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		Part I

		Abrupt Changes

		

	
		

		

		Chapter One

		

		The Beginning

		

		The play had been wonderful. Eleanor couldn’t stop talking about it on the way back to the parking garage—a sure sign that it had scored a big hit with her—and even I, who was not half as into the theater as she was, had been impressed by the actors’ ability to totally immerse themselves in their characters; making the drama seem more real, more like we were watching true lives unfold before us and not just some bit of fictional fluff which had sprung from the playwright’s imagination.

		Since we had arrived fifteen minutes before the curtain had gone up, and the play was hugely successful, we’d been obliged to park on one of the top floors of the garage. There were also several other entertainment venues nearby, offering other shows and sporting events, so we’d found all the spaces in the large garage to be full until we’d reached the fifth floor, which was sparsely populated with vehicles.

		We took the elevator up, still chattering excitedly back and forth about the play, and walked toward our car. My arm was draped casually around my wife’s shoulders as we strode across the big, empty space.

		We neared our Lexus, I got out my keys, and suddenly the lights in the huge parking garage went out, on our floor at least. The side door of the old van which was parked two spaces from our car opened behind us and, as I glanced back over my shoulder, I noticed there was no overhead light in the van as the slid door opened.

		Two men, clothed from head to toe in black, with black ski masks pulled over their faces emerged from the vehicle, both of them larger than me and showing automatic pistols. My blood ran cold and I said in a quavering voice, trying to sound unafraid, “We’ll gladly give you everything we have. Please don’t hurt my wife.”

		The bigger of the two whispered as they approached us, “We’ll do anything we want to her, before morning, and you won’t have a thing to say about it.”

		I felt a sting on my neck just then. And there was nothing after that.

		

		****

		

		I awoke naked, tied to a wooden chair, in some sort of basement or converted garage. It was a large room, but there appeared to be few items of furniture in it, just a new-looking mattress on the gray concrete floor under a light bulb hanging from a bare socket, which bathed the room in a harsh, brilliant light.

		Over in the corner of the room, I saw a small bathroom, with its door hanging open and a light on inside. I looked around, craning my neck, frantic to see everything in the room as well as I could.

		I immediately wished I hadn’t looked. I saw Eleanor, hands tied behind her back, a black blindfold over her eyes, and one of those orange ball-gags that you see in porn movies in her mouth, firmly held in place by black elastic strapping, being pushed forward by our two kidnappers.

		They had switched from the heavy black ski masks to two stocking masks made of thigh highs which had been cut off. The tight stockings obscured their features, but it was still possible to tell that one of them was white, the other black.

		The two men wore sweats now, gray and nondescript, with no lettering or logos visible on them. Both were barefoot and each man had a hold of one of Eleanor’s elbows, tugging her forward, as she struggled to free herself from their grasp.

		She looked justifiably terrified and I almost stopped breathing as I remembered what one of the men holding her had promised in the garage when they had initially taken us—that they would do whatever they liked to her by morning, and that I would be able to do nothing to stop them!

		That certainly seemed to be the case. I struggled anew in my chair, scooting it around on the cement floor, frantically endeavoring to free myself.

		I thought about tipping the chair over and rejected that idea immediately. It seemed to be sturdily built, so I would have little chance of breaking it in a fall, and then I would merely find myself on my back, with the full weight of my body pressing down on my entrapped arms and hands, instead of upright, as I was now.

		“I’d advise you to quit all of that moving around, my man,” the black fellow said in a not unfriendly tone. “Me and my pal are about to do things to your lady that I’ll bet you want to see. So I would stay squared away, facing toward that mattress, if I were you.”

		He reached out and casually returned my chair to its previous position as he and his cohort passed me, heading for the nearby mattress. When they had forced Eleanor up onto it—I noticed that her heels were gone, vanished in the struggle she had put up, I supposed—and turned her toward me.

		“Now, let’s get started,” the white guy said, and I recognized his voice as the one who had whispered that awful warning to me in the garage.

		He reached around behind Eleanor’s head and removed the blindfold. Her beautiful hazel eyes were wide with fear as she blinked uncontrollably in the harsh light provided by the bulb overhead.

		“I imagine you’ll want to hear every little thing she says, before morning,” the white man said conversationally, turning his head toward me as he removed the ball-gag as well.

		“Oh, Edgar, have they hurt you?” She called out to me.

		My heart suddenly ached with love for her. That was so like her, so like my Eleanor, to be worried about me, when she was clearly the one in danger!

		“I-I’m okay,” I assured her.

		I looked down and continued, in a slightly embarrassed tone, “I do seem to have lost my clothes somewhere along the way, though.”

		She gave me a tiny smile, appreciating my efforts to comfort her with some gallows humor. The black man said, “Well, it really won’t do to have hubby as the only naked person in this room, will it?”

		With that, he momentarily released Eleanor’s arm so that he could whip off his sweatshirt and toss it to one side of the mattress before reclaiming his grip on her elbow. She was utterly surprised by his move, and turned her head to face him.

		As soon as she had been distracted, the white man let go of her other arm and followed suit; he, too, gripping her elbow once again as soon as his sweatshirt was gone. I stared at their half naked bodies, noting the huge muscles on their arms, across their chests, and running up onto their shoulders.

		Eleanor, too, seemed engrossed by their powerful physiques. While she was staring at her white captor’s bare chest, the black man let go of her elbow once more and doffed his sweatpants, and then deftly recaptured her arm.

		She spotted the movement out of the corner of her eye, as well as feeling his hand leave her elbow briefly, and whipped her head around just as he clamped his hand back around it once more.

		He wasn’t wearing any underwear. I heard my wife gasp as she saw his revealed genitalia for the first time.

		The man was huge! His penis was easily twice as long as mine, and I have had several ladies tell me over the years that mine is bigger than average!

		Eleanor had the same reaction as I did, one of stunned silence. She just stood gaping at the incredible sight of his flaccid cock and enormous balls!

		Her white captor used her momentary stupor to let go of her elbow again and doff his own sweatpants. His equipment wasn’t quite as long as his fellow kidnapper’s, but it might have been even thicker! He had the widest one I’d ever seen, both in all the locker rooms I’d undressed in and all the porn films I’d ever watched!

		“Just think, baby, all of this is yours to enjoy, all night long!” The black man grinned as he said that, and Eleanor shuddered as she realized what he meant.

		“Nooooooooooooo!” She screamed and tried desperately to get away again, but the men just laughed and held her easily in place as they removed her coat and threw it across the mattress.

		I struggled in the chair like a madman again as the white man reached behind her and undid the clasp at the top of her gown. The sound of the dress’s zipper coming down filled me with rage, and I nearly tipped the chair over in my efforts to free myself from it.

		But it was no use. My ankles had been securely fastened to the legs of the chair with seemingly unbreakable plastic restraints and my hands were bound behind my back with soft rope and the knots proved to be solid and impossible to defeat.

		Eleanor struggled mightily, but in the end, it did her no good. The men pulled her free of the dress and she stood trembling before them, clad only in her wispy panties and a frilly bra; her sole other article of clothing being her sheer, taupe-colored pantyhose.

		“Hold her,” the white man instructed his cohort, as the dropped to his knees to slide the tight pantyhose free and pull them away from her kicking feet.

		The black man had moved behind her and held her by both elbows now as she lurched and lashed out at her captors with her feet. The men laughed at her ineffectual efforts to kick them and the white partner stood up once more and reached behind her and unsnapped her bra.

		He easily avoided her feet and stepped back to admire his handiwork, saying, “Those are some titties, bro. We’re going to have us a time with those tonight!”

		Eleanor began to cry softly. Her revealed breasts shook and jiggled alluringly as she sobbed.

		“And now for the best part,” the black man sighed, taking just one elbow again and handing the other one back to his compatriot.

		I watched in abject horror as he reached down with his free hand and pushed on Eleanor’s panties, causing them to slide off her bottom and begin their journey down her long legs until they rested atop her bare feet.

		“Holy fuck, man, look at that big bush!” The white man exclaimed.

		“You’re right, dude,” his black partner sighed, “that fucker is huge. We should do something about that, before we go any further.”

		“I think I see a cute little pussy slit underneath all of that fur, but there’s so much of it, I can’t be positive,” the white guy said, shaking his head negatively.

		“Get the bag, dude,” the black man urged him, taking Eleanor’s elbow back, so that he once again held both of them.

		Eleanor seemed to be in a trance, now that she was completely naked and at their mercy. She stared at me pleadingly, an endless stream of tears leaking out of her eyes and running down her cheeks.

		My wife was so beautiful, so innocent; so…pristine! Eleanor was only twenty-four and, as far as I knew, I had been her only real lover.

		We hadn’t really talked about our past sex lives much. I knew that like most girls, she had dated intermittently in high school, and before we met at Harvard.

		But in those brief talks, it hadn’t sounded like she’d been all that serious about anyone. The other men and boys in her life that come before me, as far as I knew, had been just harmless…dates; a burger and a shake after a football game, or a movie date, or a prom.

		Eleanor had been a cheerleader in high school. She had been too busy with her studies at Harvard to continue her cheerleading career there.

		That’s the way I’d always thought of her; studious, energetic, intellectual. Other than her stunning good looks, she was just like dozens of other coeds at our Ivy League school; intent on achieving good grades, getting a degree, meeting the right man and settling down after graduation.

		The first time I saw her on campus, I had been entranced. She was and is a tall girl, with big, round breasts, a great bottom, and long, spectacular legs.

		A strawberry blonde, she wears her fiery reddish-blonde tresses long, clear down to her lush breasts. She has the most beautiful face, and those magical, almost mystical hazel eyes!

		The white man returned with a black bag which might have belonged to a doctor in the old days, when physicians still made house calls. He withdrew an electric clippers and a safely razor, along with a can of shave cream.

		“W-What are you going to do?” Eleanor asked fearfully, still sobbing slightly.

		“I’m going to shave that huge bush of yours off, honey,” the white man said, grinning. “I’m not going to lick and fuck a humongous furburger like that, let me tell you!”

		Eleanor’s eyes went wide as he flicked the clippers on and removed her lush pubic mat in two quick strokes. He nodded his head appreciatively and turned the clippers over, dragging the head over her buzz-cut, reddish-blonde stubble until it was all but gone.

		“Get some hot water on a washrag and soak that pussy before you shave it,” the black man advised. “We wouldn’t want to nick something as beautiful as that, now would we?”

		The white kidnapper stared at Eleanor’s gorgeous little pink slit and murmured softly, “No, we sure wouldn’t.”

		I sat, mesmerized by what was happening ten feet away, as the white man got up off his knees and traversed the room to the bathroom. I heard him soaking a washcloth under the tap and then watched him return with it.

		Eleanor sighed as the hot washcloth was applied to her most private parts. Her face turned red as they waited for the hot water to do its work, and then the white man thoroughly covered her stubbly pubic region in shaving cream and picked up the razor.

		“Now, don’t move,” he cautioned Eleanor. “I promise not to cut you, if you stay still. If you move or jerk away, I might.”

		Eleanor stayed still. He quickly shaved off the cream and admired his work. After shaving off the few remaining little bits of stubble, he used the now-warm washrag to wipe away the last of the cream.

		“Man, that’s one cute pussy!” He sighed, studying Eleanor’s bald lower lips.

		I hated both of them, but I had to agree with him. My wife had a gorgeous, tiny pink opening between her legs.

		Even though I had licked it many times, the thick hair had partially obscured its beauty. Now it shone forth like a small, incredibly pretty pink furrow of inviting female flesh.

		“What are we waiting for?” The black man said impatiently. “Let’s eat this bitch and then fuck her till she’s cross-eyed!”

		“Nooooooooooooo!” Eleanor screamed again, as if his crude words had reawakened her.

		She began to struggle anew, her arms flailing, her legs kicking out at the white man. The black kidnapper held her with some difficulty, nodding to his white accomplice.

		The smaller man bent over and placed the shaving cream and the razor in the bag. When he straightened back up, he held a black automatic pistol which he had retrieved from the bag, and he pointed it casually at me.

		The shot rang out, filling the room with its roar. The bullet hit the floor by my left foot, sending a spray of concrete chips outward, some of which stung like the devil as they hit my unprotected foot and ankle.

		“Now, this is more fun, somehow, when the husband looks on,” the shooter said to Eleanor, still pointing the gun in my general direction. “But it’s still going to be fun, even if the husband is no longer with us, see?”

		Eleanor looked as if she’d been turned into a statue. Her eyes were as wide with fear as I’ve ever seen them as the man went on to add, “The next one goes right between his eyes, if you don’t cooperate fully and do exactly like we say; get it?”

		After what seemed an eternity, she nodded that she understood. Both men smiled and the black one released her elbows.

		“There, that’s better,” the black man said, grinning inside his stocking mask.

		“Now we can have some real fun,” his white cohort chortled.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		On The Mattress

		

		The two of them urged Eleanor down onto the mattress. She didn’t fight them anymore.

		Instead, she looked at me and sighed, her face fearful. The white man reached into the nearby bag, replaced the pistol, and took out a small pair of scissors.

		He carefully cut a hole in his mask right over his lips, and then passed the scissors over to his black friend, who did the same. They motioned Eleanor onto her back and the white man moved up to her breasts as the black one got down on his belly between her open thighs.

		“Man, this is some prime pussy!” He sighed, looking at that tiny pink treasure.

		“Go ahead and eat it,” the white man said impatiently, leaning over her breasts. “We’ll make the bitch come, and then trade places until we make her come again. Then we’ll fuck her!”

		My penis jerked. I couldn’t help it!

		The mental image of these two sucking my wife’s breasts, licking her small clit until she exploded beneath them—it was all too much! Eleanor’s voice brought me back into the moment.

		“Oh, oh, dear God,” she murmured as the black man’s lips engulfed her clitoris and two of his thick fingers disappeared up into her opening.

		He was holding his inserted hand palm up, searching for her g-spot. I’d read enough about it to know it existed, but I’d never found it myself.

		I’ve even never bothered to look, I chastised myself mentally. I’ve always been too eager to fuck poor Eleanor to worry about finding her g-spot!

		But the black man seemed to be in no hurry. He slowly dragged his tongue over her clit while he sought out her hidden trigger.

		Eleanor yelped when he found it and a look I’d never seen on her face in two years of marriage settled over her features. She looked pleasantly surprised!

		A low moan escaped her lips as he started to massage the spot with his fingertips while he licked her clit. With a look in my direction which seemed to say: “I don’t want to react this way, but it feels so good, I can’t help it”, she started moving her hips involuntarily under him, mashing her pelvis up into his sucking mouth and lively tongue.

		The white man watched; a smug little smile on his face. When he was sure she was starting to get irretrievably aroused, he dipped his head downward and sucked her left nipple into his lips.

		Eleanor let out a sigh that said it all: these two ruffians…these two sexual predators, were turning her on! Her eyes half closed with rising lust and she looked over at me helplessly.

		I stared back at her in utter despair. To my horror, my penis was fully engorged now and it was pulsing and dipping in time with my rising heartbeat!

		My wife saw what was happening and recoiled slightly at first. Her eyes flew all the way open again, and her attention remained riveted on my swollen penis!

		Then something happened. A tiny smile of forgiveness appeared on her face.

		It slowly morphed into a beatific smile and she shivered under her assailants’ touch. Her mouth opened, but no sound escaped her lips at first.

		I saw her whole body begin to shake with pre-come ecstasy, and she whispered, “Oh, God, forgive me, darling. But it just feels so…good!”

		The black man pressed upward harder with his stroking fingers and sucked her clit into his lips. His white counterpart, changed breasts and massaged her saliva-gleaming left nipple as he began to suck and tongue her right one at the same time.

		Eleanor arched her back and moaned, “Oh, oh, I’m coming! These two awful men are making me come so hard!”

		My wife was climaxing like a crazy woman! I abruptly realized that in all of our years together, as a college couple, as a married couple, I had never been able to get her off that strongly!

		The all-encompassing orgasm seemed to roll on and on. I watched, my cock as hard as I could ever remember it being, as the two brutes made her orgasm wildly!

		And it was clear that they weren’t through yet. As soon as my poor Eleanor stopped jerking and gasping, the two men changed places.

		“No, no more,” she pleaded, her voice now raspy, with a strange, husky timbre to it I’d never heard before.

		The kidnappers chuckled and fell to their work. Eleanor mewled with discomfort at first—her clit must have been super-sensitive to their touch just then—but slowly, her pitiful mewling turned into sighs, and the sighs morphed into groans of obvious pleasure.

		The white man proved just as adept as his black partner at finding and touching Eleanor’s g-spot. She was soon wriggling beneath his mouth, pushing her clit into his sucking lips as she ground her inner-trigger against his fingertips.

		The black man was sucking and tonguing her nipples as if he couldn’t get enough of them. And she, to my utter shock, was grabbing at his head and thrusting her breasts up toward his masked face, feeding her nipples to him!

		My up thrust manhood—which I would have sworn couldn’t get any harder—did just that as I watched this lewd coupling. I fought to keep from climaxing myself, even though no one had even touched me!

		Eleanor, the muscles and veins in her long, elegant neck standing out, dug her nails into the black man’s head and shrieked at the top of her lungs: “Oh, oh, my sweet God, it’s…it’s happening again!”

		She bucked under her assailant’s steady assault and orgasmed full out, like a woman possessed; I had never imagined that she could climax that hard!

		My wife, in all of our unions, had never screamed when she came. Oh, she had murmured softly in my ear that it felt so good, and shivered through any number of modest, lady-like little orgasms.

		Oral sex was an entirely different act, the way these two did it! My Eleanor was shivering like a fever victim as she pressed herself against the two men, screaming out how great it felt to come like this!

		At last, the white member of the team pulled his shining-with-sex-lube-and-orgasmic-juices, stocking-masked face away from Eleanor’s lower lips and asked his friend, “You want to be first or can I start?”

		The black man raised his face from my wife’s swollen nipples and said, a huge grin visible under his disguise, “No, you go ahead. I want to cream this hot little bitch’s mouth!”

		I expected Eleanor to protest loudly. She’d taken me in her mouth regularly over the years. Once, we’d even both gotten so carried away that I had orgasmed in between her lips.

		She had looked at me, aghast, when I’d done that and nearly puked as she’d spat out my semen. And then she’d run into the bathroom and gargled with mouthwash for something like five minutes, until the unpleasant taste of my spend was gone.

		The black man got up onto his knees and moved up her prone body. The helmet shaped head of his penis was poised directly over Eleanor’s mouth.

		“Open wide, sugar,” he murmured down to her, “you know what I want. And if you bite me, I’ll shoot hubby over there between the eyes, and then come in your mouth anyway!”

		Eleanor nodded and opened her lips compliantly. I felt the breath freeze in my lungs as the obscenely large tip of his penis entered her mouth and just kept on going.

		“That’s the way, baby,” he urged her softly, “suck it. Where’s that cute little tongue?”

		I saw the tip of my wife’s tongue make a brief bulge in her hollowed out cheek and I knew she was doing as he asked. She was swirling her tongue around the tip of his penis as he eased it down further into her throat!

		Oh, God, she’s actually doing it! My mind refused to accept the thought at first.

		But the evidence was irrefutable! The black man’s lengthy penis was penetrating her mouth and throat again and again, going deeper all the time!

		“Damn, maybe I should have gone first with her mouth,” the white man sighed wistfully. “Look at that cunt suck cock. She looks like she loves it!”

		I almost blurted out indignantly that what he had just said wasn’t true at all! My Eleanor would never…

		But then I listened. Soft little coos and sighs of arousal were escaping Eleanor’s stuffed-full lips as she sucked on the huge black cylinder of flesh.

		My mouth dropped open with surprise and just then, the white man set the head of his engorged member against my wife’s lower lips and pushed gently. She made a gurgling, murmuring sound around the black man’s cock as his partner in crime took her fully; not stopping until the wrinkly sac holding his testicles was pressed firmly up against her bottom!

		They’re…they’re both having her at the same time! Again, I could barely force myself to accept that fact, but it was perfectly true.

		The white man’s massive shaft entered and retreated from her stretched out lips over and over, going faster all of the time. And his black accomplice’s equally huge penis was plowing its way up and down her throat in concert with his co-rapist!

		The really disconcerting thing was the way Eleanor was reacting! Her bottom was starting to hunch up off the mattress, spearing the white man’s ravaging cock into her as deeply as it would go. And she was making little sounds which indicated that she was truly enjoying this mutual savaging of her body; she almost sounded like kitten purring!

		“Oh, man, she started out slow,” the black man sighed, “but she’s really getting into it now, man. This little mama sucks dick like a dream!”

		His lewd assessment of Eleanor’s oral skills seemed to resonate through her like an echo floating through a canyon. She murmured around his gliding member and licked at it even more voraciously, her hips bouncing up of the mattress at the same time.

		“You ought to feel this little pussy, bro,” the white man gasped. “Oh, dude, its suckin’ at me, the way a ‘ho sucks a cock she when really loves giving head!”

		Eleanor gave out with a cry of pure ecstasy and started to orgasm once again. She was trembling from head to toe as they continued to defile her body, seemingly reveling in that very defilement!

		“Oh, man, oh, fuck,” the black man moaned, burying himself in her throat as deep as he could go and cutting loose.

		Eleanor gargled, and then started to swallow. The white man inside her lower lips gasped and clung to her, and I knew he, too, was emptying his gonads into my wife!

		The incredible thing about it; was Eleanor didn’t seem to mind at all! She bucked and gulped and sucked for more as she came and came!

		I don’t know how I held off. But I didn’t ejaculate.

		Instead, I watched in utter horror/complete lascivious fascination, as both men pumped my wife full of their wretched semen. She appeared to revel in being used this way, orgasming hard for a full minute or more, until the last of their spurts were deep within her body.

		The three of them gradually broke apart. Eleanor had a guilty, embarrassed look on her face as she gazed over at me that I will never forget.

		She looked supremely sorry and completely satisfied—both at the same time! Our eyes met and refused to leave each other.

		“Hey, sweetheart, hubby looks to be fit to pop, watching you play the little slut and all,” the black man said, grinning at my humiliation.

		“I don’t blame him, bro,” his white partner said. “This bitch is hell on wheels, once she gets started. I’d be packin’ some serious wood, too, if I had to watch what she just did.”

		“Why don’t you go on over and suck him off?” The black man made the suggestion off-handedly, as if my prim and proper Eleanor performed that wanton act for me all of the time.

		To everlasting shock and surprise, that was precisely what she did! Averting her eyes from mine shyly, she came over and got down on her knees in front of my chair.

		“You don’t have to do this,” I murmured urgently, as she took my ready-to-explode manhood in her small fist.

		“If I can do it for them, I can surely do it for my husband,” she whispered low, dipping her head over my swollen head.

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, God, darling,” I croaked when she started to lick me.

		“Don’t hold back, dear,” she murmured just before she started to suck my rampant penis in earnest. “That horrible man had a lot, and I managed to swallow it all. I can do the same for you, I’m sure.”

		With that, she started to give me the most exquisite sucking I’d ever imagined! I hadn’t had many more sexual experiences of this sort up to that point than my shy little wife had enjoyed.

		A girl back in high school had inadvertently given me a complete blowjob during our senior year. She hadn’t meant for me to come in her mouth, and I hadn’t intended to do so either.

		But her soft lips, her twirling tongue, and her pretty face—so obscenely parted by my erect penis—had proved too much for me. I was coming before I even sensed that I might, and she had swallowed out of self defense.

		A few more girls in college had entertained me in this way, but most had stopped well short of letting me ejaculate between their lips, either finishing me with their hands, or rolling on a condom and climbing up into my lap. Thus the thrills of truly expert, sloppy, sucking blowjobs were the still stuff of dreams to me, fired by countless porn videos and my own lurid imagination.

		But Eleanor was rapidly remedying that. Something about the situation--or perhaps it was from her recent descent into the realm of behaving like a true slut right before my eyes—seemed to have set something off in my wife. Her face flew up and down my hardness, and I could tell by the glint in her eye that when I came, she’d swallow every drop and lick for more!

		I couldn’t last long. Her mouth was just too hot, her lips too soft, the inside of her mouth and throat too slick to ignore.

		Plus, I kept seeing, in my memory, her gulping down the black man’s enormous outpouring, not five minutes ago, while another stranger had fucked her and made her come!

		Only a minute or so into the torrid blowjob, I went as stiff as the chair I was strapped into and cried out, “Oh, Eleanor, here it comes! I’m sorry there’s so much of it!”

		I don’t think I’d ever come that hard before. The flow seemed endless and every drop felt like magic as it disappeared down my wife’s eagerly swallowing throat!

		She didn’t pull her lips off me until I had drained myself—totally, I thought at the time—into her tummy. Eleanor licked me clean as if she’d been doing that her whole life and smiled up at me shyly, saying, “Was that okay?”

		“Jesus, darling, that was the best,” I murmured gratefully, “You’re the best!”

		“How about you let us decide that?” The black man’s voice cracked across the sparsely furnished room like a whip.

		“Yeah, baby, get that fine little ass of yours back over here and suck my cock while my buddy fucks that hot pussy.”

		Eleanor shrugged slightly, as if to say: “What choice do I have?” And did just as they asked…

		

		****

		

		I sensed that it was late at night or early in the morning, depending on your point of view. Time seemed to have stopped in that room, where the only furniture seemed to be the mattress and my chair.

		Since that first go round, I had watched them fuck Eleanor twice more, apiece. And I’d watched her suck them off one more time, each, as well.

		Every time, she’d swallowed their come without a whimper—almost eagerly, the last two times, to tell the truth—and she’d climaxed noisily each time they’d fucked her. I must confess, I’d gotten hard again right away, and my erection, I’m ashamed to say, hadn’t gone down even now!

		You’ll notice I didn’t say they raped her. I suppose that would be the technical term, since all of this was against her will.

		But I’m a funny sort of a fellow. I don’t think the term “rape” can be applied to a girl who wants what you’re offering, and it became more and more clear to me as the night wore on that Eleanor wanted what these two men had, as many times as they cared to give it to her!

		“What say we let hubby have some more fun with wifey, and then we try some anal with this hot mama?” The white man had made the lurid suggestion with his normal little leer playing across his face.

		The black man frowned and said, “As much as I’d like to pop a load up that fine little ass, it’s getting late. I keep telling you, if you want anal, we need to do it earlier in the evening.”

		His white partner looked as if he was going to argue, but then his face fell and he conceded that the black man was right, saying, “Yeah, I know it. Even though we got freshly stolen plates on the van, the less people that see it, the safer we’ll be. We can’t wait too much longer to get rid of these two.”

		He turned to Eleanor and said, “Get over there and sit in your hubby’s lap, on his dick. Give him a hot ride. I bet he’s going to enjoy, like, sloppy sixths or whatever it is!”

		Eleanor was well passed looking embarrassed. She had so much semen up inside herself that two streams of the pearly white fluid leaked out of her steadily and down her thighs as she crossed over to me and turned around.

		I eyed the two rivulets of the other men’s spunk running out of her vagina and shuddered. My real disappointment was self-directed: the presence of their come within my wife’s body didn’t deter me at all. I still wanted to fuck her!

		Wordlessly, Eleanor sat down on my erection and it sunk all the way up into her in one lunge. She was positively molten inside!

		The other men had used her poor pussy over and over again, all night long! She rode me effortlessly, turning to look back over her shoulder at me to look into my eyes with worried eyes of her own.

		Do you still love me?

		She mouthed the words silently, so that our captors wouldn’t overhear. I smiled weakly at her and said softly, “More than ever, darling. None of this was your fault.”

		That seemed to perk her right up. She faced forward and really began to ride me enthusiastically, rubbing her clit along my erection as she went up and down atop it.

		I heard her breathing accelerate, much as my own did. In no time, I felt my testicles getting tighter and her sheath getting snugger around me.

		Letting myself think about all I had seen her do with the two other men tonight, I felt myself getting very close. I leaned forward and whispered, “I’m sorry, but I’m about to come.”

		She turned her head to look back at me again and I saw that she was, too. Eleanor smiled and said, “Do it. Fill me with your seed, just the way these two bastards did all night!”

		I felt my eyes roll back in my head and my penis jerk inside her. Wad after was of hot jism rocketed up into her, and I felt her shiver atop my lap as she joined me in one final orgasm…

		

		****

		

		“Now, you can either report this evening to the cops, or keep it to yourselves, as you like,” the white man said, as he approached us with two full syringes. “It don’t make shit for difference to us.”

		“See, we’re pros, when it comes to doing this,” the black man said with a grin. “We been doin’ it for five years now, right here in town, and I don’t think more than two couples have reported us.”

		“And they’re never going to find us, even if you do,” the white man assured us, “DNA, you’re probably thinking. Never going to happen; neither of us has his DNA on file anywhere, so having it ain’t gonna’ do the cops any good.”

		“Fingerprints; I read somewhere that those lab rats of theirs can even lift fingerprints off skin, if you get to them quick enough,” the black member of the duo said. “Just like with the DNA, both of us have been real careful not to be fingerprinted, ever!”

		“I assume you’re on the pill?”

		The white man asked Eleanor that. Shyly, she turned her head and nodded that she was.

		“Good, then our coming in you tonight won’t get you pregnant,” the black guy said.

		“As for disease; we’re as careful about that as we are with DNA and fingerprints,” the white man said. “So you won’t catch anything from being with us either. If you don’t believe me--and I wouldn’t, if I were in your shoes—you can wait a month and then go to any lab and have a complete blood panel done. You’ll come up clean as a whistle, I promise.”

		“Unless you were already infected, and I doubt that sincerely,” the black man said, sticking a forefinger under Eleanor’s chin and forcing her head up, so she had to look him in the eye as he finished with, “that’s why we picked you, whitebread. You’re one of those prissy little white bitches that wouldn’t normally give a black man a second glance.”

		“I’d be willing to bet that you haven’t been around any cocks since college, except hubby’s, here, have you?” The white man asked her.

		Eleanor’s downward glance and her inability to continue to meet his gaze spoke volumes as to the correctness of his guess. He jammed the syringe into her neck and then turned and did the same to me with the second one.

		“Nightie-night, Mr. Cuckold, have a pleasant snooze…”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		Home Again

		

		“I suppose we ought to call the police and report this,” I said, finishing up my brandy.

		We were home, in our bedroom. It was nearly five in the morning and we had been home for half an hour.

		Eleanor had headed straight for the bathroom and taken an extra long, extra hot shower, cleansing her body of all traces of her attackers. I’d tried to stop her, saying that the police would want their semen as evidence, but she had silenced me with a withering glance which had made my blood run cold.

		It was obvious from that moment on that my wife didn’t want to report any of this. I had dithered back and forth mentally over the matter while she showered.

		On the one hand, as good, upstanding citizens, we were duty bound to report this outrage. On the other, suppose the two of them had been telling us the truth?

		What good would it do to go through all of the hassle, publicity, and negative notoriety which were bound to arise from our coming forward? Would it help the authorities to catch those two thugs and put them in prison?

		Not likely, if the two men had been telling us the truth. And they had seemed very professional in staging the rape, as if they’d done this successfully many times before.

		Then there was my career and our good name as a prominent young couple in society to consider as well. Even though this outrage had been perpetrated on us, at least some of the tabloids, if the story reached them, would be sure to make it seem as if we had somehow enjoyed what had happened!

		My mind rolled back to earlier tonight. A good case could be made, I realized, that both my wife and I had enjoyed what had happened to us, at least on some levels.

		Eleanor, if she was being totally honest, had come more during her kidnapping than she probably had in the two months before tonight! I had orgasmed twice, and they had both been beauties; far more intense and exciting than my normal spurt-three-times-and-done climaxes I usually enjoyed inside my wife’s vagina.

		When she rejoined me in the bedroom, after her shower, Eleanor sipped at her own brandy and listened silently as I made the case for our coming forward.

		She countered my arguments by bringing up our place in society. My wife was very active in community affairs, chairing one civic improvement committee, and supporting several others, both with her time and with sizeable cash contributions.

		When I only shrugged, she went on to mention my business. I was a developer, buying run-down properties and either demolishing them and building anew where they had stood or refurbishing what was there and then selling the property for what was hopefully a good profit.

		To tell the truth, we didn’t really need to work, either of us. My father was worth nearly a billion dollars, and hers was even wealthier.

		The money we received from our grandparents’ trust funds alone amounted to something like two million a year. Even though I had two older brothers and a sister, I stood to inherit a bundle in the far distant future. My father, God bless him, was in good health as far as I knew, but he was getting up there in age.

		Eleanor’s parents were even older than mine. She had been a miracle child, born at the close of her mother’s child-bearing years and had been treated as if she was a princess as a result. Needless to say, she had been an only child and stood to inherit a fortune much greater than mine.

		But when I’d been graduated from Harvard, I had wanted to succeed on my own, so I had started my own construction company. We were doing well, but that might change abruptly if word of our little adventure tonight got around and people took it the wrong way.

		“I can see that you’re dead set against involving the police, aren’t you?” I asked the question at last.

		“I can’t see what good it would do,” Eleanor replied evenly, finishing her own brandy.

		“Those two awful men seemed like they’d done this before, at least a few times and gotten away with it,” she went on to say. “I don’t know if they were making it up, about the DNA and the fingerprints and all, but I guess that’s all moot now, anyway.”

		She nodded toward her bathrobe and I knew she meant her recent, thorough shower. Any DNA evidence of her assault and all possible latent prints on her skin were long gone by now.

		“I don’t blame you for wanting to take a shower,” I told her. “That’s the first thing I’d want, too, in your position.”

		My wife nodded her assent and then her face gradually cracked and I heard her sob. I had her up off her chair and cradled in my arms moments later.

		“It’s not your fault,” I whispered softly, “those guys raped you.”

		She drew back, although she was still in my arms, and said, “You were there. You saw what they did…what I did! Maybe I didn’t ask for them to take us, but I didn’t fight very hard once they got started on me.”

		Her eyes teared up again as she whispered, “You know that I…I enjoyed what they did to me. I came and came hard, all night long!”

		I blanched, not knowing what to say in reply to that. She had enjoyed it, at least some of it; the sex part for sure.

		The hardest part about the experience was admitting that I had gotten off on it, too! I had been so hard, as those two low-life’s fucked my wife, over and over again, while I watched!

		“I...I liked it, too, darling,” I whispered in a voice so low that it was a wonder she heard me, even though she was inches away.

		She looked at me as though she couldn’t quite believe what I’d just said. I rushed to clarify my statement by adding, “I could see what those guys were doing to you was turning you on. It was captivating, watching you get off so ecstatically, so many times!”

		Both of us were ashamed of what we had done. No one spoke for the longest time but finally, I said, “Listen, you didn’t ask to be grabbed like that, and you were genuinely afraid they might kill me if you didn’t do what they wanted.”

		She shook her head violently and blurted, “But I didn’t have to love it, the way I did! I didn’t have to act like a total slut for those two!”

		“Maybe that’s what saved us,” I told her. “Maybe that’s why they simply gave us that second knockout shot and placed us back in our car. If you hadn’t pleased them so much, they might have just killed us!”

		Eleanor looked startled by that thought. Gradually, a tiny smile lit her face as she asked, “Did I, do you think…did I really please them that much?”

		I laughed and gathered her into my arms once more, holding her tight. I said, “You sure did, honey. You were so hot tonight! I’ve never seen you like that before. You were incredible!”

		She blushed but she was smiling more broadly now. Clearly excited by my reaction to her shameless behavior, she whispered, “Was I really…hot, I mean?”

		I grinned at her and kissed her hard. When we at last broke apart, I said, “You were unbelievably hot and sexy. You had those two eating out of your hand!”

		Eleanor giggled and whispered, “My hand isn’t what they were eating out, if I remember correctly!”

		We roared with laughter and fell into bed together. Eleanor had never made crude little double-entendre jokes like that before; never!

		We fell asleep naked, in each other’s arms…

		

		****

		

		I awoke at ten-thirty that morning. Eleanor was still cuddled in my arms, her magnificent breasts bare and against my chest.

		My morning erection throbbed against her naked belly insistently and her eyes fluttered open. She smiled at me and whispered, “I thought I took care of that thing last night.”

		“Apparently not,” I answered playfully.

		“Well, we can’t have that, now can we?”

		She reached down and captured it in her fist and began to stroke it lightly, her hazel eyes gleaming with mischief. I drew her in tighter and kissed her, my tongue seeking admittance to her mouth.

		Eleanor gave it to me right away, and my manhood jumped in her grip. She squeezed it harder and broke off the kiss, saying, “What will it be this morning, darling, a blowjob or a hot fuck?”

		I nearly swallowed my tongue. Eleanor didn’t talk like that. I hadn’t even know she knew the words or what they meant!

		She grinned at me and whispered, “See, I can talk dirty, like those two guys last night. Does that turn you on?”

		I hate to admit it, but it did somehow! The thought of my once innocent little wife talking like a gutter-tramp struck me as being wildly erotic!

		“Oh, so you’re a bad girl now?”

		Her grin never wavered. She answered, “I can be if you want me to. I think I proved that last night.”

		“You sure did,” I whispered, “God, honey, you were fantastic!”

		“Oh, you liked that, did you?”

		“Yes, I especially like when you sucked my cock,” I murmured.

		Instead of saying something like she might normally say—if I’d showed the bad manners to actually utter words like those to her—she whispered, “Okay, I’d love to suck it again for you right now!”

		To my surprise and delight, she simply scooted down in the bed and attacked my very stiff penis with her mouth and tongue! I say, attacked, because she really went after it as if she was dying to do this; again, much to my surprise and delight.

		As I mentioned earlier, Eleanor had sucked me before, many times over the years we had been intimate. But she had always been tentative at best—especially after the time I had made the mistake of coming in her mouth while she was sucking me—and she had been somewhat reluctant to perform the act at all most of the time after that. I’d practically had to beg her to do it.

		There was no begging now! She was fully into it, licking and sucking and cooing happily around my engorged manhood as she bathed it in her hot spittle and nursed noisily at it!

		“Oh, oh, God, that feels so wonderful!” I couldn’t help murmuring the words, because it did feel wonderful!

		This was a brand new version of Eleanor. The shy, slightly reserved girl I had fallen in love with seemed to have been transformed into a tigress in bed by her recent experience!

		I took a handful of her strawberry blonde mane in each hand and stroked it lovingly as her head moved up and back on me. The stroking quickly turned to grabbing, as I tightened my grip and guided her mouth even deeper onto my erection, bringing her head down all the way to my pubic hair on the down-sweeps, and nearly off my six and half inches on the up-sweeps.

		Her tongue was a revelation. It never stopped moving it seemed, and it proved to be so deft at teasing me; at licking off my oozing pre-come and laving it into her ever-building saliva pool for her to eventually swallow.

		After no more than a minute of her much hotter than usual oral ministrations, I was forced to halt her bobbing by tugging her head back by her long locks. I was gripping them tightly, as one might rein in a spirited horse which was on the verge of shaking off one’s control entirely.

		I leaned down and whispered, “Darling, I’ve got to stop you. What you’re doing feels so marvelous that I’m afraid I might lose it, and come in your mouth!”

		She looked up at me and let my throbbing erection slip from her lips somewhat reluctantly. My wife said to me, “Maybe later; maybe I can do that for you later, darling. But you’re right. At the moment, I want to feel your wonderful cock inside of me so badly!”

		I had to fight off orgasming then and there. I couldn’t believe my dear, sweet Eleanor was almost pleading with me to…fuck her!

		Still leery of coming too soon once I was inside her, I nevertheless rolled her onto her back and mounted her in an instant. I moaned as my super-sensitive glans disappeared into her almost liquid depths.

		God, she was so juicy, so hot, and so slick inside this morning! I bottomed out in her and she sighed with pleasure as she looked up at me.

		“It feels so great up inside me,” she whispered. “Oh, do it to me, Edgar. Fuck me, fuck me hard and deep!”

		I gasped and it took all my control not to come instantly! Who was this sexy, horny creature beneath me who looked just like my wife?

		Beginning to move inside her, I gritted my teeth and fought with all my might not to come. She wriggled her hips, pressing me onto her clit and murmured, “That’s right, darling, just like that; high, ride me high, right up against my button, and make me come!”

		Eleanor usually never made a sound during sex. Even when she climaxed, she bit her lower lip so as not to let any noise escape her lips.

		But now she was telling me just what felt good to her, and I found that I loved it! I rode her high, just as she had requested, and was rewarded with a rapt look on her beautiful face and the feel of her long nails digging into my back.

		“Oh, God, oh, fuck, that’s it,” she murmured in rising ecstasy as I drilled down into her again and again. “You’re doing it just right! You’re going to make me come, with your hot fucking!”

		Again, I nearly shot off inside her when she said that. My Eleanor didn’t talk like that, ever!

		Sex with her had always been…”nice” is the word that springs to mind. She had been loving and sweet and undemanding in bed in the past.

		This little spitfire I was inside of right at the moment was smiling at me as though hot sex was her biggest passion in life. She was rolling her hips expertly, mashing her clitoris against my plunging manhood, mewling and tossing her head from side to side with bliss, and raking my back constantly with her fingernails, spurring me on!

		“Oh, Eleanor, I can’t last!” My voice sounded desperate as if I was hanging between heaven and hell, wanting to come, but fervent in my desire not to leave my wife trapped on the edge of release.

		“Come in me,” she all but pleaded, her eyes closing in utter rapture. “I’m coming already, darling, and its soooooo good!”

		I gasped as she began to shake and shimmy beneath me and her sheath grabbed at my buried penis, milking it, sucking at it! A huge gush of semen erupted from my glans and splashed into Eleanor’s very womb.

		The white-hot fluid seemed to startle her, or rather its sheer volume did. Her eyes flew back open and she clutched at me harder than ever, murmuring, “Oh, yes, flood me; flood me with your spunk!”

		The two of us had never shared an orgasm like that one! It seemed to race on and on, and my balls seemed to clench endlessly, sending wave after wave of semen into my wife’s spasming depths!

		“Oh, oh, God, but that was incredible,” I sighed as I fired my last salvo into her and my cock began to wilt.

		I eased off her and lay face down beside her, totally spent…or so I thought at the time. Eleanor rolled over and stroked the bare flesh of my right arm gently, whispering, “That was marvelous. Why don’t you fuck me like that all the time?”

		I turned my head, smiling, and said, “Maybe I will from now on, you little hellion!”

		She merely smiled and murmured, “You’d better…”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		A New Beginning

		

		Needless to say, things were different around our house from that day forward. Eleanor was different. I was different.

		Before our encounter with the two rapists, I had gotten up in the morning, promptly gone downstairs and eaten a quick, solitary breakfast, and rushed off to work; now I lolled around in bed with my wife. Eleanor hadn’t arisen before ten in the past, but now she was up at around seven on most mornings, bright-eyed and wanting to make love to her man before he vanished for the day.

		I reveled in the change, of course. What man doesn’t want his cock sucked before he leaves his bed in the morning? What husband doesn’t want a hot pussy ride from his loving wife in the morning’s early hours, if he can get it?

		Even outside of the bedroom, Eleanor was acting much sexier than she had in the past. Before, she had always seemed a little ashamed of her beauty, of that lush body Nature had given her.

		Now, while she didn’t exactly flaunt it, she seemed to be much more at ease about displaying it. Gone were the expensive but somehow dowdy dresses of the past, which covered up her cleavage most of the time.

		Her closet gradually filled with much more flattering outfits, ones that accentuated her curves, rather than hid them away. My friends remarked on it, and their wives seemed slightly unnerved by the change.

		“We’re certainly seeing a lot more of Eleanor these days,” Janet, one of her oldest friends remarked rather cattily, eyeing my wife from across the room one evening, surrounded be a group of admiring men, in a new gown featuring a very daring decollage.

		“Now, now, Janet, my dear,” I said, beaming at the sight of my once prim and proper young wife transforming herself into a teasing, coquettish femme fatale right before my eyes, “just because Nature didn’t choose to give you the build Eleanor has, you mustn’t be bitter.”

		Janet sputtered and nearly choked on the glass of champagne she was drinking. She gave me the evil eye and stalked off to find someone else to chat with.

		I didn’t care. I had never really liked Janet; I had always merely tolerated her because of her long-held friendship with my wife.

		We were at some charity function or other; something to do with raising money for the homeless, I think. The bland, almost tasteless dinner we had eaten earlier had cost us something in the neighborhood of a thousand dollars a plate, and I knew Eleanor had pledged at least another ten-thousand to the cause besides that.

		It was one of her favorite charities, so I didn’t really mind. At least the champagne was top drawer.

		I meandered over to the little knot of black tie wearing male admirers surrounding my wife and winked at her. She didn’t wink back—that would have been too obvious, what with six or seven men vying for her attention—but her eyes twinkled out their reply.

		I was wearing a wristwatch that night, a new Patek Phillipe Eleanor had given me at Christmas the year before, and I pointed at it. She nodded almost imperceptibly and continued her flirty conversation for a few more minutes.

		As I was finishing up another glass of bubbly, she sidled up to me and took my arm, saying, “I’m ready to leave if you are.”

		“What, are you done teasing your gentlemen admirers so soon?” I asked her, only half joking.

		She laughed and said, “I think so. Any more racy double entendres this evening and I think poor Bill Meyers might have come in his trousers!”

		I joined her in laughter and then said, “Bill has always had the hots for you, darling. You were awful tonight, by the way, tantalizing him so shamelessly with that low cut dress.”

		Eleanor giggled like a naughty schoolgirl and I knew in that moment why I had fallen so hard for her. When she was like this, playful and carefree, she was all but irresistible.

		And I had been seeing her like this more and more recently. I know rape is supposed to be one of the most traumatic things that can happen to a woman.

		On levels I’m sure were there--but I never saw--I knew that she must be suffering. But in her case, being violated by those two goons seemed to have freed a side of her that neither of us, I don’t think, had ever suspected was there until it had emerged.

		She said, “Let’s get out of here.”

		Dropping her voice to where only I could hear it, she whispered, “I want to get you home and fuck you!”

		A month ago, if she had said that, I might have had heart attack on the spot. Now I simply smiled and reached in the inside pocket of my tuxedo and pulled out the cell phone.

		I called a cab and we had another glass of champagne while we waited for it to arrive.

		

		****

		

		We made out like two teenagers in the cab. We couldn’t seem to keep our lips apart or our hands off each other.

		The cabbie pretended not to notice but I saw that his eyes were constantly darting up to the rearview mirror, watching us. So when Eleanor started to unzip my trousers and go down on me, I slapped her hand away.

		When she looked up in surprise, I nodded toward the front seat. It was then that she saw him staring at us in the rearview.

		To my great amusement she didn’t seem deterred by him watching. She unzipped me anyway, saying, “I’ll bet he’s seen lots worse than this.”

		I insistently removed her fingers from my open zipper and returned it to the closed position. Grinning with undisguised delight at this new, extremely bold Eleanor, I whispered, “No doubt he has; but it’s not that far back to our place and I’ll be damned if I want some low-rent cabbie to witness my wife giving me a blowjob!”

		She flashed me a naughty smile and murmured, “Are you sure? That’s half the fun, knowing that someone is watching, haven’t you realized that yet?”

		That took me aback somewhat and I thought about it all the way home. When we got our house, I paid the meter and gave him a better than average tip, to help make up for his lost opportunity to see my beautiful wife’s head bobbing up and down over my hard prick!

		We unlocked the door and closed it again. After locking it securely and setting the alarm for the night, we raced up the stairs hand in hand and into our bedroom.

		“Were you really going to suck me off in that cab?” I demanded, laughing, as I unzipped her gown and she stepped out of it.

		“Maybe,” she said, grinning like the Cheshire cat, unsnapping her bra and flinging it across the room, “or maybe I was just going to tease you with my lips and tongue.”

		“You have to be careful about that,” I kidded her as I did a deep-knee bend, tugging down her pantyhose and her thong underwear. “I just might get too excited and give you a mouthful you weren’t expecting.”

		She stepped out of her shoes, leaving her totally naked, and helped me out of my evening jacket. She was now busily undoing my shirt studs, and she chuckled as she said, with melodramatic inflexion, “Ooh, that would be so awful! I might have had to swallow it for you, while the cabbie watched!”

		My shirt came open, and after removing it, I swept her into my arms and crushed her naked body to my chest, saying, “You’d like that wouldn’t you, sucking me off while somebody else was watching. It would turn you on, admit it!”

		She wriggled out of my embrace, intent on stripping off my trousers—my cummerbund having vanished before the shirt—and I kicked out of my shoes. Eleanor emulated my earlier move, going down onto her knees in front of me to hurry me out of the pants and my boxers, and to remove my knee high black dress socks.

		Looking up at me, she took my already very stiff cock in hand and began to stroke it as she said, “Why not? I know it turned you on to see me suck off those other two men that night.”

		She blushed slightly as she went on to finish her thought, but she didn’t turn away as she said, “I’m willing to admit doing that turned me on; having you watch me behaving like such a slut, I mean.”

		My erection jumped in her fist of its own accord. We hadn’t really discussed that night since it had happened, not in this sort of detail.

		But I knew we had both thought about it constantly since it had happened. And we both realized that it was directly responsible for Eleanor’s metamorphosis into the sexy young woman she was becoming.

		“It did, I admit it,” I said at last, “it did turn me on to see you being so naughty with those two.”

		“It killed me at first, knowing that you were seeing me behaving like some sort of slut for them,” she said seriously, still looking up at me and stroking my cock. “But I came to thoroughly embrace it before the night was over.”

		She had to turn her eyes away from mine as she finally said, “Toward the end, I came to love it! Acting like such a wanton woman, right in front of you, was the hottest thing I’d ever done in my life!”

		I reached down and pulled her to her feet. We were on the bed in seconds, and I was kissing her, mauling her bare tits, shoving my hard cock into her super-wet pussy lips, claming her, fucking her wildly as I thought about those two men doing the same thing!

		“Yes, oh, fuck, give it to me hard,” she sighed as she kissed my ear while I banged down into her. “Do it just like those two did it to me that night, darling!”

		I snorted and fucked her even harder, making her big breasts shimmy and shake against my chest. I was riding her high, just the way she loved it, and I knew she was going to come for me right away.

		“You liked it,” I breathed into her ear, “you liked having those two huge dicks in you, despoiling you, ravaging you; fucking you right up to the gates of heaven while I watched helplessly!”

		She started to climax, wailing, tossing her red-blonde mane about, her pussy clutching at me as I fucked her, “Yes, oh, God, yes, I loved it. I really loved it!”

		I gasped and started to ejaculate into her spasming sheath. It felt incredible! Hearing her admit how much she’d loved fucking those two knuckle draggers while I watched made it an indescribable moment, for both of us!

		

		****

		

		“Do you…think about it often?”

		I asked her the question minutes later. We were cuddling near the head of the bed. I was stroking her hair and she was touching my bare chest.

		Eleanor’s patrician face colored but she didn’t avert her eyes as she admitted, “I do. I have a vibrator that I bought off the net and had mailed to me. Sometimes, when you’re at work, I use it. And I always think about that night when I do!”

		I was shocked that she had a sex toy; but shocked in a good way. Smiling broadly, I said, “Show me; where do you keep it?”

		Eleanor sprang out of the bed and went into our walk in closet. I heard her open a drawer and root around for a moment.

		She emerged from the closet with about a nine inch, very realistic male cock that was made of latex or some such material. It was jet black. She flicked it on as she approached the bed, and then shut it off once more.

		“I think that black guy was longer than that,” I remarked wryly.

		She giggled and her face got red once again as she replied, “I know he was, but this was the longest one I could find!”

		“Do you put it all the way inside you, when you play with it?”

		Again, she blushed as she admitted, “Sometimes; sometimes I just touch my clitty with it, and think about everything those two did to me.”

		“Do you come hard?”

		“Most of the time,” she confessed haltingly.

		She looked back at me and blurted, “Oh, Edgar, don’t be mad at me, but sometimes, I come so hard, thinking about that night, I almost pass out from the intensity of it!”

		I gathered her into my arms and kissed her passionately. When the kiss was done, I told her softly, “I could never be mad at you for being the sexy girl you are, Eleanor. God, I love the new you so much! I wouldn’t have you go back to being the way you were for anything!”

		She looked relieved and said, “Good, because I don’t know if I could manage that or not. I like being the way I am now so much more!

		I laughed and held her even tighter, saying, “So do I, darling, so do I!”

		We just looked at each other lovingly for the better part of a minute and then I said, “So, are you going to show me how you use that thing, or not?”

		Eleanor favored me with a naughty little grin and whispered, “I think I owe you a blowjob, too, darling.”

		“Why not do both at once? How are you at multi-tasking?”

		She slid down until she was even with my cock and began to clean it off with her tongue and swallow our sex juices. It wasn’t the first time I’d seen her do that, but it was still a new enough experience that it never failed to make me hard.

		As she slid my stiffening prick into her succulent lips and caressed it with her tongue, I heard the vibrator come on again. Fascinated, I watched as my once shy and reserved wife opened her legs and fed four or five inches of the big fake cock into her jizz-dripping pussy and began to fuck herself with it as she blew me!

		Dear God, this is fantastic, I thought as I laid back and enjoyed this private little porn show.

		Eleanor was now everything I’d dreamed of her being, and more. And I was more in love with her than ever!

		Little did I suspect that this was just the tip of the iceberg. Eleanor had a lot more kinks to her than either of us had ever suspected and, together, we would explore them all over the coming months!

		

	
		

		

		Part II

		Discovering More About Ourselves

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		New Horizons

		

		It was three months after the “attack” as we now referred to it. We still hadn’t told anyone else about what had happened to us.

		We had gone to a discreet lab and gotten full blood work ups, as our attackers had suggested we do. To our great relief, both of us had passed with flying colors.

		Our life had returned to normal, but with a few changes. Number one was the frequency with which we had sex. Number two, thank God, was the incredible amount of passion now present in our bedroom when we did.

		My wife was like a totally different woman in bed, one that was ablaze with desire, ready to try anything; a girl who loved to have fun with her man! As a result, I was walking on air these days.

		People who worked for me had noticed the difference in my demeanor right away and had commented positively on it. I was no longer that uptight, driven man, worried about every little detail of the projects I was involved in.

		When things didn’t go right, I merely shrugged and said, “That’s okay; we’ll get ‘em tomorrow, guys.”

		We’d had a good year, so I declared a bonus in order for everyone, even people who had just been with us a few weeks. As a result, I was suddenly a very popular boss, and I noticed that guys were now willing to go the extra mile for me, without me even having to ask them.

		Eleanor was busier than ever with her charity work and community service commitments, but lately I’d noticed a subtle change in her. She seemed more pensive than she had been before. It was as if she had something on her mind, but was reluctant to mention it.

		One night, after eating dinner and watching a movie on pay per view we had both wanted to see, we found ourselves in bed together. She scooted closer to me and she had “that look” in her eye, which meant she wanted to have sex.

		I, of course, was happy to oblige. But as I reached out for her, she moved away, smiling coyly.

		“Not so fast, mister,” she said, still smiling. “There are some things I want to talk over with you first.”

		“Oh, and what might they be?”

		“I’ve been thinking about sex…a lot lately,” she began tentatively.

		I looked at her and smiled, saying, “Oh, that could be good, or it could be bad. Which is it?”

		Her face assumed a slightly apprehensive look as she said, “Well, I guess you’ll be the one to determine that, darling. I’ve been looking some things up on the web and I wanted to share them with you. How you react to them will decide whether this is good or bad.”

		My lighthearted mood vanished in an instant. She sounded too serious to be joking, and that worried me a little.

		But I put on a brave face and asked, “What was it you wanted to talk about?”

		“You know how excited you got, that night, watching those two do what they did to me?”

		Before I could even answer, she blurted, “And just talking about it still gets you excited. You’ll have to admit that.”

		She had me there. I had gotten hard as a brick countless times since that night, when one of us would mention something that had taken place in that stark room with the mattress and the overhead bulb hanging down over it.

		“As a result of what happened that night, you’re a cuckold,” she went on. “A cuckold is man who knows his wife is having or has had sex with another man. I think we can both agree that I had sex with those two brutes, more than once.”

		I was somewhat taken aback to realize that I now “wore the horns” of a cuckold, as they used to say in olden times. But I irrefutably did.

		“According to what I read, a lot of cuckolds like being cuckolds,” she said next. “Why don’t we let that point lie for a moment, and move on to hotwives?”

		“What the devil is a hotwife?”

		Eleanor smiled, clearly reveling in how much more she knew about all of this than I did. She explained patiently, “A hotwife is a married woman who sleeps with whomever she pleases, whenever she pleases, and her husband knows all about it.”

		“What’s the difference between the cuckold situation and that one?”

		“It’s subtle, but believe me, it exists. A husband who is into the whole hotwife lifestyle is totally into her pleasure; knowing that she cheats on him and does whatever she likes, sexually, with other people apparently turns him on.”

		She paused and then went on, “A cuckold gets off on knowing that he is being cheated on also, but he’s more masochistic about it. From what I gather, most of them enjoy groveling before the wife and her lover, even watching him have her, right in the same room with him. He may even be called upon to…uh…’clean her up’ with his mouth and tongue, after the lover is done with her.”

		The distaste I felt when I heard that must have been evident on my face, because she hurried to add, “Some husbands of hotwives may do the same thing, when she returns from one of her dates, or her husband may be content with enjoying what they call ‘sloppy seconds’ when he has reclamation sex with her, if his wife still has the lover’s semen in her…pussy!”

		A few short months ago, Eleanor would have rather died than to have said “pussy” or “cock” out loud, or the word “fuck” for that matter. Now their appearance in her everyday vocabulary was becoming more and more frequent.

		I, for one, welcomed the change. It saved me from having to remember to speak formally around the once staid and conservative Eleanor; now I could call a cock a cock and a pussy a pussy!

		“Oh, and I should tell you: hotwives don’t have to share a thing with their husband a thing about where they’ve been, what they may have done, or who they may have done it with!”

		She smiled, like a little girl who has gotten her recitation in class right and is happy to have it over with. Then she said, “I was hoping that the two of us might adopt a modified version of the hotwife lifestyle; not all of it, of course, but some of it.”

		I couldn’t have been more shocked if she had told me that she was an alien living among us. For long seconds, I just looked at her.

		“I’d never make you lick me after another guy had come in me, for example,” she hastened to add. “And while I thought you exhibited some cuckold-like tendencies that night with those two men, I don’t really think that sort of thing suits you.”

		“Well, thank you for that, I guess,” I said dubiously.

		She scooted closer to me and whispered, “I want to have sex with another man again, just to see if it’s as hot as it was that night. But I want you to be there, too, just like you were then.”

		“Would I have to be tied to a chair?”

		“No, silly, “she giggled, pushing off playfully against my chest, “I want you to be comfortable; I might even want you to join in, if you decided to do that.”

		My mind flashed back to that night, watching the two massively-hung men do whatever they wanted with her. I thought about how hard my dick had been, and how incredible it has felt when she’d sucked me off when her two captors had told her to do it. I thought of them watching her swallow my jetting semen…

		I was as hard as I could be beneath the covers and under my pajamas. Eleanor must have sensed that, too. She reached down and touched my stiff cock and then got her hand around it.

		“I don’t want to tell you what I do with another man,” she whispered, stroking me lightly. “I want you to see it, just like you did that night!”

		I reached down under her brief thong and discovered that her little slit was absolutely awash in lube! She still shaved her pussy bare each day, months after her abductors had first done it for her, so there was nothing barring my way as I slid a finger all the way into her pussy.

		“Oh, that feels wonderful, darling,” she cooed, working her hips against me, seeking more of the heavenly stimulation.

		“Do you have man in mind, for this little experiment?”

		She closed her eyes and murmured, “Nooooooooooooo, I thought we’d find someone together, someone that both of us approved of.”

		“But he has to have a huge cock, right?”

		Her eyes flew open and she blushed as she said, “Well, that might be nice!”

		I stripped her as fast as I could and she had my pajamas off nearly as quickly. She pushed me over onto my back and climbed aboard my up thrust cock, sinking all the way down onto it in one big push.

		“Oh, oh, that feels so great!” She sighed out the words and began to ride me, rolling her hips, shaking her breasts for me.

		“I’m sorry it’s not bigger.”

		She giggled and said, “Its way big enough for me, darling. It feels perfect inside me. It always has!”

		“But we need to find you a big one to play around with, is that it?”

		She grinned and said, “He’s just going to be for fun. You’re for keeps, sweetie, and don’t you ever forget it!”

		

		****

		

		“Listen to this!” Eleanor met me at the door leading in from the garage later that week. “I have such exciting news!”

		It was just about six in the evening, several days after our big discussion about cuckolds, and hotwives, and guys with huge dicks. My wife’s hazel eyes were brilliant with excitement, and I couldn’t imagine what had gotten her so aroused.

		“The Lady’s Guild met today,” she announced breathlessly.

		I failed to see what was so special about that. They met, as far as I knew, once a month, every month.

		“Did they elect you president?” I guessed.

		Her face clouded as she said, “I’m already president. I have been for months now; keep up!”

		I smiled what I hoped was a disarming smile and threw up my hands in a gesture of defeat. I started for the bar in the living room, intent on building myself a martini. She followed me, as I knew she would, so I turned and asked her over my shoulder if she’d like to join me for a cocktail.

		She nodded impatiently that she would and then rushed on to say, “Anyway, the really exciting thing what happened today was that Alice Goodwin was at the meeting.”

		I knew Alice Goodwin slightly. She and her recently deceased husband Arthur moved in the same social circles as we did.

		They were slightly older, much closer to forty than to twenty, and as a consequence, we didn’t really know them all that well. Arthur had died quite unexpectedly about a year ago, on the tennis court, of all places, at the golf and racket club we both belonged to.

		“Since Alice saw fit to confide in Leticia Miller—and why anyone would tell that fat gossip anything they didn’t want broadcast all over the entire planet, I’ll never know—it’s been all around the club and everywhere else lately that poor Alice had been spectacularly unsuccessful on the dating circuit.”

		Eleanor plunged ahead with her tale, “She’s tried everything, apparently, blind dates arranged by friends, dance clubs, even computer hook ups; nothing has worked thus far.”

		She looked at me and shrugged as she said, “I guess vibrators weren’t doing it for Alice…so the word is that she’s resorted to hiring a male…escort!”

		“They have those?” I inquired.

		I could readily believe Alice would have trouble getting laid. She was far too fond of sweets for one thing. The last time I’d seen her, at Arthur’s funeral, she’d looked about forty pounds overweight in her widow’s weeds; and they say black is the most slimming color!

		“According to Alice, they do,” Eleanor said meaningfully, with a smug little smile. “I got her off by herself after the meeting today and grilled her. I told her I was asking for a friend of mine, not for myself, of course. I think she believed me, but I really don’t care if she did or not.”

		Eleanor shrugged once more, as if asking silently what difference it made if someone like Alice thought she was interested in some strange cock for herself or not. I had to agree with her; Alice was unlikely to gossip about a sensitive topic like this. She had no doubt learned her lesson from mentioning to a busybody like Leticia that she was paying for a man to make love to her!

		In any case, she’d told my wife that her male escort’s name was Brian, and she’d apparently added that he was a real hunk! She’d given her the website information and Eleanor had checked it out when she’d gotten home from her meeting.

		Accepting the drink I’d made for her while she was talking, she then led me back out into the kitchen once more and quickly brought up the site in question on the small computer we kept tucked away in small, built-in desk beside the pantry

		Discreet Escorts, it was called, and it even looked expensive. This Brian fellow was listed among the male escorts and I had to admit, he was quite a specimen.

		Tall and strapping, Brian was in his middle twenties, just like Eleanor and me, and he looked as handsome as an actor trying out to be the new James Bond in his tuxedo. There was a shot of him in a bathing suit, too, and he was just as handsome without his clothes on as he was in them. And the bulge in his tight Speedos looked formidable indeed!

		“Alice says he’s nine and half inches, when he’s fully erect,” my wife whispered excitedly, “and she says that’s most of the time!”

		I felt three emotions, all battling for control within my psyche at the same time: jealousy, fear, and out and out lust! I admonished myself that no man wants to see his wife in the arms of some gigolo with a nearly ten inch dick, but if I was to be honest with myself, that’s exactly what I wanted to witness. And I was anxious to see it as soon as such an illicit tryst could be arranged!

		“How…how much does he charge?” I stammered.

		Eleanor smiled and said, “Who cares? Shall we book him, darling?”

		Swallowing hard, I said, “Let’s.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Six

		

		Meeting Brian

		

		We had several more cocktails and talked all of it over in detail. We decided that it was best to meet this Brian in a hotel downtown for this proposed tryst, rather than in our own home. After a light dinner, during which wine was consumed, Eleanor steeled herself to the challenge and dialed up the number featured on the Discreet Escorts website.

		Initially, there was a huge let down. Everything on the site turned out to be quite automated; there were no real, live people to talk with, and so she was forced to leave a number with the electronic voice which assured her that the escort of her choice would call her back as soon as he could.

		At nine that night, he did just that. Eleanor and I were upstairs in the media room, settling in to watch a romantic comedy we had wanted to see, when her cell phone rang. The caller ID said the call was from Discreet Escorts, so I froze the movie and brought up the lights.

		“Uh, Brian, this is Eleanor,” she managed to stammer, “I’m a friend of Alice’s, and she recommended you highly.”

		She laughed and said, “Well, I won’t tell you exactly what she said, but it was enough to make me anxious to meet you.”

		After a few more seconds, she looked over at me for encouragement and said, “Listen, here’s the thing…I’m married.”

		Listening to what he said, her face morphed into a frown and she hastened to explain, “No, it’s nothing like that. My husband is my age, and we have great sex together all the time.”

		Her face went more placid and she said in a low voice, “He wants to watch, when you and I…uh…get together. Is that okay?”

		After another pause, she said, “Yes, I can do that if you’d like. No, I’m younger and in much better shape than Alice, so you don’t have to worry about that.”

		Again, she paused and listened to what he had to say. She replied, looking at me quizzically, “I guess that would be okay. When are you available to do that?”

		“Wednesday evening is fine. Alright, I’ll see you there at seven or so.”

		She broke the connection and said, “He wants to…I guess you’d have to say he wants to interview me on Wednesday night; no sex, just a half hour meeting to get to know me a little, before he agrees to this.”

		I guess I must have looked mystified, because she quickly added, “He said most of his clients are married. Many of them are young trophy wives whose husbands want a pretty, sexy girl to squire around in public, but are too old and used up to make love to them very often, or even at all.”

		Before I could even comment on that, she said, “He says he’s had a few clients who wanted what we requested, so he’s not averse to doing it. But first he wants to meet me, to check me out a little.”

		I opened my mouth to speak and she cut me off again, saying gleefully, “He asked me to send a current picture of myself, before the Wednesday meeting. Apparently, poor Alice is right on the cutoff line, as far as acceptable clients go. He explained that even a professional like him has trouble springing an erection if a woman is too old or too ugly or too overweight!”

		We both laughed and I said, “I don’t blame him there. God, imagine trying to get hard for some real beast of a woman!”

		Eleanor snickered and said, “Women in that profession do it all of the time, from what I understand. Very few of their ‘dates’ look like movie stars, I don’t imagine.”

		I nodded and said, “The wonders of sex lubricant. All a woman has to do is slip some of it into herself before her man of the evening arrives and act like she’s enjoying being with some old, overweight Lothario. It’s much more difficult for a man to fake it, I guess.”

		I made my statement into a visual joke by pointing my index finger out straight and letting it slowly droop downward to join the other fingers on my hand. We both roared with laughter.

		When it had died away, she said, “The meeting Wednesday is supposed to happen in the bar of the Hilton downtown at seven. Oh, and by the way, you’re supposed to be there, too!”

		

		****

		

		The part about the necessity of me attending the Wednesday meet-and-greet had sort of cast a pall over the whole proceeding, as far as I was concerned. On the one hand, I wouldn’t have to worry about Eleanor jumping the gun and giving handsome Brian a handjob or a blowjob before she returned home on Wednesday night.

		But I hadn’t been worried about that to start with. Why bother to cheat on me when the whole idea behind this meeting was to set up a night when she could openly do that to her heart’s content?

		Being introduced to a male escort in some hotel room who was going to charge us money to fuck my wife was daunting enough. But meeting the same man in a crowded downtown bar so that he could screen us, to see whether or not he wanted to fuck my wife for money was even more humiliating somehow!

		My office was downtown. What if we ran into someone who knew us on Wednesday at the Hilton? What if—God forbid—they knew what Brian did for a living, and put two and two together?

		We’d be the laughing stock of our circle of friends and acquaintances, the way poor Alice Goodwin was now! I had mentioned my fears to Eleanor, of course, and she had pooh-poohed them.

		“Who is going to know what Brian does for a living, unless they were a former or current client,” she’d explained. “And a woman who fits that description is going to be none too eager to blurt out something about Edgar and Eleanor having drinks with a male prostitute!”

		I nodded my agreement, saying, “I guess that would be awkward, especially if she was with her husband, and he wasn’t aware of her little…hobby!”

		

		****

		

		We had decided that we didn’t want Brian to know the whole truth. We didn’t want to tell him about the abduction, and the two studs that’d had their way with Eleanor right in front of me that night.

		That would be too painful to admit. Instead, we came up with a story about marital boredom.

		We’d tell him that we’d seen the hotwife stories on the net and thought that sounded like a fun thing to explore. But we’d explain that we wanted to modify it a bit; I wanted to watch, maybe even to participate, and not all hotwife couples did that. A goodly number of single men caught up in the hotwife orbit wouldn’t volunteer to be watched in action by the woman’s husband, either.

		So we had elected to go with a professional; someone who would let us practice our kink without judging us. Or so we hoped.

		We both thought it was a plausible story, since it had an element of truth running through it. We were hopeful that Brian would accept it without question.

		As we sat in the bar at the Hilton that Wednesday, I remember having butterflies in my stomach the size of bats. I was nursing a martini, a drink that I usually enjoyed immensely, but tonight it tasted like a cocktail glass full of chilled turpentine!

		“Well, you’re early,” a friendly male voice said from behind us.

		I shot to my feet and stuck out my right hand, saying, “Edgar, Eleanor’s husband; so pleased to make your acquaintance.”

		Brian was a half a head taller than me. He also struck me as being well barbered, well dressed, and devastatingly handsome.

		We all shook hands and then sat down. He stared across the table at Eleanor and said, “You’re even lovelier in person than in the photo you sent me.”

		She was dressed nicely, not overtly sexy, but in a slightly low-cut blouse and a casual suit. I was wearing a bespoke suit, a handmade silk tie, and custom made loafers.

		He took us in and said cannily, “You two look like old money, just as Alice does.”

		I tilted my head in his direction, acknowledging that he was correct in his assumption, without saying anything. He nodded back and said, “That’s good; then we won’t have to quibble about my fee, provided you can convince me that you’re both sane, reasonable people, and not a pair of Bible-thumping ultra-conservatives who’d like nothing better than to dismember someone who earns his living as I do.”

		I laughed at his wit and style, saying, “I won’t deny that my dad is a right-wing Republican. But I’m not. I guess you could say I’m apolitical, as is my wife, unless you count good works within the community.”

		“As for us being super-religious, we haven’t been inside a church since the day we were married a few years back,” Eleanor chimed in.

		“That’s reassuring,” Brian said, with a smile, “now tell me, just what does a

		handsome young couple like you want with a third partner in the bedroom?”

		We launched into the story we’d made up about being slightly bored and wanting to try the hotwife lifestyle but not caring for some of its tenets. Eleanor told him, with just the right amount of blushing and hemming and hawing, that she wanted to have me watch as she tried her hand at being a bad girl.

		We must have been convincing. At the end of our meeting, Brian said, “Okay, I’d be happy to be your third person in this proposed ménage a trois. But we have to get some things straight first.”

		He looked at me and said in an even voice, “I don’t do men, and I don’t let them do me. If that’s your gig, this whole thing is a non-starter; I’m afraid, as lovely as Eleanor is and as much as I’d hate to miss spending the night in bed with her.”

		“Oh, that’s not our scene at all,” I hastened to assure him. “I’m solely into women, as far as sex goes.”

		He nodded and looked back at her, saying, “You indicated in your email, the one you sent along with your picture, that you wanted to go bareback if at all possible.”

		This was news to me but I tried not to show it. We’d gotten lucky with the two kidnappers, but this man made his living sticking his big cock in strange women’s vaginas. I wasn’t at all sure I wanted him anywhere near my wife without a condom in place!

		“That is possible, for a few dollars more, but there would have to be same-day blood testing, on both sides. I’d insist on that being a prerequisite,” Brian went on in very businesslike way.

		“How much extra money are we talking about?” Eleanor answered, to my surprise.

		“Fifteen-hundred,” he said, sounding as if they discussing an extra option on a car she was thinking about buying – ‘A sunroof, sure it’s available on this model, but it will run you another fifteen-hundred bucks!’”

		“Done,” Eleanor answered. “When can we do this?”

		“Well, as it happens, I’m free this Friday night, at least right now,” Brian answered.

		“Not anymore,” she said, smiling broadly. “We’re booking you as of this moment; how about this hotel, at say, seven o’clock?”

		“I’ll be here. We can meet in this bar and have a few drinks before starting our evening, and then go upstairs.”

		For the first time, Brian let the professional businessman mask slip a little. He flashed what looked like the genuine smile of young man who was about to get lucky with a woman as gorgeous as Eleanor her way as he said, “I’ll be looking forward to Friday more than I can say.”

		I looked on, dumbstruck, as he reached down and lifted my wife’s hand from the table and brought it his lips and kissed the back of it. She blushed but smiled back at him, looking for all the world like a teenager girl who had just been asked to the prom by a guy she had been crushing on for months!

		He released her hand, nodded curtly at me, and left us. I sat back, somewhat shell-shocked by what I had just witnessed.

		I suppose I should try and get used to this, I told myself. Come Friday night, he’s going to be doing a lot more to Eleanor than kissing her hand. And if this goes well, I suspect this won’t be the last time we do this, and he won’t be the only one we’ll be doing it with!

		Finishing my martini, I looked at Eleanor and asked, “So, how much is this going to cost us in all?”

		“With the added fee for no condoms, right at seventy-five hundred dollars,” she announced calmly, sipping at her white wine.

		I blanched, but tried to keep my face from showing it. Seventy-five hundred dollars, for the pleasure of fucking my wife: it was outrageous, but there you were!

		Eleanor was positively beaming at the notion of paying this man to have unprotected sex with her while I watched. And I could only smile and go along with it as gracefully as I could manage it, I supposed…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

		Friday Night

		

		I hate needles. It’s a childhood phobia of mine that has lingered into adulthood. I detest shots, for any reason—no matter how beneficial to my health they may be—as well as blood draws for medical tests, no matter how necessary they are.

		For that reason, I was not a happy man when the two of us walked into the clinic that Friday morning to have the required blood work done. I hadn’t been any happier a few months earlier when we’d visited the same clinic to make sure Eleanor’s attackers hadn’t infected her with some awful social disease that night.

		This time I was luckier than I had been the last time we’d visited here. I drew ugly, squattily-built women in her late forties or early fifties to be my bloodsucker. But as unattractive as she might have been physically, she turned out to be really good at her job!

		I barely felt the needle at all, and before I knew it, she was taping a big wad of sterile cotton to my arm and telling me we were all finished. Smiling, I left the back of the clinic to wait for Eleanor out front.

		We were paying extra to have the results almost immediately, and we had been assured that those results would be emailed to Brian at the address he had given us. His results would be arriving via our home computer by sometime in the afternoon at the latest, he had promised us.

		“Well, I’m glad that’s behind us,” I said, holding the clinic door open for my wife.

		She patted me on the cheek, smiling, and said, “There’s my big brave man; so afraid of needles! You ought to be ashamed of yourself. What are our children going to think, when their Daddy acts like such a wussy in the face of a tiny needle?”

		“Luckily for me, they haven’t been born yet,” I said, smiling in return, grateful to have this little unpleasantry behind us as I opened the car door for my wife. “It gives me time to overcome my fear.”

		“If you haven’t managed to do that by now, I suspect you’re never going to, darling,” she chided me as I slid into the driver’s seat.

		“Onward and upward,” I said cheerily, wanting to drop the subject, staring the engine and heading for home…

		

		****

		

		I must confess to being as nervous as the proverbial cat as we sat in the Hilton’s bar, sipping our drinks at seven that night. It wasn’t that I didn’t know what was going to happen.

		That was what drove my nervousness in the first place. Any moment now, a man was going to join us at our table, we were going to make innocuous small talk while we had a few drinks, and then we were all going to ride the elevator upstairs to the suite we had reserved, where he was going to spend the rest of the evening fucking the shit out of my wife while I watched!

		As if on cue, Brian’s deep, manly voice said from behind us, “Ah, here early again. You must be as excited about tonight as I am.”

		I rose and shook hands with him once more. He was dressed as resplendently as I was, in a charcoal-colored custom suit with a narrow black pinstripe, a light gray silk tie, and a crisp-looking white shirt. His black loafers, I noticed, were clearly handmade, just as mine were. I wondered, briefly, if we shared the same shoe making firm?

		“What are you drinking tonight?” I inquired.

		“Just some soda water for me,” he said, smiling over at Eleanor, who looked smashing in a new black evening gown that she had purchased especially for tonight.

		It was an off-the-shoulder style, with a plunging neckline which showed off her beauteous breasts to perfection and a slit up one leg. She had on a new pair of Louboutin heels in black, to match her dress.

		“No alcohol for you tonight?” She questioned him, drinking a sip of her white wine.

		“Even though I’m a relatively young man, and with a gorgeous woman such as you, it is wise to take an erection enhancer, so as not to…disappoint,” he explained smoothly. “And they tend to work better with no alcohol in your system.”

		“How very professional of you,” I remarked somewhat cattily, sipping at my own martini.

		I simply couldn’t help myself. Here we were, about to pay this stranger an obscene amount of money to indulge in the pleasure of joining Eleanor in bed for the evening!

		“Mine is a job, like any other,” he replied, keeping his eyes on my wife, smiling slightly, “but some night’s, I’ll readily admit, it’s an absolute pleasure. I suspect this is going to be one of those.”

		She smiled back and put her purse on top of the table. Opening it, she whispered, “We have your fee, in cash as you requested, in a plain white envelope. Do you want it now?”

		“Later, up in the room will be fine,” he said, the smile never leaving his lips.

		

		****

		

		I had rented us a suite for the night, naturally. It was very nice, the way rooms at the Hilton Hotel chain usually are; nothing extraordinary, but quite comfortable and well appointed.

		Eleanor and I had drunk several rounds of cocktails and wine. Brian had, of course, abstained, sticking to club soda with a twist of lime.

		When we were all in the room, I locked the door and made sure the “Do not disturb” sign was visible from the hallway. Eleanor opened her purse and gave him the white envelop containing his money.

		He put the envelop in his inside coat pocket without even glancing inside it first—its nice to know your gigolo trusts you, I suppose—and stood at ease, as if awaiting instructions. I didn’t know what came next, that was for sure!

		Eleanor saved the situation by saying simply, “It’s not yet eight o’clock. We have the whole night to play, but I’m anxious to get started. Why don’t we all get naked together and on that bed?”

		That sounded good to me but somewhat daunting at the same time. As I mentioned before, I have a slightly larger than normal cock; I’m about six and a half inches long when fully erect and my penis is fairly thick as well. I’m not ashamed of it.

		But Brian was supposed to be huge, according to what Alice Goodwin had shared with Eleanor and according to his website. Apparently, he was as thick as a coke bottle, to boot!

		We began shedding our suits at the same time, keeping pace with each other. Eleanor beat us to total nudity easily enough, unclasping her gown, unzipping it, and stepping out of it.

		She kicked out of her high heels and sat down on the bed to wriggle out of her pantyhose. Standing back up as the two of us males were still working on our shirt buttons; she whisked off her panties and undid her bra.

		Brian’s eyes lit up as he saw her naked for the first time. Smiling at her approvingly, he said, “You’re even lovelier than I thought, Eleanor. I’m a lucky man, indeed!”

		Getting paid seventy-five hundred dollars to service that incredible body, you can say that again, buddy! The thought was somewhat bitter, but I stuck by it.

		We both got out of our shoes and undid our belts. The clasps holding our suit trousers were undone; our respective zippers were next. Both sets of pants hit our socks at the same time.

		This was the moment of truth, and I dreaded it. We both hitched our thumbs under our boxers and lifted outward, releasing them at the same moment.

		He was even bigger than I had been expecting! His cock was massive, like some sleeping python lying atop those huge balls!

		“Oh, my,” Eleanor said eagerly.

		I turned and looked at her and knew she was comparing him to those two men who had raped her repeatedly that night. Brian was nearly as thick as the white attacker had been, and nearly as long as the black one. All in all, a very acceptable substitute!

		“Enjoy, pet,” I said, trying to sound magnanimousness and failing miserably.

		I sounded instead like a defeated athlete sourly congratulating the winner of a hard-fought game and I knew it. Eleanor seemed deaf to my insincerity, however.

		She stared, mesmerized, at the escort’s huge manhood as it slowly pumped to full erection. Brian fisted it a couple of times, to help things along, a bemused smile on his handsome face as he realized just how smitten with his size my wife was!

		“Would you like to suck it a little, Eleanor?” He murmured the words to her; then quickly looked up at me and added, “That is f you don’t mind, Edgar?”

		“No, whatever she wants,” I managed to choke out.

		Eleanor sat down on the edge of the mattress again and reached for Brian’s rapidly swelling cock. She looked up at me and I flashed her a sickly little smile of encouragement and motioned for her to grab it.

		“Ooh, it’s so hard!” She cooed out the phrase and stuck her tongue out to lave Brian’s cock head.

		She jerked her tongue away almost as soon as it touched the big head. Eleanor giggled like a naughty schoolgirl and whispered, “So hot; I didn’t expect it to be so hot!”

		Brian waited patiently for her to proceed. The two of them might as well have been alone in that hotel room, for all the attention they were paying me.

		But I didn’t mind. Glancing down at my own untouched manhood, I was hardly startled to find that I was brick-hard and throbbing at the sight of my wife licking and making a fuss over another man’s prick!

		Eleanor soon had his dick head gleaming with a thick coat of her saliva. She made a great show of fitting his cock tip in her mouth and forcing it past her lips.

		Brian moaned slightly and fed her another inch. She took it willingly, and I saw her tongue tip making an obscene little bulge in her hollowed out cheeks as she swirled it around and around Brian’s dick!

		Oh, God help me; she looks so unbelievably sexy, sucking that big cock!

		I couldn’t help my reaction! She did look sexy, and so hot, taking more and more of his gargantuan erection between her lips with each head bob!

		In a matter of moments, more than half of his cock was penetrating Eleanor’s lips with each thrust. Brian silently reached down and showed her how to tilt her head back so that she could take even more of him without gagging.

		My wife proved to be an ardent learner and a fast study. I watched in awe/horror as more and more of his hard on disappeared down her throat. The huge bulge his rampant prick head and shaft caused in her long, elegant neck reminded me of that night, with those two men…

		I hadn’t even noticed that her right hand had strayed to her clitoris, toying with it as she sucked his cock. Looking down now, I saw that her petite pink slit had been transformed into a veritable waterfall of lubricant and that the thick, clear liquid was running down onto the bedspread as she frantically diddled herself while she sucked!

		Unable to restrain myself, I stepped forward, standing right next to Brian, and reached toward her left breast. The normally small nub of her nipple was extended, pulsing with the excitement of behaving this way once again—like an out and out slut!

		Eleanor whined as I touched her nipple with just my fingertips. Her whole body shivered as I took it between my thumb and forefinger and rolled it gently as she sucked cock and masturbated.

		A strange, keening sound filled the suite as she began to come! I smiled down at her, to let her know that it was alright; that she could just cut loose and orgasm like a wild woman, as much as she wanted tonight!

		

		****

		

		“Do it,” she turned her head and demanded over her shoulder vehemently, “fuck me! Fuck me hard with that big cock of yours and make me come again!”

		She went back to giving me the blowjob of a lifetime, slurping loudly, swallowing noisily, as her thick spittle stretched between my balls and her lips, coating both of them. The heavy strands of saliva stretched and broke; reformed themselves, and stretched again.

		Eleanor had been sucking me for the better part of ten minutes, her tongue going wild on me, caressing me, silently begging for my come! I moaned at how delicious that felt, at how sensual and eager she looked, balanced on her hands and knees on the bed, above my upward jutting prick, while Brian ravaged her pussy from behind!

		That pussy was dripping semen; mine, his, we had each come in her more than once at that point, and she had sucked us off and swallowed our loads once so far, too. It was nearing two in the morning, and Eleanor, the tireless sex machine that was now my wife, craved still more!

		Brian was sweating, and I didn’t blame him. He was pounding his massive cock into her insatiable pussy as hard as he could, her big breasts hanging down, jellying and shaking as he fucked her relentlessly.

		I was lost in frenzied shadow world of orgasming pussies, hard cocks, and sucking mouths. Nothing seemed real anymore, except Eleanor’s sweet flesh and her frantic, out her mind with lust, hazel eyes.

		“Oh, oh God, she’s so slick…so hot inside!” Brian gasped at that moment, going as rigid as a statue behind her.

		Quick as a cat, she pulled away from us and turned around, waggling her obscene, jism-dripping pussy at me as she shook her ass, crying out, “Oh, fuck me, darling, please fuck me, while suck Brian off!”

		I was up off the pillows I had been reclining against in an instant, stuffing my cock into her gleaming hole, fucking it; fucking it hard while she dipped her head and captured his ready-to-spurt cock head in her mouth. His eyes rolled back in his head as he started to fill her greedy mouth with come and I almost came, too!

		He had been right. Eleanor’s well-fucked pussy was like an oven inside, and our shared come had made it impossibly slippery and clingy as well.

		She gurgled as she swallowed his steamy outpouring and I felt her cunt begin to suck at me as I fucked her. My cock was gliding into her slick folds right across her clit and she began to buck beneath me and drive her ass back onto me as I took her.

		It was all too much for me. I began to spurt into her, too, my balls all but drained. A few meager jets of semen left my rutting cock head, but the pulses of pleasure my orgasm generated were as great as if I had gushed an ocean of spunk into her recesses!

		The three of us fell together, panting and laughing. I felt very close to Brian by now, and I didn’t resent his presence in the bed at all anymore.

		In fact, I welcomed it. Eleanor might well have fucked me to death without him being there!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

		That Weekend, At Home

		

		I woke up in the hotel suite at ten that morning. Eleanor was lying next to me on her tummy, nude, her body coated with drying spunk.

		It was all over her; still oozing out of her violated pussy, smeared across her ass—I didn’t recall anything anal going on last night, but I might have been wrong—and up onto her lower back. I thought I remembered Brian pulling out just as he came once, and spewing semen up onto her back as his mighty cock came and came, clutched between her ass cheeks.

		A memory from four this morning flashed into my head. The two of them, Eleanor and Brian, were right next to me, fucking.

		She had been on her back beneath him and he was powering that monster dick of his downward, into her pussy. The shaking of the bed was what had awakened me from a deep, dreamless sleep.

		I had just lain there, watching them, entranced by the sight of his powerful cock splitting her open again and again. Any lingering jealousy I might have been harboring was long gone by then, and I remember marveling at how right they looked together; he the epitome of maleness, she like some Greek goddess, being ravaged by a god.

		He had made her come, of course, and I had drifted back to sleep, smiling at her pleasure…

		“Are you going to divorce me?”

		Her voice sounded so tiny, so fearful as it started me out of my reverie and brought me back into the moment. I looked over and saw that she was now awake, her big hazel eyes fearful and frightened-looking as she gazed at me.

		“You silly goose, why would I do that,” said, reaching for her.

		I crushed her jism smeared body next to mine and kissed her. Vaguely, I tasted something salty and definitely male on her lips and knew that it was either Brian’s come or mine.

		But I didn’t let that deter me. I plunged my tongue into her mouth, where the briny taste grew immediately stronger.

		We kissed like that, intimately, passionately, for long moments. At last, we broke apart for air.

		She was smiling tentatively at me. I brushed her disheveled strawberry blonde hair away from her forehead with my left hand and asked her softly, “Why on earth would you think that I wanted to divorce you, especially after last night. You were magnificent, darling!”

		She giggled, clearly embarrassed by her own wanton behavior, and murmured, “I was a slut…an utter tramp with him…with you…with both of you, all night long!”

		“So, wasn’t that the point of last night’s little experiment in debauchery?” I asked.

		Eleanor cast her eyes downward and whispered, “I guess so, but I was so bad! It was as if I lost all control!”

		“Again, you were supposed to,” I chided her like a pouty schoolgirl, “that was the idea, wasn’t it?”

		She didn’t answer for the longest time. At last, she said in a soft voice, “I was really afraid you might want to divorce me, after the way I behaved.”

		I asked her again why I would ever react that way. In truth, I suspected that I had enjoyed last night almost as much as she had.

		“Because I was so slutty with the both of you last night!”

		I put my index finger under her chin and raised it, until she was looking me in the eye once more. She offered me a tiny smile and I felt myself falling in love with her all over again.

		“Don’t you know men love sluts?” I asked her.

		“They may love to sleep with them, but they don’t want to be married to them,” she insisted, “or so the general wisdom goes.”

		“The general wisdom is wrong again,” I said, holding her even closer. “I love you now more than ever, after seeing once again what a wild woman I’m married to!”

		She blushed and couldn’t meet my gaze. Eleanor sighed, “You’re crazy, Edgar, do you know that?”

		“I’m crazy about you,” I whispered, my morning-wood inspired cock hard against her belly.

		Eleanor looked down in surprise and said, “You can’t want more sex! Not after all that we did last night; you can’t want more sex this morning!”

		“And yet I do,” I said, grinning, rolling her over onto her back.

		“At least let me shower first,” she protested as I notched my hard on into her juicy lips. “I’m still so full of…you know…”

		“That’s the way I want you,” I murmured, sheathing myself balls-deep in her overflowing pussy, “sloppy fifteenths, that’s what I like the best!”

		It was hard to laugh and fuck at the same time, but somehow, we managed…

		

		****

		

		When we got back to our place, it was a little past noon. We ate a quick breakfast in the kitchen and then went hand and hand up the stairs and right to bed.

		Both of us had showered at the Hilton, and we didn’t bother with pajamas. Nude, we fell into bed together; our bodies tightly entwined around each other, and slept the sleep of the totally unrighteous until early evening.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I’m starving,” I said when I finally awoke in my wife’s arms at six-thirty that Saturday evening. “Do you want to get dressed and go out somewhere for dinner?”

		“That sounds like too much work,” Eleanor murmured. “I’ll fix us something here in a little while.”

		I cuddled closer to her and reveled in her feel, her beauty, and—I must confess, how wicked she had been last night—saying, “You, Madame, are so naughty I can barely believe it! Don’t tell me you can cook, too?”

		She laughed and tousled my hair. Smiling at me, she said, “Cooking is only one of my many talents. I’m better at sex, but I can hold my own with most women in the kitchen!”

		We chortled together for long seconds. Her face grew serious, and she asked me, “How do really feel…about last night, I mean?”

		I gave that some thought before I answered. Finally, I said, “I was quite nervous at first. I found Brian’s huge cock to be very intimidating at the start of the evening.”

		“And later,” she quizzed me?

		“I was very much okay with it as the evening wore on,” I said.

		Flashing her a devilish smile, I continued, “As were you, pet, as I recall.”

		Eleanor laughed guiltily and admitted, “I was! The first time he fucked me with that monster, I was so nervous!”

		She looked at me and shrugged, saying, “I suppose you could say I got used to it over the course of the evening.”

		Now it was my turn to laugh and I did. When I finished, I said chidingly, “That you did, darling; that you did!”

		Her whole body shook with guilty giggles. She said, “I went crazy over how big he was, at how that huge thing never seemed to go down, no matter how many times I made him come!”

		I nodded agreement, saying, “That part was sort of awesome, even I will admit that!”

		She thought about that for a moment, and then said, “You know what was the best part of last night, as far as I’m concerned?”

		“Brian’s huge cock and his seemingly endless stamina,” I guessed?

		She hit me playfully with her pillow and said, “No, silly, although that was pretty impressive, I’ll have to admit.”

		Eleanor took my arm under the covers and whispered, “It was that you were there, watching me act like that with him; joining in, making it great for me!”

		“Oh, I think Brian was perfectly capable of making it great for you, all by himself,” I teased her.

		“No, really, I mean it,” she insisted, moving closer to me. “The fact that you were in that bed with us was what made it an out-of-this-world experience for me!”

		She went on to say, “Brian is an excellent lover, don’t get me wrong; his body and the way he looks, and his unreal cock all contributed. He could make any woman’s night fantastic. But knowing that you were there, seeing what I did, how naughty I was with him…that made all the difference, somehow!”

		Eleanor reached for my dick and found it to be—somewhat miraculously—semi-hard. She stroked it and whispered, “And this sweet cock of yours helped make it a memorable evening, too. It was always there when I needed it last night. You’re quite the stud yourself, Edgar-darling!”

		In no time, we were making love again for possibly the dozenth time that weekend. And there was no end in sight!

		

		****

		

		It was nearly nine when we climbed back into bed after a quick dinner of warmed up left overs and a bottle of excellent Chablis. I was sure the torrid sex between us was at an end; poor Eleanor must be sore, for one thing, after taking Brian’s cock all night last night, along with my lesser one.

		We doffed our bathrobes and fell into bed naked once again. She was again snuggled against me.

		It seemed so natural to sleep this way. I felt so close to her; perhaps closer than I had during all our marriage, up until then.

		“I think I want to do that again,” she whispered, “with Brian, I mean. I felt so comfortable with him after a while; like we had been lovers for a long time, not just a few hours.”

		I wasn’t particularly surprised to hear her say that. I had suspected that she would want to sample Brian’s formidable cock again, perhaps regularly, in addition to mine, of course.

		The fact didn’t even upset me. The three of us had achieved a level of rapport I would never have believed possible by the time the evening was over.

		“When?” was the only question I asked.

		“Soon; not next weekend, but soon,” she answered.

		She drew her head away from the pillow and gazed at me with those huge hazel eyes of hers as she asked, “It doesn’t make you jealous, does it, my wanting to see Brian again?”

		“Not if I get to be there,” I answered truthfully.

		“Oh, that’s a given,” she murmured, cuddling into me, whispering in my ear.

		Her tongue came out and licked my earlobe and a tremor of renewed lust shot through me. I could scarcely believe it, but my cock started to get hard once more, as I thought of the three of us once again in some hotel suite!

		“I think I want to try anal with him, even though he’s huge,” she breathed into my ear.

		Instantly, my dick was rock hard! I turned and looked at her incredulously.

		She smiled a naughty little smile and whispered, “He was playing with my bottom one time, while we fucked—I think you were dozing—and he asked me if I liked it.”

		Did she, I wondered? We’d never done that, I was sure of that, but my wife was turning out to be a wilder girl than I’d ever imagined her to be. Perhaps some old boyfriend back in high school, or in college, before I’d met her had persuaded her to experiment…?

		“I’ve never done that before,” she said, quieting my suspicions, “and if I’m going to do it with him, I want to try it with you first.”

		My pulse quickened and I suddenly had trouble catching a full breath. She said, “I only have one cherry left to give away, and I want my handsome husband to have it. Not some paid lover!”

		“W-When do you want to do this?” I managed to stammer.

		“Sometime tomorrow, I think,” she breathed into my ear. “I want you to rest up and recharge these first.”

		I felt her fingernails on my balls and my cock jerked uncontrollably. The impossible thought that I needed to come again—after all the sex I’d had last night and today, mind you—crossed my mind.

		“Oh, I can see you’re concerned about this, darling,” she said, moving her hand up from my nuts to my throbbing shaft.

		“Don’t worry,” she assured me as she slid downward and pulled the bedcovers back at the same time. “I’m going to take care of that right now. Just relax and enjoy it.”

		Her lips closed over my cock head and I sighed contentedly. I had the wife I’d always dreamed of having in bed with me right now!

		Eleanor began to suck and I just relaxed, as she had suggested, and let it happen!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Something New

		

		“You…you promise you won’t hurt me?” She asked in a quavering voice.

		I was poised at the brink of her lubed up anus, my cock equally shiny with sex lubricant. Moments before, she had been begging for this, but now she was suddenly apprehensive.

		“I most certainly won’t,” I assured her, rubbing my cock head against her gaped-open rear entrance. “Besides, Brian is nearly twice as thick as I am. How are you going to take him, if you can’t take me?”

		“He’s a professional,” she grinned at me playfully, shivering as I toyed with her clit while sliding my slick cock against her nether hole.

		She had me there. I had done this with exactly one girl, once before, and that had been six years ago, at a frat party, and both the girl and I had been drunk out of our minds. I barely remembered it!

		I probably wouldn’t have recalled it all, except that it was anal sex. And I hadn’t had anal before.

		The girl, as I hazily recollected, had been a cute little brunette. She’d an exquisite ass, probably her best feature, and she’d been an anal devotee, and it was she who suggested that we do it that way.

		Of course, I’d said yes readily enough. I hadn’t had enough to drink so that my dick wouldn’t get hard, and the sight of her lush little body, all naked and waiting in one of the frat brother’s beds, had been all the impetus I’d needed.

		She had lubed up her own asshole up and had let me claim her cute pussy for a little while before she’d flipped over onto her tummy and waggled her slickened ass invitingly in front of me. She may have had anal quite often before, but her butt was still tight and warm and clingy as I’d bottomed out in it.

		The anonymous girl at the frat kegger had showed me how to reach under her and tease her clit while I’d butt-fucked her. I hadn’t lasted long—it had been just too erotic too taboo an act, and she’d been snug and slick and so very willing that I’d lost control after about three minutes of the thrilling anal penetration—but I hadn’t had to, as it had turned out.

		The girl that night had a quick trigger, too. She came, screaming and thrashing about as I erupted deep in her ass.

		I’d passed out in the bed after that, as had she. The mystery girl had awakened before I did and slipped out of the frat house and just vanished.

		My subsequent few girlfriends--before I’d met and started to date Eleanor exclusively--had said a polite “no” to anal sex whenever I’d broached the subject with them. I had never even brought up the possibility of anal with my fiancé and later my wife. She had been too chaste, too unspoiled, as far as I was concerned to even raise the topic with her.

		Not that the idea had never crossed my mind: Eleanor’s ass was as exquisite as the rest of her. But up until now, it had been strictly off limits.

		But here she was, her nether opening gaped wide from penetration by two of my fingers as we’d made out furiously. I’d sucked her nipples and toyed with her clitoris as I had lubed her, and she’d been out of her mind with the need to come!

		I pressed the slickened head of my cock against her anus and it fluttered around me. Eleanor moaned and leaned back slightly, driving my prick tip through her sphincter muscles and into her hitherto forbidden opening.

		“Oh, oh, it feels so odd back there,” she sighed as I forced another two inches of cock up her ass.

		I reached around and tugged at her left breast as it dangled down, concentrating on her semi-erect nipple. She sighed with pleasure and, encouraged, I brought my right hand around under her and found her wet gash.

		“Ooh, that feels so wicked!” She crooned out the words as I slid two more inches of dick into her while toying with her nipple and her clit.

		I bottomed out in her ass. She felt my pubic hair up against her once virgin butt cheeks and moaned.

		“Oh, all of it,” she murmured, “I’ve got all of you inside me, darling!”

		I had been reading up on anal sex in preparation for this little experiment. Because of that, I didn’t start fucking her right away.

		Instead, I stirred my buried dick in her anal recesses and continued my foreplay with her nipple and clit, giving her time to adjust to having me in her. She cooed with rising bliss and said, “Oh, Edgar, you’re so good at this! Why didn’t you ever want to do this to me before?”

		I shuddered and whispered, “Oh, but I did want to. But you were a different girl then; not as prone to sexual adventures as you are now.”

		Her laughter was light, like silvery bells floating through the bedroom. She looked back at me over her shoulder and gave me a saucy little wink, saying, “But I’ve changed. Now I’m your little hotwife, aren’t I, dear?”

		My cock glided nearly out of her; then slowly eased back in. She shivered with excitement, and I felt both her clit and her breast jerk beneath my touch.

		“Yes,” I whispered hotly, “you’re red-hot now, aren’t you, darling? Hot for cock, no matter where it goes in that delightful body of yours!”

		Eleanor’s hazel eye were half hidden between drooping lids as she murmured, “Oh, God, yes; I’m a slut. Fuck your slut, Edgar, fuck her right up the ass and get her off!”

		I drew my hard dick nearly out of her clingy sheath again and plunged it back in, hard! She groaned and her eyes closed entirely before she turned her head around and looked straight ahead once more.

		We fucked furiously after that, almost as if we were doing it doggie style and I was in her pussy, not her ass. She shook her bottom for me and worked it onto my sliding cock as if she couldn’t get enough of it.

		I tweaked her nipple more firmly and diddled her clit at the same time. She was leaking pussy juice onto my fingers at a fevered pace.

		Eleanor was mewling and cooing, close to orgasm already. I increased my already frantic hip thrusting.

		Her ass felt so damn great around my cock! It wasn’t nearly as juicy as her pussy, but it was even snugger, more gripping as I fucked her.

		She was keening now, poised on the brink of a spectacular orgasm--her first ever anal climax—and I was determined to make it memorable for her.

		I needn’t have worried about that, as it turned out. Eleanor whipped her head around at that moment and begged me to: “Come it me, Edgar, come in my ass and I’ll go off so hard!”

		I may have orgasmed harder than I did at that moment, but for the life of me, I couldn’t say when! A deluge of spunk rocketed out of my gliding cock and into the depths of her bowels!

		Eleanor squealed, as if my hot come was burning her anal lining, and began to shiver uncontrollably. I felt her pussy squirt against my fingers and her asshole clamped so tight around my prick I couldn’t even move it for long moments.

		“Oh, it feels so…different!” She whined in utter ecstasy.

		She had dropped onto her elbows—her slender arms had shivered and just collapsed as she started to come—but her ass was still elevated, giving me a perfect path into it. I yanked my spurting cock free of her inner grasp and fucked my spunk into her hard, drawing a fresh wave of ‘oooohs’, ‘ahhs’, and coos of pure pleasure as her body trembled beneath me.

		I hadn’t known I had that large a load of semen built up, since we fucked almost daily, but apparently I did. My nuts emptied into her butt for almost a full minute, I’d guess. And it was one of the most explosive shared orgasms either of us had ever experienced!

		

		****

		

		“I’m a little angry with you,” she said while she was stretched out languidly next to me on the mattress, as if she was some sort of a jungle cat waking up from a long nap in the sunlight.

		“Why?”

		She flashed me a devilish grin and said softly, “If anal sex is that great, why didn’t you do that to me on our wedding night? Just think all the opportunities we’ve missed!”

		I laughed and reached over and tousled her long strawberry blonde locks, saying, “A lot of girls aren’t even interested in trying that. They think it’s messy and yucky and that it will be painful as well.”

		“A lot of girls don’t know what the fuck they’re talking about,” my sensual, daredevil wife purred, using the word “fuck” casually in a sentence to see if she could get a rise out of me, I knew.

		When I did nothing but smile back, she scooted closer and wrapped her arms around my neck, pressing her big, naked breasts into my chest as she murmured, “Besides, they don’t have a crazy-sexy husband to show them how to do it, like I do, lucky me!”

		“No,” I said, drawing her in for the passionate kiss I knew was coming, “lucky me!”

		We did it all again, and while the second ass-fuck wasn’t quite as thrilling as the first, we both came like people who had taken leave of their senses. Afterward, I asked her if her ass was sore, from all of that unfamiliar penetration.

		“No, not a bit,” she assured me, running her hand through my hair while staring into my eyes lovingly. “Your cock feels so good back there; almost as natural as it feels in my pussy, darling.”

		I had a deliciously nasty thought and I shared it with her immediately, saying, “I bet Brian’s prick won’t be quite as easy for you to take, anally speaking.”

		Her hazel eyes brightened and she said, “Probably not, I bet he’ll really be a challenge for my poor little ass the first time.”

		She snuggled closer to me and whispered, “I’ve been looking at a lot of porn on the web lately. I think I want to try what they call in the porn world a DP, a double penetration. I’m thinking Brian up my pussy and you up my ass, both at the same time!”

		Against all odds, my cock began to stiffen once again as I pictured that. I whispered, “How about Brian up your ass and me up your pussy, just for variety’s sake?”

		I had been kidding, of course. To my shock, Eleanor thought about that for long moments and then said quite seriously, “We’ll have to see. He may be too big for that to work, but we’ll just have to see…”

		

		****

		

		We wanted to book our next adventure with Brian right away, but we soon learned the one of the constraints of the male escort business. Brian didn’t work every night.

		He couldn’t. Though young and vital, he was limited by the capacity of his huge nuts to replenish their expended semen.

		While many of his partners didn’t require a huge gush of come to assure them that he’d been turned on enough by them to orgasm, many did. Even though he wore condoms with most of them, making a large ejaculation a moot point—few of them examined the used rubber to assure themselves that he had come hard as a result of their couplings—but he still liked to give his clients their money’s worth.

		So he only worked a few times a week. This meant he could easily be booked weeks in advance and that turned out to be the case when Eleanor called him to reserve another session.

		Our first meeting with him had been a fluke. A regular client had called and cancelled out for that Friday, just before we had called.

		It seemed her husband had sprung an unexpected vacation trip on her from out of the blue, and she couldn’t very well tell him to go screw himself, that she had an appointment with her gigolo! Eleanor made the best of it, and booked a night with him two weeks from now, but that was the best she was able to do.

		We talked about trying some of the other escorts featured on the Discreet Escorts webpage, but in the end, we both agreed that we’d feel more at ease with Brian as the second man in the bedroom when Eleanor tried double penetration for the first time.

		She did, however, linger over some of the head shots of the other studs-for-hire. Gazing up from her laptop like a naughty teenage girl, crushing on the latest flavor-of-the-month teen heartthrob, she asked “What do you think of this guy? He’s cute, and it says he’s got enough cock to assure a lady’s pleasure, all night long!”

		I laughed contemptuously and said, “That may mean he’s my size, but that he fancies himself a cocksman anyway.”

		Eleanor looked up at me and smiled, “I’m certainly not complaining about your capabilities, darling. You make me come really hard all of the time!”

		I will have to admit, my chest puffed out slightly when she said that. Everyman likes to think of himself as a more than adequate lover in his wife’s eyes…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Literary Excitement

		

		It was a few days after Eleanor had booked Brian for a second go-round. We still had the better part of a two week wait on our hands, but I supposed we could always make do by tantalizing each other with memories of the abduction and that first threesome with Brian.

		I came home at the usual time, just after six, and found Eleanor in the kitchen, just finishing up dinner. She was wearing a frilly apron such as a naughty French Maid might wear, a pair of stiletto black high heels, and nothing else but a teasing little smile!

		“Julia Child must be rolling over in her grave,” I said with a leer, ogling her big breasts peeking out from behind the apron as she crossed the room to greet me with a kiss.

		“What, you don’t like my outfit?”

		I laughed and scooped her into my arms, pressing her loosely-rolling breasts against my chest and slipping my tongue into her mouth as we kissed. She surprised me by walloping me across the ass with a big wooden spoon she held in her right hand.

		As I let go of her, she grinned and said, “Bad boy; dinner’s almost ready. I wouldn’t want it to burn just because we were fooling around and forgot about it.”

		“We could always go out and grab something to eat if that happened,” I countered, advancing on her again.

		She waved the spoon about and I stopped in my tracks as she said, “I hardly think I’m dressed to go out, do you?”

		“Depends on where we went,” I said, smiling.

		

		****

		

		I knew from her apron-only get up that tonight was going to be a play night, but I hadn’t yet managed to suss out what had inspired her French Maid fantasy. We sat in the dining room, eating the wonderful soufflé she had concocted and drinking a light, well-chilled Chablis.

		She still wore only the apron and her high heels, and my cock was semi-stiff beneath my suit trousers. Eleanor smiled coyly at me over the rim of her wine glass.

		“What did you do today?” I asked her, finishing my meal and reaching for my own wine glass. “What’s this new look in kitchen attire all about?”

		“I was a very naughty girl today, I’m afraid,” she said teasingly, draining her wine and pouring another glass for herself. She reached over and topped my glass off, too, before returning the bottle to its ice bucket.

		“Oh, and what did you do?” I asked the question, my heart beating faster.

		Had she jumped the gun, and found another man to fuck while I was at work. All sorts of big, rough plumber and handsome new pool boy scenarios flitted through my mind.

		I was jealous, but I was also turned on by the thought of her sweating beneath some sleazy Latin pool boy type, or on her hands and knees in front of some sort of redneck plumber with a huge cock and grease under his nails. She smiled at me and said, “I looked up ‘hotwife’ on the net again today.”

		I raised my eyebrows but said nothing, knowing she had done this before. It was where the idea to hire Brian had come from, after all.

		“Instead of just browsing through the first couple of pages of entries, I went six or seven pages into it this time,” she said, still smiling that coy little smile.

		“I found this site, called Goodreads, which had something like seventy novels about hotwives listed, so I checked a couple of them out,” her hazel eyes glittered like a pair of gem stones as she said, “The very first one was by a guy named Kenny Wright, and it was called Just Watch Me.”

		Her voice took on a husky, excited tone that I had never heard her employ before when discussing novels as she continued, “It had, like, a bunch of customer reviews—way more than any of the other books—so I got curious. I looked it up in the Amazon Kindle Store and read part of the first chapter and it was so hot!”

		She stood up from the dining room table and took off the apron. Now wearing only her black high heels she struck a model’s pose, one hand on her hip, and her hip shifted slightly.

		With her free hand, she crooked her index finger at me as she whispered, “Let’s go up to the bedroom now, darling, and I’ll tell you the rest of it.”

		Mesmerized, I followed along two steps behind her. I didn’t really want to catch up, because in my current position, I was perfectly situated to watch her beautiful little ass twitch and jiggle up the stairs in front of my eyes!

		When we got inside the master bedroom, I saw that the black vibrator was lying atop the bed, as was her Kindle, and that the spread had been very messed up. She saw me looking at the suggestive scene and shrugged, as she said, “What can I say? That book really got me going; I Jilled my pussy off, like, four times while I was reading it, and I’m only halfway through it!”

		“That must be some book,” I said, taking off my suit coat and then my necktie.

		She watched me strip off my clothes, kicking out of the high heels. Eleanor waited until I was down to my socks and my boxers before saying, “I thought that we could read it together for a while. I think you’re going to like it!”

		My wife filled me in on the story thus far, about an average guy named Dean, who had some sort of sales job and was making some sales calls in Hawaii. His beautiful blonde wife Danielle takes some of the vacation time she had coming and accompanies him.

		The two of them have been married quite a while—they are both still in their thirties, however—and they have taken to playing what they regard as a harmless little wife-watching game. She goes into a bar and pretends not to be with her husband, or to even know him.

		And he watches as guys try to score with her. Then they go back to their hotel room and fuck like a couple of teenagers, excited beyond belief by the situation, and all of the guys that have hit on Danielle.

		This time in Hawaii proves different. She meets a guy who she really likes and he is very into her at the same time. Dean and her fuck as they normally do; but Sandy, the other man, has asked her to lunch tomorrow and Dean urges her to take their normal game a bit further and to accept his offer.

		I really liked the danger involved in Dean’s encouraging his wife to expand the normal rules of their little game. He realizes that Danielle has a strong attraction to big, handsome Sandy, and yet he wants her to be alone with him.

		My cock got hard as we passed the Kindle back and forth, each reading several pages before we traded off again. Sure enough, Danielle eventually fucks Sandy, with Dean’s approval and blessing—even thought jealousy is tearing him apart at the same time—and then she comes back to their room and tells him all about it.

		I felt for Dean, after the other night with Brian! The only difference between us was that I had seen my wife fuck her lover; he only got to hear about it!

		When we reached the part of the book where Dean gets to actually see Danielle riding Sandy’s big cock, we both were so horny that we cast the book aside and fucked long and hard instead. I was thinking about the book, about Brian’s huge cock entering Eleanor again and again, and about the abduction, and those two studs banging my wife’s brains loose!

		I can only guess what Eleanor was thinking about as we fucked, but I’m guessing her thoughts were running along the same lines as mine! I can say that it was a spectacular bout of love-making between the two of us, and both of us came like crazy people!

		“Man, this guy is good!” I wheezed out the comment as I caught my breath after our steamy coupling.

		“Do you see why I masturbated four times, while reading the first part?”

		I grinned at Eleanor and picked up the discarded Kindle once more. I started to read aloud…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, that’s one of the best books I’ve ever read,” Eleanor sighed as she read the Epilogue and we finished the book.

		“Well, it’s not exactly Wuthering Heights, when it comes to literary value, but I sure enjoyed it way more than anything I read in English IB,” I said, smiling over at her.

		“I could tell,” Eleanor smiled back, “I doubt you’d pause to fuck me three times if we’d have actually been reading Emily Bronte instead of Kenny Wright.

		“Does he have any more books out?”

		“I intend to check on Amazon tomorrow. Maybe I’ll try a few of the other authors listed on that Goodreads site as well,” Eleanor said.

		And she did just that. When I came rushing home the next night, I was treated to the sight of my wife in a new frilly apron and nothing else but a pair of red high heels this time.

		Again, we ate rapidly in the dining room. She had whipped up another gourmet repast for us—which I enjoyed along with the fruity Beaujolais she served it with—but I couldn’t tell you to this day what the meal consisted of.

		Eleanor announced that she had discovered the erotic fiction of someone named Ben Boswell today. He was a friend and protégé of Kenny Wright and Eleanor had bought several of his books and skimmed through them this afternoon.

		I asked her how many times she had used her vibrator today and she glanced down at the table and admitted to “three, so far.” But allowed as how she hadn’t read this Ben in depth much!

		Needless to say, we went right upstairs again after dinner. I followed along two steps behind her once more, so I could enjoy the exquisite view of my naked wife ascending the stair right ahead of me!

		My cock was already hard as I got the last of my clothes off. She had several of this newly discovered author’s books on her Kindle, and we chose The Surrogate Master at random, intrigued by the slightly BDSM overtones of the cover, with its handcuffs and black gloves on the female model.

		

		****

		

		“Inappropriate men,” shouted Eleanor as I fucked her hard in the ass.

		I had beaten her violated butt cheeks red with the same wooden cooking spoon she had whacked me with yesterday, after reading about the Surrogate Master, doing the same to Rachael, the heroine of the book, to discipline her. It seemed Rachael, the young Jewish wife of her gentile husband had always…’had a thing’ for ‘inappropriate men’, every since she had been eighteen.

		She couldn’t keep her hands off them, or theirs off her. Rachael could go months or even years without succumbing to her vice, but when she did, she was insatiable until she had satisfied her craving for inappropriate behavior!

		Her husband, Max, is naturally in a quandary when he at last learns what is driving his wife’s infidelity. She clearly has deep-seated problems and there is going to be no quick fix.

		They try talking it out, counseling, and role playing to address their problem—all to no avail. It isn’t until they turn to a quirky outsider with dubious credentials that a resolution is reached.

		This surrogate, Tommy, not only makes Rachael give him a complete blowjob right in front of her husband when they initially meet, and fucks her as he watches, he beats the wife’s cute ass with a wooden spoon until she is screaming for mercy! Eleanor’s reaction to these hot scenes was a revelation to us both!

		She was always a wild woman when I fucked her in the ass, but tonight she was extra-crazy. Eleanor shook her pummeled, beaten butt for me and begged me to fuck her harder, deeper!

		We both came shrieking like banshees and I was glad our nearest neighbor’s house was as far away as it was. The truly explosive sex we enjoyed together that night made sure that Ben Boswell was firmly installed in our growing pantheon of much admired erotic authors!

		Over the weekend, we discovered Max Sebastian and Kirsten McCurran, two other members of Kenny Wright’s small cadre of really accomplished erotic authors. By Monday, both of us were totally hooked on reading everything this small group had written.

		We read them aloud, passing the Kindle back and forth. Eleanor sucked my cock while I read; I ate her pussy while she did the honors. When we’d finish a part that demanded more, we’d throw down the Kindle and fuck like a pair of maniacs!

		

		****

		

		“I have a club luncheon downtown today,” Eleanor said when I left the house Monday morning. “But then I’m hurrying right back to see if I can find any new authors we haven’t discovered yet!”

		I laughed at her eagerness and said, “Okay, but no using that vibrator until you are too weak in the knees to even get out of bed. Save some pussy for your husband, alright?”

		She giggled and shoved me out the door leading to the garage, saying, “You know I can’t read that stuff without taking matters into my own hands at least a few times, darling!”

		“A few is permitted, but any more than that is just being a pig,” I called back to her.

		Eleanor stuck her tongue out at me and closed the door. Still laughing, I started my Porsche Cayenne and back out of the garage.

		I had come close to purchasing a few of those books myself, but I hadn’t let on to Eleanor that I had almost done so. I had fantasized about locking the door to my office, downloading some page-turner by Kenny or Ben or one of the others and slowly stroking myself off as I read.

		The only thing that had stopped me was thoughts of Eleanor. Why beat off, no matter how hot the subject matter I was using to stimulate my imagination, when I had a veritable sex goddess waiting for me at home, half naked and hot to trot?

		Besides, this Friday night was round two with Brian, at last. I had to keep some semen in my balls for that; now didn’t I?

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Brian, Again

		

		The second time we met Brian in the bar for drinks, I felt much more at ease than I had the first time. I knew what to expect and I found myself looking forward to it immensely, rather than half dreading it, the way I had the first time.

		I greeted him warmly, shaking his hand and asking how he’d been as we sat down. Eleanor smiled at him as if he was a particularly well wrapped, alluring present and it was Christmas morning!

		As the three of us sat sipping our drinks—a gin martini for me, white wine for Eleanor, and club soda with a twist for abstainer Brian—I felt ready. I had spoken to my doctor midweek and had obtained a prescription for both Viagra and something that was supposed to double semen production.

		I had lied to him and said that Eleanor and I were having a slight problem in the bedroom; a lack of ability to perform on my part. He knew Eleanor socially and I think he had trouble believing that, but he gave me the prescriptions anyway, after a thorough examination, during which he pronounced me “fit as a fiddle” as far a having sex went.

		Tonight, I intended to prove him right. Eleanor again looked utterly ravishing in another new gown—a blue one this time--with a plunging neckline and a slit up one thigh. Her hair was piled up artfully on top of her head, and I couldn’t wait to see it lying disheveled from many bouts of randy sex with the two of us by morning!

		“We have some surprises in store for you tonight, Brian,” she promised him, finishing up her white wine.

		She’d had four glasses of wine with our early dinner at home, and this made her second one here, at the bar. I knew she was feeling just a bit nervous about tonight—the anal sex with Brian’s huge cock, and the planned DP’s, if that went alright—and she clearly wanted to get loose before we went upstairs.

		I remembered what Brian had said about Viagra working better without alcohol, but the directions for use had stated that a bit of alcohol was alright, and I was slightly nervous about participating in a DP with Brian as well. I ordered us three more drinks when the cocktail waitress rejoined us moments later, and took the little blue pill surreptitiously, with the dregs of my previous cocktail as we awaited our refills.

		The stuff worked better than I had ever hoped, unfortunately. By the time our drinks came and we had started in on them, my prick was already half hard, just thinking about what was going to happen upstairs, in the suite we had reserved for tonight.

		I grimaced as I imagined the embarrassment of walking out of the crowded Hilton bar with an obvious erection in my suit pants. All during the rest of our little pre-sex tête-à-tête, I was forced to concentrate on willing my hard on away temporarily!

		

		****

		

		Once we were up in the suite—I had succeeded in banishing my unwanted wood sufficiently to beat a hasty retreat out of the bar and into the elevator with Eleanor and Brian—my wife opened her purse and handed the escort a plain white envelope. He tucked it away in the inside pocket of his jacket just as he had last time, and we all proceeded to get naked.

		Eleanor slipped a tube of sex lubricant out of her purse and tossed it on the bed just before shedding her gown and kicking out of her shoes. Brian saw her do it and smiled slyly.

		He said, as he got out of his boxers, “Does that mean what I think it means, Eleanor, you little vixen, you?”

		She smiled shyly at him and nodded, “I think I want to try anal with you tonight, if you don’t mind.”

		“Not at all,” he said softly, checking out her bare ass eagerly, “I’ll be looking forward to it.”

		She raised her eyes and looked right into his as she said, “I might even want to try a DP—a double penetration—with you and Edgar tonight, if you’re up for it that is.”

		He raised an eyebrow in surprise and nodded that he was, indeed. She said simply, “Edgar and I have been doing some…I guess you could call it research since last we saw you. We want to get really wild tonight. There’s an extra thousand in your envelop, in order to make that happen.”

		Again, his eyebrow rose as he said, “Just how wild are we talking?”

		“Surprise me,” she whispered, going up onto her tiptoes to kiss him on the mouth, “you can do whatever you want with me tonight, and I know I’ll love it. And Edgar won’t mind, will you, dear?”

		“No,” I croaked as she tongue-kissed him eagerly and I watched his big hands roam all over my wife’s naked body, “I won’t mind at all.”

		My cock was harder than I’d ever felt it before. That Viagra was working wonders, so far; that and the fact that Brian’s big dick was as hard as mine against Eleanor’s sleek belly and I knew that soon enough it would be inside her sopping cunt!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, God, just like that!” She screamed out the words and I was glad for the Hilton’s great sound-proofing.

		She was on her back, and Brian was driving his swollen manhood balls-deep in her pussy. His big nut sac was bouncing off her tight little ass cheeks with each penetration and Eleanor was loving it!

		“I’d forgotten how big you were, how deep you went inside me,” she cooed, looking up at him raptly. “Oh, fuck me hard, Brian, and make me come. I need it so badly right now!”

		He grunted and increased his stroke. Eleanor’s lush body was bouncing up off the mattress, he was pummeling her so hard, but she didn’t seem to mind at all!

		She looked over at me and smiled beatifically, reveling in the fucking her paid lover was giving her. I smiled back, not as into it as she was, obviously, but quite alright with it.

		We were getting our money’s worth. Brian was banging the shit out of her, and that’s what we were paying him to do, after all.

		“Oh, fuck, Edgar, he feels so good in me!” She moaned out the message and I nodded, trying to smile as if I thought that was as wonderful as she did.

		“He…he’s going to make me come so great!”

		Again, I nodded, stroking my own rock-hard penis and watching intently. She gasped all at once and started to orgasm.

		Eleanor clung to him as he continued to nail her to the mattress. She wailed and sobbed and rubbed her clit against his ravaging cock shaft as he took her.

		At the height of her climax, she looked over at me and mouthed the words, Thank you, darling, so much for this!

		I managed to grin at her, as if watching another man make her come this hard was as pleasurable for me as it was for her. She shivered through her release and slowly came back to earth.

		“Oh, that was good one, Brian,” she sighed as he slipped his still hard cock out of her temporarily sated pussy. “Thank you so much!”

		He smiled modestly down at her and said, “It was my pleasure, Eleanor. I’m here to make that happen for you all night long, after all. It’s my job.”

		“And you’re so good at your job, isn’t he, Edgar-darling?”

		“It looked as if you really got off strongly, dear, and that’s the important thing,” I replied diplomatically.

		“Come here, darling, and let me suck you,” she murmured, staring at my hard cock and then over at his. “Let me suck you both!”

		I lay down beside them on the bed and she got in between Brian and me. Like a bee busily harvesting pollen from two flowers, she flitted back and forth between our up-thrust cocks, licking and sucking noisily.

		At last, she climbed onto Brian’s dick and rode it, while leaning over and sucking me. I grabbed her by her red-blonde tresses and dragged her head upward.

		Out kiss, tinged by traces of both cocks, was explosive. She stared to shiver atop the huge shaft piercing up into her and came, trembling, in my arms as I kissed her and stroked her tongue with mine.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, darling,” she gasped for air when we finally broke apart, “that was so hot! I’m married to such a sexy man!”

		“That was hot,” Brian growled; his dick still hard and buried in my wife’s cunt. “Do him now. I want to kiss you, too!”

		Eleanor scrambled off him and onto me. She slid down on my jutting cock and suddenly I was immersed in her almost liquid pussy.

		She was so wet! I glanced over at Brian’s cock—just verify that I wasn’t getting sloppy seconds—but he clearly still hadn’t come.

		His massive dick stood gleaming with a thick layer of her pussy lube and female jizz, but that didn’t deter Eleanor at all. She leaned over and sucked as much of him into her lips as she could take, eliciting a heavy groan of pure pleasure from our escort friend.

		He let her suck him clean, swallowing big mouthfuls of saliva and her own goo, before he finally emulated me and tugged her off his dick with a big handful of her strawberry blonde hair. Their lips met and I knew their tongues were playing with one another, and I almost came!

		It was so sensual, so incredibly hot, watching my wife kiss another man so avidly while she rode my cock as if it were a bucking bronco. I jammed my prick against her clit even harder and heard her moan into Brian’s mouth!

		A moment later, she pulled her lips from his and sighed, “Oh, Edgar, you’re fucking me so great!”

		She leaned down and sucked his cock again and I reached for her breasts. She cooed around his gliding prick staff as I tweaked her swollen nipples and ground my fucking manhood against her clit with each thrust up into her.

		Brian whispered, sounding as excited as I’ve ever heard him, “That’s it, fuck her! Twist those nipples! Make her come!”

		I felt in that moment that we were really a team, dedicated to getting Eleanor’s pussy off as many times as we could before morning! I banged up into her harder, arching my back, driving my dick in as deeply as I could manage it.

		For a fleeting second, I wished I had equipment the size of Brian’s as I watched most of his mammoth dick disappear into Eleanor’s sucking lips. Her enthusiastic slurps and my cock hammering up into her soupy cunt were the only sounds in the room.

		Brian grabbed a big handful of her hair again and wretched her head off his cock and kissed her furiously. I could see his making an obscene bulge against her cheeks as the kissed and his cock jerked twice.

		He pulled away from her and managed to croak, “I’m coming!”

		Eleanor leaned down and sucked his about-to-spurt cock head into her mouth and laved it with her tongue. Brian screamed and bucked upward beneath her, driving more than half of his length into her mouth as he began to cream her.

		I gasped as I watched her swallow and then swallow again! My cock began to spew out its first load of the night in her clasping pussy and realized that she was coming too!

		The three of us rutted and clung together, until Brian’s nuts and mine had been drained into her eager body, and the last little shiver of ecstasy had pulsed through my wife’s body. She was so limp she almost oozed off us and flopped on her back, a tiny glaze of Brian’s come painting her lower lip.

		She looked over at us as she licked it off and swallowed it, saying, “Now, that was a fuck to remember! I hope it’s just the start of a truly memorable evening!”

		Brian and I looked at each other and sighed, grinning conspiratorially. We high fived, laying flat on our backs…

		

		****

		

		The anal portion of the evening started off with me, ironically. Eleanor had taken a quick shower—just her spunked pussy, really—and had rejoined us in the bedroom.

		Brian and I had cleaned our cocks off with damp washcloths while Eleanor showered, and we lay at the top of the bed on the pillows provided by the Hilton. We had left just enough room between us for my wife when she returned from the bathroom.

		Wordlessly, she wriggled her way between us and flipped over onto her back. I noticed, however, that she was wearing a big smile as she nestled in between us.

		We pounced on her breasts before they had even stopped rolling around on her chest, Brian taking the right one, and I the left. She settled into the pillows and stroked our hair contentedly as we sucked her nipples.

		“Oh, you naughty boys,” she sighed. “That feels so wonderful, to have both of them sucked and tongued at once. The only thing that could make it better was if you nipped at them occasionally with your sharp teeth…and played with my clit while you were doing it, of course.”

		I saw Brian smile as nursed at her breast, and I did the same. In perfect rhythm, we nipped at her soft, pliant spears of flesh and she cooed with enjoyment, stroking our hair even more enthusiastically.

		Brian beat me to her pussy, his big hand snaking down her torso to find her overflowing-with-lubricant slit and ease a finger into her. Eleanor wiggled her hips under his expert stroking and murmured, “Oh, that’s right; finger me, suck me…eat me right up, you two!”

		For the next few minutes, we played with her magnificent body as if we owned it. She was hovering on the brink of another tremendous climax when Brian said, “I’ve got to eat this succulent little pussy! I can’t wait another moment to taste it!”

		As he disengaged from her embrace, she murmured, “Oh, I want to suck your cock again, darling!”

		“Sixty-nine,” I advised him in a whisperer and he nodded.

		I felt somewhat the fool as soon as I had spoken, telling a professional sex worker how to please my wife, but I had just blurted out the words without thinking. But Brian quickly followed my suggestion, turning onto his back, his impressive length sticking straight up above his balls.

		Eleanor was on him instantly, sucking and licked as she gobbled as much of him up as she could force down her throat without gagging. I watched them for long seconds, fisting my own erection, noting with approval how well he was eating her.

		I liked to think I had made great strides in that area, since that awful night in that room, when I’d sat tied to a chair and watched the two rapists show me up so badly. I’d located Eleanor’s g-spot and toyed with it many times now as I’d tongued her clit.

		She loved how I ate her! My wife said I ate pussy like a lesbian!

		Brian wasn’t doing a bad job, either. His tongue was lively and supple around her clit and never stopped moving.

		He had brought his right hand up to slip a finger inside her pussy as he ate it, seeking the fabled g-spot as well. She moaned as he found it, and began to waggle her ass around in search of even more stimulation.

		I was so aroused that I didn’t even think about it; I leaned forward and kissed Eleanor on her ass pucker. She gurgled with excitement around Brian’s sliding cock and I plunged ahead, licked her anus, slipping my tongue tip into it!

		Eleanor went crazy on Brian’s prick! She bucked her hips back, spearing my tongue into her forbidden hole still further; moaning, murmuring deep in her throat as she sucked cock frantically!

		I had often toyed with her butt opening during sex of late. And I had fucked her in the ass at least ten times, much to our mutual enjoyment.

		But I hadn’t ever eaten her back here. And it was so nasty, so thrilling to both of us that I’ll admit to getting carried away.

		My tongue lanced into her asshole as deeply as I could push it! I wriggled it around inside of her, while Brian shoved his into her cunt and did the same!

		“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeh! Wha-what are you dooooooooing to me?” She crooned, raising her head off Brian’s prick for a moment.

		Her pussy was pouring out girl lube! Brian was practically drowning in it; a veritable waterfall of clear, oily liquid poured down into his mouth, and he swallowed it all greedily!

		“Got to fuck this hot little ass,” I murmured out the words, reaching for the tube of sex lube on the nearby nightstand.

		Eleanor whinnied like a mare in heat, shaking her ass for me as I lubed it up, using two fingers to do so. She was nearly out of her mind with excitement, with the need to orgasm again.

		My cock slid into her easily and she groaned in obvious ecstasy as I took her. I fucked her hard, not bothering with niceties like foreplay.

		All three of us were so aroused we could barely stand it. My balls dragged across Brian’s palm as he fingered her g-spot and I doubt he even felt it.

		My dick was flying up and down in her greasy, sucking anal sheath and I knew I couldn’t last long. Eleanor was keening around Brian’s cock, vibrating it between her lips as she nursed at its length and girth.

		All at once, I felt her ass clench wildly around by gliding prick and I dug my fingers into her trim ass moons and buried my cock as deep as it would go in her bottom. Eleanor screamed as the first jet of my red-hot jism splashed into her bowels, her bellow of joy muted by eight or nine inches of lip-stretching cock.

		Brian gasped up into her pussy and then gulped down a huge outpouring of her womanly jizz. I heard her swallowing and knew he was gushing up into her throat.

		It was amazing; another three-way orgasm which made the first one look tame in comparison…

		

		****

		

		“Not now, I’m still out of it,” she whispered back over her shoulder to Brian, who was on his knees behind her.

		It was as if she hadn’t spoken at all. He notched his cock—which miraculously hadn’t gone down much since he’d come in her mouth just bare minutes ago—into her gaped open asshole and pushed.

		Eleanor made a pathetic, pitiable noise as he filled her backdoor with hard dick again, but she made to effort to escape him. I was lying on the bed, next to them, on my back. Her head was right next to mine.

		“Oh, God, darling, he’s fucking me again,” she sighed as he began to rut into her asshole. “He’s in my ass this time!”

		“I know,” I whispered to her, “it’s just what you wanted. Enjoy it!”

		I turned to face her and kissed her mouth, even though I knew it still must be coated inside with Brian’s spunk. She shivered from head to toe and kissed me back passionately, her tongue seeking out mine.

		We kissed while he ass-fucked her for the first time. Brian was as skilled at this as he was in every other aspect of man-woman sex.

		He reached under her and toyed with her clit as he fucked her. Eleanor groaned and sucked at my tongue, clearly so turned on she was about to come already.

		The minutes ticked by and still he pummeled her. She came once, mewling into my mouth, and then came again.

		This one was a huge one. Eleanor trembled as it took her, and I felt the breath leave her body in one loud moan as she came and came.

		I heard Brian groan as well, and knew that he was creaming her asshole. Wordlessly, I eased my tongue out of her mouth, scooted up, and placed the head of my soiled cock against her lips.

		She sucked me in without hesitation and began to blow me as he finished up in her. It wasn’t long until I was filling her mouth with my hot spunk, my cock pushed deep into her throat…

		

	
		

		

		Part III

		Adjusting To Our Discoveries

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		Eleanor’s Birthday Surprise

		

		We morphed into a pair of cuddling, lay-around-the-house stay at homes after our second night with Brian. Without discussing it, we pulled back from the threesome scene for a while, just reveling in being together as a couple.

		Oh, we still attended the occasional society soiree, and we had constant, incredible sex between the two of us. We had never felt closer, I don’t think, than we did during that time.

		And we recalled both sessions with Brian and even the abduction while we were in bed, to make our couplings even hotter. We read all of Ben’s books, all of Kenny’s, and all of Kirsten’s.

		Some, of course, were better than others. But all of them had their moments, as far as we were concerned.

		We discovered new authors, too. I liked Max Sebastian a great deal. She favored a lady by the name of Victoria Kasari, whom I had to admit had a way with an erotic scene that was second to none.

		Passing the Kindle back and forth, we read to each other until the subject matter got too hot to endure. I ate her while she read sometimes, and she sucked me until I was ready to burst.

		And then we’d fuck! With this bit of literary inspiration, coupled with our own stories of Brian and the two abductors, we passed a few months in utter bliss.

		She told me that she didn’t need elaborate scenes like the one with Brian to enjoy sex fully; that I was more than enough to satisfy her. But I didn’t really believe her!

		I had seen how she came that night, with my cock in her pussy and Brian’s monster once again embedded deep in her ass, as she sat between us on the bed, tossed between our pounding dicks like flotsam on storm-tossed water. I remembered waking up early Saturday morning to the bed shaking and cocking one eye open to watch her with her butt stuck up in the air and Brian powering into it from a standing position beside the bed, fucking her pretty little ass right up to heaven once again before he had left that morning…

		But I let her think she was fooling me. Her birthday was coming up, and I had a surprise in mind that I hoped would truly delight her!

		

		****

		

		“This is unusual,” Brian said, eating a bite of his eggs Benedict, “a breakfast meeting with the male half of a couple who are clients.”

		“I know meeting with the female half is more usual for you,” I joked, taking a sip of my fresh squeezed orange juice.

		We were downtown, not at the Hilton this time, but at the finest breakfast restaurant in the city. I had called Brian and asked for this meeting, telling him that I would gladly pay a thousand dollars for his time and for the referral I hoped to get from him.

		“Eleanor’s birthday is coming up in a few weeks,” I told him. “She’s going to turn twenty-five and I wanted to do something…special for her.”

		He smiled and asked, “How special are we talking?”

		I weighed my options and elected to tell him all about the abduction which had started us on our present journey of sexual exploration. He listened intently, ignoring his breakfast until I was finished.

		“That’s some heavy stuff, my friend,” he admitted, once more attacking his eggs. “I’m glad Eleanor wasn’t hurt; or you either, for that matter.”

		“I appreciate the thought,” I said wryly.

		“But that’s where I need your help,” I told him.

		Leaning forward, I said quietly, “I’d like to recreate that experience for her, but in a non-threatening way. My plan is to recruit two men who are roughly the same in build as our two attackers that night and have them don stocking masks.”

		I held up a hand to quiet Brian’s objection before it was even out of his mouth, saying, “It’s not going to be that realistic. I want her to realize right off the bat that it’s a reenactment, not a repeat of that night. I want her to be titillated by it, not frightened.”

		He looked dubious, so I rushed to explain, “My plan is for her to immerse herself in it as deeply as she wants—all the while realizing that it’s all play acting; that none of it is real—that it’s all a fantasy to entertain herself with, and nothing more.”

		Brian nodded, as if placated. He asked, “Where do I come in?”

		“Well, I’d toyed with the idea of you playing the white guy in our little scenario, but you’re too tall. Our attacker was about the same height as I am. If we used you, we’d have to find a seven-foot black man to play that part.”

		“So what do you want from me?”

		“In your…uh…profession, you must have met some other guys who could hold up their end in our little theater troupe. I need a buffed out black guy with a cock a little longer than yours, and a muscular white guy with a shorter one, but just as thick as yours.”

		Brian appeared to mull that over for the better part of a minute. At last, he said, “I do know two guys who might do, but they’re not in my league as far as manners and general deportment.”

		“All the better,” I said enthusiastically, “I want rough trade, but not too rough. They must understand that they are to manhandle Eleanor, but that they are not to hurt her under any circumstances.”

		“The guys I have in mind would be perfect for that,” Brian mused, warming to this idea the more he thought about it. “And they’ll work more cheaply than I ever would.”

		“I hate to sound clichéd, but money really is no object when it comes to Eleanor’s pleasure,” I told him. “I’ll gladly pay you your normal fee, plus a thousand for this breakfast meeting, to arrange all of this. See to the blood tests and all of that, don’t you see?”

		“I’m normally not a pimp,” Brian said in a dignified tone. “But Eleanor is one of my favorite people, so I’ll agree to do it just this once.”

		I had a spur-of-the-moment thought and I blurted, “How about you being there that night, too? You could just watch at first, and then step out and reveal yourself once the party really gets going.”

		He seemed to waver. I said, “I’ll pay you twice your normal fee, in addition to what I’ve promised you already for being involved.”

		Brian laughed and said, “A five-way gangbang for our dear little Eleanor; that ought to be some birthday surprise! And, if I know her, one that will thoroughly delight her!”

		

		****

		

		The next few weeks seemed to fly by. I met with Brian and the two proposed members of our little troupe.

		They proved to be disconcertingly just what I had in mind. I ended up asking myself, as I drove away from the cocktail lounge where we had all met, if I hadn’t just agreed to pay money to the same two men who had tied me up and raped Eleanor that night!

		I shook off my feeling of déjà vu and concentrated on the rest of the plan. Brian was to handle the props, the two stocking masks, the doctor’s bag containing just a single pair of small scissors this time, and getting his two knuckle dragging acquaintances into the lab for blood testing on the day of Eleanor’s birthday.

		Making the dinner reservations at one of the city’s most exclusive five star restaurants fell to me and I did so with gusto. I had bought her some diamond earrings, a carat and a half of perfection, and a matching necklace.

		They had set me back just under fifty grand but my wife didn’t have a twenty-fifth birthday ever year! I was pulling out all of the stops, and I knew Eleanor was going to be surprised to find two of her most infamous fantasy lovers waiting for her in our bedroom to put her through her paces again while Brian and I watched!

		

		****

		

		“That was a fabulous dinner, and these are beyond lovely!” She said as we came up the stairs.

		She had removed the pearl earrings she had worn to dinner and the matching pearl necklace and put them in her purse as soon as I’d presented the new diamond ensemble to her at the restaurant. Eleanor now proudly wore her new jewelry in their place, and the diamonds sparkled against her alabaster skin.

		As we stepped into the master bedroom, I flicked on the lights. They immediately went out, just as we’d planned it.

		“A circuit breaker, perhaps,” I ventured in the total darkness.

		The lights abruptly came back on and the two men I’d hired for the night stood before us in their stocking masks, crouched beside each nightstand, their fingers just leaving the light switches. Each wore the appropriate gray sweat pants and sweat shirts, with no logos showing.

		Eleanor went white as a sheet. She glanced over at me and I was smiling confidently. I winked at her, letting her in on the surprise.

		She relaxed visibly and said, “Who are these guys?”

		“We’re here to fuck you,” the smaller man said, his raspy voice going perfectly with his squatty, muscular build.

		“We sure are,” his black cohort agreed, “as many ways as you want us to.”

		“What makes you think I want you to do that at all?” Eleanor insisted playfully, all fear vanished now.

		“Oh, we think you do,” the black guy said, taking hold of Eleanor’s left elbow.

		“We’re sure you do,” the white member of the duo said, reaching down and stripping off his sweatshirt before grabbing her right elbow.

		This man didn’t have quite the musculature that the original assaulter had featured, plus he had several tribal tattoos, one on his right bicep and one across his left pectoral. But that just added spice as far as I was concerned, and I could see from my wife’s widened hazel eyes that she felt the same way.

		As soon as the white man had hold of her—unlike the night the two original ruffians had kidnapped us, Eleanor wasn’t really struggling to break free of their grip—the black fellow let go of her and whipped off his own sweatshirt. Again, he was a little more lithely built than other black man had been, but he was muscular enough.

		Besides, I knew Eleanor would care about his package more than his muscles. And the white man quickly satisfied her curiosity about that by releasing her arm and easing off his sweatpants.

		“Ooh, how long and thick you are!” Eleanor cooed appreciatively as the baggy pants hit the carpet.

		She looked up at me and mouthed the words, “Thank you, darling,” silently. I smiled at her and mouthed back, “You’re welcome. Happy Birthday, enjoy!” And I did it without making an audible sound either.

		The black man followed suit and Eleanor was treated to the sight of two long, thick cocks which were slowly inflating with desire. Since she was forgetting to struggle at all, the men released their tentative grip on her elbows and instead unclasped and unzipped her gown.

		They helped her out of it, and she kicked off her high heels. One of them slid off her pantyhose and panties while the other undid her bra snaps.

		“Those are some nice titties,” the black man grinned beneath the stocking mask as he stared in rapt awe at Eleanor’s big bare breasts.

		“And that’s cute little pussy,” sighed the white man, leering at it openly, his cock getting harder by the moment.

		“Get the bag,” the black man said, remembering the lines Brian and I had taught him. “We gotta’ cut mouth holes, so we can eat this bitch!”

		The white man sprang over to the walk in closet and retrieved our version of the black doctor’s bag. He reached in and extracted the scissors and rapidly chopped a hole over his lips, coming back across the room and handing the scissors over to his compatriot.

		The black guy made his mouth hole and returned the scissors to the bag. He tossed it onto a nearby chair and asked, “What are we waiting for? Let’s eat this bitch and then fuck her until her eyes cross!”

		Eleanor grinned at me before saying huskily, “Eat away, boys. I can hardly wait!”

		

		****

		

		I slowly stripped off my suit coat, my necktie, and my white dress shirt as I watched them situate my wife on the bed and proceed to gobble her lush body up. I smiled benignly as they ate her, the white one going first, while his black companion sucked her nipples; just as the original rapists had done that night.

		These two proved just as adept at finding her g-spot and teasing it while they ate her. She was just about to come a second time when I sat down in the big easy chair in the corner of the room nearest the bed and began to lightly stroke my very erect cock.

		Eleanor was moaning and carrying on something fierce. She was clearly reliving the past as the black man ate her cunt while his white friend sucked her nipples.

		She was moaning steadily and tossing her pussy up to meet his thrusts into her juicy snatch and his tongue swirls around her engorged clit. The white guy was doing a job as well on her tits, and they were as swollen with desire and pumped up as I had ever seen them—including the night the two men had raped her!

		“Oh, God, oh, fuck, they’re making me come again, darling!” She wailed out the words as she spasmed and shook under their ministrations, all the time looking at me and smiling. “These nasty men are making your wife come so great! I’m sorry, but it just feels so good!”

		I laughed with delight at her happiness and stopped wanking my dick, lest I come already. When she had ceased her shuddering and moaning, the black man reverted to the script we had given him and said, “Now we’re going to fuck that hot little pussy of yours, lady. And you’re going to suck my cock and not bite me while my friend fucks you, see?”

		“Oh, yes, I see perfectly,” Eleanor whispered dreamily as the tall black man positioned himself over her mouth and his white partner rubbed his cock head in her copiously flowing pussy juice…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Five For Her Birthday

		

		Our white guy wasn’t quite as thick as the one that night had been, but he was clearly thick enough. Eleanor sighed around the black man’s dick and sucked even harder as the white man’s prick filled her pussy.

		I grinned and watched her really get into the moment. She was nursing at the long black shaft as it fucked her mouth and throat; at the same time, she was hunching her hips up to meet the white man’s steady thrusts.

		Every once in a while, she’d glance over at me and smile around the cock she was so avidly sucking, to let me know that she was having the time of her life, being the centerpiece of our little reenactment of that night. As I watched my wife come repeatedly, I settled back in my chair and enjoyed the show.

		The black guy came down her throat and she swallowed all he could give her, climaxing on the white man’s cock as she did so and he emptied his nuts into her spasming pussy. The black man, to his credit, got hard again almost immediately and began to fuck her while she sucked the white one back to full hardness once again.

		They both came in her again, the white guy down her throat, and the black man in her pussy. And then it was my turn!

		“Hey, pretty mama, why don’t you give your old man a blowjob,” the black guy said,

		“Yeah, you sucked off both of us and swallowed it all,” the white guy chimed in, according to the script, “the least you can do is do him, too!”

		She looked over at me and my up thrust cock and smiled warmly at me, saying, “Just as you say, I guess I should take care of my man.”

		Eleanor got up off the bed and sauntered over to me. I saw that she had copious amounts of come oozing out of her pussy from the two of them, but rather than turning me off, I wasn’t surprised that the sight of it aroused me even more.

		“How about a blowjob, cowboy,” she inquired saucily, dropping to her knees on the carpet in front of my chair, “I’m really getting good at them, or so my two admirers tell me.”

		I just grinned and asked, “Are you having fun on your birthday, darling?”

		“Oodles and oodles of fun,” she sighed, licking all around my glans, “and I bet the fun’s just starting, am I right?”

		“You have no idea,” I said enigmatically, thinking of Brian and his huge cock waiting to make his entrance in the walk in closet.

		I had spotted him ogling the action several times this evening, and I knew he was probably anxious to join the party. Eleanor took me inside her mouth just then, and I didn’t give Brian another thought until another ten minutes of pure ecstasy had passed.

		

		****

		

		As usual, it had been an utterly masterful blowjob. Eleanor had swallowed all I could give her.

		Bill, that was the white guy’s name, was fucking her now, and Eugene, that was the black guy, was reaming out her asshole at the same time. My wife was in cock heaven and she kept looking over at me and smiling blissfully.

		I was hard again, of course. Watching Eleanor take on two big cocks at once was stimulus enough, but I had dropped a Viagra earlier, just as I was leaving the restaurant, wanting to leave nothing to chance this evening.

		Eugene came in her ass just then, and Bill popped another load in her pussy. Eleanor was wailing how good it felt to have them both creaming her at once, and I could tell she was getting off hard between their two rutting bodies.

		She lay gasping for breath on the bed and Bill and Eugene slid off to recharge their batteries briefly. Eleanor looked over at me, a satisfied smile on her face and asked, “Want to reclaim me? I have an ocean of spunk in both holes. How does sloppy thirds or fourths—fuck, I’ve lost count—sound to you, darling?”

		All at once, the closet door opened and Brian, hard cock in hand, came strutting out. Her face contorted in shock and then joy at seeing him.

		“Surprise, darling,” I told her, “it is your birthday and I’ve seen to it that all of your all of your favorite men are here to wish you well.”

		She beamed at me, saying, “Oh, you scamp! I thought this necklace and the earrings were an extravagant enough gift!”

		“Nothing’s too good for my wife on her twenty-fifth birthday,” I said, kneeling down on the bed right next to her.

		“I’m happy to be a part of it,” Brian said, kneeling down on her other side.

		“Which would you like to start off with, Brian,” I asked him, “front or back?”

		“Whichever Eleanor wants me to do first,” he answered diplomatically.

		She smiled up at him and then at me and said, “Whichever hole you want, boys. I’m going to want each of you in both of them, before morning comes!”

		I slipped into her jizz-filled ass, while Brian kissed her and took her pussy. Eleanor sighed and started to fuck us. She was quite competent at DP’s by now, and she had perfected just the right up and back motion that assured we’d both go in balls-deep every time we penetrated her.

		“You’re such a hottie,” I murmured as I kissed her neck while Brian tongued her mouth.

		Eleanor whined and I felt her ass clench around my gliding cock. Brian groaned at the same moment, and I knew her pussy had clutched at him too, as he fucked her.

		Together, the three of us fucked for long minutes. Eleanor came twice that I know of, as Brian and I double-teamed her.

		The second one was a shared orgasm between all three of us as we both fired big loads of come up her ass and into her pussy at the same time. Eleanor wailed and shuddered as she climaxed, and I suspected that this particular orgasm was the best of all so far all night!

		Bill and Eugene came over to the bed and looked at me expectantly as Eleanor laid there and tried to regain her breath. I said to them, “It’s purely up to her, guys. It’s our job to keep fucking her until she gets enough or none of us can get a hard on anymore.”

		Eleanor smiled at me over her shoulder and surrendered herself to their cocks. Bill took her anally and Eugene shoved his long, fat dick up her pussy.

		My wife rode them expertly, looking over at me as she did so. Again, she mouthed the words silently, “Thank you for this, so much, darling. I love you!”

		I beamed back at her and urged her silently to… “enjoy”. And she proceeded to just that.

		

		****

		

		It was close to three in the morning and we had Eleanor involved in a round robin of straight sex. First Brian had fucked her hard and made her come; then Eugene had stepped in and banged her until I was afraid he’d shake her teeth loose.

		My wife came hard once again on his driving black cock, and Eugene creamed her for the umpteenth time that night. He had no sooner finished up in her than Bill took his place, fucking her sopping hole like there was no tomorrow.

		Eleanor’s eyes rolled back in her head but her hips soon assumed a synchronized, rolling rhythm that matched his thrusts into her perfectly. I smiled and sat back and just watched her fuck.

		It was a thing of beauty! She was so loose and fluid and athletic as she humped him back!

		Eleanor opened her eyes once more and smiled at me. She said softly, “You’re next, darling. I want you so bad!”

		After all of these other cocks, you want ME?” I thought to myself, but I kept silent.

		She looked like a cumdumpster. The pearly white goo was oozing out of her ass and her cunt in small rivers, but I still wanted her, more than ever!

		Bill grunted just then and deposited a few more blasts of jism deep in her pussy and Eleanor shivered underneath him and came right along with him. She let him ride her until he was done, and then patted his arm, urging him off her.

		“Do you want me to clean up a little, first?”

		“No, I want you just as you are,” I breathed as I got between her legs and took her deep.

		She felt like a pot of warm butter inside; a deep, bottomless pot! I rode her high, concentrating on her clit and Eleanor smiled and nuzzled into me.

		“Your cock feels like magic in me,” she whispered into my ear. “I think I want just you, husband of mine, for the rest of the night. The paid help can all leave, as far as I’m concerned, even dear Brian!”

		

		****

		

		When all of the escorts had departed, we took a shower together and washed each other squeaky clean. An enormous glob of semen washed out of her pussy and ass, and down the drain.

		I dried her lovingly, and she dried me. Once we were cuddled under the covers, she whispered, “God, that was incredible; my first gangbang!”

		Turning her head to face me, she said softly, “It was so much fun; thank you for everything, darling.”

		She was still wearing her earrings and her new diamond necklace, and she touched them briefly as she went on to say, “For these, and all of those guys tonight; and most of all, for this!”

		Eleanor was clutching my deflated cock in her fist. She said, “Those other ones were all longer, and thicker…but I love this one most of all!”

		I grinned at her and asked, “Did you have fun tonight?”

		“This was the best birthday I ever had!”

		She giggled after a moment and I asked her, “What’s so funny?”

		“I hate to think what you’re going to do to try and top this next year!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		Back To Normal – Sort Of

		

		I didn’t intend to wait until her birthday next year to top it; Christmas was only a few months away and I had an idea about what I wanted to get her. It was to be a surprise, of course, the way the birthday gangbang had been, but I needed to get cracking on it right away, if I was going to pull it off successfully!

		You’d have never known I was planning such an elaborate sexual surprise from watching our activities, though. For all ostensible purposes, we settled down into a normal—for us—routine over the next few months.

		We didn’t have any more gangbangs after that first one. We did get together with Brian a few times, at our house now, instead of at a hotel.

		It just made more sense, now that he knew where we lived and who we really were. The sex was still red-hot whenever we included him in the proceedings, but it felt a bit more relaxed, now that we’d done it with him a few times.

		He turned out to be really a great guy, when you got to know him. He came over for barbeques and spent the night, pleasuring Eleanor right along with me.

		I wasn’t intimidated by him anymore, nor was I jealous of his huge cock. Eleanor seemed to love getting fucked by it and I must admit, I came to enjoy seeing him pleasure her with it. He could make her come so spectacularly, and I simply loved seeing her like that, in a state of complete sexual euphoria!

		Something had changed between us, for the better. I genuinely wanted her to be happy and fulfilled and Brian was able to do things for her that I frankly couldn’t.

		I didn’t worry about her running off with him, or even about her cheating with him behind my back. Since I was comfortable with him fucking her, there was no reason for her to cheat.

		All in all, we were happier than we’d ever been as a couple. Eleanor still went to her civic meetings, and hosted her clubs, and raised money for the charities she cared about.

		My development business was stronger than ever, but I spent less time worrying about its success. I was too busy being a sensuous, caring husband to Eleanor, and she clearly appreciated it.

		We had never been as happy as we were now. One of our on-going joys, apart from Brian’s occasional overnight visits, was the books on Amazon.

		In between our three-ways with Brian, we faithfully bought and read stories about hotwives, about wife-watching, and about wife-sharing. We gradually expanded our circle of favorite authors.

		One night in early fall, I asked her, “Would you like to try something new, besides Brian, I mean? We could try you dating online; you know, hooking up with someone entirely new and telling me all about what you’d done with him, the way the characters do in some of our favorite books?”

		Eleanor scrunched up her nose, indicating her unwillingness to do that. She said, “It wouldn’t be as much fun for me without you there. I know that without even trying it.”

		“We could try another escort from Brian’s outfit,” I suggested. “You like the looks of some of them well enough.”

		“I guess we could,” she said hesitantly. “Brian could always vouch for us, in case they’re reluctant to let you participate.”

		“I’m sure he’d be happy to do that,” I said.

		Her face clouded as she said, “Let’s hold off on that. In order for him to vouch for us, he’d have to know what we were up to. And that might feel to him like we’d grown tired of him; and that’s not the case at all!”

		I considered that and then nodded my agreement. We wouldn’t want to offend Brian somehow.

		Eleanor still enjoyed his company in bed immensely. And I was very much okay with it, too.

		I thought about trying something else to expand our horizons, as far as the hotwife scene went, even as I moved forward with the planning of my little hotwife surprise present for Christmas. After a few more moments of thought I looked at my wife brightly and said:

		“Well, we could do what some of the couples did in our favorite novels,” I suggested. “We could check out spy cameras. It’s not like we can’t afford the very best. And then I could watch while you fooled around; I wouldn’t have to wait for you to get home and tell me what you’d done.”

		“Maybe that would work,” she said doubtfully.

		In another moment, she said in a more animated voice, “You know which one of those sort of books I enjoyed the most? It was one of Kirsten’s, about that contractor and his wife; the one where he bought a duplex and remodeled it into a love nest for her to entertain her new…friends in while he watched.”

		“Yeah, I liked that one, too,” I said enthusiastically, trying to keep my voice neutral as I spoke. She was getting perilously close to guessing my intentions for her main Christmas present this year.

		I went on, saying: “Her husband mounted all sorts of hideaway cameras in every room and watched as she got down and dirty with other guys, as I recall.”

		She giggled and said, “I really liked that scene Kirsten did with Carlos! Man, I could go for a bad boy like him myself! He was nothing but hot!”

		That was my exact idea for a fabulous Christmas present for Eleanor! I wanted to keep it all to myself, of course, so I said, as if I didn’t remember that book, “As I recollect, he was a patrol cop but Kirsten still managed to make him a very…inappropriate guy for her to fool around with at the same time.”

		Eleanor’s stunning hazel eyes were bright with excitement as she said, “You can say that again! He fed her drugs and got her to make love to another woman and even to fuck one of his low-life friends while Carlos watched!”

		I grinned at her and asked, “How about you, hotwife? Am I going to see you going down on another girl, before our little adventures are over?”

		Eleanor giggled uncontrollably and finally answered teasingly, “Wouldn’t you like to know, Mr. Nosy!”

		I would like to know, I admitted to myself, but I pushed that thought from my mind.

		Right now, all of my attention was focused on finding just the right property and buying it for Eleanor and me. On the initial rehab work, I could use my own crews, but as far as the special touches went, I realized I would have to contract that out.

		This was fall. If I hustled, I could have it all ready by Christmas time.

		Then there was the problem of finding an appropriate, ‘inappropriate guy’ for Eleanor to seduce, once the house was all ready.

		First things first, I told myself, finding and acquiring just the right property is still the initial step.

		

		****

		

		I called the real estate guy I usually use to find properties first thing the next morning. He was mystified by my request.

		“You never buy single family properties that are this small, in the lower middle class part of town!” He protested over the phone.

		“This is a special project,” I told him curtly. “Can you help me or not?”

		I had been a great client for him. Just my firm’s purchases alone over the last couple of years had paid for his new Mercedes and put thousands of dollars in his kids’ college fund account; I’d be willing to bet.

		“Sure, sure, I’ll get right on it,” he said, quickly caving in to my demands. “I should have some things for you to look at by the close of business today.”

		I smiled as I hung up the phone. Teddy Roosevelt had been right: it was good to speak softly and carry a big stick!

		

		****

		

		“This just about what I had in mind,” I told my real estate guy the next morning as we inspected the property together. “How much will they take for it?”

		“Well, it’s listed for two-hundred grand,” the agent replied.

		I shot him a withering glance and asked again, “How much will they take for it?”

		He shrugged and said, “Probably one-seventy-five, maybe less. It’s been on the market for a year and it still hasn’t sold. The original asking price was two-fifty.”

		“Buy it right away,” I told him, looking at the run down little two bedroom house. “Go one-eighty if you have to, but close the deal as soon as possible. I want my crews in here next week.”

		“Why the rush on a little fixer-upper like this?”

		“I have something special in mind for this one,” I told him somewhat enigmatically. “And I really want to get started on it as soon as I can.”

		I must have said the right thing. We closed on the house that week, since I had cash and no financing was required.

		Normally, I would have financed at least part of it, but this was Eleanor’s Christmas present we were talking about. After all, the Phillipe Patek wristwatch she had gotten me for Christmas last year had cost nearly a hundred thousand, and that hadn’t been all of the presents she’d bought for me either.

		This project was going to cost right at two-hundred and fifty thousand in the end, but the look on Eleanor’s face would be worth it. And watching her in action with a stud she was really dying to fuck…that was priceless, as far as I was concerned!

		

		****

		

		The place needed a new roof, new flooring, and new wiring. That took three weeks, with my crews putting in overtime to get it done.

		When that had all been accomplished, I brought in a panting guy I used all of the time, followed closely by a carpeting and linoleum contractor. By the first part of November, the place was like new inside.

		My boys had put in new toilets, new sinks, and new electrical fixtures throughout the house. It sparkled from one end to the other.

		After the first of the month, I started looking around for competent subcontractors to install the cameras in the house and the electronics needed to operate them in the garage out back. My crews had refurbished the garage while they were doing the main house, and it had been transformed from a falling down wreck into brand new building, both inside and out.

		It was no longer for parking cars in, although you could have done that if you had wanted to. The garage was now centrally heated and cooled, and it featured a newly sandblasted concrete floor and finished walls, complete with insulation.

		All that was needed to make it into what I wanted it to be was several thousand dollars worth of state-of-the-are computer hardware, the biggest big screen monitors available, and other electronics. The house was ready for its metamorphosis as well. All I needed was the right firm to purchase and install the equipment.

		

		****

		

		I’d interviewed several security outfits before settling on Kessler’s. Jeff Kessler was ex-FBI and rumored to be very discreet—for a price.

		After explaining just what I wanted and when I wanted it by, Kessler shot me a price that was several thousand dollars over anybody else’s bid. I asked him why his work was so expensive.

		“Because I guarantee it unconditionally,” Kessler said smugly. “And I won’t discuss this with anyone; you have my word on that.”

		“What do I care if you discuss what you did here with anybody else?” I asked him the question a little condescendingly. “All of what I want done is legal, isn’t it?”

		“I wouldn’t do it if it weren’t,” he shot back immediately.

		He let that lie there for a long moment and then added, “It’s legal, but it’s not exactly ethical. Whoever is in that house is going to be spied upon in every room, including both bathrooms, according to your plans. Not everyone would think that was completely kosher.”

		I didn’t want to tell him that the woman in the wired-for-sound-and-video house would be my wife. I merely nodded and wrote him an exorbitant check and told him to get started on the job right away.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		Final Touches

		

		The problem of finding a guy for her to hook up with inside the house proved to be a daunting one at first. My ideal solution was to have her pick out her own lover in some bar or dance club, and bring him back to the house, while I followed along discreetly in another car.

		Then I could watch it all from my new garage headquarters, videoing her performance as well, for both of us to enjoy together in our bedroom for years to come. I could join her in the house after her lover of the night left for the night, and revel in the reclamation sex; sloppy seconds or perhaps come-oozing anal!

		The drawback to that was disease. If they used condoms, to be safe, the sex wouldn’t be as much fun, either for me or for her.

		I knew Eleanor’s views on rubbers. She hated them and all but refused to use them.

		During our trysts with the two imposter rapists I had hired, and with Brian, I’d had all of them tested first for disease, before I turned Eleanor loose with them for the “bareback” sex she so craved. So we’d been totally safe in indulging our wildest fetishes and kinks.

		We had gotten lucky with our two kidnappers, and dodged the bullet of possible STD’s—sexually transmitted diseases—even though they had come in Eleanor all night long, and she had willingly swallowed their spunk a few times. Now we were facing something entirely different.

		I ruminated on the problem and finally came up with a less than satisfying solution. Again, I would have to carefully screen and hire her stud for the night, instead of letting her choose him at random.

		This idea had some obvious pluses; I could make sure he was “clean”, so that she could fuck him bareback, as she preferred. And I could make sure he was “hung”; you couldn’t always tell in a bar or nightclub what you were getting until you had left the premises with him and both of you got naked together.

		The negatives of my plan were obvious. She wouldn’t get to choose her partner for the night, I would.

		Also lost would be the spontaneous fun of just meeting a great looking young guy in a club, teasing him, and then taking him back to your little love nest and fucking him all night long!

		I realized that was a lot to lose. But I couldn’t see a way to get around it and still be safe.

		Perhaps I’d have to give that some thought, with future surprises in mind. For right now, finding an appropriate man—who would strike Eleanor at the same time as being quite “inappropriate” was enough to think about.

		

		****

		

		As Kessler’s crew finished with the house and garage—he had more than made good on his promise to be fast and competent with his installation—it finally dawned on me that I now had the perfect tool to help me find a stud for the evening! I could hire someone, probably a female escort, to screen and vet the prospective applicants, and I could watch it all happening from my little man-cave in the nearby garage!

		I’d hire some muscle, just in case one of the applicants got overly feisty with my temporary female employee, to ensure everything was kept under control. When I found the right man, I’d have her hire him for me, settle on the price for the evening’s activities, and give him his instructions.

		That way, I could keep out of it entirely. The man chosen wouldn’t even hear my name mentioned and, if he proved cagey or too inquisitive for his own good, he’d find out the house belonged to an offshore shell corporation. My lawyer had been very thorough in setting it up quickly, when I’d requested him to do so.

		I placed the ad on an online site and got more than one-hundred hits right away, using an anonymous, untraceable—I hoped—email address I’d had set up expressly for this purpose. A quick background check eliminated over half of the hopefuls immediately.

		Further investigation into their identities cut out another half of them fairly quickly. The remaining twenty-five were hunky, hung, and eager to earn five-thousand dollars in a single night for fucking a ravishing young woman!

		I insisted on full nudity, front and back as a further qualifier. This eliminated a few more candidates. If they were too ashamed of their bodies or too shy to have them seen, I reasoned, they’d hardly be fit partners for Eleanor!

		Too many tattoos were a no-no, but some were acceptable. Indeed, it was proving hard to find young men between the ages of twenty-one to twenty-eight who didn’t have at least some ink present on their bodies!

		We only had a few on-site interviews. Amanda, the female escort I’d hired to conduct them at the refurbished house, saw each of the remaining candidates individually, leaving an hour in between meetings, so that the men wouldn’t even see each other while they were waiting to being interviewed.

		I sat in the garage and monitored it all on the big screen. Amanda asked each of them to strip and show her their cocks.

		She emphasized the blood testing and that they must be free of disease and have terrific stamina. She showed them a photo of Eleanor and told them the “job” of satisfying her in bed paid five thousand dollars and would happen on Christmas Eve.

		In the end, the choice came down to three guys and one of them was black. I knew Eleanor would find balling another black man somewhat thrilling and exotic, and he did have a massive dick. But something about his attitude put me off and I struck him from the list of finalists shortly into the interview.

		The two men left looked like every girl’s idea of a real stud. One had shoulder-length blond hair, a massive chest, a narrow waist, several interesting tribal tattoos, and a tan that just wouldn’t quit.

		He was a roofer my trade, rode a Harley, and obviously worked without a shirt whenever he could. The guy also had nearly an eleven inch cock that was wide and super-thick to boot, and balls as big as Brian’s, our escort friend!

		His name was Rob Everett and he was twenty-three. He agreed immediately to take the blood test when Amanda, my escort employee, told him about that requirement, and went bonkers when she showed him the color photo of Eleanor naked.

		I had snapped the photo the other morning, just as she had emerged from her morning shower. She had seen me take it with my phone and had attacked me, rushing into the bedroom and tackling me.

		Because of the hot sex which had transpired between us after that, she had totally forgotten all about the photograph. It showed her naked breasts, her clean-shaven cunt and her red-blonde hair hanging wetly in her face, all but obliterating her features.

		The other young man was twenty-four, a weight lifter, and he was nearly as tall as Rob, who stood six-five in his stocking feet. He was named Eric Chessman. He had black hair, kept short and worn in a tousled style, as if he had just gotten out of bed.

		Eric was very reluctant about taking the blood test, a red flag if there ever was one. Amanda told him they’d consider him and get back with him soon, sending him on his way.

		She walked back to the garage after Eric, the last in-person applicant, had left. Her knock sounded gentle on the closed side door.

		“That last kid had an awesome cock and an unreal body, but he was way too nervous about the blood test for me to recommend him,” she said as soon as she was inside.

		The two huge goons I had hired as protection for Amanda—should one of the applicants get randy during the sexy interview--sat over in one corner, reading what they now called “graphic novels” but resembled elaborate comic books as far as I was concerned. I called them over and handed them each the five one-hundred dollar bills I had promised them and sent them away.

		Amanda looked down at me and said, “This wife of yours must really be something. I mean, she looks hot and all, in that shower photo, but a lot of girls look hot. Hell, I look hot!”

		She wasn’t lying there. Amanda stood five-nine, and had a willowy, yet curvy in all the right places sort of a body that sent men’s blood pressures skyrocketing. She wore her nearly waist-length platinum blonde hair straight and silky, like strands of white gold.

		Smiling at me, she asked, “You sure you won’t change your mind about availing yourself of my services, handsome? I’m going to charge you just the same, either way, and the house has wonderful new furniture, including a very inviting queen size bed in the master bedroom.”

		She gestured toward the monitors and the electronics and added, “Hell, I’d even let you video us together at no extra charge, if you’d like.”

		I definitely would like, but I turned her offer down anyway. Eleanor probably wouldn’t have cared that much that I had fucked Amanda, if she ever found out about it, after all the men she’d been with since we’d said our wedding vows.

		But my vows meant the world to me. I guess I fit the profile of the classic hotwife husband; I truly wasn’t interested in fooling around on my wife—even with a true beauty like Amanda--but I couldn’t seem to get enough of seeing Eleanor with other men!

		I paid Amanda and dismissed her, albeit a little reluctantly. She had a sensational ass and she waggled it for me as she walked out the garage door, got into her late model red Porsche, and drove away, six grand richer for her afternoon’s work.

		As the last part of her job duties, she was to call Rob and tell him that he had the job, arrange for the blood test, and give him his instructions. He knew where the house was now, so all she had to do was tell him the hour he was expected to show up here on Christmas Eve.

		I was whistling a Christmas carol as I locked the garage door and set the alarm, intending to check the locks on the house and make sure that its alarm was set as well. Rob’s body type, those tattoos, his cock size, and his handsome face--coupled with his huge physique--were sure to please Eleanor, I told myself confidently as I completed my tasks and got into my car for the drive home.

		It was now well into December, and all of the preparations for my wife’s big Christmas surprise were finally in place. I grinned, feeling very happy, as I drove home in the gathering gloom as night fell.

		Rob was just the sort of “inappropriate man” who really did it for Eleanor. I knew that from hearing her talk about prospective lovers and from watching countless porn films with her, as well as from reading racy wife-sharing novels with her.

		All was in readiness! Now all I had to do was buy a few “regular” Christmas gifts that would please and divert her, and see that our house was properly decorated.

		Eleanor and I were both suckers for lights, pine garland, and other seasonal trappings. I had a professional decorating crew scheduled for tomorrow, and then my wife and I would spend the rest of the month adding the personal touches that made our house such a special place for us at this time of the year.

		We still had to visit Eleanor’s aging parents and take them their presents as well. And my family was flying in from all over the country to converge at my parents’ house for the holidays.

		Luckily, since my parents lived fairly close to us, we could still get Christmas Eve all to ourselves. Their house was so big it had plenty of bedrooms to accommodate everyone, without us having to offer to let anyone stay at our place.

		Yes, Christmas is shaping up to be memorable this year, I told myself as I eventually turned into our driveway a half hour later, memorable, indeed!

		

		****

		

		“You’re sure you don’t have anything…special planned for the holidays?”

		Eleanor asked me the question on the drive back from her parents’ house two days later. She was staring at me expectantly, a gleam in her hazel eyes that hinted at mischief.

		“Every holiday can’t be an orgy, like your birthday was,” I explained patiently, laughing inwardly as I thought of the little surprise I had worked so hard and spent so much money to spring on her in a few days.

		“Well, what would you say if I told you I had a little surprise gift for you this holiday season?” Her tone was impish, to match the devilish look of illicit fun in her eyes.

		“Oh, and just what might that be?”

		“Well, my ‘gift’ has to be out of town on Christmas Eve and Christmas day, so we’ll have to do this a little before Christmas,” she said, careful not to give anything away. “How does Wednesday of next week work for you?”

		“Dinner at my parents’ house is on Thursday night, so that ought to work out well,” I answered, pretending to concentrate on my driving. “Who is our mystery guest, pray tell. How is Brian these days?”

		She smirked and said, “It’s not Brian this time, Mr. Know-It-All. It’s someone totally different. I think you’ll really be surprised.”

		Try as I might, she refused to divulge any more information about her Christmas surprise for me. I enjoyed the suspense.

		Her new mystery guy couldn’t possibly be any better hung or handsome than the young man I had found to surprise her with on Christmas Eve, could he?

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		Christmas Week – Her Gift

		

		Seemingly, well before I was ready for it, Christmas week was upon us. The month had been full of fundraisers, masquerading as charity, end-of-the-year events—galas, seasonal cocktail parties, and balls—ever since the month had started and now that we were deep into December, there was the party for my employees, and the traditional drop-in visits to various friends, with the exchange of gifts.

		It seemed every night from the first week in December on was earmarked for a party or a must-attend appearance; so it was a real treat when that Thursday rolled around. I was expecting a night of debauchery, centered around a hunk like Brian, with a larger-than-average dick and half-drunken, ready-for-anything Eleanor.

		I could hardly wait! We hadn’t even made love as often as we usually did that month, what with all of the socializing we’d been doing, and the late hours we’d been keeping.

		A night of pure decadence in our bedroom or in some plush hotel suite was just what the doctor ordered, as far as I was concerned. And I knew from the way she was acting that Eleanor felt the same!

		Since this was her surprise for me, she was calling the shots. We were having some of the most severe weather of the year--after all, it was late December—and outside work on our various rebuilding projects had all but ground to a halt anyway, so I was off work early.

		I had met some cronies of mine for a celebratory lunch and a few drinks near my office downtown, and then had driven home. It was a little after seven and we had just finished a light dinner along with a few glasses of wine, when the doorbell rang.

		“I wonder who that could be?” Eleanor asked the question, her eyes bright with excitement and showing the effects of the wine she had just consumed.

		I guessed it was her stud for hire for the night, but I went along with her and asked, “Yes, who could be ringing our bell at the dinner hour, just two days away from Christmas Eve?”

		“Why don’t you answer it and find out, while I clear away the dishes, darling?” She made the suggestion while smiling sweetly, too sweetly, in my direction and reaching for the dirty dishes on her side of the table.

		“I think I’ll just do that,” I said, happy to play along with her, heading for the front door.

		As I crossed the living room, I wondered what sort of man Eleanor had recruited for the festivities tonight. Would he be big and brawny, and slightly rough around the edges like Rob, the fellow I had on tap for her on Christmas Eve? Or would he be suave and well-heeled, like Brian, our regular third person for three-ways?

		I opened the door and there stood a radiant woman with long, raven tresses who was the same height as Eleanor, in her heels. She had olive green eyes and a truly gorgeous face, but the way she was bundled up in her long winter coat, I couldn’t tell much about her body, except that she was tall.

		“Hi, I’m Mia, a friend of Eleanor’s. We met at the gym we both belong to; is she here?”

		Mia had a lovely voice, matching the rest of her. I was deeply confused, having been expecting a man to be standing on my porch, but good manners and proper breeding won out in the end and I graciously invited Mia inside and took her coat.

		Underneath that bulky coat, she was a real stunner! Mia looked as if she either didn’t need the gym or they were doing a great job there of molding her tall, sensual body into something really spectacular!

		The woman had on a snug, bright-crimson dress, worn with a single strand of top-of-the-line pears and a pair of pearl earrings. She was wearing stiletto high heels in a bright red color that matched her dress just as perfectly as the pearls in the earrings matched the ones in her necklace.

		The dress was sexy, but at the same time demure. It reached just below her knees, but clung to her marvelous body as if it had been spray-painted on.

		She smiled at me and I realized that too much time had passed since she’d entered the house and I had last spoken. I’d been too busy ogling her show-stopping body!

		“Eleanor will be joining us shortly; she’s just clearing away the dinner dishes. May I offer you a libation, while we await her arrival?”

		“Yes, I’d love a glass of white wine, if that’s alright?”

		“Eleanor’s favorite drink, so we have oodles of it,” I told her, gesturing toward the living room sofa. “Won’t you have a seat and I’ll fetch us each a glass of it?”

		Eleanor had anticipated me. She entered the living room at that moment, carrying three wine glasses and a bottle of white in sterling silver ice bucket, beaming at our guest.

		“You came! I’m so glad!”

		The two gorgeous women air-kissed on both cheeks, so as not to spoil their make up, and Eleanor sat the glasses and the wine down on the coffee table in front of the sofa.

		Then Mia did something that took my breath away! She embraced Eleanor like a lover--not a mere house guest--and said breathily, “How about a real kiss, darling, not a feigned one?”

		Eleanor willingly entered her embrace and the two kissed for better than a minute. During that time, I didn’t breathe!

		It was obvious that tongues were deeply involved in the passionate kiss, and the two ladies rubbed their ample bosoms together as they swapped saliva and embraced as if they were naked together already!

		“I met Mia several weeks ago,” Eleanor explained breathlessly as they finally broke apart. “We…we seem to have this…chemistry together. I can’t explain it; I’ve never felt this way about another girl before, darling!”

		“You two are…lovers?” I gasped out the question, stunned right down to my shoe bottoms by this unexpected development.

		“No, not really,” Mia said, smiling over at me, “just a few kisses, like that one, up until now. Eleanor insisted on waiting.”

		“Waiting,” I said, still as shell-shocked by this revelation about my wife as I could possibly be, “waiting for what, if you don’t mind my asking?”

		“Why for this, so that you could be there when we first went to bed together,” Eleanor said impishly, still holding Mia around the waist. “You do remember what you asked a few weeks back, about me trying other women, while you watched?”

		“You mean…?”

		Mia’s charming smile grew larger as she said, “I like men, too, Edgar. And Eleanor has told me so much about you and the naughty things you two do together! I think it’s wonderful!”

		I experienced a sinking feeling, at the same time as a moment of elation. I asked, “You mean she’s told you about Brian?”

		“Brian and your birthday surprise, even the two men that night, after the theater,” Mia said, still sounding awe-struck. “You two are the most exciting couple in the world, to my way of thinking!”

		We just stood there in a petrified tableau for a few moments. Then Eleanor said, “We have a bottle of wine to drink, before we go upstairs for the night. I suggest we do that, and that you two get to know each other a little better. After all, I suspect we’re going to all become very close…by morning!”

		In a fog of excitement, trepidation, and lust, I crossed the room and sat with them on the couch. We drank wine and made small talk for the better part of a half hour.

		I learned that Mia was unmarried as of yet. With her build and her beautiful face, she’d had no shortage of offers. But she had turned them all down so far.

		She was twenty-six, came from a good, if not wealthy family in the area, had gone to the local university for her degree in business, and worked as a publicist. I had heard of the firm she was representing as an account rep; they had an excellent reputation within the business community.

		“So, I take it that Eleanor isn’t your first female…dalliance?” I said, after my second glass of wine, feeling that the ice had been well broken.

		“Oh, God, no,” she assured me with a small laugh. “I’ve been into girls since grade school. My first serious relationship was with a girl two years older than me. She was fourteen and I was twelve; we thought it was true lesbian love!”

		She laughed much louder and longer before saying, “It lasted until I was thirteen and discovered boys!”

		“When did you lose your virginity, I mean with boys,” Eleanor asked excitedly.

		“I was fifteen,” Mia said, “I had sucked a few boys off by then, and I had learned to swallow their loads. And I was very good at handjobs, too.”

		She sipped at her wine and continued, “I met a guy who was eighteen and so handsome! He swept me off my girlish feet and right onto my back. I gave up my cherry to him so easily, and I only went out with him once!”

		“He used you!” Eleanor said disapprovingly.

		“Yeah, it turned out he was a real ‘cherry-picker’,” Mia agreed. “He specialized in finding virgins and making them ex-virgins. After that, he lost interest in me in a hurry.”

		“I was eighteen, when I first let a man fuck me,” Eleanor offered.

		She and I had split a bottle of wine at dinner, plus she’d had several glasses while she was fixing dinner and we’d been chatting in the kitchen after I’d gotten home from my luncheon. With the big glass she’d had since we’d been talking, my wife was clearly feeling the effects of all that wine.

		Eleanor glanced over at me and said, “And not long after that, I met Edgar. We have great sex together; always have. The other guys I dated in high school and college before I met him? They couldn’t hold a candle to him as far as turning me on went!”

		“And since that night after the theater,” Mia asked, “what about all of those guys?”

		“Oh, some of them were fun; I can’t deny that,” she admitted, still looking at me lovingly, “since Edgar was right there, watching me be naughty with them.”

		She leaned across Mia and put her hands on my lapels, drawing me in for a kiss, right over her new friend’s lap, saying, “But his cock is still the best, somehow. You see, I really love him, while I just fuck those other guys!”

		We kissed for a long time. When we broke apart, the three of us went upstairs together wordlessly, as if we all knew it was time to get down to the business at hand.

		

		****

		

		“Oh, God, that’s right,” Eleanor panted, “fuck me, Edgar; fuck me right in the ass while she eats me!”

		Mia looked up at me from the pussy she was so industriously licking. Like the little minx she was, she stopped for a second to lick my balls as I butt-fucked my wife.

		“Anal is so nasty,” Mia sighed, in between licks, “I’ve never tried it, because it looks like it would hurt.”

		“Do I look as if I’m in pain?” Eleanor asked, lifting her head for a moment from Mia’s sopping cunt lips. “You should let Edgar break you in, anally speaking; he’s so good at it!”

		Mia groaned as Eleanor went back to pummeling her clit with her tongue. In between gasps of pleasure, the dark haired goddess murmured, “Maybe I will. It looks like fun at that, now that I’m seeing it up close!”

		I kept powering my cock into Eleanor’s sweet ass. Mia licked me intermittently as I fucked my wife.

		It was pure heaven! We had been going at it for the better part of two hours now.

		At first, everything had been tentative. As the most experienced of the three of us—I gathered that this wasn’t the first time she’d been involved in a three-way just like this one—Mia had led the way.

		First, she and Eleanor had gotten naked. I had gone into the bathroom and sneaked a Viagra before we got started, but I soon found I could have done without it.

		The sight of these two luscious women kissing in the nude, rubbing their very aroused nipples together as they did so, had given me a hard on to end all hard ons! That hadn’t been lost on the Mia and Eleanor.

		As soon as I was naked, they broke apart and attacked me, forcing me onto my back on the bed. At first, Mia had sucked my cock while Eleanor had showered my balls with kisses and licked them.

		Then the two girls had reversed their roles, Mia sucking my nuts, one at a time, as my wife sucked my dick like a real little whore might! My genital area was soon covered in their saliva, and they alternated licking me and sucking me until I had exploded into Mia’s mouth and she had mostly swallowed my first big load of the night.

		I say ‘mostly’, because I soon discovered that she had held back some of it in her mouth. As I lay panting, limp as an old washcloth, Mia and Eleanor went back to making out, and I saw her eagerly swallow some of the jism Mia pushed into her mouth as they kissed.

		Needless to say, my cock started to stiffen once more almost instantaneously as I watched this lurid little exchange! Almost before I had known what was happening, Mia was riding my revitalized dick while she continued to make out with my wife.

		The two of them switched positions several times before I spurted up into Mia as she soul-kissed Eleanor. Against all odds, my prick started to swell to attention again right after that.

		Mia was on her back in the bed and Eleanor was on her tummy between her new friend’s legs, eating my come out of Mia’s well-spunked pussy and swallowing it noisily as fast as her delving tongue could harvest it!

		We all fucked again, furiously. I felt like the stud of studs, making each of them come twice, really hard, before spurting my third load of the evening into Eleanor’s pussy as Mia licked out her asshole!

		After a short rest and some more wine, we were back at it. I was fucking Eleanor’s butt while Mia licked her pussy, and my wife was returning the favor at the same time.

		It was the most torrid sixty-nine I had ever been involved with. I thought back to the night Brian had licked Eleanor’s clit and toyed with her g-spot while I’d butt-fucked her.

		That had been hot. But this was even hotter!

		All at once, Eleanor began to shiver. Her ass clenched around my driving cock and she started to orgasm fiercely.

		I heard Mia swallow and looked down to see her stunning face inundated by pussy juice as Eleanor came and came. Mia was quivering right along with her, and I knew she was climaxing right along with Eleanor!

		Having come three times already, I was able to hold off. I rode Eleanor’s ass until she had stopped coming. Then I withdrew my still hard dick and sat back on my knees, gathering my breath.

		“Oh, that was such a good one!” Mia panted as the two women broke apart. “So strong, and it lasted such a long time!”

		Eleanor’s hazel eyes were still agleam with lust. I had seen her like this before, but usually it was with me and one or more other men.

		There was no doubt. She was totally into Mia as a sex partner as well!

		“I bet I came stronger than you did,” she cooed, taking Mia into her arms and holding her close. “Edgar’s cock felt like heaven up my ass. You’ve got to try it and see if it doesn’t!”

		“Ooh, I don’t know…and I’m a little tired after that last go-round,” Mia tried to beg off.

		But Eleanor was having none of it. She nodded to me and said, “I see you’re still hard, darling. Do it! Fuck Mia in the ass while I eat her pussy, please?”

		Mia tried to protest weakly that she was too spent at the moment to do this, but she soon found herself up on her knees, right above my rampant cock. I was lying on my back, against the pillows at the head of the bed, and my dick was shining with a fresh coat of sex lube, applied by Eleanor while she was busily lubing up her friend’s virgin bottom.

		“Oh, oh, God, that feels so strange, but so good!” Mia cooed as I took over for Eleanor, gently fingering the dark haired girl’s anus while my wife licked her clit enthusiastically.

		Mia was only the third woman I’d ever ass-fucked, but she took to it so effortlessly I could scarcely believe it. I simply removed my two fingers from her ass and she sat back down on my stiff dick as if she’d been doing her whole life!

		“Oh, oh, it feels so big back there,” Mia groaned as I started to gently fuck up into her tight anal sheath.

		She looked back over her shoulder at me and started to ride me slowly. I smiled encouragingly at her and she whispered, “You’re such a sweet man. I can see why Eleanor loves you so much.”

		We kissed and I knew I’d found another soul-mate. The three of us meshed in that moment; and I sensed that this was only the start of many such nights!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		Thursday Night

		

		“Well, how did you like my surprise gift?” Eleanor said smugly to me as we watched Mia drive away the next morning.

		“Do you even have to ask?”

		We were walking back upstairs, our arms around each other’s waists. As soon as we were back in our bedroom, the bathrobes came off and we tumbled back into the wildly disheveled bed together, as naked as we could be.

		Eleanor fisted my cock and asked, “Has this bad boy got any more erections in it?”

		“We’ll have to see,” I answered truthfully. “You two kept it pretty busy last night.”

		She smiled wistfully and whispered, “You were wonderful, Edgar-darling. Mia was so thrilled with our first evening together. She told me that while you were in the bathroom this morning.”

		“First, you mean we’re going to do that again?”

		Her smile grew huge as she said, “Of course we are. God, that was incredible! You don’t think I’m going to give that up, now that I’ve found out how much I enjoy it, do you?”

		“I hope not,” I countered playfully, “Mia is a real find. Thank you for being so generous with her.”

		“It’s the least I could do, in light of all you’ve given me,” she murmured, moving in for a kiss, “Brian, the reenactment…all of it; I’ve loved every second of it, darling!”

		Our kiss was long and sweet. I reflected on Mia’s and my first kiss last night, while I was butt-fucking her.

		That had been sweet, too, but in a different way. Mia was exotic, forbidden fruit; while Eleanor was my wife. I loved them both, I realized in that moment, but in sharply divergent fashions.

		“She’s a great girl,” I said, as we broke off the kiss, looking into Eleanor’s honey-colored eyes.

		“I’m glad the two of you liked each other so much,” Eleanor told me without a hint of jealousy. “I think I want to make her a big part of my life, from here on out. Is that alright with you?”

		I flashed back to four this morning. I had awoken from a deep, dreamless sleep, only to find Mia and Eleanor thrashing about on the bed a few feet from me, rubbing their pussies together frantically, coming like there was no tomorrow.

		In that instant, I had grasped the fact that women needed no time to recharge. They could go at each other all night long, if they chose to.

		I had drifted back to sleep, after watching my wife and another woman embrace and kiss passionately after their mutual climax…

		“I think I’ll be totally okay with it, should you choose to do that,” I told Eleanor at last. “All I ask is that you include me occasionally. I don’t want to feel left out.”

		Eleanor smiled and cuddled into my chest more tightly, asking, “You know the way I feel about fucking other men when you’re not there?”

		I nodded that I did. She went on to say, “Good, because I promise you that Mia and I will play by the same rules. No sex without you present, that’s my vow to you, and I’ll make sure Mia is well aware of it, too.”

		“I wouldn’t want to restrict the two of you,” I said. “I can see you’re really into her, and that she is really into you.”

		“That may be,” my wife murmured, “but as far as I’m concerned, a marriage is a marriage. As hot as she is, Mia will simply have to wait until you can join us…before the pussy-licking starts!”

		We laughed and fell asleep once more in each other’s arms. When we woke up, the day was well over and we realized that we had to get up and get ready to attend the big family dinner at my parents’ house that evening.

		Both of us wanted to make love one more time before we sprang out of bed. So we did.

		

		****

		

		“I’m glad your sister is so easy to shop for,” Eleanor said as we drove back home from the dinner party. “I know she’s going to like the bracelet I bought her for Christmas.”

		“She’s a skinflint, when it comes to spending money on herself,” I said, turning onto our street. “An expensive diamond bracelet is something she’d never buy herself, and God knows her husband is too cheap to do it.”

		“Rod is alright,” she responded out of habit.

		She was always defending my sister’s husband. Eleanor knew I had never warmed up to him, even thought they had been married for quite a while now.

		I pulled into the garage and the door shut behind us. Coming around to the passenger side, I opened the door for her and escorted her into the house.

		It was just after ten-thirty and I’d had an idea at dinner tonight for making tomorrow night, Christmas Eve, even better. Amid the boring family chatter and the catered food—my mother, always an indifferent cook, absolutely refused to “slave all day in the kitchen”, as she put it, to fix a big Christmas or Thanksgiving meal anymore—which was probably better than my mom’s efforts would have proved anyway, I had conceived a plan to slightly alter tomorrow night’s events.

		Instead of springing the refurbished house on Eleanor and having Rob, her ‘date’ for the night ring the doorbell, I was going to have him pick him up in a dance club, as if they were meeting randomly! I wanted to call Amanda and have her call Rob to institute the changes, if it was still possible to do so.

		“Why don’t you go on up, darling?” I said to Eleanor. “I think I’m going to go into my study for a few minutes and have a brandy. You know how these big family dinners set me on edge.”

		She nodded that she did and vanished up the stairs. I beat a hasty retreat into my study, pulled out my cell phone, and called Amanda.

		My escort-employee had told me that the holidays were terrible for her business, as cheating husbands were expected to spend more time at home with their wives during the holiday season. Amanda had also shared that she didn’t make it a practice to go home for the holidays anymore, either, after her parents had learned what she now did for a living.

		They were Mormons and apparently they didn’t approve of prostitution. Even high-end hookers like Amanda were a no-no in their culture, so all they did when they got together was fight.

		Amanda answered on the second ring. I asked her, “Are you working? I can call back tomorrow, if you can’t talk.”

		“I wish,” she sighed, “I’m just sitting at my place, watching an old Christmas movie on television and feeling sorry for myself. What can I do for you? I’m offering a special on quick blowjobs this week.”

		I laughed and said, “No, I’m afraid I’m still not in market for sex. You’re the first one I’d call, should that ever change.”

		Amanda laughed and then we got down to business. I told her about my proposed changes to tomorrow night’s script and she said she’d try to reach Rob on his cell phone right now and go over them with him. She promised to call me back right away, whether she was successful in reaching him or not.

		I poured myself a brandy and paced about the room, waiting for her to call back. In a few minutes, my phone rang on the desk and I pounced on it eagerly.

		“He’s okay with it,” she started off, “but he says he usually hangs out a biker bar out on the interstate when he goes dancing. It’s called the Snake Pit, charmingly enough. They have live rock bands every Friday and Saturday night, and Christmas Eve is no exception, according to Rob.”

		I thought about that excitedly. A biker bar, Eleanor would be ecstatic at the mere thought of meeting her ‘date’ in such a place!

		A plan formed quickly in my head and I asked Amanda, “How would you like to make another all-night fee, tomorrow night, on Christmas Even?”

		“Are you kidding? I’d love it! Christmas Eve and Christmas night are usually the two deadest nights of the entire year, in my business!”

		“Okay, here’s what I need from you…”

		I proceeded to lay out my plan and she promised to call Rob right back with the details. This was shaping up to be the most exotic, coolest Christmas surprise imaginable!

		

		****

		

		“How about instead of staying home and admiring the tree, we go out dancing tomorrow night?”

		I asked Eleanor the question shortly after climbing into bed with her. She gave me an incredulous look and asked, “Dancing….on Christmas Eve, wherever would we go? Won’t most places be closed for the night?”

		“Not if we go to the place I’m thinking of going,” I said mysteriously, smiling at her.

		“Oh, and just where might that be,” she inquired, her curiosity obviously piqued.

		“I’d have to take you shopping in the morning. You don’t own any clothes that would fit in at the place I’m thinking of taking you to, nor do I, for that matter.”

		“Now I am intrigued!” She said animatedly. “Come on; spill, is this part of some sort of elaborate Christmas surprise?”

		“Perhaps…perhaps not,” I said teasingly, shutting off the lamp on my nightstand.

		“Oh, no you don’t, mister,” she shook me lightly as I tried to go to sleep. “I’m not going to sleep a wink, until I know what’s happening! What are you planning?”

		I refused to answer, turning away from her and chuckling softly under my breath. Eleanor persisted for some minutes, but I remained as silent as the Sphinx!

		

		****

		

		At precisely ten o’clock the next morning, we pulled up in my Cayenne in front of a thrift shop that Amanda had recommended. She was waiting for us in her red Porsche Carrera, parked one spot down from us.

		Amanda got out of her car when we did and came up to us on the sidewalk. Eleanor’s eyes grew wide as the stunning blonde approached, appearing to know me.

		All morning long, my wife had pretended to be quite angry with me, but I could tell she really wasn’t. Eleanor was truly intrigued by my secrecy and mad to know what I was planning!

		“This Amanda,” I said, introducing the stylish, very attractive young blonde, “Amanda, this is Eleanor, my wife.”

		They shook hands warily. Amanda turned to me and said, “Now I see what the big deal was about her. She’s gorgeous, and very sexy!”

		“Is she my Christmas surprise?” Eleanor said, smiling at me.

		She turned back and gazed…longingly, I thought, at Amanda for a moment, before continuing, “Because if she is, I thoroughly approve!”

		Something like and electric charge passed between the two women just then and now it was Amanda’s turn to smile as she whispered, “She is hot!”

		I thought for a moment the two of them were going to tear each other’s clothes off right on the street and make out atop Amanda’s nearby Porsche! At last, however, cooler heads prevailed and Amanda said, gesturing toward the run down looking store, “This place usually has a huge assortment of distressed jeans and cute tops. Why pay two-hundred bucks for a pair of ratty jeans when you can get them here for less than twenty?”

		“Distressed jeans…why am I going to need a pair of distressed jeans?” Eleanor demanded of me, as Amanda took her by the elbow and guided her into the thrift shop.

		“They’re for tonight,” I told her, following them into the place, “for our dance date.”

		Inside, the store was quite neat and tidy. But a slightly off-putting odor of age and well-used items pervaded the place.

		I left the two of them to their shopping while I went over to the side of the store featuring men’s clothing and looked for a pair of holey jeans that would fit me. A couple of the guys in my various crews rode Harley’s to work sometimes, weather permitting, and they were very into the biker culture, as far as the way they dressed, so I had a good idea of what I was going to be wearing to that club tonight.

		Not being a particularly big guy or having huge muscles, I didn’t want to overdo it, when it came to looking tough. The object of tonight’s visit to the biker bar was give my wife the feeling that she had been slumming, picked up a hot, very “inappropriate” guy in a sleazy bar, and taken him home and enjoyed his body as he enjoyed hers.

		It wasn’t to get pummeled within an inch of my life by a bunch of bikers by arriving at the bar looking as tough as they were. I didn’t want to be challenged, I just wanted to fit in and blend into the woodwork as I watched Eleanor get frisky out on the dance floor with Rob!

		I met Amanda and my wife back at the register. Amanda was to accompany me tonight as my “date” for the evening, so she had picked out some suitable clothes for herself as well.

		The whole bill came to less than a hundred bucks. I was amazed that we had gotten so much clothing for so little, but then Eleanor and I usually shopped at the finest stores in town; Nordstrom was as inexpensive as we usually went.

		“Okay, I’ve been a good sport,” Eleanor said impatiently once we were back outside, on the sidewalk. “What’s this all about? Who is she?”

		She looked over at Amanda and I thought I saw a glint of arousal in her eye as she asked, “Is she going to be with us tonight? Am I going to get to…know her better?”

		“That’s for me to know and you to find out later, you horny little minx!” I told her, opening the car door for her.

		

		****

		

		Eleanor was super-excited! I had rarely seen her like this.

		She kept peppering me with questions all day long, which I steadfastly refused to answer. I retreated into my study and pretended of work on some things I had brought home from the office, telling her I was very busy whenever she stuck her nose in, which was often.

		Finally, after dinner, we went upstairs and changed into our costumes for tonight’s visit to the Snake Pit. Eleanor looked like a tramp in her tight, distressed jeans that were more hole than pant, and a snug sweater blouse with a plunging neckline that really showed off her big rack.

		She had worn her flimsiest bra, so that her large knockers would bounce around as she danced. For lipstick, she had chosen a fire-engine red hue that called attention to her full, pouty lips.

		I wore jeans similar to hers, though not quite as torn and raged looking, I had stopped on the way home and bought a pair of black workman’s boots, and my upper body was clothed in an old blue and white plaid shirt, worn with a ratty leather vest.

		The vest had no badges or emblems; I’d made sure of that. I didn’t want to piss any of the bikers off by claiming to be affiliated with anyone tonight!

		At eight-thirty, Amanda’s Porsche pulled up outside and she rang the doorbell. She was dressed much like my wife was, in ripped and torn jeans, a low-cut blouse, and a pair of ugly black boots.

		Together, we all piled into my Cayenne and left for the Snake Pit, and our encounter with the bikers and with Rob!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		The Snake Pit

		

		It was just after nine when Amanda and I strolled into the dark bar and took seats at a booth along the wall. The band had already started, and they were playing an old Lynyrd Skynyrd song called Sweet Home Alabama.

		The people who owned this bar apparently either hadn’t heard or didn’t care about all of the recent furor over the Confederate Battle flag in the southern states, because not one, but two replicas of the Stars and Bars were on view in the Snake Pit; one behind the bar, and the other hanging down from the rafters over the small square of linoleum which passed for the dance floor. We ordered a pitcher of Budweiser when the waitress came over.

		I saw Rob standing at the bar with a pack of his buddies, towering over them. He was dressed in a blue Chambray work shirt and a black leather biker’s vest, what looked to be his best pair of old jeans, and black biker boots.

		He glanced over at Amanda and smiled knowingly, but didn’t acknowledge her presence otherwise. The door opened and Eleanor came in by herself and all eyes turned toward her.

		On the ride out to the bar, I had told her that a fellow who had seen her picture and was very interested in her would be at the bar. She had squealed with delight and pestered me for more information but I had clammed up and just driven.

		As Amanda and I were exiting my Cayenne, I told her, “It’s up to you to pick him out. Lots of guys, I would imagine, are going to be hitting on you, asking you to dance tonight. If you guess right, a night of untold pleasure awaits you, my dear; merry Christmas!”

		I had refused to say more before Amanda and I trudged across the parking lot and went inside. Eleanor had instructions to give us a few minutes, so that no one would make any connection between us, and then to lock up the car and follow us inside.

		Once there, she wasn’t to acknowledge us in any way. She was strictly a girl on the make tonight, looking for a hot time, as far as the denizens of the Snake Pit were concerned.

		She hadn’t taken more than a sip of her mug of beer when a tall, swarthy biker walked over and asked her to dance. Eleanor shot us a quick glance, but neither of us reacted in any way.

		Looking somewhat reluctant, she got up off her stool and followed him out onto the floor. He was all over her the minute they started to dance, his hands roaming all over her back and down onto her tight, jean-clad ass cheeks.

		Eleanor reached behind her and guided his hands back up to where they belonged. When they strayed down onto her butt for the second time, Eleanor said something to him and disengaged herself from his grasp, walking back over to her place at the bar.

		Wordlessly, she gathered up her purse and her mug of beer and sat in the booth right next to ours, the last empty one in the crowded bar. She sipped her beer and eyed the men around the room nervously, glancing over at me from time to time.

		Another bar patron approached her and asked her to dance. He was about our age, and handsome—if you liked the scruffy, three-day beard look—and quite tall.

		Eleanor rose from her seat and went over to the dance floor with him. Together, they circled the small linoleum square, her cheek pressed closely to his chest, their bodies very close.

		“He’s sort of cute, if you like the type,” Amanda commented, after watching them over her shoulder.

		“I think Eleanor does,” I said wryly, watching this new man’s hand settle on her ass as they danced to the slow song.

		She didn’t make any attempt to move it back up to where it belonged. My wife closed her eyes and let him feel her ass while they danced.

		I must confess, I felt my dick getting hard as I watched them. I began to have misgivings about all of this.

		What if she lets the wrong guy pick her up? What if he takes her back to his…trailer, and fucks her, and then gives her some horrible disease?

		The next song was a fast one. Eleanor and her newest suitor broke apart and began to cavort to the heavy beat.

		Her big tits moved around enticingly under the sweater-blouse and her dance partner noticed. His eyes grew large as he watched those big, round breasts of her jiggle and dance beneath the top.

		When the song was ended, he walked her back over to her booth. He stood beside it as she slid in and he said, “Why don’t you let me sit down with you a while Ely? I could really go for a hot bitch like you!”

		Ely…? Eleanor had never let anyone call her “Ely” in her life!

		“Maybe later, Willie,” she said charmingly, not taking exception to the “Ely”, much to my surprise. “I want to just sip my beer and relax right now.”

		To my vast relief, Rob came sauntering over as soon as Willie had returned to his pals at the bar. He smiled down at Eleanor, all six-foot, five-inches of him, with that long blond hair and that devastating smile and those muscles, and asked, “Could I have this dance, Miss?”

		Eleanor showed him her half-million dollar ring set and said, “It’s actually Missus, but yes, you can dance with me if you’d like.”

		Rob took her gentle ribbing right in stride, saying, “Well, as long as your husband isn’t here, you may as well dance with me.”

		She got out of the booth and while he was turned toward the dance floor, she winked at me and said, “Oh, he’s not here, you can bet on that.”

		I watched them circle the floor and began to relax. Eleanor seemed quite taken with hunky Rob and it showed.

		Their bodies were pressed together so closely that the only way he could get any closer was to whip that incredibly thick cock of his out and stuff it into my wife’s no doubt juicy cunt! She closed her eyes and embraced him tightly as they danced, rubbing her big breasts against his belly and whispering softly to him.

		I wondered what she was saying to him. My prick got even stiffer and Amanda leaned over the table and said softly, “Dance with me a few times, Edgar. Some of the natives seem restless. I guess they’ve figured out that Eleanor is all but taken for the evening by Rob, and they’re starting to give me the eye.”

		I hadn’t considered that. I’d thought that one way to stay out of the bikers’ way was to arrive with a date.

		In an instant, I saw that I’d outsmarted myself. Amanda was so beautiful, like Eleanor, that she was bound to draw stares from this seedy crew. If the guy she was with was ignoring her, well…

		“You’re right,” I said quickly, taking her hand. “Let’s dance, by all means!”

		We hit the floor just as the band launched into an old tract by the Allman Brothers, called Ramblin’ Man. Amanda and I shook our booties and strutted about, just as Eleanor and Rob were doing right next to us.

		My wife waited until Rob wasn’t looking at her and whispered, “This is fun! We should do this more often!”

		I smiled at Eleanor and nodded that we should. When we got done dancing, we ordered a fresh pitcher of beer while Rob and Eleanor did the same.

		Rob sat down in her booth and she didn’t try and stop him. When he went to the bathroom at about ten o’clock, she asked hurriedly, “Is he the one?”

		I beamed and nodded that he was, indeed, the one, asking in a low voice, “What do you think of him?”

		“Oh, darling, what a marvelous Christmas present he is. Thank you so much!”

		“Wait until you see what he’s packing,” Amanda said excitedly, turning around so she could talk to Eleanor, “you’ll thank him even more!”

		

		****

		

		By eleven o’clock on a Christmas Even, the crowd at the Snake Pit had thinned out considerably. We were the only ones in the booths on our side of the bar, and empty stools were staring to become visible. The press of bodies standing around talking, swilling beer had all but disappeared.

		Eleanor excused herself and went to the ladies room, and Amanda did the same. After about five minutes, they were back, pretending that they didn’t know each other.

		“Let’s go soon,” Amanda said as soon as she sat down.

		Rob and Eleanor were back out on the dance floor. I leaned across the table and asked her, “What did she say in the restroom?”

		“It’s all set,” Amanda said smiling, taking a big cut of her beer. “Rob has asked her back to his place for the night and she’s accepted. She’ll ride behind him on his Harley and they’ll go to the house. You and I will already be there, watching the action on the big screen out in the garage. I met with Rob and gave him the key to the front door today, just as you wanted me to.”

		“Perfect,” I said, beaming with anticipation, “does Eleanor know about the cameras in every room?”

		“I went ahead and told her about them,” Amanda admitted, “I hope I didn’t spoil the surprise.”

		“No, no, this is great!” I nearly shouted out the words, such was my growing excitement. “It was time she knew.”

		“She said the oddest thing when I told her about the house belonging to you and being all wired up for sound and video in every room,” Amanda marveled, “something about ‘just like in Kirsten’s book’, do you know what that means?”

		“Private, family joke,” I commented. “I’ll tell you all about it on the way back over to the house. Come on; let’s finish our beers and go.”

		We were no sooner out in the parking lot and making our way through the slush to my Porsche when a male voice rasped behind us, “You like pretty boy better than me, I guess, Ely-bitch!”

		We turned and saw the man who had asked Eleanor to dance before Rob did standing in the darkness between him and my wife and Rob’s Harley. The sore loser was flanked by two guys who were even bigger than him, and all of them were eyeing Eleanor like wolves eye a faun that has wandered away from its mother in the forest.

		I flashed back our ill-fated evening at the theater all those months ago. A feeling of dread rippled through me. I wasn’t eager to see my wife raped again!

		“Back off, asshole,” Rob said disdainfully to the man accosting him, “she’s with me now. Go home and pull your pud and think of me with her, in bed, dude.”

		“You fucker,” the man responded angrily, “there are three of us and only one of you, in case you hadn’t noticed. We’re all gonna’ take turns with this bitch, after we kick your ass!”

		“Good plan,” Rob said dismissively, “there’s just one thing wrong with it. You should have brought more help!”

		With that, the big, blond-headed man reached out and grabbed his would-be assailant by the throat and squeezed as he picked him up off the ground and shook him. The man clawed frantically at Rob’s big fist as he felt his feet leave the ground.

		Rob threw him ten feet across the lot, where he crashed into a parked van and slid to the ground, unmoving. While his two pals were watching that, Rob stepped in front of one of them and threw a right cross, which lifted him off his feet as well and dropped him into a puddle of water that the melting snow had formed.

		The third man had seen enough. He turned and ran across the lot and into the darkness.

		I hurried Amanda into the Cayenne and fired up the engine. We beat Rob’s Harley out of the lot and did seventy all the way to the house, effectively losing Rob and my wife along the way.

		Amanda and I talked animatedly about the fight in the parking lot as I drove, and I explained about Kirsten McCurran’s trilogy about the hotwife whose husband was a building contractor who had purchased a duplex for his wife’s little love nest.

		“I got the idea from her book,” I said as we hurried along the driveway, to the darkened garage and I unlocked it.

		We were barely inside when the light from Rob’s Harley filled the driveway and I heard it rumble to a stop outside. I sat down behind the console and fired up every camera in the house and waited…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

		Christmas Eve – My Present To Her

		

		“You were so brave, taking on all three of them!” Eleanor all but cooed, running her hands all over Rob’s shoulders and arms. “And that motorcycle ride was positively thrilling!”

		She looked around at the house and asked, “Is this your place?”

		“Nah, it belongs to a friend,” he answered truthfully, “but I have permission to use it tonight.”

		He glanced around the place and asked, “May I offer you a drink?”

		“White wine, if you have it,” she answered, her eyes never leaving his tall frame, his spectacular body, now that his heavy coat was off. “Beer is okay at place like the Snake Pit, but I prefer wine.”

		“You’re not exactly a regular,” he said, over his shoulder, heading for the nearby kitchen and the refrigerator. “Why were you there tonight? The Pit doesn’t seem like your kind of place.”

		He found the fridge well stocked with Eleanor’s favorite Chablis and made quick work of opening a bottle for her and pouring her a liberal glassful. As he rummaged through the kitchen cabinets, looking for the glasses, he happened upon a very complete hard liquor trove and snatched up an unopened bottle of Jack Daniel’s Black Label for himself.

		After adding a few ice cubes to a cocktail glass, he filled it up and brought his cocktail over to rejoin her in the front room. He handed her the white wine and asked again, “So, what were you doing at the Pit tonight?”

		“Looking for you,” she said, taking a sip.

		“Oh, what do you mean by that?”

		“I know my husband purchased your time for me tonight, through a girl called Amanda, the terrific young blonde who was sitting right behind me tonight?” She told him that in an amused voice, her eyes never wavering. “You’re to be my Christmas present, apparently.”

		“So, your husband knows all about this?” Rob said as if he didn’t quite believe a man would part with someone who looked like Eleanor so easily.

		“You should see what I gave him this year,” she said, smiling warmly up at Rob. “Her name is Mia, and she’s a brunette who is as great looking as Amanda, the hot blonde.”

		Eleanor grinned and said, “She and I did things to him just a few nights ago that Edgar, that’s my husband, will remember until his dying day.”

		“You two have a strange sort of relationship, it sounds like,” Rob commented, clearly not quite understanding all of this.

		“It works for us,” my wife told him succinctly, finishing her wine in two big gulps and placing the empty glass on the coffee table. “Now, let’s quite fooling around; it’s time for me to unwrap my present!”

		“He isn’t joining us tonight?” Rob asked the question as she unbuttoned his shirt and slid off the leather vest.

		“No, not tonight,” she said, opening the shirt and pulling it out of his waistband, so it could drop to the floor, “maybe next time.”

		“There’s going to be a next time?”

		She looked at his unreal pecs, his tiny waist, and those tattoos and practically drooled, saying, “Of course there’s going to be a next time, if this is as nice as the rest of you!”

		So saying, she unzipped his jeans and slid them and his boxers down his muscular legs. His cock and balls were revealed and Eleanor rolled her eyes towards heaven—actually toward the cameras she had guessed were concealed in the room’s newly installed crown molding—and mouthed the words, “Oh, God, thank you so much, darling!”

		

		****

		

		She sucked him first, once she was as naked as he was and they were in the bedroom. I’d guess she wanted to see if all of his cock would fit in her mouth, the way Brian’s almost did, now that she’d had some practice with it.

		It didn’t, of course. Rob’s was much thicker than Brian’s pussy-stuffer of a dick.

		“Oh, God, look how big around that monster is, once it’s hard!” Amanda whispered out loud.

		She was sitting in the chair next to mine, watching the screen intently as my wife sat on the edge of the bed and finally got Rob’s unbelievably thick cock head in her mouth. Eleanor pushed forward gamely, wedging about two more inches of the humongous prick in her mouth and throat.

		I saw her tongue making a bulge against her cheeks, and knew she was licking him as she sucked! Rob groaned and said, “Take it, you hot mama; take as much of it as you can!”

		My cock was so hard, it hurt. I looked on as Eleanor used the little trick Brian had taught her, tilting her head backward so that more of Rob’s prick would slide down into her throat.

		“Holy shit, but you’re good at this,” Rob marveled as four more, and then six more inches of his whopper went down into Eleanor’s mouth.

		“I’m supposed to be a professional, and I doubt I could take that much of that particular cock,” Amanda said, amazed by what she was seeing. “Your wife is something else, Edgar!”

		Eleanor choked loudly when Rob passed the nine inch mark, and he drew some of his length and incredible girth back out of the gagging girl’s throat, shaking his head in disbelief, saying, “Fuck, baby, you’re phenomenal, when it comes to sucking fat cocks like mine!”

		He pulled his dick the rest of the way out of her mouth and reached down for her. Eleanor’s cheeks and chin were shiny with thick wads of saliva as he lifted her easily by her armpits and tossed her back onto the mattress, joining her while she was still bouncing.

		“Let’s see if this primo pussy of yours can take it, too!”

		He slid the cock spit-soaked cock head up and down in her wildly-juicing slit and pressed downward. Eleanor squirmed beneath him, but she wasn’t trying to get away!

		Instead, she was attempting to spear his huge manhood down into her gushing lips, wriggling her hips against him frantically. He smiled and whispered, “Fuck, lady, I’ve never seen a cunt who wanted it so bad before!”

		All of the breath seemed to go out of Eleanor’s lungs as he finally penetrated her and three inches of cock disappeared down inside her. She shuddered underneath him as he took her, driving more and more of his steely hardness into her spit-as-wide-as-it-would-go pussy opening.

		“Holy fuck, would you look at that?” Amanda sighed, watching Eleanor take the mammoth cock all the way up to Rob’s balls.

		“Excuse me, Amanda, but I’ve just got to!” I panted out the words as I frantically unzipped my jeans and undid my belt.

		My cock--not nearly as impressive as Rob’s, but just as hard—sprang forth as I yanked down my boxers, my eyes never leaving the monitor. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Amanda tear off her top and undo her bra; and then wriggle out of her jeans.

		“I have to masturbate, too,” she explained, fingering her pussy as she watched Eleanor getting fucked by the elephant cock on screen. “This is just too hot to take, without Jilling myself off!”

		I glanced down from a pair of the most luscious tits I had ever seen to Amanda’s cute little pussy. Unlike Eleanor, she cultivated a small triangle of close cropped, platinum-blonde fur atop her mons, but her pussy was just as bare and pink as my wife’s!

		“Oh, God, he’s really giving it to her now,” Amanda sighed, watching the screen intently as she toyed with her clit.

		Flicking my eyes back to the monitor, I saw that she was right. Every inch of Rob’s fat cock was disappearing into Eleanor’s cunt with every stroke now!

		She was moaning in a way I’d never heard her moan before. Other men’s cocks had stretched her, but not like this!

		“Oh, oh, fuck; its so biiiiiiggg!” She whined as he fucked her relentlessly.

		Her strawberry-blonde locks were flying about as she whipped her head from side to side on the mattress. She looked like a woman in pain, but in the next instant, she looked on the brink of pure ecstasy.

		“Fuck meeeeeeeeeee!” She begged at that moment, putting to rest all my fears about Rob hurting her. “Oh, God, ram that big dick into me and make me come!”

		Rob did his part, driving his hard on into her again and again, fucking her fiercely; making her squeal with joy! Eleanor was coming as hard as I had ever seen her come!

		I thought back to the night in that room and the two men…Brian, that first time…the five man gangbang…her first double penetration. I had never seen my wife shivering like this, fucking like this, screaming out her bliss so loudly!

		“God, she’s coming so great!” Amanda said between clenched teeth, spasming in the chair right along with Eleanor.

		Amanda’s tits were pumped full; her nipples looked ready to explode as she watched my wife on the big monitor. I heard the young escort draw in a big breath and begin to sob her way through her own orgasm as she watched Eleanor shriek and beat on Rob’s broad back with her tiny fists and mash her exploding clit against his reaming cock meat.

		All at once, Rob threw back his head and roared out his own pleasure, and I knew he was filling my wife with his hot spunk for the first time this evening. I quivered in my chair, not daring to touch my ready-to-shoot prick.

		And then Amanda was out of her chair, kneeling down in front of me, whispering, “Its okay, Eleanor and I talked about it in the ladies room. Don’t hold back; give me all you’ve got, Edgar!’

		Her lips slipped over my cock and I screamed. More come than I knew my balls could make came spurting out of my spasming cock and right into Amanda’s sucking lips!

		Eleanor looked up at the ceiling, a beatific smile on her satisfied face and mouthed the words, “Enjoy, darling, I love you so much!”

		

		****

		

		Amanda was bent over the desk and I was fucking her slowly, as we both watched Rob and Eleanor putting on a clinic about how doggie style sex should be done. We had witnessed the two of them spooning so far, and then sixty-nining. Eleanor almost got all of his phenomenal cock down her throat before he came in her mouth and she flooded his lips with girl come.

		And then, when he got hard again—something that took super-horny Rob almost no time at all—she had climbed up onto his prick and rode it until she had climaxed again. Next, they had switched to doggie style and they had been going at it for almost fifteen minutes, according the electronic clock at the bottom of the monitor.

		I had come in Amanda once already, after the stellar blowjob, and her pussy felt like heaven as I watched my wife cavort with Rob. Amanda was getting a ten-thousand dollar bonus for her work tonight; I had already decided that!

		She was exquisite to fuck, and she gave an unreal blowjob. I didn’t intend to tell Eleanor how good she’d been or about the bonus, but I did plan to tell her that we’d fucked. That seemed only fair.

		Rob was powering his prick in and out of Eleanor’s tight hole. She was keening again, coming and coming on his gliding cock.

		The orgasms just seemed to keep building, and I feared she might go out of her mind with joy. Rob seemed to be in some sort of zone, lost in the wonder of her heat, her snugness, her almost fluid feel against his savaging cock.

		“God, they’re perfect together,” Amanda murmured, “just look at them fuck!”

		“I know,” said dreamily, reveling in the way my own dick felt in Amanda as I witnessed what truly bad girl Eleanor could be with the right man.

		“And you’re not jealous at all?”

		“Maybe just a tad,” I admitted, rutting hard, about to come once more myself, “after all, I’m only human.”

		Eleanor wailed, her whole body shaking with the power of her release. Rob was coming in her again, and the two of them melted together, sharing that most special of climaxes, the mutual orgasm.

		“God, but they’re good together!” I sighed, blasting a big load up Amanda’s pussy as she shuddered beneath me and came herself…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty

		

		Christmas Morning

		

		It was four-thirty in the morning when Rob’s motorcycle roared to life out in the driveway, waking Amanda and I. She was cuddled up in my chair. We had fallen asleep when Rob and Eleanor had, after their last spectacular fuck at around three-thirty.

		Had anything happened between the two after that? I didn’t know; the video tape would tell all tomorrow.

		Amanda kissed me good bye and got back into her clothes. I told her to meet me downtown for lunch on Monday and I’d have her money, including the ten thousand dollar cash bonus I’d promised her.

		She said I didn’t have to do that. This was the best Christmas she’d had in years!

		I’d already booked her to do a three-way with Eleanor and I shortly after the new year had started. I knew Eleanor would love that, and I had to admit, I was looking forward to it, too!

		I thought the three of us, and possibly Brian, might share many a night together in the near future. As I got dressed and walked toward the house, watching the lights if Amanda’s Porsche disappear in the distance, I thought of Mia and Amanda and Eleanor and I all in bed at the same time.

		Shaking my head in wonder, I unlocked the door and stepped inside. I thought the small house smelled like sex and sweat and spent passion.

		Taking off my clothes once again as I approached the bedroom, I spotted Eleanor sprawled out atop the sheets. A small river of spunk ran from her pussy and I found I couldn’t wait to reclaim her, to plunge my hard cock into that soupy mess!

		She murmured as I joined her in bed, “Darling, is that you?”

		I kissed her and tasted Rob’s come on her lips. I didn’t care; I shoved my tongue into her mouth and kissed her even harder.

		Eleanor purred with aroused passion and held me close. When we finally stopped kissing, I looked down at her.

		She looked just like what she was, a woman who had spent the evening getting fucked by another man. Her once well coiffed hair was messy and disheveled, she had a little dried semen on one cheek, and her pussy was leaking massive amounts of the stuff.

		I loved her so much in that moment! My cock was rock hard as I pushed her onto her back and slid into her.

		“Ooh, there’s that thing I’ve missed so much!” She cooed out the words and ruffled my hair lovingly as I fucked her.

		My prick felt lost in her stretched out lips, normally so tight and welcoming. I smiled and fucked her harder, pressing my cock against her clit as I rode her.

		“He was so big,” she murmured, cuddling into me. “At first I thought his cock wasn’t going to fit.”

		I laughed and kept on pumping. She felt like a warm lake of male come around my pistoning prick.

		“But you managed,” I said wryly, beaming down at her.

		“You saw?”

		“Everything,” I told her happily, “I saw every naughty little thing you did with him tonight!”

		She blushed a little. The room was very dark, but I could tell her face was coloring as she repeated the word, “Everything? “

		“Everything,” I confirmed, “and so did Amanda.”

		She gave out with a guilty little giggle and whispered, “Did you fuck her?”

		“I couldn’t help it,” I said softly, “you were putting on such a show that the two of us simply couldn’t keep our hands off one another.”

		She laughed and I felt her tits jelly against my chest as she said, “I knew you would. She’s lovely. Plus, I told her to keep you…entertained, while I was busy with Rob.”

		We stared into one another’s eyes and just fucked. After a while, Eleanor said, “She’s not better than me, is she?”

		Again I laughed and said, “No one, anywhere, is better than you, my love.”

		“That’s what Rob said,” she told me with a smirk. “I think our young biker is in love with me…or with my pussy, anyway.”

		“He’s got surprisingly good taste, then,” I said, getting ready to come in my wife for the first time this evening.

		“So do you, in picking him for me,” she said, and I could tell she was nearing the brink, too. “Oh, God, he fucked me so hard with that big cock of his, baby!”

		I felt my balls tightening and that telltale tingle. I gasped, “Did you like it? Did you have a good Christmas this year?”

		She started to come, screaming, “I loved it. I absolutely loved it!”

		We went off together and I saw stars. It was always that way with Eleanor, especially after I had watched her being bad, so very bad!

		

		****

		

		“I think my pussy is going to be sore tomorrow,” Eleanor said, running her fingers lightly across my chest hair.

		It was getting light outside, but it was still early in the morning. We had fucked once more, after that first time.

		Eleanor had been in the mood for some butt-sex and she had been too wise to let Rob have her that way, so I was happy to oblige. It was sensational!

		Then we had slept in each other’s arms. I glanced over at the clock and saw it was six in the morning.

		“Brian never made my pussy sore,” Eleanor commented. “That five-way gangbang didn’t even make it sore.”

		“I think you’ve reached your maximum stretch point,” I said. “Rob is it. Any bigger, and you’re liable to really hurt something in there.”

		“I doubt that there is anyone bigger,” Eleanor said with a coy little smile.

		“Oh, I bet there is, somewhere,” I insisted, kissing her lightly on the cheek.

		“Are you going to find him for me, darling?”

		“No, I’m not,” I said. “I don’t want to see you hurt yourself. After all, there are the children to consider, or at least there will be.”

		She grinned at me and asked, “If you don’t find anyone bigger, or thicker, how are you going to top my Christmas present when my birthday rolls around?”

		“Oh, I imagine I’ll think of something. I always seem to, don’t I?”

		“You do at that,” she murmured, moving into position to kiss me. “And I love you for it, oh, so much!”

		We kissed and in that moment, the whole world seemed right. Maybe I could find someone just a shade bigger than Rob; a little longer perhaps, or a bit fuller?

		I’d have to think about it. After all, my Eleanor deserved the very best…

		

		The End

		

		

		

		Author’s Notes

		

		This is a fantasy, a work of fiction. Because of that, a minimum amount of condoms or other forms of “safe sex” were used in this book. I have found that their use slows down the flow of the narrative during sex scenes. Should you choose to participate in such behavior, however, please use protection.

		If you enjoyed this book, or even if you didn’t, I want to hear from you. I like keeping in touch with my readers. You may contact me at: ckralston@gmail.com with either brickbats or kudos.

		To Kenny Wright and Ben Boswell and Kirsten McCurran and all of my fellow erotic authors mentioned in this volume, please take my mentioning you the way it was intended, as a loving tribute to your great work from a fan. I’m sure many of you, my loyal readers, enjoy the efforts of these giants of the genre as much as I do and if you haven’t yet sampled the work of the other authors mentioned in this novel, please treat yourself and do so soon!

		

		CKR
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