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THIS BOOK IS AN EROTIC WORK OF FICTION. Any resemblance to persons living or dead is accidental and pretty damned impressive.

THIS WORK IS NOT FOR ANY PERSONS UNDER THE AGE OF 18 OR OLDER, DEPENDING ON YOUR STATE OR COUNTRY.

The hotwife genre appeals to me. These are the books I like to read and the stories I want to tell, so thank you to those who read my books.

CONSIDER THIS A TRIGGER WARNING: There is sex in this book, lots of it. If reading about people having sex with others to whom they are not married offends you, please don’t read any further. If lesbian sex is repugnant to you, please do not buy this book. Close this page and step away from your computer. There is nothing for you to see here.

But if you are looking for a fun and dirty read, this is it.


Chapter 1

“I told him I couldn’t do it,” Alice said in a near whisper. She was talking to her best friend, me … Emma.

“Let me get this straight,” I said, stifling a laugh. “Your fiancé, the man who ran an ad looking for a woman to marry, a woman who would cuckold him, the man you are now engaged to, surprised you by telling you he wants you to …” I paused to look around, ensuring that nobody else was listening. “Fuck other men while he, your future husband, watches and masturbates. Is that right?”

Alice said she had been horrified. “Well, you can imagine my shock. I never thought he was serious. He’s so polished and refined.”

“Did you confront him?” I asked after a time.

“I was so fucking upset, excuse my language, that I just spit it back at him,” Alice said. I decided not to ask her what on earth she meant.

As she spoke, I found myself really engaging in our conversation. We were talking about sex while sitting at a small table outside a coffee shop on Grand Avenue. It was the middle of the day, but few people were around to listen in.

“What did he say?” I asked as I used a napkin to wipe the foam from the corners of her mouth.

“He said he loved me, and he wanted to watch me enjoying sex with another man. Well, that made no sense to me. I mean, who wants to watch their wife cheat on them?”

“And?” I prompted her.

Alice said, “I accused him of using this as an excuse to bag some young cutie like his new ‘Administrative Assistant.’” I tasted my coffee and added a sweetener—the kind in the yellow paper packets. “But, he denied it, of course. If I’d do this … thing for him, he promised not to ever touch another woman. Silly me, I thought that subject would be covered in our wedding vows.”

“Or another man?” I murmured into my coffee.

“Ugg,” she said.

“Then what happened?” I asked, leaning in close. “Did he get you to change your mind?”

“No, but he’s working on it. Last night, he said he was giving me a hall pass. Have you ever heard of such a thing?” I shook my head that I had heard of it, without explaining that my husband Chris and I had the same arrangement.

“Well,” Alice continued. “He explained it to me and finally asked me to go to a bar with him. It wasn’t a difficult decision for me to make since we hadn’t been out together in ages, and if we’d stayed in, we would have probably argued.

“When we got to the bar, he wanted me to go in first alone, and he’d join me in a few minutes. He made up some excuse about parking the car,” Alice said disgustedly.

“I know where this is going,” I offered. “You sit at the bar alone, waiting for him, and he doesn’t show up for the longest time. Meanwhile, all these men are trying to buy you a drink. Am I right?”

“How did you know?” Alice looked at me suspiciously.

“I read dirty stories on the ‘net,” I answered.

“No shit, is this how guys do it?”

“Sometimes. So tell me, were any of the guys hitting on you good-looking?” I sipped my coffee, trying to hide my fascination.

“If I weren’t getting married, I would have jumped on a couple of them,” Alice answered before realizing that she was blushing.

“You little hussy,” I said, laughing with her. “You were sitting in wet panties because of these guys, and when Dale shows up after parking the car, you pitch a hissy fit, acting angry and generally pissed off.”

“No, I did not,” she said, although I knew I was right about the wet panties. “I acted like everything was normal, and I’d just been waiting like a good little pre-wifey.”

“So, he shows up, and you take your drink to a booth with him. How does he bust you?”

Alice laughed, “You’ll never believe how he does it.”

“How many guesses do I get?” I asked.

“A million,” she said, still laughing. “When I sat down, wearing the skirt that my Dale specifically requested I wear, and just as I had my legs parted a little to get in the booth, he ran his hand quickly up my leg and felt my … my wetness.”

“Is this when you go into your angry act?” I asked.

“No,” she said, and I repeated it after her as a question. “I’m too shocked. All I could do was sit there while Dale … played with me.

“Which was nice,” Alice confessed, but she couldn’t control her laughter, and people were starting to look at us.

“It is nice,” she conceded. “I ended up telling Dale the whole story, right down to what I’d have done when I was single. That’s when Dale gives me what he calls a ‘Hall Pass.’”

“A who pass?” I asked.

“A pass to…do it…with any guy that…I guess….turns me on,” Alice explained. “The pass means he won’t get angry or take it out on me in any way.”

“He won’t get jealous?”

“No, he says he’ll be plenty jealous, and he’ll probably even have a hardon.”

“He didn’t?” I said. “Dale actually said that if you ‘make it.’” I made air quotes with my fingers. “With another guy, his weenie would get all hard?”

“He did,” she confessed with a sigh. “It’s almost worth doing just to make him excited. I like it when his dingus gets hard.”

I put my hand on hers, and she squeezed. “Three things,” I said, counting them off on my fingers. “First, it probably took a lot of courage for him to suggest such a thing to his fiancée, even though it was in the ad.”

Alice nodded her head in agreement, twisting her face as if to say she hadn’t looked at it from his side.

“Which leads me to number two. This idea of watching you taken by another man must really turn him on. It’s so important to him that he was willing to risk you rejecting the idea and rejecting him, even though by answering his ad, you’d already accepted the idea. In fact, it’s not only his number one fantasy; if you didn’t do it, he’d find another woman who would do it for him.”

“Oh, my god!” Alice said loud enough for the people at other tables to look at us again. Alice noticed and slapped her hand over her mouth before whispering, “Do you think he’d do that?”

“If it’s that important to him.

“He probably had to wrestle with this idea for a long time before he found the courage to even place the ad. It might not require much more courage to take the next step.”

“What’s the third thing?” She asked, after thinking about what I’d said.

“When are you going to do it?”

Alice blushed, and I noticed something interesting. I’d been trying to ignore the sensations building in my body for a while, but I could no longer hold off. I, too, was sitting in seriously wet panties.


Chapter 2

Later that day, I walked into our house, and my husband, Christopher, was sprawled on the couch watching the news with a malignant stare.

“I thought you stopped watching the news because it pissed you off so much,” I said as I dumped my newly bought packages on the dining room table. I’d purchased a daring new outfit I was dying to wear in public.

“How was Alice?” he asked as I took the television remote from him and turned off the ridiculously oversized television mounted on the wall above the bar in his man cave.

“Are you ready to hear something almost unbelievable and dirty as hell?” I asked him, as I sat on the couch, so he could see up my dress if he wanted to look. I saw his eyes flick downward toward the gap between my legs. I took this as a good sign, so I put an elbow on one of the couch's arms behind me.

My breasts didn’t need help to make them look large, but I didn’t want Chris to forget that they were part of the package.

“Define ‘dirty as hell,’“ he said, sitting up so he could put a hand on my knee while eying my tits. I adjusted my sitting position so he wouldn’t need to reach so far.

“Alice’s fiancé placed an ad before he met Alice, and she answered it. That’s how they met. The ad read that he was looking for a wife who would fuck other men while he watched.” Chris’s eyes widened, and he was suddenly very interested.

“And you thought of me immediately; you are such a wonderful wife,” he thought he was being funny.

“No,” I said. “I thought of me immediately, or maybe I thought of US.”

Chris’s face drained of all emotion. His smile died, but his eyes seemed to glow. “Isn’t that called ‘cuckolding?’ Do you want to cuckold me, honey?”

“I believe the term, in this situation, is hotwife, and you’ve already given me a hall pass. Now tell me honestly, do you want me to cuckold you?”

With that, I pulled my husband’s hand up my leg to my bare, steaming wet center. Chris’s eyes seemed to shine brighter, and his middle finger pushed inside me as I sighed.

“You seemed to have enjoyed yourself the one time we went through with it.” Chris had moved closer to me so he could push his finger in further. “You knew how the idea fascinated me.”

“I did enjoy it.” My mouth felt suddenly too dry when Chris’s thumb found my clitoris. “And, I want to do it again. I just don’t want to be disappointed.”

I gently pulled my husband’s fingers away. I was getting too close to cumming, and I thought we needed to talk. Almost as soon as he stopped touching me, I realized how intensely horny I’d become.

“How would you be disappointed?”

“I agreed to help you fulfill your fantasy last time because I wanted to please you, and we got lucky. We found a guy who turned me on, and who knew what he was doing. I was thinking how disappointed I’d be if the next guy turned out to be a dud.”

I was studying Chris’s face, trying to read his thoughts. Unlike the first time we’d done it, he didn’t need to talk me into anything.

“Who have you been thinking of?” Chris asked. “Not Alice’s worthless ex-husband, I hope.”

Chris was a gym rat with a hard body to show for it. On the other hand, Alice’s ex-husband, Bob, was somewhat lazy. He was also a little too fond of beer and had the belly to show for it.

“I’m not thinking of any specific person. I was only remembering how turned on I got watching you jack off while the other guy fucked me.” The ache between my legs was becoming impossible to ignore. I reached for the growing lump in Chris’s pants to feel his erection.

“I am going to fuck you,” he said, getting off the couch.

“Not right now,” I told him, standing up. “First, we’re going out for a drink. I want to see if anybody tries to pick me up.”

I very nearly changed my mind when we hugged, and his powerful erection poked me right in my pussy, and it was still humming as we got into the car. My fists were clenched, and I held them tight in my lap, enjoying the feel. My short skirt was becoming wetter in the back.

“Where are you taking your horny wife?” I asked him, my hand now playing with his hard cock.

“The Castle,” he said, without asking for my opinion. The Castle was a massive dance club known for the quality of the women and their willingness to let themselves be fucked. I remember when it was called “The Eager Beaver.”

“Oh, Chris,” I began. I was going to say that I wasn’t sure I was ready for The Castle, but Chris interrupted me.

“Take off your sweater.”

“But, Chris, I only have on a …” Before I could go further, my husband interrupted me again.

“I know that under the sweater, you’re wearing a V-neck tee-shirt that shows skin almost to your belly button.” Chris leaned over to run his hand up my leg to my clitoris.

I leaned back in my seat and sighed. I was sure I’d never been as turned on as I was right then. I was so into being fingered that I didn’t even notice when we pulled into The Castle’s parking lot.

“Take off your bra.”

“What?” It was as though I were waking from a trance.

“Take off your bra,” Chris repeated. I sat up straight and looked out the front window. We were parked close to the club, and people were walking past our car on their way to the front door.

I started to take my bra off without removing my shirt, but Chris was having none of that. “Do it right,” he ordered.

For the first time, I found his demanding attitude a turn-on for me. Usually, I want to have an equal say in what we’re doing and how we’re doing it. But that night, I found his demands going straight to my clit.

I pulled my nasty T-shirt off and felt my breasts jump as I unsnapped my bra and let it slide down my arms. With my boobs bare, I sat numbly in the front seat of our car and locked eyes with a young man who had stopped to stare at me. He was in his early 20s, trying to grow a faint blonde beard that had only reached the scraggly, patchy stage. He nudged his buddies, and soon all three jean-wearing white guys were checking me out. All but one had a beard; the one who didn’t was older than the rest, and better dressed.

If Chris hadn’t been there, I’m sure they’d have tried talking their way into the car with me. Instead, they continued to stare, their looks felt like caresses, and my nipples grew hard.

“Now blow them a kiss, and put your shirt on without the bra.” Chris’s order caused me to look away from my admirers. When I had my shirt on again, I made a major production out of using my hands to adjust my breasts, enjoying their heated looks and my increased wetness. I noticed that the clean-shaven member of the group had grown a sizable lump in his pants. As I stared at his lump, he stared at my tits, and I felt the tingling that usually foretold approaching sex.

I waited for Chris before getting out of the car. Our group of guys had decided that the best place to stand was leaning on the car next to us, with a good view of my car door. When my husband came around to open it, they did something unexpected.

“Is she your wife?” One guy asked with a big, friendly smile.

“Yes, Emma and I are married,” Chris answered as I swung my legs out of the car and made to stand. My skirt was so short that I tried to hold it down with one hand and take his offered helping hand with the other.

“Why are you holding your skirt, baby?” Chris asked me. His mouth had turned up in a small smile. The horny bastard was enjoying this!

I took my hand off my skirt and slid on the leather seat more than absolutely necessary. I felt the skirt slide up my legs as I parted my knees. I switched my gaze from Chris to one member of our audience and found him staring between my legs, and I probably should have been embarrassed. I should have tried to pull my skirt down. Instead, I felt as though a dam had burst inside me, and even more liquid excitement ran down my legs.

I watched, holding my pose for a moment, as the older guy’s lump became a full-sized erection. It pushed the fabric of his pants out a good seven inches.

When Chris hugged me to his side, I could feel his hardon against my hip.

The men introduced themselves to us and asked if I’d be available to dance with them once we got inside. The names were Paul, Sammy, and James. I looked up at Chris and said, “It’s up to you, honey. I’ll do whatever you want me to do.”

There was a certain amount of unrestrained hooting at my answer, and then there was more of the same when Chris replied, “I think you should give each of these gentlemen a go.” I looked at my husband rather sharply. Giving them each ‘a go’ could mean different things to different people.

Walking toward the Castle, I rehearsed their names. Paul, whose hardon I had admired, was the leader and also the tallest. He appeared in good shape and had all the confidence of an athlete. On the other hand, Sammy was short, had a dark complexion, and seemed to lack confidence. But his mouth had been hanging open as he looked between my legs. James split the difference in height; neither as tall as Paul nor short. Paul was the best-looking of the group by far.

I whispered to my husband, trying not to be heard and failing, “I’m very fucking horny, honey.”

Chris looked over my head and said, “Did you get that, Paul?”

“I did,” he answered, moving next to me and caressing my ass. I sighed and wanted to reach for the outline of his hard cock.

At the door, it was clear that the bouncer was more interested in letting women in, and I had to beg him on behalf of the guys. After teasing me for a while and sneaking a feel of my boobies, he let us skip the sizable line and enter the club together. Then James insisted on paying the cover charge for us, and Sammy went ahead to find a table or a booth. A live six-piece band provided the music, accompanied by an outstanding lead singer.

Inside, we saw Sammy waving to us, and we worked our way through the crowd to the tiny booth he’d claimed. There wasn’t anything else available, and I was just happy to have a place to sit. Chris ended up in the far corner with Sammy next to him. I was on the other side of the table. Due to the way the room was built, my side of the booth was shorter than my husband’s side, and I found myself in the middle, squeezed between Paul and James.

After the harried waitress took our orders, I looked around, assessing the crowd as we took some ecstasy. There were slightly more guys than women, and as I looked at the men, I felt hands on both of my thighs, pushing my skirt higher. The drug was making me crazy horny, and I remember saying, just loud enough to be heard as the band took a break, “One at a time, guys. Paul, you start.”

One of his hands went around my back to hold me, and his other hand moved directly to my legs. A few moments later, my head was on Paul’s chest while he played with my steaming pussy. I was groaning when he bent to kiss me, and James had worked a hand under my top to play with my tits. Two guys were fondling me at the same time, and I was so aroused that anything was possible.

I saw my husband looking at me, a smile on his red face, and he blew me a kiss. I reached for Paul’s throbbing hose and groaned even louder when I was lifted off the seat and felt Paul’s thick dick push inside my unprotected body. I hung on to James with my eyes fixed on my husband, as Paul jerked my body back and forth on an especially hard cock. My squeals of desire were lost in the noise of the club.

The waitress delivered our drinks, after which she stood at the edge of the table for a long time, watching us. At some point, she tapped James on the shoulder and pointed to herself. James pushed himself out of the booth and followed the young waitress toward the back bar. Moments later, Sammy had taken James’s place and was holding my head near the open fly in his jeans and his tiny hardon.

From the swelling of Paul’s bone and the force of his thrusts, it felt as though he was about to cum inside me. Even with Sammy’s woody in my mouth, I could see under the table with just enough reflective light to make out my husband jacking off.

I reached for it with my left hand, and soon I had Paul in my pussy, another in my mouth, and my husband’s dick in my hand. I felt Paul jerking deep inside me as Chris exploded in my hand. Every sensation in my body felt as though it was centered on my clitoris, and my world burst with an orgasm that made me forget where I was.

As I sat up, dizzy from the intensity of my cum and with two fingers still wrapped around Sammy’s cock, James walked up to the booth with his shirt hanging out.


Chapter 3

Paul and I exchanged numbers before we left The Castle. My hands were shaking, and I could only think about what he had done to me.

“Well,” Chris began. “I guess that proves it.”

“Proves what?” I murmured after a pause to gather my thoughts; my head was resting on the center console, and my husband’s hand was in my hair. I love when he caresses my hair. It makes me purr.

“It proves I'm married to a hotwife.”

“Bring her over sometime; I’d love to meet her,” I mumbled, being a smart-ass.

“Seriously, now,” Chris said, his tone communicating seriousness. “Are you okay? Do you still love me?”

I wiggled closer to him and said emphatically that we were more than okay, and I loved him with all my heart. I went even further and told my husband I’d do anything for him.

“Would you seduce Alice for me?” Chris laughed nervously as he talked, and his voice sounded thin and nervous. I guess he wanted to be able to pretend it was only a joke if I objected. His request had come out of the blue; I had no warning, and he’d stunned me.

“Are you seriously asking me to fuck my friend Alice?” I was looking up at him. “You know I’ve only been with a woman, like, one time. Is this another fantasy you have?”

After an audible gulp from Chris, he continued, “I guess its always been something of a turn on for me. You know, a fantasy; what do girls do to each other that makes it so good for them?”

I had been shocked at first. I’d so rarely been with another woman, but I had thought about it. I’d remembered how satisfying it had been.

I felt myself becoming excited. That tingle in my clitoris was starting again. Maybe it was because I hadn’t been given a choice, and as much as I’d thought about making love with Alice, this time it might actually happen. At the same time, I’d be fulfilling another of my husband’s fantasies.

I had said I’d do anything for him, and after giving it some thought, I decided on the direct approach to Alice. I set up a lunch with her, and it seemed like every night for the next two weeks, I woke from a dream of having sex with another woman. Sometimes it was Alice, but mostly the woman didn’t even have a face, just a pussy I wanted more than anything in the world.

Was this how men felt? No wonder they behaved like they did.

“I suppose you’d like to know what happened with my husband,” Alice started as soon as we sat down.

“Yes, I would. However, I also have something to ask you when you’re done,” I didn’t want to go first.

“I did it,” Alice said with a huge grin. “I let a guy we know do about anything he wanted with me, and Dale beat off the entire time. I don’t know what I was so worried about. It was fantastic.”

“Wow,” was the only thing I could say. Alice’s statement was so unexpected that I was caught flat-footed.

“Thank you, Emma. If it hadn’t been for you, I might never have done it, and now we’re going to do it again.” Alice’s excitement gave me an idea.

“I’ve been talking to Chris,” I began.

“Are you going to be a hotwife, too?” Alice asked, her eyes big.

I assessed her body for the first time. If we were going to have sex together, it would be better if I found her appealing. She was wearing very tight slacks, so tight that I could make out the crack of her pussy. I found it fascinating to look at.

“Emma, are you looking at my pussy?”

“I am,” I confessed. “But I have a good reason.”

“Okay, let’s hear it.”

“Chris asked me to seduce you and have sex with you where he can watch us,” I blurted.

Alice went quiet.

“I’ve offended you. Can we forget I said anything?”

Alice moved around the small table to be closer to me, and when she’d moved her chair enough, she put her hand on my chin and moved my face so I was looking at her from inches away. She’d smiled then and kissed me.

Her kiss lasted a long time, much longer than I would have anticipated. At first, I was surprised and shocked. Then, I became interested in how her kiss differed from that of a man's. Alice’s kiss was softer and less demanding somehow; we were sharing something special between us. I could tell that Alice was getting turned on, which turned me on. We were really and truly passionately kissing. I wanted to bury my head between her legs.

Alice pulled away enough to whisper, “I don’t know why I did that; ever since I did the ‘hotwife’ thing, I’ve been excited — down there.” Alice looked down to indicate the visible slit in her pants. The area looked damp.

I put my arm around her neck and leaned close to her ear. “I wasn’t sure about Chris’s idea until you kissed me. “ I paused to catch my breath. “Please, Alice,” I had to stop to pant some more. “You won’t have to do a thing. Let me make it good for you.”

It was as if our relationship had taken a 180-degree turn. We had been close friends, but there had been no indication of a sexual attraction. It seemed to come out of nowhere, and now we were consumed by it.

Alice was studying me, “All right, if you’re doing all the work.”

“Don’t forget my husband,” I reminded her.

“Probably Dale, too.”

We decided on our guest room because Alice and Dale could leave at any time, and neither of us would be between them and the door. I thought that was unnecessary, but Chris talked me into it.

When Alice made her announcement, the four of us were sitting in our living room, drinks in hand. Chris already knew what was going on, leaving Dale the only one in the dark.

“Emma is going to make love to me upstairs tonight, and we’re inviting you guys to watch if you’d like.” Alice stopped for a minute as the guys looked at each other in astonishment. “The room is set up so Emma and I are going now, and you two are welcome to follow us.”

Alice’s voice had shaken; it was as though she were giving a speech and was quite nervous. Before any questions could be asked, I took Alice’s hand and led her up the stairs. Alice told me, in a voice so low that the guys wouldn’t have been able to hear, “My heart is pounding.”

When I answered, I sounded strangled. “Mine is too, and I’m throbbing.”

As soon as we were in the room, I put the palms of my hands on either side of Alice’s head and admired her. I told her how beautiful she was. Alice smiled gratefully, and I chose that moment to kiss her lips lightly.

“OMG,” was all I could think as the world around me disappeared, and I was lost in the sweet softness of Alice’s lips and body. I’d kissed plenty of men and boys when I was younger, but I’d never felt anything that could compare. As Alice pulled me in closer and our bodies touched, tingling sensations rushed to my clitoris.

We parted for a minute, maintaining eye contact as I stripped her from the waist down. We kissed as I bared myself before we hugged again. This time, I hunched down a little so our pussies touched. It was as if a bolt of electricity ran between us. I looked at Alice’s half-closed eyes and began humping her while firmly holding her perfect ass cheeks.

Once again, Alice pulled away, and I moaned in frustration until she managed to strip both of us completely. I fixed my eyes on Alice’s face as she surveyed every inch of my body. Her gaze was searing, all hot and needy. I felt my body catching fire everywhere she looked.

I submitted completely when she took my hand to lead me to the bed and ordered me to lie on my back. A moment later, she had her legs on either side of my hips. I could feel her scant pubic hair on my closely shaved pussy. Her hands were on my wrists, holding them high above my head, and her feet were inside my spread legs, keeping them apart.

I knew that I was drooling even as I felt her lubrication dripping hot and wet on me. I chanced a glance at my husband, staring at me with a fixed, unblinking expression as he rapidly stroked his hard, quivering prick.

Then Alice kissed me more passionately than I’d ever experienced, and I was lost. I don’t know how she maneuvered herself against me, but when she started to grind our pussies together, I humped back at her as I felt pure pleasure.

I had once thought of Alice as an innocent who wouldn’t know about things like scissoring with another woman. But here she was kneeling between my legs, while keeping our clits rubbing together as we panted and groaned.

“Make me cum,” I pleaded, and out of the corner of my eye, I saw Chris’s hand move faster. It was coated now with white pre-cum. The sight of my husband’s arousal added to my own. The thrilling sensations shot through my body.

I felt my orgasm gathering force before overwhelming me. My arms and legs were tingling, and soon I felt my clitoris swell. When it burst, my cum was like a volcano that had reached the point of explosion. I pressed hard against Alice’s wetness and shouted.

After hugging and kissing and trading places, Alice nearly fell as she climbed off me. She made her way around the bed on rubbery legs, using her hands on the mattress to help her balance. When she reached Dale, she climbed on his lap and sighed as he sank deep inside her.

Chris held me as I shook, but I wanted to watch Alice. I wanted to see her fiancé’s big cock stretching her open as he fucked her.


Chapter 4

We could hear them fucking upstairs as I made fresh coffee for us in the kitchen. My body hummed like a cord stretched tight for too long. I’d put on a long house dress, but Chris was sitting naked at the table.

“We need to talk,” he said.

I turned to look at him, thinking, “Oh, shit.”

“How do you feel about all the things we’ve done today?” He started.

My thoughts went from “Oh, shit” to “Double, damn, Oh fuck!” I saw nothing good coming from this conversation.

“I don’t know,” I said while attempting to look busy. “How do you feel about it?”

What a chickenshit I was. It was good to be wearing the old housedress, which covered everything but my head and hands. It felt like a layer of flimsy armour hiding my dripping pussy.

“Did it turn you on?” Chris asked.

What a stupid ass question was that? I was still wet, and I could feel my clitty vibrating. So, what did I say?

“Yeah, kinda. What about you?” I needn't have asked. Chris was sporting a magnificent boner.

“I got hard watching you with her, and now I’m wondering if the same thing would happen if I watched more guys fuck you.” Chris was so upfront about it that he just blew me away with his honesty.

“How would you feel about watching me with another woman?” There it was, Chris had asked the magic question, the question I suspected was the real reason for his eagerness to share me. He wanted to get himself some strange.

“Nope,” I said. “That’s not happening. You’re mine, exclusively.”

I was happy to see Chris smiling. Happy, but confused. “Why are you smiling?” I asked.

“It’s what I hoped you’d say. I don’t want another woman. I just want to share you and enjoy the pleasure it gives me.” Chris was really hard now and throbbing like he might cum. I felt how creamy my cunt had become.

“Well,” I said after a long pause. “Are you going down on me, or what?”

Alice was much better at giving head than my husband.

The next day, Chris asked a question that surprised me, and that’s not easy for him to do. I pride myself on being able to anticipate him. I believe all wives in successful marriages possess this skill or something similar. After a while together, you can anticipate where your significant other is usually going. But not this time.

“What would you think of going to a sex club?” That was his question, and I felt my body stiffen. I’d never been to one of the clubs, but my impression was not good. I pictured people who would have otherwise been on real-life police documentaries. A little dirty and overweight. Ick.

“Chris,” I began, but he cut me off.

“I know what you’re thinking; that the people will be unappealing, and you wouldn’t want any of the men near you. Am I right?”

How had he done that? My husband had actually been able to hit the mark. I looked at him in what I hoped was an expression of appreciation for understanding me. “I just don’t want to be hit on by some out-of-shape guy who hasn’t taken a shower in some time.”

“That won’t happen,” Chris said with confidence. I simply looked at him, waiting for an explanation.

“An exclusive club meets monthly in a suite at the Edgerton Hotel,” Chris said.

I wasn’t sure I could handle all these surprises. The Edgerton Hotel was a five-star facility in the heart of the business district. It was first-rate all the way, and I was impressed. But how did Chris know about a sex club at the Edgerton?

“Before someone is allowed to come to one of their parties, they’re interviewed by one of the long-term members. They do this so they know what the club is about and are pretty sure they’ll fit in. I guess it also gives people like us some idea of the membership and a connection before going to a party.” I guessed he’d been practicing his pitch.

“So if we meet with this person, can we still back out?” I asked.

“Absolutely,” Chris knew the answer to that one.

A month later, we met with Nancy Grimes in the Edgerton Hotel restaurant. I was not prepared for the woman who greeted us. I don’t know what I expected, but it wasn’t her. Nancy was about forty years old, perfectly put together, from her hair to her shoes. She gave us a warm smile, and I was awed by her beauty.

She intimidated me, and I might as well admit it. I struggled to follow the conversation, but Nancy made it easy for me. I was afraid that the talk would somehow feel sleazy, but instead, Nancy asked about movies we’d seen, what we were reading, and things we were interested in. It was a pleasant conversation, and it wasn’t until dessert was served that she got down to business.

“You probably want to hear something about our little club and how things work,” she started. “There are generally around twelve people at each party, and we strive to have an equal number of men and women. We typically begin with an icebreaker, which may involve simply sitting around and chatting, or perhaps we’ll play a fun game that someone is eager to try with the group.

After a time, we begin to pair off, often by simply drawing names. We have only a few rules, but the two most important ones are that couples are not allowed to pair together, and a member is not allowed to reject an approach.”

Chris was so eager, I feared he’d drool on the crisp white tablecloth.

“We’ve had some hotwife experience, and Chris has only been allowed to watch,” I said. “Is there room in the rules for watching?”

“No, I’m afraid not.” I noticed that Nancy’s teeth were perfect as she smiled at me. Had she had them all capped? I smiled back at her as though it wasn’t really important.

“Is there any? I don’t know how to say this,” Chris began. “Like homosexual coupling?”

“A few of the women have been together, but I’m not aware of any men coupling up,” Nancy answered, looking straight into his eyes. “Is this something that’s important to you?”

“No. Oh, absolutely not,” Chris answered quickly.

“What’s the next step?” I asked before my husband could dig this hole any deeper.

“I make a report and a recommendation to our people. If there are follow-up questions, I'll get back to you, and of course, I’ll let you know what the group decides. One more thing I need to do today is take some pictures. I hope you don’t mind.”

We both said pictures would be fine, and Nancy took at least a dozen shots with her smartphone before we said our goodbyes. She first shook Chris’s hand and thanked him for his input before she asked to talk to me alone.

“I’ll be asked this question eventually, so I might as well get you thinking about your answer now,” she began. I was immediately on my guard. Chris hadn’t been invited to join us, so the question could only be about me. “If the situation arises, would you be willing to join our group as a single female?”

“Without Chris?” The words were out of my mouth before I could stop them. Nancy put her hand on my bare arm and caressed me. I felt my skin tingle under her touch.

“Being a young, beautiful new member, you will get a great deal of attention. We have a rather sophisticated membership, but still, a woman as beautiful as you can probably expect the men to ‘line up,’ and not all of them will be men.” Nancy’s caresses had reached through the armhole in my tee-shirt, and she was now touching the bare skin on the side of my breast. She took a step closer and continued. “One of my concerns is jealousy. Perhaps Chris won’t be able to gracefully accept the sight of men lining up to couple with his wife?”

“And, perhaps, a woman,” I added. Nancy simply smiled and kissed me on the side of my mouth while I melted into her. “I look forward to talking with you further,” she said before tipping the valet and slipping into her expensive-looking convertible.

“What was that all about?” Chris asked. He appeared at my side as if by magic the moment Nancy’s car was out of sight.

“She wants to fuck me,” I answered, also staring after the convertible, wishing Nancy would return and take me with her.

“It sounds like we’re in,” Chris said. Our car beeped as he unlocked the doors so I could climb in.

“I have a question for you,” I said. I was having difficulty controlling my breathing, and I could still feel Nancy’s fingers on the side of my breast. Why hadn’t she gone further? Instead, she’d left me turned on.

Chris looked over at me expectantly. “How would you feel if they accepted me initially, but you’d have to wait?”

“Why would they do that?” Chris wondered.

“It could be because they find themselves with too many men and too few women.” I’d pulled the answer out of my ass. “Chris, all this talk has made me so damn horny. How about dropping me off at a biker bar or something?”

“After hearing about Nancy’s sophisticated membership, you want to be gang fucked by a bunch of bikers?”

I wiggled in my seat, working my shorts into my crotch. “Variety is the spice of life,” I said, giving up to unfasten my shorts and work my hand down to my clitoris. When my fingers were wet, I held them under Chris’s nose.


Chapter 5

A month later, after Chris left for work, I heard back from Nancy.

[Nancy] Emma? Do you have a few minutes to talk?

[Me] Sure, what’s going on?

[Nancy] Not on the phone, how about at your house?

[Me] Okay, can you give me a few hours?

[Nancy] Not really, I’m parked in front of your house now. I wanted to make sure you were alone. Would it be okay if I came in?

[Me – flustered] Sure … okay, but I haven’t been out of bed long, and I’m not dressed. Let me throw some clothes on.

[Nancy – ringing the doorbell] Please don’t dress for me.

I stood behind the door as I pulled it open to hide my naked body. Nancy walked in and peeked around the door before shutting it, so we faced each other. Nancy looked fantastic.

She was wearing tiny white shorts that hugged her hips like a second skin, and a T-shirt that was cut off an inch or two below her breasts. I was captivated by the look of her stomach, which was exposed to the top of her white, unzipped shorts. Showing the top of her shaved pubic mound.

“Do you like what you see, Emma?” I’d dropped my arms, so nothing was covering me when I tried to answer her.

“I’m just warming up to women, Nancy.” I stopped there because her shorts were so tight and short that her womanly cliff was exposed, and I found myself staring.

Nancy moved, and a moment later, she was directing me toward our sofa, holding my hand against her exposed belly. I became very aware of my pussy’s throbbing. I didn’t have to wonder why I was so drawn to her.

Once on the sofa, Nancy had me sit on the front edge of the cushion with my legs apart as she sat on the floor between my knees. She stared between my spread legs, and my clitoris throbbed. At first, I was embarrassed, but I had no control over the throbbing, and the more she watched me, the more turned on I became.

Nancy ran her tongue up the length of my pussy then sat back as I whined for more. “We need to talk business first, Emma. Then I’m going to worship your coozey until you beg me to stop.”

I looked at her in a daze, then nodded in agreement while wondering what could be so important. Nancy smiled and rewarded me with another long lick that was so good I pushed myself into her face so she would linger on my clit.

“The board wants to wait before accepting Chris, but they’d like you to join immediately. Will that be a problem?” Nancy ran her smooth cheek up my left thigh before again sucking lightly on my swollen clitoris.

I found it difficult to think clearly, but I managed to ask, “Why now not Chris?” I found it hard to get my words straight.

“Our membership is out of balance; there are too few women for too many men. There’s always a certain amount of turnover, so I don’t think it will be long before he’s invited to join.”

This time, when Nancy bent to lick me, she didn’t stop.

When Chris walked into the house after work, I was still naked and on the couch. He looked surprised but pleased as he bent to kiss me. Then he stood back and licked his lips.

“I believed I tasted a strange pussy on your lips. What has my pet been up to while I was slaving away?”

“Nancy visited, and we need to talk,” I said, making it look like I was spreading my legs to sit up on the couch. When in reality, I was trying to give my husband a view of my abused pussy.

Chris poured drinks for both of us and sat on the couch next to me. I leaned into him so he could wrap his arm around me. I probably should have finished the drink first.

“So, here’s the deal. The members took a vote, and because the club is so out of balance with too many men and not enough women, they want to take me now and wait until there’s some turnover before you join.” Chris sat quietly, only moving to light a cigarette. He only smokes when he needs time to think seriously about something. He looked so good, I wanted to give myself to him right then.

“How long will that take?”

“She didn’t know. Somebody could quit today, or maybe it won’t be for a month or two.” I studied his face for a reaction. “Do you want me to pull out?”

“No,” Chris smiled at me. “I was just thinking of what it would be like sitting here, watching television, knowing men were lining up to fuck my wife.”

“I’ll pull …” I began.

“The image of all those men ready to fuck you is turning me on,” he finished.

I ran my hand over his pants and squeezed his hardon. “Will you fuck me now?” I had Chris in my mouth when he asked, “When do they want to know?”

“As soon as we can give them an answer,” and I put Chris’s wonderful cock back in my mouth where it belonged.

“Tell them we’ll do it, and you’ll start at the next meeting if they want.” I’d been horny before, but my husband’s words went straight down my body, and I put the entire length of him in my mouth, something I’d rarely done.

Later, I called Nancy to tell her I’d be at the next party. She sounded breathless as she told me I’d get an invitation the next day. Then she was gone. I suspected I’d interrupted her.

Standing with the phone to my ear, I could see Chris’s reflection in the living room mirror as though I still had Nancy on the line. His eyes were tightly closed, and his expression was of a man who’d just received bad news. But he was as hard as I’d ever seen him, his cock sticking straight up from his lap. The mushroom-shaped tip was swollen and bright red as he stroked himself.

“What are you thinking about?” I asked him, taking over the stroking of his erection. I’d made sure my hand was wet with lotion, so I glided smoothly over his aching member.

My husband groaned at my touch before hesitantly answering my question. “I was thinking about the agony of being left alone while you went out to get fucked. I felt like it was happening right now.”

I stopped to gather more lotion before continuing. “How did it make you feel?” I winced at the old therapist line.

“Incredibly excited, but jealous and feeling excluded all at the same time. My dick is more sensitive than ever, and I pictured another man fucking you with a much larger cock, and he was driving you crazy. Yet, I couldn’t stop watching.”

I felt myself becoming wetter as he talked. I threw my leg over Chris’s lap and lowered myself on his hardon. With a gasp, I began fucking him. I was moving as fast as I could; he was filling me and throbbing inside me. I was groaning as I worked toward a thundering orgasm.

“Cum inside me,” I was loud. “Give it to me.”

When Chris came, I felt every pulse of his cock accompanied by hot cum splashing inside me. I held him tight and came, screaming in his ear.


Chapter 6

The invitation didn’t arrive the next day or the day after, and I was becoming nervous. Did this mean I wasn’t in? Had they changed their minds? I wanted to call Nancy, but kept putting it off. I did not want to hear bad news.

In the meantime, there was the wedding of Alice and Dale. It was a massive event with her relatives coming in from all over the country. We were easily lost in the crowd, and with so many relatives in town, Alice wasn’t able to even use me as a bridesmaid.

Alice and I were able to talk for a minute before she left on her honeymoon. I told her how happy I was for her and wished her the best before they were out the door and in a limousine to the airport.

When the invitation finally arrived I saw that Nancy had used an overnight carrier, and it was a good thing, too. The envelope arrived on Wednesday, and the party was scheduled for the following Friday night. In addition to the invitation, Nancy had included a note with suggestions on what to wear and what to bring.

Now, my emotions swung in the opposite direction. What had I gotten myself into? Was I really going to a swingers’ party? A party where strangers would be allowed to fuck me? My heart was pounding against my ribs.

Chris turned out to be a big help, even though he wasn’t invited. He helped me pick out what to wear —my see-through dress —and what to bring: Ecstasy and wine. I was so busy getting ready that it would come as a shock when I remembered that the party was actually happening. Tomorrow night, some stranger would be fucking me. I was so turned on!

I finally tracked my husband down and insisted that he fuck me right then. I was so slick I neither wanted nor needed foreplay. I only wanted him hard and inside me. Chris was very accommodating!

I stayed home from work on Friday, and it was a good thing I did. I was so restless that I walked an endless circle from room to room before trying on my dress and other outfits to make sure we’d picked the right one. I reread the invitation and Nancy’s note, even though I had it memorized. Then I took a long, relaxing bath and shaved my pussy until it was as smooth as possible.

I quite honestly thought I’d never been so horny. I wanted to shove my vibrator up my pussy and never turn it off, but Chris walked me to the couch and held me until I calmed down.

I’d been so unfair to him, I realized. My arousal was turning him on, and there was nothing he could do about it because we’d put sex between us off-limits for the day. He was constantly hard, and even though he’d be staying home, he was as turned on as I was.

“Let me give you a blowjob, at least.”

“No, you can give me one when you get home if you're not too tired.”

“Do you think they’ll all want to fuck me?”

“Yes.”

“Oh, god!”

Then Nancy was there. She greeted me at the door with a lingering kiss before admiring my see-through dress.

“Have you been horny all day?”

“I’ve been dripping ever since your invitation arrived.” Nancy laughed at my eagerness before turning to Chris.

“We’ll take good care of your girl, I promise.”

“I know you will, Nancy. Just don’t wear her out for me.”

“I’ve discovered that no matter what, it’s almost impossible to wear out a pussy. But that doesn’t mean we won’t try.”

I caught sight of myself in the mirror as I was putting on a coat. My nipples were hard points, and I could swear my breasts were swollen to the next largest size. The skin between my legs was bright red, and my labia were dripping.

I kissed Chris goodbye before bending to do the same to his hard dick. Once in Nancy’s car, she leaned over to kiss me while running her hand under my dress to play with me for a minute.

The ride felt like it took forever, but it was only an hour later that we were walking into the suite at The Edgerton Hotel. I haven't been in many hotel suites, so I was astonished by the suite’s enormous size. In addition to a large main room, there were three separate bedrooms, two of which had king-size beds and one had a pair of queen-size beds. There was also a tiny kitchen and snack area; it was just large enough for a small refrigerator, a microwave, a coffee maker, and a cabinet for a few dishes. The refrigerator and cabinets were stuffed with food and alcohol in every flavor imaginable.

The main room had three couches, and I was later to find out that each could be converted to a pullout bed. Several large chairs were scattered about, and at one end of the room was a good-sized polished table and matching chairs. There was also the mandatory television, plus a sound system playing popular music from decades past.

As Nancy took me around and introduced me to the other members, I counted eight couples. As I was introduced to the men, I tried to guess what they’d be like in bed. Would this one have a large cock? Would that one be dominating? His wife was checking me out. Would she want to fuck me, too?

My head was spinning, and my pussy was aching so much I wanted to bend over to relieve the pressure.

I was good at remembering names, which came in handy when I joined one of the conversations, while Nancy wandered off to get a drink. The circle I joined was discussing a highly profiled project for the city, and one of the members was involved. They were asking him questions, but paused to fill me in and include me in the group.

I was starting to relax and enjoy the company of the people I was with. They were well-spoken and interesting until one of the women asked me if I’d ever been to a party like this before.

As everyone looked at me, I tried to keep it light. “No, I must confess that I’ve never been to a party like this, but my imagination has been running wild all week.”

“Does that mean you’ve been turned on all week?” One of the more handsome men asked. I remembered his name was Guy.

“Funny you should ask, Guy. I’ve been insanely horny for days.”

Guy moved so he was standing next to me and put his arm around my waist before whispering in my ear. “I hope we get to fuck each other first.”

I shivered in his arm and felt my nipples harden to steel points. I turned to press my body into his as I whispered. “I hope so, too.”

Nancy picked that time to tap her glass with a spoon to get our attention. On the table next to her was a large bowl filled with scraps of paper, all cut to the same size.

“George, would you turn down the lights for us?” She asked. When the main lights were dimmed, a series of muted lights, of different colors, located near the floor, came on.

“Have you all met Emma, our newest member? Good,” then, talking to me since the others all knew what was about to happen, she continued. “In this bowl are the names of each of the women here tonight. The men will each draw a name, which marks the beginning of the evening. Remember, if a man draws the name of his wife, he’s to simply draw again. George will go first.”

My heart was hammering in my chest, and I felt as though I couldn’t catch my breath. George grinned at the group as he stepped forward to draw a name. A moment later, he was talking to one of the wives while another man reached into the bowl.

I watched as George and the woman, who was wearing a dress so short that her butt cheeks were visible, walked arm-in-arm into the bedroom with the twin queen-sized beds.

Then it was Guy's turn to pick. Before leaving my side, he slid his hand down to my ass, visible as it was through my dress. He caressed me and let his hand push between my legs before stepping forward.

The woman in the bedroom was on her knees fumbling with George’s zipper as Guy picked a name from the bowl. I saw him move off to another wife and tried to compose my face so I wouldn’t show my disappointment.

“Hello, Emma. I’m Bill, and I have your name.”

Bill held up a slip of white paper with my name on it as if to prove that he had indeed pulled it from the bowl. I smiled and took a good look at him. He wasn’t much taller than me, with a pleasant, open face.

“I’m happy to meet you, Bill, and,” I began before putting both arms around his neck. “I’m so ready to begin that I’ve made a puddle on the floor.”

Bill smiled happily as he put his hands on my ass cheeks and pulled me into his body so I could feel his good-sized erection.


Chapter 7

We followed Guy into the same bedroom. The lights near the floor were glowing a soft purple, which was perfect coloring for me. We were standing next to the largest bed I’d ever seen. It was large enough to be two king-size beds pushed together.

On one of the kings, Guy was bare to the waist as he kissed the married woman whose name he’d picked, all the while removing her clothes. From what I could see, she had a nice gym body. I was so enraptured by what I was looking at, I didn’t even feel Billy slide my dress off me and run his hands over my breasts. He sucked a nipple when I turned, and it felt as though he was sucking my breast halfway into his mouth.

The feeling was incredible, and when he put his tongue on my already excited nipple, the sensation went straight down my body to my clitoris. I rubbed my hand over the large bulge in his pants and was rewarded when his hardon jumped in response.

“Get naked,” I said over the sound of the music, my eyes glued to Guy trying to fit his enormous cock into his date's danty pussy. She sucked in her breath and spread her legs wider, but he was still having trouble.

I knew what had to be done, and if Guy wasn’t going to do it, I would. As soon as Billy had everything off me, I crawled onto the bed on all fours and between her legs. She was still aroused, but the efforts to get Guy’s monster inside her were drying her out. With one look at her face, I could see a combination of disappointment, regret, and resignation. She thought the night was ruined, but I didn’t share that opinion.

As soon as I went to work on her beautiful young cunt I heard her satisfied sigh. I pulled her labia apart and ran my tongue, flat and wet, along her delicious folds. The young wife opened up for me, and I pushed two fingers inside her, finding her G-spot while I began sucking on her clit. She rubbed it frantically on my face in her excitement.

Guy’s hardon rested on my shoulder, and I held up five fingers on my spare hand. One at a time, I lowered a finger until, with the last one, my thumb, curled from sight, I quickly took Guy’s massive cock and easily and smoothly let it slide inside her.

Her eyes opened wide, and she groaned louder as her hips pumped. By then, all I could do was watch the beautiful sight of her hairless pussy stretched to its limit as Guy fucked her.

I wasn’t given long to watch. Behind me, Bill had spread my legs and was working himself into my cunt. I bent over and spread my knees further, giving him the best access to me. I felt the thrill of his incredibly hardon sliding between my labia. When he slid over my throbbing clitoris, I wanted to scream and probably did. It felt wonderful, and the sensation quickly spread throughout my body.

The only thing I was aware of was my building orgasm and the cries of the couples around us. I lost contact with anything happening outside my cunt. I suppose I knew people were talking, but I couldn't waste energy trying to make sense of their sounds. My eyes might have been open, but I wasn’t seeing anything. I was lost to the fire between my legs.

When I came, all my muscles tensed, my legs pointed straight up, and my hole gripped his exploding dick as his burning hot cum splashed inside me. After four or five hard explosions, Bill was done cumming, but I couldn’t stop.

I was yelling, “Don’t stop, keep fucking me.” But eventually, his magnificent erection wilted and fell out. I rolled to my side, my hand between my thighs pressing against my still throbbing clitoris.

I was only dimly aware of Bill leaving the bed, and another man taking his place. The new cock wasn’t as large, but by then I was on my hands and knees using my mouth and hands on still another dick while I was fucked.

I’d never been so satisfied. Maybe I was even happy, particularly when one of the women worked her way under me to caress my breasts.

Then, gradually, the members were done for the night, and people began wandering into the main room. They sat, drank, and talked, mostly sharing stories. The three of us on the huge bed were still fuckng, but we were the only ones still at it.

When I walked into the main room, Bill stood and began clapping. Then they were all clapping. I was already blushing, but I might have gone even pinker. The floor lights had been turned off, and the lamps were on at their lowest settings.

The noise grew even louder before the laughter and congratulations began. There was no doubt that I was a full member, so it was time to introduce Chris.

I picked through the wreckage of discarded clothing until I found enough of my own to go out in public. I was mostly silent as Nancy drove me home. I was grinning like a mad woman, but inside I was preparing for my confrontation with Chris.

Nancy seemed to sense my need to be alone with my thoughts, and she mostly left me alone. Except occasionally she’d reach over to rub my leg, which felt awfully good. Before I got out of the car, she offered to come in with me. I declined her offer and we kissed goodnight.

When I walked through the door of our house, Chris was sitting in the overstuffed chair, wearing only his underwear. He held a glass full of a brown liquid in one hand; the other hand was shoved beneath the waistband of his boxers. He watched me come inside with an expressive mix of intense anxiety and hope on his face.

I sat on the sofa opposite him and waited for him to start. He first pointed out that not all the clothing I was wearing was mine.

“I know. There was a mix-up at the end of the party.”

He slowly nodded his head thoughtfully, his eyes traveling the length of my figure. I noticed that his fingers were moving inside his shorts. “Have you been playing with yourself?” I asked with a smile.

“Yes, I could only think about you and what you were doing.”

“Do you want to hear about it? I’ll tell you everything, including how much I think you’ll like the other members.”

“You’re old friend Sammy called for you,” that brought me up short.

“What in the world did he want?” I was confused by a name I couldn’t place, although I knew I should be able to, and also because it was off-topic.

“I suspect he wanted to fuck you again,” Chris said as he moved to sit next to me. “I told him you were out on a date, and I think the information was almost too much for him.”

I started to laugh, but Chris’s lips on mine cut it off. His kiss was rougher than usual, more demanding. Then, my husband was stripping me. He had the zipper of my dress lowered and was on his knees, parting my legs. Chris surprised me by kissing his way up my thighs until he was sucking my clit just the way I liked it. I heard myself moan.

“I’m a mess down there, honey.”

“I know, but I want to remind you that you’re mine, messy or not.”

I knew what he was trying to say, so I placed my hands behind his head and pulled him in. “No matter what, it’s always yours,” I told him, hoping I was making sense.

Chris’s wasn’t the largest I’d had that night, but I felt so close to my husband as he made love to me that I started to cry, and I explained that I was crying because I loved him so much.

He was a one-man gangbang after that. He first fucked me hard and fast, and once he had that out of his system, he held me, still hard, and we made slow, passionate love. Our kisses lingered as he reclaimed me as his.


Chapter 8

The next morning, we were still at it despite my growing discomfort. My body wasn’t used to so much activity, but I softly bit my bottom lip, determined not to quit first.

Later, I met my friend Alice for lunch, and we sat outside once again. This time it was raining, which was perfect in a way. We were able to sit under a large umbrella on a stand, and since nobody else was willing to brave the weather, we didn’t have to worry about being overheard.

Our waiter was a cute college kid who said his name was Cody before he started flirting with us. He just fit under the umbrella, and he stood so close to Alice that they were touching. She smiled up at him and mentioned that we were outside so we could have a private conversation.

“Is it dirty? Can I listen in?”

“It’s filthy,” I said. “Do you think you have something to add?”

“I’m just here to learn,” he offered before blowing us away. “I haven’t been laid in so long I’ve forgotten what to do.”

“Alice dear, nobody can see Cody from inside, why don’t you assist him with his hardon?”

Alice and Cody gave me a sharp look before my friend put her hand on the lump in his grey checked waiter pants. I heard him draw in his breath as Alice alternated squeezing and stroking him.

“I’m too tender,” I started.

“Why is that?” Alice said, playing along.

“I’m a member of a sex club, and last night was my first meeting.” Two pairs of eyes stared at me. One pair was a shade of hazel, while the other was a beautiful baby blue.

I stared back at Alice’s blue eyes as I answered. “Last night I was fucked, like repeatedly, in all my holes. But, I also got to eat some truly amazing women.”

“Is this true?” Cody asked, looking down at Alice. He was fully erect, making a visible tube down his left pant leg.

Before she could answer him, I asked Alice if he was hard enough yet. She replied that he had a nice, big boner, and he asked again if what I’d said was true.

“Every word

A bomb could have gone off across the street, and Alice’s focus on me wouldn’t have wavered; the girl wanted to know everything. As I highlighted what had happened, Cody's breathing came faster. Then, with a groan, a wet spot appeared on the front of his proper waiter uniform pants.

Cars whizzed by, their tires throwing up roostertails of water, as Cody stood without moving. Finally, Alice leaned forward, licked Cody’s wet spot, and told him it was time for us to order.

We both had tuna sandwiches on homemade bread with delicious thick crusts. When our meals arrived, Cody was wearing dry pants. We each held up a sandwich and smiled as Cody asked how he could get in touch with us.

“I love the smell of fresh tuna,” I said, licking the edge where some of the fish had oozed out between the bread slices.

“I bet it tastes good, too.” Alice’s smile was even wider than mine. “Makes me remember a night with my best friend.”

“Oh, shit,” I wanted to plunge my mouth between her legs. “Now you’ve made me all dewy down there.”

“You slut.” Alice was laughing as she said it, but the young waiter stood stock still, looking from Alice to me as he figured out our connection.

“Give us your number and we’ll contact you,” I was staring at his crotch as I said it.

His face grew red, and it seemed as though something was moving in his pants. “Oh, Alice. Cody is getting another erection.”

“A hard waiter is good to find.”

“Do you think he’d like to fuck a couple of old broads like us?” I asked. His face grew redder, and it was apparent he’d been caught wanting to say something but was at a loss for the correct response.

“The correct response, Cody,” I said. “Is you’re not old, and I’d love to fuck you to heaven.”

“Umm,” Cody began, moving closer so Alice could touch the lump in his pants. “You’re certainly not old, and I think you can feel my answer.”

Alice moved her hand so she could gasp him again, as I looked around to make sure we hadn’t aroused anyone's interest. “We’re married to men, Cody. But Alice and I are lovers, and we’ve been thinking of a threesome. Does that excite you?”

“Yesss,” he stuttered.

“Do we have time right now?” I asked Alice.

“I do,” she replied as Cody added that he could get off early.

After that, we collected Cody’s cell number and made arrangements to meet at the hotel across the street. I paid for our lunches, aware that Cody was keeping an eye on our table so he’d know when we left.

The hotel was massive, but check-in took only a few minutes. The young girl at the registration desk didn’t even notice that we had no luggage, or perhaps she didn’t care. In our room, we carefully hung up our clothes before falling into each other's arms. I lay down on the bed as Alice called Cody and gave him our room number.

When he walked into the room, I had my head between Alice’s naked thighs, licking her creamy pussy as she played with her own nipples. I felt Alice’s attention shift with the sound of Cody’s pants falling to the floor. Then I was peeking over her mound to see my girl sucking a beautiful, uncircumcised cock.

Cody was probably of normal size, but I’d only seen one other uncut cock, so the sight was exotic to me. Especially as he grew hard, and the pink glans at the head of his prick became visible.

It was as though Alice could read my mind as she pulled my head up enough to slide that perfect prick into my mouth. We traded Cody’s member between us until Alice put both hands on my head and clamped me in place with her thighs.

I worked on her swollen clit until Alice started to hyperventilate. Her orgasm was loud, and she had at least two separate peaks before she moved my head away from her swollen, dark pink pussy.

Cody’s eyes were huge, and pearly white pre-cum dripped on Alice’s breast for me to lap up. I moved his hands on my friend's hips and urged him to plunge into her.

He was in a rush to cum, since I’d help push him over the edge. Alice balled up her fists to hang on to the sheets as he came with a roar inside her. Cody came for a long time, long enough for her to catch up and reach her peak to join him.

The three of us cuddled for a time after that until Cody decided he wanted one more, and we kissed as Alice sat on his cock and rubbed herself on him. She moved as fast and hard as she could until she had another intense orgasm.


Chapter 9

The next day, I heard from Nancy. We were on again for the following Friday, and she asked me to bring Chris. When I told him he was invited to the party, I also insisted that there could be no sex or masturbation until then. I wanted my husband at his peak.

It was a long, frustrating week for Chris. Every morning he woke with a monster hardon, and he’d beg me to help him with it. As the party drew near, Chris’s begging became constant.

I’d wake to the feel of his erection rubbing against my ass or arm. Going without wasn’t doing me any good either, and at first, I’d push back against him, and even part my legs a little before jumping out of bed and leaving Chris panting.

As we drove to the hotel that Friday, I ran my hand up my husband’s leg only to find that he was still hard, a throbbing hose that had left a small wet spot on his pants.

Chris held his jacket folded over an arm, covering the wet spot on his leg when we walked into the hotel lobby. We met Nancy just inside the suite, and I lifted the jacket to let her see what Chris had been trying to hide. Her face lit up in a large grin.

“It’s very nice to meet you, Chris,” she said while staring at his erection. “Let’s go inside so I can give you our ‘orientation’ before the other members arrive.”

I waved them inside as I talked to Ted and Carol about a huge multi-club party that was being planned.

“I’m so excited I’m constantly wet,” Carol gushed. “Can you imagine what it’ll be like? All those experienced people wanting a booty call, and all in one night?”

I became more aroused as Ted unbuttoned Carol's blouse. He lowered his mouth to her tiny pink nipples, but she kept talking. “Maybe I’ll be able to pull a train. I think I want to do that, one guy after another. Would you like to watch, Ted?”

“Could I be your fluffer?” I said, rubbing my legs together to get some pressure on my clit.

“What’s a fluffer?” Carol looked confused, as if I’d suggested something that might interfere with her gangbang.

“It would be my job to make sure the guys were hard and ready when they got to you.” After a pause, I added, “So you wouldn’t have to stop and work on some guy's limp johnson. Of course, most would be ready just from watching you, so I’d only fluff the few who need it.”

“I like it,” Carol declared before pulling herself to her full height and touching each of my shoulders with the swizzle stick from her drink. “I hereby appoint you my official fluffer.”

We were laughing when Ted kissed my neck, and goosebumps broke out on my body. I tilted my head, offering him my entire neck while I reached behind me for his hard cock.

“Would you fuck me, Ted?” and his strong hands pushed me down to my hands and knees. Ted slid into my cunt.

Carol was saying, “You don’t get to pull a train before I do.”

But I did. A few minutes after Ted pulled out before cumming, a new man was inside me, and my arousal went off the charts. I didn’t know who he was or what he looked like, and I didn’t care. When he exploded inside me, his dick jerking, I caught sight of Chris watching us as the cute redhead played with his erection.

I started to get up, but a pair of black hands stopped me and laid me on my back. The owner of the hands was Russell, a large, muscular black man. His hands felt immense when he spread my legs and thrust his thick erection inside me. I’d never been stretched so much, and as pleasure took the place of the discomfort I’d first felt, I heard myself yelling obscenities, and I came continuously until he flooded my cervix with his cum.

I was lying stretched out on the floor, my legs still spread after Russell had simply gotten up and left without a word. Chris lay down beside me. “How are you doing?” he whispered to me. We could hear people fucking all around us.

I didn’t have an answer. I was throbbing, and I knew cum was leaking from me and soaking the carpet. “Please go fuck someone, Chris.”

He left, and a moment later, I heard him fucking the cute redhead. I looked around until I spotted them. My reaction surprised me. I would expect to be jealous, and there was some of that, but mostly I found myself watching the sexiest thing I’d ever seen. I’d never wanted my husband as much as I did at that moment. His muscular butt was driving his prick repeatedly into her red-hair trimmed pussy as she wailed.

Then a man’s arm encircled me, his long fingers played with my left nipple. A tingle ran straight to my clit. I recognized the arm, and I swiveled to kiss him before pulling my head back enough to see his face.

It was a man I’d been introduced to earlier, but I didn’t recall his name. He was tall and well built, his hard cock was longer and fatter than the others, and it looked good to me.

“Emma,” I said before he could talk.

“Dwight, we met before. Would you like to find a room?”

“Oh, yes,” was all I needed to say.

The room we found wasn’t empty; Nancy was enjoying herself on top of an older gentleman, but since they only needed half the bed, we lay down next to them.

At first, Dwight kissed me softly, tenderly, making it clear that he intended to make love to me. I straddled his leg and humped it, trying to touch my clit to his hard muscles. When I felt my breath whisling out of me, I begged him to fuck me.

“I need you, Dwight. Fuck me now, please fuck me.”

Then he was on top of me. It happened so quickly and so smoothly, it was as though he materialized on top of me with his wonderful, thick erection pushing inside me.

I said something, or perhaps there were no words, just sounds. I thrust pussy up to meet his plunging cock. I felt connected to him in a way I haven’t felt with the other men.

“I’m going to cum,” I warned him. “I can’t help it.”

“Do it, Emma, give yourself to me,” and I did. I came so hard my stomach ached. Dwight held me then, sweetly kissing me and stroking my hair as I panted and slowly returned to this world.

When I was back, I crawled up Dwight’s body, marveling at the swell of his muscles until I was lying flat on top of him. My legs were on each side of his as I guided him back inside me. I nearly passed out from the pleasure.

We fucked slower the second go around, taking our time. Dwight’s kisses were so hot and amazing, I was able to hang on the edge of orgasm until Dwight held my body upright and exploded deep in my pussy. I felt his cock throbbing madly as his hot sperm flooded my cervix, and I went over the edge to cum with him.

When we finally crawled off the bed, Chris was there with my dress and shoes. Dwight and I shared a glance; it didn’t last but a moment, but it said so much. If I opened my mouth, it would probably be to say something stupid, so I keep it all inside. I had the sense that Dwight was in the same boat.

Chris and I make the rounds, saying our goodbyes, and Chris introduced me to his red-haired girlfriend. It turned out that her name was Cherry, which seemed to fit.

Nancy wanted to talk to us before we left, so we stepped into one of the empty bedrooms. It smelled of sex, overheated pussy, and cum. I wanted to lie on the bed and roll in the sheets.

“I wouldn’t usually do this until tomorrow, but the feedback on you two has been so fantastic that I don’t see any point in waiting. We are so happy that you’ll be joining us,” and Nancy gave us both a hug. I watch my husband squeeze Nancy’s bare ass.

“Now,” she continued. “Will you join us next week? We don’t usually have back-to-back get-togethers, but the hotel offered us an unusually low price for the suite next Friday, one we couldn’t turn down.”

Chris and I looked at each other before I assured Nancy that we’d be there. I think my husband was remembering his fuck buddy, Cherry, and I was definitely thinking about Dwight.


Chapter 10

That week, we were thinking about Friday, of course, but something more substantial had changed; we were appreciating each other more. We smiled at each other more often than usual, our conversations were less contentious, and our lovemaking was like it had been when we were first married.

We were excited and wildly turned on when we crawled into bed each night. It had been a while since Chris showed his appreciation for my boobs. He always liked them, of course, but over time, he’d stopped playing with them like he once had. Now his admiration was back, and I realized how much I’d missed his attentions.

On Wednesday, Dwight called, and I was caught by surprise. He began by apologizing for calling, and I assured him that it was perfectly fine. Then I went on to say, “I had a wonderful time last Friday. Do you think we’ll be able to see each other at this week’s party?”

“I’m so glad to hear you say that,” Dwight released a lungful of air he’d been holding. “I’ve never had such a connection before.”

“It’s probably just the size of my boobs.”

Dwight laughed with me before continuing, “Well, they may be a part of it.”

“Or it’s the hardon you get when you think about me.”

“How did you know about those hardons?” He tried to sound accusatory.

“Because I’m dripping down my leg just from talking to you. What if we can’t wait until Friday?” I was hoping Dwight would give me the answer I was looking for.

He took a deep breath before saying, “I’d be willing to cheat for you.”

I had the sense then that calling me and saying what he’d just said took a great deal of courage. “I’d do the same for you, Dwight. Let’s talk about it on Friday.”

“What do I do with this hard old thing until then?” He replied.

“Try not to think of the blow job I’m going to give you,” I laughed when he made a sound like he was going to pass out.

We talked for a while longer before saying our goodbyes, and I sat back in my chair to think about Dwight, the blonde-haired surfer type.

His body was so nicely lean and muscular, and his cock performed magic on me. I felt my body tighten, and my breathing became faster and irregular, just like it did before I came.

I was alone in the house, so I unfastened my cutoff shorts and slipped my hand inside them. I’d never been big on masturbation like some of the girls at college had been, but after talking to Dwight, I couldn't resist.

My clit felt like a hard little nub, and everything I did sent a wave of pleasure through it. I was so slick that my finger slid immediately into my wet hole. I finger fucked myself for a minute before adding another finger, then another after that.

My left hand was busy pulling my labia apart and caressing my clitoris. My orgasm was approaching, but my thoughts were full of Dwight’s fucking, and I wasn’t ready to cum. So I stopped, just like that, as my hips continued to pump as though looking for my fingers.

I held on to the incredible pleasure for a long time, but as soon as it began to fade, I was right back at it. Three fingers pumped my vagina as two fingers slid frictionlessly over my clit.

Oh, god, it felt so good. I squeezed my arms in so I could feel my breasts move as I stroked. Again, every muscle started to tighten, and my breathing became irregular. The muscles in my legs felt like iron, as did the muscles in my stomach. Waves of pleasure washed over me, and I could swear I felt Dwight plowing into me.

Then I stopped, again. I wasn’t sure I’d stopped in time; my orgasm seemed to hang by a thread, ready to burst inside me as the pleasure I felt from my clit took control of my brain. Then the wave slowly retreated, but this time I caressed all around my pussy.

When I could, I stood to look at myself in the full-length mirror. My face was flushed red, and my hair was matted down. I lay down and put my feet on each side of the mirror after I’d removed my cutoffs and panties.

My cunt was bright red, swollen, and spread open from fucking most of my hand. The pleasure started again from the depraved thing I’d been doing as I again stroked my clitoris and eased my fingers into my swollen vagina.

I became lightheaded, and my vision was foggy. Then it happened, the pleasure was suddenly so much, and something released inside me. I groaned at the sensations and returned to stroking my clitoris to start them again, and they did. I rolled to my hands and knees and cranked my head so I could watch myself stuff most of my hand in my cunt. Then, with a loud wail, my fist slid all the way inside, spreading me wide. The sensation was so incredible – I’d found a way to fuck myself with my fist.

When Friday finally arrived, Alice and Dale decided to go with us to the party. It was their first time, and though Nancy and I had briefed them, they were still a bit nervous.

My heart was hammering in my chest, and I felt sweaty and overheated when we reached the door to the suite. As soon as my husband had it open, I saw Dwight, and I had to stop myself from running to him.

The rules were changed for this party—no more fishbowl for Nancy to pull names. The bedrooms were available when a couple wanted to be together.

Dwight and I played it cool at first. Eventually, as if by accident, we ran into each other, and I introduced Dwight and his wife to Chris, Alice, and Dale. It was an odd experience, meeting Dwight’s wife. She was a handsome woman, not beautiful but certainly good-looking, and a little taller than he was. Later, I saw that she still had pubic hair. I noticed her pussy as my husband fucked her, but that was later.

As we talked and nibbled from the snack tray, we were joined by a half-naked Russell. He managed to get next to Alice, and she acted like she couldn’t keep her hands off him. Soon they went off together, and I heard her squealing from a bedroom.

A few weeks before, I would have been uncomfortable casually chatting with semi-dressed people. Now, it seemed perfectly natural.

From time to time, I met Dwight’s eyes. The last time, I took his arm, saying I needed to talk to him, and excused us from the group. Since people were coming and going all around us, no pun intended, it appeared perfectly normal.

As we moved toward the smallest bedroom, I saw Chris’s redheaded friend looking for him. We smiled at each other, and I told her where Chris was, if she was interested.

Inside the bedroom, I threw myself at Dwight. I kissed him with all the pent-up passion I felt, as he hugged me tightly. We said, “I’ve missed you,” in unison, before laughing in the sheer pleasure of being together. Then I was stripping off his clothing and falling to my knees to take his cock in my mouth.

“I’ll do anything for you,” I told him. “I’ve never said that before. I’ve never been fucked in my rear, but I’ll give it to you if you want.”

“Would you be my captive sex slave?” He asked.

“Yes,” I answered without hesitation.

“Would you run away with me?” Dwight whispered into my ear. I grew very quiet. I was looking at his eyes, my arms around him.

Was this some kind of a test, or was he serious? If he was seriously asking me if I’d run away with him, it was a monumental ask. This would be the most significant question I’d ever heard.

Dwight was looking straight into my eyes, and his face had a grave cast to it. I was trembling as I breathed one quiet word, “Yes.”


Chapter 11

Dwight held me tighter and kissed me frantically, all the while whispering, “I love you, Emma.”

I was overcome with emotion. I still wasn’t sure what had happened, even as I felt myself falling backward onto the bed, I returned each of Dwight’s kisses with two of my own. My legs were spread wide, and Dwight lay on me.

I felt his hand doing something with his pants, and the next thing I knew, his beautiful cock was sliding inside me. What followed was the best sex of my life.

I was throbbing from the moment I felt him inside me. With every stroke of his cock, the throbbing increased until my entire body was vibrating. Even my ass.

At the same time, a feeling of warmth and pleasure touched every nerve. Especially those in my breasts. My nipples grew painfully hard, but the pain was so exquisite I was sure that the right touch would have pushed me over the edge.

As Dwight continued to pound me, and I felt every bump on his prick pull at my clitoris., I began to tremble. I had no control over my body. It felt like my orgasm had started, but instead of following the usual route of peaking and fading away, my orgasm continued to grow stronger.

I had completely surrendered to Dwight. My body gave itself to him—nobody had ever given me as much pleasure as he could. It was a full-body orgasm, and when he came inside me, I held him tight, trying to get as much of his cock as possible.

I was amazed at how much wetness I oozed. I was so covered in the juices that we were surrounded by the smell of an aroused cunt.

Before we left the room, I went down on Dwight’s cock again. The combined taste of his cum and my wetness was almost too much. I was instantly turned on again. But, instead of another fuck, we had to dress and rejoin the party.

We were the last couple, and as we walked out of our little room, everyone turned to look at us. Amongst all the smiles and knowing eyes, three faces stood out for me.

Chris’s redheaded girlfriend looked almost happy to see us. Looking from Dwight to me, I was afraid she might start clapping. Chris looked surprised, perhaps shocked. When I first saw him, he was kissing the girl’s neck and playing with her tits as she held his drink.

Dwight’s wife was an entirely different story. Her face had darkened, and her eyes blazed. She was angry at me, but mostly she was furious with Dwight. She reminded me of the evil witch in the snow white cartoon.

The party changed after that. The ones who hadn’t dressed thought it must be time. Chris came to me as Dwight moved, hesitantly, toward his wife. Soon we saw them in a corner having a whisper-fight. They were making an effort to keep their quarrel private, but the funny thing about whispers is that they can draw more attention than simply speaking out loud.

Poor Dwight was getting hell for leaving his wife alone, even though she admitted that she’d met some “nice gentlemen.” While all this time, he had been in a private bedroom with some whore, and she could smell my perfume all over him.

Chris looked at me and said, in his deadpan voice, “Are you a whore, Emma?”

“Like you didn’t know,” I answered.

That seemed to break the ice, and the volume of conversation picked back up again.

Over the next few weeks, the rhythm of our lives didn’t change much. Chris and I fell back into our familiar routine. However, we spent a significant amount of time texting. I was exchanging messages with Dwight, and I’m sure Chris was on the phone with Cherry.

Then my husband had to leave town on business for two days. Usually, Chris flew wherever he was going, but this time he decided to drive. On Tuesday, I kissed him goodbye and watched him pull out of the driveway.

I was getting into bed that night, having passed up my chance to spend the night with Dwight, when the telephone rang. To make a long story short, my husband had been in an accident while still in town, but only a short time before the phone call, and was in the hospital.

I hurriedly dressed, but by the time I arrived at the hospital, it was too late. I sat in the waiting room in a daze until Cherry rushed in. I don’t know how it happened, but we were soon hugging. We were each hurting from our loss.

I knew then that he’d been with Cherry and that he’d misled me. In the grand scheme of things, it didn’t seem very important. I loved him, and I was sure he loved me.

I believed then, as I do now, that it’s possible for a person to love more than one other person at a time.

There hadn’t been drama in our relationship. We both knew what the other was doing, and at some level, we’d both approved. Our arrangement might have seemed strange to other people; maybe most would have thought what we did was wrong—a sin. I don’t think so, and neither did Chris, and that’s what counts.

I received a nice card from Dwight, one he’d mailed earlier that day. It was the sort of card I could show others without embarrassment. I went through the next few weeks in a daze. Relatives came in from all over, so I was never alone.

Finally, I’d had enough and I asked Alice to meet me for coffee at our usual place. As soon as I saw her, I felt as though I were alive again, and Alice quickly made it official.

“Do you know why woman close their eyes when they're having sex?” She looked so serious, I momentarily thought she had something truly important to say.

“No, I have no idea,” I hoped Alice hadn’t become profound.

“It’s because we can’t stand to see a man being happy.”

It’s not much of a joke, but it hit me in the moment, and I laughed hard enough to spit coffee on the table. Then, Cody was there to clean it up. We talked for a minute before he took our orders and moved a third chair to our table.

I looked at Alice questionably, but all she said was that a friend would be joining us.

I let it drop, and we talked about things, the way old friends do, then Dwight was sitting in the third chair. I couldn’t restrain myself, and I hugged and kissed him as if I needed to see him most of all, which was undoubtedly true.

My heart was pounding at his presence, and I held his hand to my chest. It was good to be reminded that I had friends.

As we talked and reminisced, Dwight stopped the conversation by saying, “My wife and I have separated.” My mind went blank, and I could think of nothing to say.

“It was clear to her, because she told me so, that I was in love with you and I should, and I quote, 'Pack my shit and get out.’”

“What would you want me to do?” Dwight asked.

“Shut up and fuck me.”
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