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Prologue

 


It was surreal, sitting on a chair,
not three feet from where my wife,
Katie, was having energetic, sloppy sex. Not only was it sex
outside of our marriage, but it was with a man who looked exactly like her favorite movie
star, Brad Peterson.

It was my fault. I’d invited him into the
bedroom, but it was Katie’s fault, too. He was her “free pass”
fuck. You know, the one person your spouse gives you a free pass
with if you ever actually have a
chance.

I didn’t have a chance of ever meeting
Scarlett Johansson, but my wife was getting her brains fucked out
by Brad Petersen. Or rather a guy we thought looked like
Peterson.

I watched them kiss like desperate lovers. My
wife had already gotten naked in anticipation, but I was shocked by
the size and thickness of Brad’s cock. Physically, he was smaller
than I was, but not below the belt.

He had my wife on her hands and knees now,
facing me while he entered her from the rear. I could see both
their faces; his hands were squeezing my wife’s hanging breasts,
squeezing them so hard, he was leaving marks, and she loved it. She
was moaning her appreciation as he tugged on her nipples and left
bruises behind. She hadn’t said a word to me while we’d made love
in years, now she couldn’t stop talking.

“Oh, Brad, you’re so big.”

“Oh, yes, hard like that, so deep. Please,
stretch me.”

I hadn’t prepared for this; I wasn’t even
sure I wanted it. We’d talked about Katie being with another man.
It had been her idea—a fantasy she’d shared with me. But it wasn’t
supposed to happen. We’d role played and even gone out to bars to see what might
develop, but it was just a game.

Now that it was happening, and I was excited.
It’s my fantasy, too, in a way. But I was afraid—even faint—and a
lot angry. How could she do this right in front of me? How could
she cause me to be this jealous? Did I really want this to happen?
Why was I so scared? Would she leave with him? Is she hurting me on
purpose?

By this point, Katie had tuned everything out
except him. Brad must be hurting her, his hands were around her
neck, and even though it’s causing her face to turn red, she’s
fucking back at him even harder, grunting with the effort.




Chapter 1




My name is Mack, and I’m a big guy. It sounds
like I should be at some meeting, doesn’t it?

I’m more than six feet tall and well built. I
play sports and work out a lot, mainly free weights. I’m only in my
thirties, but I’m already a partner in a large, local law firm, and
making good money.

The problem—and the opportunity—is that I
have a tiny prick, very tiny. It’s less than the size of my
thumb when erect. More like the size of my thumbnail. I have big
thumbs, but still, that’s not a good size for a cock.

It was in school; of course that I noticed
just how odd it was. In the locker room, my size was apparent. All
anyone could see was a patch of light-colored pubic hair with a
tiny cock head peeking out. So, I did the logical thing, I hid it
and stayed away from girls. There was even a rumor that I was gay,
but the real gay guys denied it, and the talk died out.

When I did date, which wasn’t often, I was
considered a handsome, “really nice” guy who never tried anything.
After a while, I couldn’t get a
date.

Oh, sweet Blessed Mary, I wanted to try
everything. I had a—well, I still have a fascination with
boobs. I wanted to touch one. Just one, I wasn’t greedy. Some girls
would have given it up in a minute, but eventually, they’d see my cock. I couldn’t do that; I was
too ashamed.

My cock is just big enough I can use my thumb
and forefinger and jack-off. It feels great, and when I cum, there
doesn’t seem to be a lack of volume. The tiny thing works great.
It’s just… tiny.

The opportunity part came because I lacked
distractions. Since I didn’t date, I didn’t get married, and I
didn’t have to deal with girlfriends. I could study, spend my time
in the library, get good grades, and then into one of the best law
schools in the country.

From there, I landed a job with the firm. My
ascent was “spectacular,” according to the senior partner.




Chapter 2

 


I developed a close friendship with a
lesbian, Nancy. She used to work for a client, but has since moved
on. She even lives close, with no complications.

Not only did Nancy know about my issue, but
she’s also the only woman, outside of my mother, who’s actually
seen my sad little dickie.

Nancy, bless her heart, thinks it’s cute. I
told her I’d gladly choke her for that comment, which she thought
was the funniest thing I’d ever said. It probably was; I don’t have
a sense of humor.

Nancy is a blessing to me. She’s not only the
kind of friend who is always there for me, who I can tell my
secrets to, but she’s also my beard. She’s a beautiful “femme”
lesbian who likes to go to parties where there are good
food and a free bar.

Whenever there’s a social function where I’m
expected to bring a plus one, Nancy goes. I’m starting to get
questions about when the date’s going to be. Who knows, Nancy needs
a beard too, sometimes; might not have been the worst idea.

One of the things I loved about Nancy
is she let me play with her boobs.
If I’ve fed her and given her all the liquor she wanted. She thinks
that’s cute, too.

She even taught me what to do—how to touch
them, how to suck her nipples, and what felt good to her. Like,
when to be rough, and when to be gentle.

She taught me how to kiss. I’d never kissed a
girl before Nancy. I thought you mashed your lips together like
they did in the old movies. Nancy taught me all the other things
about kissing, and a few things lesbians keep to themselves.

When she trusted me, she let me play with her
pussy. She taught me how to touch a woman, where all the parts are,
how to eat her.

I am now a fully trained lesbian trapped in a
man’s body. Any lesbian would be lucky to have me.




Chapter 3

 


Almost every day, I go to the same coffee
shop in the lobby of our building, and every day I sit so the same
girl can wait on me.

Katie is beautiful, in her early twenties,
with dark shiny hair, big sky-blue
eyes, a broad smile with perfect teeth, and big boobs. I just love
boobs.

Katie’s a substantial name—clean sounding,
conservative, old-fashioned, and not flashy. I guess that pretty
much describes my Katie.

By substantial, I don’t mean fat or anything like that.
Katie’s very pretty, she can be beautiful when she tries, but soap
and water are good enough for her
with little make-up. Being a waitress is hard work, so she doesn’t
fix herself up like she’s going on a date. She’s naturally
pretty.

Of course, every guy who comes into the diner
hits on her eventually, but she’s developed a graceful way of
letting them down without hurting business.

One day, after leaving my usual outrageous
tip, Katie said, “Mack, I think you’re sweet on me.”

No, honest, I thought I’d woken in the wrong
century. Sweet on me. I wanted to look around for the
barbershop quartet.

“You’ve never hit on me, you’ve never said
anything inappropriate, and yet you leave these far-too-big tips.
When are you going to hit on me, Mack? You know a girl can’t wait
forever?”

I stammered, she’d caught me without a
prepared response. Some lawyer I was. So, when she suggested that I
ask her to go out with me, I stammered out the question, and she
said yes.

All this time, I thought Katie was a sweet, innocent girl. As it turned
out, I was half right; she was sweet.

That first night, we went out to eat—I
know taking a waitress out to eat—but the place was several
steps up from the dinner, and she seemed to like being waited on
for a change.

On the second date, we went to a real
dress-up play. It didn’t even cross my mind that Katie may not have
the clothing for that, but she pulled it off.

When she came to the door, I almost fell to
the floor and became her obedient, lesbian-trained servant. She
looked stunning. Her hair was done up, her makeup was perfect, and
her dress showed lots of cleavage.
I loved that dress.

Katie caught me peeking down her cleavage a
couple of times. The last time she cracked up, right in the middle
of the play. Here I was, stretched out so that I could see down her
dress during this dramatic speech on stage. Everybody looked; I was
so proud.

My heart almost leaped from my chest when she leaned over to me and said,
“If you don’t embarrass us anymore tonight, I’ll let you see them.
Would you like that?”

Her eyes were glued to my face as I
vigorously nodded my head up and
down.

She patted my hand, saying, “That’s enough,
Mack. You’re going to see my boobies, but only if you’re good.”

After the play, we went to her apartment, and
Katie asked, “Mack, how come you never try anything? Is there
something wrong with me? I know you like my boobs. You look at them
more than you look at me.”

“I thought I was going to be seeing them…
wasn’t a viewing mentioned? Was I not good enough, Katie?” I know I
sounded a little frantic and a lot desperate.

“Yes, you were an oh-so-good boy tonight. You
only embarrassed me a couple of times, and as a reward, you get to see my tits,” she responded.
I grinned.

“But you haven’t answered the question. Just
in case you forgot while you were picturing my breasts, here it is
again. Why haven’t you ever tried anything? I’ve given you every
opportunity. Mack, here’s the deal. I want you to try something.”
We were there.

I had two choices: tell her why I hadn’t
tried anything, or not tell her. If I didn’t tell her, the date was
over, and I might never get to see her boobies. God, I wanted to
see them. I wanted to watch her walk, topless. I wanted to see them
jiggle. My cock was hard and probably dripping.

“Mack, you either tell me what’s going on or
that’s it. You’re always stealing glances at my breasts, but you
never try anything. You barely kiss me. What’s the matter with me?”
Her eyes were filling with tears. I’d hurt her by being a
gentleman, a gentleman who snuck glances at her boobs.

This was it, do, or die.

“The truth is, I just don’t like you.”
No, that’s not what I said.

Here’s what I said. “The truth is, I have
perhaps the world’s smallest penis.” The things that’ll come out of
your mouth when the pressure’s on. Penis.

Katie looked at me like I was full of shit,
and she wasn’t buying. Her face held a skeptical expression, scorn
that I would come up with such a flimsy excuse.

“Don’t give me that shit, Mack. If you don’t
find me attractive, just say so.” And she stood up, ready to kick
me out—and I still hadn’t seen her jugs.

“No, wait. Katie, it’s the truth. Come on,
what man’s going to lie about having a small cock? I mean, really?”
That’s the eloquence that comes from attending a first-rate law
school. It was an infallible argument. If something is
inconceivable, it must be true, right?

“Show me.” She was playing rough, standing there with her arms
crossed, protecting her breasts from an accidental screening by me.
“Prove it or get out, Mack. I’m serious. Drop your pants.”

Oh boy, on the one hand, those pants were the only thing between me and
humiliation. On the other hand, I really liked Katie. On the other
hand, once she saw my dick, it was all over anyway.

I decided to prove I wasn’t lying before
being kicked out. I’d at least have my honor. I wondered what
“honor” was selling for right then? I was pretty sure I
couldn’t trade it for what I wanted. The thought made me laugh;
Katie did not see the joke.

I took the plunge, undid my belt, unbuttoned
my pants, and dropped them along with my underwear. All Katie could
see was that patch of light-colored pubic hair with a little
thumbnail sticking out.

“He’s hard, Katie. You made him hard. So,
have a look and a good laugh, and I’ll go,” I said, feeling
aggrieved, wronged, and humiliation. I couldn’t look at her. I
wondered where I’d eat lunch the next day?

I bent to pull my pants back up, but Katie
stopped me.

“He’s cute. Oh, Mack, I’m sorry I doubted
you. Let me get a better look.” She was on her knees and parting my
pubic hair. I thought to get a better look.

I was shocked to feel her warm, wet mouth
surround me. To feel her tongue sliding over that gland at the end
of my cock, you know, the one that would have become a clit if your
chromosomes were slightly different.

Katie’s was my first blowjob, and I’ve got to say, they’re spectacular.
And to think, all I needed was a warm mouth. Well, and boobs, of
course. I love Katie’s boobs.

Wow, that felt good. Then she used her tongue
to stroke the underside, and I barely had time to warn her before I
came.

It would be different when she was prepared,
but that first time she was surprised and pulled me out, and I came
on her face and in her hair. That’s so much easier to clean
than where I
might have cum.

In the end, it didn’t matter. I was so
excited I pulled Katie to her feet, kissing and hugging her and
telling her how special she was to me. We moved back to the
couch—well, Katie moved. My pants were around my ankles, so I
shuffled.

There were no limits to my expressions of
love and appreciation. I wasn’t trying to lay it on thick. It just
came out of my mouth that way. After a couple of minutes, Katie pulled her head back, smiling at
me, and put a finger over my mouth.

“That’s enough, Mack. I understand that you
liked it, didn’t you?” I vigorously nodded, yes. If I’d been a dog,
I would have run around in circles.

“Well, how would you like to make love to
me?” she asked. I would have said ‘fuck,’ but Katie’s very
ladylike.

I didn’t need a committee meeting to develop
the right response to her question. “Hell, yes,” I said.

Katie led me into the bedroom and got the
surprise of her life. She thought she’d have to take the lead and
teach me what to do. Ha. I stripped her slowly, paying close attention to her breasts, making
sure that she was thoroughly aroused.

By the time I’d gotten to her pussy, long
after we’d made it to the bedroom, Katie was a straining, sweaty
mess. I was in her head; she’d never been seduced by a working
lesbian before.

I ate her for what seemed like hours. Letting
the tension build, keeping her straining, begging me to let her
cum. I sucked her labia and ran my tongue over her clit, feeling it
throb before lowering my head to her anus.

I used most of the tricks, my lesbian friend, Nancy, had taught me. Not all
of them, of course, I was hoping to be invited back, and I knew I’d
need fresh material.

When Katie’s straining and had reached that
level where it could only go away if not satisfied—now there’s
something I didn’t learn in school—I finished her.

Katie’s orgasm was majestic. She howled, she
groaned, she screamed. She caught my head between her thighs and
squeezed until I feared for my life.

Then it was over. Ten or twelve minutes of
orgasmic bliss and the girl was spent. We’d have to build up her
endurance.

“Jesus, Mack. Who taught you that? How did
you…? Oh, wow. Do you know more?” Katie had to stop so that she
could start kissing my face and licking. Capturing all her special,
young juices.

“Mack, would you like to fuck me?” Katie was
searching my eyes, her face a picture of earnestness. She was
communicating with me. Katie knew the issue I had, but she wanted
us to be closer. She was developing real feelings for me.

That night I discovered the location of
heaven, and it’s not in the sky or
floating on a cloud. Heaven, for me, is between Katie’s legs.

She held herself open, not because I was so
large, but so that I could feel every one of the inch as I sank
inside her. I didn’t go far, only that inches or so, but she was so
warm and wet.

The noises she made were intoxicating. I’d
gone to paradise. All I could concentrate on were the wonderful
feelings coming from Katie’s pussy.

I tried to fuck her slowly, but when I pulled
back, I was overcome by such anxiety that I pounded right back
inside of her. I wanted to feel surrounded by my Katie.

After only seconds, I came. I came harder
than I’d ever come before. It didn’t matter how big my cock was. I
flooded Katie with my sperm.

“Oh, wow. Mack. Wow, I can feel you, oh,
Mack…” And she orgasmed right along with me. I’d made a woman cum
with my cock, and at the same time! That was as an amateur. I could
only get better, right?

My feelings for Katie overcame me. I wanted
her to be mine forever. It didn’t matter that she was my first; it
couldn’t possibly get any better.




Chapter 4

 


I was in love with Katie. After acknowledging
that, it was just a matter of winning her. The plan had three
stages—in addition to me being the best, most attentive boyfriend a
woman ever had.

Stage one, buy a ring—a costly, name-brand
engagement and wedding ring—the complete set. I had a good idea
about what she liked, but I was afraid the rock was so damn big
she’d accidentally hurt me with it—a full three carats.

She could have hocked it and bought a condo,
well not in San Francisco but maybe in Sioux City. The set was in
the high five-figure range.

Stage two, book a hot air balloon ride over
the Napa Valley. We’d go up on a perfect day, with the incomparable
sights below us and…

Stage three, propose. I’d get down on my knee
and show my Katie the rings that would be very difficult to return,
and I’d ask her to marry me. To join our fortunes together, so to
speak.

It almost worked. For the next few
months, Katie and I were together
most of the time. We didn’t always have sex, but we always had a
good time. Fortunately, I had a personal assistant who is a
hopeless romantic, and she oversaw setting up our dating
schedule.

We saw plays; we ate out at some of the
world’s best restaurants; we even caught a flight to Las Vegas for
a weekend of debauchery and gambling.

We spent some evenings watching Netflix in my
condo while we relaxed and ate pizza with the curtains open so that
the lights of the city competed with the movie on the TV.

One night I introduced Katie to my lesbian
friend Nancy and explained what Nancy’s friendship meant to me.
Katie was beside herself with gratitude. The women hugged, and
Nancy even went for the kiss, a kiss that lasted longer than I
would have expected.

When the kiss ended, Katie’s eyes were a
little unfocused. It was the same kiss that she’d experienced with
me, but coming from Nancy, it had to be very different.

That night, when I crawled into bed, Katie
was already playing with herself. She was wet to mid-thigh, and she
came almost as soon as I started to eat her. Katie wouldn’t let me
stop licking a sucking. While I was busy down there, she told me
how Nancy’s kiss had turned her on, how she’d be sleeping with
Nancy right now if she didn’t like me so much.

She wanted to know if I’d really learned
everything I knew from Nancy, and lesbians must be as good as
everyone said they were.

I lost track of her orgasms; there were so
many, some multiple that flowed together. I wasn’t sure my mouth
could take the workout, or that Katie would survive the ordeal.

The next day I told Katie that I had a
special surprise for her. Without giving anything away, I got her
dressed appropriately for the weather aloft. It would be colder,
and convincing Katie to wear warm clothing was a challenge.
Usually, I want her nearly naked,
so she was suspicious right away.




Chapter 5

 


Once we were airborne, all doubt and
suspicions fell away. The sights below us were breathtaking, and Katie’s face looked like she
was having a religious/sexual experience right there in the
gondola.

Doubts and suspicions weren’t the only
things to fall away, so did my
breakfast. Katie produced a cold washcloth from somewhere and kept
it on the back of my neck until my stomach settled down.

Some impression I’d made with a ring in my
pocket as I barfed from being in an open-air balloon.
However, I carried on with determination. I’d invested too
much emotion, not to mention money, to back down now.

When we were over the headlands, heading back
toward the Golden Gate, I got down on one knee and, pulling the
jewelry box from my pocket, and said, “Katie, I love you. I can’t
imagine my life without you in it….” I began.

“Yes,” Katie shouted, startling the crew.

“Well, see you have to let me finish. I’m not
sure it counts if I don’t finish.” I had to finish since I’d
written a little speech and all.

“Katie, love of my life, will you marry me?”
I finished. I didn’t say it was a long speech.

“Yes, but I have a condition.” Damn, I’d
given her too long to think about it. “I’ll wear this in the
meantime, and I’ll tell you my condition when we’re on the
ground.”

Our kiss was as spectacular as any we’d ever
shared. Our tongues were extensions of ourselves, probing, and
tasting. I tried to get the smell of barf off first, I’m sure I
wasn’t as pleasant as I should have been.

Katie was moaning when we finished. I
couldn’t ask everybody to get off, so we bowed and curtsied to
their applause.

Of course, the other women on the flight had
to see the ring and congratulate me. It was a tradition, I was
told, to buy everybody a drink. Only the most expensive would do,
so I ordered a magnum of Champagne.

When we landed, nobody should have been
allowed to drive, but it was a memory we’d always have. But I
was forgetting something.

Oh yes, Katie had a condition attached to her
acceptance of my proposal. A condition she wouldn’t tell me in
front of strangers—a sensitive condition. Therefore, Katie wanted
to talk about my tiny dick.

On the drive home, I ran through a couple of
possibilities in my mind, and after parking in the underground garage, I turned to my soon-to-be fiancé.

“I’ve been thinking, honey,” I started. “You
know I love you, but since my cock is, well, let’s say smaller than
you’d like—”

“Let’s say that, you know, maybe a little,”
she said, holding her fingers apart slightly to indicate the
size.

“How about if we set up some, well,
rules are the only word that comes to mind, that would
allow you to be with another man
with a different sized dick—from
time to time,” I said. “You couldn’t fall in love with him or
anything, just sex.”

I’d been thinking about this for a long time,
even fantasizing about how it would look and how I’d feel. I
guessed I’d feel hurt and angry, but my cock would get so hard that
if you looked closely, you could see it pressing against my
pants.

“Oh, Mack.” Katie had thrown her arms around
my neck and had started kissing my face. “Then, yes. Yes. I do love
you. You’re the sweetest man I’ve ever known, and I’ll marry
you.”

“But…” she said, looking at me with a blank
expression, her serious face. I hate when women do that, just let
their face go blank, so you know whatever comes next is serious. I
use it with opposing witnesses all the time. It’s not fair to use
it on me.

“But, only if you mean what you just said.”
And she placed my hand inside her blouse on her boob. I was
momentarily distracted because I love boobs.

“Katie, I want to put it in writing. What the
rules are, what we expect of each other. Just to be clear,” I said
while pinching her nipple. Oh, how I wanted to suck it instead.

“You mean, a contract?” she asked.

“Sort of, what did you say again, oh yeah, a
contract. More a memo of understanding.” I was breathing hard as
her nipple swelled in my hand.

She pulled back to look at me, searching from
one eye to the other, as I said, “But one of those rules will be
that I get to watch. Can you handle that?”

Katie was vigorously nodding her head,
yes.

“Mack, I’m so happy. I’ve been hoping you’d
ask.” She already had her smartphone in her hand and was typing away at record
speed while she talked.

By the time we reached the condo, she’d
informed all her friends and a good portion of Northern California.
Messages were flying in so fast the phone was buzzing with message
alerts almost non-stop.

If they’d all been together, the sound of
screeching would have reached levels only heard in jungles. Each
said the same thing or a variation of the same thing.
Congratulations, are you pregnant? When’s the date? Who’s your maid
of honor?

I went into the bedroom to get ready for bed
and to prepare Katie’s second present. A combination second
present/joke present that might find its way into some charity
dropbox, but the time was right,
and Katie had brought it up.

While Katie sent text after text, stopping
only long enough to tell me when we were getting married and where,
I stripped her naked, in front of my picture window facing San
Francisco.

I doubt if she noticed, even when I sucked
her nipples to hardpoints. She only noticed when I put her robe on
her because she had to stop typing for a second or two.

I retreated to the bedroom to finish wrapping
her gifts. The ring was the only real gift. The others were just
for sex.

The first, a Sybian sex machine, was already
in a box, so I wrapped it with the unique paper I had. The wrapping
paper featured wedding bells along with very erect penises.

The internet is to perverts what cookies are
to the obese. The place to find all those nasty, obscene things you
want, and thousands of perverted things you didn’t know you wanted
but needed immediately after seeing them.

The second gift, no china or such for me, was
a Hitachi Magic Wand vibrator. Those clever Japanese debauchers had
invented a vibrator that plugged into the wall and had two
speeds.

The real genius of the thing was, besides the
fact it didn’t have to be recharged or need new batteries, it
featured two speeds, driving a large, soft rubber head mounted on
the end of a handheld shaft.

Just to make sure, I had first tried it on
myself. I’m happy to report that it worked wonderfully on men, and
it cleaned easily. The last hadn’t been part of the plan,
initially.

By this time, my fiancé was wrapping up her telephone calls for the night,
since she’d have to wait a few hours before she could call Europe
or any of the central Asian republics. I had no idea Katie had made
so many friends waiting tables.

“I’m not sure we should have sex until our
wedding night,” Katie informed me when I came out to get her.
“It’ll build the intensity.”

After looking at her with a stupid expression
for some time, I said the only thing that made sense to me.“Then we
can’t get married. I’ll just tell everybody that you’re frigid.
Well, good night.” And I turned to leave.

I hadn’t even taken two steps when I had a
Katie glued to my back. Her arms around my neck, her legs locked
around my waist, her tongue in my ear. It felt good, but I couldn’t
feel her boobs very well in that position.

“You’re taking me to bed, big fella, and
you’re going to eat me until I beg you to stop,” she said.

“What about me?” I asked.

“You can eat yourself too. I’m surprisingly
okay with that,” Katie said with a straight face. “But seriously, I
plan on taking good care of my future husband. Also…” She looked
around as if to make sure we were
alone. Her voice became very soft, “I really need to have my tits
played with for a long time tonight. They’ve been so needy
today.”

Before we got to the bed, I had Katie close
her eyes tight while I fixed a necktie over them. She gave me an
astonishingly hard time about that.

“You’re a serial killer, aren’t you?” she
asked. “This has all been to soften me up. You want to tie that
thing over my eyes, so I won’t see it coming.”

“Maybe a sexy serial killer,” She smiled.
“Maybe you’ll have lots of hot sex with me first. Um, might not be
so bad.” She was so sexy herself, breasts wobbling every time she
moved.

She made me catch her and drag her back to
the bed. This was Katie’s idea of fun.

After making sure she couldn’t see, I had her
stand passively in front of me, this tall, dark-haired, beautiful
woman. Ten years younger than me, this woman who had agreed to be
my wife. She was obliviously delusional, but who was I to
complain?

I told her she’d hear a low humming noise and
not to be concerned about it. It was all part of the surprise.

“Is that the saw you’re going to use to
serial kill me,” she asked with a giggle which made her boobs
jiggle.

After kissing her mouth and using every trick
I knew—and I knew a lot of tricks—I ran the very tip of my finger
over her full lips, following the very tip of my tongue, while
Katie moaned and tried to capture my tongue with her own.

“Mack, you kiss like a lesbian.”




Chapter 6

 


It took a while to recover from that one. We
had another drink while Katie sat naked beside me, the blindfold
around her neck. Fortunately, she hadn’t seen the Magic Wand.

When we started up again, I laid her out on
the bed and kept her attention focused on her lips and mouth.
Following our kissing, I slipped my finger into her mouth. Katie moaned and started sucking my
finger as though it was a cock.

I almost lost focus with her naked tits in full view. There was nothing I
wanted as much as to make love to them.

So, I did, using my wet finger to very
lightly caress her nipple.
First, her right one, watching it
harden and pucker, and seem to reach for me. The areola was
becoming more pebbly, constricting due to the wetness.

After running my finger around her lips
again, and giving her mouth another chance to suck and lick it, I
moved to her left nipple—the more sensitive one.

This time as I caused it to pucker, my
wife-to-be moaned and whispered my name. I whispered in her ear,
“Do you like what I’m doing to your nipples? Do you want me to
continue, or should I work on my lover’s pussy?”

“Oh, god. Mack, that’s so good. I can feel
everything you’re doing in my pussy. Where did you learn to do
that?” She stopped to enjoy the feeling some more before saying,
“Pussy, please, my pussy needs some attention, Mack. I can feel it
getting wet. I can almost never feel myself getting wet.”

My wonderful Katie was naked before me,
vulnerable, excited. Available for me to do what I wanted. It’s
a powerful feeling to have such a
beautiful woman under one’s complete command with nothing more than
a man’s tie over her eyes.

I didn’t need her to suck my finger, not yet.
I lightly ran it up the cleft between her legs. Katie was
professionally waxed smooth, so I could watch as her sex opened for
me. I slowly stroked her from bottom to top, picking up moisture on
my finger and spreading it along.

Katie was groaning almost without stop; her
legs spread wide as I caressed her. When I reached her clit, I
discovered a hard-little bud; I could move side to side. I was
going softly, and Katie was reaching the point where she wanted
something harder, something more demanding.

First, I made sure my finger was dripping
with her natural lubricant, before moving it back to her mouth,
spreading her juices on her lips until she opened her mouth and
sucked me inside.

I felt her tongue licking me as she sucked
her own pussy juice. Her moans turned into growls as she tasted her
own excitement.

Very quietly, I told her to expect a noise, a
motor-type noise, but not to react because I was causing it. Once
Katie indicated she understood, I started the Hitachi Magic Wand
vibrator. I didn’t touch her with it, just let it run until she
became accustomed to the sound. In the meantime, I continued to
stroke her clit and sucked her left nipple. I ran my teeth over the
sensitive surface, enjoying the sounds she made, and the sight of
her arched back, pressing her breast into my mouth. I wondered if
she knew how much I loved boobs?

I placed the vibrator first on her thigh,
letting her feel the machine at its lowest setting. Katie lowered
her head as though to see what was touching her. I moved her arms,
putting her hands on my shoulders; I thought she might need to
support herself later. Also, she’d be able to communicate by how
hard she held me.

Slowly I moved the vibrator until it lightly
touched Katie’s pussy. The head of the Hibachi is large, so it’s
hard to focus on one spot, but I aimed for her left labia. I knew I
was there when Katie jerked suddenly and began panting.

I could see drops of her secretions flying
from the vibrator as I moved it slowly up the slit of her pussy.
When I reached Katie’s clit, her groans turned to cries. I let go
of Katie’s nipple and put my mouth close to her ear, still holding
the vibrator on her clit.

“I’m going to let you fuck other men, Katie.
Men with huge cocks. Men that’ll use your body and stretch your
pussy. Men that won’t care about you, who will treat you roughly
and make you cum.”

“Oh, Mack.” She was very close. She was
pushing her hips forward, opening her pussy. The muscles of her
thighs were straining to hold her. Her fingers were digging into my
shoulders for support.

“I’m going to watch them use you like the
needy, dirty slut you are. But I’ll always love you, Katie, and
I’ll treat you like a lady.”

She was calling my name. As Katie started to
cum, she needed my shoulders even more to support herself. Her
blindfolded head thrown back as she howled to the ceiling.

“Mack,” she yelled in one long wail.

At the end, she pulled back, away from the
vibrator and me. She lay for several seconds, breathing hard, still
moaning. Occasionally, bending and shaking as though an aftershock
had gone through her.

My little cock was achingly hard and dripping
pre-cum. I grabbed a handful of Katie’s beautiful dark hair and
pulled her head down to my crotch. She moaned when she felt my
erection. I couldn’t tell if it was a moan of excitement or one of
disappointment. If pressed, I’d have bet on disappointment. She
wanted something more considerable.

In the end, it didn’t matter. Katie’s
surrounded my cock with her incredibility warm, wet mouth, and
within seconds, I exploded in orgasm. Katie had made me cum
with her mouth before, but she’d
never let me finish there. This time, I held her close; I didn’t
yet know that my soon-to-be wife liked the idea of being forced. As
I exploded down her throat and finished by dribbling in her mouth,
Katie gagged a little, but gamely
swallowed as fast as she could.

I lost my hold on her hair, but Katie stayed
where she was until I finished, using her tongue to clean me. We
cuddled in the bed afterward,
holding each other as we talked.

“I had no idea you came so much,” she said.
“I liked it when you held me by my hair. Like I didn’t have a
choice, you were making me swallow your cum. That gave me a little
orgasm from feeling helpless.” She smiled up at me, clearly
communicating something important.

After thinking for a few minutes, she quietly
added, “Would you be scared and run out the door if I told you that
I want to be a mother?”

Well, my heart stopped for a moment. The idea
of being a father was a big one;
on the other hand, I loved Katie,
and I wasn’t sure I’d have another opportunity for love. I wondered
if my cock was long enough to reach. After too long of a silence,
which I tried to cover up by pretending to be thoughtful, I said,
“No, Katie, I wouldn’t run out the door, and I’m not scared. Let’s
get married and get you pregnant.” She gave a little yelp and
hugged me tightly. I was scared
out of my mind.




Chapter 7

 


Katie wanted to plan. When were we getting
married? Would the wedding be large or small and intimate? How many
children would they have? What would they name them? Should we
start trying right now?

She wore me out talking about it all. I was
beginning to understand why guys ran away at the first mention of
kids or weddings. But I wasn’t most guys. I was staying with the
best thing I could possibly
have.

“What was that machine you used on me? We
need to do that again!” Katie was up, looking around for the
Hitachi. She examined it with the detailed attention of a fine
jeweler. Katie tried different speeds and probed the soft head. She
held it turned on when she lay back down on me and played it over
my cock.

I’d gone soft by then, so the sensation
wasn’t there, but nothing stopped Katie. After putting my hand on
her breast, and asking me to squeeze tightly, the vibrator
disappeared between her legs. Soon, she was cumming again, moaning
into my chest, asking me if I was serious about watching her with
other men. Truthfully, she was screaming the question.

I answered that I was serious; I didn’t think
of it as a real thing. I think the idea of having a big cock turned
her on, but I couldn’t see how it would happen, not really. It
wasn’t real to me. What was real was the hurt and jealousy I would
feel, along with the excitement of watching my wife in such a
forbidden act.

Just painting the mental picture of Katie
taken by a man with a massive member, while she had the vibrator
between her legs, was enough. I thought up a lot of new scenarios
and positions over the next few months to keep both Katie and me
satisfied.

We decided not to wait to get married. When I
told my mother, she was so happy she wanted us to get married that
day. I suspect she was relieved to find out I wasn’t gay. We set
the date, and Katie started to plan. I said I’d agree to whatever
she wanted if she agreed to do whatever I wanted.

“Okay. I’ll agree. But first, give me an idea of what you have planned
that I’m agreeing to,” my future wife demanded.

“We’re going to use the Magic Wand some more.
I have different games we can play with it. Do you want to know
what they are?” I asked.

“No, you can do anything you like with the
Wand if it involves using it on my pussy,” she declared.

“Okay. We’re also going to go out in public
and play some games—which I can’t tell you about in advance,” I
continued. “When we come home, they might involve using the
Wand.”

“If the Wand’s in the plan, I’ll do it,
whatever you want me to do.” She was emphatic.

“I also have another toy I haven’t shown you
yet. I think you might like it even better than the Wand. You might
be willing to give up men entirely for this new toy,” I told
her.

“Wait, is it Brad Peterson, the actor?” she
asked.

When I assured it wasn’t a person but a toy, she looked a little
disappointed, but ultimately agreed to use it after we played
whatever game I had in mind out in public.

“Mack, if we actually ever run into Brad
Peterson, I’m going to fuck him. You know that, don’t you?” For
some reason, that statement took my breath away; even though we’d
talked about this, in a kidding sort of way, it still caused my
heart to pound. Katie had been resting her head on my chest. She
suddenly sat up and put her hand over my heart.

“Mack, your heart is pounding.” She looked me
in the face. “That excites you, doesn’t it? My god, I’ll fuck Brad
Peterson. I’ll let him push his giant cock right inside me.” Her
hand was still on my chest; I could feel my heart beating even
faster.

“Okay, that’s enough.” I stood up and moved
toward the kitchen, but a chill had gone through me. I was walking
through the mental image of Katie on her back with Brad Peterson’s
naked ass between her legs.

We didn’t talk anymore about Peterson that
night, but every time I caught Katie looking at me, she had a sly
smile on her face, and I thought
of her being pounded by him.

As we lay in bed, she said, “I’m going to
fuck him, Mack. I read that he’s got a really big one, and I’m
going to let him fuck my little pussy.” Her hand reached for my
throbbing cock as she said it.

“Wow, now your dick’s hard. Oh, Mack, I can
feel your heart beating by holding your cock. You want me to fuck
him, don’t you?” She was pumping my cock with her thumb and
forefinger as she talked. “You want to hear me begging him to fuck
me harder with his huge cock, don’t you? You want to hear me cum.
Oh, Mack, my pussy is so wet thinking about you watching me get
fucked.”

There was no holding back. With a grunt, I
came on the sheets, on Katie’s hand, and myself.

Secretly, it wasn’t just the thought of some
movie actor fucking Katie. It was the thought of any man
with a big cock fucking Katie.

Since our families lived in town, and we’d
decided not to have a huge wedding, it didn’t take long to pull
everything together. The two mothers, along with Katie, did most of
the work. All I had to do was invite friends and people from my
office, select my best man, and I was off. At the last minute,
Katie reminded me to get a tux, and before I knew it, we were in
front of a preacher and a half-empty church, exchanging vows.

Katie made a beautiful bride. She wore a
shimmering white wedding gown, and with her dark shiny hair spreading over her bare shoulders, I
wanted to take her right there at the altar. I whispered the idea
to the preacher, a young guy nearby, that it would make the
marriage more official if we consummated it in front of everybody.
He faked indignation and told me something about hell freezing
over.

The reception was just down the block from
the church, so the whole horde swept down the sidewalk while a
lucky few of us stayed behind for pictures. Because without
pictures, how do you know that you’re actually married?

It wasn’t until we were walking into the
reception hall that Katie remembered to tell me we had a free bar,
and I was paying for it. My face went white at the news. I knew the
group I worked with; I’d have to max out every credit card to pay
for their hangovers.

When we walked inside, one of the lawyers in
my shop, holding a glass filled to the brim with my Scotch, was
offering a bridesmaid five hundred dollars to show him her tits.
And she was considering it.

“Five hundred?” That’s a lot just to see my
boobies. Are you sure?” I heard her ask him.

Katie swept me away before I could hear the
end of the negotiations, and we were soon in our official ‘you must
be married’ dance, with all the old people joining us. My fellow
attorney-at-law and the bridesmaid had disappeared. They reappeared
about an hour later, adjusting and smoothing their clothing.

Other than one additional occurrence, it was
a typical wedding reception. I understand it went on long into the
night; I have a copy of the bar tab to prove it.

I happened to overhear two of the bridesmaids
talking, just before we made our grand departure from the
reception. They didn’t think anybody could hear them, but I’d come
out of the men’s room, and a post screened me from view. As they
drank my liquor, they talked.

Bridesmaid number one, “Katie really
scored, didn’t she?”

Bridesmaid number two, “No shit. Not only
is he good looking, but I understand he’s a high-powered attorney.
Makes a lot of money.” Here she rubbed her thumb and forefinger
together.

Bridesmaid one, who had the larger breasts,
said, “He must be hung like a horse. You know how
Katie loves giant cocks.” She was holding her hands about a
foot apart, about the distance nipple to nipple. I found that distracting. I briefly
wondered how her nipples looked.

Both started laughing.

“I’ve never seen a woman who liked big cock
the way Katie does. I thought she’d seriously hurt herself a few
times, but she’d always be begging for more.”

“Remember how her screams would keep the
whole sorority house awake? I’d love to have just one of her
orgasms. Can you imagine?”

“You’re making me horny. Let’s kidnap the guy
and use him up.”

“Okay, just one more drink. Why don’t you go
down on me in the meantime, like you used to in school? I’ll tell
you about the time Katie spent the weekend with that motorcycle
club. She said the leader had so much even she couldn’t take it
all.”

I staggered back to our table, my cock
throbbing hard in my pants, my heart pounding in my chest, my face
feeling hot.




Chapter 8

 


Our honeymoon was at a beautiful resort on a
beach in Hawaii, and the first two days we talked about Katie’s
love of big cock. I had a hard time getting the truth out of my
wife, at first. She went through all the stages—denial, grief,
bargaining.

“Katie, my love, I’m so turned on, I could
fuck a small rabbit.” I couldn’t think of anything else that would
be the right size. I showed her my erection as we snuggled in our
first-class seats. “This hasn’t gone down since I heard them
talking about you. If you touch it, I’ll come all over the seat.” I
reached over and palmed her breast. I loved her breasts.

“At least tell me about the motorcycle gang.
Not all of it, but some. Please.” It’s not good starting a marriage
by begging for details of your wife’s past flings, but I didn’t
have any pride at that point.

“Alright.” Katie turned sideways in her seat,
spreading her legs just enough for me to see the wet band of her
panties stretched over her pussy. “What do you want to know? How
many guys fucked me? How big they
were; how many times I
came? How much cum I swallowed?”

“Yes, yes. All of that. I want to hear all of
it.” I had to cover up quickly as the flight attendant walked
by.

Katie patted my face. “Okay, husband. I’ll
tell you all about the gang, but only while you use the Wand on me
this week.”

“Oh, I’ve got something even better.” I’d
shipped the Sybian over to our secluded honeymoon suite.

The mystery had to wait. We were too tired
to do much of anything except sleep. I snuggled up to Katie’s ass
as she held my hand against her breast. It was my favorite sleeping
position.

The next two days were typical honeymoon in Hawaii stuff. We made love,
which meant I ate her to orgasm, then came inside her while she
told me how good it felt. I knew she probably couldn’t feel much of
anything, but I played along.

We spent time on the beach and in the shops.
We drove around and enjoyed the tropical feel of the islands. From
time to time, I brought up Katie’s past and tried to get her to
tell me about the bikers. But Katie would just give me a sassy
smile, squeeze my dick through my pants, and tell me we’d talk some
other time. By the end of the third day, she was driving me nuts, which by this time was a
very short drive.

That night, I set up the Sybian while Katie
was showering off the sand and sunscreen. The Sybian is a small half drum containing a
powerful motor that vibrates a rubber pad hosting a dildo. There
are different size dildos, and the fattest one is truly big.

The woman would sit on the pad, which has a
pebbled surface, perfectly aligned
with her clitoris. The dildo attachment, which rotates, goes in her
vagina. A control box allows the operator to increase or decrease
the strength of the vibration and the amount of rotation. The woman
is on her knees with the dildo buried in her pussy. Her clit is
mushed onto a rough, vibrating rubber pad, and the dildo is
rotating inside her.

Katie walked around the machine a few times,
wearing her hotel bathrobe. She paged through the instructions
before turning to me.

“This is even better than the Magic Wand?”
she asked.

“So I’ve been told. You can even run the
controls,” I said. Katie took the controls from me, turned the
vibrator and rotator on, and ran the intensity up and down.

“You run the controls,” she said, pouring
lubrication on both the dildo and
the pad.

She dropped her robe, exposing the tan she’d
picked up during the last two days. Her breasts were breathtaking,
white against her tanned body.

She sat on the fat dildo, gingerly easing
herself down, pulling out one side of her pussy, then the
other until she had the dildo
wholly buried inside of herself.

“So far, I like it,” she said, wiggling her
hips. “Turn it on a little.”

I started the vibration first, not too fast,
but enough that Katie was pressing herself down, enjoying the
feeling as the pad vibrated against the entire length of her slit.
Next, I turned on the rotation of the dildo buried inside her
pussy.

“Oh, wow, I like that, can you make it go
faster?” Already she was breathing harder. “Okay, the motorcycle
gang.” I turned up the level of vibration to match the level of
rotation. “Oh, Mack, wow. So…” She had to stop every few words to
pant, moaning as the machine tortured her, before returning to her
story.

“They picked me up in a bar; I was with my
future bridesmaids. Oh god, you turned it up.” Her hips were
moving, but there was no need. The Sybian was doing all the
work.

“They took me back to their clubhouse. I
didn’t really want to go. I’d been drinking, but the leader was
really cute—oh, wow.” She stopped while I adjusted the speeds.

“He made me strip for everybody. I was naked
in front of all these bikers. Hell, I’m going to cum if you don’t
turn it down a little.” Her face was becoming red and blotchy.

“He made me crawl over to him. I was
humiliated, and so fucking turned on.” She didn’t know whether to
sit up straight and push the rotating dildo further into her cunt
or lean forward and push her clit against the rubber pad.

“I sucked his cock, and then he made me suck
everyone’s cock. Oh, Mack, I love sucking cock. I love cock the way
you love boobs. I was still sucking him when one of the guys with a
huge cock shoved it inside me. Oh, wow, this is so good.” I edged
the settings higher. By the time we finished, the settings would be
at the maximum.

“I had two cocks in me at the same time, and
a couple of guys started to play with my tits. Oh, here it comes!”
Katie exploded in orgasm, her head back, she screamed her
pleasure.

I turned the machine down, but I didn’t turn
it off.

“They picked me up and laid me down on top of
a guy with a good-sized cock. He started to fuck me, it felt so
good, but the leader with the huge prick, lined up with my asshole.
I’d never been fucked in the ass before.”

I started the machine vibrating again, and
Katie became distracted for a moment.

“I remember screaming that I had two cocks in
me. I made a big deal out of two. They were rubbing me just the
right way. They could feel each other as they fucked me. Then they
touched something deep inside. Something that no one had ever
touched before—or since. How high do you have this thing?”

I had it maxed out. I could see Katie’s belly
vibrating from the strength of the of the machine. Even her boobs
were shaking. For a moment, I let her lose herself in the
sensations.

“Then what happened? You had a cock in your
pussy and one in your ass,” I reminded her.

“Oh, Mack. I came so hard, just like I’m
going to come in a minute. I wouldn’t leave their clubhouse. I made
them fuck me all weekend. I went from guy to guy, begging each of
them. I was a slut, Mack, oh Mack… oh… here it comes.” As my Katie
started to cum, I had a sudden inspiration.

Katie was bending forward at this point, so I
got behind her and shoved my tiny cock into her well-lubricated asshole. I’d never done anything
like that before, but apparently, Katie could feel me just fine
because she went from a number ten orgasm straight to a number
twenty when I came inside her.




Chapter 9

 


Later, lying in bed, it really hit me. A
biker gang had passed around my wife, and she liked it. She’d even
wanted more. She really did like a big cock.

My emotions were all over the place. A small
part of me wanted to pack up and leave. To show Katie how angry I
was and how much it hurt me. I wanted to fuck her in the ass so
hard she wouldn’t be able to sit down. But, most of all, I wished
to have been there. I wanted to watch my new wife used like a cheap
whore.

I looked over to see Katie lying on her side,
facing away from me. Her shoulders were shaking; she was quietly
crying, still naked with her knees pulled up. I was distracted by
the sight of her swollen pussy, even though this was not the time.
I cuddled up to her from the back, my cock pushed against her ass,
my hand on her breast.

“I love you, Katie,” I said. I didn’t say
that very often. It wasn’t my style, I guess. I didn’t really know
how.

“You do? Why? How can you? I’m a slut, Mack.
I’m not the girl you thought I was. I’ve done awful things,” she
sobbed.

“Oh, hell, Katie. You’re not going to stop
now, are you?”

She swung around to face me. “What are you
saying, Mack?”

“I’m thinking this through as I talk,
so put up with me for a minute,
Katie. I don’t expect you to be satisfied forever with my dick and
toys, or even with my tongue. Somewhere inside me, I always knew
you’d need… well, something more. My hope is I can be a part of
that something more, and you’ll
come back to me.” I knew I looked serious. My explanation didn’t
come out as smoothly as I’d hoped. I struggled to say what I
meant.

“So, you were serious about me fucking other
men? You know, sometimes maybe even letting you watch. That
wasn’t just talking?” Katie looked
amazed. Her eyes were wide, and her mouth hung slack. “You might
really want that to happen? I just can’t… it’s too much for me… I
need to think, Mack.” She rested her head on my chest for a minute
before suddenly sitting upright.

“Do you still love me, Mack? Do you want
permission to fuck some other woman? Why would you want to watch
your wife… like that?” She was trying to understand.

“Katie, I do love you. You’re my wife
now, and I know, at some point, you’re going to become frustrated.
Not just normal married frustrated, but frustrated because you’re
going to want fulfillment, and I can’t do it for you. I want to be
that guy, but I’m not, and toys go only so far. Remember, you’re
the first woman I’ve ever slept with, and I don’t want another. It
took me thirty-some years to find you.” That caused Katie to smile
while she sniffled.

“I don’t want to wife-swap. Can you
imagine someone’s wife running
down a hall screaming how she’d been screwed?” Katie started to
laugh. ‘I traded a perfectly good husband for a guy with a tiny
cock, I got screwed,’ she’d yell.”

Katie was laughing out loud. “Screwed.”

“The husband, meanwhile, would be so happy
with you, he’d pretend not even to know his wife. She’d be doubly
screwed. So, no way. I’m happy watching you get the satisfaction you deserve. As long as you’re still
mine afterward.”

Katie was hugging me and babbling. “Oh, Mack,
I’ll always be yours. Forever and ever…”

After a while, things settled down, and finally, Katie smiled at me. “You got to fuck my ass,
Mack. You know, you’re the perfect size for that. We’re going to do
it a lot more.” She was toying with my cock. We’d moved on from
fucking other men, but the groundwork had been laid.

Katie dressed to impress on the beach, with a
bikini consisting of three small triangles and some string. I wore
my sunglasses and pretended to be asleep, so I could watch the
other men checking her out.

The next day, I laid out about twenty feet
away and watched her. One after another, men would stop and talk to
my wife. A few bought her a Pina Colada and tried to get her to go
up to their rooms. Interestingly, most wore wedding rings.

Katie sent me a text after about two hours of
this.

“Meet me at the bar.”

When I slid onto a barstool next to her, she
leaned in. “Did you see the last guy?” she asked.

“Yeah. What about him?”

“He has a huge cock. His suit was wet, and I
could see it. Oh, Mack…” She turned sideways up against me. “Touch
my pussy, honey.”

I slipped a finger under the tiny triangle of
fabric at her crotch on the side away from the public. She was
dripping wet, as though she’d already been fucking. Katie moaned
when my finger massaged her
clit.

“Will you use the Wand on me right now? I’ll
tell you anything you want to know. Please, otherwise I’m going to
do something I shouldn’t,” she said.

This time, I secured my new wife loosely to
the bed. Her legs and arms spread. I told her she looked like a
naked, horny snow angel. I teased her with the Wand, playing with
her pussy, then moving the Wand to the side to ask her a question;
I’d leave the Wand off her clit until she answered.

“When did you discover you liked having
someone watch you?”

“By watching somebody else. It excited me to
watch,” Katie answered. I moved the Wand over her clit for a few
seconds.

“Tell me about it.” When she didn’t start
right away, I moved the Wand off her cunt, and vibrated the hell
out of her upper thigh. So close and yet so far away.

“Okay, okay. Please, touch me with it while I
tell you,” she begged a frantic look on her face, her hips were
moving, trying to capture the soft vibrating head.

I moved the head to her pussy, just above her
clit.

“Start talking.”

“I was at a party, and I needed the
bathroom,” she began.

“If I had a dollar for every story that
started like that,” I mocked her.

“No, that’s what happened. Oh, Mack, it feels so good,” she continued.

“Keep talking,” I said, lifting the wand, so
it was barely touching her.

“I could hear sex noises, so I peed quickly
and peeked into the bedroom.” She was pushing against the top of
the Wand and grinding herself against it as much as she could
reach.

“There was a blonde, white girl I knew, a
cheerleader and four or five black football players. Oh wow, hard
like that,” she begged. “I still had my hand in my pants, and I
started to rub my pussy. They had her stripped, and I think her
name was Buffy or something. She had a beautiful body. Toned, nice
boobs, shaved pussy.”

Katie was getting close, so I moved the Wand
away. She whimpered and started begging me not to stop. Her pussy
was swollen and dripping on the bed.

“Keep talking, and I’ll keep the Wand on
you.”

“Those black guys were naked too. Mack, I’m
so close. Please, let me cum.”

“Keep talking. I want the whole story before
I let you finish.”

“They had big cocks, all of them. Some were
big, two of them were huge. They made the cheerleader suck them.
She really wanted to get them hard. I could see her pussy; she was
dripping wet. So was I, my pussy was throbbing.” She took a break
as I moved the Wand away for a couple of seconds. When I touched
her again, she moaned and tried to spread her legs even wider than
before.

“They started to fuck her, hard. They didn’t
care if she liked it or not. They squeezed her boobs as hard as
they could, and they made sure she was sucking a cock while she was
fucked,” Katie continued, gasping for breath. The sound of her
gasping was loud, even over the noise of the vibrator motor.

“She was cumming, Mack. She’d scream when she
came. They’d cum too, flooding her slit. When they switched guys, I
could see their seed flowing out of her. All my life, I’ve never as
turned on as I was then.

“They untied her, and the guy with the huge
cock pulled her onto his lap, and forced his cock into her pussy.
One of the other guys started to fuck her in the ass. I’d never
even heard of that before.” Katie was panting, every word-picture
bringing her closer to orgasm.

“She was howling, Mack. She was telling them
how good it felt, how she belonged to them. How she was their
whore. I don’t know if she meant it, but I think she did. I never
saw her with any other guys, only those football players.” The
sheet was soaking wet under my wife. My cock was aching, adding to
the wet spot.

“When she came, she shrieked like an animal.”
I left the vibrator on Katie’s clit. She came the same way,
shrieking, trying to bend over, then pushing herself straight.

Katie was unintelligible, except when I asked
to whom she belonged.

“You, Mack, I’m yours. Oooh.” She continued
to orgasm. It looked like she’d peak, then she’d cum again. I
finally turned the vibrator off, and Katie started to calm down.
She could untie herself. The ties didn’t provide much
restraint.

“Mack, wow. That was phenomenal. I hadn’t
thought about her in years.” Katie looked a little dazed. “So,
someday I’ll tell you the rest of the story.”

“Oh no, you
don’t. Tell me now,” I insisted.

“No, but I’ll tell you that a couple of those
guys discovered me hiding in the bathroom. That should give you
something to think about.” She was giggling again.

“Is that true?” I asked.

“Cross my heart. I’ve not only been with a
black guy, but I’ve also been with more than one at a time,” she
assured me.

I was starting to cum. Noticing my situation,
Katie quickly took my cock into her mouth. I’m sure she enjoyed the
feeling of power it gave her. She could turn me on so much I would
cum just the sight of her and the sound of her voice.

She dominated me. She knew I worshiped her
that I was in her power. No matter who was holding the Wand or who
needed her and no matter what she
did or who she did it with, I was her possession.




Chapter 10

 


We’d only been back from Hawaii a few months
when the homeowner’s social association decided to throw a toga
party. I’m not sure which one of the blockheads came up with the
idea. I wasn’t interested in going to a party dressed in a
sheet.

The association is prominent, we have perhaps
three hundred large homes. That’s a lot of people. The toga party
was going to be held at the most extensive home there. It belonged
to a sports announcer who was well known for covering professional
football.

The development is built around two
eighteen-hole private golf courses. There are two clubhouses, one up the hill and one by the gate.
We live near the top of the hill.

The sportscaster—who seems to know everybody,
not only in football but in
Hollywood too—lived at the highest point in the development, in the
grandest house. I don’t know how many rooms he had; it was
immense.

I would have gone dressed in an old bedsheet, but Katie went all out.
Several places sell togas, including Fredrick’s of Hollywood. Who
knew?

Katie’s toga was a little short and left one
shoulder bare. It was a light purple color, and she looked
incredible in it. With her dark, shiny hair against the purple of the toga, Katie was sure
to draw attention. Which wasn’t always a given; we had a fair share
of trophy wives in our neighborhood.

Because the toga wrapped around her, there
was a snap placed strategically to keep everything closed. That’s
all that held everything closed, one two-cent snap. The
decision was made not to wear a bra; the toga would hang better
that way.

“What do you think, Mack? Too much?” Katie
was nervous and unsure, unusual for her. Maybe it was because she
was showing more skin than she usually would, or maybe because we’d
be out with our dress-to-impress neighbors.

“You look wonderful. I almost fell off my
chair when you walked in. Let’s stay here and fool around.” An idea
that wasn’t well received. I guess we were going to the party.

Katie had picked up a Caesar-type toga for me so that I wouldn’t go in a sheet.
She knew I planned to wait until the last minute, grab a sheet from
the bed, and when she said no way, not go to the party.

When we finally got organized enough to
leave, Katie was wearing her toga, panties, and shoes. That’s
it.

Being a wraparound toga, not only were her
arms bare, but the armholes in the
toga were immense. If she wasn’t careful—and she wasn’t—any man
standing beside her could see her boobs. She was almost big enough,
unrestrained by a bra, to pop right out of those large armholes. Surprise!

When we walked into the party, Katie
disappeared from my side with her lady friends. I saddled up to the
bar and started talking to the neighborhood guys.

The liquor was flowing, and I occasionally
saw Katie getting a drink or later when the music started, dancing
with one of the men. I was right about that toga. I caught sight of
her boobs a couple of times, and judging by the attention she was
getting, I wasn’t the only one to catch a glimpse.

I have to hand it to the planning committee;
the togas were a great idea. The liquor was flowing, most of the
people near the gate were there, and the togas kept the party
loose. Nobody can get too uppity wearing a sheet. Besides, it was
fun trying to guess which of the wives wore a bra and which ones
didn’t.

I decided to go in search of Katie. Maybe I
could get my wife to dance with me, and perhaps I could even get a
little feel. Watching her had given me ideas.

I finally spotted her dancing with some guy I
didn’t recognize, and since she was smiling and enjoying herself, I
left her alone and headed back to the bar. Sometime later, Katie
grabbed me by the arm and pulled me away.

“He’s here!!” she whispered urgently.

“Who’s here?” I’d had a few by then, and,
obviously, so had Katie.

“Brad Peterson!’” she said, indicating with
her head to her right.

Sure enough, there was a guy who looked like
her movie star. He was talking to some friends of ours. He looked
like the actor about the face, and he seemed to be as tall. But he
appeared to be more muscular looking. Broader shoulders and thicker
arms, I thought, but a good match.

“Well, shit, he does look like him,” I said.
“Have you talked to him?”

“No. NO, ARE YOU CRAZY?” she was
whispering loudly. My estimation of how much she’d had to drink
went up.

“Well, why not? Go ahead, say hi. I mean,
what the hell, he probably won’t fuck you on the dance floor,” I
kidded her.

When she turned to me, she had a funny look
on her face. Her eyes were bright and shiny, her mouth slightly
open. She licked her lips and then looked over at the guy.

“Well, okay, I’ll talk to him even if he
won’t do that.” With a small punch to my arm, she wandered off.

I watched her out of the corner of my eye as
she took a circular route around the room, eventually ending up in
the group talking to her movie star look-alike. I lost track of her
after that for a while. When I saw her again, she introduced me to
her friend.

“This is my husband. I’d like you to meet
Brad,” she said. Katie was enjoying this, but was unsteady on her
feet, listing a little side to side. “Can you believe it? His name
is actually Brad, too?”

“Are you going to dance with Brad two some
more?” I asked, still hoping for that dance I’d been longing to
have.

“Um… yes!” And they were off.

Later I caught sight of her again. This time,
she and Brad were dancing to a slow song. Someone had turned the
lights down low, and they were way in the back of the dance floor.
He was holding her close, and she had her head resting on his
chest.

They weren’t moving really, just rubbing
against each other. I’d had several beers by then, but still, I got
a major hard-on watching them.

Katie was grinding against Brad; her eyes
pinched shut, breathing hard. When they moved so I could see the
back of her toga, it looked like she had developed a wet spot. This
was interesting.

It was when the song ended, and he kissed her
that I almost came in my toga. It was a passionate kiss, and she
hugged him tightly. I could see
the snap that held her toga closed had come undone, and I watched
with fascination as Brad slipped one hand into the open side of my
wife’s outfit and onto her breast.

They continued to kiss for a long minute
while he caressed her, and as the kiss ended, Katie took his wrist
and held him on her tit before slowly pulling his hand out of her
costume. She was smiling up at him, though; she certainly wasn’t
angry. Her nipples were making hard bumps in the fabric.

I tried to keep an eye on them after that,
but I lost them in the crowd. Later I went looking for them. No, it
wasn’t like the stories. I didn’t find them going at it hot and
heavy. In fact, Katie found me.

She was breathless and a little mussed. Her
face was flushed as she dragged me upstairs and into one of the
guest bedrooms. As soon as we entered, she threw herself at me,
kissing me passionately and digging under my toga for my cock.

“I really need you to do me right now. I’m so
damn horny. I can’t stand it.” She was panting with need. “Please,
eat me, Mack. I’ll do anything you want. Just take care of your
wife.”

She was hot. I reached under her toga to find
her panties dripping wet. It was like they’d come out of the
washing machine. She had soaked through them. With her help, I had
her panties off in a minute and held them dripping in my hand.

I slipped my hand back under her toga to find
her labia completely open and her clit a hard nub under my fingers.
Just touching her pussy made her hump and sigh as if she was already being fucked.

“Get ready,” I said. “I’ll be right
back.”

She looked at me in surprise and
disappointment, but I was out the door before she could say
anything.

I walked down the hall a few feet, and as the
bathroom door opened, Brad Peterson stepped out, adjusting his
toga.

Do you know how sometimes, just like that,
you make an off-the-cuff decision that forever changes your life?
Later, you can’t quite remember why you did what you did?

“Hi, Brad,” I said. “Um… Katie’s in there.” I
pointed at the door with my head. “She asked me to give you these
and bring you back with me.” I handed him the sodden panties with
my heart pounding in my throat. My mouth was suddenly dry, and I
don’t think I could have said any more than I did.

Brad examined the panties and brought them to
his nose. After a small sniff, he smiled at me. “Okay.”

I opened the door to the room to see Katie on
the bed, totally naked with her legs spread and her fingers working
on her flowing cunt. She looked up in surprise as Brad followed me
into the room.

“Oh Christ,” she breathed, just above
a whisper, her eyes fixed on his face.




Chapter 11

 


Without a word, Brad went to her. They melted
into each other’s arms, kissing passionately. Katie started to tug
at his toga, trying to get him as naked as she was.

I sat down on a chair next to the bed. I’m
not sure the couple even knew I was still there.

I watched for the next hour as Brad and Katie
fucked. Katie did things I’d never seen her do.

As soon as Brad’s cock came into view, she
was on it with her mouth. Katie had never gone at my cock like
this. It was, of course, much larger than mine, bigger than
anything I’d seen, even on the internet. Long and thick, with
prominent veins and an uncircumcised head.

Katie worshipped that cock. Groaning her need
as she licked the entire shaft and kissed and stroked each of his
balls. She rubbed his cock on her face, her eyes closed,
purring.

She tried to fit it into her mouth, but she
could only take the swollen head. Still, I could see her tongue washing the sensitive
underside, before trailing down to take one of his balls in her
mouth.

All the while, Brad was touching her body.
Her beautiful body she had given to me in marriage, but now it felt
like it belonged to him. My little cock was so hard, I hurt.

He stroked her beautiful hanging breasts and
ran his hands between her legs to massage her dripping pussy. All
the while, Katie was sighing and moaning deep in her throat. She
took her mouth off his throbbing cock, but continued stroking him as she looked him in the
eye.

“Your cock is so beautiful, so hard and
perfect. I don’t think I can get enough of it.”

My heart broke a little at that, and pre-cum
dripped onto my balls.

Katie threw herself on her back and pulled
her knees up to her chest, completely exposing herself. I’d never
seen her like this. Her pussy was dark red, visibly wet, dripping
onto the bedspread. Her chest was rising and falling in deep
breaths. Her eyes were glazed and fixed as they stared at his face.
A sexual flush extended over her entire chest.

“Please, don’t make me wait, Brad.” For the
first time, she looked at me. Her expression didn’t change as she
looked in my eyes. Katie said, “Please, whore me in front of my
husband. Fuck me.” She was pleading with him. My wife was begging
another man to use her like a whore in front of me, making sure I
could hear and see everything. I felt humiliated, diminished; I
felt like something less than a man. But still, my cock was
throbbing and leaking pre-cum. I couldn’t catch my breath.

The thought rushed through my mind that Katie
wasn’t on the pill and had no other protection. She could easily
become pregnant. I could feel my cum wetting the inside of my toga
at the thought of her unprotected womb as I watched Brad’s large,
uncircumcised cock slip between my
wife’s folds.

Time slowed, and I watched Brad take my wife.
Despite how wet and open she was, he had to use his weight to push
himself inside of her. She was so tight, and he was so thick, he
had to penetrate her slowly.

Katie was beyond screaming now; her eyes
opened wide and glazed over. She had lost all contact with the
world outside herself.

The only thing that mattered was the feel of
Brad’s cock slowly spreading her open. I could see her face, but
she couldn’t see me or anything else. As he fully penetrated, her
eyes rolled back in her head, so only the whites showed.

Brad wet his hand, and as he pulled out, he
applied more moisture to his cock. When he pushed back inside,
there was less resistance, and Katie was crying with desire. Tears
rolled down her face as she choked on her sobs. My wife willingly
rolled onto her hands and knees on Brad’s command. I knew, somehow,
she would have obeyed, without question, any order he gave
her.

On her hands and knees, I could see how wet
and extended her pussy was. It gaped open, moisture beading on her
labia, dripping onto the bed. Her pussy was so extended; I could
see a pool of growing wetness inside her. Matched in size by the
volume of her pleading.

Brad grabbed her ass and pushed back in.
Katie had her first orgasm then, a shattering explosion of lust and
need. I was sure he’d broken my wife, and she’d never be happy with me again.

Brad didn’t stop; he maneuvered her facing me and kept pounding away. Taking
long, deep strokes that kept her orgasm going until Katie’s hands,
then her knees would no longer
support her. I watched her face contorted in ecstasy as she
climaxed. Her eyes were vacant as she emitted a long ohhh, only feet from my
face.

Brad was rough, on the edge of violent with
my wife, much wilder than anything I’d ever seen before. I started
to get up to protect her, then sat
down as she orgasmed again when he pinched and tugged her nipples
away from her chest, stretching her breasts out into long
cones.

Her breasts were red where his fingers had
gripped her, as were the globes of her ass. It felt like he was
destroying her, making the wreckage his own. She turned to
gaze up at him with a look of lust
and admiration. Every time he spanked her, every time he slapped
her tits, she seemed to have another orgasm.

“Do you want me to tie you up, slut?” he
asked her.

Katie whimpered and shouted,
“Yes.”

“Do you want me to whip your cunt, slut?”

“Oh, God, yes. Whip my cheating cunt, please
do it.” And she came again. “I can’t help myself. I need you, Brad.
I’m yours.”

Somehow, Katie had ended up on her back, with
Brad between her widespread legs, and tears rolled down my cheeks.
I was crying for the wife I’d lost when, with the roar of an
animal, Brad came inside her pussy, deep inside my unprotected
wife, and with a scream, she finished with him.

She bucked and threw her hips up so hard she
almost threw him off. That wasn’t what she wanted, and she quickly
grabbed him and pulled him into her as far as he could go, as they
both continued to ride the peak. Katie’s entire body was in spasm,
as though she was having an attack, and her climax washed
over her.

Later, she lay with her head on his chest,
her back to me. I watched in silence as his cum dripped out of her
and soaked the bedspread below them. I could hear them whispering
and giggling, but I couldn’t make out the words. She caressed his
face as they murmured to each other.

It was like I didn’t exist. My chest ached. I
now knew what heartache really felt like—

 he’d taken my
love from me. I didn’t see how I could ever get her back.

After a while, she turned to look at me, the first time in what
seemed like hours. I couldn’t read her face. She was giving me no
hints to her thoughts.

“Brad’s going to give me a ride home, Mack,”
she said. “You go ahead. I’ll be home in a while.”

My toga felt sticky on the inside, my cock
still as hard and big as it ever gets, but it didn’t show. I knew
there was no sense arguing with Katie after what I’d witnessed. I
simply got up and left the room.

As I closed the door behind me, I could hear
her saying, “I love your cock, Brad. I don’t want to be done for
the night.”




Chapter 12

 


I walked into our house. I didn’t know what
to think. I’d gotten my wish; I’d seen my wife fucked by another
man, up close and very personal. I’d seen her reach sexual
gratification, which is what I thought I wanted, but it wasn’t
quite how I had imagined it. I had to conclude that I was a stupid,
stupid shit of a man. There was a list of reasons for this
conclusion.

What was I doing marrying a woman like Katie
when all I had to offer was an income? How could I think that I
could keep her happy with my tiny pecker? I was having a real pity
party inside my head.

The inside of my toga was sticky with dried
cum. My jockey shorts were in the room with Katie and Brad. There
was no denying I’d enjoyed the spectacle.

I was sitting in my favorite chair, having a
drink when the cell phone rang.

“It’s me.” It was Katie’s voice. “I’ll be a
little later than I thought I’d be. I'll see you in a bit.” Before I could ask any questions,
she was gone.

Maybe she was coming home, or maybe she was
going to torture me before picking up her things. The phone call
reawakened all my feelings of inadequacy.

After I’d metaphorically kicked my own ass
all over the house — I surveyed our luggage and my closet. I even
looked up apartments for rent on the computer. Later, maybe an
hour, probably less, my phone rang again.

“Um, I probably won’t be home until tomorrow,
Mack. Don’t wait up. I’m okay,” she said breathlessly. As
she started to hang up, Peterson grabbed the phone.

“Hey, dude, I really like fucking your wife,
man. It’s almost like fucking a virgin. I may even keep her.” The
sound of laughter followed. Not just one person, it seemed like a
room full of people. Peterson sounded like he did in the
movies.

Somehow the telephone was back with my wife.
“I’m sorry, Mack.” She was whispering now. It sounded like she had
her hand cupped around the phone.
“I can’t get enough, and he knows it. I’m sorry, Mack,” she said
again. “I’ll do anything he asks. Can you ever forgive me?”
The line was suddenly disconnected

I sat in my chair and took deep, cleansing
breaths. Katie had torn my heart out again, but she was my wife,
and I loved her. I’m not ashamed to say I was frustrated.

I couldn’t sexually satisfy her, and it was
breaking my heart that someone else was doing it. Plus, the bastard
did it so well, she was probably hooked by now. I wondered what
they were doing. I realized I was torturing myself, but I couldn’t
stop. I decided to take a drive; maybe I could spot where they
were. I took my phone with me and drove through the development in
the dark.

A friend was just leaving the house where the
party had been. I was still wearing my toga, which came in
handy.

“They all left,” he told me. “Peterson has
the entire penthouse floor in the hotel a few blocks from here. He
called and invited everybody to come party with him. Just go on
down there.”

When I stepped off the elevator at the hotel,
a crowd of party-goers greeted me, in addition to movie staff,
crew, and hangers-on. He had the entire floor, so I wandered around
looking for Katie.

I followed the sounds of sex to the master
bedroom. Katie was in the middle of an enormous bed, on her hands
and knees, being roughly fucked by a man I’d never seen before. Her
hair was gripped tightly in his fist, and he forced her head into
the pussy of a young blonde who was busy sucking Peterson’s
prick.

A line of men stood, waiting their turn, as Katie moaned and begged them not
to stop. When the man using her shot his load, the next man in line
quickly shoved his cock inside my wife.

It was impossible to tell how many men had
already fucked her. Nor even how many were still going to fuck my
Katie. For a moment, the thought of rescuing her crossed my mind,
but I quickly gave up on the idea. I’d be taking an unwilling woman
out through a crowd of men who wouldn’t want her to go.

Instead, I
just watched, my cock throbbing in my toga, my heart in my throat. Katie had wanted something.
I just wasn’t sure this was it.

At least, I knew now. It wasn’t only my wife and Brad Peterson. It wasn’t the
start of some love affair. I’m not sure how I’d be able to live
with the emotional shame of not being able to give my wife what she
needed. I wish it weren’t exciting me so much to see her humiliated
and used like this. The way they talked to her and about her was
the most degrading part.

“Tell us what a whore you are,” one of her
men demanded.

“I’m a whore, please, use me. Please, use
this whore,” my wife wailed while another man climbed on top of
her.

When I couldn’t take it anymore, I went out
to the central living room/dining room. The entire suite was
exquisitely decorated, didn’t look at all like a chain hotel. There
were thick rugs and solid wood furniture. It was like being in a
mansion.

The people, on the other hand, seem to be
from the set of a 1980’s porno
movie, the final scene where everybody is screwing everybody else.
I didn’t even try to count how many twosomes, threesomes, and
moresomes were going on. Everywhere I looked, there was another
naked coupling.

My wife walked out of the master bedroom and
right through the middle of this orgy. She was an incredible sight,
a vision that stopped some of the action. Katie was completely
naked, of course. Her face and chest were blotched red, and her
breasts bobbled as she walked, the new bruises easy to see. As was
the white cream seeping out of her shaved pussy and running down
her leg. More cum bubbled out of her with each step she took. Her
eyes had a dazed look to them. I think she saw what was going on,
but I don’t think much of it registered with her.

I didn’t want her to see me; I can’t explain
myself, I didn’t want her to know I was there. I watched her every
step of the way but made sure to
stay out of her line of sight.

Before she got to the kitchen, a large, naked
black man grabbed her, and while they kissed, he eased her to the
floor. Katie spread her legs and let him drop down in the
missionary position, still kissing her.

His cock was jet black, erect, and as big
around as my wrist. They kissed for a few minutes while he probed
my wife with his member. I knew he’d found the right spot when
Katie wrapped her legs around his waist and started kissing him
frantically. Another man we didn’t know was fucking my wife
tonight. I knew she was open to any man who wanted her, and there
was nothing I could do but watch.

After he came inside her, and another man
took his place, I couldn’t watch anymore. Despite my dripping
erection, I drove home, surprised to find the front of my toga wet
from my tears. I didn’t realize I’d been crying again

I hadn’t slept when the final call came the
next day. My emotions had been too mixed. I hurt too bad, and I
couldn’t turn my mind off. I answered the phone to hear a
breathless Katie, the words grunting out of her.

“I’m… okay… Mack… I… just… oh God… I… need
some… more… ooooh… time…”

I thought I heard a man’s voice in the
background before the phone clicked dead in my hand.




Chapter 13

 


It was four days after the party when Katie
finally came home. She walked in wearing the same toga she’d been wearing when we left the house
together. My wife looked both ashamed and afraid. She seemed to
sink inside herself when she saw me. Her face turned red, this time
from embarrassment, and her shoulders hunched as though to ward off
a blow. She thought I was going to punish her.

“Please, Mack,” she started to cry. “Let me
change, shower, and pack up a few things. I know you want to punish
me. I want to punish myself.” She looked up at me then.

“I’m so sorry for what I did to you, to us,”
Katie was choking on her tears. “I know you want to kick me out for
being such a whore, and I’ll go. You can have everything.” She had
fallen onto the couch, her hands over her face as she sobbed.

She’d read me right, I was angry. I thought
I’d lost her anyway, so I had planned to tell her she’d gone too
far and to get out. But inside, the inside where we really live,
the deep inside where we have to confront the truth if we’re
mentally healthy, I knew this was mostly my fault. I’d started
this, and I’d been the one talking about her fucking other men. I’d
even brought Brad into the bedroom, where I knew she was naked and
aroused.

I went to her. On my knees, I wrapped her in
my arms.

“I forgive you, Katie. We need to talk, and
I’d like you to forgive me, too. You’re my wife, and I love
you.”

Katie was wailing now, hugging me tightly. Her tears had quickly soaked through
my shirt, so my first job was to get her settled down. Eventually, the tears dried up, the sobs
ending in a hiccup that made us both smile.

She was a mess, and she smelled of cum and
other men, along with the smell of cunt. I can’t describe the
aroma. Men and maybe women describe
it as a fishy smell after a woman’s been used like they’d used my
Katie. That’s not it, but it’s distinct. Cum smells like bleach to
me.

Her face was a mess—whisker-burned, bloodshot
eyes. Her hair was tousled entirely with dried cum stuck in it.
She’d lost her shoes somewhere.

“Talk to me, Katie. You’ve got to let it
out,” I said.

“Well,” she started and stopped several times
before continuing. “Did you know the Brad Peterson guy really
is Brad Peterson?”

I did, it was evident at the hotel, but I was
surprised a major star was at our little neighborhood party, six
hundred miles from Hollywood. It didn’t make sense, but somehow,
inside, I had known it.

“He’s in town shooting some outdoor scenes
for a movie, and one of the producers lives near us.”

I hadn’t known that either. But, there was a
lot of money here, and at least one well-known guy owned a home.
So, why not others?

“Where did he take you?” I asked as though I
didn’t know. “What happened?”

“Mack, I’ve put you through a lot. You’re a
strong and loyal guy. But I can’t put you through that. It would
hurt you too much and humiliate me,” she said.

“You’ve already been humiliated, Katie.” She
looked up at me with a fearful look on her face, waiting for the
next shoe to drop.

“I’ve been worried sick for days. I didn’t
eat, didn’t sleep. Nothing you can tell me would be worse than my
imagination.”

“What was I doing in your imagination, Mack?”
she asked shyly.

“Let’s just say it ended with you being
whored out at the zoo.” She laughed along with me.

“Well,” she said again, “you’re close.”

I got down on the carpet and started pushing
her toga up her legs while trying to pry them apart. She fought
me.

“No, Mack, please. You don’t want to see it.
Let me take a shower.”

But I continued working on her legs. I was
relentless. I was kissing her thighs, her stomach, trying to get
her knees to part. She thought she’d won, that I’d give up, but
this wasn’t a normal situation; she’d been gone for days, fucking
other men.

“Katie.” I was staring into her eyes. “Show
me what you did.”

She fell back into a chair and, spreading her
legs over the arms, pulled her toga up, exposing herself.

I was speechless. I’d never seen anything
like this. My wife’s jet-black pussy hair was gone–which I’d
already seen. Her labia were swollen twice their normal size, and
her hole gaped open, showing the
bright pink inside.

Her clit was not only visible but still visibly throbbing. I couldn’t remember
ever actually being able to see her clitoris before. Long strings
of cum were hanging out of her, and her legs and abdomen were
shiny wet.

“He stole me, honey. You permitted him to
take me, and he did, and I loved it. I love how he makes me feel.”
She was panting as she talked while searching my face the whole
time. With her finger, she slowly caressed herself.

I was wearing a pair of jockey shorts, and
Katie watched as my cock made a barely visible impression on the
front.

“You really like this, don’t you? You like
that I’m becoming a loose woman, don’t you?” All I could do was
nod ‘yes.’




Chapter 14

 


I watched my Katie sitting across from me on
the sofa. We were both wearing bathrobes, and we needed to talk
about the weekend—and our future together.

First, Katie’s missing weekend, what had
happened. Then we were going to plan to break up, or under what
terms we’d stay together. The lawyer in me was ready for that type
of discussion. The husband in me shook to the core.

Katie had showered and slept for sixteen
hours before getting up to shower again. She’d eaten enough to feed
us for a week. I watched her take a deep breath before she
spoke.

“Mack, I guess I should just start. You know,
I enjoyed our fantasies about you watching me with another man? I
mean, I enjoyed them, but mostly I enjoyed how much you enjoyed
them. Does that make sense?”

I answered that it did. I guessed what Katie
was saying was that since it turned me on so much, it turned her
on, too.

“I was turned on before we left for the
party. I was wearing that too short toga for one thing and no bra.
I could feel my nipples rubbing against the material, and I felt
extra sexy. When we got to the party, I guess I had too much to
drink. It really was a lot of fun, the music, and everything.” I watched her shift on the
couch, sliding one leg under herself and giving me a brief glimpse
of her still red and angry looking slit. I wanted to bury my face
in it again and suck out any juices I’d missed the first three
times. Katie caught me looking between her legs and gave me a small smile. “I couldn’t
believe it when I saw Brad.” She let the sentence hang. I knew she
was looking for me to take some responsibility

“I know, Katie. When you pointed him out, I
couldn’t believe how much he fit our fantasies.” That seemed to
satisfy her a little. I deserved to take some responsibility.

“When I went up to talk to him, he looked at
me with those blue eyes and smiled with those dimples, I just about
melted. He didn’t flirt exactly. It’s hard to describe. He just
took over. It was like the party disappeared around me, and I could
only see him and those eyes.” She was looking at me so earnestly. I
could see her searching for understanding.

“I felt like I didn’t have a choice, and I
didn’t want one. We talked and drank and laughed, and he touched me
whenever he wanted. I didn’t try to stop him. He was in charge. I
was just there to satisfy him.” She was looking down at her toes
now. Embarrassed as she said the last part softly again, “I was
just there to satisfy him.

“We danced too. Oh, honey, Brad’s a great dancer. When a slow dance started,
he held me close and whispered in my ear. I could feel his erection
pressing against me. He was so hard and big, and I pressed back. I
wanted to feel that cock.”

“What did he whisper?” I asked. I had to ask
twice because almost no sound came out of my mouth the first time.
I was getting a hard-on.

Katie looked up at me and smiled a little.
“He talked really dirty, honey. He did right from the moment I said
hello to him. He whispered he wanted to eat my creamy cunt, his
words. He wanted to kiss and suck my nipples until the pleasure
overcame me. He was going to fuck me all night long with his big
prick.” Her eyes were glassy as she spoke. I could see she had left
me momentarily and was back on the dance floor feeling his erection
against her as he told her he was going to fuck her.

“Did you let him touch you on the dance
floor?” I asked.

“Yes. He slid his hand inside my toga and
played with my breast while we danced. He pinched my nipple and
squeezed me. It felt good and naughty at the same time. Anybody
could have seen him playing with me. He kissed me too. More than
once. He’s a great kisser.”

“Show me,” I said.

“Show you?” Katie was confused.

“Yes. Show me how Peterson touched your
breast.”

Katie saw what I meant now. She slowly pulled
her robe apart, exposing her bruised left breast. Running her hand
up her belly, she first settled the palm of her hand on the bottom
swell. She lifted her tit gently, feeling its weight in her hand.
Next, she ran her hand over the side of her breast with her
fingers, just touching the nipple. As her nipple hardened, Katie
squeezed her breast hard with her fingers, harder than I’d ever
squeezed her. She kneaded her breast several times, pumping the
flesh between her fingers and the palm of her hand. As her nipple
became erect, she suddenly dropped her breast and grabbed her
nipple between her thumb and forefinger, pinching herself.

“Hard. Hard enough,” Katie moaned. She
twisted her nipple, turning her thumb and forefinger as she did, so
they were opposite the positions they started in. She dropped her
head to her chest and groaned.

“Oh, honey. That’s how he did it. That’s how
he played with me. And he was so good at it.” She suddenly raised
her head and stared directly into my eyes. “I was creaming myself,
honey. I was creaming my panties while he played with my breast and
kissed me with those fabulous lips.”

I was more than a little hard by now. My wife
didn’t stop touching herself as she continued. She was sitting on
the couch with her legs under her, idly stroking and pinching her
nipple as she talked.

“He wanted to fuck me. He was ready, and so
was I, but I couldn’t do it. He wanted to go upstairs to one of the
bedrooms. He said he was going upstairs to the bathroom, and I
should meet him. I couldn’t do it. That’s when I found you. The
upstairs idea sounded good, but I wanted my husband. I’d been
working up to it for hours, and I was never so horny in my
life.”

Katie’s other hand was now lightly
stroking her belly. She hadn’t
adjusted herself much, just started to run her hand down her thighs
lightly. Down and up, down and up. She was not trying to penetrate
herself, only playing. The hand on her tit was still at work, milking her nipple.

“I couldn’t believe it when you left the
room. I didn’t know where you were going. I was so turned on. Your
hand had been between my legs, rubbing me, I was close to cumming
on your hand, then you left.” She was looking at me in wonder. I
was wondering myself. I still didn’t know why I did it.

“I decided to get myself ready for you. I
wasn’t going to waste any time. When you came back, I would get
fucked, so I took off the rest of my outfit. You’d already taken my
panties. I laid down on the bed and started playing with myself. I
wasn’t going to cum, although I could have in a second. I was just
going to be ready for you.” The hand was now between her legs, and
she shifted a little to give herself more room.

“When you walked in with Brad, it took my
breath away. For a moment, everything went blank, and then he was
kissing me, and I was kissing him back. He was touching my naked
body, and I wanted him naked too. I wanted his hard cock. I’d been
feeling it against me all night, and now, I was seeing it for the
first time. It was exquisite. Big and hard.” She looked at me when
she said that, the first two fingers of her hand sliding into her
hole. “His cock is so beautiful. I wanted to taste it right away. I
wanted to worship his gorgeous prick with my mouth and make it
mine. Do you know what I mean, honey? Do you?”

My heart was breaking again, the incredible
pain/pleasure I’d been experiencing for days. Yes, I knew what she
meant. I’d watched as she did things with Brad she’d never done
with me, couldn’t, actually. I wasn’t large enough. I’d
watched her worship and suck that hard cock. Cooing to it and
rubbing it all over her face and breasts.

“When he eased that big cock inside me, the
feeling was like nothing I’d felt before. I know I begged him to
fuck me. I was so ready, and I was aching for him.” She stopped to
look at me, her hands still for a moment.

“I’m sorry I hurt you, honey. I’m sorry you
had to see me beg for another man. But I needed it so badly.” She
reached out a hand to me while she said that, her fingers coated
with moisture from her pussy. My cock was hard and throbbing,
remembering the scene. Remembering her begging Brad to fuck her.
Telling him of her need. She undid
the belt on my robe with her slippery fingers, and my cock was
visible. Hard, as big as it gets.

“Oh, honey. You liked seeing me beg for
Brad’s cock, didn’t you?” she asked. I could only swallow and nod.
Her fingers quickly returned to their business between her
thighs.

“He fucked me really well. I loved his hard
prick inside me, and when we had both cum, I didn’t want to stop. I
wanted more of him. He filled me up; he touched places inside
me.”

“After you left—oh, I’m sorry about that,
too. But I wanted to be alone with him. I wanted more of that
feeling. After you left, I tried to get him to fuck me again, but
he said we should go to the place he was staying. It wasn’t far,
and if we stayed where we were, somebody could walk in on us. It
made sense, so we got dressed and snuck out of the house. I felt
like such a slut, honey. Brad kept telling me I was a slut. He told
me I was his slut because he could do anything he wanted
with me.

“Christ, honey.” Her eyes flew open, and she
looked right at me and then down to my erect cock. “He fucked me in
front of my husband. You had to watch your wife get taken right in
front of you!” She was watching my cock throb as she said it. “I
begged him to fuck me again and said I’d do anything he wanted me
to do if he would. You let him steal me. You gave your wife to
another man like I was property.”
In a voice full of wonder, she added, “It’s the hottest thing
you’ve ever done.

“His car was one of those little sports
things. A Porsche, I think. In the car, right out in front of the
house, he started kissing me again. His hands were all over my
body. I begged him to fuck me again, honey. Your wife begged
another man to fuck her. Instead, he slipped my toga off my
shoulders. He stripped me naked in his car right in front of the
house. I didn’t care. He could do anything he wanted to me.” Katie
stopped to take a sip of water before continuing.

“We drove to his hotel slowly. He had me put
my feet up on the dash and lean the seat back. I was totally
exposed to every other car on the road because we were so low. He
drove by each car and truck slowly so people could get a good look
at me. We pulled up to this stoplight. I think he’d purposely
slowed so we’d hit the red light. A car full of teenage boys pulled
up next to us, and when they saw me, they started hooting and
hollering. They rolled their windows down and yelled for me to come
join them and how well they’d fuck me. I looked up at them, and
they were all big eyes, their mouths wide as they yelled. I was
afraid I might know one of them.” She stopped what she was doing
and looked at me again. “Honey, I got even more turned on knowing I
might know them. How sick is that?”

Putting her hands back to work, she
continued, “Brad told me to play with myself for them, so I did. I
did what I’m doing now, honey. I played with my tit and stroked my
pussy. I was so wet; I was dripping onto the floor of the car. The
boys were going nuts. They tried to follow us once the light turned
green, but of course, they had no
chance.

“Brad parked on the street in front of the
hotel and made me walk naked. I felt so horny, honey. I was walking
naked across the grass. Anybody could have seen me, any car driving
by. When we got to the door, he kissed me and turned me around to
face the street. I turned my head to kiss him while he ran his
hands up and down my body. It was late enough, and the hotel was
almost empty.”

Katie stroked herself with real purpose now,
her fingers sliding well into her vagina, then pulling out to
continue spreading her juices. She looked up at me, a worried
expression on her face.

“Honey, are you sure you want to hear this?”
She glanced down at my fingers wrapped around my cock. I was slowly
stroking myself, trying not to cum.

I can only imagine what I must have looked
like when her eyes returned to my face. I suppose my mouth was
open, and my eyes were a little glazed. She smiled and said, “I
guess you do want to hear this.” I nodded and continued
stroking my erection.

“When we got inside, Brad disappeared for a
minute. I called you to say I’d be home later and sat on the
oversized leather couch in his penthouse and played with myself. I
was so turned on, and juices were running out of me. I wanted to
fuck. I needed to fuck.

“Brad made a quick telephone call from the
kitchen. I couldn’t hear what he said, and I didn’t care. I just
wanted him back with me. Soon he was on the couch, kissing me and
stroking my body. I went down on him again, honey. His cock was
hard and sticky, I guess from fucking me earlier. I didn’t care. I
licked it off him and took him as far down my throat as I
could.

“Soon, he had me on my back and was running
the head of his cock along my crack, getting the head wetter, then
rubbing it over my clit. I was going crazy, begging him to put it
in me. To put that beautiful cock inside of me. He kept asking me
if I was his slut. Oh, honey, I said I was. I said I was his slut,
and I’d do anything, anything at all if he’d fuck me.

“I’m so ashamed. I was almost in tears from
wanting Brad's cock inside of me. Finally, he did it. He started to
slide his cock inside my pussy. It felt so good, so wonderful. I
must have screamed in pleasure.”

I wanted to cum. I was holding my cock,
trying not to cum all over myself. Katie was almost in a trance as
she described the fucking Brad had given her.

“It was so wonderful. After he came inside
me, I heard another man’s voice asking if it was his turn. I hadn’t
even heard them come in; people from the toga party had gathered
around watching us fuck. I don’t know how long they’d even been
there, honey. I’d been so involved in what Brad was doing to
me.”

“His crew—his sound-man and cameraman—were
also there, and they all used me, honey. Oh God, as soon as Brad
pulled out, one of the other guys shoved his cock inside me. Just
like that, he was humping me, hard. Another guy stuck his prick in
my face, and I started sucking him. They were talking about me. It
was so dirty.”

Her hand was a blur now. The first two
fingers rubbing her clit so fast, I couldn’t see the individual
fingers. The hand on her breast had squeezed it almost flat,
milking herself.

“They all fucked me, honey. They used me all
that time, taking turns. They called me every name they could think
of.” She looked at me now, her eyes blazing. “They called me a
slut, and I was. I loved it. When they stopped for a minute, I
begged them to use me. I told them if they were too tired to get
those teenagers, and I’d fuck them. I was out of my mind, honey.”
She stopped for a minute. Her fingers quiet on her clit.

“Oh, Mack, I called you just as Brad was
sliding his cock back inside me. I’d been pleading with him. He
said he would if I called you first. I was just finishing as he
shoved his way inside me. I was a mess already by that time.

“We slept for a while, and I showered once.
We ate some, but I don’t remember much about that. I just remember
the sex. It was so raw. It was the next afternoon that the most
incredible thing happened. I was on top of Brad, fucking his
fabulous cock while kissing his face. One of the guys gave me the
telephone, and Brad told me to call you again.

You had just answered when one of the guys
put something greasy on my asshole. My asshole, Mack! As I tried to
talk to you, he was sliding his cock into my ass. I couldn’t think.
It was all I could do to get the words out. I was afraid I’d gone
too far, but I was lost in the physical sensations.” Katie's face
held a look of sadness that felt, at least to me, to be much deeper
than the pleasure they had given her.

“Brad was in my pussy, and this guy was
pushing his hard-on into my asshole. I tried to control myself. I’m
sorry you had to hear that, but it felt so good.”

Just like that, I shot my seed again. I’d
been masturbating for so long while Katie told her story, it’s a
wonder I’d held off as long as I had.

We calmed down after that and sat looking at
each other, panting. Katie was a mess, red and wet. I could see the
marks she’d made on her breasts. We looked at each other and
started to laugh. Just a little at first, but soon we were laughing
so hard, we were both crying. When we had run out of steam and had
wiped away the tears, Katie turned to look at me all serious
again.

“Mack, there’s one more thing.”

I couldn’t imagine what that one more thing
could be. Hadn’t I heard enough? What else could there be?

“Honey, I want you to know, it's you, Mack, it's always been you. Even when
you came into the coffee shop and left me those tips without
talking to me, it was you.”

“Okay, one more thing,” she smiled.
“I think I’m pregnant.”
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Prologue

 


My wife was on her hands and knees, juices
visibly flowing from her pussy onto the expensive Oriental rug
beneath her.

I sat on the love seat, only feet away, as
Katie begged her film star idol to fuck her.

“Please, Brad. Oh God, please put it
inside me. I need you.”

I was torn between the feel of my hard cock
throbbing in my pants and intense jealousy.

They’d done it before, I’d watched, but I’d
never seen Katie as a subservient as she was now. She’d done
everything he’d asked, she’d humiliated herself for him, and now
she was begging him to use her.

Princess, naked now too, put her hand on my
thigh. She seemed to understand my distress, and when I looked at
her, she smiled for the first time.




Chapter 1

 


I won’t kid you, it took a while for things
to get back to normal. I was used to living with Katie, but a
pregnant Katie? That took some adjusting.

The pregnancy hormones had her craving sex,
and they also caused her boobs to enlarge. The effect was minimized
somewhat by her growing belly, but a man can’t have everything. I
really loved her boobs, and the new enlarged versions were pretty
great.

Katie’s tits were large to begin with. I became concerned that the
weight of them would make her fall on her face. Instead, they just gave her back aches which
combined with all the other miseries of being pregnant, caused me
to spend a lot of time caring for her.

Sometimes, it was better to just hide. I’m no
fool; there are times when it just makes sense to become
invisible.

I even started playing golf again since we
lived in a country club community. It would get me out of the house
for five or six hours, but when I set a course record for lost
balls in one round, I had to cut back. I’m not sure what game I was
playing, but it wasn’t golf.

One lazy Saturday as we were lying around, I
got up to go to the bathroom. “Pee, I must,” I said on my way out
the door.

“Hey, Yoda, as long as you’re up, bring back
some food.” Her hunger never let
up.

We seemed to be fresh out of krill, so I just
brought her some cookies. Wisely, I kept the krill thought to
myself. She wasn’t as fast as before, but she could still throw a
mean punch.

While Katie was in a good mood, I decided to
broach the “Brad” topic. There was information I wanted and now
seemed like a good time to get it.

“So, honey bunch,” I began.

“Don’t give me that shit, what do you
want?”

I thought it had been a good time.

“I want to talk about Brad. Brad’s cock and
what we’re planning if anything.” This caused Katie to adjust her
belly and give me the ‘look.’

“What do you want to know, Mack?” she
answered in a flat voice.

“I know I’m on the small side,” I said,
getting a sniff out of Katie. “I also know Brad not only met your
movie star fantasy, but also gave
you a taste of a large cock.” Those words seemed to get Katie
interested in the conversation. “I also know you liked it, he
provided something for you. True?”

“Yes. Both statements are true. I’ve always
had a thing for Brad Peterson, but I didn’t know I liked large
‘things’ until one was inside me. But, oh my God, did that feel
good!” She confirmed my suspicions which really didn’t need
confirming.

“Here comes the hard question, are you
ready?”

Katie squeezed her eyes shut and hunched her
shoulders as if to prepare herself
for something physically difficult.

“Okay. I’m ready.” Her hands gripped the
sides of the couch, but her lips were smiling.

“Are you going to want another large cock?” I
asked.

Katie’s eyes flew open in surprise at the
question. Her hands covered her mouth as she stared at me in
astonishment.

“Mack, you’re all I need. I don’t need some
massive pecker poking at me all the time.”

“Look, you know I surprised myself by being
turned on watching you. Scared the shit out of me because I thought
you wouldn’t want me anymore, but it also gave me a giant
hard-on.”

“Giant,” Katie giggled, “You said
‘giant.’”

“Alright smart ass. A tiny hard-on, but it
was really hard. Watching you cum like that, watching you
surrender yourself, hell, I’m hard right now just thinking about
it.”

“Are you, Mack?” Katie was running her hand
over the front of my pants. “Well, I’ve got a little surprise for
you. I think you’ve made me cream myself, too.

“But I didn’t surrender so much as I was
taken by that cock. He boarded the good ship Katie and just
fucked her senseless,” my wife continued, looking at me with wide
eyes, making sure that I got her point.

“I didn’t put up much of a fight because I
didn’t want to. I was overwhelmed and, oh God, it felt so good. I
can’t describe the sensations. He had me, and I couldn’t think, he
took away my will. Just this enormous cock taking me to a different
planet. Come on, you’re fucking me now,” Katie demanded, jerking me
off the couch and into the bedroom.

It was sometime later that she could return
to my question. We had already made love once, and we were in the
middle of round two. Katie was panting as I ate her.

“I’d never do anything without you Mack. You
know that.” pant, pant,
pant. “But if the situation came up, and you were okay with
it….”

With a roar, I came all over the sheets.

“Hey, what about me? Get back down there and
finish what you started!”

My head was pushed back between Katie’s
thighs.




Chapter 2

 


The pregnancy also gave me an excuse to watch
too much internet porn, particularly as we neared her due date.
Which raised an interesting question: Is there such a thing as
too much internet porn? I’m going to need to do a lot more
research on that question. Why was I drawn to cuckolding clips? I
wasn’t a cuckold, was I?

During the pregnancy, I bought something I’d
always wanted and could now afford—a shiny black Porsche. I know,
tiny dicks drive sports cars. Fuck you; I like my car. And my tiny
dick.

Katie had no end of fun, amusing herself by
giving me grief about that car. Obviously, I was making up for
having a tiny cock by buying an expensive sports car to zoom around
in. I didn’t care. All those guys with big dicks were driving
beaters.

While she was pregnant, Katie couldn’t even
get her ass in the seat of my Porsche, much less swivel her legs
inside. Later, I enjoyed the sight of my wife sliding into that car
wearing a short skirt and a tight blouse, preferably a white one
worn without a bra so I could see her nipples. With her dark hair
flying, she attracted more attention on the freeway than the car
did.

She was a fearless driver who couldn’t quite
grasp the significance of speed limits or any other limits for that
matter. It was all those other cars that kept her from going for
the land speed record.

When she was ready, Katie hit the fitness
center with a vengeance. We lived close to the clubhouse, where
there was a full fitness facility. When she wasn’t jogging, she was
working out.

The baby fat didn’t just melt off, but she
worked hard, and in a short time, her weight and figure were back
to normal. Then surpassed normal and into WOW.

Katie had been lucky. She had no stretch
marks, and except for the fact that we now had a tiny bundle to
care for, it was impossible to tell she’d ever been pregnant.

There were some weird things, well, weird for
me anyway. Katie claimed that while she was actually giving birth,
she had one of the best orgasms of her life. Apparently, one of the
delivery nurses had warned her it could happen, so she wasn’t
freaked out by it.

But I was freaked out; a baby’s head
was coming out of my wife’s ‘fun hole,’ and she was screeching with
an earth-shaking orgasm. Nobody told me about this phenomenon.
Frankly, it gave me a woody; luckily, nobody could see the
thing.

Two things came of this event, I mean,
besides the baby. One was Katie wanted to try ‘fisting’ once she
healed. She thought it might have been the size of the baby’s head
that made her orgasm so good. Even if it wasn’t, maybe my fist
could substitute for my tiny dick.

My tiny dick didn’t take offense at that. My
tiny dick didn’t take offense at much if we had Katie, and we got
off from time to time.

The second thing and this seemed really strange to me, was
Katie didn't breastfeed. We have a nanny, and Katie just
didn’t want to be tied down. But she did use breast pumps so the
baby would have her mother’s milk.

Stay with me here; I know what I’ve just
described is not strange at all. The strange part was pumping her
breasts could also cause Katie to orgasm. Not every time, but often
enough that she looked forward to milking herself and was visibly
disappointed when she didn’t cum.

For me, watching my wife pump her breasts
caused me to develop an erection every time. Maybe I said it
already, but I really love my wife’s boobs, and watching her touch
them and use that pump was incredible for me.




Chapter 3

 


Katie continued to talk about fisting. She
wanted to find out if she could duplicate the orgasm she’d had in
the hospital. After much thought, she decided it would be best if
she were on her hands and knees.

I had no say in the matter. My job was to
supply the fist, the lubrication, and to push it inside.

Fisting didn’t seem like something done
‘cold,’ so we spent a lot of time cuddling before I went down on
her. I worked on her until she told me to stop because she didn’t
want her pussy to swell.

Katie scrambled onto her hands and knees,
excited to begin. After smoothing out the towels beneath her, I
spread massive amounts of warm lubrication on her pussy. I didn’t
think it was possible to use too much lube in this situation, but
if it was, I did it. Next, I did the same thing to my hand. Lube
was dripping off, showing up as a dark stain on the green
towels.

I started with one finger and was quickly
able to add two more. We’d done this much before. When I added my
pinkie, Katie told me, “Mack, you have really thick fingers. Fuck
me a little like this before going further.” I aimed to please, so
I moved my hand in and out, as much as I could. Katie made soft
moaning noises the entire time.

“Okay, Mack, try adding your thumb,” she
directed breathlessly.

Adding it was more difficult, but not
impossible. I had to fold my thumb under my fingers and into my
palm, making my hand wedge-shaped.
After a minute or two, Katie was
comfortable with all five fingers inside her.

“Now try pushing your hand inside. Careful,
please.”

After adding more lubrication—much more
lubrication—to both her vagina and my hand, I started to push. At
first, I just slid along with the lubrication until I reached my
knuckles.

Katie helped by reaching around and pulling
her lips apart while spreading her legs further, making the opening
larger for me. As she stretched, we both pushed, and slowly, my
entire hand slipped inside her.

“Oh God, Mack. Oh God! Your fist is
inside me, isn’t it?” she panted out the words.

“I’m so full. Oh, Mack. You’re filling me up,
honey,” she sounded happy.

“Now fuck me, slowly. Let me get used to it,
but don’t take your hand out of me,” Katie directed.

As I started to fuck her, Katie put her head
on the pillow. With her eyes closed, she made grunting noises every time I pushed
inside.

“Go in further, Mack. Go until I stop
you.”

After lubricating my arm, I pushed deeper.
Her pussy felt so incredible around me. I don’t have the words to
describe the smooth, wet warmth that surrounded my fist.

“Stop, that’s far enough!” Katie’s head had
come off the pillow. Her hips were moving around in a circle.

“Now fuck me, Mack. Please fuck me hard. As
hard as you can,” her voice sounded desperate. “But stop when I
tell you to stop.”

I pulled my arm slightly out of her before
slamming it back in, never pushing in further than where she had
told me to stop.

“Faster, Mack, I’m almost there. I’m so full.
You’re so deep.”

I could feel how close she was; she had one
hand stroking her clit as I fucked her. The walls of her vagina had
started to spasm when she yelled, “Stop!”

I stopped immediately as did the hand
stroking her clit. I didn’t understand why we’d stopped, her vagina
was still contracting around my fist, but she hadn’t orgasmed.

Each time I stopped, Katie would make a sound
“ah…. ah…. ah” in time with her hips moving, fucking my arm as if
of their own free will. I moved my hand to stroke her nipples, very
softly.

When the contractions slowed, we started up
again. I fucked my wife with my fist as fast and as hard as I could
while she stroked her clit. After only a few strokes, she stopped
me again. Her hips were moving harder now, and she was louder.

Katie was squirming beneath me. She was on
the edge of cumming, and she wanted to finish, but she wouldn’t let
herself. The spasms inside her were intense, the walls of her
vagina were squeezing my hand.

When the contractions eased, we started
again. I thought Katie would go all the way this time, but she
stopped me again. Her wailing was constant now, “AH… AH… AH…
AH,” in time with her contractions. Even without stimulation, she was on the very edge of an
orgasm. She was using two fingers to pinch her nipples… hard.

The next time, she didn’t stop me. I kept
slamming into her as she stroked herself. I could feel her fighting
the orgasm, not wanting to give in to it, enjoying the intense
sensations, and wishing to prolong them as long as possible.

The orgasm won, hitting her with as much
force as I could imagine. Katie shrieked and shrieked again as her
orgasm seemed to last a very long time, maybe even a minute or
two.

She’d been on edge, denying herself for so
long, when she allowed herself to cum her body didn’t know when to
quit. Finally, she fell forward, my greased arm and hand popping
out of her.

Katie lay on her belly, her legs spread. Her
pussy was gaping open and in
spasm. Each spasm caused her asshole to pull shut and lubrication,
both bottled and natural, flowed out of her.

Each deep spasm also caused her to groan, and
experience another orgasm as all her muscles flexed simultaneously.
Each succeeding orgasm was less intense than the one before until she was done. I was in awe of the
sight and the experience and a little jealous.

I laid beside her and held her tight as she
clung to me, breathing heavily into my ear.

“What did we do, Mack? That was incredible.
I’m still so turned on,” she said as a shiver passed through
her.

There was only so much I could do. I’d
orgasmed without touching myself, in time with her. I’d mixed my
spunk with Katie’s lubrication on the green towel.




Chapter 4

 


Katie’s eyes lit up when I surprised her with
a rechargeable version of her favorite vibrator, the Wand.

I challenged her to use it while I drove on
the freeway. No panties were allowed, just a skirt, a top,
and the Wand. The car’s top was
down; anybody could see her. I forget what the bet was, but it was
nothing extravagant.

At first,
Katie was hesitant, looking around to make sure nobody could see as
she raised her skirt to her waist. That was part of the bet; she
had to be bare from the waist down. At first, she just ran the
vibrator over her pubic mound.

I called her on that, reminding her the bet
called for her to orgasm. Katie gave me a sassy look and stuck out
her tongue, which only made me laugh.

“Okay, mister man. Do you want to see a pretty girl orgasm in a Porsche? Is
that what you want?” she asked me.

“That’s exactly what I want,” I told her.
“Would it help if I went a little faster?” I increased my speed
while my wife spread her legs and put the vibrating head of the
Wand directly on her clit.

Now, Katie is a sucker for the Magic Wand. It
was the first vibrator I introduced into our sex play and the one
she still preferred. Although, since her “Awakening,” she does like
to have a fat dildo at the same time. But the Wand would have to do
for now.

The faster I drove, the more frantically she
moaned. Her legs spread wider and wider as she pushed the wand hard
against her pussy.

I was pulling up next to a large truck just
as Katie was saying, “Oh honey, oh god.” I slowed down to match his
speed and managed to get Katie’s attention, not an easy task when
she’s just starting to orgasm. When her eyes met the eyes of the
truck driver, both of their mouths hung open, and her orgasm went
ballistic.

As her ass lifted off the seat, pushing her
pussy and her vibrator toward the trucker, she started to shriek.
All the time I managed to keep pace with him and ignore the cars behind us.

As Katie started to come down, her trucker
friend honked his air horn, and Katie threw him a kiss. I increased
our speed and drew rapidly away from the traffic behind us.

As I pulled off the freeway and into a
parking lot, Katie was still breathing rapidly. She buried her hand
in her pounding pussy, and the Wand was lying forgotten on the
floor of the car.

“Take me home, Mack. I really need you right
now.”

Just the words I was waiting to hear. Katie
continued to play with herself until we got home. The problem was
we had a little girl toddling around our house and a live-in nanny
to deal with first.

As Katie headed for the master bedroom, I
spent some time holding our toddler while she cooed at me. I loved
that little girl, I didn’t care who the father was.

As I walked into the bedroom, a naked Katie
grabbed me by the front of my shirt and threw me on the bed. My
pants and underwear were off before there was even time to register
that Katie was removing them. The woman had a goal, and she was
going to achieve it. She swallowed my entire cock, not a
significant challenge given it’s barely long enough to fit in her
mouth. Her lips and tongue felt terrific, but my enjoyment was not
her goal, not today.

Climbing my body like a very horny leopard,
Katie sat down on my face. Her wet, pungent pussy smothered me,
causing my poor neglected cock to jump.

I ate her as fast as I could, swallowing her
essence while she howled above me. All I could see were her fingers
squeezing her breasts and pinching her nipples, causing some
mother’s milk to drip onto my face.

“Oh, Mack,” she howled. “You make
me do things, how do you think… oh, Mack…” Her orgasm hit, drenching my
face and causing a serious, potentially life-threatening situation.
I didn’t want her pussy anywhere but right where it was, but I
couldn’t breathe. I calculated I’d eventually die, and Katie would
notice when I stopped licking and sucking her. Theoretically, it
sounded like a great way to go, but practically, I wasn’t ready to
depart this world just yet.

Pushing Katie back, I drew in a breath
through my mouth and cleared my nose. By then, the moment had
passed, and my wife lay down beside me.

“Um… honey?” I asked.

“Yes?” Katie answered in an exhausted,
satisfied voice.

“About this hard-on. What do you think we
should do?”

Katie raised her head just enough to see my
cock jumping in the breeze. She put her hand on my prick.

“I liked showing that trucker my wet cunt. I
came so hard, I wanted him to fuck me,” She whispered in my
ear.

And that was it, I erupted in her hand. My
beautiful wife just smiled at me as she wiped her hand on some
tissues.

“What was the question again?”




Chapter 5

 


It was only a few weeks later, the neighbors
had a backyard party for everybody on our street. These were the
neighbors without a pool, of course, but Mary and Bill were a lot
of fun, and judging by their activities at the toga party, more
than a little kinky.

Bill had a huge barbeque set up and was
cooking every kind of carcinogen known to man—steak, hamburgers,
hot dogs, and chicken. Okay, chicken isn’t technically a
carcinogen, but it might be when it’s barbequed over wood taken
from old Kentucky Bourbon barrels.

In addition, they had an amazing selection of
liquid refreshment. There was just enough soft drink to act as
mixers, along with every kind of liquor available, and a keg of
beer. This was going to be some party.

At first, it
was just a lot of people mixing around, catching up with their
neighbors while having a drink or three or five, which is how these
things typically start.

In the middle of the yard was a large
temporary swimming pool their kids used. Fortunately, the little
terrors weren’t around that night. The pool was oblong, maybe ten
feet long, with sides that were about three and a half feet
tall.

At first, nobody went in the thing; it would
be later before the pool was used. First, we had to eat and drink
some more until the older neighbors said their goodbyes and left about fifteen of us to finish
all the booze.

The fifteen who remained were all married,
often to each other; there were five women and ten men. Some wives
had already gone home to take care of their children.

It was dark—the backyard only partially lit by the lights inside the
house and one bulb over the back patio—when Mary decided it was
time to take a dip. I very carefully watched as she removed her bra
without disturbing her tee-shirt. Her boobs weren’t big, but I
loved them anyway.

Her shorts and shoes went just before she
climbed into the pool, wearing only her tee-shirt and panties, and
started to splash around. Her first splash was on Katie, who
squealed at the unexpected, sudden soaking.

Nobody even thought of trying to stop my wife
as she did the same strip tease Mary had performed. Her bra was trickier because it was so much
larger. Then the shoes and finally her shorts. Katie was wearing
only a brief red thong below the waist and a white tee shirt
above.

This didn’t seem fair to me, so as the girls
splashed each other, I tried to even things up by reaching in to
grab Mary’s full grannie-panties. I missed, but the seed of an idea
had been planted.

When I looked around, the other women at the
party had followed Mary and Katie’s lead and were in the pool, and
why not? It was a hot, humid night. They were merrily splashing
each other as the guys crowded around the edge trying to pull the
tee-shirts or panties off any woman who came near them.

Of course, as the tee-shirts got wet, they
also became transparent. Katie’s boobs were on full display as they
bounced and she splashed. I was proud of her when her tee-shirt was
the first to tear, spilling both her breasts into full sight.

My gorgeous wife naturally tried to get the
pieces back from the guy who’d grabbed them. Failing that, she was
going to take revenge on him. Luckily for all of us, as Katie made
her play, standing next to the edge of the pool, the guys made
their play for her.

I watched, my erection hard in my pants, as
Katie’s boobs were mauled, her lips were kissed, and her thong was
ripped to shreds. She did put up a token resistance, but her heart
wasn’t in it.

I could see somebody had his fingers buried
in her pussy as a laughing Katie made her escape. This started all
the women going from man to man, kissing, being caressed,
caressing. Always with the wall of the pool in front of them.

One after another, a zipper was undone, and
the girls were stroking hard cocks while they were fondled and
fingered. Often by two or three guys at the same time.

When they weren’t working the edge of the
pool, they were in the center, still splashing each other. Except
for Mary and Katie, who had decided they might as well kiss and
caress each other. The two of them were cheered by the men as Bill
and I looked on speechless. I wasn’t surprised, but Bill’s mouth
hung open as he watched his wife finger-fuck my Katie.

We were all distracted by the sounds of a
couple fucking just outside the pool crowd. It was a couple who
happened to be married to each other, and she was sitting on top of
her husband. Her breasts could be clearly seen as she bounced on
his erection. I loved her breasts, too.

The men watched them for a while, all except
Bill and me. We watched as our wives smiled at each other, spoke a
few words, then parted to find us. My wife was dripping wet, and
not from the pool, as I discovered when I went down on her
later.

“What happened to you?” I managed to ask
during a break from eating her. I found my face wedged between
Katie’s legs no more than thirty seconds after making it home from
the block party.

“Oh, Mack. I had so many fingers in my pussy
tonight,” she was panting as she talked. “One guy just wanted to
stroke my clitty while I kissed the guy standing next to him. I
don’t even know who they were. All of them wanted to play with my
tits.”

I could feel my cock throbbing as she talked.
It may not be very big, oh hell, it’s tiny, but it really enjoyed
Katie’s description of her evening.

“What about Mary? You kissed her,” I barely
got the words out before Katie was pushing my head back to her
slit.

“Oh, wow. That girl can kiss! That was the
best part of the evening. You know what she asked me?” Katie was
looking down at me in wonder.

“She asked if we could ‘get together some
time, alone. Maybe we could continue this!’ Can you believe it?”
she sounded excited.

“You gonna do it?” My head was once again
positioned where she wanted it. She didn’t want long conversations
with me, just licking and sucking. I almost felt used. I would have
laughed out loud at the thought if
I wanted to stop what I was doing.

“I think so. I mean, I want to.” Katie had
allowed me to move my head and was looking down at me again. I must
have been a sight, juices dripping off my chin and onto the sheet.
I needed to grow a beard so I could save this stuff for later.

“Would you mind, Mack? I won’t do it if you
don’t want me to.”

My answer was simple enough, “If you report
everything that happens. Maybe send me some texts or even some pictures. You have my blessing. Carpet
munch away!”

With a laugh, Katie shoved my mouth against
her pussy again.




Chapter 6

 


Two weeks later, the trial I was working had
taken a fifteen-minute recess. I checked for emails on my phone,
and naturally, the first thing I saw was a text message from my
hornier half.

“I’m going over to Mary’s house. She’s alone. See
you later tonight.”

Wait, what the fuck!?! Is Katie going over to Mary’s house? And Bill
isn’t home? I felt my cock grow hard, which usually didn’t take
long.

I checked the time stamp. The message had sat
unread for more than an hour, so what was happening now? I was
losing it. What was I doing before I checked my phone? All I could
see was Katie and Mary locked in a kiss at the neighborhood party,
their tongues in each other’s mouths, their hands in each other’s
crotch.

Just as my memory of the trial was coming
back, another message came in.

“She’s going down on me.”

I was lost again. I’d have just stood there,
staring at my phone the rest of the day, if the bailiff hadn’t
tapped me on the shoulder. Court
was back in session.

I had to turn off my phone as I entered the
courtroom. Damn it, my wife is being eaten by another woman, and my
phone was turned off.

It was a good thing I didn’t have to engage
my brain right away. There’s no telling what would have happened to
the trial. Even though the rest of the day would be nothing but
routine motions, and my second chair would handle it all, I still
needed to be mentally present.

I wanted to do nothing more than turn on my
phone and check for messages or maybe even a picture. But if
I did that, this judge would have my ass.

I tried to turn off the movie running in my
head and concentrate on my work. After all, there was nothing I
could do right then.

As soon as the judge adjourned court for the
day, I had my phone turned on, and there were pictures! The first
was a close-up of my wife’s pussy. She looked excited, wet, and
swollen.

The next was a close-up of someone else’s
pussy. It also looked wet and swollen with the addition of a large
black dildo sticking halfway inside.

The last picture was just a headshot, a
selfie, of the two women smiling, their heads close together. I was
about to skip past when I noticed that, even though the picture was
mostly of their heads, enough of
their bodies were visible to tell me that neither one was wearing a
top.

Now that I’d stopped, I looked at the
background of the shot. Katie probably knew there was a mirror
behind them, and I’d be able to make out, just barely, the hint of
a reflection that looked a lot like her bare ass.

I needed to pee before leaving the
courthouse, but I couldn’t, not until my erection subsided. I was
so excited I could feel my heart racing in my chest.

As I sat on the toilet, waiting for my
excitement to ebb, another text came through.

“We’re having so much fun I’m staying 4 a while.
Call when u leave.”

I was going to be tasting another woman’s
pussy on my wife’s mouth tonight. Wait! I texted back:

“Don’t eat anything else. I want to
taste her on u.”

Seconds later, my phone chirped.

“k.”

God, her mouth tasted good. Salty and slick,
another woman’s juices flavoring my wife’s lips and chin.

Katie pulled down the zipper on my suit
pants, and her fingers stroked my erection. Well, two fingers
stroked my erection. She moaned as my tongue worked on her mouth.

“That turned you on, didn’t it, Mack. Your
wife with another woman?” Katie was cruel. I loved it.

“Did you suck her nipples?” I asked. I love
nipples because they’re often attached to boobs.

“Yes. Mary sucked mine too. She’s a good
lover.” Katie could feel my cock jump between her fingers.

“We’re going to do it again. Do you want to
watch us, make sure we do it right?” I could feel my orgasm; it was
almost there. Did I want to watch? What kind of question was
that?

“Yes. Where? When? Tell me
everything.” I really did want to
know.

“Saturday, you’re going to be gone.”

I looked at her curiously. My hand had crept
up her light sundress, and my fingers were caressing her soaked
pussy.

“Gone into the closet maybe,” Katie had a
smile on her face as she answered my unspoken question. “Mary’s
coming over here for an hour or so in the afternoon While you’re
‘gone.’”

My fingers slid into my wife as I came in her
hand. I liked her idea. I liked it a lot.




Chapter 7

 


Katie knew she had my permission to do
anything she wanted to do with anyone she like, if I knew about it
first, and we’d talked about it before she acted.

Saturday, I made a big production of loading
my golf bag into the SUV and shouting to Katie that we were playing
a new course about an hour away. So, with driving and lunch, I
wouldn’t be home for nine or ten hours. Katie told me, in a loud
voice, to have fun and to not lose too many golf balls this time,
which was something of a running joke in the neighborhood.

I drove out of our cul-de-sac and down the
main road to the next neighborhood. After parking, I could sneak
into our backyard and into the house.

Katie had the closet all arranged. The door
was open just enough for me to see out. She had adjusted the
full-length bedroom mirror so that I could see the entire room. She
had also provided me with a pee-bottle along with beer, snacks,
and a chair.

My thoughtful wife had also provided a pillow
if I got bored with the whole thing and wanted to take a nap. Most
thoughtful was my iPad to film the two of them for our later mutual
enjoyment.

Minutes after I settled in, the doorbell
rang. I could hear Mary’s voice giving the BS question they had
agreed on. Something about a cup of sugar, I don’t remember
exactly.

They weren’t fooling anybody, it didn’t take
hours to borrow cooking ingredients, and everybody knew neither one
of them could cook or bake, anyway.

I didn’t hear anything else for a long time.
I was starting to get concerned. What if the women had decided to
play downstairs? At least I could watch dirty videos on the
iPad.

After a long wait, I heard them coming up the
stairs, giggling and stopping from time to time to make out with
each other. They stopped to kiss some more as soon as they entered
the bedroom.

I could see why it had taken so long; both
were naked from the waist up. Katie pressed her big boobs into
Mary’s smaller ones as they shared a deep kiss, right in front of
me. Mary’s hand was caressing Katie’s breast and pinching her
nipple as their lips touched. My wife loves to have her nipples
pinched; she loves to have her breasts treated roughly.

She was moaning as she pushed her tit into
Mary’s fingers, finally laying her head back to stare at the
ceiling fan as she groaned. When Mary started to suck my wife’s
tortured nipple, Katie moaned even louder and stroked the back of
her lover’s head.

“Bite it, Mary. Bite her. I want to feel your
teeth on me,” Katie was giving clear directions.

I could see Mary’s teeth biting my wife’s
nipple, which caused a thin stream of milk to shoot into Mary’s
mouth. At first, Mary drew back in
surprise, but surprise gave way to suckling.

This might not have been the most erotic
thing I’d ever seen, but it was damn close. I knew how Katie could
orgasm from nursing, and now she was getting close as a grown woman suckled her breast and played
with her clit at the same time.

Mary held my wife, stroking her hair as Katie
shook from her orgasm. All the
while whispering she’d never seen anything like that, that Katie
was the sexiest woman she’d ever met.

Their lovemaking was slow and gentle as they stretched out on
our bed. Katie stripped off Mary’s shorts, and after kissing her
and playing with her nipples, Katie worked her way down to the
other woman’s pussy. She took her time, slowly working Mary up to
an earth-shaking orgasm that left her curled in a ball, shaking
from the intensity.

The afternoon passed as they made love, took
a break to have something to drink, then made love again. I lost
track of Katie’s orgasms as Mary could make her cum.

After a while, I stretched out on the closet floor and fell
asleep to the sound of their lovemaking. It was almost dark when I felt Katie lie down
next to me.

Her warm naked body felt good; she smelled of
another woman’s perfume and sex. When she swung her bare leg over
mine, I could feel her warm, wet pussy against my hip. Her kisses
had the salty flavor of Mary’s cunt.

“How was it, honey?” I asked her as she lay
her head on my chest.

“Good, but you’re a better lesbian than she
is.” I snorted at that comment. Katie went on, “She’s good, and
it’s nice to feel a smooth, soft face between my thighs. But nobody
can eat pussy like my man. Was it fun watching us? Did you film
us?”

I nodded.

“Did we make you cum, huh, did we?” she asked
while working her way down my body.

“Nope, although I did get close when she was
biting your nipple,” I told her as she took my now hard cock in her
mouth.

My cock was small enough that she could
easily take the entire thing in her mouth and work it with her
warm, wet, wonderful mouth, and tongue. Sliding over my glans, she
had me close in seconds.

“I’m going to cum in your mouth, honey, if
you keep that up,” I warned her, even as I held her head in
place.

“Yummy.” At least I think that’s what she
said as I erupted. Katie likes to have me finish in her mouth; our
combined oral skills are an essential part of our marriage.

Maybe if my cock were big enough to satisfy
her, we wouldn’t need those skills so much. But for the most part,
we were satisfied with our sex lives.




Chapter 8

 


Katie hung around the clubhouse for the development and the golf courses while
I was at work. In addition to exercising in the fitness center and
eating at the grill, she took lessons from one of the golf
pros.

It wasn’t long before Katie knew everybody
who worked there. Whenever we’d go to the club to eat, people
greeted her by name, like a best friend. Me, she’d have to
introduce, every time. Then they’d pretend to recognize me.

On a rainy, cold, windy Saturday when very
few people were around, and nobody was playing golf, the pro took
me on a tour of the clubhouse. Not just the common areas every
member saw, but all of it.

I toured the kitchens, both locker rooms, and
the back-passage ways that allowed the staff to shuffle food from
the kitchen to other parts of the club, mostly the bars. I toured
the staff locker room and laundry rooms. I saw the whole place.

At the time, it was an interesting tour.
Later it made spying much easier for me.

The earthquake hit while I was at work at my
office in the financial district. Katie was at home, I thought, but
the phones weren’t working. They’d stopped traffic on the bridges.
The official word was to “shelter in place,” there was a fear of
aftershocks, and the authorities didn’t want people on the roads
unless travel was “absolutely necessary.”

I figured all my travel was “absolutely
necessary,” or I wouldn’t bother to do it at all. No cars were
being allowed in or out of the building’s underground parking
garage. I had driven Katie’s huge SUV to work that day, and because
it was too big of a pain to park in the building, it was in a
public lot about four blocks away.

It looked like the office was going to turn
into a gigantic party. Liquor appeared out of nowhere, somehow food
emerged, and in no time at all, the office was in full spring break
mode.

Even the partners had loosened their collars
and were joining in. It didn’t take much to see where this was going. The electricity was off,
so the only things working were battery powered. Which mostly meant
that we had music but not much news. Some of the female staff were
already losing their clothing, blaming the stuffiness since the air
conditioning had stopped working. More than a few of the men
decided to join them.

The last place I wanted to be was in the
middle of an office orgy. I decided to make a run for it, hoping
Katie’s tank-like SUV could handle things. The elevators weren’t
working, so I walked down the stairs and the four blocks to the
parking lot.

There was some damage apparent, but we hadn’t
felt most of the effects. Besides, much of the city had been
retrofitted in preparation for “the big one.” This wasn’t the big
one, well, maybe for those closer to the epicenter, but not
here.

Since the bridges were closed, I had to take
the long way home. A trip that
might take an hour or two most days took me almost five hours. The
freeway was close to empty, but there was some significant damage
in spots, causing me to take surface streets at times.

When I finally walked into the house, only
the nanny and the baby were there. Katie had gone over to the club
to find out what they knew, but that had been hours before, and all
the TV stations were running continuous earthquake coverage.

The electricity wasn’t off where we lived,
and there wasn’t any damage, but the fear of aftershocks was real.
I left to walk to the clubhouse to find Katie.

The few houses I passed were dark except for
the blue flicker of television sets. Funny how that was still the
communication device people turned to in an emergency.




Chapter 9

 


The clubhouse was dark, and I was surprised
it was unlocked when I tried the front door. I thought it best not
to announce my presence. The whole place seemed spooky quiet,
especially compared to the usual hubbub of noise. Staying as calm
as I could and using the natural night light coming in the windows,
I began my tour all over again.

There were three logical places for Katie to
be. The women’s locker room, the dining room, or the bar.
Unfortunately, there were three dining rooms and two bars. The good
news was that they were all served directly from a central kitchen,
and I knew where it was.

The easiest way was through the service
entrance, but I had to negotiate a cluttered and specialized
commercial kitchen once inside. They didn’t teach this in law
school. It was my good fortune, I guess, that they’d sent the
kitchen staff home. Each of the bars had a service window for staff
to place orders and for the kitchen to set the prepared food. The
dining rooms were more traditional, with double doors for wait
staff to come and go.

I started with the dining rooms. I was sure
Katie wouldn’t be in the most formal room, and in fact, nobody was. The other two rooms gave me
the same result, completely vacant.

I looked through the serving window into the
first bar, the one set up to serve golfers as they came in from the
course or as they stopped after play.

I hit pay dirt with the final informal bar.
It had more of a lounge set up with both booths and tables,
expensive dark wine-colored carpeting, and a mahogany bar.

It was the one place where the service window
was not directly behind the bar, but slightly to one side. It had
been placed at such a strange location to free up the bar's area
for a huge mirror and an impressive display of liquor bottles.

The lights in the kitchen were off, but the
lights in the lounge were on, meaning I could see everything that
was going on, but they’d have a hard time seeing me.

Katie was sitting in the center of one of the
large booths, directly across from my vantage point at the service
window. She was wearing a light summer dress, and I could see her
legs under the table.

There were four men and three women, counting
Katie, all sitting around the table watching the television, bolted
to the wall directly above me. Katie was the only club member. The
others were all staff, including the pro who had given her
lessons.

Carefully feeling around, I found a stool I
could sit on as I watched them, watching the news. Each had a shot
glass and a bottle of Tequila. I thought it strange, they weren’t
drinking, but each had a bottle.

They were joking and laughing, generally
fooling around and having a good time, as they kept an eye on the
news. When the newscaster said the word ‘disaster,’ I understood
the need for separate bottles. Each poured a shot of Tequila and
downed it, talking again as they waited for the word ‘disaster’ to
be used once more.

There was no question they were getting
wasted. Katie was slurring her words, and she wasn’t sitting
carefully. Watching from the kitchen window, I could clearly see
her panties stretched over her mound. Oddly, they were damp enough
I could make out the lips of her pussy even in the dim light. She
was sporting a very appealing “camel toe.” My heart started racing,
and I felt a little sick; I knew what could happen, and so did my
tiny, now hard, pecker.

The more they drank, the looser they became.
Katie was laughing and allowing the men to touch her as they told
their jokes. She was even touching them back from time to time.

Finally, one of the men announced he had to
use the restroom to “drain the beast.” That got everybody laughing,
including the head pro who announced he’d seen Jim’s dick, and it
wasn’t a beast, and furthermore, he had the “beast.”

That started another round of laughing and
joking that ended when Katie said, “Prove it. Let’s see ‘em guys.”
To the other women, she said,
“We’ll decide who has a ‘beast,’ right girls?”

They decided, after they all took a restroom
break, they’d do just that. I watched as everybody filed out, the
women talking excitedly amongst themselves.

When they returned, the women sat on one side of the booth table and had the
men stand on the far side. For some reason, of all the available
booths, this one had a rectangular table.

“All right guys, one at a time, drop ‘em. Now don’t pull ‘em up when
you’re done, we need to be able to judge,” Anna announced. Anna
looked to be little more than a high school girl. Blonde and perky,
she usually drove the refreshment cart around the course.

“But they’re bigger when they’re hard,” Dale,
the head pro, stated the obvious. “You can’t tell anything from a
soft dick.” He was so loaded, he was having a hard time saying the
word ‘dick.’ It took him three tries.

“Okay,” Jane was talking, or more
appropriately, slurring, now. Jane was an older management person.
“If you think you’ll do better hard. Get it hard. We’ll wait.” She
was interrupted by the word ‘disaster’ on the television, and they
all stopped to have a shot of Tequila.

Jim was the first one to unbutton his pants
and let them fall to the floor. Hanging onto the table for
support, he started playing with
himself, trying to get hard. After a minute, Dale, Joe, and Frank joined him. The contest was already
over as far as I could tell. Dale’s cock was large, both long and
thick, and when he started playing with it, it just got longer and
thicker.

The other three guys didn’t stand a chance,
but what got my attention was the look on my wife’s face. She was
staring at Dale’s cock as she moved her hand up the inside of her
dress to caress her panty-covered mound, pushing the material even
further into her slit.

Anna and Jane were checking out all the guys,
but Katie was only looking at one cock. Katie was sitting on the
edge of the booth, and she made a “come here” gesture to Dale.

“Come over here, Dale. It looks like you may
need some help,” she said as Dale stood next to her. After watching
him play with himself for less than a minute, Katie took over the
duty and started stroking his large cock. Everybody looked on in
some order of disbelief as Katie stroked his member.

The other women rearranged themselves, so
each was helping one of the men. Being fair-minded, Jane took Joe
in her mouth and Frank in her hands as both worked to get her
clothes off. For being a little older, Jane had a spectacular
body.

Not to be outdone, Anna stripped down to her
bra and panties as she worked on Jim. I was right; her body was
hard and perky, just like you’d expect of a woman who had just
turned twenty-one.

When I looked back at my wife, she was trying
to fit Dale’s cock in her mouth as he reached inside her sundress
to play with her breasts.

Katie took a quick break to announce she
thought Dale might have won the biggest dick contest. After a quick
peek, Anna agreed. Jane just
mumbled around the cock in her
mouth.

“You know what I’ve always wondered, Dale?”
asked Jim. “Are Katie’s tits real? I mean, are they bolt-on, or are
they natural?”

Katie took her mouth off Dale’s cock long
enough to give Jim a dirty look.

“Of course, they’re not ‘bolt-on.’ They’re
all mine,” she quipped, giggling. “I grew them myself!” Naturally,
that led to a chorus of “prove it!” from both the men and the
women.

Everybody stopped what they were doing as
Katie stood up, wobbling so severely, it took her two tries to find
the straps at the top of her dress. Eventually, she was successful, and the dress dropped to
the floor, exposing her fabulous breasts—both to their gaze and Dale’s hands. After testing them
thoroughly, he announced.

“They feel real to me,” and started tugging
at her panties.

“Are you trying to strip me, Dale?” asked
Katie. Although it came out sounding more like: “are… are… youse
tryin’ to…. stripe me…. D… Dale?” My wife was drunk.

“Yes.” Leave it to Dale. He knew how to sweet
talk a girl.

“Well, okay then. Long as I know what you’re
doing. Go ahead.” Katie was naked as Dale kissed her and caressed
her now completely exposed body.

Jane howled as Frank’s cock sank inside her.
Joe held her head steady as she continued to suck him while Frank
used her pussy.

Jim and Anna decided that looked like fun,
and it was entertaining watching them try to get their clothes off when the Tequila had stolen all
their coordination.

My cock was bursting hard as I unfastened my
pants and started playing with myself. Usually, I would be hurt and jealous watching Katie. I
would have felt betrayed. Instead,
I just felt horny.

It was true, Katie and I hadn’t talked about
her fucking another man today, and we’d never talked about Dale.
But she was so drunk, and I wasn’t sure she’d even remember it in
the morning. That raised the issue of whether I should try to save
her from herself. After all, Dale was, kind of, taking advantage of
her.

Dale settled the question by bending Katie
over the table, her face next to Anna, and lining up his cock with
my wife’s pussy.

“Put it in Dale, damn it, put that big thing
inside me.” That settled the question of taking advantage of Katie.
If anything, she was taking advantage of Dale.

True, she might not have gone about it the
same way if she was sober, but I think Katie would still have
wanted him to fuck her as soon as she saw his cock. His was just the kind of cock she liked, long
and fat.

I watched, near orgasm, as Dale slowly parted
my wife’s folds and sank inside.
He used a fist, wrapped in her hair, to pull her head back, bending
her back and giving him more leverage as he pushed further inside
her.

Katie’s blubbering cries drowned out the
noise made by the rest of the group. The action around her stopped
as they all turned to watch Katie penetrated by the biggest cock
winner.

Anna, that greedy slut, not satisfied
with simply being fucked by Jim,
started feasting on my wife’s hanging breast. Katie used one hand
to cradle Anna’s head close to her tit.

I think the booze affected Dale. It probably
affected all of them, but it caused Dale to have trouble reaching
orgasm. He just kept pounding my wife’s pussy, riding her from
orgasm to orgasm with his fat cock.

I held my dick, Mr. Tiny, and was on the very
edge of orgasm the entire time. I already had a plan for my wife in
the morning, but I wanted to see how this orgy turned out, and I
needed time to sort out my feelings.

I hadn’t expected to walk in on my wife being
fucked by a man I knew or any man
for that matter. She was cheating on me, but I wasn’t sure if she
even knew what she was doing. I wasn’t sure if it mattered that she
was drunk. She wouldn’t accept that excuse from me, and how did I
deal with the sense of betrayal?

As soon as Frank came inside Jane, she passed
out. Her legs still spread wide, showing a nice creampie when Joe
slipped his cock inside her. Fair’s fair, it was his turn.

He was so excited that he pounded her
unconscious pussy for all he was worth. While he fucked her, Jane
started whimpering even though passed out. I could see her body
moving.

She was humping back at him, matching his
thrusts, pushing herself on his cock. She may have been only
semi-conscious, but she wasn’t dead. This girl still wanted to
fuck, and she proved it by wrapping her legs around Joe’s
waist.

It was the second or third most fantastic
thing I saw that night. Jane fucking and cumming while passed out
from too much Tequila. The most fantastic thing was Katie.

Dale kept pounding her from behind, and she
kept cumming. Now, I know Katie gets a little tender after an
orgasm and likes to wait a minute or two before continuing. But
Dale wasn’t giving her any time at
all.

Katie tried to get him to stop after each
orgasm, but Dale wasn’t getting the message. That boy just wanted
to cum as deep in Katie’s pussy as he could get and, damn it, he
was going to keep going until he did.

Finally, Dale stopped fucking, and with a
roar, held himself still as his cock pumped load after load inside
my wife. Katie’s eyes opened wide when she felt the first splash;
after that, she lowered her head
and whimpered with every additional spasm of Dale’s cock.

When Dale pulled out, a load of white
gentlemen’s jelly flowed from my wife’s pussy. Katie stood,
squeezing her legs together as she kept cumming and groaning. That
was the most amazing sight of the night.

Her legs pressed closely together, her hands
on her thighs, she not only had several more mini-orgasms, but she
announced every one of them.

“Oh, Christ. Jesus. I can’t stop. Oh, no,”
she was wailing as everybody, except the unconscious Jane, watched
her.

That was enough stimulation for Jim and Anna.
They came together, just not nearly as spectacularly as Katie
had.

The third best part of the evening came when
Anna went to the still orgasmic Katie, intending to hold my wife in
her arms to comfort her. She didn’t count on Katie turning the hug
into a kiss that ended with my wife’s face buried between Anna’s
legs.

I enjoyed watching that, and judging by the
noises Anna was making; she liked it too.

The guys were all wiped out by this time,
Jane had passed out, and Katie was eating Anna’s used pussy. It
seemed like a good time for me to sneak back out of the clubhouse
and go home.




Chapter 10

 


I’m not sure what time Katie got home. I woke
up around four a.m. to use the restroom, and she was lying beside
me. She hadn’t been there a few hours earlier. At eight a.m. Katie
was lying on her back, naked, her legs spread, exposing her red,
still dripping, twat. She was lightly snoring as I tried and failed
to wake her.

This seemed like a good time for an unusual
little torture I’d wanted to try. It took a while, but finally, I found just the right tool: a
paintbrush, not a broad house brush, but a small brush made for
painting pictures. I didn’t know
what the brush was made of except it was new, there was no old
paint on it. The bristles were very soft, the brush itself only
about half an inch wide.

Kneeling, I spread Katie’s legs further
apart, fully exposing her still excited pussy. There was a nice
creampie if I wanted it, but I had
something more interesting in mind that morning.

Using the fingers of my left hand, I spread
Katie’s labia far apart, exposing her aroused clit. It was still
hard from the night before as I slowly ran the paintbrush bristles over it, moving as softly as
I could. I explored under her hood as well as her entire clit.
After a minute, Katie started to moan, still asleep, as her clit
became more erect.

Using slightly more pressure, I could move
her clit using just the touch of the brush. Katie was groaning, her
eyes closed, still asleep. I wondered what she was dreaming. Her
pussy was dripping, some of Dale was seeping out, but some of it
was Katie’s. The smell of a freshly fucked pussy was thick in the
air.

I concentrated on the left side of Katie’s
clit, the more sensitive side. Alternating my strokes, soft and
hard, painting her up and down, then sideways. Katie’s moans became
louder. She was pushing herself toward the brush now. When I stopped for a moment, her
hips moved in a small circle, looking for that soft brush.

She moved her head; she’d been sleeping with
her head over her right shoulder, and now, she was facing left. I
tried to wake her again from her Tequila dreams, aided by the brush
teasing her clitoris, still without success.

Her moans became louder, she was starting to
talk in her sleep, but I couldn’t understand anything she said
except the words “Dale” and “fuck me.” Katie’s breathing picked up,
her eyelids showing that her eyes
were racing. I don’t know much about REM sleep; could she have an
orgasm without waking up? She wasn’t pushing against the brush now,
except for her pussy, she seemed paralyzed. I needed to do my
research.

While she wasn’t moving, her breathing had
become rapid. Suddenly, Katie was awake and cumming, hard. Her eyes
were wide, and her pussy was flowing.

“What the fuck, Mack? How did you think of
that? You are one seriously fucked up guy,” she smiled, looking at
the small paintbrush. “That felt amazing.” Her clit was still
visibly throbbing. “We’ll do that again.”

“Katie,” I wasn’t sure how to start, but I
had to tell her the truth. “I watched you last night at the clubhouse.”

At first, she looked confused. “At the
clubhouse?” I could see her trying to remember.

“I watched Dale fuck you.” Katie looked at me
like she didn’t understand, and suddenly, her face cleared as she
remembered through the Tequila fog.

“Oh, shit. I couldn’t remember. Oh, honey, I
was so drunk, and I’m so sorry.” Her face had gone white as she
looked up at me. I hugged her closer, stroking her hair as she
trembled in my arms.

“It’s okay, Katie. Do you remember it now?” I
asked. “Do you remember how big his cock was?”

“Yes. I didn’t mean for anything to happen. We were just watching the news
about the earthquake,” Katie raised her head as she spoke, looking
me squarely in the eyes. “But I do remember his cock. It was
mindboggling. Honey, I don’t want to hurt you. I probably hurt you
enough last night.” Her eyes fixed on mine, inches away. “But it
made me remember how much I like a big cock.” She was starting to
blush as she went on, “It made me miss Brad. Oh, God, I’m
sorry.

“How do I explain it to you? The feeling of
being penetrated, taken, owned, spread wide by a man’s huge cock.
So big and thick that all I can think about is how much pleasure
he’s giving me. It makes me think about how I’ve given myself to a
man, or more, how he’s taken me whether I want to or not. It drives
every other thought from my head,” her voice was pleading.

“A man probably can’t really understand the
feeling, the feeling of being penetrated, having a hole in my body
filled so completely all these sleeping nerves wake up and flood me
with pleasure. The only thing that exists is my hole, my cunt, this
whole world of feeling is between my legs, and it extends deep
inside me, and I feel every ridge, every vein of his huge cock. The
pleasures collide with the feeling of being owned. It’s
overpowering, and it’s irresistible. I need that. Dale, on his best
day, isn’t enough, but the sight of that thing... I’m so sorry,
Mack.” She caressed my face with her hand.

“I love you, and I love how we make love. I
can feel your love, I feel protected, safe, and I love being close
to you. I love your imagination, the ideas you come up with to make
me happy. But, sometimes, I need to be taken again.

“Oh, shit, you hate me now,” she pouted,
getting out of bed. “I’ll fix breakfast and get some aspirin for
this hangover while you’re busy hating me,” she threw over her
shoulder as she walked into the bathroom.

I watched her reflection in the mirror
attached to the bathroom door as she sat on the toilet. She looked
confused for a moment as she sat down, first spreading her legs and
trying to bend far enough to see herself.

“Mack, what did you do to me? I’m almost too
turned on to pee,” she shouted.

While she made breakfast, I lay in bed and
jacked off. I was trying to imagine being her, feeling what she
felt as a huge cock penetrated her, took her, claimed her. I
couldn’t, of course, but her words were so exciting, I came so hard
some of it did more than dribble.




Chapter 11

 


We kissed and made up over coffee. I told Katie I understood that Mr. Tiny
wasn’t always going to be enough for her. I told her I realized the
toys couldn’t take the place of a flesh and blood cock forever.

Katie pushed her eggs around on her plate,
holding a piece of toast before finally looking up at me.

“He contacted me, Mack. Brad has. He’s sent
me emails.” She took a deep breath. “He’s even sent me a picture of
his erection.”

I did nothing at first. I’d been expecting
something like this, but still, it
came as a shock. I put my fork down very slowly.

“What did he say?”

“He wants to Zoom with me. He wants to talk
and have us be able to see each other,” Katie answered. Her voice
was soft, and her eyes were looking at her plate, not at me.

“What did you tell him?” I was looking
directly at her while I analyzed my feelings. The first thing I had
to take into consideration was my cock was suddenly throbbing hard.
It might have even been leaking. Even though I was trying to act
cool, I was breathing faster, and I could feel my increased heart
rate. I suddenly felt hot; I was afraid I was flushed.

Katie’s face was white, and she was also
breathing much faster. The hand holding her toast started to
tremble. She very carefully laid the toast on her plate. When she
finally looked up at me, her voice was shaky.

“I told him it was up to you.”

“But you want to do it, don’t you?” I wasn’t
really asking. I already knew the answer.

“He’s told me some things had changed, but he
wouldn’t tell me what they were. He said he wanted you to be in the
room, too,” Katie paused, taking a deep breath. She looked at the
wall on her right, then back down at her plate before answering me,
“Yes, I do want to talk to him.” After another deep breath, her
voice wavered, “I want to talk to
him and to see him. I want to know what’s changed.”

“Okay.” I went back to eating my eggs. I was
sipping my coffee when I looked back at Katie. Her face and upper
chest were pink.

“Put your finger in your pussy, Katie. Tell
me if you’re wet,” I directed. At first, my wife’s face showed shock as she became a
brighter shade of pink. She slowly lowered her right hand, and I
carefully watched as she pulled her house dress up and touched
herself. Her eyes closed as her arm moved; she was playing with
herself.

“Katie,” I said, making her stop. “Well? Are
you excited?”

“Yes, I’m very wet, Mack. Are you happy now?
Talking about Brad and the idea of you being in the same
room has me excited.” She glared
at me like it was my fault.

“Stop playing with yourself. We need to
talk.”

She was slow to stop. It was clear she wanted
to cum, but finally, her arm
stopped moving. She was breathing through her mouth even faster
now, and her face was a bright red.

“Do it,” I told her. “Set it up. Let’s talk
to Brad and find out what changed.” My eggs were cold, so I went
back to drinking my coffee.

“Oh God…” Katie’s arm was moving again.
Faster now as she orgasmed at the
thought.

The idea of Katie talking to Brad and maybe
seeing his cock sent a shock wave through my body and settled in my
dick. I was hard at the thought of going down on her afterward. Of
eating her pussy made sloppy wet by Brad Peterson.

It was Friday night, and we used the big
desktop computer, so we had a
better picture. Katie wore a gypsy-style wrap around dress. It was
clear to me she had nothing on underneath. The only thing holding
the thin cotton together was a web belt.

I was in the bathroom when they connected. I
came out to hear Katie say I was now in the room. I took my seat
and leaned in to make sure he could see me. I started to say ‘hi,’
but the person on the screen wasn’t Brad. It was a beautiful woman
wearing a leather bra. We couldn’t see what else she might have on.
She had been asking Katie about her dress; apparently, she liked it.

She introduced herself as ‘Princess.’ When
she moved aside, we could see she was wearing a pair of matching
leather shorts. Brad had been sitting directly behind her, looking
casual in shorts and a tee-shirt; in fact, he and I were dressed
the same.

“Hi, Katie.
It’s great to see you again. I’d forgotten how beautiful you are.”
His eyes shifted to me, “How are you, Mack?” I had the feeling he didn’t care.

“Great, Brad. How have you been?” He said he
was fine and turned his attention to Katie again.

“You’re probably wondering what’s
changed?”

“Yes,” Katie’s answer was quick. I noticed
she was squeezing her knees together at the sight of Brad. Before
he could continue, Katie went on, “I’ve missed you, Brad. You have no idea how many times I’ve
thought about our weekend.”

“Did you masturbate while you thought about
me, Katie?” he asked.

I had moved my chair just out of camera
range. They could still see my left leg and arm, but they couldn’t
see how quickly I looked at my wife. Had she masturbated while
remembering that weekend? Did he know he might be a father?

“Yes.” Katie looked down, embarrassed. She
was red in the face and neck.

“Yes, what, Katie?” Brad insisted.

“I thought of you every time I masturbated,”
Katie whispered.

“Don’t make me drag it out of you, Katie. How
many times did you masturbate, and did you think of me while Mack
was eating you?”

Wow, Brad was going for the gusto.

“I’ve masturbated almost every day.
Sometimes, more than once. Oh God, I think about your cock every
time Mack is down there.” She looked at me, shame in her eyes. The
red blush had spread to her chest. “I’m so sorry, Mack,” she said,
looking down it didn’t seem she could look me in the eyes.

“Are you sorry, Katie? Maybe you’re not, and
you want to see my cock again,” Brad said.

“Oh, God, Brad. I am sorry I’ve hurt my
husband, and I do want to see your cock,” Katie sounded miserable
and hopeful at the same time.

“What will you do to see my cock again?”

“Anything, Brad. Please forgive me, Mack, but
I’ll do anything.” Katie was looking at the screen, not me.

“Good, I’m glad I left you with good
memories. Let’s make some more,” Brad’s voice was so familiar from
watching his movies, and now here he was, telling my wife he would
be fucking her. My cock was hard and leaking in my shorts. This
whole set up was intensely erotic to me.

The excitement level went up as Princess came
back into view. Her leather clothing was replaced with a black
lace, see-through bodysuit. Her breasts weren’t as large as
Katie’s, perhaps a solid C cup. Her waxed pussy was partially
exposed. She took a seat next to Brad, but slightly below him.

“I’ve discovered that I like being in charge.
You already knew that didn’t you, Katie?” he asked.

“Yes, I knew. I liked it when you told me
what to do.” Again, I was surprised, but Katie didn’t notice me.
Her eyes fixed on the screen.

“Good, I’m delighted to hear that, Katie.
Princess is my assistant and my sub.” His hand went to her leg, and
Princess closed her eyes. It looked like she was elated just
from his touch. Her legs parted
when he touched her. “Do you know what a sub is, Katie?” he
asked.

“Yes… um… I do.”

“Are you ready to do anything I want you to
do, Katie?” His eyes were looking straight into my wife’s. “Are you
ready to let me take control?”

I was having a hard time with the
conversations turn, but at the same time, I wanted to see where it
went. After all, Brad wasn’t there. It was just a very intense game
at this point.

“Yes, Brad. I’m so ready,” Katie was
panting.

Princess took over. “Take off your pretty
dress, Katie. Then sit with your legs spread. Let’s take a good
look at you.”

Katie didn’t hesitate. My wife’s dress was in
my lap within a second, and my wife sat with her legs spread.

“Oh, Katie,” Brad said. “You look wonderful.
Do you want to see my cock? The sight of you has made me hard.” It
had me hard too.

We both watched as Brad stood, his cock
creating a log in his pants. Princess took over, undoing his belt
and pulling his shorts down, so his enormous cock could spring into
sight. Katie gasped from her position beside me as she leaned
closer to the screen.

“Do you like that, Katie?” Brad asked.

“Oh, God, yes. You know I do.”
Katie’s hand was busy stroking her clit.

“Stop playing with yourself, Katie,” Brad
ordered. “I have a proposal for you. For both of you.”

Katie continued to stare at his cock as
Princess held it up for her inspection. I remembered that it was
too heavy to stand upright on its own.

“Here’s what I propose, so listen carefully.
I have something for both of you.”

Katie and I looked at each other before
looking back at the screen. In that brief look, Katie told me that
she’d do whatever Brad wanted her to do. She needed that cock.

“You’re both coming to LA to be with me for a
day. Well, really a night. You fly down one day, come see me the
next, then fly home,” Brad stated.

“I need some legal work done, so Mack, you
have a new client. Whatever your rate is, figure twenty hours. Is
that okay?”

Surprised, I answered that it was, “Send me
the papers.”

“It’s nothing too complicated, but we’ll do
the work when you get here. I’ll book a hotel room for you, and
since you’ll be including it in the expenses on my bill, it’ll be a
nice one.” Brad had this all planned out.

“The night you see me, Katie, you’ll come to my house at eight. I’ll
have clothing for you in your room
when you arrive,” Brad was wrapping up. “Three more things.
First, let me know what dates work
for you, Mack. Please give me a couple of options. Second, Katie,
no sex until you get here. No touching, no orgasms, no nothing.
Agreed?” I thought that would be a deal-breaker, but Katie was
saying “yes” before he even finished.

“What are you saying ‘yes’ too, Katie?” Brad
asked.

“No sex until I see you. I can’t even play
with myself, starting now.” With an effort, she pulled her hands even further away from her
pussy.

“I mean no touching at all, Katie. Use a
washcloth to clean yourself. I
want you too horny to breathe.”

“Okay, Brad. I’ll do anything,” Katie’s voice
was breathy.

“Lastly, Mack, you can’t interfere. You can
watch, in fact, I want you to
watch, but you can’t interfere in any way. Afterward, you’ll be
going back to the hotel with your wife, maybe not exactly the same
wife you arrived with, but still your wife. Do you agree?” he
asked.

Not interfering wouldn’t be an issue, but
‘not exactly the same wife?’ What the hell did that mean? I looked
at Katie, who was rapidly nodding her head up and down.

“Yes, I agree,” I said. Katie smiled.




Chapter 12

 


Katie was distracted for the next two weeks
while we finalized our plans to visit Brad. The other partners were
excited that I’d landed Brad Peterson as a client, if only for some
minor work. His was a serious name
in Hollywood, and they hoped he’d lead to even more work for the
firm. They gave me a lavish budget to use entertaining him or any
other reason I thought necessary.
I brushed up on entertainment law, just to be familiar with it, but
I doubted that was what he wanted from me.

I tried to tempt Katie with sex. Even though
her panties were dripping wet every night when she took them off,
she wouldn’t let me touch her. She didn’t even feel herself; she
obeyed Brad’s rules to the letter. I didn’t. I sniffed those
panties every night. I sniffed them hard enough to get a pussy
high.

When we walked into the hotel suite Brad had
reserved for us, a white box was lying on the bed. With a squeal,
Katie began tearing it open. Inside was a white, loosely knit
dress; the attached card said it was a bohemian lace wedding dress.
The back was cut so low it exposed my wife’s butt crack. The front
was corset style, closing just above her pussy.

Her breasts would be completely exposed,
either through the white knit or in the large exposed area above
the point where the two parts met. The material was so thin, my
wife’s pussy would also be completely visible.

There were no undergarments in the box, just
the dress and a pair of areola-colored, high heeled shoes. The
dress, if you could call it that, ended at mid-thigh. The note with
the dress instructed my wife not to wear it until the next evening.
She was not even allowed to try it on. It also reminded her not to
touch herself or to allow me any ‘liberties.’

I was going to watch something special done
to my wife the next evening. My cock was hard all night, my heart
was racing, my mouth was dry, and I felt like I was going to throw
up. This condition was becoming chronic. It was because I knew the
cause that I wasn’t worried.

I got up to go to the bathroom in the middle
of the night, but my cock was still hard and throbbing. “You
fucking traitor,” I told it. “Why can’t you be bigger?” It wasn’t
the first time I’d been angry at my own dick for being so small. I
gave it a flick of my fingers as
punishment. It felt pretty good, so I did it again.

The next day, I left Katie to rest and drove
up to Brad’s mini-mansion in the Hollywood hills. Princess met me
at the door wearing a black dressing gown. I tried to make
conversation as she led me back to Brad’s office, but she didn’t
say a word. Not the talkative type, I guess.

Brad and I worked on some routine legal
matters until about three when I headed back to the hotel.

Katie looked incredible in the knit dress.
Her nipples were hard, poking through the holes in the knit. I
could easily make out the shape of her pussy, already red and
excited looking. As we prepared to leave the room, Katie stopped me
at the door.

“Mack, are you sure you’re okay with this? It
won’t be like last time, he’s going to get rough.” She looked away
for a moment. “And I’m going to like it,” she admitted, looking at
me again. “I’m going to like it a lot, Mack.”

It was a considerate thing to say, but I knew
she didn’t really expect me to change my mind. She didn’t know I’d
seen her in the hotel room, and I had an idea of what to expect.
Also, I’d seen Katie fucked by Brad. We both knew what would
happen. It was what we wanted.

Katie was nervous; her voice had trembled
when she spoke. I asked myself if I should stop everything right
then. Katie’s reaction was hard to judge. She would probably have
respected my decision, or she might have gone without me.

But I know my wife. Inside I knew it’s what
Katie wanted. She wanted certain things from our marriage I
couldn’t provide. She wanted a large cock. She wanted a man to
really take control, to humiliate her, to dominate her. We’d done
some wild things together, Katie and me. But this time was
different. I couldn’t grow a bigger cock, and it just wasn’t
in me to dominate the woman I
loved.

“Yes, Katie. I’m sure.”

Katie spread a hotel towel on the car seat
and pulled her dress up to her waist in back. “I’m dripping too
much. I don’t want to ruin the dress or get the car seat all wet,”
she explained.

“Ah, come on. Let me have a quick feel,” I
was begging. I had some dominant
personality.

“No, but I’ll break the rules just this once
for you.”

My breathing stopped as Katie pulled up the
front of the dress and used her fingers to spread her swollen
labia. She quickly pulled the dress back down and showed me her
fingers, coated with her
slime-looking pussy juices. My wife spread her fingers, and I
watched, mesmerized as the slime created a web of juices covering
her entire hand. She’d only spread her labia; she hadn’t even gone
near her entrance. There was a twinkle in her eyes as she watched
me staring at her fingers.

“I’m a little turned on right now. I’m scared
too. I know Brad’s going to push me to my limit, maybe not to all
my limits, but some of them,” she said as she turned to face me in
the car. “I’ll probably ask you again, but are you sure? Will we be
okay? Will you be okay?”

“Give me your hand, Katie,” I directed her.
That was more like it, giving orders, expecting her to obey. Of
course, my wife, being who she is, made me lift her hand out of her
lap and put it on mine. I put her fingers on my erection, almost
visible in my pants. It was very hard.

“I’m pretty sure one of us is okay with
this,” I said.

My wife gave me that wife look, the one they
reserve when their husbands refer to their pricks in the third
person. It broke the tension, at least for a moment, as
we laughed together. She’d always said my cock did most of my
thinking for me, and she was probably right. The only problem was,
its head wasn’t very large.

As we drove out of the hotel parking lot,
Katie was breathing deeply, resting her hands in her lap. We weren’t laughing now, and we
didn’t talk. I just concentrated on driving in the darkness through
streets I’d only traveled once in full daylight. Finally, we
reached Brad’s driveway. After using the code to open the gate, I
pulled in and parked the car. I looked over at my wife, and we
locked eyes.

I tried to memorize just how she looked at
that moment—her beautiful fair-skinned face, full lips, and dark
hair. I’ve seen Katie with other men before, but I had a feeling of
unease. Brad had told us she’d be a different woman tomorrow.

I had been warned this may be the last time I
could ever see Katie, ever look at my wife in precisely this same
way. After tonight, everything might be different. She looked
scared and excited; her pupils fully dilated, and her nipples had
grown harder since we’d left the hotel.

I felt a sick, cold thrill of fear, lust,
and excitement in my belly. My
heart was pounding. I could see Katie’s breasts rising and falling.
I could smell her pussy. No matter what happened, I vowed to
save that towel.

We sat and looked at each other for a long
time. I stared into Katie’s large dazzling eyes, so dilated, I
couldn’t see their blue color.

I turned and opened the car door and walked
around the trunk to open Katie’s. She was magnificent as she
unfolded her lovely body from the car seat, the skin-tight, white
knitted dress displaying her entire body. For the first time, I
noticed the steel-link dog collar around her neck.

I didn’t want anything to jeopardize our
marriage, but I resolved to give myself up to the experience. We
loved each other deeply, and if we wanted to do this, then we’d do
it.

We rang the doorbell, and a sullen-looking Princess let us in. For the first
time, it registered on me just how
light her hair was—a platinum shade of white.

I knew certain things were to happen tonight,
and Katie didn’t know much more than I did, which wasn’t much.

Princess is a remarkable beauty, as is Katie.
Princess’ dressed looked like Katie’s, but in black, maybe to
contrast with her hair. I couldn’t help noticing her breasts were
smaller, but her nipples stuck out further. It looked like she’d
waxed too, but it was hard to tell through the dress.

Brad and I shook hands while Princess and
Katie stood watching, three of us smiling while Princess just
looked bored.

Brad stood from the couch, and as Katie moved
to hug him, I saw Brad’s hand caress my wife’s breast and pinch her
nipple. Their “hello” kiss lasted a long time, and when they
finally broke apart, my wife was blushing, and her breathing had
become even more rapid.

Even though I thought I’d mentally prepared
for the night, I was surprised by a sudden jolt of primitive anger,
matched with a sick jolt to my stomach. My heart started to pound.
We were in his home now, on his turf, he was in charge.

I breathed deeply, and Princess, I guess
sensing me tense up, hugged me tightly and turned my face to hers
to kiss my cheek.

“It’s okay, here, look at me.”

A moment later, Princess pushed me away.
She’d gone back to sullen as fast as she’d seemed to warm up. What
a weird bitch.

After another slightly awkward pause and
nervous laughter, Princess invited
us to sit down in the living room as she took our drink orders.

As we moved to the living room, I noticed
Brad had his arm around Katie’s waist, and her head was resting on
his shoulder. This familiarity between them again made me dizzy
with jealousy, and I swallowed the first drink much too fast. It
was strong.

Princess and I sat together on the love seat,
Brad and Katie sat facing us on the couch, my wife was sitting as
close to Brad as she could get. Princess had left plenty of space
between us on the smaller love seat. We made nervous talk along
with a few forced laughs. I almost forgot why we were there as
Princess served us another round of drinks.

I looked at Katie, wondering what she was
thinking. She smiled back at me with a reassuring look that said:
“I am yours. I am with you. This is all okay.”

“Well,” Katie broke the silence. In a shy,
quiet but cheerful voice, if that’s possible. “So… umm… how do we
do this?” Then smiled nervously and looked at her feet.

Princess spoke up, offering her hand to my
wife, “Let’s leave the men for a while and get ready.” Katie looked
grateful as they left the room together.

Brad and I chatted about things for some
time, the movie he was making, the legal work we’d done. We even
talked about the possibility of future legal work “if everything
works out.”




Chapter 13

 


The first thing I noticed when the women
walked back into the room was the glazed look on Katie’s face. My
wife had smeared her lipstick leaving a streak on her cheek. Her
mascara had run, making it look like she’d been crying. Princess
was holding a leash attached to the dog collar around Katie’s
neck.

“Katie’s been eating my cunt. Just getting us
both warmed up,” Princess announced. “Are you warmed up,
Katie?”

“Oh God,” Katie didn’t seem to be capable of
rational speech. She hadn’t looked at me. Her gaze fixed on Brad’s
pants.

There was a pause before Princess said,
“Katie, take your dress off, now.” It was a direct order, and Katie
immediately obeyed. She looked like she wanted to take the dress
off over her head, but the leash made that impossible, so she just
unzipped and let it drop to the ground.

“Katie, pick it up, fold it, and put your
dress on the chair behind us.” It was a delight to see Katie’s
boobs move as she bent and an even more incredible thrill to see
Katie’s visibly throbbing pussy as she put the dress on the
chair.

It was shocking to see the red whip marks on
Katie’s breasts and butt. Looking carefully, I also saw the same
marks on her stomach. Most had already begun to fade. But the marks
on her breasts and near her pussy had to have hurt.

“Tell your husband why I whipped you,”
Princess demanded.

In an eager sounding voice, Katie explained, “If I didn’t please Princess
sufficiently, she whipped me with a riding crop. I thanked her
every time and worked harder to please her.”

I looked at Katie in shock, but she just
looked excited. Her face and upper chest wore a bright red sexual
flush. My wife was breathing hard, making her boobs move with each
deep breath. My heart was pounding again, and I too started to
breathe deeply. Katie looked at me; I gazed back at her and nodded
slightly. Despite my nerves, I
didn’t want to stop.

Katie’s comment about being whipped just hung
there, ignored by everybody, until Katie said, “When she whipped my
pussy I came.”

“Did it hurt, Katie? Did it hurt your pretty
pussy?” Brad asked.

“When you talk to Brad, you do it on your
knees or laying on your belly,” said Princess, pushing Katie
roughly to her knees. This is it, I thought, there is no turning
back now.

“It hurt at first, but the more she whipped
me, the better it felt. By the time she was done with me, I was
cumming from the riding crop. Did I do something wrong?” She had a
pleading look on her face as she gazed up at Brad.

I felt like I’d been gut-punched. I knew Katie could do some wild things, but
this exceeded any expectation I had. I’d used a small soft
paintbrush on her clit, Princess had used a crop, and we’d both had
similar results.

Katie’s gaze was shifting, first to Brad,
then to Princess. Her face was pleading even though she didn’t say
anything. Even on her knees, her
hips were involuntarily pumping back and forth like she was already fucking.

I could see her pussy, red and swollen, more
of her clear slime running down the inside of her left leg.

She looked beautiful, her perfect legs bent
at the knees. Her large breasts were heaving with every breath. Her
mouth open, eyes fixed on Brad’s cock.

I felt like I might be having a panic attack.
I couldn’t seem to catch my breath, and I felt a little sick. My
wife was now naked except for her heels and the dog collar around
her neck. Princess was still holding the leash.

I felt Princess watching, gauging my
reaction. My cock was throbbing in my pants. I could feel myself
leaking as I watched my wife debase herself.

“Katie, did you bring the nipple clamps we
talked about?” That Princess, she just never let up. “The snappy
kind?”

“Yes, Princess.” My wife didn’t take her eyes
off Brad’s cock.

“Put them on, Katie. You know you can’t have
Brad without them,” Princess wouldn’t let up with those damn nipple
clamps.

Katie crawled over to retrieve her bag, never
once looking at me. Her tits swayed as she moved. Returning to her
kneeling position, my wife lifted first one tit and then the other,
snapping a nipple clamp on each erect nipple.

She sucked in her breath each time, but she
was determined to do whatever it took.

“They hurt, don’t they, Katie?” asked
Princess with a laugh. “Wait until you take them off.” A real card
that Princess.

“What do you want, Katie? Why are you here?”
Princess asked.

“I want Brad to fuck me to use me. I want to
be his whore.” She couldn’t have picked words more likely to cause
my stomach to clench and my cock to throb.

“That’s fine, but you need to beg him,
Katie. Lots of women want Brad
Peterson. What’s special about you?” Princess was looking for
something specific from my wife. “Tell him.”

“Brad, please fuck my pussy with your big
cock. I’ll suck you, and I’ll even let you fuck my ass. I’ll belong
to you, Brad. You can hurt me,
more than these nipple clamps. I don’t care. I’ll whore for you,
Brad, just please let me touch your cock.” Katie looked like she
was near tears with need.

I’d just heard the dirtiest things Katie had
ever said, and she’d said it to another man. She was offering him
her body and her soul. I wanted her to take it back or for him to
turn her down, but my cock wanted him to accept her.

She’s betrayed me. I agreed to come here to
watch my wife fuck another man, but not to this. This was too much.
I told my legs to stand up, but they wouldn’t obey me. They wanted
to see how this turned out. Damn legs, turning horny on me.

“Katie, don’t be shy, show Brad what he’s
getting, show Brad your pussy.”

My wife immediately dropped to her hands and
knees with her cunt pointed straight at Peterson. Resting her head
on the carpet, Katie used her hands to spread herself open. It was
as though she was going to be fisted again.

I couldn’t see my wife’s pussy from where I
sat, but I saw my wife’s breasts, and the nipple clamps, pushing
into the carpet and bulging out at the sides. She made desperate
noises, “oh God… ohhh,” as her hips continued their pumping
motion.

I saw the outline of Brad’s erection. He was
much longer and thicker than I was. Brad’s erection looked like a
small log was in his pants.
Princess stroked him as they watched my wife display and humiliate
herself.

I watched her too. I’d never seen my wife
subjugate herself sexually. It was an arresting sight. She really
did look like an animal in heat as her pussy dripped, and her hips
fucked an invisible cock.

At that moment, I would have given everything
I had, or would ever have, for a cock big enough to satisfy her. I
looked down at the crotch of my pants, where my tiny hard-on was
hidden. “You’re a real disappointment to me, do you know
that?” Maybe every man talks to his dick from time to time.
It’s okay, dicks don’t listen.

Katie wouldn’t look me in the eye. I tried to
read her face, always a tricky thing to do; I think I saw both lust
and shame. She felt shame at her
lust and how she was humiliating both of us.

“Hold your head up, Katie,” Princess
ordered.

Katie held her head straighter, staring
straight ahead. She still wouldn’t look at me.

“Katie, you can’t deny this. Look at your
husband.”

After a long pause, Katie did look me in the
eye. She was breathing deeply. I think I read her look as ‘I love
you. I know I’m acting like a whore. Let me have this, please.’

I hope she read my look as ‘Yes you are, damn
I want to fuck you right now.’

“Now Katie, we are down to your heels, the
nipple clamps, and the dog collar I gave you especially for tonight. Brad, do you want Katie
with or without her heels on?” Princess asked.

Brad’s voice was soft. He sounded almost
bored, “She can leave her heels on, and the collar and clamps,
definitely those.”

“Then we are almost ready. Katie, if you
still want this, turn and face Brad and show you’re available to be
taken by him.”

Does Princess have a script? She doesn’t
appear to be reading anything. They probably troop married women
through here all the time. I’m sure women line up to be fucked by a
movie star.

Both Brad and I were sitting as Katie gave me a last
glance. Her eyes were half-lidded and sleepy-looking, and after a
long deep breath, she slowly turned to face Brad.




Chapter 14

 


Brad smiled back at my wife, my wife,
and with the fingers of one hand, casually gestured for her to
‘come here.’ Katie crawled toward him, slowly and deliberately, her
large breasts swaying, her eyes never leaving the crotch of Brad's
pants.

I thought, “this bastard is going to fuck my
wife, and he doesn’t even have the decency to take his britches
off.” He was treating her like a cheap back alley whore. I could
barely control my excitement. My fear was I might start to cum and
ruin everything for myself.

Katie had her legs on either side of his, and
she leaned forward, putting her breasts in Brad’s face. He grasped
her waist with both hands and pulled her to him, pushing his face
into my wife’s breasts, nipple clamps, and all.

He reached down between her legs and thrust
two of his large fingers inside
her pussy, causing her to emit a surprising feminine cry of
pleasure as he massaged her clitoris and bit her breasts.

Katie leaned her head back, eyes closed,
sighing, and moaning as she put her hands on Brad’s overly-large
shoulders. He slipped off his pants, showing that epic cock.

Katie leaned in for a kiss—my wife wanted
a kiss from another man! They kissed deeply for a very long
time. I had to remember to breathe. The kiss hurt more than the
fucking; it was so intimate. It showed a connection beyond just
lust. I wanted to lay on the floor in the fetal position. My chest
hurt, and I wondered if calling 911 would ruin the moment.

Katie took Brad’s thick dick in one hand and
slowly moved to impale herself on it while he smiled up at her. But
Princess wouldn’t allow this unseemly lack of decorum.

“Katie, did you think you were going to fuck
Brad without any foreplay? How disrespectful. Get back on your
knees.” My wife didn’t move except for her shoulders as she panted.
We all waited.

“Katie. I said, on your knees.

For the first time, I noticed Princess was
breathing heavily as well. She stepped to me and whispered in my ear, “Concentrate on your wife.
Remember this. It’s actually happening, Mack.”

It was happening, Brad Peterson was going to
fuck my wife again, and after he did, he may send her out to hustle
tricks on Sunset Boulevard. She’d do it too, for him.

Katie slid off the couch, and with her hands
on her thighs, leaned forward to lick that monster of a dick, which
Brad thoughtfully held upright for her tongue to reach.

Peterson rested his head on the back of the
couch and his dick in my wife’s hair. He sighed as Katie licked
him. His balls hit her under the
chin, and his cock blocked my view of her nose and one eye. I felt
like I was in a dream; nothing
seemed real. I couldn’t even imagine what our life would be like
when the night was over. Why didn’t I tell her to stop? I wondered,
but I felt powerless to stop any of it. Besides, my cock would have
been in open rebellion.

Princess seemed to sense what I was thinking.
She kissed and licked my ear, softly biting on my earlobe.

“Don’t worry,” she whispered gently. “It’s
out of your hands now. It’s gone so far. It doesn’t matter whether
you think you can stop it or not. The harm’s done now. Do you see
how she wants him? You might as well let her enjoy herself. If you
try to stop it, you might lose her. Don’t agonize over it. Just
relax and enjoy the show.”

To show I got her point, I tried to rub her
pussy. I got my hand slapped for my trouble. See if I try to
reassure her again!

It was good advice, but the humiliation,
betrayal, jealousy, and feeling of inferiority were painful and
deeply exciting.

I felt a burning wave of shame and anger
rushing through me, but the feelings were just making my erection
harder. Princess said it would make our love stronger. She meant
between Katie and me, but I chose to misinterpret it as meaning
between Princess and me. If she loved me, she’d let me play with
her cunt, and then it dawned on me—Princess thinks I’m a wimpy
cuckold.

I helped her get over that misconception by
going for her pussy again. I just smiled at her as she continually
slapped my hand. Her efforts had no effect. I outweighed her by at
least a hundred pounds. Brad smiled at me.

From where we were sitting, I could see the
side of Katie’s lovely face as she pulled her hair back, and
holding Brad’s thick prick with the other hand, licked a tiny drop
of semen from it. She gazed up at Brad, slowly licking her lips,
then puckered her mouth and gave the tip of his cock a delicate
kiss.

Maybe Princess loaned her the lipstick too.
Perhaps it was Brad’s favorite shade. It almost perfectly matched
the color of Katie’s areola. As her head slowly moved up and down,
I could see her gazing up at his face, those beautiful eyes that I
love so much.

Glaring at me for not giving up on her pussy
despite spanking my hand, Princess moved to sit next to Katie.
Watching closely as Brad’s cock was sucked, she positioned herself
so she could keep an eye on me. I
didn’t think we’d be friends.

I hoped there would be no lasting effects on
the relationship Katie and I had. I hoped it would be for the
better if there were, but ‘maybe for the worse’ kept pushing its
way into my thoughts.

I found it hard to believe how much I was
enjoying this and how much the sexual energy was impacting me. How
turned on I was, not just my prick, which was hard and quivering,
but my entire body.

“Katie, present yourself to be taken,” only
Princess could talk like that, in stern, stilted words that were still sultry. Still, the
bitch wouldn’t let me touch her golden twat.

Katie, with one last adoring gaze at Brad,
pulled her mouth off his cock, and not looking in my direction,
placed both her hands and knees on the fine carpet, this time
facing away from Brad. She turned her head and looked back at him
expectantly.

Brad got on his knees behind my wife. His
thick cock was hard as granite as he placed his hands on Katie’s
hips. Princess and I had a side view as Katie placed her hands and
knees on the carpet, her breasts hanging down, swaying slightly,
the nipple clamps still attached.

I could see my wife’s body about to be
spoiled, ruined, claimed again by Brad’s enormous penis. I tried
for emotional distance, but my cock was very much in the
moment.

Katie and I had talked about what would
happen; it was part of the game. Brad reached forward, and with one
big hand, pushed her head down. Katie obediently dropped down to
her elbows and put her head on the carpet, looking up at me.

“Good girl, Katie. Now tell me what you
want,” Brad asked.

Katie answered in a sweet, soft bedroom
voice, “Brad, please fuck me. Your cock is so thick, and you are
the best lover I’ve ever had. Please fuck me like a cheap
whore.”

Katie’s ass was moving in circles as she
talked, rocking, trying to entice Brad. This had the advantage of
giving me a glimpse of her pussy, red, and swollen, distended. Her
upper thighs were shining wet.

Brad started fingering my wife, his fingers almost as big as my cock.
He was a large man, just not very tall. One finger was in her ass, the other in her cunt. He stopped
and pulled them out just as she seemed ready to cum. Katie looked
frustrated.

“Katie
spread yourself for Brad,” it was Princess again, always giving
orders. She just wouldn’t shut up.

I watched, amazed despite Princess, as my
wife reached back to spread herself open for Brad. Her ass and
pussy were entirely on display now, and I could see her
dripping.

Katie, her voice quivering, was not done
begging. She was pleading.

“Please, please fuck me. I’ll do anything.
Tonight, I’ll be your filthy whore. I’ll lick Princess’ asshole if
you order me to.”

I saw Princess’ posture shift; Katie had
caught her interest. My wife going down on her sounded good,
fooling around with me, not so much.

Princess turned to me. “Mack, you have to ask
Brad to fuck your wife. You did it last time, and this is how it
works.”

“Please, Mack,” Katie’s voice held a hint of
panic and a lot of desperation.
“Please, ask him. Do whatever they want, Mack.”

“Brad,” my breath caught in my throat as I
spoke, “would you please fuck my wife. Please give her the pleasure
she needs. What you can give her is so much better than what I have
to offer. Please fuck my wife in front of me. You can see how much
she wants you.”

Brad was looking at me as he held his giant
cock. It was hard now, too heavy to stand on its own.

“Brad, please fuck my whore wife,” I
continued. After glancing at Princess, I added, “Brad, I’m begging
you. Please, do whatever you want to my wife.” And slap the shit
out of Princess, I added in my head. Some things are better left
unsaid.

Katie was desperate for Brad’s cock now. She
started to whimper, blubbering and sobbing, begging, pleading,
presenting herself. She was wallowing in her shame, her need like
an animal in heat.




Chapter 15

 


Brad penetrated my wife. Brad Peterson
actually penetrated my beautiful wife with that thick, hard
cock. He entered her, all the way in, slowly. It seemed to take
minutes for his cock to disappear inside my wife.

I heard a sharp gasp as he impaled her. I
listened to my Katie draw in a full breath and sigh a long low sob
of gratitude. It sounded as if she was just realizing again how a
cock should feel.

He stretched her out and filled her up. She
moaned again as he pulled out, his mammoth cock wet with her
juices, and gave her a full stroke, then another. First, Katie gave
another ecstatic wail, then a sudden higher sharp cry of alarm,
surprise, and delight as she
orgasmed for the first time.

Brad hadn’t finished with my wife. Katie had
her head down on the carpet now, eyes closed, groveling, moaning,
whimpering, trembling as Brad slowly, rhythmically pumped her full
of his hard cock, sticking it in, over and over. Katie came hard
once again; her cries echoed around the large room.

Katie seemed to have forgotten I was there.
She didn’t even know where she was. My wife was making
noises I had never heard before. Little gasps of pain, sighs of
satisfaction, whimpering, begging noises as she orgasmed again and
again.

She was being fucked out of her mind
steadily, slowly, powerfully. She worked up to a long desperate
wailing cry just as Brad pulled his cock out of her pussy.

She first reacted with shock and alarm. Brad
was still hard, and her pussy was loose, swollen, and dripping. She
sat up and looked at him in confusion. Brad slowly jacked off,
keeping himself hard.

“Please don’t stop, I’m still cumming, I
can’t even touch myself. Please fuck me, Brad, I’ll do anything for you,”
Katie was crying as she begged Brad to keep fucking her.

“I’m going to have your ass.”

This shocked both of us. Katie liked a little
ass play, but as far as I knew, she’d never been fucked there. My
wife didn’t look at me; her eyes were half-closed; she was only
aware of the aching throb between her legs.

“Yes, anything, Brad. You can do anything
to me,” my wife answered. If I hadn’t been so turned
on, if I’d been thinking with my
big brain and not my little brain, I might have ended the night
right then. As it was, all I could sense was an aching, excited
feeling in my stomach.

Brad was sitting back in his chair now as he directed Katie to sit on his
hard-on, facing away so I could see her entire exposed pussy as she
spread her legs outside of his. Princess had left, and I noticed
when she reappeared, she was holding a tube of lubricant.

Katie sighed as Princess smeared a hefty
amount of the lubricant on her asshole. She finished by sucking on
Katie’s engorged clit for a couple of seconds. By the sounds that
Katie was making, and the flush covering her face, neck, and upper
chest, she had never been this turned on, this sexually excited,
before.

Brad was going to take my wife’s ass! I was
suddenly aware of what was going to happen, no longer lost in
watching. For a moment, panic set in; he was too big for her, it
would never fit. He’d hurt her, split her open. I looked at Katie,
my eyes wide with fear, but she was busy spreading her ass for him,
making it easier for him to penetrate her. To penetrate her.
She wanted this; she wanted that hole filled.

It was a marvel to watch Brad’s cock, first
rubbing against Katie’s asshole and making her groan before pushing
inside, just an inch or two. He gave her just the mushroom-shaped
head, and my wife gave a sharp cry of pain.

Princess was right there, providing more lube
as Katie moaned, now partly in pain, but mostly in ecstasy. The two
feelings seemed to have come together to give my wife a feeling of
bliss she’d never known before. As Brad slowly eased his cock
further up Katie’s backside, her groans became louder.

Brad would stop from time to time to allow
her to adjust, but by the time he was fully inside, Katie’s wailing
was all we heard. The wailing only interrupted when she begged him
to fuck her ass even harder.

“You’re so big, Brad. You’re all the way
in my ass! I’m yours, Brad, I
belong to you now.”

Those words struck me deep in my soul. My cock was throbbing in my pants. I
couldn’t free it. I’d cum all over myself if I did. I did cum a
little, as Katie stuck two, then three fingers in her pussy.

“I can feel you, Brad, I can feel you in my ass with my fingers. I wish
you could fuck my cunt at the same time.”

As Brad moved inside her ass, Katie fucked
herself, and her cries carried a sound of alarm,

“Oh… god… ooooh!”

She had another orgasm, the hardest one
yet.

Katie turned her head to look at Brad and
said, “Thank you,” as she tried to regain her breath.

Brad and I came at the same time. He flooded
inside my wife. I came on my
shirt. Katie was moaning and crying as she felt Brad’s sperm
swamping her. I could see his balls tighten and his cock spasm with
each load he pumped into her

Katie gave one more cry of ecstasy with the
realization she may never have another fuck as satisfying as the
one she’d just had. More drama, but that’s how she seemed to
feel.




Chapter 16

 


Katie, Brad is done using you.” Princess was
giving directions again. “Go to the bathroom and clean up.”

Katie stood up and promptly sat down on the
floor. I hoped it had been Scotchgarded too. A lot of fluids had
spilled tonight.

Katie’s eyes were glassy, dazed, and her
breasts were heaving, her makeup was a mess. There were red marks
on her hips that would later turn into dark purple bruises. Her
cheeks had stains from dried tears. At some point, the clamps had come off, and her nipples looked
swollen and sore. Her face and chest were a dark shade of red,
inflamed looking.

My wife didn’t look at me; she stared at the
floor, her eyes unfocused, her body naked except for the dog collar
and her heels.

“Katie. I dismissed you,” this time, Princess
reinforced her direction by attaching the leash to the choker and
tugging it.

As she pulled my wife to her feet, Katie saw
me and quickly lowered her head. I could see tears running down her
cheeks. Princess allowed her to bend over to pick up her dress from
the chair. She clutched it in front of herself as Princess led her
to the bathroom to get dressed.

Not only were tears running down her face,
but even more pussy slime was running down her thighs. When she
bent to pick up her dress, even more of Brad’s cum had been forced
out of her. How much sperm did that bastard put in my wife,
anyway?

It was then Brad told me they’d agreed to do
this because Katie had gotten on the floor as they chatted on the
computer and begged them, pleaded with them. This was all done as a
favor to Katie, and I had no problem believing him. I wished Katie
had told me. I didn’t like that it had been a secret, but it
explained part of my wife’s shame and tears. She didn’t want me to
know how much she needed to be humiliated.

Princess led Katie slowly back from the
bathroom. My wife looked like she was in a fog, walking on high
heels, still attached to the leash. She allowed Princess to lead
her and make her sit down next to Brad.

Nobody talked for a while. Katie just looked
at the floor. I think I could read shame and humiliation on her
face, but it was overwhelmed by her look of post-orgasmic bliss

I walked over to Katie and held out my hand.
When she looked up at me, I could see sexual arousal in her eyes.
She’d been to a level of sexual gratification she hadn’t been to
before. Her smile looked tired, and it showed post-orgasmic
contentment I hadn’t seen before.

I pulled her to me, and we embraced tightly.
I held her as close as I could. She whispered softly to me, “I’m
sorry. I love you, and only you, so much. Thank you for
tonight.”

Princess unfastened the leash, but Katie
asked if she might borrow it for a while longer. Her smile looked
tired but still excited.

Katie was standing in the entryway; she’d slipped on the dress but was
holding her heels. The dog collar was still in place as she looked
at me.

“We’re coming back soon, aren’t we,
Mack?”

Back at the hotel, Katie quickly shed her
knit dress and stretched out on the bed, resting her head on a
pillow. She used her left hand to caress her swollen nipple and her
right hand to spread her labia, allowing me to see the white
wetness inside.

“I’m not done, Mack,” she told me. “I’m not
done for tonight, and I’m not done being a slut for Brad… or
Princess.” Her eyes fixed on me as she started to play with her
engorged clit.

“I need to be a slut. I need to be dominated…
I need to be humiliated… naked… do you understand, Mack? They’ve
made me into a… I don’t know… a submissive, I guess.”

All I could do was watch her, first her eyes,
then her fingers as she brought herself closer to orgasm.

“I thought your fist was the most depraved thing I could ever do, but I’d do
much worse if Princess ordered me to do it for Brad. I’d be their
naked pet, kept on a leash. A pet they could loan to anybody they
wanted,” Katie was just getting started. “I love you, Mack, but I
need this, I need to be shamed.”

“What if Brad ordered you to leave me?” This
was the vital question for me.

“Oh god… Mack... I don’t know, please don’t
ask me that… I don’t know what I’d do.” Her eyes were filling with
tears, but she was near orgasm again. I already knew the answer to
my question. They’d left me with only one alternative: I had to
take my wife back.

“I was ordered not to cum anymore tonight,”
she said as she slowed the pace of her masturbation. “I’m only to
cum for Brad or Princess unless
you ask permission for me.” She was looking at me, hopefully.

I was done with that. I was going to take my
wife back, right then. I wrapped my wife’s hair in my fist and
pulled her head up, so she was looking at me.

“You’re mine, Katie. I didn’t give you to
Brad, and I didn’t sell you to them. You’re still mine, and you’ll
do what I say.” I put on my hard lawyer's face as I held her
head by her hair.

Katie was mine! Peterson was a Hollywood
stud, and he could have just about any actress or starlet he
wanted. But not my wife. Hell no!

I forced Katie to look up at me; I was not
letting go even though I knew I was hurting her, pulling her hair,
straining her neck. She looked shocked and alarmed, scared. She
didn’t know what to think. I could see it on her face. I was
reclaiming her. She hadn’t expected that to happen.

“You’re married to me, Katie.
Unless I give you to somebody else, your body, mind, and soul are
mine. Now finish making yourself cum.”

It was a direct order, again in my courtroom
voice.

Katie’s eyes were wide as she watched me,
still holding her by the hair, but the pace of her fingering
increased. Soon her toes curled, and she screeched.

“Oh Mack, oh honey, oh yes, I’m yours, do what you
want with me.”

Her orgasm was spectacular, lasting a long
time and pushing even more cream out of her and onto the hotel
bedspread. Her screams sounded loud in the small room. The entire
time, I was holding her head by the hair wrapped around my fist,
although I’d loosened the pressure on her neck.

I was going to have to learn how to be her
master. Our relationship had changed. I had been right, Katie was
not the same woman she’d been when the evening started, or maybe
she was the same person, and I hadn’t noticed before.

Two months later I received an email from
Brad. The subject line was “Congratulations.” Attached was a
picture was taken from behind, up
Princess’ long legs as she lay on her belly, her legs parted to
show her wet pussy, her head buried between Katie’s thighs. My wife
was propped up on a bed that night in Hollywood. Katie was in the
middle of an orgasm, her mouth wide open, her eyes closed.

Katie and I could make love, we could feel
close to each other, but when she needed to be fucked, to have
animal sex, I’d have to find someone else to provide it for her.
That wouldn’t be difficult. But for now, Katie has started to talk
about fisting again.




 












Other Hotwife Books by Thomas Roberts

 


 


I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost!

Book 1 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

 


William committed professional suicide when
he took his dead-end job. Overworked, underpaid, and forced to put
up with his a-hole boss, all he could look forward to was drinking
himself into oblivion. That was until he met Kristen. Bubbly and
beautiful, she became the light in his darkness. No more lonely
nights spent in dive bars and hooking up with strangers, he knew
he'd found the one. She even shared his fetish for hotwifing. But as this loving couple give in to
their darkest desires, can their marriage survive its ultimate
test? Will's big black boss wants Kristen all to himself... and she
won't say no!

 


 


I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost Again!

Book 2 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

 


Will and Kristen finally take the honeymoon
they’ve been saving for. A few months have passed since their last
hotwife adventure and neither is sure where to go from this point.
Once they arrive in Jamaica, Will discovers a honeymoon isn’t
always just for two. Larry, Will's big black boss, is on the island
as well, and he won't be satisfied until he's cuckolded Will again.
It turns out paradise can be found or lost... depending on who
you’re with!

 


 


I Bet My Hotwife… and Finally Won!

Book 3 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

 


Kristen and Justine explore
their hot new lesbian relationship. Things get out of hand when
they attend a Ladies’ Only strip club, and Kristen finds herself
living out her favorite fantasy—being held captive by a gang of
horny black men while she satisfies their every perverse need. Will
is aroused beyond belief by the sight. Can he find a way to win her
back before it’s too late?

 


 


 


Vacation Prey: A Different Kind of Hotwife
Adventure Story

 


When Carlo, a mob fix-it man, finds out his
wife has been kidnapped, he assumes it’s payback for a job. Little
does he know, the gang of black men who took his wife has no
interest in retaliation. Their interests lie strictly in pleasure.
Specifically, the pleasure that comes from reprogramming captive
white wives and turning them into insatiable sex slaves! When Carlo
is taken by the same group of men, he’s forced to watch his wife
degrade herself for her captors. Will Carlo lose her completely to
her newfound fetish and lifestyle, or is their marriage beyond
saving?

 


 


 


A Hotwife’s BBC Betrayal

 


After a laboratory meltdown, Ryan is forced
to stay in a glass-walled hospital room. For his wife Carrie, a
woman just discovering her sexuality, four months is an eternity.
Watching as they pleasure themselves through glass just isn’t
enough! Carrie finds Terrell, a large black man who gives her a
professional Brazilian and an ace of spades tattoo, and Ryan
discovers how much he loves to watch—and then participate!

 


 


Brianna's Hotwife Offering

 


Brianna's stunning beauty is captivating, but
no one can shatter her ice-queen reserve until she falls in love
with Connor during an unexpected cross-country trip. But Brianna
will never be satisfied with just one man. Can Connor accept her
voracious hotwife lusts as she seduces both men and women right in
front of him?

 


 


Blackmailing My Internet Hotwife

 


Jimmy and Annette grew up together, so it
seemed only natural for them to marry. They were the perfect
couple... until the stress of Jimmy's police work made him
impotent. When Jimmy discovers a video of his wife having sex with
a black man, he's shocked and hurt. Even more shockingly, he
becomes aroused! With newfound confidence (and an eagerness to
explore his new fetish), Jimmy sets out to win his wife back.

 


 


Sex Addict Hotwife

 


Linda has a problem. She's always turned on!
Despite being in love with her husband, Linda's constant arousal
compels her to have sex with other people—sometimes even in front
of him! When she's introduced to Roger, her husband's billionaire
client, the man is eager to make a deal. He's just the lover to
satisfy Linda's carnal appetites and he wants her all to himself
for a week. When it's over, can Linda return to her loving husband?
If she does, will she stay?

 


 


A BBC Bull’s Tale

 


By day, Darryl is a floor manager in a
manufacturing plant. By night, he’s a Bull: a seriously buff black
stud who lives to service married
white women. It’s amazing how many of their cuckold husbands want
to watch! As word spreads about his talent, Darryl finds himself in
increasing demand… and then he falls in love! How far will this
Bull go to satisfy his own needs and desires?

 


 


My Raunchy Hotwife Adventures

 


Erica can’t understand why her husband looks
at erotic websites. Why does he ogle other naked women when he can
look at her? He’s particularly fascinated with hotwife movies, and
he won’t stop pushing until he can watch her having screaming hot
sex with a massive BBC bull! Will she give in to his perverse
desires? Does she really have any choice?

 


 


Hotwife Lexi Takes the Challenge

Book 1 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

 


When Hunter and Lexi’s
relationship gets stale, he suggests spicing things up with a Dare
Bucket. Half the dares are intensely sexual. Once a week, they draw
a random card… and the racy hotwife excitement begins! Can Lexi
handle a thrilling affair with a stunning dark lesbian while she’s
being roughly used by a sexy black bull?

 


 


Hotwife Lexi Takes the BBC Challenge

Book 2 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

 


The Dare Bucket Challenge
continues! Willie, Lexi’s gorgeous BBC lover, takes her bareback in
a crowded bar, and shares her with another man. Then she discovers
an antique trunk filled with old bondage gear, and the Challenges
veers into new directions. Can she survive being gangbanged by
Willie and his big black--and very horny--friends?

 


 


Hotwife Lexi’s Rocker Gangbang

Book 3 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

 


Hotwife Lexi is at it again
when her sexy BBC lover takes her in exciting new ways that leave
her dazzled with raw passion. But her eager cuckold husband wants
to give her even more excitement and arranges for her favorite rock
band to gangbang her backstage! Lexi even seduces a young lesbian
virgin into her erotic lifestyle. How much lusty sex can even horny
Lexi handle?

 


 


Hotwife Lexi: Dare Bucket Trilogy

 


Get the entire hotwife
trilogy! Hunter and Lexi's relationship has grown stale when he
suggests spicing things up with a Dare Bucket. Half the dares must
be intensely sexual. Once a week, they draw a random card…and the
racy hotwife excitement begins! Can Lexi handle a thrilling affair
with a stunning blonde lesbian while a sexy black bull roughly uses
her?

 


 


My Smutty Hotwife Confessions

 


Brooke is an innocent when
she marries one of her college instructors, but James wants a sexy,
exciting hotwife: a woman who will call the shots and let him watch
her on video chat as she has affairs with other men--and other
women. Brooke is taken by a virile roughneck and a horny English
lady before finally succumbing to her exciting alpha male black
boss.

 


 


My Illicit Hotwife Gangbang

 


Beverly tells us how her husband seems more
interested in his smartphone than in her and how she flirted
outrageously with a black man in the bar. Soon she's in his room
having raunchy sex while her shocked and excited husband watches.
Now hooked on BBC, she tells us how it feels to be driven to
repeated orgasms by them. Her fun continues with a group of young
black men and a visit to a dirty country bar where she becomes the
guest of honor at another special party.

 


 


Naughty BBC Hotwife Adventures #1

 


These three sexy hotwives
have one thing in common: a craving for BBC, sometimes with more
than one black man at a time! Their shocked husbands watch in
erotic ecstasy as their marital relationships are threatened—and
their horny wives fulfill their overpowering desires. Three of my
favorite books available at one time.

 


 


Hotwife Voyeur Resort

Book 1 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

 


When Bill and Mary discover
that one of their close friends loves watching his wife having sex
with other men, their erotic imaginations go wild. Soon they’re
fantasizing about Mary having sex with total strangers. Then Bill
discovers a resort that caters to hotwives and voyeuristic
husbands! Will their marriage survive when their most exciting
erotic fantasies start to come true?




 


The Sybian Explosion

Book 2 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

 


The Hotwife Resort was the
most exciting place in the world! “No holds barred” took on a whole
new meaning when Mary enjoyed explosive sex with hot black studs
while her husband eagerly watched. Now she can’t forget those
intensely erotic memories. In desperation, she finds satisfaction
on a Sybian machine, and encourages her girlfriends to take a ride
on the wild side while her husband watches!

 


 


Truth or Dare

Book 3 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

 


The no-holds-barred Hotwife
Resort caters to men yearning to watch their wives having sex with
other men…and women. Amanda and Josh think they know what they’re
getting into—until they play Extremely Erotic Truth and Dare with
two other couples and one well-endowed black man. But when Amanda
falls hard for her sexy bull, it breaks Josh’s heart. Can he find a
way to win her back?

 


 


Billionaire’s Reluctant Hotwife

Book 1 of “Billionaire’s Ravished
Hotwife”

 


When Tania’s first husband
tried to coerce her into being a hotwife, she wanted nothing to do
with the lifestyle. But over time, the idea of being roughly taken
by sexy well-hung black men began to intrigue her. When she
mentioned it to her new husband, he was enthralled. Now Tania’s
about to get more than she bargained for when her devious
ex-husband promises her to a vicious outlaw gang!

 


 


Billionaire’s Captive Hotwife

Book 2 of “Billionaire’s Ravished
Hotwife”

 


Gorgeous Tania has just
discovered the delights of being a devoted husband’s hotwife when
her treacherous ex-husband pledges her to the BaMa, a ruthless gang
of thugs, as collateral for his gambling debts. They don’t care
that she’s Tim’s wife now; she belongs to them. After they have
their own fun, they’ll sell her to the highest bidder! Can Tania
escape before she’s ravished by all of them?

 


 


Billionaire’s Defiant Hotwife

Book 3 of “Billionaire’s Ravished
Hotwife”

 


When sexy hotwife Tania is captured by the
ruthless BaMa gang, she her lover, Sarah, are thrown into a dank
jail cell. Then she’s taken and violently used by Bear, their
powerful and grotesque leader. Can her devoted husband’s team of
hand-picked mercenaries rescue her in time? Or…now that she’s
finally experienced ultimate fulfillment…will she even want to be
rescued?

 


 


The Hotwife Hooker: A Hotwife Fairytale

 


An innocent fantasy becomes
so much more! Jennifer has no idea how her life will change when
she discovers some racy hotwife movies and books. Suddenly she’s
obsessed with becoming a hotwife! But things get way out of control
when her husband uneasily suggests she pretend to be a hooker and
he’ll be her eager john. Instead of meeting him as planned, why has
she taken off with three huge black men?

 


 


Hotwife Karina: Shared

 


Michael’s new job just has
one catch: He has to share his wife with the boss! Knowing Karina’s
having mind-blowing sex leaves him hurt, jealous, and unbearably
aroused…especially since he’s not even allowed to watch as his
gorgeous wife is gradually stolen from him. When Marshall shows her
off as his date, he knows he can never be her public husband again.
How can he manage to win her back again? 

 


Hotwife Karina: Ravished

 


Marshall, Karina's well-endowed lover, is
about to be released from prison with his dangerous new friends,
and Karina's excited. She's been back with the husband she loves,
but her lust for other men has not abated--and Michael's perverted
desires to share her are as strong as ever. With Marshall free,
will Michael be able to keep her?

 


 


 


Seduced by Her Husband’s Bullying Boss

 


I can’t help myself around
my husband’s bullying boss…whatever he wants from me, he takes.
Then he demanded I take off my wet panties in the middle of a
crowded dance floor when my husband was only a few feet away. I
didn’t expect him to show them to Todd and brag about what he
planned to do to me! Why does the possibility of getting caught
excite me so much?

 


 


Corrupting The Innocent Bride

 


Emily’s bachelorette party
gets a whole lot wilder than anyone expected, especially her
fiancé! Sure, they'd shared their mutual fantasies about her being
taken hard and unprotected by multiple men while he watched. But
they never really expected it to happen…did they? Then the sexy Las
Vegas strippers arrive, and all hell breaks loose! Will their love
survive?

 


 


The Ambitious Hotwife Newscaster

 


We know who Savana
is--we’ve all seen her on cable news. She’s beautiful, single, and
smart. Her voice alone could seduce almost any man. But few people
know she’s actually a married hotwife. Even fewer people know her
husband watches over the internet as she’s taken hard by both
sexes. She’s sexy, famous, and available, but all she really wants
is the man she married.

 


 


My Stripper Hotwife

 


He heard clothing being
stripped off, and his wife moaning. Knowing men were excited by her
beautiful body fulfilled a need deep inside her, an insatiable lust
to be taken and used. He’d started this, but how long can Ryan
battle his own jealousy, rage, and hot longing while she’s taken
hard and fast by multiple hot studs?




 


Hotwife Brittany: Ravished in the Jungle

 


Brittany and I were the
perfect suburban couple until she took a high-paying engineering
job in the jungle. Her rugged black assistant, Amare, already had
several wives, but he wanted to add a beautiful sexy blonde to his
collection. Now I can only watch her online as she gives herself to
another man—until she needs rescuing from roving gangs.




 


Used and Abused by the Mob

 


He didn’t have a choice
really, the mobster had him over a barrel. He could either give up
his wife or… he didn’t want to think about the ‘or.’ It was Candy
who made the decision for him. “Please don’t hurt my husband. We’ll
do anything you want. I’ll go with you.” Doug could only watch
helplessly as his beautiful wife walked away with the Russian
gangster.

 


 


Sssh! My Husband’s Listening!

 


The fall could have killed
me, and for now I was stuck in a hospital bed, unable to use my
arms or legs. I could only listen--frustrated and aroused--as horny
men used my gorgeous wife Adrianna. We'd talked about my strange
desire to share her, and now it was really happening! I've lost
count of the number of demanding bulls who have used her. Will she
ever be satisfied with just one man again?

 


 


Sex Addict Hotwife

 


Linda has a problem. She's always
turned on! Despite being in love with her husband, Linda's constant
arousal compels her to have sex with other people—sometimes even in
front of him! When she's introduced to Roger, her husband's
billionaire client, the man is eager to make a deal. He's just the
lover to satisfy Linda's carnal appetites and he wants her all to
himself for a week. When it's over, can Linda return to her loving
husband? If she does, will she stay?

 


 


Blackmailing My Internet
Hotwife

 


Jimmy and Annette grew up together,
so it seemed only natural for them to marry. They were the perfect
couple... until the stress of Jimmy's police work made him
impotent. When Jimmy discovers a video of his wife having sex with
a black man, he's shocked and hurt. Even more shockingly, he
becomes aroused! With newfound confidence (and an eagerness to
explore his new fetish), Jimmy sets out to win his wife
back.

 


 


Brianna's Hotwife Offering

 


Brianna's stunning beauty is
captivating, but no one can shatter her ice-queen reserve until she
falls in love with Connor during an unexpected cross-country trip.
But Brianna will never be satisfied with just one man. Can Connor
accept her voracious hotwife lusts as she seduces both men and
women right in front of him?

 


 


A Hotwife’s BBC Betrayal

 


After a laboratory meltdown, Ryan is
forced to stay in a glass-walled hospital room. For his wife
Carrie, a woman just discovering her sexuality, four months is an
eternity. Watching as they pleasure themselves through glass just
isn’t enough! Carrie finds Terrell, a large black man who gives her
a professional Brazilian and an ace of spades tattoo, and Ryan
discovers how much he loves to watch—and then
participate!

 


 


Vacation Prey: A Different Kind of Hotwife Adventure
Story

 


When Carlo, a mob fix-it man, finds
out his wife has been kidnapped, he assumes it’s payback for a job.
Little does he know, the gang of black men who took his wife has no
interest in retaliation. Their interests lie strictly in pleasure.
Specifically, the pleasure that comes from reprogramming captive
white wives and turning them into insatiable sex slaves! When Carlo
is taken by the same group of men, he’s forced to watch his wife
degrade herself for her captors. Will Carlo lose her completely to
her newfound fetish and lifestyle, or is their marriage beyond
saving?




 


 


 


I Bet My BBC Hotwife… and
Lost!

 


William committed professional
suicide when he took his dead-end job. Overworked, underpaid, and
forced to put up with his a-hole boss, all he could look forward to
was drinking himself into oblivion. That was until he met Kristen.
Bubbly and beautiful, she became the light in his darkness. No more
lonely nights spent in dive bars and hooking up with strangers, he
knew he'd found the one. She even shared his fetish for
hotwifing. But as this loving couple give in to their darkest desires,
can their marriage survive its ultimate test? Will's big black boss
wants Kristen all to himself... and she won't say no!

 


 


I Bet My BBC Hotwife… and Lost
Again!

 


Will and Kristen finally take the
honeymoon they’ve been saving for. A few months have passed since
their last hotwife adventure and neither is sure where to go from
this point. Once they arrive in Jamaica, Will discovers a honeymoon
isn’t always just for two. Larry, Will's big black boss, is on the
island as well, and he won't be satisfied until he's cuckolded Will
again. It turns out paradise can be found or lost... depending on
who you’re with!

 


 


I Bet My BBC Hotwife… and Finally
Won!

 


Kristen and Justine explore their
hot new lesbian relationship. Things get out of hand when they
attend a Ladies’ Only strip club, and Kristen finds herself living
out her favorite fantasy—being held captive by a gang of horny
black men while she satisfies their every perverse need. Will is
aroused beyond belief by the sight. Can he find a way to win her
back before it’s too late?

 







Sign up for my newsletter at
thomasrobertsbooks.com
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