."
Maureen and I were both puzzled.
"It's complicated." said Ginger. "All through high school I was a good girl. I played sports, studied hard and most of all I kept my virginity." She laughed. "The boys called me the frigid freckle queen, not to my face, behind my back, but there were girls who made sure I knew."
"High school can be difficult." Maureen nodded sympathetically.
"It was for me. I didn't think I was pretty. I played soccer, basketball and softball so I was fit. I mean I had a nice body, but I was self-conscious about my red hair and freckles."
"I love your red hair and freckles. I always have." Scotty grinned at his wife.
Beaming at him, Ginger said, "And that's another one of the ten million reasons I love you so much."
"She loves me." Scotty wiggled his eyebrows and smiled coyly at Maureen.
Giggling, Maureen said, "I can see why."
"Reeney, don't give him a big head."
Scotty stuck his tongue out at Ginger. Ginger rolled her eyes and said, "May I please continue?"
I said, "By all means."
"Anyway, I was shy. My senior year I had a boyfriend. He was smart, handsome and a good athlete, but he was shy too. In my mind we were the perfect couple, but I knew some of his friends made fun of him because he was dating the frigid freckle queen. They chided him about not getting laid."
Ginger paused. After a moment she said, "His name was Milt Webster. I liked him. I didn't love him, but I liked him a lot. I still like him. He's a nice guy. You have to like nice guys."
Both Maureen and I smiled in agreement.
Continuing, Ginger said, "That spring he took me to the senior prom. It was something I really wanted. We'd also both just turned eighteen. I decided it was time for us to get lucky. Prom night seemed like the perfect occasion. I asked him to get a hotel room. He thought I was going to invite several of my girlfriends and their dates for an after prom party. I didn't. It was just us. I brought condoms and a bottle of wine. Neither of us did much drinking, but I thought we could use a little bottled courage."
Maureen smiled. "You seduced your high school boyfriend."
"I did."
"So how was the sex?" Maureen was caught up in Ginger's story. So was I.
"It was wonderful! Milt was gentle. The wine relaxed me. We were in a hotel room with a king sized bed. We fucked all night. I got so excited that I actually gave Milt a blow job."
Chuckling, I said, "I'll bet he enjoyed that."
"Yes he did, but amazingly, I enjoyed it just as much as he did. That night, the night I lost my virginity, I also learned that I love giving head."
Scotty winked at me. "Believe me she does. My wife is a bj queen."
Ginger laughed. "My husband likes to advertise for me."
Maureen giggled, I smiled.
"Anyway, that night I discovered that I love sex. For the rest of the school year and all of the following summer Milt and I fucked like rabbits. Sometimes we did it in his car. Any time either of our parents were gone we did it in our bedrooms. At parties we'd always try to slip off to a back bedroom. We were insatiable. We couldn't get enough of each other."
Maureen asked, "What happened at the end of the summer?"
"I told you that Milt was a good athlete. He was a really good football player. He had a full scholarship to Purdue University. I had an academic scholarship at Lenmore College, it's in Atlanta. We lived in Memphis. After we went to college we lost touch with each other."
"So you haven't seen him since you both left for college?"
"I saw him at our ten year high school reunion. He lives in Chicago."
"Did slip off to a hotel room with him?" Maureen wanted every seamy detail.
Shaking her head, Ginger said, "No, I was very direct about my interest, but Milt made it clear that he was off limits. He was married, had a two year old daughter and his wife was pregnant. While some men can fool around on the side, others can't. Milt is one of those men who can't."
Turning to Scotty, Maureen said, "Did you know about Milt? If you did, I'm sure you must have been worried when Ginger went to the reunion. You had to be afraid that she'd fall for him again? He was her first love. Many women never get over their first love."
Scotty smiled. "Yes, I knew about Milt and no, I wasn't worried, not in the least. Like most men I have my insecurities, but I don't have any doubts about Ginger's love for me. While she may not be physically faithful, her emotional commitment is beyond question."
"Scotty's right, I love him with all my heart and soul. I can't imagine life without him. He's also the perfect husband for me. I crave variety. I could never be happy fucking just one man. Scotty understands. He doesn't get jealous. He knows that the other men are nothing but playmates. He trusts me. He lets me play around. Not many men could do that."
Ginger paused and then she chuckled as she added, "Actually, Scotty doesn't just let me play around. He encourages it. It excites him. He loves to watch me with another man or a woman."
"I do. I can't explain it and I don't apologize for it, but it is true. I love watching Ginger with other men and yes, women too."
Maureen said, "So you're bisexual."
"While I don't really think of it that way, I suppose you could say that. I prefer cocks, but pussies are fun too. I love sex and I don't see any reason to limit myself to only half the population."
Turning to Scotty, Maureen asked, "Are you bisexual too?"
"No, I'm totally enthralled by the female form."
"That's true, but he does do three ways with me. I love having two men at the same time."
Scotty nodded. "Yes, but I'd rather watch you with two guys."
"That's my husband, he loves to watch."
"Do you do that very often, have two guys at the same time?" Maureen was obviously intrigued by this new revelation.
"Not often enough. Most men are too homophobic to be comfortable partying with another guy. Some guys can't even handle having Scotty in the room while we're partying. We do belong to a sex club. I guess it's not really a club. It's more like a group of open minded people who get together once a month to party."
Maureen's eyes lit up. "Really? I want to hear more about this."
Ginger said, "There's generally twenty or thirty people at a party. It's pretty much anything goes, lots of fucking, some group sex, several doms will be there with their slaves. There will usually be a couple of cuckolds locked in chastity cages. Do you know what a chastity cage is?"
"I learned about them the other night. Michael is friends with a couple who are just beginning to explore a dominant submissive cuckold relationship."
"Yes, Ruth and David, Michael told me a little about them on our way over here and you mentioned David earlier."
Maureen continued. "Ruth has a new boyfriend. When they get together they're going to make David wear a chastity cage."
"Very kinky." Ginger was smiling.
Turning to Scotty, Maureen asked, "Do you ever wear at chastity cage at these parties?"
Shaking his head, Scotty said, "No, that's just not me."
"I didn't think so. You're more like Michael. You both like to watch. You're voyeurs. That's the thrill you get out of this lifestyle." Maureen paused for a moment and then she added, "And you both love adventurous women. Micheal's wife just recently figured out that she wants to be adventurous, but she's adventurous now."
Scotty winked at Ginger. "Adventurous women, it's true, I do enjoy them and I happen to be madly in love with one."
Ginger grinned at him and then she turned to Maureen. "Yes, I think you understand my husband and I agree with you that your friend Michael appears to be very much like him, although I think he's still working on reconciling himself to all of this."
I said, "You're right, but I'm much closer than I was five months ago."
"You've done well. It took Scotty over a year, but you had help. I'm afraid Scotty had to do most of it on his own."
"I did have help. I was lucky, I realize that." I looked at Scotty. "I'd like to hear how you did it."
"Let's let Ginger finish her story."
All three of us turned to Ginger.
"Okay, where was I?"
Scotty said, "You were going to college."
"Yes, so that summer I'd learned to fully appreciate and enjoy sex, but I was still prudish enough to believe that I needed a boyfriend. You know, one man, one woman, all that hogwash."
"Yes, I fully understand that concept." Maureen was shaking her head.
"Anyway, I found a boyfriend right away. His name was Rick. He was a cute guy from South Carolina who was eager to have a girlfriend who loved to fuck. Believe me, we did. We were like a couple of rabbits. We fucked constantly. I actually gave him his very first blow job."
Maureen said, "That must have been fun."
Laughing, Ginger said, "I've never given a blow job that wasn't fun."
"That's my girl." Scotty grinned.
Certain that my wife had adopted that same sentiment, I chuckled.
Ginger continued, "Early that fall Rick joined a fraternity. I'd looked at the sororities, but they didn't interest me. I was content living in a dorm and making my friends there. Rick's fraternity demanded a large portion of his free time, so I found myself with free time too. One of the benefits of going to college is that its a great place to meet young men and believe me, I did."
Sighing, Maureen said, "I went to college for one semester, but we didn't have much money and I was shy so I didn't actually get to participate in many activities and then I had to drop out."
"I'm sorry."
"It's okay. I've been thinking about going back now."
"Really? What a good idea."
"I'm excited about it, but finish your story. We can talk about my college plans on another night."
"Okay, At first it was innocent. Guys in my classes tried to strike up conversations. In the library, guys would deliberately sit down at the table where I was studying. Guys would even approach me while I was walking across the campus mall and ask me out. For a few weeks I tried to be the faithful girlfriend, but then I began to realize that Rick wasn't keeping me happy and there were a lot of cute guys at Lenmore. On a Friday afternoon in early October, an older guy, a junior, a lab assistant in my intro to biology class, asked me to go to a party at a friend's apartment. His name was Steve. He was handsome and Rick had something going on at the fraternity, so I said yes. They had a keg of beer and a stereo. We drank, we danced, Steve and I ended up fucking in a back bedroom. It was a wonderful evening."
"It sounds wonderful." There was a hint of envy edged with sadness in Maureen's voice.
At that moment I realized that before I left to go home one of my tasks was to encourage Maureen to try going back to college. I knew it wouldn't be the same. She wouldn't be at parties fucking hot guys in the back bedroom of a seedy apartment, but it would still be a good experience for her and right now Maureen needed a few good experiences.
Ginger said, "That night I realized that I neither needed nor wanted a boyfriend. I was only eighteen. I wasn't ready to make a commitment to another person. The next morning I met Rick for coffee and broke up with him. That night I went out with Steve again. He asked me to be his girlfriend. I told him that I would love to be his friend, but I didn't want a boyfriend and I intended to start dating lots of guys. Surprisingly, he understood. We were friends and fuck buddies until he graduated the following year."
Maureen asked, "Did keep seeing him?"
"No, after he graduated he went to the University of North Carolina to get a masters degree in botany. We lost touch for awhile."
"Did you do it? Did you date lots of guys?"
"I did, by the end of my freshman year I was a full fledged campus slut."
"Really?"
"Yes."
"Did you ever have any problems? You hear all these stories about fraternities giving girls drugs."
"Reeney, you're right, there are a ton of shitheads in the world, but there are also a lot of nice guys. During my first two years in college Steve and his roommates took care of me. After they graduated I had other friends who watched out for me."
Ginger chuckled. "During my Freshman year, just after Christmas, I got invited to a party at my old boyfriend, Rick's fraternity. One of Steve's friends found out that they planned to give me a drink laced with quaaludes and have a private gang bang with me. Steve and his friends decided to accompany me to the party. The fraternity guys didn't want to let them in, but I was adamant. I told them they were my guests and if they didn't let them in I was leaving. They relented and admitted them, but they still tried to drug me. They told me they had a special Jamaican rum drink just for me. Steve and his buddies told them that if it was so good they should drink it first. A scuffle broke out. The drink got poured on the floor and we left. We went back to Steve's apartment where we had our own party. My friends didn't need quaaludes to get lucky."
"Are you telling us what I think you're telling us?"
"Yup." Ginger was smiling like the Cheshire Cat.
"How many were there?"
"Five."
"And you did them all?"
"Every one of them had a turn."
Maureen gaped at Ginger.
Ginger said, "Reeney, they were all friends and nice guys. Every one of them wore a condom and they were all considerate. We had fun."
"But..."
"Reeney are you getting judgmental?"
"No, I mean I'm trying not to, but I've never met anyone who's..."
"Pulled a train? Reeney honey, they were my friends, mostly we laughed and giggled."
"Did everyone watch?"
"No, it would have been okay with me, but most guys are kind of shy about that, especially college age guys. They're a little insecure about they're friends judging they're performance." Ginger smiled. "We actually had quite a few parties like that. Most of the guys were usually so excited that they came pretty quickly."
"You had a lot of parties like that?"
"During my Sophomore year I kept my dorm room, but I mostly lived with Steve and his friends." Ginger leered at Maureen and asked, "Have you ever been bathed by five guys at once?" And then she giggled.
Maureen laughed. "No I can't say that I have, but I will admit that the idea does appeal to me."
"Anyway, I was a little wild in college."
"That's putting it mildly." Maureen was still laughing.
"But I still studied hard. I graduated magna cum laude and got accepted to law school at Duke University."
I said, "That's a good school."
"I studied hard there too, but I also continued fooling around."
"She was a law school slut." Scotty winked at his wife.
I was, but then at the end of my third year of law school my life changed."
"What happened?" Asked Maureen.
"I was at a party. It was thrown by three friends of mine. They were third year law students too. They lived together in a big house."
Scotty said, "It wasn't just a house it was a mansion."
Nodding Ginger said, "One of them came from a wealthy family, a very wealthy family."
"But he was a nice guy. He wasn't a snob." Added Scotty.
"He was also very good in bed." Ginger winked at her husband. He chuckled.
She continued. "Anyway about an hour into the party I noticed this guy looking at me. It wasn't rude. He wasn't staring. Actually, it was kind of cute. It was like he was covertly watching me. I started stealing glances at him. I'm sure that if anyone else had been paying attention to what we were doing they would have gotten a good laugh out of it."
Maureen and I smiled.
"After about a half hour of this game I decided it was time to meet my mysterious admirer. Pretending to go to the bath room, I circled around so I was standing directly behind him. He had no idea I was there. He was scanning the room looking for me. For a minute or two I watched him. He really was cute. I definitely had to meet him. It was obvious that he was shy, so I knew I'd have to take the lead. I stepped closer to him and ever so slightly pressed my hip against his. It was a crowded party. Everyone was jammed together, so he still didn't notice me. Realizing that any kind of subtle approach was futile, I took direct action. I tapped him on the shoulder and told him he was cute. That startled him, but I did get his attention."
"Damn near scared me to death." Scotty was shaking his head.
"That was you?"
Nodding to Maureen, Scotty said, "Yes, that's how we met."
Turning to Ginger, Maureen asked, "Was it love at first sight?"
"It was." Ginger glanced at her husband.
He agreed, "Definitely."
Ginger continued. "For over two months it was a story book romance. We were inseparable. I was head over heels in love with Scotty. I even stopped dating other guys. I didn't think I would ever do that for any man."
Noting the the implication of Ginger's statement I asked, "What happened after two months?"
"Out of the blue my old college fuck buddy, Steve called me. I hadn't seen or heard from him for over five years. He got my telephone number from a guy we both knew at Lenmore. Steve told me he was a salesman for a pharmaceutical company. He lived in Cincinnati, but he traveled a lot. The following week he was going to be in Charlotte for a few days and asked if he could drive over to Chapel Hill and take me to dinner. We were close friends in college. I wanted to see him again, so I agreed to meet him for dinner."
Ginger looked at Scotty and sighed. "When Scotty came over that evening I made my first mistake."
Maureen said, "Your first mistake? That would imply that you made several mistakes."
"I did."
"Okay, what was your first mistake?"
"I didn't tell Scotty about my plans to have dinner with Steve. You see, Scotty didn't know anything about my adventurous side."
"Why not? Were you ashamed?" Maureen's tone wasn't accusatory, she was just trying to understand.
Shaking her head, Ginger said, "No I wasn't ashamed, I was afraid. I was afraid that if Scotty knew the truth about me he wouldn't want anything to do with me. I really did love him and I was young and very confused. I should have told him about my past the night I met him, or at least during the next few days. I didn't and as our relationship became more intense it got harder to tell him. Finally I decided it would just have to be be my deep dark secret."
Maureen said, "I could see myself doing the same thing."
Ginger continued. "Anyway, that was Friday night. My dinner date with Steve was the following Wednesday. All that weekend and the Monday and Tuesday before my date I tried to fuck Scotty into oblivion. While I kept telling myself that I was only going to have dinner with Steve, I knew deep down inside that I really wanted him to take me back to his hotel room and fuck me silly. Steve was a champion in bed. The desire to experience him again was overpowering."



"Giving Scotty all that attention was a way for you to try to cope with the guilt you were feeling about cheating on him." Observed Maureen.
"I loved Scotty, but I loved sex too. My desire for Steve was overwhelming." Shaking her head, Ginger said, "That makes me feel so narcissistic."
I said, "Last August I would have agreed with you. Now, I don't think so. This is your life. It's important that you live it the way you want to live it."
"Yes, but it shouldn't just be about me. It has to be about Scotty and me."
We all stared at each other in silence. None of us was willing to challenge the truth of Ginger's statement.
Finally Maureen said, "Tell us about the date." Her question broke the tension.
Obviously relieved, Ginger continued. "It was everything I feared and everything I wanted. We had dinner at a steakhouse a block from Steve's hotel. After dinner we went back to his room for a night cap. We immediately started making out. In seconds we had each others clothes off. Steve fucked me three times. The last time I swear he lasted for over a half hour."
Maureen gasped, "Oh my!"
Shaking her head, Ginger said, "It was wonderful while it happened, but as soon as we were finished I got dressed and left. I couldn't bear to spend the night with Steve. He wasn't upset. I'd told him about Scotty. He understood."
Ginger looked at both Maureen and me. "By the time I got back to my apartment I was wracked with guilt. While I loved Scotty, my night with Steve had been wonderful. I knew I was going to end up doing it again. I didn't know what to do. I couldn't bear to cheat on Scotty, not on a regular basis, but I knew I was going to end up doing exactly that. I loved sex. I loved the thrill of different guys. I loved the excitement of new guys. I lay awake all night. Finally, just before dawn I decided that out of fairness to Scotty I had to terminate our relationship. The next morning I called him and asked if we could have lunch. During lunch I told him everything, my history, Steve, everything. I finished by telling him that I loved him too much to cheat on him and ended our relationship."
Scotty said, "When I left the cafe where we'd had lunch I was stunned and hurt. I didn't know what to think or do. Ginger's history bothered me, but mostly because she'd never mentioned it. Her admission that she'd just slept with Steve was also startling, but everyone slips. It really wasn't that big a deal to me. It was her declaration that she planned to continue seeing other men and intended to end her relationship with me that was devastating. For several weeks I was angry and hurt."
I said, "When my wife announced that she was going to start dating other men I had the same initial reaction"
Squeezing my hand, Ginger said, "You got angry and you were hurt?"
I nodded. "It's hard not to take it personally."
"But it's not personal." Ginger was staring into my eyes.
"I think I understand that now." I looked at Scotty. "But I had a lot of help reaching that understanding. How long did your anger last?"
"A little over a month, maybe six weeks. It was gradual."
"Yeah, it actually was for me too."
Maureen said, "But you did get back together. How did it happen?"
Ginger smiled. "He called me. I was so depressed. It was like having a dream come true."
"You were depressed?" Maureen shook her head. "You broke it off with him."
"I did break it off with him, but only because I had to do it. I loved Scotty. I still love him. Every day I'm with him I love him more." Ginger sighed. "I missed him so much. Every night I cried myself to sleep. I didn't date. I didn't go out at all, not even with my girlfriends."
"Jeanne told me she did the same thing after I left. Our daughters finally talked her into dating. They convinced her that by leaving I was giving her an opportunity to explore her new lifestyle."
"My girlfriends tried to persuade me to start dating again. They argued that some women weren't destined to be married. I was starting to believe them when Scotty called me."
"I really did love Ginger and I was miserable without her. To make matters worse, I kept imagining her in the arms of other men. That made it even more painful. Still, time is a healer. After about two months my hurt and anger started to dissipate and as it dissipated the strangest thing happened. The image of Ginger with another man began to excite me. I've always enjoyed watching erotic movies."
I laughed. "A fondness we share."
"You enjoy them too?"
"I admit it, I do. I always have. At least since I was old enough to appreciate the art form."
"Art form?" Ginger was giggling.
Scotty smiled at his wife. "Don't knock it. I think that little penchant of mine saved our relationship. Observing is a real thrill for me."
"I know that and believe me, I wasn't knocking it. You introduced me to the pleasure of watching. I like it too, not as much as you, but I have learned to appreciate that particular kink." Ginger looked up at the television screen. Doug was now on top of her. Her legs were wrapped around his hips. He was thrusting his huge erection in and out of her cunt. Giggling, she added, "I guess I enjoy a bit of exhibitionism too."
"Sweetheart, I don't believe there's a kink you don't appreciate."
"My dear husband, flattery will get you everywhere."
"A category in which I am not alone."
"And you love it, don't you."
"Yes I do."
Eager to hear more of their story, Maureen asked, "So what happened when Scotty called you?"
Shaking her head, Ginger said, "He told me that he wanted to get back together again. He claimed that it would be okay with him if I continued to see other men. That took me completely by surprise and I admit that I was skeptical at first, but I agreed to meet him for lunch so we could discuss it."
"What happened at lunch?"
"Scotty convinced me that we should at least try, but he had a condition. His condition made sense, but it still scared me."
I asked, "What was the condition?"
Scotty answered, "Every time Ginger went on a date, I wanted to know about it."
Nodding, I said, "Your voyeurism."
"Of course, but I was still having trouble admitting that, even to myself, so I took a different approach. I told Ginger the only way this could work was if I trusted her and trust requires total honesty. I wasn't blowing smoke, I really do believe that."
"Jeanne and I believe it too. Total honesty is essential, but it's also difficult."
"Tell me about it." Ginger was slowly shaking her head. "I was so worried about hurting Scotty that I didn't go out on any other dates for the first two weeks we were back together."
Maureen said, "But you finally did go out on a date with another man."
"Yes, Scotty made me do it."
Turning to Scotty, Maureen said, "You made her go out on a date?"
"Yes I did. I realized this was important to her. It was so important that she'd previously ended her relationship with me because of it. I understood exactly why she wasn't going out. She was afraid of hurting me. I finally gave her an ultimatum. If she didn't start dating I'd break up with her."
"I don't understand. Why would you tell her she had to date other men?" Maureen looked puzzled.
I said, "I understand. I've stayed away from home for the past few months for the same reason. Jeanne loves me. Before I can return home she has to be secure enough about my feelings to be able to continue living the life style she's chosen. If she's worried about hurting me she won't date. If that happens I fear she'll eventually start to resent me because I'm preventing her from living the life she now wants. That can only lead to disharmony and eventually divorce."
Nodding, Scotty said, "Exactly."
"While it was a wonderful gesture on Scotty's part, I still felt intense guilt about dating." Ginger paused and then she quietly added, "But guilt or not I knew it was what I wanted."
Maureen said, "So you did it, you went out with another guy?"
"I did. I had a friend, he was in my class at the law school. I guess you could call him a fuck buddy. We'd been getting together for a about a year before I met Scotty. He was safe. We were friends, there wasn't any emotional attachment. In fact he was married, happily married. He just liked a little action on the side."
Scotty said, "You're talking about Matt in the past tense. You still see him a couple of times a month."
"I do. Matt is good in bed and he's very well endowed." Ginger was grinning.
Laughing, Scotty said, "My wife is a size queen. She can't resist a big cock."
Ginger leered at her husband. "And you love watching me suck a big cock, don't you sweetheart."
"I admit, I do." Scotty was holding up his hands in a gesture of surrender.
"So how did this first date go?"
"From the moment I called Matt and invited him to come over I was a nervous wreck. While this was exactly what I wanted, I was terrified that Scotty wasn't going to be able to handle it. Then, the morning of my date Scotty called me and asked if he could come over at 5:00. His request surprised me, confused me and made me very nervous. I reminded him that Matt was coming at 7:00. He told me that he was well aware of that and explained that he wanted to watch me get dressed for my date. He thought it would make both of us feel like it was something we were doing together."
"I understand that. Jeanne and I are hoping to reach a point where her dating is something we can both enjoy. I think we're pretty close."
Nodding, Ginger said, "I understand that now, but at the time the thought of Scotty watching me prepare for a date with another man scared me."
Maureen asked, "So did you let him come over?"
"It scared me, but I really didn't have a choice. Even though I didn't see how it could occur, I had to agree with Scotty. I wanted this to be something we enjoyed together."
"What happened when he came over?" Maureen was captivated by this story.
"I was terrified when I answered the door, but as soon as he was inside my apartment he handed me a beautifully wrapped package. Puzzled, I looked at him. He smiled that wonderfully endearing smile he has and explained that it was a gift, a gift he hoped would make my evening with Matt even more exciting for all three of us. I opened the package. It was a sheer lace baby doll nighty."
Scotty grinned. "It was ivory. Ivory goes so beautifully with Ginger's red hair and green eyes. I wanted her to be gorgeous for Matt."
Ginger said, "At first I was shocked, but then I looked at Scotty. There was an expression of pure lust in his eyes. At that moment I realized that he really did want this as much as I did. After that we both relaxed. The next hour and a half was so much fun. We both took off our clothes. I had Scotty draw me a bath. He watched while I shaved my legs and pussy and then he bathed me."
"He helped you get ready for your date with Matt. That is so hot." Maureen was giggling.
"It really was. After my bath he watched me touch up my nails and then he brushed my hair for me."
"I love Ginger's red hair, brushing it is actually a fetish for me."
Ginger winked at her husband and then she turned to Maureen and said, "I'm sure you understand that this eased my concerns about how Scotty would react to my impending evening of sex with Matt."
"Yes, I do." Maureen smiled. "But I have to say that I can't imagine my husband doing that."
"Your husband isn't Scotty or Michael." Ginger looked at me. "I'll bet you'd enjoy helping Jeanne get dressed for a date."
"I would. In a way, I already have. New Years Eve we were together in San Antonio."
Ginger nodded. "You mentioned that earlier. If I remember correctly, it had an unpleasant ending."
"It did, but we didn't know that was going to happen. Before we went down to the party we were both excited about what we hoped would happen. I watched Jeanne get dressed. Knowing that she might be doing it for another man was unbelievably exciting."
"I can understand that." Scotty was smiling at me.
I smiled back at him.
Shaking her head, Maureen said, "Michael you told me that you don't think you're submissive. At least not like David and Paul. Getting excited while you watch your wife get dressed for a date with another man seems rather submissive to me."
"I disagree with you on that. Scotty isn't submissive, at least not overtly. I don't think Micheal is either. While I do agree that some men get a masochistic thrill out of watching their wives dress for a date with another man and some hot wives enjoy sadistically taunting their cuckold husbands, I don't think it's true for all or even most cuckold hot wife couples. For many husbands and wives, watching or helping her get dressed for her dates is a way of sharing the excitement of the experience. That's definitely true for Scotty and me."
"I agree with Ginger. I enjoyed watching Jeanne get dressed for the New Years Eve party in San Antonio and I'm looking forward to watching her get dressed for dates when I finally get home. Seeing Jeanne excited and happy makes me excited and happy."
Ginger smiled at me. "That's a nice way to say that Michael."
Maureen chuckled. "I guess I have a lot to learn about the world of sexual adventure."
"And Scotty and I are hoping you'll let us help Michael with your instruction."
I said, "I'm still learning. I think the two of you should take over as lead teachers."
Scotty laughed. "We're still learning too. I hope we never stop learning."
"As he gets older my husband is getting kinkier."
Still laughing, Scotty quickly added, "But I still have a long way to go before I'm as kinky as my wife."
"And you love that, don't you." Ginger was slowly licking her lips.
Staring into his wife's eyes, Scotty answered, "Yes I do. I wouldn't want it any other way."
Giggling, Maureen said, "I definitely want both of you to be my teachers, but before school starts I'd like to hear the rest of your story. How was your date?"
"The date was wonderful. Matt is a great fuck, but it was Scotty who made the evening special."
"Because he bought you the nightie and helped you prepare."
"Of course, but when I was about put on the nightie he did something truly amazing."
Maureen eagerly asked, "What was that?"
"First he asked if he could come back over after Matt was gone. He knew Matt was married and couldn't stay too late. I promised him that I would call him as soon as Matt left."
Smiling, Maureen said, "Scotty loves you."
"Yes he does and what he did next proved it."
"What did he do?"
"He led me to a chair and asked me to sit down. Once I was seated he keeled at my feet. As he parted my thighs he told me that he wanted me to be in the proper mood when Matt arrived and then he went down on me."
"He gave you oral? Right before your date with another man." Maureen was obviously surprised.
"He did. It was wonderful. Scotty's loving attention melted away any remaining concerns I had about what I was doing. I was so excited that I actually orgasmed, not once but twice."
"Two orgasms? Oh my god! And you still had your lover coming over."
"I did and the sex with Matt was incredible, but I think it was mostly incredible because of Scotty. He did such a good job of putting me at ease about what I was doing."
Maureen turned to Scotty and said, "You're a prince."
He laughed. "Most people would call me a fool."
Shaking her head, Maureen said, "The people who would call you that are fools. My husband would say that. He's a colossal fool."
Scotty shrugged. "I love Ginger. I wanted her to be happy."
"And that my dear man is why you are a prince." Maureen leaned over and kissed Scotty's cheek.
Turning to Ginger, Scotty said, "Did you hear that? I'm a prince."
Grinning, Ginger said, "Yes you are, but don't let it go to your head. Prince or not, you still have to take the garbage out every night."
"Yeah, I know."
Wanting to hear the rest of the story, Maureen asked, "So did Scotty come back over to your apartment after Matt left?"
"You're referring to Prince Scotty, correct?" Scotty was ginning at Maureen.
Maureen rolled her eyes. "Yes, Prince Scotty."
Ginger said, "Yes he did and what he did when he got back to my apartment was even more wonderful."
"What did he do?"
"I'd put the nighty that he'd bought for me back on. I'd worn it for Matt, so I wanted to wear it for Scotty too."
I said, "Jeanne feels the same way. She wants me to know that she won't ever wear or do anything for another man that she hasn't worn or done for me."
"She loves you." Ginger was smiling at me.
Smiling back, I said, "Yes she does, but when all of this started she did some things for another man that she'd almost never done for me. She still regrets that."
Sighing, Ginger said, "It's so easy to get confused about sex."
I nodded. "Yes it is."
"Okay, we're all confused. Hell, these days I'm so confused I don't know which way is up, but the two of you and Michael seem to be a little less confused, so help me out. Tell me what Scotty did when he got back to your apartment that was so wonderful."
"He had me sit down in that same chair and went down on me again. Don't get me wrong. Matt wore condoms. I wasn't messy, but it was still important. Scotty made it clear that he loved me so much that he'd still go down on me even after another man had just had me."
Shaking her head, Maureen said, "Two weeks ago that would have shocked me. Now I find it romantic."
Scotty patted her thigh. "Sex has a multitude of faces. Sometimes it's dirty and nasty. At other times it's romantic."
Agreeing, Ginger said, "Sex can be an intense expression of profound love, but it can also be nothing more than exciting recreation."
Chuckling, Scotty said, "I think it can also be a pretty good spectator sport."
"I would agree wholeheartedly with that." I was chuckling too.



        